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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 Lacquered Tray

Iset my wallet into the lacquered tray first. The leather clicked soft against the wood. A woman I had never met stood on the other side of the entry table with a pen and a narrow book open to a clean page. She did not offer her name. She looked at the wallet, then at me.

“Wallet,” she said, and wrote it down.

I was twenty-eight years old and used to rooms that waited for me. This one did not. The hall was cool. My shirt stuck a little at the small of my back. I took off my watch next. The metal was warm from my skin. I laid it in the tray beside the wallet.

“Watch,” she said. The pen scratched.

My phone went in after that. Screen down. I heard the faint plastic note of it settling.

“Phone.”

Apartment keys. The ring chimed once against the lacquer.

“Keys.”

I dug the change out of my pocket last. Coins spilled into my palm, then into the tray. A few of them rolled and stopped against the watch.

“Pocket change,” she said. “Logged.”

She closed the book with a flat sound and stepped back. Still no introduction. My hands were empty in a way that had nothing to do with the tray.

Cerise came in through the study door without hurry. Thirty-four years old, black hair pinned clean, and she looked at the tray the way other people looked at ledgers. Her eyes moved from the items to my face. Heat crawled up my neck and I hated that she could see it.

“Dorian,” she said. My name in her mouth was not a greeting. It was a mark on a page. “You came.”

“I said I would.”

“You said a lot of things on the phone. Today we put them on paper.” She set a thin stack of provisional pages on the table beside the tray. The top sheet was headed day 1 of 90 in a steady hand. “Read what you need. Sign where it says. This is ninety days. On day ninety at noon I decide if you stay. Until then you live under this house’s rules.”

I read. Short lines. Hard ones. Schedule. Silence when told. No release without permission. No hands on myself. Report arousal. Report need. Report everything that used to be private. My cock thickened against my trousers while I stood there like an idiot with a pen. Defiant curiosity ran under the heat. I wanted to see how far she would push, and to prove I could take it and walk out on day ninety with my money and my pride.

I signed. The pen dragged heavier than it should have.

Cerise took the pages, checked the signature, and handed them to the woman with the log book. “Escort him. Fitting room off the study.”

The woman walked me down a short corridor. The fitting room was small and bright. A low bench. A cabinet. Hooks on the wall. Cerise followed us in and shut the door. The latch made a clean metal bite.

“Strip,” she said. “Fold everything. Stack it on the bench.”

I undressed. Shirt. Trousers. Socks. Underwear last. I was half hard already, thick and obvious. Cool air hit my skin and pulled my balls tight. I stacked the clothes the way she wanted and stood with my hands at my sides because I did not know where else to put them.

Cerise opened the cabinet and chose a steel cage, open ring, small padlock. She held it up so I could see it. “This is what you wear for the provisional term. You do not touch the lock. You do not pull at it. You report when it bites. You report when you get hard. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Cerise.”

She oiled the ring and worked it behind my balls, firm, unhurried. The steel was cold. My cock jumped in her grip like it had a mind. She fed the cage over the head, locked the parts together, and turned the key. The pin clicked. Something in my chest dropped with it.

I reached without thinking. She slapped my wrist hard enough to sting.

“No,” she said. “From this second your cock is not self-accessed. Arousal is something you report. You do not resolve it. Every impulse routes through permission. Say it.”

My face burned. “Arousal is something I report. I do not resolve it. Every impulse routes through permission.”

“Good little toy.” She turned to the doorway. A man in a dark sweater stood there with another book, older than me by a decade at least, his face giving nothing. House manager. “Serial.”

She read the number off the lock. He wrote it into the residency register under day 1 of 90. Pen on paper. Dry. Final.

Cerise took a length of grey silk from a drawer and tied it at my throat. The knot sat against bare skin. Provisional marker. I looked down at the steel and felt the silk snug under my jaw, and my pulse hammered in places I could no longer reach.

“On the bench,” she said. “Knees. Chest down. Ass up. Hands behind your back.”

I got into position. The leather was cold under my ribs. Steel hung useless between my thighs. A drawer opened. A bottle. Oil poured wet into a palm.

“First claim is your ass,” Cerise said. “You do not set the depth. You do not set the pace. You take what I give and you keep your mouth useful.”

Warm oil ran down my crack. Her thumb found my asshole and pressed. I clenched on instinct.

“Open,” she said. “Or I open you.”

I forced myself to give. Her thumb pushed in to the knuckle. The stretch burned in a clean line. She worked the oil deeper, then added a second finger, scissoring me open until I grunted into the bench.

“Listen to you,” she said. “Twenty-eight years old, bought your way out of everything, and here you are with your hole swallowing my hand like a whore. Say what you are.”

I hesitated. She twisted her fingers and found a spot that made me jump inside the steel.

“Say it.”

“I’m a whore,” I said, voice rough. “I’m your whore.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your whore.”

“Better.” She pulled her fingers free. More oil slapped wet into her hand, then something thicker pressed blunt against me. A plug, fat and smooth. She set it against me and pushed steady. The head forced me open. My breath left in a hard sound. She kept going until the widest part stretched me raw and the neck seated tight.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “Fuck. That is the point.” She turned the plug inside me, slow, mean, and I leaked a thin string of pre through the bars onto the bench. “Report.”

“Hard,” I said. “Leaking. Need to touch. Can’t.”

“Correct. You can’t.” She worked the plug in short thrusts. The little room filled with it, wet and filthy. My knees slipped. She gripped my hip and held me open. “You will do exactly as I say.”

The line closed around my throat like a collar. My gut went hot. I hated how much I wanted the next order.

She fucked me with the plug until my thighs shook, then pulled it free with a lewd pop. Cool air hit the stretched rim. Before I could close, two fingers drove back in and hooked. She rubbed that deep place hard, no mercy, and the steel rattled as I tried to rise into a shape it would not allow.

“Beg,” she said. “Filthy. I want the words.”

“Please,” I said. “Please use my ass. Please make me come like this. I’ll say anything. Please fuck my hole.”

“What are you?”

“A slut. A locked slut. A good little toy with a greedy asshole. Please.”

She laughed once, low. “Greedy is right.” She added a third finger. The stretch tore a sound out of me. Spit landed on me and ran warm down my balls. She worked it in with the oil until I was open and noisy and shaking. Then her free hand gripped the cage and squeezed through the bars, cruel and precise, while her fingers pounded my ass.

The first orgasm ripped up from nowhere. My body tried to fold. She held me pinned and kept stroking that place inside.

“That’s one,” she said, loud and flat. “Count it.”

“One,” I gasped. Cum pulsed out in thin forced spurts through the bars, striping the leather. My ass clenched around her fingers. Too much. Not enough. The steel bit as I jerked with nowhere to go.

She did not stop. She kept me open and rubbed the oversensitive place until I was whining into the bench, raw and stupid.

“Hold still for the next,” she said. “You do not close. You do not hide. Stay open.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will.” Her fingers curled and dragged another wave out of the same ruined spot. My balls drew up tight. Sweat ran down my spine. The room smelled like oil and sex. Every wet thrust made an obscene sound I could not escape. “Beg again. Meaner.”

“Please wreck my asshole,” I said, voice breaking. “Please milk me. I’m a bitch. I’m a locked bitch. Fuck, please, I need it, I need to come again, use me…”

She slammed her fingers deep and ground hard. The second climax hit uglier than the first. My thighs jumped. My hole fluttered and tried to push her out. She forced me wider and took it anyway.

“That’s two,” she said. “One more. Count.”

“Two,” I sobbed. It leaked weaker this time, dripping off the steel onto the mess already there. I burned inside the cage, oversensitive, trapped, and I could not stop the next spike building under her hand.

“Louder.”

“Two. Fuck. Two.”

“Good.” She wiped spit from her mouth onto my hole and shoved four fingers in a brutal stretch that made me shout. Pain and heat braided together. My arms shook behind my back. “You feel that? That is not yours. Your release is not a decision available to you. I take it. I count it. I write it down. Say that back.”

“My release is not mine,” I said, broken. “You take it. You count it. You write it down.”

“Again.”

“My release is not mine. You take it. You count it.”

She fucked me open on that stretch until my voice went thin. The third orgasm was not pleasure so much as a forced tear. It dragged longer. She made it last, rubbing and pumping while I begged her to stop and begged her not to in the same breath.

“That’s three,” she said. “Count it for the register.”

“Three,” I said. “Three. Please. I can’t…”

“You already are.” She kept me on it, milking the last weak spurts until I was empty and twitching, ass still spread on her hand. Drool wet the bench under my cheek. The grey silk clung damp at my throat. The lock sat cold and absolute.

She pulled her fingers free. My hole stayed open a beat, then clenched on nothing. Empty. Used. She wiped her hand on my thigh like I was furniture.

I stayed where she put me. Breathing hard. Ears ringing. The house was quiet except for the soft tick of something in the wall.

Cerise stepped to the doorway where the house manager waited with the residency register open. “Day one of ninety,” she said. “Three forced releases under claim. Serial logged. Provisional band in place. Cage locked.”

The pen moved, each stroke loud in the quiet. Day 1 of 90. Permanent ink on a page I did not control.

She came back and tipped my chin up with two wet fingers. Her eyes were steady. Mine were not.

“First morning inspection is at five forty,” she said. “You will be washed, presented, and silent until spoken to. After this hour you initiate nothing. Not a touch. Not a request for release. Not a single clever bargain. You wait. You report. You take what you are given. Eighty-nine days remain after tonight. Spend them wisely.”

I reached for the old arrogance, the man who bought exits. It sat far back and small. I ached in steel. My ass throbbed open and slick. Defiant curiosity burned meaner now, tangled with shame so tight I could not tell them apart.

“Yes, Cerise.”

“On your feet. Hands behind your head. Eyes front.” She waited until I stood shaking, fingers locked where she wanted them. “You sleep in the provisional room. Door stays unlocked because locks are for men who still own their exits. You do not. When the hall light goes off, you do not leave that bed. At five forty you will be in the inspection mark on the floor. Knees. Cage clean. Band visible. Ass ready for check.”

I nodded once.

“Use your mouth.”

“At five forty I will be on the inspection mark. Knees. Cage clean. Band visible. Ass ready for check. I initiate nothing after this hour.”

“Correct.” She picked up the key from the cabinet, held it where I could see it, then slipped it into the neck of her blouse against her skin. “That key does not come out for you tonight. If you swell, you report it through the door and leave your hands on the sheets. If you leak, you leave the mess for morning. If you touch yourself, the provisional term ends and you walk out with nothing. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She opened the fitting room door. Cool air from the corridor rolled over my sweat. The house manager stepped aside without looking at my face. The register closed with a soft thump.

“Walk,” Cerise said. “Provisional room. Now. And Dorian.”

I stopped in the doorway, grey silk against my throat, steel locked, ass still wet and sore from her claim.

“You will do exactly as I say,” she said again, quieter, final. “Tomorrow at five forty I open you for inspection. Be ready to present that hole the second I enter. That is the only thing you need to think about until then.”

I walked.


Chapter 2: Three Sanctioned Forms

The printed sheet was taped inside the wardrobe door, edges curled from last night’s heat that had not left the wood. Every hour of the day ran in black type. My name sat at the top like a department code. Day 6 of 90. Eighty-four days left. I stood bare and read the lines with dread in my throat, thick as spit I had not swallowed yet.

Five forty was first.

I moved to the mark on the study rug before the door handle turned. When she came in I bent, knees wide, face down, and presented the hole the second her shoe crossed the threshold. No greeting. No delay. The protocol said present, so I presented, rim bare to the cold room air, steel locked tight between my thighs and the grey silk band snug at my throat.

“Inspection,” she said.

I held the pose. Her scent reached me first, clean soap and the darker note of leather from the strap on her wrist. Then her hand. Not gentle. She checked the lock, checked the silk, then pressed a knuckle against the tender ring where last night’s claim burned. Pain lit my spine. My cock tried to swell inside the steel and failed, a dull trapped throb that made my mouth water with shame.

“Soreness noted,” she said, flat. “Claim holds. Silk intact. Steel true. You will not initiate anything after this hour. You already know that.”

I knew. Knowing did not stop the dread.

She wiped her knuckle on my lower back like I was furniture. “Stand. Mouth rule starts now.”

I rose. My thighs shook. Taste of last night sat under my tongue, bitter and metallic, and I swallowed it because there was nowhere else for it to go.

“Outside of formal account,” she said, “you speak to me in three forms only. One: yes, Ma’am. Two: no, Ma’am. Three: as you wish, Ma’am. Anything else is a breach. Breach costs speech for the rest of the hour. Breach twice and I take the voice for the day. Do you understand the three sanctioned forms?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Say them.”

“Yes, Ma’am. No, Ma’am. As you wish, Ma’am.”

“Better.” Her mouth stayed mean. “You will taste those words until they are the only clean thing left in you. Now kneel for the transfer.”

I knelt on the board by the desk. She set a tablet where I could see the screen and a pen where I could sign. My salary line was typed in. Destination: household account. My name as source. Her name as control.

“Sign.”

I signed. The pen scratched. Money I had once used to buy my way free moved into a place I could not touch. She slid three labeled envelopes across the wood. Weekly. Transport. Contingency. Small cash only. Each envelope smelled of paper and her perfume, a thin sweet trail that stuck to my nose when I bent.

“You ask aloud for every euro after this,” she said. “Unapproved spend is theft from me. Theft gets you stripped of more than cash. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She took the signed sheet and the tablet. “Midday run begins at the schedule. Posture checks on the quarter. Task list on the kitchen slate. You do not invent work. You complete what is written. If you need water, you wait for the check-in. If you need the toilet, you wait for the check-in. If your cock aches, you wait and you say nothing unless I ask.”

“As you wish, Ma’am.”

The day ran like a machine that hated me. I scrubbed the hall tiles on all fours with my head low. I polished silver with both palms flat and my knees apart. At each quarter hour I returned to the mark, hands behind my back, eyes down, and waited for her to pass and touch the steel or ignore me. Dread lived in the wait. Dread lived in the sound of her steps. When she stopped behind me I smelled leather again and my mouth went to copper.

At one she put a bowl on the floor. Lunch. Cold broth. I ate without a spoon because the slate said floor meal, no tools. The broth was thin and salted. I lapped it. My tongue hit ceramic. When I finished she made me thank her with the only words I had left.

“As you wish, Ma’am.”

“That was not a request. Try again when I ask for thanks.”

Later she did. I said the three forms in order like a child and my face burned. She smiled with nothing behind it.

“You used to buy rooms,” she said. “Now you buy nothing. You earn permission to speak three sentences and you still get them wrong. Get on the bench. Scheduled use. Ten minutes on the clock.”

The bench stood in the fitting room off the study. I climbed, chest down, knees on the pads, wrists in the cuffs she clicked shut without asking. The grey silk stayed at my throat. The steel stayed locked. I was bare from the morning present. She stood between my spread thighs. The wet click of lube, then the heavier sound of the strap seating against her hips.

Primary act. On the slate. Not a private improvisation. A line on the day.

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

The head pressed my rim. Thick, and warm where she had worn it. She did not ease. She pushed and my ring gave in a raw stretch that dragged a sound out of me I had no right to make. She sank deep in one long drive and the fullness punched the air from my lungs. Scent of lube and skin and her sweat hit me. Taste of my own bitten lip filled my mouth.

“Take it,” she said. “Take it like the hole you are.”

She fucked me on the clock. Short thrusts at first, then longer, the strap dragging over the sore places last night had left, then slamming home so my locked cock knocked against the pad. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the leather. I could not wipe it. My arms were fixed. Each thrust forced a wet sound out of me, obscene and loud, and she named it.

“Listen to that cunt of a mouth you call an asshole. Sloppy. Needy. You are dripping for a cock that is not even yours.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” My voice broke on it.

“Call yourself what you are while I use you.”

I swallowed copper and shame. “I am a hole. I am a thing you booked for the hour. I am a bitch for your cock.”

“Louder.”

“I am a whore for your strap. I take it. I take it in my ass because you wrote it and I do not get to refuse.”

She drove deeper. My vision speckled. The locked steel bit my swollen flesh and the pain braided into heat that made me rock back onto her without leave. She slapped my hip.

“Still,” she said. “You do not set the pace. You receive.”

I froze and took the pounding. Dread and lust fused so tight I could not tell them apart. My cock leaked inside the metal, a thin hot slick with nowhere to go. My balls ached. My throat made small broken noises each time she bottomed out.

“Beg,” she said. “Not for mercy. For more. Beg like the slut who signed.”

I begged. Filthy. Escalating. The words came out cracked and honest because the schedule left no room for pride.

“Use me harder. Fill my hole. Make me take every inch. Let me be your toy. Let me stay on this bench. I need your cock in me. I need to be fucked empty of every euro and every sentence I used to own. Grant me more. Grant me the right to stay full. I am begging to be kept on the end of your strap. I am begging to be nothing but a schedule line. Fuck me. Fuck this hole. Do not stop. I need…”

“Stop.”

I stopped mid word, shaking, stuffed full, spit stringing from my lip to the pad.

She stayed buried to the base. The clock on the wall ticked. Ten minutes was not done. My body clenched around the shaft in helpless pulses. She watched me fight not to move.

“Do you want to come?”

The question was a trap and I walked into it because the pressure was a white scream behind my eyes.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Ask properly. Permission speech. Full. Mean it.”

I sucked air that tasted like leather and lube. “I am asking for release. I am asking you to let this locked cock spend while you fuck my hole. I am a pathetic locked bitch and I need to come on your terms. Grant it. Deny it. I will take either if you say it aloud. I am begging for the right to finish at all.”

Silence. Her hand on my hip. The strap flexed inside me as she shifted.

“Denied,” she said. “On the clock. You come when the log says you may, and the log does not say so today. You will stay full of this and empty of relief. Thank me.”

Tears hit the pad. Real ones. Shame so thick it tasted sweet.

“As you wish, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.” I had used the forms. I had nothing else.

She fucked me through the last minutes anyway, deep and mean, and I stayed hard-denied in the steel, leaking, shaking, saying yes and as you wish when she told me to speak. When the timer chimed she pulled out slow, one dragging inch at a time. My hole stayed loose and used. Cool air found the stretched ring. She wiped the strap on my back and unbuckled.

“Clean the bench with your tongue. Then dress for evening tasks. No more speech unless checked.”

I licked leather that tasted of my own sweat and the lube she had forced into me. My tongue mapped the wet marks. I did not lift my head until she said rise.

The rest of the day followed the typed hours. Posture. Kitchen. Silence. Envelope money I was not allowed to spend without asking. At each check-in I presented if told, answered in three forms, and swallowed the dread that had settled under my ribs like a second meal. She passed me once in the hall and I smelled her again, soap and leather and the faint musk of the work she had done in my body, and my locked cock twitched and died against steel.

Ten p.m. First nightly account.

The study desk. I knelt. Log book out. Page headed day 6 of 90. Pen waiting. She sat in the chair and watched me from above, legs crossed, key on a thin chain against her collarbone.

“Write the day’s truth,” she said. “Then write one correction to yourself. Initial it. Speak only if I ask.”

I wrote what the day had been. Inspection. Mouth rule. Transfer. Tasks. Scheduled use. Denied spend of my own seed. My hand shook and the ink came clean anyway. Then the correction line. Theater, I told myself. The binder was a prop for her taste. I wrote it anyway because the slate said write.

I write only in the three sanctioned forms outside formal account. I do not spend. I do not invent. My voice and my money sit in protocol. Breach is mine to own.

I initialed. E.

She took the page, read it once, and slid it into the binder under a tab marked amendments. The metal rings closed with a soft final sound.

“Amendment one,” she said. “From tonight forward, every new rule that binds you will be written in your hand. You will not call any of it done to you. You will call it entered. You will call it yours. Do you understand what you just signed with your own letters?”

The theater feeling cracked. The page was already under plastic. Already filed. Already law in a house that ran on paper and keys.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. Stand. Tomorrow’s first line is already typed. You will meet it at five forty. You will present before you breathe. You will not rehearse a refusal that no longer has a form of speech. Eighty-four days remain. On Signing Day at noon on day ninety I alone decide if you stay for good or walk out with what is left of your money. Your job is not to decide. Your job is to keep writing what I put in front of you.”

“As you wish, Ma’am.”

She shut the binder. The key shifted on its chain. Somewhere deeper in the house a latch turned. Footsteps in the entry. Not hers. Heavier. Measured. A bag set down on the lacquered tray I had emptied on day one.

Cerise’s gaze cut toward the hall without surprise.

“Door,” she said. “Answer it on your knees. Address no one until I speak first. Tomorrow’s schedule has a new line, and the person attached to it just arrived.”

I crossed the rug on my knees. The study door stood wide. In the entry light a stranger waited with a case and a typed sheet in one hand, eyes on the grey silk at my throat, on the steel, measuring the space where my name sat at the top of a day that no longer belonged to me.


Chapter 3: Call Times

Iwas on my knees in the entry when Cerise spoke, grey silk at her throat, a stranger at her side with a hard case and a typed travel sheet.

“Stand when I tell you. Not before.”

I stayed down. The floor bit into my kneecaps. The case sat by her shoe like it belonged there more than I did. The stranger was a man past forty, suit pressed, face blank. He did not look at me. He looked at the paper.

“Three days,” Cerise said. “Client city. Client schedule. You asked for road time. You get road time. You do not get free.”

My throat worked. “Yes, Cerise.”

She snapped her fingers once. I rose. The cage under my trousers rode heavy against my balls, a dull weight that never left. Day twelve of ninety sat in my head like a stamp. Seventy eight days to go before Signing Day at noon. I had bargained myself into this house. I was still bargaining.

The stranger set the case on the console and clicked it. Foam. Tools. A spare ring. Lube packets. A thin black phone, sealed. A second set of keys on a tag with my full name printed in block letters. He read out the serial number on the band around my cock. Cerise checked it against the sheet and initialed the line.

“Road kit issued,” she said. “Itinerary fixed to Dorian. He carries it. He does not edit it.”

“Understood,” I said.

She put the sealed phone in my palm. Her fingers were cool. “You will call me on this. Only this. The times are not suggestions.”

My fist shut on plastic and heat. Bargaining lay under my tongue like a coin I meant to spend the second I was alone with her.

The glass conference room hit me mid sentence.

“…and the burn rate on phase two stays under the line we set in Q2, which means the vendor list gets cut before Friday.”

Twelve faces. Wall clock at 12:58. My phone face down on the table, black glass, silent. I ran the room the way I always had, voice level, tie straight, numbers clean. The cage pressed against the seam of my trousers every time I shifted. Texture of cloth. Weight of metal. I did not look down.

A woman across the table asked about contingency. I answered. A man in a blue shirt wanted risk language softened for the board pack. I refused and gave him better wording. The room took notes. My mouth kept working. Under the table my thighs were tight. The device had warmed to me. It kept a pulse of its own.

At the break I stepped into the service corridor with the sealed phone and the taste of coffee I had not finished. I called her from between a fire door and a tray stack.

“Cerise. I need an exemption.”

Silence long enough to make me count my own breath.

“Speak,” she said.

“Three day engagement. Travel. Hotels. Client dinners. I cannot run full house protocol on the road. Inspections. Kneeling. The report desk. I am asking for no protocol while I am away.”

“You are asking to be a free man in a glass room.”

“I am asking for the job not to break.”

“Your job is not the highest claim on you.”

I pressed my forehead to cool plaster. “I will lose the room if I am on my knees in a hallway at the wrong hour. I am not arguing the house. I am arguing three days.”

“You are bargaining,” she said. “Say that.”

“I am bargaining.”

“Good. Listen to the price before you smile.”

I did not smile.

“You get the road,” Cerise said. “No morning inspection line. No desk kneel at ten. No household chore list. That is the exemption. In return you get fixed call times. Seven in the morning. Thirteen hundred. Twenty two forty. On those calls you ask permission aloud for ordinary things. A second glass of wine. A cab. Sleep. And you describe, in specifics, the state of the device. No soft words. No summary. Amendment nine. You will sign it when you get home tonight, and it will travel with you.”

“That follows me into every hotel in the country.”

“Yes.”

“Cerise, if someone overhears…”

“Then you learn to choose your corridor,” she said. “Or you refuse the exemption and keep the full house rules on the road. Choose.”

Bargaining again. The old version of me would have bought a cleaner out. There was no cleaner. Only her voice and the metal between my legs.

“I accept the terms,” I said.

“You accept nothing until it is on paper and under you,” she said. “Come home after the last session. Bench. Then the sheet.”

I ended the call. Walked back into glass and twelve faces and finished the day with a voice that did not shake.

Night put me over the edging bench in the study.

Padded leather under my chest. Wrists cuffed to the front rail. Ankles spread and strapped. My trousers and shorts were gone. The cage hung under me, full of heat, my cock fat and stupid against the ring. Cerise stood at my hip in the grey silk, sleeves rolled, a glove on one hand and oil on the other.

“Amendment nine,” she said. She set a printed page on the small table where I could see the black type if I turned my head. “Call times. Seven. Thirteen. Twenty two forty. Permission for ordinary life. Device report in full. You asked for the road. The road costs this.”

“I asked,” I said. My mouth was dry. “I still want it.”

“Of course you do. Men like you always want the deal that lets them keep the title on the door.” Her oiled fingers slid along the seam of my sack, slow, measuring. “Say what you are.”

It came out low. “Your locked bitch. Your toy.”

“Louder.”

“Your locked bitch. Your filthy little toy. Please.”

She hummed like I had passed a small test, then ignored my cock entirely. Two slick fingers pressed behind my balls, found the tight ring of my asshole, and pushed in without hurry. The stretch burned. I grunted into the leather. She worked me open until the muscle gave and the oil made wet sounds I could hear over my own breath.

“You thought three days off the property meant three days off the leash,” she said. “You thought the glass room was still yours.”

“I thought…” My voice broke when she curled inside me. “I thought I could keep the work clean.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

Something in my chest dropped. My hips tried to push back onto her fingers. She let me for one stroke, then held deep and motionless, and I hung there with a full, thick ache and nowhere to go.

“Beg for the edge,” she said. “Not the finish. The edge.”

“Please edge me. Please work my hole and leave my cock trapped. Please make me stay right there. I will be good. I will take the calls. I will ask for every stupid thing out loud.”

“Whore language,” she said. “Use it.”

“Please fingerfuck my asshole until I am shaking. Please ruin me on this bench. I am a slut for your schedule. I am a bitch who needs permission to drink wine and sleep. Please.”

She added a third finger. The stretch made my eyes water. Sweat ran down my spine and pooled at the small of my back. The cage clinked once against the bench rail when I jerked. Texture of leather under my cheek. Weight of her inside me. She found the spot that made my cock jump uselessly in metal and rubbed it in slow circles.

“Feel that,” she said. “That is not freedom. That is what you bought with your little exemption.”

“I feel it. Fuck. I feel it.”

“Describe the device while I own your hole.”

I forced the words out between gasps. “The ring is snug at the base. The tube holds my cock down. The lock is warm from my skin. My balls are pulled forward and tight. I am hard inside it and it hurts in the good way. I am leaking. There is precome on the tip against the metal.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“My cock is caged like a fucking pet. My hole is stuffed on your fingers. I am drooling on your bench. I want to cum and I know I do not get to choose.”

She fucked me with those fingers in a steady, merciless rhythm. Not fast. Not kind. Every push ground that sweet spot. Every pull left me empty for a beat, then filled me again. My thighs shook. Spit strung from my lower lip to the leather. I made a sound I would have paid money to keep out of a boardroom.

“You will call me at seven and ask if you may shower hot or cold,” she said. “You will call me at thirteen and ask if you may eat what the client orders. You will call me at twenty two forty and ask if you may sleep. Between those hours you are a man with a title. On those hours you are property reporting in.”

“Yes. Yes, Cerise. Please do not stop.”

“I decide when you stop wanting.”

She kept me there. Long. One climb. No stacked peaks. No numbers out loud. Just the slow build under her hand and the amendment page in the corner of my eye. My cock strained until the cage shrank around it. My hole clenched and fluttered around her fingers. Sweat stuck my chest to the pad. The room smelled like oil and skin.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please let me cum. I will sign. I will call. I will say it all in hotel halls if you want.”

“Ask like a whore who knows the price.”

“Please make your locked bitch cum on your fingers. Please use my asshole until I break. I am begging. I need it. I am nothing without your say so. Please, Cerise, please, I will be your good little toy on the road, I will describe my caged cock on every call, just let me cum.”

She twisted her wrist and pressed hard into that place and her other palm came down between my shoulder blades, pinning me. “Now. Make a mess of my bench. Show me what the exemption costs you.”

I came hard. My cock jerked inside the cage with nowhere to go, spurting in thick pulses against the metal, cum forcing out the tip and dripping onto the leather in messy strings. My hole clamped on her fingers in waves. I sobbed once, raw, and the inner voice went to scraps.

Full. Owned. Spent. Still hard. Still hers.

She worked me through it until I twitched and whined, then eased her fingers free. The empty ache after made me moan. She wiped her glove on my thigh and left the smear there.

“Stay down.”

I stayed. Breath ragged. Cum cooling under me in sticky tracks. She uncuffed my wrists and ankles with the same calm she used on paperwork. When I could stand, she handed me the printed sheet. Amendment nine. Black ink. My name. The three times. The permission list. The device report rule.

“Sign.”

I signed. My fingers left a damp print on the corner.

“You got your exemption,” she said. “It follows you.”

The first mandated call came from a hotel corridor the next afternoon, carpet under my shoes, ice machine humming two doors down.

Thirteen hundred on the dot. I held the phone to my ear and kept my voice low.

“Cerise. It is thirteen hundred. I am asking permission for a second glass of wine at the client dinner tonight.”

“Why do you want it.”

“Because the table will notice if I stop at one. Because I want the edge off. Because I am bargaining with myself and losing.”

“Device.”

I closed my eyes. A couple passed with rolling bags. I waited half a second and spoke into the plastic. “The cage is warm. The ring is snug. My cock is half hard against the tube. There is dried cum from last night still sticky at the tip. My balls feel heavy. The lock is secure. I checked the serial before I left the room.”

“Wine denied,” she said. “Water. You may have the cab after dinner if you ask at twenty two forty with the sleep request. Hang up.”

I hung up. Walked back to the elevator with heat in my face and the weight of metal between my legs like a brand no one in the lobby could see and everyone on the call could.

Dinner was long. I drank water. I closed the deal language. I smiled when I should. In the cab after, I almost asked the driver to take the long way to delay the next number on the clock. I did not. The key card slapped the reader. Corridor after corridor, patterned carpet, door numbers, the exemption walking with me like a second shadow. No address left where I was off duty. No hour. No city.

At twenty two forty I stood at the window with the city grid under me and called.

“Cerise. Twenty two forty. I am asking permission to sleep.”

“Device first.”

“The tube is tight. My cock is soft now but swollen at the base from the day. The ring holds. No pinch marks worse than this morning. The lock has not shifted. I am clean. I am still sealed. I have not touched myself except to piss and wash.”

“Sleep granted. Lights out in ten. You will dream like a man who still thinks he can buy his way clear. You will wake and call me at seven.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

“Dorian,” she said, and my name in her mouth made my stomach drop. “You asked for no protocol on the road. You got call times instead. That is not less. That is everywhere. You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line went dead.

I set the phone on the nightstand. The cage sat against me under the sheet when I lay down, a hard fact, a measured weight. Day twelve of ninety. Seventy eight days until she kept me or cut me loose with the money sent back. I had spent the first part of the clock rehearsing a refusal. I was deep in the second part now, and the refusal had nowhere to stand.

In the dark I made the only decision left that felt like mine.

I would keep the exemption. I would keep the three calls. I would let the price stay permanent because the free version of me in the glass room had been a costume, and the costume had ripped the first time I said my caged cock out loud for a second glass of wine I did not even get. Bargaining had not saved me. Bargaining had written the route.

Before sleep took me I opened the travel app with thumb and screen light and booked the morning connection into the next city, then set the alarm for six forty so I would be standing, dressed, device checked, voice ready, when seven came and I had to ask permission to start the day like any other piece of property on a schedule that no longer ended at any door.


Chapter 4: Grey Band Table

Istood in the doorway. The cards were down.

Seven names in copperplate along the long table. One card with no name at all. Only a number. Eight.

My mouth went dry.

At seven o’clock I had called on schedule, day twenty seven of ninety, sixty three days left to Signing Day at noon. I had asked permission the way amendment nine demanded. Permission for the next hour. Permission to keep the fitting on without complaint. Permission to stand where I stood.

Her answer had been the monthly table.

Now the blank card sat at the lowest place. Candlelight glossed the empty copperplate until it looked wet. That blank was mine before anyone said it.

“Dorian.” Her voice came from behind me, close enough that heat brushed the back of my neck. “You found it.”

I turned. She held a small black remote in one palm. The fitting at my cock hummed once, a short test pulse that pushed warmth straight into my gut.

“Paired,” she said. “Before the doors open. You are the nameless eighth. You serve. You do not sit. You do not speak unless ordered. Grey band stays on. Fitting stays on. If china rattles, the table hears it, and so do I.”

My pulse jumped under the steel. The band around my throat sat warmer than the air.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She pressed the remote again. A slow roll of vibration climbed through the locked cock and into my balls. Not enough to buckle me. Enough to make my breath catch.

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

I hated how true it landed. I hated the heat that followed it.

The doors opened.

Her circle came in like they owned the house. Eight of them counting the place I would not take. Silk and dark cloth. Perfume that cut the candle smoke. Every one of them was a grown adult of her set, wine-easy and years deep into these tastes, the same circle that had watched Rennick earn his exit. Rennick entered last, thirty four years old, clean shave, easy smile, the sort of man people toast without thinking twice. Two years free. Two years out of a grey band. Someone clapped his shoulder. Someone called him graduated like it was a prize.

I was naked except for the fitting and the grey band. My skin prickled while their coats still held street warmth. The sideboard held folded linen and a small square of tissue. Inside that tissue lay a second grey band. Waiting.

They took their seats. Rennick’s card had his name. Mine had a number. Guests glanced at the blank, then at me, then past me, as if I were furniture that breathed.

“To Rennick,” a woman said, lifting a glass. “For finishing clean.”

Glasses rose. Warm wine. Easy laughter. I stood at the sideboard with a tray, the vibration idling in my locked cock like a held breath.

First course.

I carried plates. Bare feet on cool floor, then the warmer strip near the table legs. The steel of the fitting had taken on body heat and kept it. Every step shifted the grey band against my throat. I set soup down without looking at faces. They looked at me anyway.

“He holds the tray well,” a man said, not to me.

“For now,” another answered. “Rennick held it better in his last quarter.”

Rennick smiled into his bowl. “I shook the first month. Then I learned what the remote meant.”

Laughter. Soft. Mean in a polite way.

She sat at the head. Remote near her wine. When I bent to place her plate, she thumbed the dial. The fitting surged. Warmth slammed up my shaft and through my gut. My knees almost gave. I locked them. China stayed quiet.

“He still flinches,” someone said.

“He still thinks flinching is private,” she said. “It is not.”

I moved on. Soup for Rennick. His eyes tracked the steel on my cock the way a man tracks an old scar on someone else.

“Serial still bright,” he said to the table. “Mine dulled by the end.”

They talked about me in the third person while I poured water and sweat started under my arms. The vibration eased off. My cock strained inside the fitting with nowhere to go, swollen and useless, heat trapped against metal.

Between courses she stood.

“Rail,” she said.

I set the tray down and went to the foot of the table. Hands on the polished wood. Ass out. Legs spread. The position made the grey band pull. Candle heat licked my back. The air between my thighs cooled until she stepped in and her body heat closed that gap.

“Silk first,” she told them. “Then steel. Then serial. Then the hole.”

A guest’s gloved hand brushed the grey band at my throat. Warm cloth. Slow check of the buckle. Another guest came around and cupped the fitting, turning it so the candlelight caught the steel. Someone read the serial number out loud like a stock mark. My face burned. My cock tried to jump and failed against the lock.

“Ass,” she ordered.

I reached back and spread myself. Open. Presented. The room went quiet enough to hear a spoon set down.

She pressed a lubricated plug against my asshole. Thick. Blunt. Warm from her palm. She pushed. My rim stretched and took it with a wet sound I could not hide. Full. Sudden. The plug seated and left me clenched around it while they watched.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Stay open in the head even when you close.”

I nodded. Words stuck.

“Say what you are,” she told me.

“A hole for your table,” I got out. “A locked cock. A band. Yours.”

“Louder.”

I said it louder. Someone hummed approval. Rennick sipped and watched like a man checking weather he no longer had to stand in.

She seated them again for the second course. The plug stayed. So did the fitting. Before I lifted the next tray she showed me a slim prostate wand and the remote’s second toggle.

“This rides with you under the meat course,” she said. “China must not rattle. If you spill, you clean it with your tongue in front of them.”

She worked the wand in beside the plug’s base, seating it deep so the head kissed that swollen place inside me. Wiring clipped neat to the grey band. Remote in her hand again, the second toggle live for the length of the meal, no more than that.

I served.

Under the second course she turned the wand on low. Heat spread deep in my gut. My hole clenched around the plug. My locked cock leaked into steel. I set a plate and the vibration rolled harder. My jaw set. The china did not chatter. Barely.

“He is sweating into the band,” a guest said.

“He should,” she answered. “Sixty three days left. He still thinks endurance is the point.”

Rennick laughed once. “I thought that too. Then I wanted the toast more than the key.”

Jealousy hit me dirty and fast. He got to sit. He got his name on a card. He got wine and praise for leaving. I got a number and a plug and a cock locked warm against itself while they chewed.

She crooked two fingers at me. “Amendments. First two. Aloud. From your hand.”

I fetched the log from the sideboard. Day twenty seven of ninety headed the page. My own writing. My own throat going tight as I stood at the rail again and read.

“Amendment seven. Public service when ordered. No covering. No complaint.”

“Flat,” a woman said, not looking at my face. “Make him add: gratitude for being used where guests can see.”

She nodded. “Write it after. Next.”

“Amendment eight. Device status reported on demand. Exact. Wet. Tight. Aching. No soft words.”

“Change aching to dripping,” Rennick said. “He is already dripping. Make him own it.”

My neck went hot. My cock throbbed useless in steel. The wand pulsed and I almost folded. I locked my knees again.

“Accepted,” she said. “Third amendment. Standing. Service posture. You finish it while you come.”

My stomach dropped.

She turned both channels up.

The fitting seized my cock in a tight, buzzing vise. The wand slammed that spot inside me in short mean bursts. Plug stretched my asshole full. My vision spotted. I tried to speak and only gasped.

“Read,” she said.

I forced the page up. “Amendment nine. Road exemption. Fixed calls. Zero seven. Thirteen. Twenty two forty. Permission asked aloud for ordinary things. Device described in specifics.”

“Again,” she said, and spiked the wand.

My hips jerked. Cum boiled up with nowhere clean to go, forced out in hot spurts against the steel, trapped, messy, humiliating. My hole fluttered around the plug. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. The orgasm tore through me standing, tray stand empty beside me, guests watching like it was part of the course.

“Keep reading,” she said, even as my legs shook. “Through it.”

“Permission for wine,” I choked. “For a cab. For sleep. State of the fitting. Locked. Wet. Leaking. I…”

Another surge. She did not let me drop. The first climax had not finished before the wand drove me into a second raw peak, cock jerking inside metal, balls drawing tight, more cum wrung out in thick pulses that had no dignity left. My mind tried to number them and slipped. Past the second. Past whatever came next. Warmth flooded my gut and my face and the inside of my thighs where sweat ran.

“Beg for the next one like a whore,” she said, calm as carving.

“I need it,” I gasped. “Use the remote. Use my hole. Make me come again. I am your locked bitch. I am…”

She did. Forced. Cruel. The overstimulation turned pleasure into a bright nasty burn and still my body gave it up, shaking, drooling, cock spent and still milked by vibration against steel. China on the table stayed still. I did not. Spit hit the floor. My asshole clenched so tight the plug felt huge.

Someone said, “He loses count.”

“Good,” she said. “Counting is for men who still own their cocks.”

I could not have counted if she ordered it. Past four. Past the next blank white flash. My thoughts broke into scraps. Fuck. Full. Hot. Remote. Band. Them watching. Rennick’s glass raised like this was entertainment he had graduated from.

She eased the dials only enough to leave me twitching.

“Back to service.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my wrist and took the wine jug. My legs had gone loose. The plug kept me open. Cum cooled sticky inside the fitting while my skin stayed fever warm. I poured for Rennick with a hand that wanted to shake and did not dare.

He lifted his glass for the formal toast.

“To release,” a guest said. “To a clean exit. To Rennick, who earned the right to walk out and keep his money and his name.”

“To Rennick,” the table answered.

She turned the remote up under the toast.

I stood behind his chair and came again without a cry, mouth open, silent, ruined, hips stuttering while they clapped for a man who had left. The jealousy was so thick I could taste metal. He got congratulations for freedom. I got milked like a toy so their speech would have a soundtrack of my breathing. Another wave hit before the first finished. My cock gave almost nothing and still spasmed. My hole fluttered. I lost the line between climax and aftershocks. No numbers left. Only heat and shame and the need to stay upright.

Rennick glanced back once. Not unkind. Worse. Assessing.

“He wants the seat,” he said to her, not to me. “Not the door. Not yet.”

She watched my face while the vibration rolled me through one more forced, broken peak that left my eyes wet. “He wants to be chosen. That is uglier than wanting out.”

I did. God help me, I did. Somewhere between the blank card and Rennick’s easy smile the private goal had flipped. I was no longer holding on to survive ninety days. I was performing so she would not pick the folded band for someone else. I wanted the number gone from my place and my name written where his had been. I wanted the toast to be for keeping me, not freeing me. The table had seen me leak and shake and read my own rules while they rewrote them. Public record now. Ownership with witnesses.

She cut the remote to a low idle. My cock throbbed in the mess of its own cum. The wand kept pulsing against that spent place inside me, small flickers that pulled a flinch out of me.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt by her chair. Warm carpet. Cool air on my wet back. She took my chin and turned my face to Rennick.

“Tell him what you are jealous of.”

The words scraped on the way up. “His name on a card. His wine. His graduation. That he got out and they loved him for it.”

“And what do you want instead?”

“To be kept,” I said, and it came out like a signature. “To take it. To be the one you do not replace.”

Rennick’s mouth tipped. “Careful. Wanting that is how the second half of the clock works.”

Sixty three days. Her choice alone. Kept in perpetuity or released with the money returned. I had spent the early stretch rehearsing refusal. Now refusal felt like a language I was forgetting on purpose.

She stood. Walked to the sideboard. The table watched. I watched harder.

Her hand settled on the tissue packet. Lifted it. Unfolded the paper with slow care. The second grey band lay inside, clean, unworn, folded neat as a threat. Same width as mine. Same color. Empty of a throat.

She did not put it on anyone. She only raised it into the candle light so every guest, and I, could see the spare.

Warm silk lining. Cool outer edge. Waiting for whoever took the space after me.

My locked cock gave one last helpless twitch. My hole clenched on the plug. Jealousy and hunger braided so tight I could not tell them apart.

Above the open tissue, the second grey band hung from her hand like a vacant collar, ready for the next body the house decided to number.


Chapter 5: Forty Amendments Deep

The bell dragged me down the corridor past the sideboard. Last night’s spare grey band hung there vacant, plain as a threat. Tissue paper lay crumpled under it. My bare soles stuck to the runner. I did not look at the band longer than a breath. Looking would have been begging already, and I had not been told to beg yet.

The study door stood free for the first time in six weeks. Light from the hall cut a hard rectangle across the carpet. The binder sat squared on the desk blotter. A chair waited pulled out. She stood beside it, thirty-four years old and unhurried, and said only, “Read it to me, all of it.”

I went in. She did not shut me away. The doorway stayed wide so the corridor could hear. She set me in the chair facing out, grey silk band tight at my throat, the fitting clamped around my cock, the plug seated deep in my ass. Staff would pass. They always passed at this hour. My bare knees framed the desk. The whole house could take me in at a glance: twenty-eight years old, numbered, provisional, put on show like furniture that had learned to read.

“Amendment log,” she said. “Every clause. Your hand. Your initials. Start at one. Do not rush. Do not stop.”

I opened the binder. Day forty-five of ninety headed the top page in the same black ink I had used since intake. Noon on day ninety sat forty-five days out. I had been counting it like a door I could slam. My mouth was dry. My tongue found the first line anyway.

“Amendment one,” I said. “Dated intake plus three. Subject surrenders personal devices. Initialed E.”

Her palm settled under the cage and squeezed. Not enough to hurt. Enough to make my balls jump. “Louder. The hallway is listening.”

I raised my voice. Amendment two. Three. My own handwriting. Rules about meals, about eye contact, about when I could speak. Each one dated. Each one initialed at report like I had wanted them. She worked me while I read. Slow drag of a knuckle along the underside of the cage. A twist of the plug that made spit flood my mouth. Heat crawled up my spine and stalled. No finish. Only the climb.

Footsteps crossed the corridor. A tray rattled. Someone slowed. I kept reading because stopping would have been worse than being heard.

“Amendment nine. Subject’s travel rights voided for the provisional term. Initialed E.”

“Good little toy,” she said, mean and quiet. “Listen to yourself. You wrote every scrap of this. You begged for structure and I gave you a leash. Say what you are.”

“I’m a whore who signed his own leash,” I said. The words scraped. Shame hit first. Then it turned hot, and I hated the way my cock shoved at the fitting from inside.

She rewarded that with a firmer pull on the plug. My hips jerked. A thin wet sound left me. Corridor traffic paused again. I tasted metal and old coffee and salt.

Amendments stacked. House rules. Reporting times. The way my money sat in escrow until she decided. My voice stayed level because pride wanted a clean performance. Inside I was already fraying. I had walked into this house thinking I could buy an exit. Forty-five days of paper said otherwise in my own script.

Halfway through the log my throat stuck. She did not give me water. She made me restate the serial stamped inside the cage and the number sewn into the grey band, aloud, for whoever stood just out of sight.

“Serial seven-four-one,” I said. “Band provisional. Subject secured.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“Serial seven-four-one. Band provisional. The subject knelt, an owned hole in a silk collar, reading his own fucking rules while staff heard him drip.”

A soft laugh came from the hall. Not cruel. Interested. My face burned. My prick throbbed inside the fitting until my vision spotted. She held the edge right there, her thumb on the base where the cage met skin, leaving me no room to rock.

“Continue,” she said.

I continued. Amendment twenty. Twenty-four. The pages smelled like ink and the sweat of my palms. Every time my voice thickened she eased off and left me straining into nothing. Two hours of that. My jaw ached with the length of it. My tongue went thick.

Amendment thirty-one sat in the middle of a page like a trap I had set for myself.

I read the number. My voice caught.

“Out loud, Dorian. All of it.”

“Amendment thirty-one,” I said. The words came smaller. I forced them up. “Notice period deleted. Subject may not tender resignation or demand release during the provisional residency. Initialed E. Dated day thirty-one of ninety.”

“Again.”

“Notice period deleted. I cannot resign. I cannot demand release.” My cock jerked so hard the cage clicked. No relief. Only a raw pulse that went nowhere. “I struck my own exit. I initialed it.”

“Because you were hard when you wrote it,” she said. “Because pride makes pretty contracts for men who think they still own the pen. Beg for the next page.”

“Please. Let me read the next page. Use me while I do it. Don’t stop touching me.”

She did not stop. She also did not give me more. The edge held like a hand on a throat.

I read on. My pride tried to stand up inside the shame and keep score. It failed in small pieces. Each clause was a brick I had laid myself. Staff passed again. Someone in the kitchen called a name. I sat displayed, plug-stuffed, cage-bound, grey silk tight, and recited the law of my own body until my voice went hoarse.

Amendment forty arrived near the end. My stomach dropped before my eyes finished the first line.

“Amendment forty,” I said. “Day-ninety decision assigned to keyholder sole discretion. Subject holds no vote, no veto, no right of refusal regarding retention or release at quarter end. Initialed E.”

Silence from her. The plug turned a quarter and stayed. My thighs shook.

“Finish the sentence,” she said.

“I assigned the day-ninety decision to you alone. I initialed that I would not get a say.”

“Louder. Mean it.”

“I gave you the right to keep me or dump me at noon on day ninety and I signed away any refusal!” The last word cracked. Spit hit the blotter. My balls were tight, furious, useless. “Please. Ma’am. I’m right there. I’ve been right there for pages.”

“You finish the log,” she said. “Then you may earn a release. Not before. Read.”

The last pages were short. Housekeeping. Reporting format. A clause about the spare band that blurred the page. I read every line. Dated. Initialed. My hand. My ruin. When the final clause left my mouth the binder was done and my whole body was one long denied throb.

She took the binder, closed it, set it aside.

“You completed the read-through,” she said. “Permission granted. One. You will take it on my terms.”

She hauled me out of the chair by the band and bent me over the desk with my ass toward the doorway. The corridor could see the grey silk, the bare spread of me, the plug she twisted free with a wet pop that made me moan like a bitch. Cool air hit the stretched ring. Then the head of her strap pressed there, slick and blunt.

“Say what you want in your ass.”

“Your strap,” I gasped. “Please fuck my asshole. Use me. Let me cum while you pound me.”

She drove in. Thick. Sudden. The stretch tore a sound out of me that the hallway had to have heard. She fucked me in long hard strokes that shoved my hips into the desk edge and knocked the cage against wood. Taste of ink and paper filled my mouth where my face ground the blotter. The wet slap of the strap in my ass was filthy and loud. She did not go gentle. She went deep and mean.

“Who owns this hole?”

“You do. You own my hole. I’m your slut. I’m your provisional whore. Please don’t stop.”

“Beg louder. Earn it.”

“Please let me cum. I’ve been edged for two hours on my own fucking amendments. Use my ass and let me spill. I’ll say anything. I’ll be anything. Please, Ma’am, please…”

She reached under and worked the skin behind my balls with two hard presses timed to her thrusts. The orgasm did not rise clean. It ripped. One long white crash that started in my gut and emptied me in hard pulses against the cage while she kept fucking through it. Cum forced out in thick strings onto the desk leg and the carpet. My vision went blank. My voice broke into crude scraps. Yes. Fuck. Yours. Keep. Please keep. I shook and drooled and took every stroke while the climax dragged itself out longer than pride could survive. She did not stop until I was wrung, whimpering, twitching around the strap.

When she pulled free, my ass stayed open and wet. Spit strung from my lip to the blotter. Sweat salted my mouth. The doorway still framed me for anyone walking past: spent, plugged empty, numbered.

She wiped the strap on my thigh and spoke almost mildly.

“There is no offer coming on day ninety.”

I tried to stand. My legs failed once. I got upright on the second try and faced her, shaking.

“I don’t…”

“Listen,” she said. “The permanent instrument is not a contract you get to refuse. It is a decision I make and sign alone. Amendment forty already said so. You just spent two hours reading your own handwriting and still thought noon on day ninety was a negotiation.”

The room tilted. Whatever pride I had left found nothing to stand on.

“My file,” I said. My voice sounded small. “The card.”

“Has read PROVISIONAL for forty-five days while you rehearsed a refusal nobody was going to ask you for.” She let that sit. “You have been practicing a speech for an audience that does not exist. The only open question in this house is whether I keep you. Not whether you stay by choice. Whether you are worth keeping.”

Forty-five days of counting exits. Forty-five days of polishing a no I would never get to say. The fitting was clamped around my spent cock. The grey band bit at my throat. I had cum so hard I saw spots, and the fear that landed after was colder than any denial: I could be let go. I could lose the ownership itself. Money returned. Door shut. Spare band waiting for a better body.

My mouth tasted copper. “What do I do.”

“You earn,” she said. “You cannot sign for permanence. You cannot buy it. You cannot negotiate it. From this hour you work for a decision that is mine alone. That is the whole of your world now.”

Defiance tried to rise and came out as craving. “Please keep me,” I said, and hated how true it was.

She stepped close enough that I smelled her skin and the rubber of the strap. “We are only just beginning.”

My pulse jumped. The corridor went quiet as if the house itself had leaned in.

“Tomorrow at nine,” she said, “you will stand at the sideboard. You will name the spare band’s purpose out loud for staff. It waits for whoever fills the vacant collar next if I release you at quarter end. Then you will return to schedule still numbered provisional, still counted, still unearned. Forty-five days remain. Use them like a man who finally understands what he can lose.”

She pointed at the doorway.

“Out, Dorian. Walk past the band. Do not touch it. Do not look away from it either.”

I walked. Cum cooled on my thigh. My ass ached empty. The spare grey band hung vacant on the sideboard the way it had last night, patient as a replacement. I passed it with my eyes open and my pride in pieces, and for the first time the terror was not the cage. It was the empty hook waiting for someone else if I failed to be kept.


Chapter 6: Exhibit In Tissue

Isat in the cooling bath with the water line at my shoulders. Cerise rolled her sleeves. Day fifty two of ninety. Thirty eight days left. She did not hurry. She soaped a cloth and ran it along my arm the way a person cleans something they mean to keep.

The house was quiet. No schedule pinned to the door. No timer. Just her hands and the soft drag of the cloth over my chest, under my arms, down the flat of my stomach. My locked cock sat heavy in the water, useless, and the empty hook on the wall above the tub pulled my gut tight. I looked at it once. Then I looked at her wrists instead.

She rinsed the soap. Warm water. Her palm cupped the back of my neck and tipped my head so she could wash the line of my jaw. Kind. Careful. I had spent a week after the study waiting for the next hard cut. Tonight she gave me none of it.

“Up,” she said.

I stood. Water ran off me. She wrapped a towel around my shoulders and rubbed until my skin went pink. Another towel for my hair. She dried between my thighs without the usual check, without the cold look that meant inventory. Soft care left nowhere to brace.

She checked the steel where it met skin, running a thumb under the ring for the raw spots the cage always left, and worked a little salve into each one until the sting eased. She pressed the blood back into my wrists where the cuff marks had gone numb, slow, thorough, until the feeling returned. She held a glass of water to my mouth and let me drink my fill before she took it away. None of it was a test. For once she was only mending what the week had worn down, and that undid me more than any order.

She put me in a robe that smelled like her soap and led me to the sitting room. Food waited on a low table. Bread. Soft cheese. Fruit cut small. She sat on the couch and pulled me down until my head was in her lap. Her fingers carded through my damp hair. I ate what she fed me. Her scent was close, skin and clean laundry and something warm underneath. The weight of her thigh beneath my cheek was solid. Real. I breathed it in like a man who had forgotten air.

“You’re quiet, Dorian,” she said.

“I’m here.”

“I know.” Her thumb traced my temple. “You’re allowed an evening. Take it.”

I took it. Minutes stacked. Her hand stayed in my hair. The house made small settling sounds. Somewhere deeper in the wing a door closed, a man’s tread, brief. Rennick, thirty four, the graduate from the dinner, worked here now. The shape of it had reached me in pieces over the weeks. Two years after his own clean exit the freedom had gone hollow on him. The money went on quiet rooms with nothing in them worth keeping. He had come back to the door he once walked out of and asked to be taken on. Not under a band this time. Salaried staff, free to quit any morning, choosing the house anyway because serving it was the only thing that had ever fit him. He kept his eyes low and his mouth shut whenever he passed me in the halls. Tonight his steps faded. We stayed alone. I had braced for orders. She gave me her lap.

I opened my mouth and the apartment came out before I chose it.

“I gave notice,” I said. “On the flat. Last week. I called the agent. They have a buyer lined. Closing is set.”

Her fingers stopped. Then they moved again, slow.

“Did I ask you to do that?”

“No.”

“Say why.”

My throat worked. “Because the address was a lie I kept in my pocket. Because if day ninety goes against me and I still had a bed somewhere, I would run to it in my head every night. I don’t want the lie anymore.”

“And the money.”

“The proceeds go to the house account. I signed the transfer this afternoon. Deposit, equity, all of it. There is nothing left under my name that opens a door.”

She was quiet long enough for shame to climb my neck. Then she bent and kissed my hairline.

“Show me.”

I had the phone. I had the confirmation email. I held it up. She read. She set the phone on the table without comment and stroked my ear like I had done something good and stupid at once.

“You still have the letter,” she said. Not a question.

I went still. Week two. Written when I thought I could buy an exit. Folded small. Passport pocket. I had carried it like a spare key.

“Yes.”

“Fetch it.”

I left her lap. The passport was in the drawer she had let me keep. My hands shook when I opened it. The paper was soft at the creases. I brought it back, knelt without being told, and laid the letter on her knee.

She did not snatch it. She smoothed the folds with two fingers.

“You wrote this to free yourself,” she said.

“Yes.”

“And you kept it.”

“Yes.”

“Why hand it over tonight?”

I looked at the floor. “Because kindness made me honest. Because if you are soft with me and I still hide an escape, I am cheating the soft. I don’t want to cheat it.” Grief for the man who wrote that letter sat in my chest like wet sand. He had been sharp. He had been paid to win. He was half gone already, and I was burying the rest with my own hands.

Cerise set the pages beside her on the couch. “Come here. On your knees. Face me.”

I did. The robe parted when she shifted. She was bare beneath it. Her cunt was right there, dark and slick, the smell of her hitting me full in the face. My locked cock jerked in its cage. My face went hot.

“You volunteered your home,” she said. “You volunteered your money. You volunteered your little exit letter. Now you volunteer your mouth. Service me while I hold what you wrote. Slow. You do not rush me. You do not come up for air until I let you. Understand?”

“Yes, Cerise.”

“What are you?”

I answered without stalling. “Your whore. Your toy. A mouth you use.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your whore. I’m a hole for your cunt. I’ll choke on it if you want.”

She smiled without warmth. “Good little bitch. Get to work.”

I put my mouth on her. First the outer lips, then deeper, tongue flat, tasting salt and musk. She was wet already. The weight of her hand settled on the back of my head, not forcing, just present. In her other hand she held the letter. The paper shifted when her fingers tightened.

I licked her open. I sucked her clit the way she had trained me, firm then soft, circles, and her breath changed. Her hips rolled once. A smear of her wetness coated my chin. I pushed my tongue into her and fucked her with it, slow, the way she ordered, not racing for a finish. Spit ran down my jaw. The wet sounds were filthy and close. I breathed through my nose and stayed buried.

“That’s it,” she said, voice low and mean under the kindness of her palm. “Eat it. Show me the executive knows how to be a cunt licker. You used to buy people. Now you beg with your tongue.”

I moaned into her and her thighs twitched. She squeezed my head between them for a second, then eased. I kept going. My jaw started to ache. My locked cock throbbed and gave nothing. Shame sat on me thick as her scent. Twenty eight years old, kneeling on a private floor, giving up the last address I owned while I sucked a woman’s cunt like it was rent.

“Tell me what you are while your mouth is full,” she said. “Pull off. Speak. Then get back on it.”

I pulled back, lips shiny, voice wrecked. “I’m your slut. I gave you my flat. I gave you the money. I have nowhere to go if you put me out. I need your cunt on my face. Let me keep serving.”

“Back.”

I went back. Harder now. I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked. She cursed once, soft. Her grip in my hair tightened. The letter crackled in her other hand. I worked her without counting, without tricks, just long pressure and the wet drag of my tongue. Drool mixed with her. It ran onto my chest. I swallowed what I could and kept at her.

The climb in her was slow. No stacked peaks. One long rise. Her breathing roughened. Her thighs shook against my ears. Her hand pressed me in until my nose flattened and I had to fight for air. I did not pull away. Gagged once when she rolled her hips and filled my mouth too deep with her. Spit bubbled. I stayed.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “There. Don’t you dare stop. Take it. Choke on it if you have to. Good little toy.”

I took it. My jaw burned. My eyes watered. The taste of her flooded me. When she came it was a long tight clench around my tongue, a hard wet pulse I felt more than heard, her free hand fisting my hair while the letter crumple-smoothed in the other. She kept me there with her palm after the last tremor, not letting me lift off, my tongue working through the sensitivity until she hissed and eased.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed. Cheek against her inner thigh. Breathing hard. Her cum and my spit cooling on my face. My own body wanted release and got none. The cage was a mean little weight between my legs. I did not ask. I had used “please” too often in this house already. Tonight I held it.

She stroked my hair while her breathing settled. Kind again. The trap of it closed soft.

Then she lifted the letter and read it aloud into the quiet, gentle as a bedtime story.

“I, Dorian, revoke all prior agreements and demand immediate release from provisional residency, return of funds, and restoration of my personal effects. This letter constitutes notice. Signed in week two.”

She read every line. My own words in her mouth turned my stomach. The man who wrote them believed noon on the last day would be a negotiation. Grief for him came up hot behind my eyes. I did not wipe my face. Her taste was on me. I wanted it there.

“You kept this in your passport like a ticket,” she said when she finished. “You handed me the ticket. I’m not tearing it up.”

She stood. I stayed on my knees. She walked to the study door and I followed on bare feet without deciding to. The binder waited on the desk. Log pages headed for the day. She opened to the exhibits section, slid a tissue tab into a fresh sleeve, and filed the letter flat. Not destroyed. Evidence.

“Exhibit,” she said. “Tissue tab. Your attempt to leave sits next to the clauses that already closed the door. Anyone who opens this file will see you tried, and that you gave the try to me.”

The binder closed. Something in my chest tore clean. No address. No deposit. No bed across the city with my name on the lease. If day ninety went against me, I was not returning to a life. I was being put out into nothing.

Cerise turned. She cupped my jaw, thumb smearing the mess on my chin.

“You belong in this room now.”

The line landed like a hand on the back of my neck. I nodded because speech would have cracked.

“Say it.”

“I belong in this room now.”

“And if I release you at the end of the clock?”

My mouth went dry. “I have nowhere. You made sure of that with my help.”

“I made sure of nothing,” she said, almost soft. “You did. I only accepted the gift.” She leaned in. “Tomorrow the permanent track opens one more square. Rennick will witness the entry. You will stand for it naked and read the line you add. After that the empty hook stays empty until I say otherwise. Understood?”

“Yes, Cerise.”

She kissed my forehead. Tenderness as the last latch.

We went back. She washed my face at the sink with the same careful cloth she had used in the bath. Clean skin. Her scent still under it where I could not scrub. She put me to bed on the floor pallet by her side of the mattress, ankle light on a short lead I had stopped pretending was optional. The cage sat dull and heavy. My jaw ached deep in the bone, and would be aching at dawn. Her taste lingered at the back of my tongue, salt and skin, every time I swallowed.

I lay in the dark with the shape of what I had done. The old self was a suit in a closet that no longer existed. Grief for him did not make me take any of it back. It only sat with me, thick, while her breathing evened above me.

Tomorrow the binder would open again. A witness. A new line. The provisional days would keep peeling off until thirty eight became zero, and the decision waiting at the end was already hers alone. I closed my eyes, clean and marked at once, my jaw aching from service and the truth sitting colder than the cage: I had spent the day dismantling every exit with my own hands, and if she cut me loose at noon on the ninetieth day, there was no longer a single door in the city that would open to my name.


Chapter 7: One Spoken Condition

The second car door shut at nine sharp. Two dark sedans sat in the drive like they had come to price the place. A folding table went up in the hall. Someone set a thick binder on it, spine out, day sixty eight of ninety already written across the top sheet in black ink. Twenty two days left until Signing Day. My throat went dry before anyone said my name.

Cerise stood by the stairs in a dark blouse and clean trousers, hair pinned, face unreadable. She was thirty four and looked like she had never rushed a day of her life. Two women came in with clipboards and soft shoes. The taller one was Vale, forty one, silver at her temples and a ring of keys at her hip. The shorter one was Moro, thirty eight, sleeves rolled, pen already moving. They nodded at Cerise. They did not nod at me.

“Present him,” Vale said.

Cerise crooked two fingers. I walked into the hall barefoot and stopped on the mark by the table. The floor was cool. My skin was warm under it, stupidly warm, like my body had not caught up to how public this was. They could see the cage. They could see the band at my throat. They could see the flush starting under my collarbones.

“Name for the record,” Moro said.

“Dorian,” I said.

“Age.”

“Twenty eight.”

“Status under house provisional residency.”

“Bound. Day sixty eight of ninety.”

Vale made a tick. The pen scraped. Exposure had a texture. It was dry paper and the soft give of the hall runner under my toes and the heat climbing my neck because two strangers were about to score me like meat.

Cerise set a shallow tray on the table. Band, leash clip, spare padlock, lube, gloves, a thin ruler, a cloth. House kit. Moro checked each piece against a printed sheet. Vale walked a slow circle around me.

“Posture,” Vale said.

I locked my hands behind me, feet apart, chin down, eyes on the floorboards. The cage sat tight and familiar on my cock, the metal already at blood heat. My balls hung free and too large under their eyes. I hated that I was already half hard against the ring. Hard enough to hurt. Hard enough for them to notice.

“Band check,” Moro said.

Cerise stepped in and hooked a finger under the silk at my throat. Her fingertip was smooth and hot. She tugged once, testing fit, then turned the tag so they could read it. Vale wrote. Moro wrote. No one asked if I was ready. The ritual was the readiness.

“Begin protocol drill,” Vale said. “House sheet, item one through twelve. Score live.”

Cerise took the leash from the tray and clipped it to my band. The click was small and final.

“Kneel,” she said.

I went down. The runner bit my knees with that short stiff pile. Warmth bled up from my thighs. She walked me through the sequence without hurry: present hands, present mouth, present ass, crawl three lengths of the hall, freeze on the count, rise on the count, turn, display. Every move got a number. Every number went on paper. My face burned. My own breath was loud in my ears. Pen tips scraped.

“Item seven, silence under correction,” Moro said.

Cerise’s palm cracked across my ass, open and flat. Heat bloomed. I did not speak. She hit me again, lower, where the skin was thinner. I locked my jaw. Vale’s pen moved.

“Pass,” Vale said. “Continue.”

By item twelve my knees ached and my mouth was wet. Cerise unclipped the leash and set it back on the tray. Moro flipped a page.

“Inspection,” she said. “Full.”

That was when my pulse went ugly. Hands. They meant hands.

Cerise pulled on thin gloves. The latex stretched with a dull sound. She crouched in front of me and took my chin, turning my face left, then right. Her thumbs pressed the soft skin under my eyes, along my jaw, down the line of my throat where sweat had started. Warm latex. Soft pressure. I stayed still and hated how my dick twitched in the cage for simple touch.

“Open,” she said.

I opened my mouth. Two gloved fingers went in, slow, mapping my tongue, my teeth, the wet heat of my cheeks. She pressed down until spit ran. Moro wrote the wetness like it was a measurement. Cerise withdrew, wiped her fingers on the cloth, and moved lower.

She cupped my balls first. Full palm. Warm through the glove. She rolled them, weighed them, pinched the skin until I hissed and then stopped when Vale said, “Note reaction, continue.” Her other hand gripped the cage and shook it once, testing the lock, the fit, the way my cock strained inside and could not grow. Metal on hot skin. Texture everywhere: latex, steel, the fine hair on my thighs standing up.

“Turn. Hands on the table. Ass out.”

I turned and planted my palms on the folding table. The plastic edge bit cool under my hands. Cerise parted my cheeks with both thumbs. Air hit my asshole. Then a slick finger pressed and entered, one joint, two, turning. She probed the ring of muscle like she was reading a stamp. Vale leaned in enough to see. My ears roared. Terror was not abstract. It was my hole opening under a stranger’s gaze while Cerise’s finger worked me open with clinical care and my cock leaked into its prison.

“Tone acceptable,” Moro said. “Marks from prior discipline within house range. Cage fit standard. No infection. Note residual swelling on left glute. Pass physical so far.”

Cerise pulled free, wiped, and stripped one glove by the wrist. The snap made me flinch.

“Endurance under denial,” Vale said. “House method. Edge to count. He holds still. We score control and recovery.”

Cerise’s bare hand wrapped the cage again, then slid lower and worked the soft skin behind my balls with two fingers, firm and mean. Pleasure punched up my spine. I jerked and forced myself flat footed again. She kept at it, circling, pressing, then took a dab of lube and returned to my ass with two bare fingers this time, crooked, finding the spot that made my vision white.

“Do not come,” she said. “If you spill without leave, you fail the whole sheet.”

I nodded too hard. She fucked those fingers into me in short wet strokes while her other hand rolled my balls and tapped the cage in a rhythm that dragged me up fast. My gut went liquid. My thighs shook. The table creaked under my grip.

“Edge one,” Moro counted.

Cerise stopped dead. I hung there, open and dripping from the tip of my trapped cock, air cold on wet skin. Spit and lube made soft sounds when I clenched around nothing. She waited until my breath slowed, then started again, harder, twisting her wrist so her knuckles stretched me. My asshole fluttered. Filth ran down my perineum.

“Edge two.”

I made a broken noise. Vale wrote through it. Cerise’s free hand slapped my inner thigh hard enough to sting and then went right back to milking that place inside me until my knees tried to buckle.

“Hold still, whore,” she said, mild as weather. “You are a file today. Files do not writhe.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

She edged me a third time until my mouth hung open and drool hit the table. Then she pulled her fingers out and wiped them on my tongue.

“Clean.”

I sucked the taste of my own ass off her skin while both referees watched. Shame lay thick and hot under my ribs. My dick throbbed uselessly. Moro marked the page.

“Endurance pass. Recovery within window,” Vale said. “Oral exam. Knees.”

I dropped. The runner bit again. Cerise stood over me with her arms folded. Vale flipped to a fresh sheet.

Vale did not have me recite it back. She read the canon at me instead, flat, off her own sheet, checking each line against the file like an inspector clearing a machine.

“Speech, restricted to when spoken to. Release, the keyholder’s alone, never negotiated. Cage, worn until she says otherwise. Mouth, for service.” She did not look up. “Errors?”

“None,” I said.

Moro’s pen never stopped. My bare knees ached. My empty hole was open and slick. They did not need my voice for any of it; they had the file. Cerise watched me like she was waiting for the only line the file could not supply without me.

Vale looked up.

“For the record, state what you are.”

The hall went quiet. Sweat cooled in the small of my back. Damp at my crack. Metal heat around my cock. Terror pushed up my throat. This was the line they would keep.

“Hers,” I said.

Vale waited. The pen hovered.

My mouth kept going. I could not stop it.

“Hers, if she still wants me after the score.”

Silence. Moro’s eyes flicked to Cerise. Vale’s pen came down hard.

“Qualifier noted,” Vale said. “Repeat the full answer for the file.”

My face was on fire. “I am hers, if she still wants me after the score.”

Moro wrote it word for word. The letters formed and something dropped out of my chest. Every physical mark on that sheet could be perfect. That sentence was already a knife.

Cerise did not speak. Her jaw tightened once. That was all.

“Physical battery complete,” Vale said after a long breath. “All body items pass. Spoken ownership item fails by condition. House standard is absolute claim without rider.”

She closed the clipboard. Moro stacked the pages into the binder on the table. The plastic cover stuck to my sweat where my hand had been. Texture again. Sticky. Real.

Vale faced me while I stayed on my knees.

“Written recommendation of the referees, read in the presence of the subject before departure.” She opened to the final line and read flat. “Release. Return of funds per provisional contract. Subject does not meet permanent ownership standard as of day sixty eight of ninety.”

The word landed cold. Release. My ears rang. I stayed kneeling because standing would have broken me open in front of them.

Cerise took the binder, signed the receipt line, and handed it back. “Logged.”

Vale and Moro packed their pens. No comfort. No glance of pity. The folding table stood there with the tray and the ruler and the cloth wet from my mouth. They walked out. Two car doors. Engines. Gravel. Gone.

The house was quiet enough to hear the fridge hum. I stayed on the floor because she had not told me to rise. My cock ached in its cage. My ass was used and empty. The word release hung in the air like smoke.

Cerise locked the front door. When she turned, her eyes were flat and bright.

“Up. Table. Hands flat. You do not get to sit in that sentence.”

I stood and put my palms on the plastic again. She came in behind me, freed the cage with a key from her collar, and the rush of blood tore a moan out of me. My cock sprang heavy and wet into her waiting fist. Warm skin on bare shaft. No glove now. She stroked me once, root to tip, and stopped.

“You put a price tag on yourself in front of my peers,” she said into my ear. “You passed every hole they checked and failed the only mouth that mattered. Their file says release. Keeping you means I stand on that paper and spit on my own standard.”

“I know.”

“You do not know yet.” Her fist tightened. “Their paper says release. I am going to wring that word out of you on this floor until it means nothing in your mouth. Name it every time it leaves you.”

She worked me hard and mean, thumb smearing precum over the head, grip rough on the shaft. Denial had stacked me too high already. Heat tore up from my balls. I tried to hold and she laughed once, ugly.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

“Let me come,” I gasped. “Use my cock. Milk your bitch. I will take it. I will say it. Just let me.”

“Then spend.”

She jerked me through it with a twisting pull that left no room to be graceful. Cum shot over the tray and the cloth and her knuckles. My legs shook. Pleasure ripped and kept ripping while she stroked me past the peak.

“There goes their release,” she said. “Say it.”

“There goes their release.”

She did not let me soften. Two fingers drove back into my ass, curled, and rubbed while her slick fist stayed locked on my oversensitive dick. I yelped. The second climb was nastier, scraped raw over nerves that wanted quiet. Sweat ran down my chest. Spit strung from my lip to the table.

“No,” I panted. “Too much. Too much.”

“Then beg properly, toy.”

“Please, Cerise, force it out of me, wreck me, make your hole come again.” The word please left my mouth and I hated how small it sounded. “I am yours. No condition. Fuck. Yours.”

“Late.” She pumped my cock in time with the fingers in my ass until the second orgasm tore free, thinner, sharper, a forced spurt that made me sob. Cum dribbled over her fist. My hole clenched hard around her fingers.

“And again,” she said. “Their recommendation, spilled on my tray. Once more.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will. Name it when I tell you.”

She pulled her fingers free, spun me, and shoved me to my knees so hard my teeth clicked. Her trousers were already open. The strap was thick and dark and warm from her body. She wiped my own cum down the length of it and fed it into my mouth.

“Choke on it while I finish you. Hands behind you.”

I locked my wrists and took her. The dildo stretched my jaw. Spit ran. She fucked my throat in short deep strokes while her other hand stripped my raw cock, no kindness left in the friction. Gagging sounds filled the hall. Drool hit my chest. My dick jerked in her fist like it belonged to someone crueler than me.

She pulled out of my mouth long enough for me to suck air.

“What are you?”

“Yours.” My voice was wrecked. “No if. No after the score. Yours.”

“Prove it. Come on my boots like a used thing.”

Her hand flew. The third orgasm was brutal and dry at the start, then a weak filthy pulse that painted the leather at her feet. I shook through it with my mouth open and no sound left. She held my cock until the last twitch died and then wiped her palm on my cheek.

“Wasted. All of theirs,” I croaked before she asked.

“That is what their verdict is worth.” She pushed the strap back between my lips and made me clean it with my tongue, slow, tasting rubber and spit and the salt of my own mess. When she was satisfied she unstrapped, set the harness on the tray, and locked the cage back on my spent cock. The metal was a relief and a sentence at once.

I stayed on my knees in the cooling mess. The binder was gone with the referees, but the words were not. Release. Written. Read aloud. My condition inked next to my name. Cerise looked down at me and the cost landed behind her eyes.

She wiped her hands on the cloth, folded it once, and set it aside.

“Tomorrow at eight you will write a corrected statement with no rider,” she said. “Then you will present it on your knees in the study while I call Vale and tell her I am overruling the recommendation. You will hear every word she says about my judgment. If you flinch, I send the release papers myself.”

She hooked a finger under my band and lifted my face.

“Shower. Scrub the table. Put the tray away. Then kneel outside my door until I open it. Do not rehearse speeches. The file already has one sentence too many.”

I nodded, throat raw, cock locked, the taste of rubber still on my tongue, and the next day already standing over me like a second set of cars in the drive.


Chapter 8: Seventy Two Hours Free

The torn foil of the emergency envelope lay on the bathroom tile at two in the morning. The pin sat loose in my palm. The house made no sound.

Cold rose off the floor into my bare shins. The fitting hung open around my cock, the steel warm from my skin. I had cracked the medical seal with my own nails. Day seventy-nine of ninety. Eleven days left before Signing Day. The log would take the number either way.

Hours earlier I had knelt outside her door the way protocol demanded. One sentence on paper. A correction for the file after the referees wrote RELEASE across my name. She put Vale on speaker and held the phone low enough that every word hit me clean.

“He failed the spoken item,” Vale said. Her voice was dry, adult, bored with mercy. “The qualifier goes in. Recommendation stands. Release.”

She overruled without raising her volume. The band stayed. The next morning that paper sat over me like a second set of cars, quiet and heavy, waiting for a crash I could not schedule.

So I took the envelope. So I pulled the pin.

I gripped my cock. Hard at once. Ugly with need. The room was freezing and my skin burned. I worked myself slow on purpose, palm dry then wet, stroke long enough to take every inch I had not been allowed to own. Precome slicked my fingers. The wet sound of it filled the bathroom, soft and obscene against the tile.

I came with my forehead on the cabinet and my free hand braced on the floor. Cum striped the tile in long ropes. My balls pulled tight. A raw sound tore out of me that I swallowed too late. Proof, I told myself. One thing in this house was still mine.

Silence after. No footsteps in the hall. No knock. No voice calling my name. Only cooling spend on ceramic and the open lock I had chosen for myself. The pin stayed in my palm like a bad coin.

I cleaned nothing. I put nothing back. Sleep took me in pieces on the guest side of the sheets I had not earned.

At five forty she walked in with light hard against the blinds.

She set my keys on the dresser. Phone. Wallet. A card for the bank account I had signed over in week one and never stopped watching for. The guest room key on top of the pile.

“Seventy-two hours,” she said. “You are a guest. No orders. No inspection. No me. Protocol is empty. The fitting goes in my safe. You cannot put yourself under again. Being locked is something only I grant.”

I stared at the keys. My pulse ticked in a dry mouth.

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

That was all. She left. The door shut soft. Cold air from the hall slid across my bare feet and died.

I was free. I could not touch any of it.

I woke at five forty the next morning on house time anyway. Body up before thought. I dressed in clothes that had no uniform meaning. Stood in the center of the guest room with nowhere I was required to be. The keys stayed where she had put them. The phone screen stayed dark. Outside, a bird hit the same note over and over in the cold.

Craving sat under my ribs like a second pulse.

I found the housekeeper in the kitchen. Adult woman, grey at the temples, hands wet from the sink. I asked for a task. Any task. Floors. Silver. The walk she took at dawn with the bins.

She dried her hands and looked past my shoulder.

“You are a guest, Mr. Dorian. Guests do not work.”

Polite. Final. Service denied, not assigned. The refusal landed harder than an order.

I went back upstairs and wrote an amendment on the blank side of a log sheet. Worship language. Terms I would accept if she ever filed them. Knees. Tongue. Ass offered without asking. Money left where it was. Name left where it was. I wrote that I had stolen a climax on tile on day seventy-nine and that the theft proved nothing I wanted to keep. I signed it. Nobody would read it. I left it under the lamp.

Idle after that. Guest room. Keys and phone untouched. I practiced stillness that was no longer commanded and the practice turned into begging without words. Heat built low in my gut. My cock stayed soft from spent nerves, then thickened on memory alone. Sound of the house: a pipe ticking, a far door, my own breath too loud.

By late afternoon the craving won.

I walked the hall barefoot and stopped outside her door. Knocked once. When she opened, I went to my knees without being told. The air around her was warmer than the corridor. Perfume and skin.

“I am a guest,” I said. “I am asking. Please let me serve.”

She studied me the way she studied a contract. Thirty-something, calm, already decided.

“Say what you are for.”

“Your hole. Your toy. Your bitch when you want one. I need to worship. Please.”

“Crawl in. Clothes off. Hands behind your back.”

I stripped in the doorway. Cold from the hall bit my spine; her room held its heat like a closed mouth. I crawled to the rug at the foot of the bed. She sat on the edge in an open robe. Bare cunt in front of my face, dark hair trimmed, lips slick. The smell hit me and my cock jumped against my thigh, sticky at the tip.

“Earn it,” she said. “Slow. You do not get to rush because you fretted in a guest bed. Lick. And you talk while you do it. Filthy. Honest. I want to hear what a free man sounds like when he crawls back.”

I put my tongue on her. Flat first. Then pointed. Her clit under the tip of it, swollen, and the wet sound started, soft suck and slick drag. Heat from her cunt washed my face. I licked lower, pushed into her, fucked her with my tongue while my nose pressed her mound.

“I am a slut for this,” I said against her. Words mashed into her flesh. “I stole a load on the bathroom floor and it fixed nothing. I woke free and I came looking for your cunt. Please use my face. Please.”

“Louder.”

“I want to be your good little toy. I want to choke on it. I want you to call me a whore and mean it.”

She gripped my hair and rolled her hips. My jaw opened wider. Spit ran down my chin onto her thigh. She ground against me, mean with it, riding the flat of my tongue, and the wet noise went crude and steady, slap and suck, her breath above me turning sharp.

“Fingers,” she said. “Two. Curl. Do not stop licking.”

I pushed two fingers into her cunt. Hot. Tight around the knuckles. I curled and licked her clit in the same rhythm and she laughed once, low, like I had confirmed a bet.

“There. Service. That is all you are good for when nobody is forcing you. Beg between strokes.”

“Please let me keep doing this. Please cum on my face. I will take it. I will swallow. I will stay on my knees after. I do not want the keys. I want this.”

“Greedy bitch.”

“Yes.”

“Whose free hours are you wasting on my cunt?”

“Mine. I am wasting them on purpose. Please.”

She fucked my face harder. My nose flattened. I could not get a full breath. Drool sheeted my chin and dropped onto the rug. My cock ached untouched, heavy, leaking a string onto the floor between my knees. I kept my hands where she had set them to work, fingers buried, tongue stupid and devoted.

“You thought the envelope made you a man again,” she said. Voice even while her thighs shook. “You came on tile like a thief and waited for a sentence. There was no sentence. You are worse than punished. You are optional.”

“I know. Please. I know.”

“Say you cannot lock yourself.”

“I cannot lock myself. Only you can put the steel back on me. Please put it back when the seventy-two hours end. Please keep me.”

“That is not your ask tonight. Tonight you worship.”

She pulled my face in tight and came on me with a hard, ugly shake. Her cunt clenched on my fingers. Wet flooded my tongue, my lips, my chin. I kept licking through it, messy, obedient, the taste of her thick and salt-sweet. She held me there past comfort. My lungs burned. When she let go I gasped and a string of spit and her cum linked my lower lip to her folds.

“Still hard,” she said. “Of course you are. Get on the bed. Face down. Ass up.”

I climbed. Face in the duvet. The fabric smelled like her soap. Cool air hit my hole when she spread me. Then her tongue, hot, deliberate, rimmed me slow while I shook. Worship flipped. Service still. I pushed back onto it like a slut and hated how easy the motion was.

“Please,” I said into the cloth. “Please fuck me. Please use the strap. I need to be taken.”

She left me open and cold for a slow count. Drawer. The click of a harness. Lube cold on my hole, then her fingers working it in, two, then three, stretch and burn. I moaned into the bed and she shushed me like a dog.

“Quiet guest. Guests who beg get used. Guests who perform get nothing.”

The head of the strap pressed my asshole. Thick. She pushed. My body fought, then took it. In one long drive that punched the air out of me. Full. Stuffed. Owned without a collar on.

She fucked me steady. Not a race. A maintenance pace. Deep strokes dragging over the spot inside that made my cock drip onto her sheets. Lube and the slap of the harness against my ass were the only sounds in the room. Heat spread through my face, my gut, the backs of my thighs. I clawed the duvet and kept my ass up.

“Talk,” she said.

“Your hole,” I panted. “I am your hole. Free and still here. Please do not stop. Please wreck me so I stop pretending the pin was mine.”

“You are a whore for structure.”

“Yes.”

“You asked the staff for chores.”

“Yes. She said no. I almost came from the no.”

“Pathetic.”

“Yes. Please keep calling me that. Please fuck me like the bitch who wasted freedom on this.”

She reached under and caught my cock in a dry fist. Stroked in time with the strap. Mean grip. Exact. The dual pull wrecked me fast. I was already wrecked. Craving had done half the work before I knocked.

“You do not cum quiet,” she said. “You say thank you when you dump it. Understand?”

“Yes. Thank you. Please let me. Please.”

“Go.”

I came hard enough my vision whited at the edges. Cum shot into her fist and onto the sheet in thick pulses while the strap kept pounding my ass through it. “Thank you,” I choked. “Thank you. Thank you.” Fragments after that. Full. Hers. Empty. Still here. The orgasm dragged long because she did not stop stroking until I twitched and tried to crawl forward. She pinned my hip and finished her own pace in my ass, using me after I was spent, and I took it open-mouthed, drooling on the duvet, grateful in a way that had nothing left to hide behind.

She pulled out slow. My hole stayed loose and wet. Air felt cold on it. She wiped her hand on my back like I was furniture.

“Shower in the guest bath,” she said. “You sleep there. You touch none of the keys. You do not call anyone. If you come back to this door before the hours end, you come as a guest asking, not a resident claiming rights. Do you understand the difference?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I can never again claim I obey because I have no choice. I had choice. I crawled.”

“Good. Get out.”

I gathered my clothes with shaking hands. My ass ached. My cock was soft and smeared. In the hall the temperature dropped and the ache went sharper. I showered under water I kept punishing cold and finished half hard anyway, from memory of her cunt on my tongue.

Night and the next stretch of free hours passed in the guest room like a held breath. I ate what was left for a guest. I did not turn on the phone. I did not move the wallet. I reread the amendment and did not carry it downstairs. Stillness without command was kneeling without the mercy of a floor mark.

On the last morning of the empty protocol I woke at five forty again. Dressed. Stood. Listened to the house tick. Craving was quieter. Worse. It had learned my schedule.

From the window, tires on gravel. A car turning into the drive, engine low, then cut. A door. Steps on the walk. The front bell rang through the floors, bright and wrong in a house that ran on soft rules.

Below, someone opened the main door. A man’s voice, unfamiliar, adult, carrying far enough.

“Delivery confirmation for Cerise. And a second signature required on site.”

New shoes on the tile. A case set down. The free hours broke from the outside in, and whatever came next was already in the hall, waiting for my name.


Chapter 9: One Page Handwritten

The courier held the clipboard out before I had the latch fully open. He smelled of rain and cheap coffee. I signed where his thumb marked the line. Second signature for the house, he said, and I wrote the name I still used on paper. He left without looking past me into the hall.

Eight boxes sat there already. Brown cardboard, tape in clean strips, labels in the housekeeper’s block capitals: Dorian, STORAGE. Case closed, as far as the packing went. Shoes. Files. The coat I had worn the day I first walked in. All of it boxed and waiting like luggage that had missed its train.

On the console table a paperweight pinned a certified cheque. Under it, release papers, her signature already dry on every line. The sum returned every euro I had put into the house and more, rounded up until the generosity looked like a slap. I could have taken it and been gone before dark. My fingers stayed off the paper.

She found me standing there.

“I have made my decision,” she said. “I will announce it at noon tomorrow.”

Day eighty-nine of ninety. The log page in the study would say it the same way it always did. I did not ask what she had chosen. Gratitude sat thick in my throat, stupid and real, that she had let me hear the words at all.

She pointed at the study door.

“Inside. Now.”

The desk light was on. The hall boxes stayed in view through the open doorway, eight brown blocks of the life I was supposed to re-enter. She shut neither the door nor the distance between us. She set a bottle of oil on the blotter and told me to strip and bend over the edge of the desk.

I did. The wood pressed my cheek. The air smelled of leather and oil and her, warm and clean under something sharper, spice on skin. My locked cage hung heavy and useless between my thighs. She unlocked it with two clicks and set the metal aside. Blood rushed in so hard my eyes watered.

“Smell that?” she said. Her fingers worked oil into me, blunt and steady. “That is you, opening for me on the night before you might walk out rich and free. Say what you are.”

“A hole that begs to stay,” I said, and the shame of saying it kicked my prick against the desk.

“Louder. And meaner. You are not a guest drafting terms.”

“I am your bitch. I want your strap in my ass until I cannot think.”

She laughed once, short. “There he is.”

The head of the strap pressed my rim. Thick. Warm off her. She pushed and I opened around it with a grunt that was half pain and half thanks. The stretch burned clean. Oil slicked down the insides of my thighs. She drove in until her hips met my ass and held there, the whole length of it planted in me.

“Clench,” she said. “Show me you want it.”

I clenched. She shoved harder for it, and the desk scraped an inch on the floor. The boxes in the hall did not move. Witnesses. She fucked me in a hard, even rhythm, the strap packing my ass full on every stroke, her hands braced on my hips, her breath steady while mine broke.

“Taste it,” she said, and put two fingers at my mouth. Oil and me. I licked them clean. Bitter. Salt. Her skin under that. I sucked until my cheeks hollowed and she twisted the fingers against my tongue.

“Filthy little toy. You would drink anything I put in your mouth if it meant you got to keep this.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, I would. I want to stay owned. I want my ass used like this until I forget I ever bought anything.”

She pulled nearly out and slammed back in. My need had nowhere to go; my prick was free now, rubbing the desk edge in wet smears with every thrust. Precome painted the wood. She reached under and took me in a tight grip, not stroking to help, only holding, so the hardness had nowhere to hide while she pounded my ass.

“You are going to climb,” she said. “And when you climb, I am going to take it away. You do not get a clean finish on the night you still have a cheque waiting.”

The rhythm in my guts and the squeeze on my prick stacked fast. Gratitude made it worse. She was here. She was using me. Day eighty-nine and she had not sent me out with the paperweight money. My balls drew up. My voice went to scraps.

Close. Fuck. Her. Stay.

“Ask,” she said. “Ask me to ruin it.”

“Ruin it,” I gasped. “Take it. Leave me dripping and denied. I want that more than the finish.”

She stroked me hard for three brutal pulls, right at the crest, my ass full and my body seizing, and then her hand was gone. She yanked the strap free. Empty air hit the stretched rim. My prick jerked and spat in weak pulses onto the desk and the floor, the orgasm broken mid-surge, pleasure leaking out wasted in thin stripes while she stood over me and watched.

“Look at that mess,” she said. “That is what a man who can still leave looks like when he comes. Half a load and no right to it. Wipe it with your tongue.”

I bent and licked the wood. Taste of myself, flat and cooling. The floor too, where a string had fallen. She kept the strap shining and oily in her fist and made me clean the base with my mouth until my jaw ached.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Again. Full sentence.”

“I am yours. My ass is yours. My finish is yours to break.”

She wiped her hands on a cloth and pointed at the chair behind the desk.

“Sit. Write.”

My legs shook. Cum cooled on my skin where I had not caught it all. I sat naked in her study chair with the desk light flat on the blotter and the hall full of boxes at the edge of my sight. She set a single sheet of plain paper in front of me and a pen.

“One page,” she said. “Handwritten. Same hand as every amendment you have ever put in front of me. No conditions. No notice period. No line for a counter-signature. If you have something to ask, put it there.”

I wrote.

The pen scratched. I did not dress the language up. I put my full name at the top and the date under it, day eighty-nine of ninety, and then the body in the same tight script I used for every house instrument. I give myself to you without term. No right of withdrawal. No notice. No buyout. No return of funds as a condition of release. Keep me. Own me in perpetuity. I ask for permanent custody of my body, my time, and my will, and I attach no price to the asking. Signed once, by me alone.

I read it twice. There was no version of the page that left me a door.

I left the chair. I went to my knees on the study rug with the sheet held up in both hands. My ass held the shape of the strap. The ruined drip of it had dried sticky on my stomach.

“Keep me,” I said out loud. My voice did not crack. That made it worse. “Permanently. Not for the rest of the clock. Not until I get clever again. Keep me. I am asking. There is nothing attached. No fee. No clause. Just the ask.”

She took the page.

She read it standing, the desk light catching the edges of the paper. Her face did not change. She finished the last line and said nothing. No yes. No no. No correction. She set the sheet on the blotter under the pen and left the room without a word, the door open so the hall and the eight boxes and the cheque under the paperweight stayed in the frame.

Her voice came back from the corridor, flat.

“Sleep on the floor. Under the desk light. It stays on. Do not touch the console. Do not dress. Do not leave this room until I call you.”

I lay down on the study floorboards. The light burned above the desk and cut a hard white circle across my chest. The paper she had not answered sat on the blotter where she had put it. My body smelled of oil and sweat and the salt of my own mouth-work. My tongue still held the taste of the mess I had cleaned for her.

I could have crawled to the hall. I could have taken the cheque and the release and walked into whatever life still took men with money and a story. The boxes were packed. The signature on the courier’s board had been mine. On paper I was almost free.

I did not take it.

The decision sat in me simple and final. Leave the paperweight where it was. Leave the rounded euros. Leave the guest version of myself who had once thought asking always came with a price. I had put the ask on one page in my own hand and spoken it on my knees with no trade left in the sentence. There was no clean way back from that. If she released me at noon tomorrow I would lose the house and the money’s meaning and the last scrap of the man who believed he was above wanting this. I had begged for permanent ownership on the record, and gratitude for the chance to beg burned hotter than the ache in my empty ass.

I kept my eyes on the underside of the desk. One day left on the clock. Her decision made, waiting for noon. My page waiting with it, unanswered. I held the choice not to touch the cheque the way a man holds a rail in a dark stair, and I carried that grip into the hours before she told me what I was.


Chapter 10: Closed With A Rivet

Iheard the typewriter before I saw her. Eleven fifty two. One card. Eight hard keystrokes. Then the drawer of the file box slid open with that soft metal scrape I had learned to measure my whole day by.

I stood in the doorway of the study, bare feet on the runner, wrists loose at my sides. Cerise did not look up. The grey band around my throat sat tight enough to leave its print. My mouth was dry. Noon was eight minutes away and the house was full of footsteps.

“You were not called,” she said. Still typing nothing. The card was already out. She had finished. “Stay.”

I stayed. She had known I would come. The card lay face up on the blotter. I could not read it from the door. I did not need to. The keystrokes had been too few for any provisional language. Short words. Final ones.

Rennick came first, tall, mid thirties, sleeves rolled, and set a tray on the side table without speaking. Vale followed, forty one, hair pinned, holding the binder open to the last page. Moro took the far wall, thirty eight, hands behind her back, eyes on the grate. None of them looked at my face. They looked at the clock.

Noon hit the house like a hand on a table.

Cerise stood. She was thirty four and the study light caught the ring on her key chain. She held my handwritten page up so the household could hear every line.

“I, Dorian, twenty eight years of age, of sound mind, ask to be kept by Cerise without term, without notice, without counter signature, without return of property or person. I renounce release. I renounce negotiation. I renounce authorship of my own terms from this day. I ask to be held in perpetuity.”

Her voice did not soften. She set the page down, took her pen, and wrote beneath my hand in a clean flat script.

“Accepted. Kept. Owned. No expiry.”

She signed her name. The ink dried in the seconds after the pen left the paper. Then she turned the page toward me and tapped the single blank line under hers.

“Your name. Alone. There is no counterpart. There is no copy for you. There is no date that ends it.”

I signed. My hand shook once and then it did not. The ink took. The line filled. Something in my chest went quiet in a way I had never let it before.

She fed a fresh card into the typewriter. The keys struck clean.

IN PERPETUITY.

She pulled the card free, filed it at the front of the box, and shut nothing yet. The old provisional card went into a reject stack without ceremony.

“Band,” she said.

Vale stepped in with the shears. The grey band came off my throat in one cut. It left a pale ring of skin and a rawness like air after a fist. Cerise took the cut strip to the grate and fed it to the flame. It curled. It blackened. It stank of heated dye and skin oil. Nobody spoke while it burned.

“Fitting,” she said.

Rennick brought the case. Inside lay the permanent ring, heavier than the grey band, dull metal, no hinge made for a key. Cerise set it at the base of my cock and closed it. Not a lock. A rivet. The tool bit down. Metal met metal with a short thick sound. Once. Twice. Seated. There was nothing left that opened. No key to hold. No key to lose. No key to bargain with.

The weight sat in my balls like a verdict.

She took the binder from Vale, closed it, and shelved it high. In its place on the blotter she set a single laminated card.

STANDING ORDERS. No amendments. No petitions. No log. Orders received. Orders obeyed. Authorship retired.

Under the card, thick and formal, sat the registrar papers, dated for the spring. Her terms. A marriage when she chose to file it. My name inked where a husband signs and does not revise.

“Out,” she told the staff.

They left. The door shut. The file box stayed open on the desk like a mouth that had finished speaking.

I had not moved. My hands hung empty. The permanent fitting pulled when I breathed. Cerise walked a slow circle around me and stopped at my back.

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

“I am yours,” I said. The words came out flat and true. “Keep me.”

“I already am.” Her hand took the nape of my neck and walked me to the desk. “Bend. Face the box. Hands flat. Do not move them.”

I bent. Wood under my palms. The open file box inches from my nose. My own handwriting sat retired on the high shelf in the binder I would never open again. The permanent ring dragged against the edge of the desk when I spread my feet. My hole was cold and empty and claimed by the shape of what she was going to do.

She opened a drawer. Lube. The strap. The harness settled around her hips with a practiced tug. The shaft was thick, ridged, heavy enough that when she slapped it once against my ass the sound was wet and mean.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“Your hole,” I said. “Your kept bitch. Your toy with no key and no page left to write on.”

“Louder.”

“I am your fuck toy,” I said, voice cracking. “I do not get to author a single order for the rest of my life. Use my ass. Own it. Fill it until I cannot think.”

She pushed in.

The head breached me hard. Stretch tore a sound out of my throat that was not words. She did not wait for me to adjust. She fed the whole length in one long shove until her hips met my ass and the permanent fitting knocked the desk. Full. Stuffed. Claimed from the inside the way the rivet had claimed me from the outside.

“Take it,” she said. “All of it. You signed for this. You begged for this on your knees last night. Now you get the permanent version.”

She fucked me.

Not a tease. Not a build. A claim. Deep strokes that dragged every ridge over the place that made my vision go white. My cock stayed locked and useless under metal, leaking in thick strings that hit the study floor. The weight of the ring swung with every thrust. Texture of wood grain under my palms. Texture of lube turning thin and loud. Texture of her harness straps biting my skin when she slammed flush.

“Who writes your rules now,” she said.

“You,” I gasped. “Only you. I write nothing. I get nothing back.”

“What can money buy you.”

“Nothing.”

“What can a clause buy you.”

“Nothing.”

“What can a key buy you.”

“There is no key,” I said, and the truth of it clenched my hole around the shaft. “Nothing opens. I am shut.”

She laughed once, short, mean, pleased. “Good little whore. Squeeze. Show me you understand.”

I squeezed. She rewarded me with thrusts that knocked the air out of me in wet grunts. Spit hit my back. She fisted my hair and used it as a handle. The desk creaked. The file box rattled. My face was close enough to smell old ink and cardboard and the faint burn still in the grate.

“Come,” she ordered. “First one. Now. On my cock in your ass. Make a mess while I watch you fail to buy your way out of it.”

The first orgasm ripped through me with nowhere for my cock to go. Locked meat jerked inside the ring and spilled onto the floor in hot pulses while my hole milked the strap like it wanted to pull her into my guts. I shook. I drooled on the blotter. I made a broken sound that might have been her name.

She did not stop.

“Again,” she said. “You do not get to be done. Provisional boys get mercy. Perpetuity gets used until the old self is gone.”

She angled higher and pounded that same spot without pause. Overstimulation hit like a second hand on top of the first. Too much. Too full. My legs tried to close and she kicked them wider. My locked cock twitched and leaked and then seized again, a second climax forced out of me while the first aftershocks shook my thighs. Cum spattered. My brain tried to count and slipped.

Past two. Past whatever came next.

“Beg for another,” she said.

“Make me come again,” I said, raw. “Ruin me. Empty me. I am your kept slut. I have no exit and I still want your interest more than air.”

“That is the only thing left you can lose,” she said, and drove in to the root. “My interest. No instrument left to win it back. No negotiation. No page. Be useful and I stay interested. Be dull and you still stay mine. That is the deal you signed.”

She fucked me through a third climax that blurred into a fourth. Counting dissolved. My mouth hung open and drool strung from my lip to the desk. My hole was a wet open mess taking every inch on every stroke. The permanent fitting sat heavier with each spill, as if metal itself were learning my pulse. Sweat ran down my ribs. My balls ached from being milked with nowhere to swing free. I came again without a clean edge between peak and peak, just a long dirty chain of forced release until my thoughts broke into scraps.

Full. Hers. No page. No key. Take it. Take it. Thank her.

“Thank me,” she said.

“Thank you,” I choked. “Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for the rivet. Thank you for retiring my hand. Thank you for fucking the last of the old life out of my ass.”

“Again.”

“Thank you for owning me in perpetuity. Thank you for the standing orders. Thank you for the papers under the card. Thank you for making sure nothing opens.”

She buried the strap deep and held there while she reached under and gripped the ring, twisting enough to tear another useless orgasm through locked flesh. I sobbed once. Not grief. Emptying. Peace, filthy and total, flooding the places where panic used to live.

When she finally pulled out, my hole stayed open a beat and then clenched on nothing. Lube and friction heat ran down my balls. She unstrapped, wiped the shaft on my thigh like I was furniture, and set the harness back in the drawer.

“Stand,” she said.

I stood. My legs barely held. Cum cooled on the floorboards. The open box still waited on the desk. She took a cloth and cleaned my face with the same efficiency she used on the blotter, then pointed at the laminated card.

“Read it every morning,” she said. “You will not write another amendment as long as you live. You receive. You obey. That is the inversion you asked for without knowing you asked for it.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

“The registrar waits for spring. Until then you live as you signed. No address of release. No return. No private fund. Your money is already back in a cheque you will never cash because you will never be sent to cash it.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

She cupped my jaw, thumb on my lower lip, and looked at me the way a person looks at a finished installation.

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

“I thank you,” I said. And I meant it with my raw hole and my sealed cock and the blank place in my head where my old bargaining voice had been.

Night came without a ceremony. She sent me to the narrow bed in the side room that had stopped being temporary sometime in the middle of the clock, on a day I never marked. I slept hard. No dreams worth keeping.

I woke at five forty with no alarm.

Light was thin at the shutter. The house was quiet. The permanent fitting sat on me with the same dull weight as noon. Standing orders waited on the study blotter. Registrar papers waited under them for spring. No key existed anywhere in the building that opened me. No clause remained for me to quote. No release form carried my name. Not one decision in the day ahead belonged to me.

I lay still and felt for the old brace, the old readiness to argue, to buy, to redraft.

It was gone.

Peace held the room the way the rivet held my cock. Complete. Ordinary. Permanent.

I got up when the house expected a body to get up. I washed when the card said wash. I dressed in what had been laid out. I did not open a drawer that had not been opened for me. In the study the file box sat as she had left it, lid still up. The retired binder rested on the high shelf with my handwriting sealed inside it, every amendment I had ever authored now paper that no longer moved the world. At the back of the box a stack of blank cards waited, clean and untyped, for whoever took the room next.


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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