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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 Model Track Discount

“You put me in front of Simone, and I’m telling you she’s going to want me,” I said, card pinched between two fingers like I was already halfway to signed. “Twenty-nine years old, camera face, no attitude problems she can’t put to work. Write that down.”

The receptionist smiled and wrote every word. Pretty. Soft voice when she asked my name. I gave it like it was a password that opened doors.

“Grant,” I said. “Tell Simone I’m here for the Model Track.”

She didn’t correct me. She kept writing, pen scratching on paper, AC humming cold over the front desk, and that little sound made me lean harder. Studios that don’t advertise need a front. I talked past it.

“I don’t need a tour. I need the woman who runs the finishing. I’m not here to browse.”

She pressed a button under the lip of the desk. A lock clicked somewhere behind the frosted glass. Warm air rolled out when the door opened, thicker than the lobby chill, and I walked through like I owned the carpet.

The hall smelled like cleaner and skin cream. My shoes were too loud. I liked that. Defiant curiosity sat high in my chest, the kind that makes a man push when he should wait. I pushed.

Simone stood in the doorway of a white room with a ring light burning. She looked me over once, slow, pricing the work. Older than me by a few years, solid mid-thirties, no smile for free. I spoke first.

“You’re Simone. Good. I talked my way past your pretty gatekeeper because I’m not wasting a day on waitlists. You run a makeover program. I want on it. Consultation. Now.”

She let the silence sit. A vent clicked and pushed cool air across my neck. I didn’t fill it with an apology. I filled it with more pitch.

“I can take direction. I photograph well under bad light. And I’m offering you something clean. You get a willing body and a mouth that sells. I get the Model Track rate. That’s the discount I’m taking. Call it a win for both of us.”

“You named a rate I didn’t offer,” Simone said.

“Then offer it. Or watch me walk and take this face somewhere that will.”

Her eyes went flat with interest. Not kindness. Interest. She stepped aside.

“In,” she said. “You talk like a man who thinks talking is work. We will see what else you have.”

I walked in. The ring light hummed. The floor by the chair came up cold through my shoes. A clipboard waited on a steel table. Polaroid camera. Measuring tape. Box of black gloves. Mirror bolted high and angled wrong, not for me to check myself, for someone standing off to the side to frame me.

“Shoes off. Pants off. Shirt off. Boxers stay until I say,” Simone said. “You wanted a consultation. This is the consultation.”

She held up a hand before I moved. “One thing stays yours the whole forty-two days. You get a word. Say ‘rosewater’ and everything stops. Hands off, no penalty, no matter what page we are on or how deep in it we are. I check in, you answer me straight. That word is not on the contract and it never goes on the contract. The clause owns your hair and your posture and your holes. It does not own that. Clear?”

“Clear,” I said.

“Say it back so I know you hold it.”

“Rosewater.”

“Good. That is the one leash you keep. Now strip.”

I stripped down. Air hit my chest and thighs. The room tightened my skin. My cock sat soft in the cotton, not soft enough to hide that my pulse had jumped. She didn’t comment. She pointed at the chair under the light.

“Chair Four. Sit. Hands on the arms. Look where I put your face.”

I sat. Cold vinyl bit my bare thighs. The ring light buzzed in my ears. From that angle the bolted mirror gave me a slice of myself: jaw, throat, the line of my chest, not the whole man who walked in. Her frame. Already.

She lifted the Polaroid. Click. Whirr. The camera spat a square and she shook it once, then set it face up on the steel table.

“Baseline,” she said. “First of twelve. Day one of forty-two. You stay pretty on my schedule until the Day-42 Reveal. Your before-and-after reel goes to the next intake. Walk-away clause dies at midnight on Day 21. After that you finish what you started or you fail loud.”

“Forty-two days. Twelve sessions. Model Track,” I said, proud of the package I thought I had built. “I already know the pitch.”

“You know the words. You do not know the work.” She lifted the clipboard. “Flaws. Listen and keep your mouth shut until I ask for sound.”

The camera clicked again while she read.

“Cocky mouth. Tight shoulders that read as fight, not frame. Hairline needs soft. Jaw can take powder and still look hard if I let it. Cock sits left, average length, thick enough when hard to make a mess of your boxers. Balls high when you’re nervous. You are nervous.”

Another click. Whirr. Cold air from the vent kissed my nipples. I hated that she was right about the nerves and liked that she said cock like a measurement.

“Baseline arousal,” Simone said. She pulled on black gloves. Latex snapped sharp in the quiet. “I measure. You do not help.”

She stepped between my knees. Gloved fingers found the waistband of my boxers and tugged them down under my balls. My cock was already filling, stupid and eager. She wrapped the tape around the base, then along the shaft, cool fabric, cool air, her glove warmer through it. Numbers went on the clipboard without comment. Then her gloved hand closed around me and stroked once, slow, from root to head, and the sound was wetter than it should have been for how little she had done.

“Half hard already,” she said. “Good. Presentation training starts in the hole you pretend you do not think about.”

“What.”

“Ass,” Simone said. Plain. Mean. “You want to be remade pretty. Pretty means I own the angles, including the ones you clench. Stand. Hands on the chair back. Boxers off. Ass out.”

I stood because the heat in my gut said go, and the defiance said prove her wrong by taking it. Boxers hit the floor. The ring light threw a white circle on the tile. I bent, palms on cold vinyl, and the air found my hole. I shivered.

She coated two gloved fingers from a tub on the table. The lube was cold. She spread my cheeks with one hand and pressed a fingertip to my asshole without asking if I was ready.

“Breathe,” she said. “You will do exactly as I say.”

I breathed. She pushed in.

The stretch burned. The lube turned warm fast inside me. One finger to the knuckle, then a second, thick and sure, and the wet sound of her glove working my ass filled the room under the ring light hum. My cock jerked under me, hanging, dripping a string toward the floor.

“Listen to that,” Simone said. “Your hole is loud. Say what you are.”

“I’m…” My voice cracked. “I’m a man who talked his way into your chair.”

“Wrong.” She curled her fingers and found a spot that made my knees dip. “You are a cocky bitch bent over Chair Four with two fingers in his ass on day one. Say it.”

Shame hit heat and fused. My face burned. I throbbed.

“I’m a cocky bitch bent over Chair Four with two fingers in his ass on day one.”

“Good little toy. Beg for a third.”

“Please. Third. Put a third in my ass. Please.”

She gave it to me. Three gloved fingers stretched me open and the burn went white for a second. She fucked them in and out until my balls swung and my breath went ugly. The Polaroid clicked behind me. She was photographing my hole taking it. A before image I would never control.

“You do not get to decide what you look like in here,” Simone said. “I frame you. I keep the film. Forty-two days of presentation authority starts the second you sign. Until then you earn the pen with your ass.”

She worked deeper. Her knuckles pressed my rim. The wet slap of lube and latex ran filthy and constant. My cock leaked in strings. I shook.

“Do not cum until I count you,” she said. “You report each one out loud to my tally. Miss a number and I start you over on a dry finger.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Simone.”

She hooked her fingers and worked that spot in short mean strokes. Heat stacked low and fast. My thighs shook. Sound left my throat I didn’t choose.

“Please,” I said. “I need…”

“You need what you are told. Cum.”

The first orgasm ripped out of me while her fingers pumped my ass. My cock jerked untouched and painted the chair leg. I clenched around her gloves and the stretch made it worse, longer, ugly. The moan that came out of me belonged to a whore.

“That’s one,” I gasped. “One. Fuck.”

“Louder.”

“That’s one!”

She did not pull out. She kept working that swollen place inside me while my cock tried to soften and failed. Every nerve down there screamed. I tried to close my legs. She kicked my ankles wider.

“Again. You do not get soft on my time.”

Her free hand reached under and squeezed my balls, not gentle. The other fucked my ass in deep strokes. Cold room, hot skin. Sweat ran down my spine. Every sound came out wet: glove, ass, my open mouth.

“I can’t, it’s too…”

“You can. Beg like a slut who wants his hole used for training.”

“Please use my hole. Please fuck my ass with your fingers. Make me cum again. I’m a slut. I’m your whore for the Model Track. Please.”

She twisted her wrist and the pressure went brutal. The second orgasm tore through me harder than the first, dragged out while she kept stroking inside me past the peak. My cock spurted weaker, messy, and my knees almost went. Tears pricked. Shame and heat, the same thing now.

“That’s two,” I sobbed. “One more. Please, one more, I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Count it when I take it.”

She pulled her fingers almost out, then shoved back to the hilt and held, grinding. My rim burned. My cock hung spent and twitching. She spat on my hole, warm, and worked it in with her thumb while three fingers stayed buried.

“Say you lose the right to describe yourself.”

“I lose the right to describe myself.”

“Say the before is mine.”

“The before is yours. The Polaroids. My ass. All of it.”

“Good little toy. Cum for three.”

I broke on the third. No clean arc, a forced empty spasm that made my cock dribble and my asshole flutter around her gloves. It lasted too long because she made it last, working through the raw mess while I shook and drooled on the chair back.

“That’s three,” I said, voice raw. “Three. Fuck. That’s three.”

She wasn’t done. She pulled out to two fingers and scissored me open so air hit me inside. Cold. I yelped. Then she slammed back in and found that spot like she owned the map.

“Four if you have it. Beg.”

“Please, Simone, please make me cum again, my ass can’t, my cock hurts, please use my hole, please, I’m your bitch, take it, take it…”

The fourth came dry and mean, ripped out of overworked nerves. My whole body seized. I counted because she had trained the count into me already.

“That’s four. Four. I’m done, I’m…”

“You are not done until I say. One more. Make it ugly.”

She reached under, stripped my spent cock root to tip with a tight gloved fist while her other hand fucked my ass until the wet sounds turned obscene. Spit, lube, the slap of her palm on my cheeks. My head dropped. The ring light buzzed. I came the fifth time on a broken sound, almost nothing left, body trying to crawl forward and failing because her fingers hooked my guts and held me on the peak until I sobbed the number.

“That’s five. That’s five. Please.”

She eased out slow, every inch of the leaving its own event. My hole stayed open a second, soft and used, cool air on the stretch. My breath came like I had run. Cum and lube cooled on my thighs. The Polaroid clicked once more.

Simone stripped the gloves inside out and dropped them in a bin. She wiped her hands. She set the clipboard on the steel table where I could see blank lines waiting for a signature.

“Stand. Face the mirror.”

I stood on shaky legs. The bolted glass gave me only what she framed: flushed face, open mouth, chest shining with sweat, cock red and spent, the angle that made me property mid-process. Not the man who walked in with a card between two fingers. Her cut of me.

“Forty-two days,” she said. “Day one. Forty-one left. Twelve sessions. Day-42 Reveal screens your reel to the next intake. Walk-away dies at midnight on Day 21. Until then, and after if you stay, presentation authority is mine. Hair, clothes, posture, voice, how you sit, how you take a cock or a finger or a plug for training. You do not get to decide what you look like. You sign that, or you leave with your before in my drawer and no deal.”

My hand still shook when I took the pen. Defiant curiosity had not left. It had changed shape. I wanted to see how far she would push the thing I had talked myself into.

I signed. Full name. Date. The line that handed her forty-two days of presentation authority over me. The paper scraped under the pen. That small dry sound landed harder than the ring light hum.

Simone took the clipboard, checked the ink, and set a smaller card on the chair seat.

“Model Track rate locked,” she said. “Your named win. Enjoy the discount. You paid for it with your hole and your name.”

I pulled my boxers up. The fabric stuck to lube and sweat. Pants next. Shirt. Shoes. My legs buzzed. My ass clenched around nothing and ached until my spent cock twitched like an idiot.

She walked me to the hall. Cooler air out there. My ears rang with quiet after all that wet noise.

“Tomorrow,” Simone said. “Session two prep starts before you touch a camera. You will arrive at nine. You will not wear underwear. You will bring the card. You will kneel on the mat inside the door and wait with your mouth open until I put something in it. You will do exactly as I say.”

She put the card in my hand. Tomorrow’s first instruction already printed on the back in block letters I could feel with my thumb.

“Go home, Grant. Stay buzzing. Do not touch your cock. Do not clean your ass until I text the word. Midnight tomorrow I check compliance. Fail and the discount dies and the full rate comes with a gag.”

I walked out past the pretty receptionist. She smiled like she already knew what my signature looked like. The lobby AC came through my clothes onto wet skin. I was still open back there. Forty-one days left, and the before lived in someone else’s hands.

Outside, I looked at the card once under street light.

Kneel. Mouth open. Nine sharp.

I put it in my pocket and went home with her angle of me still stuck behind my eyes, already half hard again from the order alone.


Chapter 2: Twelve Polaroids Deep

The text glowed on my phone when I set it face down. One word. Prove it. Midnight. Day four of forty-two on the Finishing Room contract. The walk-away that voided everything died at midnight on day twenty-one. I was twenty-nine. She was thirty-six. The gap never made me less owned.

I pulled my boxers down. My cock sat soft and dry, no stroke marks, no slick. I filmed it the way she wanted, then flipped onto my knees and reached back. My hole was loose and sticky from last night’s work. I spread myself with two fingers and held the phone there so she could see the mess she had left. Send. The checkmark went blue.

Good boy. Untouched. Still open. Nine sharp. Do not clean it.

I lay there after, smelling myself on my own skin. Soap would have been a lie. The musk stayed. Dread sat in my gut like bad food. I had asked for this. I had signed for this. That did not make the next morning any safer.

The wall calendar in the kitchen had twelve session boxes printed down the side. One box wore a thick black X. Forty-one days of my face stared back from the stack of polaroids in my hand. Baseline shots. Bare. Unpretty. I counted them twice because counting passed for control. It was not control. It was stalling.

Two notes rang behind me. Low, then high. The studio chime, piped through the cheap speaker she had mailed me. My mouth laughed. A short, bright, stupid sound. I had not decided to. My jaw did it on its own. I clapped a palm over my lips and tasted salt from last night’s sweat. The laugh leaked out around my hand.

Dread climbed higher.

Nine sharp, I knelt on the studio floor, mouth open, card order kept. Suit jacket folded. Shirt unbuttoned to the navel. She circled me once and stopped in front of me. The air smelled like peroxide and the bitter orange of her cuticle oil. I tasted metal at the back of my tongue before she even touched me.

“Session two, Grant. No undo after this. You understand that.”

“Yes.”

“I did not hear you.”

“Yes.”

She took my chin. “You walk into client rooms after today with my work on you. Handshake. Pitch. All of it. You do not get to look like the man who signed. Hold still. This is for your own good.”

The bleach paste went on thick. Chemical burn scent punched up my nose. She wrapped my head and set a timer. I sat there tasting the fumes, eyes watering, cock twitching against my zipper because fear and heat had gotten confused in me. When she rinsed and toned, the sink water ran pale. She held a hand mirror up.

Platinum. Near white. No shadow of my old color left. Anyone who knew me would see it across a lobby.

“Pretty,” she said, and made it sound like an insult. “Say it.”

“I’m pretty.”

“Again. Mean it like a whore who wants the next step.”

“I’m pretty.” My voice cracked. Shame lit me up. My cock thickened anyway.

Lash extensions came next. One lash at a time. Glue scent sharp and sweet. She told me not to blink. Not to flinch. Each strip of hair pressed to my lid and stuck. Tears tracked down and she wiped them with a pad that tasted like alcohol when a drop hit my lip.

“Hold still, Grant. You move and I start over, and you still pay.”

I held. The weight on my lids grew. When she finished, blinking felt heavy and new. I looked down at false black fringes. Decoration. Not mine. Hers.

Then the acrylics. She filed what I had down to nothing. Dust smelled like burnt plastic. Tips went on. Length. Shape. Pink and white so clean it looked fake on my hands. She painted, sealed, cured. When she was done I could not make a proper fist. The nails clicked when I tried. I fumbled the first button twice and failed.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Good. You need me for that now. For maintenance. For the set. For your cock. You come when I say. You dress when I help. That is the point.”

Dread and heat braided tight. My mouth watered. I swallowed and tasted the glue ghost and her orange oil again.

She stripped me the rest of the way and bent me over the padded bench. Not posing. Using. Lube first, cool enough to make me jump, then the fat head of her strap kissing my rim. My hole remembered last night. It gave easier than pride wanted.

“This is the real work, Grant. Not photos. Take it.”

She pushed in. Full. Slow at first, then mean. My body opened around the shaft and the stretch wrung the air out of me. Primary. Deep. She fucked me like a task, hips snapping, the harness slapping my cheeks. Each thrust shoved a sound out of me. Wet. Obscene. The bench creaked. I smelled latex and my own sweat and the leftover chemical sting in my hair.

“Name yourself.”

“A slut.”

“Worse.”

“A hole. Your hole. A bitch who takes it.”

“Better.” She drove harder. The strap dragged over that sweet spot inside and my cock jerked untouched, dripping on the floor. “You do not get to stroke. You beg if you want anything.”

I tried to hold the words back. They came out filthy anyway.

“Fuck me. Use me. I need it. I need your cock in me. I need to be your toy.”

“Louder. Sound like you mean the shame.”

“I mean it. I’m a whore who signed. I’m a pretty little bitch with fake hair and fake nails and an open ass. Please.” One. I burned that word and hated how small it made me.

She reached under and pinched the base of my cock, not stroking, owning the throb. “You want to cum?”

“Yes.”

“Then earn the yes. Beg proper. Full sentences. Filth only.”

I begged. I begged while she pounded. Spit ran from my lower lip onto the pad. My acrylics scraped and slid when I tried to brace. I could not dig in. I could only take it.

“Let me cum for you. Let your slut dump his load on the floor while you fuck his ass. I will say thank you. I will stay open. I will not touch myself after. Just give it to me. I am begging. I am your good little toy and I am begging like one.”

She kept me there on the edge. Thrust. Pause. Thrust. My balls drew tight. The dread said she might leave me locked up and aching. The heat said I would thank her either way.

“Again.”

“Please.” Two. Last of that word I allowed myself. “I need permission. I need you to say I can cum. I will not without you. My cock is yours. My load is yours. Say yes. Say I can.”

A long beat. Her hips rolled deep and stayed planted, grinding.

“Cum. Now. Make a mess.”

I broke. The orgasm tore out of me in pulls. Seed hit the floor in thick ropes while the strap kept me split. My vision went white at the edges. Inner voice shattered into scraps. Full. Used. Hers. Pretty. Ruined. Thank you. Thank you.

She pulled out and left me dripping. I stayed bent, breathing the reek of sex and peroxide, tasting salt and copper where I had bitten my tongue.

“Up. Sit. Headphones.”

I obeyed. She wiped my mouth with her thumb and pushed the buds in. Forty minutes. Her recorded voice only. Soft. Sweet. Mean under the sugar.

Giggle when the door sings. Two notes. Low high. Soft laugh. Empty laugh. Pretty laugh. You do not choose it. The chime chooses. Good boys laugh. Good girls laugh. You are becoming both and neither. Laugh.

Loop. Loop. Loop. Scent of her lotion on the cups. Taste of my own cum when I licked my lip without thinking. My soft cock gave a stupid twitch at every repeat. The two-note pattern burned in. The wiring landed like a hook behind my teeth.

When the track ended she took the headphones off and walked to the suite door without warning me.

Two notes. Low. High.

My mouth laughed. Bright. Immediate. No vote. No delay. The sound came out of me and the dread went ice-clean and total. I could not maintain the hair alone. I could not fix the lashes. I could not work the nails. I could not fasten the shirt waiting on the hook. I could not get off without her say-so. And now my own laugh belonged to a doorbell.

“There,” she said. “Installed.”

I tried to button the shirt for the walk out. The acrylics skated off the plastic disks. She stepped in and did it for me, one button at a time, close enough that I smelled her cunt through the silk of her skirt. My jaw ached with wanting.

“Client meeting tomorrow, Grant. You will shake hands with these.” She lifted my decorated hands and let them drop. “You will smile with those lashes. You will pitch with this hair. If you try to reverse any of it before day forty-two, you void the work and still owe the full fee. Walk-away dies at midnight on day twenty-one. After that you finish. After that the Day-42 Reveal plays your before-and-after to the next intake. Nod if the clock is real to you.”

I nodded. The new lashes dragged at my lids.

She checked her tablet. “Session three is locked. You come back emptier than you leave today.”

My hole worked at nothing and leaked a thin line down my thigh. I did not wipe it. I was not allowed to look clean without orders.

The suite door opened without the chime. Soft sole. New perfume, sharp floral over sweat. A woman I had never seen stepped into the room with a clipboard and a camera bag, eyes flicking from my platinum head to my useless shiny nails to the wet mark on the floor.

“Model is here for the mid-point reference shots,” she said, like I was furniture. “Where do you want him, Simone?”

Open. Wired. Still tasting her lotion and my own mess. The next beat was already in the doorway, and my trained mouth almost laughed at nothing.


Chapter 3: Bleach Sets Faster

Iheld the pose she had called from the doorway while a second pair of heels climbed the stairwell, unhurried and sure. Twenty-nine years old and new to this body of rules, I stayed where she put me: weight on the balls of my feet, chin lifted, platinum hair catching the studio light like wet metal. My acrylic tips clicked once against my thigh when I adjusted. She told me not to move again.

“Baseline. Front. Hold.”

I held. The floor shone wet beneath me from an earlier rinse. My nails hung heavy at the ends of my fingers. The woman with the clipboard stepped closer and wrote without looking up.

“Platinum set. Full extensions. Acrylic length for display.” She tapped the board with a pen. “Floor is part of the product. Mess reads as use.”

The studio had never held a stranger. Every prior hour had been private. Now the heels finished the stairs and crossed the threshold like she owned the appointment.

The new woman was thirty-eight, tailored, phone in her hand. She looked at me the way people look at a sample on a counter.

“Session Three is live,” the woman who ran me said. She was thirty-six and did not waste breath. “You are shopping a husband into the program. He becomes the sales floor. Film what sells.”

The visitor smiled with her teeth. “I want proof he can be made into something I can show off.”

“Then watch.” A short glance cut to me. “Walk. Heel, toe, heel. Cross and return. If you drop your hips I start over.”

I walked. The acrylic weight kept each step careful. My cock strained in the thin strip of lace she had put on me before the shots, half hard from being ordered around. I hated it for that. The visitor filmed the turn. My face burned. Terror of the lens pressed cold against my ribs.

“Posture. Shoulders back. Chest high. Hands soft at the wrist.” She caught herself and corrected. “Decorative. Do not fist. Present.”

I presented. My spine ached into the shape she wanted. Day ten of forty-two sat in my head like a clock with no snooze. Thirty-two days left until the Reveal reel. Twelve sessions total. The walk-away clause had time on it, but time was a rope getting shorter, and the woman with the phone was winding it.

“Again,” she said. “Sell the hips.”

I sold them. The lace rubbed. Precome made a dark spot. The visitor zoomed.

“Chime,” she ordered. “Twice. Prove the laugh.”

The two-note door chime played from her phone. My throat answered before thought. A bright, stupid giggle broke out of me, high and sweet and wrong for a man who used to swagger. She hit it again. The same laugh ripped free. My eyes watered. The visitor’s camera stayed up.

“Perfect,” the visitor said. “My husband would die.”

“He will learn,” my trainer said. “Wardrobe. On him. Now.”

She held out a pink micro dress that weighed almost nothing. The fabric was slick, stretchy, cold when it hit my skin. I stepped into it under command. It clung to my chest, skated over my gut, stopped high on my thighs. The lace underneath showed when I moved. My cock tented the front like a rude joke. She zipped me with a hard tug.

“Model it. Slow turn. Bend for the hem. Show the line of the ass without thinking you get to keep dignity.”

I turned. I bent. The dress rode up. Cool air found the cleft of my cheeks. The visitor hummed approval and kept filming.

“Name,” my trainer said, loud enough for the mic on the phone. “What do we call you inside these walls?”

My tongue stuck. Shame and heat braided until I could not tell them apart.

“Answer.”

“Gigi,” I said. My voice cracked on it.

“Louder. For the record.”

“Gigi.” The word left me raw. “I’m Gigi.”

“Good little doll,” she said. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The visitor exhaled like she had just bought something expensive. “Say it again while you look at the camera.”

I looked. My painted lashes dragged at every blink. “I’m Gigi.”

Footage. A stranger’s phone. My name traded out loud and stored. The private joke stopped being private.

“Bench,” she said. “Centerpiece.”

The edging bench waited under the main light, padded leather gone shiny from use, straps hanging loose. She pointed. I climbed on. My body had learned the cost of delay. On my back first, then flipped when she told me, knees spread, chest down, hips up. The dress stayed on, rucked to my waist. She locked my wrists to the side rings. The cuffs were lined, heavy. My manicure clicked useless against the leather.

The visitor pulled a stool close and raised her phone again.

“This is control,” my trainer told her. “Not romance. Watch how he begs when the finish is taken from him.”

Her gloved hand cupped my balls, rolled them, squeezed until I hissed. Then oil, cold and thick, poured along the crack of my ass and down over my cock. Texture first: slick, sticky, too much. Weight second: the dildo she chose was dense silicone, fat enough to stretch, warm from the cleaner drawer. She pressed the blunt head to my asshole and did not ask.

“Breathe. Take it. You are inventory.”

She pushed. My ring burned and gave. Inch by inch the heavy toy filled me until my gut was packed tight. I grunted into the pad. She seated it deep and left it there, so heavy that every twitch became a reminder.

“Look at that hole work,” she said to the visitor. “Tight little bitch learning his job.”

“Filthy,” the visitor whispered, delighted. “He is dripping.”

I was. My cock hung heavy below me, flushed dark, a string of clear slick swinging from the tip to the leather. She wrapped a lubed fist around the shaft and stroked once, slow, from root to head, thumb smearing the wet over the crown.

“Count nothing,” she told me. “You do not earn numbers. You earn denial.”

She stroked again. The toy in my ass shifted with each pull on my cock, a deep grind that set my thighs shaking. Heat coiled fast. My breath went short. I tried to rock back for more and the straps stopped me.

“Greedy whore,” she said. “Ask for it proper.”

“Let me come,” I gasped.

“Filthier.”

“Please, use my cock, ruin me, make me drip for her camera.” The word slipped out before I could ration it. I had one left in the budget of my pride and I spent it like a fool.

She laughed once, mean. “Better.”

Her fist sped up. The weight inside me pressed my prostate on every stroke. Pleasure climbed sharp and stupid. My hips jerked. I was right there, cresting, vision going white at the edges.

She let go.

The orgasm broke anyway, ruined and thin. My cock kicked in empty air and spat weak ropes onto the bench while she watched and did not touch. It came stolen, unfinished, a climax with the center cut out. Cum leaked in pathetic pulses and ran down the leather. My hole clenched on the toy like it could finish the job alone. It could not.

I sobbed once into the pad.

“Proof,” she told the visitor. “He comes when the program allows, and he does not get to enjoy it clean.”

The visitor filmed the mess. “Do it again. I want him shaking.”

“Gladly.”

A wipe took most of the mess off my cock and left me sticky. She started over with a lighter grip, teasing the head, then stroking firm, then stopping to slap my inner thigh hard enough to sting. The dildo stayed buried. When she twisted it, my knees slid wider on the bench. Spit hit my hole around the base of the toy, warm, then her palm spread it. The wet sound was loud in the quiet room.

“Tell her what you are,” she said.

“A sales demo,” I said, hoarse. “A bimbo in training. Gigi’s a slut who laughs on cue.”

“And?”

“And I need it. Fuck. I need your hand. I need the toy. I need to be shown off.”

Need. That was the new break in me. Resistance lived somewhere in me, but it had started turning into hunger with teeth. The first real surrender was not a speech. It was my hips chasing her fist when she pulled away.

She edged me until my arms shook in the cuffs. Twice more she brought me to the brink with that same cruel rhythm: full strokes, tight grip, the heavy plug grinding, then nothing. Each time my cock jerked and wasted what it could, thin spurts and dribbles, no full white-out satisfaction, just the body dumping while the pleasure got yanked sideways. Frustration made me loud. Humiliation left me harder after every ruin.

“Pathetic,” she said, almost fond. “Look at your dick trying. Look at the puddle. Say thank you.”

“Thank you for ruining me.”

“Meaner.”

“Thank you for making me a dripping bitch on a bench in front of a stranger.”

The visitor’s phone light stayed on my face when I said it. Exposure terror spiked and my stomach turned over. Somewhere outside this building I had a life with a male name. In here the record said Gigi, giggling, pink, leaking.

She gave me one more climb and this time she did not fully abandon the crest. She kept two knuckles under the head and rubbed the wet slit while the toy punched short thrusts into my ass. The orgasm hit complete and ugly. My whole body locked. Cum shot hard across the pad and my own stomach, thick ropes that kept coming while she held me through it with that minimal, mocking contact, not a loving stroke, just enough pressure to force the finish out as a showpiece. I cried through it. Spit strung from my lower lip to the leather. My hole fluttered around the silicone weight like it was starving.

When the last pulse finished, she stepped back and let me hang there, strapped, dressed in a rucked pink scrap, cock softening in its own mess.

“That is Session Three,” she told the visitor. “Walk, posture, trigger laugh, wardrobe, name, and orgasm control on camera. Your husband can be this. Sign when you are ready.”

The visitor stood, still filming a slow pan of my body. “I have enough. He is going to hate me. I cannot wait.”

She left the way she came, heels neat on the stairs, phone full of me.

Straps loosened. The toy slid free with a lewd pull that made me whimper. A towel hit my chest.

“Clean what you can reach. Do not wipe the bench. Leave the evidence for the next pass of the lens.” She checked something on her tablet. “Inside these walls, out loud, you are Gigi. That is standing rule. The footage agrees. So do you.”

I nodded because my throat had nothing left.

She crouched, took my chin, and checked my eyes the way she did after every hard thing, a cold competence that still counted as care. A paper cup of water pressed into my hand. “Drink. Breathe. You did the work.” I drank. The room stopped tilting.

“Next booking is posture under load and voice work,” she said. “You will be here. Day ten is not a pause button.”

Then she was gone into the back room, and the studio held only me, the smell of oil and cum, and the quiet tick of a building that had just learned my new name.

I sat on the edge of the bench with the dress twisted around my waist and looked at my hands. The acrylics made even a simple wipe look like a performance. My ass ached, used and stretched. My cock was sore and smeared. Somewhere in a stranger’s pocket, a video file carried my laugh, my walk, my answer when she called me Gigi.

Terror of that file did not leave. Beneath it, lower and hotter, something else had taken root: the need to be finished the way she finished things, even if finishing meant being ruined on purpose. I could bolt before the clause died. I could reclaim the old name outside. I did not move toward the door.

I stayed. I pulled the pink hem down with clumsy tips, breathed through the shake in my thighs, and set myself to meet the next booked beat on my feet, chin up, ready to answer when the walls asked who I was.


Chapter 4: Gracie On Command

Iwas mid-sentence on a work call when my manager said my name twice and neither try landed. My left hand stayed buried in the hoodie sleeve so the acrylics would not click on the desk. Twenty-nine years old, hiding my fingers like a kid with stolen candy. The call ran another twenty minutes. After it ended I sat there with three empty hours and nowhere I was supposed to be.

My car still took me to Ninth Street.

The studio stairs smelled like warm powder and laundry soap. I kept my chin up the way she had drilled into me. The hallway speaker chirped once, soft as a question. My mouth answered before my brain caught up.

“Gigi.”

The word floated out of me on a high little breath. Blood climbed my neck. I bargained with myself on the last steps. I would ask about the cameras. I would ask about the walk-away. I would leave if she pushed. Day twelve of forty-two sat in my head like a stamp. Thirty days to the reveal reel. Nine days before the clause that could void all of it went dead. I told myself I was only here to manage the damage.

The door opened under my hand. Simone stood inside in black, thirty-six and calm as a locked drawer, and she did not look surprised.

“Caught you,” she said.

I opened my mouth to barter. Her thumb was already on a small black remote.

The plug seated in me lit up on a low pulse. Warmth rolled through my gut and down into my thighs. My knees went soft. The sound that left me was not a word.

“I came to talk,” I said, and the next pulse made the sentence break.

“You came because you could not stay home.” She stepped close enough that her heat reached me. “Shoes off. Hands on the wall. Chin up.”

I did it. Acrylics clicked once against the paint before I flattened them. The plug hummed again, slow, mean, nothing like a sprint. My dick thickened against the front of my jeans. Shame hit with the pleasure and I could not separate them.

“You put this in before you left,” she said. Not a question.

“I… yes.”

“Say it properly.”

“I put the toy in my… I put it in before I left.” My face burned. “I drove here with it in.”

“Good little toy.” The dial turned a hair. The pulse deepened. Warmth spread until my stomach turned soft and stupid. “Walk to the couch. Slow. If you rush, I stop it.”

I walked. Every step shifted the plug. The heat of it sat heavy and sweet. I was wet at the tip of my dick, a slick spot soaking through my briefs. Simone sat, crossed one leg, and pointed at the floor between her knees.

“Kneel. Bargaining face on. Let me hear what you think you came to buy.”

I knelt. The remote rested on her thigh. My eyes stayed on it like it was a knife.

“I want the filming cut,” I said. “I will finish the rest if you kill the cameras. The reel. The phone stuff. All of it.”

She smiled without kindness. “You are day twelve. You have nine days left on the walk-away if you want to burn the whole contract. You did not drive here to burn it.” The pulse kicked once, harder, then dropped back to a crawl. My hips jerked. “You drove here because your body misses the program on days that are not booked.”

“That is not…” I started, and the next slow throb stole the rest.

“Strip from the waist down. Keep the top. I like you half dressed and dumb.”

I shoved jeans and briefs down. My cock sprang free, flushed and leaking. Simone reached between my legs and tapped the base of the plug. Warm plastic, warm skin, my hole squeezed the thickness of it. She left her fingers there and rolled the dial with her other hand.

Slow only. She meant it. The toy pulsed in long, thick waves that never stacked fast enough to finish me. My dick bobbed untouched. Precome stretched in a thin string toward the floor.

“Ask for more,” she said.

“Please.”

“Dirtier than that.”

“Please turn it up. Please use the plug. Please make me… please use me.”

“Better.” A half click. The warmth inside me climbed. Sweat pricked along my spine under the hoodie. “You will not fuck the air. You will not hump my leg. You will hold still and take the pace I give you.”

I held still. My thighs shook. The room grew hotter by degrees. Simone watched my face the way a tech watches a gauge.

“What are you?” she asked.

“Your… your slut.”

“Again, and mean it.”

“Your slut. Your whore. Your plaything.” The last words cracked. A pulse rolled through me so deep my vision thinned. “Please. I need…”

“You need what you swore you would never give.” Her thumb stroked the dial without lifting it. “Open your mouth.”

I opened. She slid two fingers in, not gentle, and I tasted salt and lotion. She fucked my tongue slow in time with the plug. Spit ran over my lower lip and down my chin. When I gagged she held still and let me choke around her knuckles until my eyes watered.

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

I moaned around her fingers. The sound was wet and ugly. She pulled free and wiped the spit across my cheek.

“Hands behind your back. Clasp the acrylics so I can hear them if you cheat.”

I locked my fingers. The nails clicked. My cock stood hard and ignored, a deep ache building under the head. The plug kept its slow circuit, warm and relentless, filling me and emptying me of every clean thought. Bargaining tried to climb back up my throat. Please cut the cameras. Please let me keep one scrap of cover. The words drowned under the next pulse.

Simone stood, walked behind me, and set one boot between my calves to spread me. Her hand settled on the remote against my hip so I could feel every tiny turn. The heat of her palm bled through fabric into my skin.

“Climb,” she said. “Not sprint. Climb.”

The dial rose by fractions. Each step hotter. My hole fluttered around the toy. My balls drew tight. My dick jumped with every wave and still she did not touch it. Drool dried sticky on my chin. My breath went high and thin the way she liked.

“Say what you are going to do if I let you come.”

“Anything. I will… I will take it. I will beg. I will come back on days that are not mine.”

“Again.”

“I will come back when I am not scheduled. I will keep the plug in when you tell me. I will answer when the walls ask.” My voice broke into short pieces. “Please. Please. I am going to… I cannot…”

“Hold.”

The dial dropped. The pulse thinned to a tease. I sobbed once, raw. My cock twitched and leaked a fat bead that ran down the shaft. The unfinished peak sat in my gut like a fist.

“Who owns this finish?”

“You do.”

“Ask for it like a bitch who knows she is caught.”

“Please. Please let me have it whole. Not stolen, not ruined. Let me finish all the way for once. I drove across town for it. Please, Simone.”

She studied me for a long beat, and then she did the thing she had not done since day one. She gave it to me clean. The dial climbed and stayed there. Her free hand closed around my cock and actually stroked, full and slick and generous, root to head in time with the plug, no cruel pause, no cutting me off at the crest.

“This one you keep,” she said. “Because you came to me on a day that was not yours. Now, Grant. All of it.”

The plug surged and her fist did not quit and the orgasm broke through me whole, one long bright wave with nothing carved out of the center. I came in thick ropes that hit the floor and her boot, hips driving into her stroking hand, and she carried me the whole way through it, every pulse worked out to the last, nothing withheld and nothing stolen. It went on and on, complete, and I folded forward spurting and sobbing thanks for a finish she let me have entire.

She killed the remote. The plug stayed in, heavy and warm, a reminder more than a threat. She wiped her hand on my hoodie hem.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. The room smelled like cum and powder. My pulse hammered in my ears. Simone crouched, tipped my chin up with two fingers, and checked my eyes the way she always did after she broke something open.

“You may pull out the toy in the bathroom. Wash. Dress. Leave.”

“The cameras…”

“Not today.” She stood. “You did not earn a renegotiation. You earned a mess on my floor and a ride home with wet briefs.”

I cleaned up shaking. In the car the empty seat beside me sat wrong. I told myself I would not come back until the next booked slot. I almost believed it.

Two days later I stood on Ninth Street again with no appointment and my knuckles white around nothing.

Simone opened the door, took one look, and stepped aside.

“I will finish the program,” I said on the threshold. “All of it. If you stop the filming. No more phones. No more reels for strangers. I will sign whatever. I will stay through day forty-two. Just kill the cameras.”

She did not argue. She walked past me toward the back and water started running.

“Clothes off,” she called. “All of them.”

I stripped in the hall like the choice had already been made for me. My acrylics snagged on a sleeve and I cursed under my breath. Simone returned, glanced at my bare chest, my soft cock, the flush pink along my ribs from the cold air, and pointed.

“Bath.”

The water was hot enough to sting. She poured oil that smelled like cheap roses and something thicker underneath. Her hands went over my shoulders, my chest, down my stomach, between my thighs, under my balls, along the cleft of my rear until the oil ran warm into places that ached from two days before. She was thorough. She was calm. The heat of the water and the heat of her palms stacked until my bones loosened.

“Stand.”

I stood dripping. She wrapped me in the pink robe. The fabric clung where the oil had not dried. She walked me to the wet tile by the tub and sat me down. Steam hung low. My knees shone.

The intake binder landed open beside me with a slap.

“Escalation addendum,” Simone said. “One tab per session. You initialed every page the night you started. You never read down the column.”

I looked.

My own initials sat under lines I had skated past when I was cocky and sure I could game a makeover. Session four: first full mouth training on camera. Session five: front-desk shift in full kit. Session six: public errand off-site in full face. Session seven: chastity fitting and cage locked. The words blurred and then sharpened. Heat from the bath radiated off my skin. The robe slipped on one shoulder and I did not fix it.

“I thought…” My throat stuck. “I thought the filming was the worst of it.”

“You thought wrong.” Simone crouched. Adult, steady, close enough that her breath warmed my cheek. “You want out of the lens. Fine. We can talk terms when you finish reading. But the program does not shrink because you got shy after you sold well.”

My finger tracked the column. Each set of initials was a small trap I had laid for myself. Bargaining rose again, thin and late. I could walk before the clause died. I could claim I had been pushed if I left the key out of it, if I kept my hands clean.

Simone set a brass key on the open page.

“For the side door,” she said. “You have been arriving on days that are not scheduled. I am done pretending that is an accident. You will write your name on the tag in your own hand before you leave. After that, the story where this was only done to you is over.”

I stared at the key. Steam beaded on the metal. My initials stared back from the page under it. The robe was soft and ridiculous against my wet skin. My dick stirred under the fabric, traitor-warm, and I hated how little fight that left me.

“Read the rest,” she said. “Out loud. Then decide if you still want to trade cameras for obedience, or if you finally understand you already traded both.”

I read. My voice stayed high in places I could not flatten. The binder stayed open. Oil shone on my knees. Somewhere in the steam the next tab waited blank except for the line where a signature would go, and the key lay across the paper like a second pen I had already chosen to pick up.


Chapter 5: The Escalation Tabs

The phone sat face up on the counter. The clock said 11:04 PM. The text under it was short and mean: you have fifty six minutes to be a man about it.

I was twenty nine. My hands still smelled like the bath oil from two nights back. The tab on the escalation binder had been blank when she left me in the robe. Now the key hung off that tab on a pink string, and the string was looped through the robe belt like a leash I had chosen for myself.

I took the key. I took the robe. I did not take time to think. The car pointed toward Ninth with the windows cracked and the night air tasting like metal and cheap cologne. Every red light was a joke. Every green light was a shove.

Bibi was at the front desk when I pushed through. She was a grown woman with a glossed pink mouth and a badge that said graduate in glitter letters. She waved me past the rope like I was inventory already logged and paid for. No clipboard. No questions. Just a little giggle that made my ears burn.

“Studio six is live, Grant,” she said. “They can see you from the lobby feed if you stall.”

I walked.

The Session Four room was lit. A public camera sat on a low stand aimed at the center mat. A red tally light blinked like a pulse. On the far wall a screen waited black and ready. She stood beside it in black, thirty six and all straight lines, one heel planted, the other cocked like she had all night and none of my pride.

“Strip the robe,” she said. “Keep the key around your neck. Stand on the X.”

I did it. The air hit my skin and my dick jumped stupid and hard. The mat was cold under my bare feet. The camera lens looked wet with light. Somewhere behind glass a low murmur ran, people talking, a laugh, the scrape of a chair. Public. Real public. Not a private feed I could pretend later.

“Session Four,” she said for the room. “Day twenty one of forty two. Twenty one days left until the Reveal. The walk away clause dies at twelve. Grant is here to listen, then he is here to perform.”

The screen woke.

Day one Grant filled it. Glossy. Cocky. Hair short the way I liked it then. That man listed things like he owned the room. I would never wear that. I would never kneel for a camera. I would never beg. I would never take it up the rear. I would never say the words. I would never sign past the soft stuff. He laughed when he said never. The laugh hit my teeth like a slap.

I watched my own mouth sell a future I was already living in.

She let the reel run until the never list finished. Then she muted it and left my frozen smile up on the wall like a trophy.

“Bibi at the front desk is a graduate,” she said. “She was a man like you two programs ago. She found you arguing with strangers at a bar and put you in my calendar. You did not talk your way in, Grant. You auditioned. Loud. Easy. Full of yourself.”

My throat closed. The taste of the car air sat on my tongue. I tried to shape a protest and got nothing.

“And that discount you were so proud of,” she went on, “was the portfolio contract. The collapse of a proud man is the product. It screens on Day forty two to the next intake. You have until midnight to void all of it. After that there is no story where this was done to you. Only the story you kept.”

The murmur behind the glass thickened. Someone clapped once, slow and nasty.

I stood on the X with my dick twitching and my face hot. Pride tried to climb up my spine and fell. It fell all the way. The room took the fall like a show.

“Hands behind your back,” she said. “Knees on the mat. Face the lens. You are going to display for them until I say you can break.”

I dropped. The mat bit my knees. The key swung against my chest and clinked. My mouth opened without order. She stepped in close and set a thick black plug on my tongue.

“Wet it,” she said. “Show them how a mouth works when it stops lying.”

I sucked. The rubber tasted bitter and clean. Spit ran down my chin. The wet sounds of my own mouth filled the mic and bounced back at me from a speaker I could not place. Slick. Obscene. She took the plug when it shone and walked behind me.

“Chest down. Ass up. Present.”

I folded. My face pressed to the mat. The camera had a clean line to my spread cheeks and the tight pucker between them. She rubbed the spit slick tip there and pushed. The stretch burned. The burn made my dick slap my stomach. She seated the plug with a twist that forced a sound out of me I hated and needed.

“Stay,” she said. “Clench for the feed. If it slips, you start over and the clock does not care.”

I clenched. The fullness sat deep and mean. She walked around to my face again and unzipped. The harness was already on under her skirt. The strap was thick, veined fake flesh the color of a bruise. She tapped my lower lip with it.

“Open. Public throat. No hands.”

I opened. She fed me the head and kept feeding. My jaw ached. Spit flooded. She did not ease. She took the back of my head and pushed until the strap hit the back of my throat and my eyes watered. The gag sound cracked loud into the mic. Someone behind the glass laughed again. She held me there until drool sheeted off my chin onto the mat, then pulled back enough for air and drove in again.

“Look at the lens while you choke,” she said. “Let them see the cocky mouth from the reel doing real work.”

I looked. The red light blinked. My vision blurred. She fucked my face in slow deep strokes and every wet slap of spit on the strap was a second shame I could taste. Salt. Rubber. My own spit going sour. The plug in my rear shifted with every thrust and my dick leaked a clear string onto the mat without being touched.

She pulled out and wiped the strap across my cheek.

“Say what you are for the room.”

My voice cracked high. The new voice. The one she had been training into me for weeks without calling it training.

“I am a pretty slut on camera,” I said. “I am a hole with a mouth. I am here to show off.”

“Say it so the glass hears you.”

“I am a pretty slut on camera. I beg when I am told. I take what she gives me.”

She smiled like a knife. “Good little bimbo. Now crawl to the mark under the main lens and sit on your heels. Plug stays in. Dick out. Hands on your thighs. You do not hide anything.”

I crawled. The plug moved with each knee. My balls hung heavy and tight. I sat the way she said and faced the glass. Shadows moved behind it. A phone screen lit a stranger’s face for a second.

She stood behind me so the camera took both of us and slid two fingers into my mouth. I sucked them. She used the spit to stroke my dick once, twice, then stopped with her fist locked under the head.

“You edge for them,” she said. “You do not come. You shake and you leak and you keep your eyes open. If you close them I will make you start from zero and midnight will still arrive.”

Her fist worked me slow. The plug filled me. The dual pressure made my hips twitch. She clamped the base when I climbed and held me there until the shake in my thighs went from want to pain. Then she stroked again. Spit and pre mixed and made wet filth sounds the whole room could hear. I panted. I whimpered. The whimpers climbed into that high soft place and I hated how good they sounded.

“Tell them what the discount was.”

“Portfolio,” I gasped. “I signed to fall on camera. I thought I was clever.”

“Tell them who found you.”

“Bibi. Graduate. She watched me act big at a bar and booked me.”

“Tell them what dies at twelve.”

“The walk away. The story that this was forced. All of it.”

She edged me again until my toes curled and my mouth hung open. No words left that were not crude. Need. Full. Shame. Hot. She took her hand away and left me bobbing and shiny and denied.

“Stand. Hands on the bar. Bend.”

There was a chrome bar bolted low for exactly this. I bent and held it. She twisted the plug free with a wet pop that made the room go quiet for a beat. Empty was worse than full. Then the strap head pressed my stretched ring and she drove in to the base in one long shove.

I yelled. The yell broke into a moan. She set a rhythm with no mercy in it, hips cracking against me, the slap of skin loud enough to count. Each thrust shoved the air out of my lungs and made my dick swing and drip. She reached under and took me in a tight fist again, matching the pound, then stopping the stroke every time my balls drew up.

“You do not get to finish until you ask in the new voice,” she said. “And you do not ask until you mean the renewal. Public display is not free, Grant. It is the product.”

I held the bar. My arms shook. Sweat ran into my mouth and tasted salt. The strap reamed me open and the stretch sang all the way up. She made me count the strokes out loud until numbers failed and I was only making soft broken sounds. The camera took every bounce of my hips. Every open mouthed gasp. Every wet line of spit hanging from my lip.

“Beg for the finish,” she said. “Beg like the man on the reel said he never would.”

“Let me come,” I said, high and wrecked. “Use me and let me come on the mat where they can see. I need it. I need to be ruined on camera.”

“Filthier.”

“I am a dumb proud bitch who signed his own fall. Pound my ass until I break. Make me shoot while they watch. I want it. I want the lock.”

She laughed once, low. “There he is.”

Her fist flew on my dick. Her strap hammered deep. The dual force stacked and stacked with no second release waiting, no little peaks to bleed it off, only one long cruel climb she dragged across whole minutes while my legs tried to fold. She slowed when I got close. She sped when I sobbed. She made the room hear the wet punch of the strap and the slick jerk of her hand and the broken animal noise I made every time she denied the edge by a hair.

“Hold,” she hissed. “Hold for them. Show them how pretty a proud man looks when he finally stops fighting the fall.”

I held. Tears and spit mixed on my chin. My whole body went tight as wire. The need turned white and huge. There was no clever story left inside me. Only the bar under my hands, the full stretch of her strap, the fist on my dick, the red light, the glass, midnight coming, and the fact that I wanted the lock more than I wanted the exit.

“Now,” she said. “Come. Loud. Ugly. Complete.”

It hit like a wall.

My back arched. My mouth opened on a high raw cry that the mic drank whole. Cum tore out of me in hard ropes that painted the mat and my own stomach and her pumping fist. She kept fucking me through it, kept stroking, dragged the orgasm out until my knees failed and I hung off the bar shaking, still spurting thin aftershocks while the strap pounded the last of the pride out of my guts. Spit strings swung from my lip. My balls ached empty. The room smelled like sex and sweat and rubber. I could hear my own wet breath and the soft applause behind the glass and nothing else.

She left the strap seated and held me upright by the hair so the lens got my blank fucked face.

“Good,” she said. “Look what the product does when it stops pretending.”

My legs barely worked when she pulled free. She wiped the strap on my tongue and made me clean it while the camera watched. The taste was my own mess and her rubber. I sucked until she was satisfied and then she pointed at the low table under the wall clock.

11:48.

The renewal sat there. Pink folder. Thick pages. Signature line already tagged with a sticky arrow. Walk away void line above it in bold. I could still walk. I could still erase. I could still keep the story where I was the victim.

I looked at the frozen Day one face on the wall. Cocky. Full of never. I tasted spit and cum and the last of that man’s certainty turning to nothing.

11:52.

She caught my wrist before I could reach the pen. “Look at me, not the clock.” She waited until my eyes cleared off the folder and found hers. “Nothing in you tonight but what you walked in with. No drink, nothing slipped in your water, no fog I put there. Say the word if any part of you wants out, and mean it. Rosewater ends all of it right now, contract and reel and every frame, and you walk. Do you want to say it?”

I held the word in my mouth. It still worked. It was still mine, the one thing they never got to write down. I did not say it.

“No,” I said, and my head was clear when I said it. “I know exactly what this is. I want the renewal. I choose it.”

“Then it counts, and it counts because you chose it awake.” She let go of my wrist.

I took the pen. My hand shook. I signed the renewal in the high soft new voice, reading the line she pointed at so the mic and the glass and the next intake would have it clean.

“I, Grant, renew of my own free will. I keep the fall. I void the walk away. I am the case study.”

The pen scratched. The ink went down black and final. She took the folder, closed it, and set it under the camera like a prop that had just become law.

“Ask,” she said.

I stayed on my knees. The mat was sticky under me. My hole fluttered open and empty. My dick hung spent and shiny.

“Show me the reel,” I said. “Show me the one I will become. Show me what screens on Day forty two.”

She leaned down until her mouth was at my ear, and the room went quiet enough to hear the clock tick toward twelve.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Bibi Was First

The refund check sat propped against the pen cup the second I said good morning. Simone’s handwriting cut the amount clean. Full deposit. My name, then the sum, then the date. Day twenty two of forty two, and that paper looked back at me while I still had the word “morning” on my tongue.

“Good morning, Grant,” Simone said. She was thirty six, already in her black blouse, watching my face like she owned the next hour. I was twenty nine and my thighs rubbed when I shifted. “Sit. Don’t touch the check yet.”

I sat. The paper’s weight pressed the air without me lifting it. She tapped the edge once with a nail.

“The Day forty two reel stays sealed,” she said. “You don’t get the before and after until you hear every line of the renewal out loud and thank me for it. That’s why this is sitting here. Proof first. Terms after. You tried to bolt with pride once. You don’t get to do that with money either.”

“Yes, Simone.”

She poured tea across the blotter. Steam rose. The full amount kept staring over the rim of the pen cup. My pulse beat low in my belly. Gratitude ran lower than pride. Pride had died with the walk away window the night before. What lived now was thank you, thick and ugly and real.

“Hands on your knees,” she said. “Read nothing. Listen.”

I put my palms on my knees. Satin lined the chair under me. My skirt rode short. My cock stirred against the cup, soft and stupid, half hard from her voice alone.

She opened a folder. “Clause one. The name you answer to now.”

She did not look up.

“When a client walks in, when staff calls across the floor, when I snap, you answer to Bibi’s pet first, and Grant second if I allow it. In this building you are the finished product who still works. Say it.”

“I answer to Bibi’s pet first,” I said. My face burned. “Grant second if you allow it.”

“Thank me for that name.”

“Thank you for the name, Simone.”

She turned a page. “Clause two. Wardrobe. Against what you still have on.”

I looked down because she pointed. Sheer blouse. Push up bra. Pencil skirt. Hose with a shine. Heels that made my calves ache in a way I loved now. Nothing left of the man who walked in on day one except the body under the paint.

“You keep three work looks and two play looks in the locker,” she said. “You do not wear outside clothes through my door. Today’s blouse stays. Today’s skirt stays. The briefs under it come off when I say. You will thank me for each piece.”

“Thank you for the blouse.” My voice went small. “Thank you for the skirt. Thank you for the hose. Thank you for the heels. Thank you for the bra that makes my chest look owned.”

“Filthy and specific. Better.” She sipped tea. “Clause three. Maintenance schedule. What you perform on yourself alone between sessions. No more waiting for my hand to keep you pretty.”

I swallowed.

“Every morning you shave where I marked. Every night you oil the skin I stretched soft. You plug yourself for forty minutes after dinner on the nights I do not take you. You edge once and stop cold. You do not finish without my stamp on the log. You film the mirror for me on Sunday. You send it before bed. And there is a cage in the locker now, steel, sized to you. It goes on the nights I decide, and the only key rides on my ring. You will learn to ache behind it and thank me through the bars. That is your job now, not my hobby.”

Heat rolled through my gut. I thickened under the skirt. The scent of her tea mixed with the studio’s polish and something sweeter off her wrist. Weight gathered in my balls, heavy, useless without her say so.

“Thank you for the maintenance schedule,” I said. “Thank you for the steel cage and the key on your ring. Thank you for making me keep your work when you are not looking.”

Her mouth twitched. Mean. Amused.

“Clause four. One afternoon a week in Bibi’s chair. Reception. Phone. Booking sheet. You smile. You cross your legs. You take deposits. You do not flinch when a man looks at your throat and wonders. Bibi trains you. You take her notes. You thank her for every correction.”

Bibi was out on a supply run. Thirty-one, graduate, the one who had pointed me at this building when I still thought I was clever. The chair waited empty. The thought of sitting there in her place clenched me around nothing.

“Thank you for Bibi’s chair,” I said. “Thank you for putting me on the studio’s hours.”

Simone closed the folder and set it beside the check. The number still faced me.

“You hear that shift,” she said. “You are not a participant anymore. You are staff property. My instrument. You keep yourself ready between sessions without being told. Say that back, full and crude.”

“I am staff property.” My cock jerked. “I am your instrument. I keep myself ready between sessions without being told.”

“Good little toy.” She stood. The chair scraped. “Now you prove the gratitude with your face under this desk.”

She walked around. Desk height. Her thighs framed the gap. She hiked her skirt and sat back down with her cunt already bare, already slick, the scent of her hitting me like a slap. Sharp. Warm. Heavy. My cock leaked into the cup of the briefs she had not yet ordered off.

“On your knees,” she said. “Under. Hands behind your back. You service me slow. You do not rush. You do not get to come first. You use that slut throat the way I trained it. Beg for permission to put your tongue on me.”

I slid under. Knees on the thin pad. Hands locked at the base of my spine. Her knees pressed my shoulders. Desk wood boxed me in. The refund check’s white edge hung in my side vision above the blotter line. Freedom, written, waiting, and I was under the wood with my face an inch from her cunt.

“May I put my tongue on you, Simone,” I said. “I want to be useful. I want to thank you with my throat.”

“You may. Slow. Mean it. And you keep talking around my clit when I tell you to.”

I leaned in. First lick long and flat. Her taste hit salt and skin and heat. Weight of her thighs closed a fraction. I licked again, slower, from the soft bottom up over her clit, and she hummed like she was grading me.

“That’s it. Whore tongue. Again.”

I worked her in long passes. No sprint. The respite lived in the pace itself, thick and filthy and endless. Spit built. I swallowed and kept going. My jaw ached in the good way. I strained in the briefs, trapped and dripping, and I did not touch it.

“Tell me what you are,” she said, voice flat and mean above the wood.

“I am a thanking slut,” I said against her. The words smeared. “I am a pretty hole for your schedule. I am grateful you kept me after the walk away died.”

“Louder. Filthier.”

“I am your front of house toy in training.” My tongue pressed her clit in circles the way she liked. “I maintain the body you built. I oil it. I plug it. I edge it and stop. I sit in Bibi’s chair and smile with cum still drying in my throat if you want that.”

She grabbed my hair through the gap and held me there. Not hard enough to finish her. Hard enough to own the angle.

“Suck my clit. Soft. Then firm. Then soft. You do not get to invent the rhythm.”

I obeyed. Soft. Firm. Soft. Spit ran down my chin onto my blouse. The scent of her filled the whole under desk dark. My balls ached with a dull heavy throb. Shame burned clean and bright. I loved her for it. That was the trap and I leaned harder into it.

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

The line landed in my gut like a key turning.

“Yes,” I said, raw. “I belong in this room now.”

“Again. With my juice on your face.”

“I belong in this room now.” My tongue pushed into her, then back to her clit. “Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for the reel still sealed. Thank you for the check I am not going to cash.”

She laughed once, low. “We will get to that. Keep working.”

Time stretched. My knees complained. My jaw shook. I did not stop. This was not stacked peaks. This was one long service, desk height, her pace, my cock leaking a wet spot through satin while I stayed denied. She ground forward when she wanted more pressure. She eased back when she wanted me to chase. I chased.

“Open wider. Let me use the back of your throat for a minute. Hands stay behind you.”

I opened. She pulled me onto her by the hair and rolled her hips so my nose crushed into her and my tongue had nowhere to go but deep. I gagged. Spit flooded. I gagged again and stayed. Drool hit the pad under my knees. My eyes watered. My cock jumped hard enough to hurt.

“That’s the sound,” she said. “Choke on it. Good little bitch. Breathe when I let you.”

She let me breathe. I gasped. She pulled me back on. The wet obscene noise filled the hollow under the desk. I took it. Gratitude poured through the gagging like heat. She ran this building and she had finished men before me and she still chose to seat me under her blotter with a full refund lying on the wood above my head.

“Tell me the maintenance again,” she said, grinding. “While you lick.”

I pulled off enough to speak, lips shiny, chin a mess.

“I shave every morning where you marked. I oil every night. I plug forty minutes after dinner when you do not take me. I edge once and stop. I film the mirror Sunday. I send it. I do not finish without your stamp.”

“And the chair.”

“One afternoon a week in Bibi’s seat. Phone. Bookings. Smile. Notes. No flinch.”

“And the name.”

“Bibi’s pet first. Grant if you allow it.”

“Good. Back on. I am going to finish on your face. Slow. You hold still and take it. You do not get to race me.”

I put my tongue back where she wanted it. She set a grind almost lazy, almost cruel in its patience. Nothing left but her clit under my lips, the weight of her thighs, the thick scent, the ache in my denied cock. Inner voice frayed.

Thank you.

Please keep me.

Use the throat.

Own the schedule.

Fragments only. Smart talk gone. Heat and duty.

Her breath changed. No rush even now. She rode the climb like she had all morning. My jaw burned. I kept the soft firm soft pattern she ordered. Spit strings connected my chin to her cunt when she eased off a half inch and then she mashed back down.

“Look up at me as much as you can,” she said. “I want the eyes of a staff whore who knows he is free on paper and still under the desk.”

I looked up. Tears and shine. She watched me and smiled mean.

“Now,” she said. “Stay.”

She came on my tongue in a long slow clench, thighs locking, cunt pulsing against my face, a low sound from her throat that did not bother being pretty. I held still and took it. Her finish painted my lips and chin. I licked through it because she had not said stop. She rode the last waves out with my face as the seat. My cock throbbed a hair short of spilling untouched. I did not. She had not stamped me.

She sat back a fraction. Breathing evened.

“Clean,” she said.

I cleaned. Long slow passes. Every drop. The taste of her orgasm lay heavy on my tongue. My hole fluttered empty. My balls hung full enough to hurt. I stayed on my knees with my hands behind me until she nudged my shoulder with her heel.

“Out. Kneel up where I can see the mess.”

I crawled out and knelt. Chin slick. Blouse ruined at the collar. Skirt twisted. Cock tenting, tip dark through the fabric, a damp bloom spreading.

Simone looked me over like inventory. Then she reached for the check, took it from the pen cup, and pressed it into my palm. The paper had weight in my hand. Full amount. Her handwriting. Written proof I was free.

“That is your deposit back,” she said. “You can walk. You can cash it. You can burn the blouse and go be a man who never learned to thank a woman for breaking him. Or you can leave it uncashed under my blotter and report for Bibi’s chair on the afternoon I put on the board.”

My fingers closed on the paper. My face still smelled like her cunt. My throat still stung. Gratitude ran so deep it scared me more than the old pride ever had.

I lifted the blotter edge. I slid the check under it, flat, uncashed, hidden and chosen. I smoothed the blotter back down.

Then I thanked each clause by name, still on my knees, cock aching, voice clear.

“Thank you for the name I answer to.”

“Thank you for the wardrobe list.”

“Thank you for the maintenance schedule I keep alone.”

“Thank you for the steel cage and the only key on your ring.”

“Thank you for one afternoon a week in Bibi’s chair.”

“Thank you for the oral service under your desk.”

“Thank you for the finish you took at your pace.”

“Thank you for the deposit check as proof I was free.”

“Thank you for letting me leave it here.”

Simone watched the blotter. Then she watched me.

“Stand. Fix the skirt. Wipe your chin with the tissue on the left. You walk out looking like staff, not like a wreck I forgot to bag.”

I stood. Fixed the skirt. Wiped. The tissue came away shiny. My cock still strained. She did not free it. She did not stamp a finish for me. Denial sat on me like a collar I had put on myself.

“You are on the board now,” she said. “Instrument hours. Self maintenance between sessions. Bibi gets you next open afternoon. If you slack on the oil or the plug or the Sunday film, you lose my approval. That is the new risk. Not the walk away. My face when you fail.”

My stomach dropped and tightened at once. Sleep, appetite, mood. All of it hung on whether she looked at me like I was worth keeping. I knew it. She knew I knew it.

“I will not slack,” I said. “I want your approval more than I want to come.”

“Then earn it.” She sat back. Tea gone cold. “Go. Send me a photo of your plug set tonight. Full view. No filters. Clock starts on the forty minutes when the base seats.”

“Yes, Simone.”

I walked to the door. Each step made the hose whisper. My lips stayed swollen. My tongue still tasted her. Under the skirt my cock stayed thick and denied, a dull pulse in time with my heart. Behind me the check waited uncashed under the blotter, and the room held the shape of an owner’s desk instead of a program folder.

In the hall the air hit cooler. My jaw still remembered the stretch. My empty hole clenched around the promise of the plug she had ordered for after dinner. Saliva and her finish ghosted the corners of my lips no matter how I wiped. Weight in my balls. Scent of her still in my nose. Throat raw in a way that felt like a schedule.

I timed my steps toward the street and counted forward to Bibi’s next afternoon, to her chair, to the phone and the smile and the notes, to the board that now had my name on it as something the studio used. Twenty days left before the Day forty two Reveal. The reel stayed sealed. I had chosen the blotter over the bank.

My mouth stayed wet all the way to the sidewalk. My hole stayed empty and waiting. I walked with both facts locked in, hers between sessions, late for nothing except the maintenance she no longer had to stand over me to enforce.

On the board behind me, under my name, a line I had not been shown yet already waited: first trip past the door. Bibi driving. The morning the studio walls stopped being the far edge of the program and the whole street turned into the room.


Chapter 7: Eleven Fifty Two

Isat in the passenger seat, the belt cutting a line across the padded bra, while Bibi flipped the visor down so I could check my mouth in the little mirror. Day twenty-eight of forty-two. Fourteen days left. The walk-away clause had died at midnight on day twenty-one, and the check sat uncashed under the blotter like a joke I was not allowed to cash. I was twenty-nine with a man’s dick under the skirt, and none of that mattered once the belt locked.

“Two rules for the sidewalk, sweetheart,” Bibi said, both hands on the wheel. She was thirty-one and graduating out of the studio after today, and she said it bright and brisk, the way a floor manager walks a new hire to the register. “One. You answer to your girl name if anyone asks, full voice, no stalling. Two. Hands stay pretty. Flat or folded. No fists. No hiding. Today’s chair is not the desk. Today’s chair is the shops.”

I nodded. Lip gloss stuck when I parted my lips. The padded cups pushed my chest out against the belt. Heat sat low in my belly from the plug she had seated before we left — the remote one, the same fat toy Simone had used to walk me apart on her couch, its little black controller riding in Bibi’s bag now like a key handed down. A blunt pressure that answered every bump in the road.

At the curb she killed the engine and did not open the door. Ritual first. She turned in her seat and checked me over the way she checked product.

“Posture. Chin up. Shoulders back. Suck the gut.” Her palm pressed under my ribs. “Name.”

“Gigi,” I said.

“Walk code.”

“Short steps. Heel, toe. Hands flat on the bag strap. Smile when a stranger looks.”

“And if they don’t look?”

“Smile anyway.”

She opened her door. I opened mine. Outside air hit the bare strip of thigh above the stockings and I almost stopped. First trip past the studio threshold as her finished thing. I made myself walk.

The boutique floor was bright and warm. Women moved between racks in low talk. A woman near the sale table glanced at my face, then my shoes, then went back to a hanger. No double take. No laugh. The air on my made-up skin was public and wrong and I wanted more of it.

Bibi steered me to the lingerie counter. A clerk named Reva waited with a tape measure draped over her shoulder. She was twenty-seven, blonde, bored in a professional way.

“Arms out,” Reva said.

I put my arms out. Her hands were cool and sure. She measured under the bust, over the cups, across my back. Fingers pressed seams, checked how the padded bra sat, tugged a strap until the wire bit. Under the lights every adjustment played like a show.

“Thirty-four C on the pad,” she told Bibi. “Real tissue is flatter. We can go sheer or stay full. Seams look clean. No show-through on the side.”

Bibi’s thumb rubbed the edge of my cup where fabric met skin. “Sheer for home. Full for street. He’ll take both.”

Reva’s knuckles brushed my nipple through the pad and I sucked a breath. She did not react. She wrote numbers on a slip and pointed toward the fitting rooms.

Curtain. Small room. Carpet under my heels. Bibi stayed outside with her phone in her hand like a remote.

“Pass me the black balconette,” the attendant called through the curtain. Different voice. Older. “And the nude with the front clasp.”

I stripped the street bra with shaking fingers. Cups off. Bare chest with the slight swell the program had built. I hooked the balconette. The attendant’s voice sized me without ever pulling the curtain.

“How’s the band?”

“Tight.”

“Good tight or pain tight?”

“Good.”

“Clasp it. Turn. Hands on your waist. Now the hips. Do the panties ride?”

“A little.”

“Size up one. Leave the balconette on. I’m sending in the lace set.”

Clothes came under the curtain. Warm fabric. Rough lace. I stepped into the panties and the lace scraped my balls when I settled them. My dick twitched against the front panel. I pressed it down with two fingers, hard from nothing but hands and voices and the knowledge that any woman on the floor could walk past the curtain gap.

“Out when you’re set,” Bibi called. “We need the floor.”

I pushed the curtain. Walked out in the lace set and a thin robe that did not close. The shop kept moving. No one looked twice. Bibi’s phone lit in her palm.

Then the chime.

A bright little tone from the middle of the shop floor. My body answered before my brain did. Training. Conditioning. The sound that meant edge and hold and do not make a scene.

Heat slammed low. My dick jumped in the lace. The plug went huge. My thighs shook.

Bibi did not lower her voice much. “Hands at your sides. Smile. Count starts now. You do not cum without permission. You do not grab. You stand there and take the pulse.”

The chime hit again. Pleasure rolled up from the plug and the tight lace and the open air on my thighs. Women browsed three feet away. I bit the inside of my cheek and smiled like a good product.

“That’s one on the tab, sweetheart,” Bibi said, calm as a cashier. “You hold it.”

I held. Barely. Pre-cum soaked a dark spot on the lace. My balls ached. A staff girl leaned into Bibi’s shoulder and laughed at something private, and Bibi laughed back, easy and free and leaving, while I stood on the floor with a dick straining the lace and a chime in my ears.

“Robes on. Nail bar next,” she said. “Keep the lace under. I want the hands done while you’re still leaking.”

We crossed to the nail bar along the side wall. Seats in a row. Warm lamps over the tables. A tech named Track took my hands without asking my real name. She was twenty-six, sleeves rolled, gel open.

“Flat,” Track said. “Palms up. No curling.”

I put my hands out. She inspected cuticles, pressed my fingertips, turned my wrists to check the polish from last week. Her grip was firm. Business. Every press sent a line of heat down my arms into my gut where the chime had left me raw.

Bibi sat beside me and set the phone face up on the table edge. Next to it she laid the little black remote and a slim silver tally counter, the kind a doorman clicks to count a crowd. “We keep stacking,” she told me. “Quiet. Pretty. I run the buzz and I hold the number today. You do not shout a count in a nail salon like an animal. Every one I pull out of you, I click. You read the window and you keep that mouth shut. If you make a mess in these panties I will make you describe it to the next girl who walks by.”

Track filed. Buffed. Warm water over my fingers. The chime again. My hips jerked in the chair. I locked my smile and breathed through my nose.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Sell it to me, doll,” Bibi said. “Still pretty, though.”

“Please. I need to cum. I’m going to ruin the lace.”

“Then don’t. Beg better.”

“I’m a slut in a nail chair,” I said, voice thin. “Please let your whore finish. I’ll be quiet. I’ll say anything.”

Track painted a base coat and did not look up. A woman two seats over scrolled her phone. My dick throbbed against the wet lace. The plug shifted when I clenched.

The chime pulsed twice in a row and Bibi rolled the remote a notch so the plug buzzed hard against the spot inside me. My vision spotted. Cum boiled up and I bit down and failed.

The first orgasm ripped out of me in the chair. Silent, shaking, teeth locked. Lace flooded warm. My hips stuttered under the table. Track kept painting my nails like nothing happened.

Bibi’s thumb pressed the counter. Click. The little window rolled to one. She tilted it so I could read the number and said nothing, and I understood I was not to say it either. In a room full of strangers the silence was the leash. The count lived in the metal now, hers to hold, not a thing I got to gasp at the ceiling.

“Hands stay flat,” she murmured. “You’re not done.”

She thumbed the phone. Another tone, longer. My oversensitive dick jerked and leaked more into the soaked panel. Track’s fingers held my hand steady for the color. Pink. Glossy. Warm lamp heat on wet polish and wetter skin.

“Again, baby,” Bibi said, bright as a register drawer. “You don’t get to come down.”

I shook my head. “I can’t. It hurts. Please.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

Simone’s line, fed through Bibi’s mouth. The program owned me even while Bibi packed her life into a box.

“Please let me cum again,” I said. “Please force it. Use me. Make your pretty bitch spill at the table.”

Bibi’s free hand slid under the robe, under the table edge, and pinched the head of my dick through the lace. Hard. Mean. She rubbed once, twice, and the second orgasm tore through me meaner than the first. Longer. I made a tiny broken sound and turned it into a cough. Cum pumped. My balls tightened. Toes curled in the heels.

Click. Two in the window. She showed me and I read it, silent, the number hers to keep. “One more,” I whispered, barely any sound at all. “Please. No. One more.”

“You asked for it.” Her fingers stayed on me, slow circles on meat that was too raw. “You get it on my terms.”

Track switched hands. Fresh warmth. Fresh texture of file and cotton and gel. The chime sang. Bibi’s pinch turned into a cruel little stroke timed to the tone. I came a third time with tears in my eyes and the smile glued on, body thrashing quiet while strangers filed their cuticles two feet away. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth. I licked it off.

Click. Three. She turned the counter to my face and I read it through the tears, mouth shut, smile glued on.

“One more after this,” Bibi said. “You stay hard for it. Smile for the camera on my phone. Simone wants proof you passed outside.”

She filmed my hands. Pink nails. Trembling fingers. The wet dark at my lap half hidden by the robe. I smiled for the lens and hated the pride that came with it.

The fourth hit when she rolled the remote to its top notch and the buzz slammed through me while the chime held a long note. I broke into short crude scraps in my head. Too much. Full. Table. Hands. Don’t look. Don’t look. Cum ran down and stuck my thigh to the lace. Click. Four in the window. I read it and kept the number behind my teeth, the way she had built me to, and only the begging leaked out. Please stop. Please more. I don’t know.

“You know,” Bibi said. “You just don’t like that the world still doesn’t see you. Keep your hands flat.”

Track finished the top coat. “Don’t smudge for ten minutes, miss.”

Miss. The word landed clean. I nodded like it belonged to me.

Bibi’s phone rang. She put it on speaker without asking me.

Simone’s voice filled the nail bar, loud enough that the tech two seats down glanced over and then away. “Is my graduate free yet?”

“Almost,” Bibi said. “Nails done. He passed the floor. No one clocked him.”

“Of course they didn’t. You built him.” Pride poured out of the speaker raw and bright. “You did the work, Bibi. You earned your walk. Studio’s proud of you. I’m proud of you. Take the life. Leave the project.”

Jealousy ate me from the inside. Proud of Bibi. Free Bibi. Walking Bibi. And me in wet lace, the only project on the board when the door shut behind her.

“He’s listening,” Bibi said, amused.

“Good,” Simone said. “Grant. You hear me. Fourteen days. Reveal reel on day forty-two for the next intake. You are street-capable now. That means you can lose the world’s ignorance if you fuck up. Colleagues. Neighbors. Your sister’s kid. The gym membership you still pay for like a man who lifts. And you can lose favorite. Do you understand favorite?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Say it filthy so I know the brain is still mine.”

“I’m your made-up whore who can get recognized now,” I said. “I’ll be good. Please keep me favorite.”

“Beg, and I might let you.” The line again, live from her mouth this time. “Bibi graduates. You stay. Only project. Prove you can hold that without her hand on your leash every hour.”

The call ended. My hands lay flat on the towel. Polish gleamed. Cum cooled on my skin under the robe.

At the counter Dolly appeared like she had been waiting for the pride to finish. She was twenty-four, full face, short dress. She bumped my shoulder hard enough to move me, then laughed too loud at nothing.

“Oops. Didn’t see the pretty one.”

Bibi’s voice dropped. Public. Quiet. Sharp.

“Hands behind your back, Dolly. Now.”

Dolly rolled her eyes and did it slow, performing. Bibi stepped in close and corrected her posture with two fingers under the chin and a palm between the shoulder blades. No slap. No scene. Just ownership applied in open air.

“You do not knock product to get attention,” Bibi said. “You wait. You ask. You take what you are given.”

A stranger at the register glanced over, a woman with shopping bags, and said, mild, “You all right, miss?”

Dolly’s mouth twitched. Bibi answered for her.

“She’s fine. She’s learning.”

“Miss,” the stranger repeated to Dolly, kind and clueless, and Dolly stilled under the word like it had weight. Bibi released her spine. Dolly kept her hands behind her back until Bibi nodded.

“Better,” Bibi said. “Go wait by the door.”

We paid. I signed nothing. Bibi handled cards and bags. Outside, the belt went back across the padded bra. Visor stayed up this time. My nails shone on my lap. The lace under the street clothes was cold and sticky. Four counted finishes fluttered in my gut like aftershocks.

Bibi passed me a water bottle from the door pocket without looking over. “Small sips, sweetheart. You held four in a public chair and nobody clocked you. That is a clean floor.” I drank. My hands steadied around the plastic.

Bibi drove one-handed and talked like a closer.

“I’m out after I drop you. Keys, codes, schedule, all Simone’s from tonight. You’re the only full project on the board. That is not a prize unless you treat it like one.”

Jealousy sat in my throat. I swallowed it and tasted gloss.

“I will.”

“You will because you have to. Walk-away is dead. Deposit is theater. Street is real now. Anyone can learn what you are if you crack.”

At the studio curb she put the car in park and looked at my hands one last time. Inspection. Fingers. Polish. The faint tremor.

“Tomorrow, nine in the morning,” she said. “Maintenance beat. Full wax and plug check with Simone in the white room. You arrive done. Hair, face, stockings. No Bibi in the chair. You do the prep yourself and you text the mirror shot before you leave your place. If the shot is late, she edges you through lunch and you do not get to finish on your own terms.”

I opened the door. Heels hit pavement. First day outside as her finished girl, cum drying on me, Bibi’s bags packed in the back seat like a future I was not invited into.

“Nine,” I said. “White room. I send the shot.”

“Good girl. That’s a sale,” Bibi said, and put the car in drive. “Go be the only project worth keeping.”


Chapter 8: Deposit Uncashed

The white room held the heat from the session just closed. Nine o’clock light sat flat on the tile. I stood where she pointed and held my phone up. The mirror took me whole: hair set the way I had been taught, face done soft and pink, stockings smooth up my thighs. I sent the shot before she had to ask twice.

She walked a circle around me. “Full wax holds. Good. Plug sits true?”

“Yes,” I said. The base pressed inside me when I shifted my weight. Cool lube had dried along the rim of my hole. My skin was raw and clean from the scalp down.

“Day thirty-three,” she said. “Nine left before Reveal. The walk-away clause died at midnight on day twenty-one. You already know that. Say it so I hear you know it.”

“The clause is dead. Nine days left.”

“And you still came prepped like a well-trained pet.” Her palm settled at the small of my back, warm through the thin fabric. “Go home. Rest. Mirror shot at nine tomorrow. Do not touch the plug out of turn.”

I drove with the heater low. The apartment smelled like dust and takeout. I dropped my keys and stood in the dark hall a long time before I turned the light on.

The closet door stuck, then gave. Old cologne rose off wool the second the air moved. I pulled the garment bag free and laid it on the bed. In the bathroom the mirror hung level, no clever angle, no soft lamp. Just my face. Grant’s face, twenty-nine, there under the makeup if I looked hard enough. Lip gloss caught the bulb. Long lashes. I scrubbed nothing off. I only stared.

I filed the acrylics over the sink. Pink dust went down the drain. My nails came back short and blunt. The rasp was dry and ugly. I kept going until the tips sat flush, then I washed the grit away and dried my fingers on a towel that held her perfume from last week.

The suit came out of the bag like a body. Charcoal wool. White shirt. Tie I used to wear on purpose. I stripped the stockings, the soft set, the plug. Empty was worse than full. I washed and dried and put the man clothes on. The jacket fit. The rest of me did not. My walk stayed soft. My mouth wanted to smile too wide. I shoved my feet into leather shoes and locked the door behind me.

I drove across town to be Grant for one night.

The bar door made a two-note chime when I pushed it. I laughed out loud. The reason came a beat later. The sound sat wrong in my chest. I shut my mouth and ordered something brown and straight and took a stool at the far end.

A loud man my own age clapped my shoulder hard enough to rock me.

“Grant? Fuck me, it is you. Where the hell have you been, man?”

I said something about work. About travel. He did not listen. He talked the way I used to talk: big, certain, joking at other people’s expense. He named women like scores. He laughed with his whole throat. He ordered another round for both of us without asking. His mouth kept moving. Something cold opened below my ribs.

“You look weird,” he said, still grinning. “Soft. You on a diet or what?”

“Something like that.”

“Get back out here more. Boys night. You used to own this place.”

I left the drink standing. Untouched. I put cash on the wood and walked out mid-sentence. The chime hit me again on the way out and I did not laugh this time.

Two in the morning. Empty roads. I drove to the studio with both windows cracked so the cold would keep me awake. Grief sat in the passenger seat like a person. I kept tasting the bar. Kept hearing my own old voice in his mouth. Kept failing to fit a jacket that buttoned fine.

The outer door took my code. The hall lights came up low. She was there ahead of me, thirty-six and barefoot in black, hair down, no makeup needed to look like the person who finished what she started. She took one look at the suit and the short nails and the bare face and did not raise her voice.

“Come here.”

I went.

She stripped the suit off me piece by piece. Jacket. Shirt. Tie. Belt. She folded nothing. She let it fall. When I stood in only skin she put two fingers under my chin and made me meet her eyes.

“You tested the door,” she said. “Good. Now you know.”

“I couldn’t do it.” My voice broke. “I stood there and I was still this. I left the drink. I drove straight here. I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry.”

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.” She said it plain, like weather. “You did not break a rule that needs a whip. You proved a fact. Put the suit in the bin yourself.”

The studio bin sat by the wall, black plastic, half filled with trash and empty product tubs. I gathered the wool and the shirt and the tie in a messy armful. I walked them over. I dropped them in with my own hands. The thud was small. Something in me went with them. I stood there shaking.

“Come back,” she said.

She took me to the low couch in the back room, the one with the throw that always smelled clean. She sat and opened her knees and pointed at the floor between them.

“Worship. Slow. Use your mouth. Use your tongue. Service me while you cry if you need to. I am not punishing you. I am putting you back where you belong.”

I sank to my knees. The carpet bit my skin. Her cunt was wet when I pressed my face in. Salt and heat. I licked long and careful, flat strokes first, then pointed ones on her clit. She let out a low sound and set her fingers in my hair without yanking.

“That’s it. Good little hole for my use. Tell me what you are while you work.”

“I’m your slut,” I said against her. “Your whore. Your toy. I tried to be him and I can’t. Please keep me.”

“Say it into me.”

“Please keep me. I can’t be Grant out there. I left the drink standing. I came home to you. Use me. Make me useful.”

She opened wider. I licked deeper, messy, spit running down my chin. The wet sounds filled the quiet. My dick hung hard between my thighs, ignored, leaking on the carpet. She did not touch it. I did not ask. The grief and the heat braided together until I could not tell which made my eyes sting.

“Slower,” she said. “You do not rush this. You live in it.”

I slowed. Long draws of my tongue. Soft sucks on her clit. I kissed the insides of her thighs when she told me to. I put my mouth back when she pulled. Minutes stretched. My jaw ached. My knees burned. I kept going. Service. Only service. When she got close she backed me off with a tug and made me wait, forehead on her thigh, panting.

“What did the bar sound like?”

“Wrong. The chime. I laughed and it was her training laughing, not me. A man talked like I used to and I wanted to crawl under the stool.”

“And the suit?”

“Fit my shoulders. Fit nothing else. I was a costume with a person stuck in it.”

“Good. Say you buried him.”

“I buried him. I put the suit in the bin. He’s gone. I’m what’s left.”

She brought my mouth back. “Finish what you started. Make me come on your face. Earn your place.”

I worked her with everything I had left. Tongue, lips, soft scrapes of teeth when she hissed for it. She fucked my face in small rolls of her hips. Spit and slick covered my chin and nose. I gagged once when she pressed me hard and she held me there a beat longer, mean and calm.

“Take it. Whore mouths take what they’re given.”

I moaned into her cunt and kept licking. When she came it was long and shaking, thighs clamping my ears, a raw sound torn out of her. She rode it through on my tongue and I stayed put, swallowing what I could, drowning in it, cock throbbing untouched and leaking a string onto the floor.

She eased me back. I stayed on my knees, face wet, chest heaving.

“Up on the couch. On your back. Legs open.”

I obeyed. She slicked two fingers and pushed them into my ass slow, finding the spot that made my spine lift. No rush. Maintenance. Care that owned me. She worked me open while I stared at the ceiling and cried quiet, ugly tears.

“You are allowed to grieve,” she said. “You are not allowed to pretend the door is still open. It is not. I stop enforcing after tonight. I start keeping. Do you understand the difference?”

“Yes.” My voice was wrecked. “Enforcing was rules. Keeping is… I’m yours. No test left.”

“Beg for the strap.”

“Please fuck my ass with the strap. Please fill me. I need to feel taken. I need to come as yours, not his.”

She strapped on thick and dark, the length shining with lube. She lined up and sank in by degrees. Full. Deep. The stretch burned sweet. When her hips met my ass she held still and let me shake around the length.

“Breathe. Look at me.”

I looked. She moved. Slow strokes. Long pulls almost out, long pushes all the way in. The couch creaked. Skin slapped soft. My dick bounced on my stomach, red and wet at the tip. She wrapped her fist around it once, then left it alone again, mean with patience.

“You do not get to rush the finish either,” she said. “You climb once. You come when I say. You say filthy true things the whole way.”

“I’m a good little toy,” I gasped as she thrust. “I’m a bitch who filed his nails off and still ran back. My hole is yours. My mouth is yours. I tried the old life for one night and it spat me out.”

“Again.”

“I’m your slut. I leave drinks standing. I drive to you at two in the morning. Please don’t send me back out as him. Please keep this body. Fuck, please…”

She angled sharper and the head of the strap dragged over the place that made stars. My words broke into scraps. Yes. Yours. Hole. Please. She fucked me steady, not hard, not soft, a single long climb with no stacked peaks, just rising heat and the wet sound of my ass taking every inch. Sweat ran down my ribs. Drool wet the corner of my mouth from earlier and I did not wipe it.

“Now,” she said at last. “Come for me. Come on the strap like the toy you are. No hands on yourself.”

I broke. The orgasm tore up from my ass and out through my dick in thick ropes over my stomach and chest. I sobbed through it, hips jerking, hole clamping down on the shaft inside me. She kept moving through the pulses, slow and deep, milking every spurt out of me until I went slack and empty and shaking.

She pulled out gentle. She cleaned me with warm cloths. She wiped my face. She kissed my forehead once, a trap shaped like kindness, and I leaned into it because I had nowhere else to put the grief.

“Nine days,” she said. “Then the reel. Before and after for the next intake. You will stand there pretty and finished. You will not be Grant for them. You will be proof.”

“Yes.”

She dressed me in soft things from the drawer. No wool. No tie. A loose sleep set that smelled like the studio. She left the plug out for the night, but the steel cage went on first, clicked shut with the key she kept on her ring, and she told me the ache of it and the emptiness together were part of the care this time. I believed her because my body had believed first.

We sat in the low light. My breathing slowed. The suit stayed in the bin. The old cologne was a smell from another building now.

The front door code chimed in the hall.

She looked toward the sound, calm. “That will be the new one.”

Footsteps came down the corridor, light, unsure. A woman stepped into the doorway, twenty-five, travel bag still on her shoulder, eyes wide at the couch and at me and at the strap gleaming on the chair. Fresh ink on her intake sheet stuck out of the bag’s side pocket.

“I was told to come at three,” she said. “For the Finishing Room. I’m Sunday.”

She looked at me the way I must have looked on day one. I met her stare with a clean face and a used body and no suit left to hide behind.


Chapter 9: Miss At The Counter

The red REC light burned in the dark and I sat there staring at it, framed, plugged, aching, with three dead takes already sitting on the camera roll like trash.

Midnight. One ring light. One tripod. Studio empty except me and the taste of my own spit and the heavy rubber heat of the plug locked deep in my ass. My cock stood hard against my stomach, shiny at the tip, and I was not allowed to touch it. Twenty-four hours of that. Hands off. Hole full. No script.

Simone’s voice came through from the next room, dry and bored.

“Again. And stop performing, Grant.”

I was twenty-nine years old and I flinched every time she used my name like a leash. She was thirty-six and she did not flinch at anything.

I licked my lips. They tasted like gloss and salt. The room smelled like sweat and silicone lube and the cheap candy perfume she had sprayed on my throat before she walked out. It coated my tongue when I breathed through my mouth.

Earlier that afternoon Sunday had frozen in the Finishing Room doorway, travel bag hanging off one shoulder. Three o’clock. Eyes huge. She was twenty-five, brand new, and she looked at the couch first, then at me on it, used and pink and leaking a little from how hard Simone had worked my ass open before the show-and-tell. No suit left to hide behind. No old clothes. Just lace and a locked plug and a cock that would not go down.

Simone had seated the new intake on the visitor chair like this was a salon.

“This is what day forty looks like,” Simone said. “Two days left on the forty-two-day contract. Twelve sessions. Reveal on day forty-two. His walk-away died at midnight on day twenty-one. He is past the door. Watch him.”

Sunday nodded fast enough to slip her bag strap. I sat there on display and hated how much I wanted to be looked at. Craving sat in my gut like a second plug.

Then Simone had turned to me and ended the one thing I thought I owned.

“Closing segment is still blank,” she said. “I will not write it. You get twenty-four hours plugged and denied. At midnight you go in the studio alone. One light. One camera. Red light on. You ask for what you have become in your own words. No script. If it is a performance I throw it out.”

She had locked the plug. She had slapped my cock once, mean, and left me dripping and empty-handed.

“Rosewater still ends all of it,” she had added at the door, flat as ever. “One word and the camera stays dark, the reel stays open, and you go home tonight. You know where the word lives.”

I knew. Twenty-four hours plugged and aching, and I did not once reach for it.

Now the red light waited.

I hit record for take four, then stopped and wiped the last three off the roll so I would not cheat and keep a soft version. My hands shook. The plug shifted when I sat back down and a fat spark went up my spine. My ass clenched around the thick base and my cock jumped and leaked a string onto my belly.

I looked into the lens.

“I am not reading lines,” I said. My voice came out thin. “I am asking.”

Silence behind the glass. She was listening. Leather and mint gum and that sharp soap she used after she fucked someone with a strap reached me through the wall.

I squeezed my thighs. The plug pressed my prostate and my eyes watered. Twenty-four hours of this and my balls hung swollen and stupid. Every breath made the rubber move. Every move made me need.

“Take one was a show,” I said to the glass wall. “I know.”

“It was trash,” Simone called. “Cute mouth. Fake eyes. Do it again or sit in the dark until you mean it.”

I restarted. Take two. I tried mean. I tried sweet. I tried the giggle she had trained into me and it landed wrong, like a costume. She cut me off before I finished a sentence.

“Performance. Kill it.”

Take three I almost cried on camera. I said pretty words about becoming her girl and my ass worked the plug and my cock slapped my stomach, but even I could hear the act in it. The craving was real. The speech was not.

“Dead,” Simone said. “You are still trying to sound like something I would write. I am not writing you, Grant. You are. Or the reel stays open and you fail the finish.”

I sat in the dark between takes with the red light off, my ass stuffed, my cock angry. Spit ran down my chin from how hard I had been breathing. I wiped it with the back of my hand and tasted it. Salt. Gloss. Need.

I thought about Sunday’s face. I thought about the next intake watching a before-and-after reel with a blank end. I thought about the claim I hugged in private, the little lie that the filthy words were always hers first, that I only repeated them.

That lie was the last thing I owned.

I turned the camera on.

Red REC.

I did not sit pretty. I let my knees fall open. The plug tugged. A wet sound came out of me when I clenched, and I did not hide it. My cock dripped in a slow bead. I smelled myself. Sex and rubber and candy throat spray. I tasted copper fear under my tongue.

“I need to say what I am,” I told the lens. No smile. No pose. “I need you to hear me ask for it, because if I do not ask, I still get to pretend it was done to me.”

My voice cracked. Good. Let it crack.

“I am two days out. Day forty. The contract ends on day forty-two and the reel screens for the next ones. I put myself here. I stayed past day twenty-one. I let her plug my ass and lock it and leave me aching with no hands and no script.”

I shifted. The plug drove deeper. My asshole stretched around the thick neck of it and a moan fell out of me that I did not stage. My cock jerked hard enough to hurt.

“Fuck,” I whispered. Then louder, into the red light. “I want this. I want to be finished. I want to be the pretty hole she shows people. I want my ass full and my cock leaking and my mouth stupid. I want to be her bimbo. Not as a joke. Not as a bit. As the thing I am.”

From the next room, nothing. No cut. My pulse climbed into my ears.

I leaned in until I could see my own wet mouth in the black glass.

“I am asking,” I said. “Make me hers on the record. Let the last segment be me saying it without her feeding me lines. I am the product. I am the proof. I am the whore who filmed his own surrender because he was so fucking hungry for it he could not wait for her to write the words.”

The plug rode huge in me. Denial made every nerve loud. I rocked once, tiny, and the rubber ground my insides and my vision went white at the edges. Precome smeared my stomach. The smell hit me. Thick. Sharp. I dragged two fingers through it and put them on my tongue because I needed the taste more than pride. Bitter. Mine.

“I used to think the dirty talk was hers,” I said, mouth shiny. “That I only echoed. That if the words came out of me they still belonged to Simone. That is the last private thing. I am killing it on purpose.”

For one breath I let myself see the man in the garment bag across town, the suit that still fit my shoulders and nothing else, the mouth that used to name women like scores. I could drive to him tonight. I could say the word that unlocked all of it and be nobody’s project by morning. I knew exactly where the word lived. I did not reach for it, and that was the thing that finally broke quiet in my chest — not that she had taken him, but that I did not miss him, and I was the one holding the camera.

I bore down on the plug. A broken sound ripped out of me. My cock throbbed in useless beats.

“I am her pretty bitch,” I said into the red dot. “I am her locked hole. I am the finished example on the couch when a new girl walks in with a bag. I want Sunday to see this tape and know I asked. I want every intake to hear me beg to be kept.”

Footsteps. The door. Simone walked in wearing her work boots, arms folded, eyes flat. She looked at the frame, at my open legs, at the plug base between my cheeks, at the mess on my belly.

She did not smile.

“Keep going,” she said. “If you stop now it dies with the other three.”

I nodded at the lens, not at her.

“I want you to own the last of me,” I said. “I want my consent on the reel as the centerpiece. Not your voice. Mine. I am asking to be marked so I cannot take it back. Permanent. No more private claim that the words were ever only yours.”

Simone stepped into the light. She smelled like mint and warm leather and the clean bite of strap cleaner. She put two fingers under my chin and forced my face up toward the camera.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours,” I gasped.

“Not cute. Mine. Say it.”

“I am yours,” I said, and the words landed clean into the red dot, no polish on them. “I am Simone’s. I am the bimbo she built. I am the ass she plugs and the cock she denies and the mouth that asks for it on camera because I crave being finished more than I crave being a man with a secret.”

She twisted the plug.

Hard.

My hole burned and sang. I screamed through my teeth. My cock jumped and spit another rope of clear mess. She worked the plug in short mean thrusts, fucking me with it, grinding the fat head over the spot that made my legs kick. Anal was the whole world. No hand on my cock. No mercy stroke. Just my asshole being used while the camera ate every sound.

“Louder,” Simone said. “Tell the reel what your hole is for.”

“For you,” I cried. “My ass is for you. My hole is a toy. Keep it filled. Keep me denied until I break right. I want to drip for you. I want to be ruined on purpose.”

She fucked the plug into me faster. Wet squelch. Skin slap. My balls pulled tight. The crest built ugly and huge out of a full day of no release and a locked rubber dick in my guts.

“I am going to come,” I choked. “I cannot, I cannot hold…”

“Then come wrong,” Simone said. “No hands. Wasted. On your own belly like a desperate slut who could not even earn a clean finish.”

She jammed the plug deep and held it there, grinding, and my orgasm ripped up through my ass first, wrong and huge, a prostate blast that made my cock jerk and spit without a stroke. Come pulsed out of me in weak, messy ropes, not a hard shot, just leaking waste that painted my stomach and the lace and the chair. My whole body shook. I sobbed into the lens. The pleasure broke mid-peak because there was no grip, no rhythm on the shaft, only the plug and her eyes and the red light. Frustration flooded in right under the climax. Humiliation sat on top of both. I kept coming in little useless pulses while she watched me fail at finishing pretty.

“Look at that mess,” Simone said. “That is what a plugged bitch looks like when he tells the truth.”

Salt on my upper lip. Tears. Spit. I smelled my own come, hot and thick. My hole fluttered in aftershocks, hurt and good in the same breath. My cock twitched and dribbled one more weak string.

I did not look away from the camera.

“That was me,” I said, voice wrecked. “Unscripted. I asked. I came open and stupid for the record. The closing segment is mine. I filmed the evidence. The reel is finished by my hand.”

Simone reached past me and stopped the recording. The red light died. The studio went darker. My ears rang.

She pulled a cloth from her pocket and wiped my mouth, not gentle, then left the rest of the mess on me like a stamp.

“Memory card,” she said. “My blotter. Fourth take queued. Do not clean yourself first.”

I pulled the card with shaking fingers. The plug stayed locked. My ass stayed open and claimed. Come cooled sticky on my skin and the smell of it filled every breath. I walked barefoot through the hall and set the card on her blotter exactly where she pointed, label up, fourth take ready to drop into the end of the before-and-after. The product held my voice at the center now. Not hers. Mine. If I ever tried to say the words were only something she put in my mouth, the tape would call me a liar in my own wet voice.

She did not praise me. She checked the file, nodded once, and wrote a time on the desk pad for the morning.

“Day forty-one polish,” she said. “Then the Reveal. Sunday comes back to watch the full reel with the new set. You sit front. Plugged. You listen to yourself ask.”

I stood there dripping and empty-headed, gone soft and sticky, my ass full, the taste of my own spend faint on my tongue.

She left me in the dark office with the card on the blotter and the contract ticking toward day forty-two.

I did not speak.

Inside my head the decision set hard and simple. I had put my craving on a memory card with my own hands and I would not dig the old Grant out of a garment bag again to argue it was all her script. In two days the next intake would hear me beg to stay pretty, and I would sit there and want it again while they watched. I was past the last door I had kept for myself, and the only way forward was deeper into the finish I had asked for on camera, open-assed and shaking, with nothing left to call a performance.


Chapter 10: The Suit Still Fits

Tissue paper peeled under my nails and the brass plate showed through, cold and heavy, the letters cut deep. The name on it was not the one I walked in with on day one. My face sat warped and small in the metal, gloss and liner and a smile I did not put there on purpose. Day forty-two. Zero days left. Upstairs the next intake already waited, and the weight of the plate in my palm was a door closing soft behind me.

I carried it only as far as the private room. Twelve Polaroids ran in a straight line from the door to the mirror, each one a hard little square of me getting softer. The women who had brought their men stood along the wall with purses and sharp eyes. The new prospects sat open-legged and loud in the front row, still whole, still sure. I was twenty-nine years old and finished. She had me presented that way on purpose: hips cocked, lips wet, ass plugged under the tight skirt so every step shifted the weight inside me, cock caged and useless against lace that did not hide the shape of what I still had. Peace sat low in my gut like a full belly. I did not fight it.

The lights dropped. The reel took the wall.

Frame by frame my old face died. Day one Grant, hard jaw, hard talk. Then the sessions. Wax. Fillers. The walk. The voice. The way my hands learned to stay pretty even when they shook. The room watched me get ruined on schedule. I watched with them, nothing in me but calm heat, because the contract had twelve sessions and this was the last night of it, and the clause that could have voided everything had burned out at midnight on day twenty-one with no one to catch me.

My self-tape closed the reel. One ring light. One red dot. My own voice, raw, no script left in it.

I begged on that recording to stay pretty. I said I was done being the man who signed. I asked to be kept. I did not perform. The room heard every wet little word. When the screen went black I was hard in the cage and empty of fight, and that emptiness was rest.

She put the drive in my hands. Small. Dense. Every frame on it.

“Burn it,” she said, thirty-six and certain, voice mean enough to cut. “Walk out graduated and unknown. Or hand it back and take Bibi’s chair. Choose.”

I looked at the plastic. I looked at the Polaroids. I looked at the next proud men who still thought they were shopping. Peace did not argue. I put the drive back in her palm.

She closed her fingers on it and put a microphone in mine. The metal was warm from her grip.

“Go,” she said. “Find the loudest one. Give him day one from the other side of the desk.”

I found him without hunting. Glossy hair. Open collar. A laugh that took up space. The kind of man I used to be back when I thought volume meant control. I stepped in close enough for him to smell the polish on me and lifted the mic.

“You look at this place and think it is a joke you can buy for a weekend,” I said, sweet and clear, the exact pitch I had thrown on day one now turned inside out and aimed at his throat. “I stood where you are standing and I said never. Never kneel. Never beg. Never take it and thank her. I was so loud about it she wrote the list down and played it back to me later.” I let that land. “The Finishing Room does not rent you a body. It keeps the one it builds. You will not get the old face back, and the part you cannot picture yet, the part that should scare you, is that you will stop wanting it.”

He laughed too loud. His woman did not.

I was mid-pitch when a hand closed on the back of my neck.

“Enough,” she said. “Chair Four. Now.”

The room did not empty. That was the point. She walked me to the chair in the center while the reel looped again on the wall, my ruined progress cycling soft and bright behind their heads. Chair Four faced them all. She sat me on it, skirt hiked, knees spread, the plug stretching me open so the claim would not have to wait on prep. The cage kept my dick mean and small. My hole was slick with the lube she had packed into me before the screening. She worked the plug free with two fingers and the suck of it leaving jolted me. A few of the women smiled. One of the new men went quiet.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said, loud enough for the whole room, and then she strapped on in front of them, thick and dark, the harness snug on her hips, and she did not make a show of being gentle.

She lined up and shoved in.

The stretch hit first, heavy, deep, the kind of fill that erased thought. I cried out raw. She bottomed out and held, grinding, so every person in that private room saw how deep I took her. My ass clenched around the shaft like it had been trained for this alone, because it had.

“Tell them what you are,” she said, mean, hips locked.

“A finished slut,” I gasped. “Your hole. Your scout. Please.”

“Louder. Beg like the whore on the wall.”

“Please fuck me in front of them. Please keep me. Please use my ass until I break.”

She fucked me.

Hard strokes. Wet slap of hips on the backs of my thighs. The chair creaked. The cage rattled against my balls with every thrust. I drooled down my chin when she shoved three fingers past my lips and made me gag on them while she pounded. Spit ran. Sweat ran. The sounds were filthy and open, no music to hide them, just skin and lube and my broken little noises.

“Who owns this ass?”

“You do. Fuck. You do.”

“What happens to proud men who sign?”

“They end up like me. Pretty. Open. Grateful.”

She angled and found the spot that lit my spine up. My cock jerked in the cage, leaking, and the first orgasm broke without permission, prostate deep, whole body locking, a wet cry punched out of me while I came dry and hard and shaking. She did not stop. She rode the clench and kept thrusting through it until the pleasure turned sharp and I tried to twist away.

“Stay,” she said. “You do not get to close.”

Second peak hit faster, meaner, my legs kicking, the room a smear of faces and the looping reel of me learning to smile. I sobbed. I thanked her. I called myself her bitch and her demonstration and begged her not to pull out. She laughed once, low, and drove deeper.

Past four. Past whatever came next. Counting dissolved. My head went white and stupid. Each climax stacked on the last until I could not tell start from finish, only the thick drag of her strap in my ass and the way she held my hips down when I tried to crawl off the edge of too much. My thoughts broke into scraps. Full. Hers. Open. Please. More. Stop. Don’t stop. Pretty. Kept.

She made me say filthy things between peaks until the words slurred.

“I’m a hole.”

“I’m her product.”

“I want the next man to watch this and still sign.”

When she finally came it was quiet on her face and vicious in her hips, grinding deep, claiming the last clean inch of me in front of the intake and the women who had paid to bring them. She stayed buried until I stopped shaking. Then she pulled out slow so they all heard the wet leave of it. My ass stayed open a second, used, glossy. Someone in the front row exhaled hard.

She unbuckled, wiped the strap on my inner thigh like I was furniture, and fixed my skirt just enough to make the walk downstairs indecent instead of illegal. The drive went into her pocket. The microphone went dark.

Then, low, only for me, she tipped my chin and checked my eyes the way she had after every hard thing since day one. “Water at the desk. Sit until your legs come back.” Cold competence that still counted as care. I nodded, and the room stopped spinning.

Downstairs the front desk waited. She set the brass nameplate on the wood and locked the little feet into the pre-drilled holes. The letters sat true under the lamp. My warped face was gone from the metal now that it lay flat. Only the name. Only the job.

Bibi had driven off two weeks back, the day she graduated me onto the street. Engine. Taillights. A life of her own pulling away from the curb while I stood there in wet lace and watched. She had not looked back. The chair she left behind the desk had been waiting empty ever since, and now the plate bolted to it wore my name. She was not coming back for this, and I did not need her to. The seat was the only goodbye that ever mattered.

In the private room the mirror hung at Simone’s old angle, the one that used to force my eyes onto the parts of me I tried to skip. Two staff women came with a socket set. Bolts turned. The glass came off the wall. They set it square to the room, full face, full body, no cheat left in the tilt. I walked up to it and looked. Hips. Mouth. The soft finished line of a man who had been rebuilt and then hired. I did not flinch. Acceptance sat in me already, heavy and calm as the plate on the desk.

Morning came clean through the front glass.

I arrived early. Nobody had to ask. The chair behind the desk fit. I did my own maintenance at the little side table: gloss, liner, the cage checked and locked, a fresh slim plug seated with lube and a breath until the weight settled right inside me. No order. No reminder. Habit now. Ownership that did not need a countdown to hold.

I opened the calendar. The new man’s file sat on top of the stack, still sharp in the photos, still sure. I wrote Session One in ink under his name and drew the first box of forty-two. Day one for him. Day zero for the contract that had held me. The walk-away clause was a story we would tell him later, after midnight on his day twenty-one had passed.

The plate shone dull gold in the morning light. The mirror across the room waited square and honest. I set the pen down, smoothed the page, and started the count on someone else’s forty-two days with a steady hand and a used, grateful body that finally knew where it belonged.


THE END
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