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Femdom & Chastity, Book 1

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of female domination, male submission, and consensual power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: The Clause She Redlined

Iidled at the curb for eleven minutes with the heater blowing lukewarm air across my knuckles. The contract draft sat open on my phone, every limit I meant to set already typed in clean bullets. Safe word. Hours. No overnight. No marks that would show at a board meeting. I was thirty-four and used to winning rooms before I walked into them.

The ad glowed under the draft. One line. Applicants who arrive with conditions will be shown the door.

I almost laughed. I put the phone face down on the passenger seat and killed the engine.

Under the bullet points sat the thing I would not type into any contract: I had answered this ad because I wanted a woman who would not let me win, and the terms were only armor I already half hoped she would strip off me.

Cold hit my face the second I stepped out. The street was quiet enough that my shoes made a hard slap on the walk. Her house sat back from the road, dark brick, no nameplate. I pressed the bell and listened to the short buzz die inside the walls.

The door opened on a woman in black trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled. Mistress Vale looked me over once, from collar to shoes, and stepped aside without a greeting. Thirty-nine, and she carried the quiet of someone who never raised her voice because she never needed to.

“Marcus,” she said. “Study. Second door.”

I followed. The hallway smelled like polished wood and cold stone. My cock twitched against my trousers before I reached the doorway, and my jaw locked at the shame of it. I ran companies. I did not get hard from a woman saying my name like a file label.

Her study held a wide desk, two chairs, and a green ledger already open under a desk lamp. She pointed at the chair across from her. I sat. She did not.

“You brought terms,” she said.

“I did.” I slid the phone across. “Standard limits. We can redline together.”

She picked it up, scrolled, and set it down without reading past the first screen. Then she took a red pen from the drawer and pulled a blank sheet toward her.

“You do not write the rules here,” she said. “I do. You either sign what I write, or you leave with the same cock you walked in with and no further contact.”

My neck went hot. I kept my face still. “That is not how negotiation works.”

“This is not a negotiation.” The pen scratched. “This is a Ledger Trial. Twenty-eight days. One new spoken rule entered per visit. Total denial for the full term. Day twenty-eight is the Reckoning. Collar as Favorite, or release.”

My mouth went dry. Twenty-eight days without coming. The number settled low and stayed. I could stand up. I could walk out. I ran a floor of grown men who flinched when I cleared my throat.

I stayed in the chair.

She wrote in a tight hand. The red ink cut through every line I had planned to demand. Safe word stayed. Everything else went under the pen. Hours. Marks. Overnight. The right to revise. She crossed them out like they were typos.

“You skimmed an ad and thought you would set the pace,” she said. “You will do exactly as I say.”

The words landed low in my stomach. I thickened hard enough to ache. I hated it. I wanted it. Both truths sat in the same breath and left me dirty in a suit that cost more than most people’s rent.

She turned the green ledger so I could see the first page. Fresh ink. The 28-day Ledger Trial, written in her hand. Under it, a short block of text I barely scanned. Severance Line. Something about release and the end of the arrangement. My eyes jumped. I told myself I would read it properly after.

“Stand,” she said. “Strip. Fold your clothes on the chair. Then you sign.”

I stood. My hands went to my belt before my pride caught up. The room was cool enough that gooseflesh rose on my arms the second the shirt came off. My cock sprang free, already wet at the tip, and my own breath came too loud in the quiet.

She never moved from her side of the desk. She did not touch me. She watched me fold, naked and hard, while the radiator clicked once in the corner.

“Sign,” she said.

I bent over the ledger. The pen was heavier than it should have been. My name went on the line in a hand that looked steadier than I was. She tapped the final paragraph with one nail.

“Initial the Severance Line.”

I skimmed the first sentence. Release. Dismissal. End of term. The words blurred. I put my initials beside it and set the pen down.

She closed the ledger. The cover came down soft and final.

“Rule one,” she said. “Kneel beside the desk. Hands on your thighs. Ass up when I tell you.”

I knelt on the rug. The fibers bit my knees. Cold air licked the backs of my thighs and the cleft of my ass. My cock hung heavy and ignored between my legs, leaking a thin string onto the floor.

She opened a side drawer. Metal clicked. Glass. The wet pop of a lube bottle. My pulse jumped in my throat.

“You came here to control the terms,” she said. “From this minute your limits live in my ledger. Your mouth does not amend them.”

She walked behind me. Still no hand on my skin. Then the cold smear of lube between my cheeks made me jolt, and a gloved finger pressed the rim of my asshole without asking.

“Breathe out,” she said.

I did. The finger pushed in. Burn. Stretch. The slick sound of it filthy in the quiet room. My cock jerked hard against nothing. A moan broke out of me before I could stop it.

“Listen to that,” she said. “A man who chairs meetings, already moaning on one finger. Say what you are.”

My face burned. “I am…”

“Louder.”

“I am a hole for you to train.”

“Better.” She worked the finger deeper, then added a second. The stretch pulled a raw sound from my chest. “You will take what I put in this ass. You will not come. You will thank me for the denial. Repeat it.”

“I will take what you put in my ass. I will not come. I will thank you for the denial.”

She fucked those two fingers into me in a steady rhythm. Wet squelch. Skin and glove. My balls pulled up hard. The head of my cock dripped onto the rug in fat drops, loud enough to hear.

A third finger forced in. The burn spiked. My thighs shook. She twisted her hand into a spot that blurred my vision and dropped my mouth open.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed. She pulled her fingers free with a slick pop and pressed the tapered tip of a thick butt plug to my hole. Silicone, cold with lube. She pushed. My asshole stretched around the widest part and I grunted like an animal as it seated, the base flush against me.

“Clench,” she said.

I clenched. The plug shifted inside and pressed that same spot. My cock jumped. Precome spilled in a long string.

She walked around to my front and set a wand vibrator on the desk, then a set of nipple clamps, then a short black crop. Toys laid out like tools. She picked up the wand, thumbed it on, and the low buzz filled the study.

“Hold still, pet.”

The buzzing head touched the underside of my cock. My hips jerked. She followed me and pinned it against the shaft, right under the head, and the vibration tore through me so fast I almost came on the first breath.

“Do not,” she said. Cold. Exact. “You edge. You do not finish. Count when I tell you.”

She held it there. I throbbed against the wand, leaking, twitching. The plug in my ass turned every pulse into a deeper ache. Sweat broke on my back despite the cool air.

“Please,” I said. The word tasted wrong in my mouth. “Mistress Vale, I…”

“Beg properly. Filthy.”

“Please stop, I am going to fucking come, please, I am your whore, your hole, please take it off.”

She pulled the wand away. The silence made my ears ring. My cock bobbed, dark and wet, a heartbeat from spilling. She waited until the urge dropped a fraction, then pressed the wand back on.

“That is one,” she said. “Say it.”

“One,” I gasped.

She edged me again. Longer. The buzz chewed through the oversensitive head until my thighs locked and my asshole clenched hard around the plug. Spit ran down my chin. I did not remember opening my mouth.

“Two.”

“Two.” My voice cracked.

Third time she added the clamps. Cold metal bit my nipples and the chain swung as I shook. The pain hooked into the vibration and the plug and turned my thoughts into scraps. Too much. Cannot. Need. Please.

She dragged me to the edge and held me there until a broken sound ripped out of me, then yanked the wand off.

“Three.”

“Three.” My eyes watered. My cock jerked in empty air, denied, furious, dripping.

She set the wand down and picked up the crop. “Ass higher.”

I tipped forward on my elbows. The plug shifted. She struck the meat of one cheek. Sharp crack. The sting spread. Another strike. Another. The sound of leather on skin filled the room between my ragged breaths.

“You skimmed the Severance Line,” she said, almost mild. “You initialed a paragraph you did not finish. That is who you are in this house. Eager. Careless. Mine to correct.”

She dropped the crop, gripped the base of the plug, and fucked it in and out of my hole in short wet thrusts. Squelch. Drag. Stretch. My cock slapped my stomach with each push. I was a mess of spit and sweat and lube, naked on a study rug while a woman who had not even kissed me ruined the man I thought I was.

“Say what you want,” she ordered.

“I want to come.”

“No. Say what you are allowed to want.”

My throat worked. “I want to be denied. I want my hole used. I want to stay locked to your rules for twenty-seven more days.”

“Good little toy.” She shoved the plug home and left it. Then she sat on the edge of the desk, hiked her trousers down enough to bare her cunt, and hooked two fingers at me. “Mouth. Now.”

I crawled forward on shaking knees. Her pussy was already slick. I put my tongue on her clit because she pulled my hair and put me there. She tasted sharp and clean. I licked like I was starving for it, because I was, and my denied cock throbbed harder against the rug.

“Deeper. Suck. Do not be polite.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth and worked it. She ground against my face. Wet sounds. Her breath stayed even while mine hitched around her. The clamps tugged my nipples each time I moved. The plug sat heavy in my ass.

She came the first time with a tight grip in my hair and a low sound in her throat, cunt pulsing on my tongue, slick coating my chin. She did not give me a second to wipe it.

“Again,” she said. “You do not stop because I finished. You stop when I say.”

I kept going. My jaw ached. She used my mouth through the aftershocks until she came a second time, harder, thighs clamped on my ears, and shoved me back by the forehead.

Spit and her wetness strung from my lips. I looked up at her from the floor, cock angry and untouched, plug stretching my hole, clamps biting, and the part of me that signed million-dollar deals wanted to stand up and take the room back.

I stayed on my knees.

She stood, pulled her trousers up, and walked behind me again. The wand came back on. She pressed it to my balls this time, then up under the shaft, and my whole body jerked.

“Four,” she said before I could beg. “Hold it. Do not spill. If you come, the trial ends tonight and you walk out a failure who could not last one day.”

That landed colder than the air. I locked every muscle. The buzz ground me raw. My asshole fluttered around it. A broken please fell out of me, then another, then I was babbling that I was her bitch, her pet, her locked-up hole, please Mistress Vale, please do not make me fail on day one.

She pulled the wand off at the last possible second. My cock pulsed hard enough to hurt, a dry throb with nothing allowed out. Cum boiled in my balls with nowhere to go.

“Four,” I whispered.

She uncapped the lube again. The plug came out with a thick wet sound and my hole clenched on empty air, open, aching. She pushed three fingers back in at once and then worked a fourth, stretching me past what the plug had done. Burn. Full. The wet noise of my ass taking her hand made my ears burn hotter than my face.

“Take it,” she said. “This hole belongs in my ledger now. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Vale.”

She fucked her fingers deep, then curled them until my cock jumped and a fresh bead of precome welled and dropped. She stopped before I tipped. Pulled free. Pushed the plug back in and seated it with a firm press of her palm on my cheek.

Then she walked to the desk, wiped her hand on a cloth, and opened the green ledger.

“Rule one is entered,” she said, writing as she spoke. “Anal training on command. Plug worn as ordered. Orgasm forbidden. Limits are ledger entries only.”

She closed it. Looked down at me.

“Stand. Remove the clamps. Dress. Leave the plug in. You will walk to your car with my plug in your ass and your cock wet and denied. Tomorrow evening you return at seven. You will bring nothing but yourself. I will measure you for a cage, and the brass key will stay with me.”

I rose on unsteady legs. The clamps came off with a sharp sting that made me hiss. Getting into my trousers with a thick plug seated and a leaking cock was its own humiliation. The fabric rubbed. Every step shifted the silicone inside me.

She handed me my phone. The draft of my terms still sat on the screen, useless.

“Twenty-seven days remain,” she said. “Do not touch yourself. Do not remove the plug until I say. If you break either order, do not bother coming back.”

I nodded. Words stuck.

She opened the study door. Cool hallway air slid over my damp skin. My shoes sounded too loud again on the way out.

At the threshold she spoke once more, calm as a closing agenda.

“Tomorrow you kneel on the third stair before you speak. Plug still in. Cock still denied. That is your next instruction, Marcus. Follow it.”


Chapter 2: Brass Key Ankle

Istayed on the third stair with my forehead pressed to the banister and spit drying on my chin. She had already used my throat until my eyes ran, then left me there while she worked. The click of sizing rings on the table above me went on and on.

Metal tapped metal. She sorted them the way a jeweler sorts bands, by size, by fit, by what would bite.

My knees ached. My dick throbbed against nothing, slick with her spit from where she had wiped it across my face and told me to stay. The taste of her cunt sat thick on my tongue. Musk and soap and the salt of her.

I should have stood up. I should have said the trial was a mistake and walked out with my clothes and my calendar and the life that ran on my say so. My thighs stayed planted. My cock stayed stupid and stiff and leaking onto the stair.

“Up,” Mistress Vale said.

I climbed. She pointed at the edge of the table. I bent over it without being told twice. The wood smelled of oil and her perfume, sharp enough to catch in the back of my nose.

She gripped my dick at the base and fed a sizing ring over the head. The steel sat cold on skin that had never worn anything like it. I sucked air through my teeth.

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

The words landed flat and final. She tried another ring. Then another. My balls climbed. A bead of precum slid down and spotted the floor.

“Too proud to flinch,” she said. “And too eager to hide it. Look at you dripping on my table like a bitch in heat.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

She wiped the tip with two fingers and pushed them between my lips. I sucked. The taste of myself mixed with her. Wrong. Filthy. My hips jerked toward the table anyway.

She took her fingers back. “Rule One comes before the lock. Say it when I give it. Word for word.”

I nodded. The nod was signing all over again, naked, pen in a shaking hand, the last paragraph skimmed and initialed because I thought I was the one buying control.

She set a steel cage on the wood beside my cheek. Open. Waiting. The padlock hung from its hasp, small and bright.

“You do not come for twenty eight days,” she said. “Total denial. Your cock stays locked. Your release is mine to schedule or refuse. The Reckoning on Day Twenty Eight decides if you stay as my Favorite or if I grant you your finish and end this. Repeat it.”

My throat worked. The part of me that ran boards and budgets wanted to argue dates and carve outs. The rest of me was bent over a table with precum on the floor.

“I do not come for twenty eight days,” I said. “Total denial. My cock stays locked. My release is yours to schedule or refuse. The Reckoning on Day Twenty Eight decides if I stay as your Favorite or if you grant me my finish and end this.”

“Again.”

I said it again. My voice broke on Favorite. She smiled with her eyes only.

“Good pet. Now ask me to cage you.”

My neck went hot. “Cage me. Lock my dick. Take it.”

“Filthier.”

“Lock my cock in that steel cage like a whore who can’t be trusted with his own orgasm. Please.” One. I hated that I used it.

“Louder.”

“Lock it. I’m a slut who begs to lose the right to come. Put the cage on me.”

She slicked my shaft with spit and lube until I was shiny and aching. The cage slid on in one sure motion. Steel closed around me, snug, unforgiving. My dick tried to swell and met metal. The pressure punched a sound out of me.

She fitted the padlock. The brass key turned. The click was small.

Quiet hit my skull like a door shutting on a room I had lived in for years. No more private finish after midnight. No more bargaining with myself in hotel showers. Gone.

She held the key where I could see it, then threaded it onto the fine chain at her ankle. The brass settled against her skin. Out of my reach for the term.

“Twenty five days left after today,” she said. “Day three. You will feel every one of them.”

She wrote in the green book while I stayed bent. One spoken rule. One line. My cock already straining inside steel, useless.

“Stand. Strip the rest. Hands on the banister.”

I obeyed. Naked from the waist down already; the rest followed. She walked around me with a glass plug in one hand and a bottle in the other. The plug was thick at the base, tapered, gleaming.

“Smell,” she ordered, and held the lube under my nose. Clean. Chemical. Under it, her scent clung to my face.

She spun me, bent me, and pressed a slick finger to my asshole. I clenched. She pushed anyway. One finger. Then two. The stretch burned. I grunted into the wood of the rail.

“Open,” she said. “You’re going to take this plug like the hole you are, then you’re going to thank me for filling you while your dick sits locked and stupid.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

She worked me open until my thighs shook. Three fingers. The burn wore down into a need that shamed me. My caged cock twitched and got nowhere. Precum leaked through the slit in the steel and ran down my balls.

She seated the plug in one long shove. My asshole stretched around the widest part and then closed on the neck. Full. Owned. I gasped.

“Walk to the bench. Keep it in.”

Each step shoved the glass deeper. I sat when she pointed. She strapped my wrists to the arms with leather cuffs. Ankle straps next. Spread. Exposed. The cage shone between my legs. The plug sat heavy inside me.

She stepped out of her skirt. No underwear. Her cunt was already glossy. She swung a strap-on harness around her hips and buckled it. The dildo was thick, veined, the color of skin. She stroked lube down the shaft while I stared.

“This is what you get instead of coming,” she said. “My cock in your ass. You beg for every inch. You do not get to finish. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She tugged the plug free. My hole fluttered empty and hungry. She lined the strap up and pushed.

The head breached me. Too big. I cried out. She gave me more. Inch by inch, until her hips met my ass and I was stuffed full of silicone and shame.

“Say what you are.”

“Your hole,” I got out. “Your locked slut. Your pet.”

“Beg for it.”

“Fuck me. Use my asshole. Please…” Two. Last one. I switched. “Let me take it. Don’t stop. I need your cock in me.”

She fucked me. Steady. Mean. The bench creaked. Each thrust knocked the air out of me and drove the cage against my belly. My dick tried to get hard inside the steel, trapped, aching, leaking.

Lube and sex thickened the air. Her sweat. Mine. The musky heat of her cunt above the harness where the straps framed her.

She reached down and pressed a wand to the underside of the cage, right where the head of my cock sat trapped. The buzz hit like a slap. I jerked in the cuffs. Too much. Perfect. Wrong.

“You don’t come,” she said, and kept fucking. “You beg, and I decide if you even get close.”

“Closer. Let me get closer. I’ll be good. I’ll stay locked. Just don’t stop.”

She angled deeper. The strap dragged over the spot that made my vision go white at the edges. The wand buzzed. My balls pulled up hard. Panic and hunger braided in my gut.

“Mistress Vale, I’m going to…”

She took the wand away. Left me shaking on the edge with her cock still buried in my ass.

“Ask properly.”

I swallowed spit. “I am a locked whore who doesn’t deserve to come. Use my ass. Edge me. Deny me. I’ll carry it. I’ll carry all of it for you.”

She gave me the wand again. Short bursts. Thrusts that slapped skin to skin. The wet sound of the lube. The creak of leather. My own broken noises.

I broke into scraps. Can’t. Too much. Need. Locked. Hers.

She shut the wand off when my thighs seized. Left me stranded. My hole clenched around the strap in helpless pulses. No orgasm. Just the wreck of almost.

“Good,” she said. “That’s where you live now.”

She fucked me through the comedown without letting me tip. When she finally pulled the strap free, my asshole gaped a moment, used and shiny. She pushed the glass plug back in and patted my cheek.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for locking my cock. Thank you for Rule One.”

She unbuckled the harness and climbed onto the bench, knees beside my ribs, and brought her cunt to my face.

“Earn the plug staying in. Tongue. Slow. You taste me until I say stop.”

I licked. Her folds were slick and hot. The taste flooded me, richer now, salt and skin and the sharp edge of her arousal. She held my hair and rode my tongue. I sucked her clit the way she tugged me to. She used my face like a seat.

“That’s it. Filthy little toy. Locked and plugged and still hungry to serve.”

I moaned into her. My caged cock jerked and wept. The plug shifted when I flexed. Everything in me wanted release. Everything in me belonged to the key on her ankle.

She came on my tongue with a low sound and a hard grind, cunt pulsing, slick flooding my chin. I kept licking until she lifted off.

She unlocked one cuff long enough to wipe my face with my discarded shirt, then strapped me again.

“Day three,” she said, voice even. “Twenty five left. You will arrive on time. You will kneel on the third stair. You will wait for the next spoken rule. Your orgasm is an item in my book now. It is not yours.”

I nodded. The quiet in my head held. The cage held. The key flashed when she shifted her weight.

She freed my ankles and wrists. “Dress from the waist up. Leave the rest. I want you walking to the door with that plug in and that cage on under your coat.”

I did it. Shirt. Jacket. No pants. The coat covered enough for her private street. Barely. Every step rode the glass in me and swung the cage under the coat.

She clipped a short leash to a leather collar that had appeared from somewhere, then took it off after three paces, testing. “Soon,” she said, and set the collar aside.

I stood by the door with my hand on the knob, legs unsteady, mouth tasting of her, ass full, cock caged and dripping into the steel.

A knock at the front. Firm. Three raps.

Mistress Vale glanced past me. Her mouth curved.

“Stay,” she told me. “Do not hide the cage.”

She opened the door.

A man stood on the step, forty-one, coat still buttoned, a flat black case in one hand. His eyes went to my bare legs, then to the steel between them, then to the brass key at her ankle, and he did not look away.


Chapter 3: Four Forty Sharp

Ihit mute on the speakerphone and snatched the second phone off the desk before the third pulse of light. The director kept talking about burn rates through the open line. My board deck still filled the monitor like the afternoon belonged to me.

“Marcus.” Mistress Vale’s voice sat flat and close in my ear. “Report.”

Steel bit my thigh under the wool. Day six. Twenty-two left on the ledger. I swallowed and kept my eyes on the glass wall so no one walking past would clock my mouth.

“Hard in the metal, Mistress Vale. Leaking. Ready for instruction.”

“Good. You answered on two. That is now Rule Two. You pick up within two rings wherever you are, and you give me that line in those words. Say it back.”

“I answer within two rings wherever I am. I report hard in the metal, leaking, ready for instruction.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.” A soft clink came through, the brass key shifting on the chain at her ankle. “End your call. Drive to me. Strip at the door. The bench is out.”

I unmuted long enough to cut the director off mid-sentence with a hard stop about a family matter. My voice held. The smile I gave the empty room did not. Then I was in the elevator with the phone still warm against my palm and the weight between my legs dragging every step like a second clock.

Her street took twelve minutes. I parked crooked. The front door opened on the first knock. She stood in black, sleeves rolled, hair pinned, and pointed at the mat.

“Clothes. Folded. Now.”

I stripped in the entry. Socks last. The metal hung heavy and blunt on bare skin, a cold fist that would not let go. She walked past without touching me and I followed the click of her heels down the hall.

The edging bench waited in the middle of the training room, padded black leather, straps open at the ankles and wrists, a shallow dip where hips belonged. A wand lay on the side tray beside a bottle of lube and a thick black plug sealed in plastic. My mouth went dry. My dick shoved at the bars and got nowhere.

“Lie down. Face up. Legs open.”

I climbed on. The leather stuck to my back, cool at first, then warm under me. She buckled my left ankle, then the right, then both wrists over my head. The straps dug in. I tested them once. No give.

Mistress Vale snapped on gloves. She dribbled lube onto two fingers and pressed them between my cheeks without warning. The stretch burned. I hissed. She pushed deeper and curled, finding the spot that made my hips jerk against the restraint.

“Greedy already,” she said. “Six days denied and you open like a whore.”

“Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please use me.”

She worked a third finger in. The burn widened. The ring cinched tight around my balls. Precome beaded at the tip of the cage and ran down the steel in a thin clear line. She watched it drip onto the leather and smiled without warmth.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole. A toy. Your bitch.”

“Louder.”

“Your dirty little toy. I need it. I need you to wreck me.”

She tore the plastic off the plug, coated it, and seated the tip against me. The flare forced me open. I clenched. She waited me out, patient, and then drove it home in one long shove. The base settled flush. Full. Stuffed. My breath punched out of me in a broken sound.

She picked up the wand, thumbed it to a low buzz, and set the head to the bars of the cage. Vibration slammed through the metal into soft trapped flesh. My back arched off the bench. The straps caught me. The plug shifted inside with every spasm.

“Hold.”

I held. Sweat prickled along my ribs. The buzz climbed. She rolled the head in small circles over the steel, then down onto my balls, then back up. Texture and weight stacked: leather under my shoulders, plug thick in my gut, wand rattling the cage like a live wire.

“Condition.”

“Hard in the metal. Leaking. Ready for instruction.”

“Beg for the edge. Filthy.”

“Please edge this pathetic dick. Please make me drip. Please do not let me finish. Use my hole. Ruin me.”

She turned the wand up. The buzz went sharp. My thighs shook. The crest came fast, stupid fast, and she pulled the wand off the second my breath broke into a whimper. Denial hit like a slap. My hips chased air.

“Again.”

The head came back. Build. Shake. Almost. Gone. She did it four more times, each pull-away meaner, each almost closer. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. Precome puddled on my stomach. The plug throbbed with my pulse.

“You left a director hanging to come get edged on my bench,” she said. “Does the office still feel like yours?”

I shook my head. Words stuck.

“Answer.”

“No, Mistress Vale. It is a corridor. I wait for your call in it.”

“Correct.” She shut the wand off and set it aside. Gloves stripped. She hiked her skirt, dragged her underwear down, and climbed onto the bench, knees bracketing my ears. Her cunt hovered over my mouth, already slick, the smell of her cutting through the lube and sweat.

“Work. You come when I say, which is never today. I come when I want. Make it useful.”

I licked. Flat tongue first, then pointed, then sucked her clit the way she had drilled into me. She rocked down and filled my mouth. Wet. Hot. I drowned in it on purpose. The plug stayed seated. Every time she ground harder, it shoved deeper inside me. My caged dick jerked and leaked behind the bars.

“Deeper. Get your tongue in that cunt, slut.”

I pushed in. She fucked my face in short mean rolls. Drool slid down my chin onto my throat. My wrists yanked at the straps. She grabbed my hair and held me there while she took what she wanted, clit dragging over my nose, then my tongue, then sealing over my mouth so I had to breathe through her.

“Look at you. High floor glass and a title on the door, and you are strapped down eating pussy with a plug in your ass because I told you to leave work.” Her voice stayed calm. “Say thank you.”

I tried. The words came out wet and broken against her. “Thank you. Thank you for using my mouth. Thank you for keeping me denied.”

She reached back without looking and found it again. The buzz restarted against the cage while she rode my face. The double hit scrambled me. Edge rose under the bars. I moaned into her cunt. She laughed once, low, and pressed the wand harder.

“Do not dare. You hold that load. You hold it for twenty-two more days or you walk.”

I held. Barely. My stomach clenched. My toes curled in the air. The leather creaked under us. She ground down and came with a hard shake, thighs locking on my ears, cunt clenching on my tongue in wet rhythmic pulls. Her come slicked my mouth and chin. I swallowed what I could and wore the rest.

She stayed there through the aftershocks, using my tongue for the last of it, then lifted off and wiped herself on my cheek. I lay there gasping, face shiny, dick slamming uselessly at steel, plug heavy inside me, the wand humming on a low setting against the bars like a threat she had not bothered to switch off.

Mistress Vale stood, smoothed her skirt, and opened the green ledger on the side table. Pen scratched. She did not look at me while she wrote.

“Rule Two entered. Day six. Call protocol. Exact report language.” She capped the pen. “You will keep the plug for the drive home. Wand stays here. You do not touch yourself through the metal. You do not invent relief. If the phone rings in a meeting, on a sidewalk, in a bathroom stall, you answer on two and you give me the line.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

She unlocked the wrist straps, then the ankles. Blood rushed back in pins. I sat up. The room tilted. She gripped my jaw, checked my eyes, and pushed two clean fingers into my mouth so I tasted her and the ledger ink on her skin.

“You wanted a woman who would take the reins. You got one. Craving does not get a vote on the schedule.” Her thumb smeared the mess on my lower lip. “Clean your face. Dress. Go back to your glass box and finish the deck. When I call tomorrow you will already be hard in the metal before the first ring finishes.”

I pulled my clothes on over the plug. The base pressed against my pants with every step. My shirt stuck to the sweat on my back. At the door she hooked one finger behind my collarbone and held me there a second longer than kindness.

“Twenty-two days, Marcus. The Reckoning does not care how well you chair a call.”

Then the door shut.

I drove with both hands on the wheel and the plug shifting on every bump. The office tower rose ahead, all glass and logos. My badge still worked. The elevator still knew my floor. My chair still faced the same skyline.

None of it was mine.

I sat down at the monitor, unmuted nothing, and stared at the half-finished deck while the metal cooled against my thigh and the plug kept me open for a woman who could reach into any hour she chose. Rule Two sat in my chest like a second heartbeat. I wanted the next ring the way a thirsty man wants a dirty glass. I hated that I wanted it. I opened the next slide anyway, and I waited.


Chapter 4: Third Stair Ledger

Ichecked the printed sheet taped inside my closet door, and my lips were already shaping Rule One when the latch behind me turned.

Mistress Vale stood in my hall with my spare key pinched between two fingers. Thirty-nine looked colder under the hall bulb than it had in her own doorway. She took in the open closet, the paper, the way my throat had stopped mid-word.

“Reciting already,” she said. “Before you even put on your coat.”

Blood climbed my neck. My dick twitched inside the cage and shoved the ring like it had an opinion. I shut the closet hard enough to rattle the hangers.

She did not ask how the list had gotten there. She had put it there. That was the point.

“Coat on. Keys. You are due at the house for the full evening. Day nine. Nineteen left.” She turned the brass key tag once around her finger. “Do not make me wait in your hallway, Marcus.”

I followed her down to the street with the rules still stuck behind my teeth.

Her front door shut behind us with a soft click that landed in my gut. She pointed at the staircase without looking at me.

“Present.”

I went to the step third from the bottom and dropped to my knees on the runner. The wool bit through my trousers. No second cue needed. That sat wrong in my chest, heavy and warm.

She took the step above me. The heat of her legs reached my face before her hand did. She tipped my chin up with two fingers.

“Inspection.”

I stripped where I knelt. Shirt, belt, trousers, socks. The cage gleamed dull between my thighs, already damp at the tip slit. She crouched, took the metal in her palm, and her skin was warm enough to make my locked cock jump.

“Leaking before I touch you properly,” she said. “Pathetic. Hold still.”

She turned a small remote in her other hand. She had clipped the prostate massager in place without my clocking it, and its blunt nose seated behind my balls and pressed up. The first buzz hit low and mean. My hips jerked. A sound ripped out of me.

“Silent until spoken to,” she said. “Service first. Dinner is plated. You pour. You clear. You do not speak. The remote stays on low through the meal.”

She left me on the stair and walked to the dining room.

My legs shook as I stood, naked except for the cage and the buzzing base seated in me, and went to work.

The wine glass was cool. The bottle was not. Warmth from the kitchen clung to the stem as I poured for her. The massager dragged slow against the spot that made my locked dick throb and drip onto the hardwood. I set the glass down. I set the plate. I stood at her left shoulder with my hands behind my back the way the list had spelled out.

She ate. She did not look at me.

The remote clicked once in her lap. The buzz climbed. My knees almost folded. A bead of pre-cum slid down the cage and tapped the floor. I stared at the far wall and counted breaths so I would not beg.

She finished. I cleared. The plates clicked in the sink. I turned back with a fresh water glass. My hand shook. The buzz spiked. The glass slipped.

It hit the floor and burst. Water ran warm over my bare feet. Glass glittered around the cage.

Mistress Vale set her napkin down. She did not raise her voice.

“Come here.”

I picked my way through the shards and knelt beside her chair. The remote hummed in her fist. Up close, her thigh put out enough heat to burn my face.

“Rule Four,” she said. “You thank me out loud for every correction, by name, before it lands. Say it back.”

My tongue sat thick behind my teeth. “Rule Four. I thank you out loud for every correction, by name, before it lands.”

“Good. Now use it. The glass was clumsy. Correction is the cane on the backs of your thighs. Thank me.”

The part of me that ran a floor of grown men wanted to stand up and walk out. It sat down hard when she waited, calm as a closed door.

“Thank you for the correction, Mistress Vale.”

The cane cracked across both thighs. Twin stripes lit up. I hissed. The massager kept grinding that same soft place inside me until my eyes watered.

“Again,” she said. “Two more. Thank me each time.”

“Thank you for the correction, Mistress Vale.”

Crack. Fire.

“Thank you for the correction, Mistress Vale.”

Crack. My thighs shook. A string of slick hung from the cage tip to the floor.

She set the cane aside and flipped the green ledger open on the table. Fresh ink waited on the next line.

“Read every rule to date. From the start. Out loud. Kneel while you do it.”

I knelt. The runner under me held the day’s warmth. I read Rule One: anal training on command, plug worn as ordered, orgasm forbidden, limits are ledger entries only. Rule Two: her calls answered fast, condition reported in her words. Rule Three: on entry I presented on the stair for inspection without being asked twice. Rule Four, still wet on the page: thanks by name before every correction.

“Nineteen days,” she said when I finished. “And you are already thanking me for pain. Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

My cock shoved uselessly at steel. I hated how true the line sat.

She stood. “Study. Toys out. On your back on the bench. Legs open.”

I went. The leather bench had banked the afternoon sun coming through the window. She cuffed my wrists to the rings above my head. Ankle straps spread me. The massager was still seated, still live. She thumbed the remote. The buzz jumped and my back arched off the leather.

“Stay,” she said.

She strapped on a thick black dildo and warmed the lube on it between her palms. The harness sat snug on her hips. She slicked two fingers and pressed them to my hole.

“Open.”

I bore down. One finger pushed in. The stretch burned. She added a second and scissored, the remote grinding my prostate under her knuckles. Pre-cum pulsed from the cage in fat drops onto my stomach.

“Tell me what you are.”

I swallowed. “Your toy.”

“Filthier.”

“A locked bitch with a hole for you to use.”

“Better.” She worked a third finger in. The burn spread. My thighs jumped in the straps. “Ask for the fist.”

Pride locked my jaw. The buzz under her hand wrecked it.

“Please fist me,” I said. “Please stretch my asshole open and use it.”

She folded her thumb in and pressed. The widest part dragged. I yelled. Sweat broke across my chest. Then her hand seated in me to the wrist, hot and huge, and I clenched around her like I could shove her out and pull her deeper at once.

“Take it,” she said. “Good little whore.”

She fucked me on her fist in short drives. Each punch ground the massager into that swollen spot. My locked cock jerked and spat. Drool ran from the corner of my lips down my chin. I could not wipe it.

“You do not come unless I drag it out of you,” she said. “And even then the cage stays. Dry. Understand?”

“Yes.”

She pulled her hand free. The gape held a second, empty and aching, before she lined up the strap and drove the dildo home in one shove.

The fill punched a shout out of me. She set a hard rhythm, hips snapping, wet slap of harness on skin all through the room. One hand worked the remote. The other pinched my nipple until it stung.

“Choke on the words,” she said. “Beg.”

“Please,” I gasped. “Please fuck my hole, please use your locked slut, please…”

The first orgasm tore up from behind the cage with no warning. My gut seized. My hole clamped the dildo. I shook and spilled nothing but a thin leak through the slit while my body tried to empty itself into steel. I lost the sound I was making.

She did not stop.

“Again,” she said, and turned the remote to a higher pulse while she pounded.

Build stacked on leftover shake. Too much. Too fast. The second one hit harder and punched my vision white. I jerked in the cuffs and drooled on my own shoulder. She kept railing me through it, mean and steady, the strap wet with lube and whatever I was leaking from the stretch.

“Past two,” I said, and then the count slipped.

She pulled out, shoved four fingers back into the loose ache, then the fist again, then the strap again. The wand came next, its thick head pinned to the seam behind my balls and the cage base while the dildo stayed buried. Dual buzz and thrust. My brain went thin.

Another climax ripped through. Then another. Past four, past whatever came next. I was a used hole and a locked dripping mess and a set of noises. Short thoughts only. Cannot. More. Full. Please stop. Please do not stop.

“Name yourself,” she ordered while she fucked.

“Your whore,” I slurred. “Your pet. A used hole. A good little toy that comes dry when you say.”

“Again.”

I broke on the next one with a raw cry. Spit strung my chin to my chest. The bench under my back had gone slick. The smell of lube and skin and the sharp salt of my own leak filled every breath. She worked me until the orgasms blurred into one long seizure with no floor to it, body jerking, cage flexing, asshole gripping whatever she put in it.

When she finally killed the remote, I twitched in the quiet like the buzz was still there.

She eased the strap free. My hole hung wet and ruined for a few breaths before it tried to close. She wiped her hand on my stomach.

“You will clean my cunt with your tongue until I finish,” she said. “You do not stop when I clamp your head. You thank me when I flood your face.”

She straddled my chest, still in the harness, and pulled the dildo aside enough to sit on my lips. I licked. Fucking me had left her hot and soaked. I drove my tongue into her and sucked her clit the way she had drilled into me on an earlier night. She ground down. I drowned in her. When she came, she held my skull and painted my chin, and I mumbled thank you into her wet heat because Rule Four sat in my bones now.

She rose. Uncuffed me. Pointed at the stair.

I crawled there on sore knees and set myself on the step without a word from her. The cane stripes burned. My hole throbbed. The cage hung heavy and wet between my legs. My body had already picked the place.

She watched that for a long second. Then she wrote Rule Four deeper into the ledger in clean black ink and left the book open on the runner beside my knee.

The remote rested on the open page, still warm from her hand, and the little green light on it blinked once like it was already counting the next nineteen days.


Chapter 5: Aleksy's Coat

The bell rang once from the front hall.

I left the kitchen on my knees and crossed the slate with my eyes on the floor the way Rule Two demanded. Two pairs of shoes waited by the door. Hers. And a second set, worn at the heels, expensive leather gone soft from years of use. A man’s shoes. Not mine.

“Do not look up,” Mistress Vale said, before the latch even turned. “Stay where you are. Hands on your thighs. Mouth shut until I tell you otherwise.”

The door opened. Cold air cut across my bare back. A man’s weight crossed the threshold and stopped three feet from my head.

“Aleksy,” she said. “You’re late.”

“Traffic,” he said. His voice sat low and flat. “You kept my coat eight months, Vale. I figured another ten minutes wouldn’t kill it.”

Forty-one, by the sound of him, by the scrape of a body that had done this crawl already and come out the other side empty. I stared at the stitching on his left shoe until my eyes burned. My dick tried to swell inside the metal and found nowhere to go. Heat dumped into my face so fast I almost swayed.

He was free. It came off him. Soap and open air and a body that finished when it wanted.

Jealousy went through me sideways and soured. I wanted his empty ease. I hated him for walking in uncaged while I knelt leaking into steel on day fourteen with fourteen days still left on the ledger.

“Coat’s in the parlor,” she said. “Coffee first. You’ll wait.”

His shoes moved past me. Fabric brushed my shoulder. I kept my chin down and tasted copper from biting the inside of my cheek.

She hooked two fingers under my collar and walked me on my knees into the parlor behind him. The plug in my ass shifted with every shuffle. Lube had gone thin hours ago. Each step dragged the base against the rim and shoved the fat bulb deeper until my breath broke.

“Present,” she said.

I dropped my chest to the rug, ass up, knees spread, forehead down. Protocol. The position I had practiced until my hips ached. Displayed. Spread. Available for inspection while a stranger sipped from a cup five feet away.

Aleksy sat. China clicked against saucer. He made a soft sound that might have been a laugh.

“Still running the full show,” he said.

“He signed for twenty-eight days,” she said. “We are on fourteen. He reads the rules back each night. He thanks me for corrections. He’s learning.”

My ears roared. Learning. Like a dog. Like a toy she was breaking in for company.

Her palm settled on the small of my back. Then lower. She twisted the plug a half turn and pulled until the widest part stretched my asshole open, then seated it again with a wet shove. The squelch filled the quiet room. Aleksy’s cup paused.

“Listen to that,” she said. “He’s soaked back there. Aren’t you, pet.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

“Louder. He came for a coat. He can hear what you are.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale. I’m soaked.”

“What are you.”

The words stuck. She twisted harder. Burn flared up my spine.

“A hole,” I said. “Your hole. Your toy.”

“Good. Stay.”

She left me folded wide and crossed to the cabinet. Drawers. The clink of hardware. When she came back she set a thick black strap harness on the floor at the edge of my sight, and a bottle, and the wand with the fat round head, and a set of nipple clamps on a chain.

Aleksy drank. His shoes stayed pointed at me.

“You always did like an audience,” he said.

“He needs one,” she said. “He’s still proud at the office. Dennehy still sits across from him and has no idea this mouth spends evenings on my cunt. Pride has to be scraped off in layers.”

I flinched. She said Dennehy’s name like she owned my calendar too.

She buckled the harness around her hips. The dildo jutted out thick and veined, the same one she had worked into me two nights prior until I sobbed. Tonight it looked bigger. Or I was smaller. Same difference.

“Open him,” she told no one, and then her slick fingers hooked the plug and drew it out in one long pull. My rim clung and then gave with a filthy pop. Air touched the gape. I clenched and could not close.

“Look at that,” she said, calm. “Wrecked already and I haven’t even fucked him yet. Aleksy, how open was he when you left.”

“Tighter,” Aleksy said. “He’ll stretch. They all do.”

They. I was a category. A type of pet she wore through and set aside.

She poured lube down my crack. Cold. Then three fingers pushed into my asshole at once without warning. I grunted into the rug. She fucked them in and out, scissoring, opening me on purpose for the man drinking coffee. The wet sound got louder. Slap of palm against cheek. Squelch. My locked dick jerked and spit a thin string onto the wool under me.

“Taste,” she said, and shoved the same fingers into my mouth.

Lube and ass and salt. I sucked because that was the order. She wiped the rest on my cheek.

“Ask for the fist.”

My stomach dropped. “Mistress Vale…”

“Ask. Filthy. Exact.”

Aleksy’s silence pressed on the back of my neck. He had been here. He had taken this. He sat free now with a coat to collect, and I was about to beg for a hand inside me while he watched.

“Please fist my asshole,” I said, and hated the word the second it left me. “Use your whole hand. Ruin me in front of him. I need it.”

“Better.”

She tucked her thumb and drove forward. The stretch went white-hot. I barked into the rug. Knuckles. The widest part of her hand. My rim burned and then swallowed, and her fist was inside me to the wrist and I could not think past the fullness.

Too much. Full. Split.

She held still while I shook. Then she started to move. Short punches. Deep. My prostate lit up under the pressure and my dick strained so hard against the metal I saw spots. Precome dripped in a steady thread. The sound of her fist working my ass filled the parlor, wet and ugly and perfectly regular.

“Tell him what you are,” she said.

“A whore,” I gasped. “A locked whore getting fisted on a rug. A bitch who asked for it.”

“Again.”

“Your hole. Just a hole. Use me.”

Aleksy set his cup down. “He’s louder than I was.”

“He’s hungrier,” she said. “Aren’t you, Marcus.”

My name in her mouth in front of him undid something. “Yes.”

She pulled her fist free. The gape stayed. Cool air. A raw ache. Before I could clench she lined up the strap and drove the dildo home in one stroke.

I yelled. She fucked me hard from the first thrust, hips snapping, the harness slapping my ass, the thick shaft dragging over my prostate again and again. The wand came on next. She jammed the buzzing head against the metal over my dick and the vibration tore through the chastity and into the trapped meat underneath.

I bucked. She pinned my hips and railed me deeper.

“Don’t you dare finish,” she said. “You hold it. You take what I give and you stay denied. Say it.”

“I hold it. I stay denied. I don’t come.”

“Louder.”

“I don’t come!”

The wand buzzed. The strap pounded. My mouth flooded with spit. I tasted rug dust and the leftover lube on my tongue. Every thrust shoved a broken sound out of me that Aleksy drank with his coffee.

She reached under, clipped the clamps on my nipples, and yanked the chain in time with her hips. Pain stacked on top of the buzz. My eyes watered. Drool ran off my chin in a string.

“Crawl,” she said, and pulled out.

Empty. Clenching on nothing. She sat on the settee, strap still jutting, and pointed at the floor between her boots.

“Mouth on my cunt. Now. Aleksy stays. You perform.”

I crawled. The clamps swung and tugged. I buried my face between her thighs and licked where she told me, flat tongue, then pointed, then suck on her clit while she held my hair. She tasted sharp and slick. I drank it. The wand stayed pressed to my locked dick in her other hand, remote clicked up a notch, and the buzz turned vicious.

She fucked my tongue. Rode my face. Used my mouth like another hole while the previous Favorite sat ten feet away and listened to me slurp.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Get it messy. Spit on it. Show him how you service.”

I spat on her pussy and spread it with my tongue. She hummed. Her thighs tightened on my ears. The wand’s pitch climbed. My balls pulled up hard and I hauled myself back from the edge by sheer panic, shaking, sobbing against her cunt.

“Hold,” she snapped. “You do not get to tip. That orgasm is mine to give or refuse. Fourteen days left. You survive them empty.”

Fourteen. The number dropped through me and stuck.

She stood, hauled me up by the hair, bent me over the arm of the settee, and shoved the strap back into my fucked-open ass. Deeper this time. Bottoming out. She set a brutal pace and pinned the wand between my locked junk and the cushion so every thrust ground the buzz into me.

Aleksy watched. His eyes sat on the stretch of my rim around the black shaft, on the spit on my chin, on the clamps bouncing.

“Beg,” she said.

“Let me be your whore. Fuck my asshole. Use your locked pet. Make me take it.”

“What don’t you get.”

“I don’t get to come. I stay empty. I stay yours.”

She reached around and squeezed my balls. “Again.”

“I stay empty!”

The ordeal stretched. Thrust after thrust. The wand never quit. Sweat ran into my eyes. My throat went raw from the sounds she dragged out of me. She pulled out, pushed three fingers in beside a thinner plug she had swapped in, stretched me around both, then replaced them with the strap again until my legs gave and she had to hold me up by the hips to keep railing me.

Public. On show. A thing being broken in a nice room for a guest.

When she finally hauled me back to the floor and sat on my face again, she kept the dildo buried in my ass to the hilt and the wand locked against the steel. Her clit dragged over my tongue. Her breath changed. Short. Sharp.

“Don’t stop. Drink it. Take my cum like the slut you are.”

I licked harder. She ground down. Her thighs clamped. She came with a low broken groan, flooding my mouth, pulsing against my tongue, soaking my chin and nose while she kept the wand screaming against my denied dick, so I tasted her orgasm with my own wrecked body clawing for a finish it would not get.

One long crest. She rode it out on my face, hips jerking, cunt clenching, wetness running down my neck. I swallowed what she gave me and held the edge by a thread, tears hot, dick slamming against metal, balls aching so deep I thought they would split.

She shut the wand off.

Silence hit like a dropped curtain. My whole body twitched. She pulled the strap from my ass and left me gaping, dripping lube onto the rug in slow fat drops.

“Stay down,” she said.

I stayed. Shaking. Tasting her. Listening to my own wet breaths.

Aleksy stood. His shoes crossed to the closet. A hanger scraped. Heavy wool moved.

“Found it,” he said.

“Keep it,” she said. “It never suited the new one.”

He walked back. Stopped beside my head. For a second I thought he would touch me. He didn’t. He crouched instead, close enough that his voice was only for me.

“Read the Severance Line again when she’s out of the room,” he said. Soft. Almost kind. “Day twenty-eight isn’t a reward. She doesn’t unlock you so you can finish and stay. She unlocks you so you can finish and leave. Release is the dismissal. That’s how she ends it. She let me come on the stairs. Then she took the key off her ankle and handed me my clothes. I haven’t been back inside this house until tonight.”

The words landed wrong at first. Then they turned over.

Night after night I had begged to finish. I had called the countdown a finish line I was earning.

I had been begging to be sent away.

Fourteen days left until the Reckoning. Fourteen days I had been crawling toward my own exile.

Aleksy stood. The coat hung over his arm. Empty eyes. Free cock under his trousers. Living proof, drinking his coffee cold.

“He’s pretty when he finally gets it,” Aleksy said to her.

“He’ll get more of it,” she said. “Go.”

The door shut. The second set of shoes was gone. Only hers remained in the hall, and my bare knees on her rug, and the raw throb in my used ass.

She clipped a short leash to my collar and tugged me upright onto my knees. The green ledger waited on the side table. She opened it to the day’s line and held out the pen.

“Rule Five,” she said. “From this visit forward, you do not ask to come. You ask to be kept. Exact words. Every time the need hits. Fail that, and I will unlock you early and end this myself.”

My hand shook around the pen. I wrote what she dictated in my own ugly script. The ink looked too dark.

Kept. Not finished. Kept.

The want in my gut had flipped inside out. For the first time since I signed, the ache in my locked dick scared me. Spilling for her could cost me the only place I had left that made sense.

She closed the ledger. Thumb under my chin. Forced my eyes up.

“You understand the clock now.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

“Fourteen days. Empty. Begging to stay.”

“Yes.”

She leaned in until her mouth brushed my ear, and the line she left there closed on me like a latch.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: The Bath Confession

Iset my phone on the charger by the sink and stopped. The green ledger sat on the bathroom counter with my initials already inked at the top of the page. Steam lifted off the tub. Mistress Vale rolled her sleeves past her elbows and did not look up.

“Finish the sentence you were reading on that screen,” she said. “Then put it face down.”

I closed the email from Dennehy about the quarterly numbers. Ordinary work talk. Money. Control. The man who used to run rooms like that still lived in my spine, and he had nowhere left to stand.

“Good. Now read.”

She set the full contract beside the ledger. All pages. The copy I had skimmed on Day 1 with my dick already hard and my pride still loud. I picked it up, fingers wet from the steam.

Clause after clause. Protocol. Cage. Visits. Spoken rules entered one per night. Total denial for the length of the trial. I kept my eyes on the paper because looking at her would have undone me faster.

I reached the Severance Line.

My throat closed. Aleksy’s hollow face from last night sat on the words like a stain. Release ends the arrangement. Orgasm is dismissal. The Reckoning does not hand a prize. It hands an exit.

“Say it back,” she said.

“If I come on Day 28, you end me.”

“If you take your release, you leave.” She turned off the tap. Water slapped the porcelain once. “I keep the pet who gives it up when ordered. I discard the one who grabs it.”

I nodded. The executive who walked through her door on Day 1 wanted a game he could win. He had already started rotting. Twelve days left on the clock, and the rot had a smell I could taste.

“Strip. Cage stays on.”

I peeled my shirt and trousers. The metal hugged my dick in a tight, stupid grip. She pointed at the tub. I stepped in. Heat climbed my calves and settled heavy around my hips.

Vale knelt on the mat. She soaped a cloth and dragged it over my shoulders with a care that made my eyes burn. No slap. No bark. Soap. Skin. Her scent cut through the steam, clean soap under a darker musk that lived on her wrists.

“You begged to finish every night,” she said. “You begged to be thrown out. You did not understand the sentence. Now you do.”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Aleksy lasted eight months. I let him come. That was goodbye.” The cloth moved down my chest. “I will not give you that kindness early. Refuse is the mercy.”

My dick shoved at the cage and failed. Shame ran hot under the water. I wanted her refusal more than I wanted out. The old Marcus would have called that pathetic. The old Marcus was already packing.

She washed my locked meat like she owned the hardware. Thumb at the ring. Cloth under the balls. I hissed and gripped the rim of the tub.

“Breathe,” she said. “You stay denied. Your mouth works tonight. Your asshole works. Your release does not.”

“Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please keep refusing me.”

Her mouth tipped. She rinsed me, then took my wrist and pulled. I stood dripping. She dried my back with a towel that smelled like her cupboard, then pointed at the bath mat.

“On your knees. Face the bench.”

I knelt. Tile bit my knees. She sat on the low bench, hiked her skirt, and dragged her underwear aside. Her cunt was already slick, dark pink, the clit swollen under the neat strip of hair. The weight of her stare pinned me where I knelt.

“Service. Slow. You do not rush a confession.”

I put my mouth on her.

Her taste hit first, salt and heat, thicker than the steam. I licked along the slit and sealed my lips on her clit. She set one hand in my hair and held me there without yanking. The other hand reached to the counter and brought down a bottle of lube, a string of anal beads, a thick black butt plug, and the heavy wand.

“Keep eating while I pack you,” she said. “If you stop without leave, I stop being kind.”

I moaned into her pussy. She coated her fingers and pressed one to my asshole. The tip pushed in. Burn. Stretch. My hips jerked and my tongue stuttered on her clit.

“Name what you are.”

“Your locked whore,” I said against her wet cunt. “Your mouth toy. Your hole.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a bitch with a caged dick who begs to stay empty.” My face burned. My shaft throbbed inside the metal anyway. “Please use my ass. Please sit on my tongue.”

She worked a second finger in and scissored. The slick drag made a wet sound under the drip of bathwater. I shoved my face deeper and fucked her with my tongue the way she liked, flat then pointed, then sucking. Her thighs tightened on my ears. Her scent filled my nose until thought got small.

The beads came next. First bulb. Second. Third. Each one popped past the ring of muscle and lodged deep. My belly clenched. My locked dick leaked a thin thread onto the mat.

“Look at you,” Vale said. “Boardroom boy with a string of beads up his ass, drooling on Mistress’s cunt. Say thank you.”

“Thank you for packing me.”

“Thank you for owning my throat,” she corrected.

“Thank you for owning my throat.”

She clicked the wand on low and set the buzzing head against the cage. Vibration slammed through the metal into my trapped dick. My vision jumped. I nearly bit her. She pulled my hair.

“Tongue. Do not chew.”

I licked harder. Sloppy. Spit ran down my chin into her folds. She rubbed the wand in small circles on the cage while she fucked the beads in and out, slow pulls that dragged each bulb against the rim and made me grunt into her pussy.

The bathroom door opened.

I froze. Vale did not.

“Lenore. You’re early.”

Heels clicked on tile. A woman in a dark blouse, forty-four, stopped beside the tub. Calm eyes, a leather folder under one arm. She smelled like cold air and perfume. She looked at my wet back, the beads, the wand on my cage, my mouth buried in Vale’s cunt, and she nodded once like she had checked a box.

“Aleksy’s visit left a mess in the language,” Lenore said. “I came to hear him say the Severance Line with the contract in the room. And to use what you’re training.”

“He read it. He’s mid-service. Mouth is free for sharing after I come.” Vale’s fingers tightened in my hair. “Marcus. You keep your tongue on me. Lenore can watch the packing.”

My face went hotter. Another woman. Another pair of eyes on the executive on his knees. I strained in the metal and got nowhere. I wanted to stand up and talk like a person. My mouth stayed on Vale’s clit instead, sucking, because leaving would have killed me cleaner than staying.

Lenore set the folder down and crouched. She took the wand from Vale and held the buzz against my balls while Vale drew the beads out one by one. Pop. Pop. The last bulb left me empty and twitching. Cool air hit the gape.

“Loose already,” Lenore said. “Needy little asshole.”

“Tell her what you asked for,” Vale said.

“I asked her to refuse me,” I said, words smashed against wet flesh. “I asked to stay denied. I asked to be kept.”

“Good boy,” Lenore murmured, and the praise landed wrong and sweet. She coated three fingers and pushed them into my ass in one thick slide. I cried out into Vale’s cunt. Stretch burned up my spine. My toes curled on the wet mat.

Vale pulled my face harder against her. “Make me come, pet. Then you take Lenore’s cunt the same way. Then I fist what she loosened.”

I licked like I was starving. Flat strokes on her clit. Two fingers of my own hand slid into her pussy because she shoved my wrist there. Squelch. Her walls grabbed. The wand’s buzz stayed on my locked dick and balls under Lenore’s steady hand. Sweat ran down my ribs.

Vale’s breath shortened. Her hips rolled. She fucked my face in small mean thrusts, cunt smearing spit and cream over my nose and chin.

“That’s it. Whore mouth. Drink it.”

She broke.

Her thighs clamped. Her cunt pulsed hard around my fingers and spilled fresh wet onto my tongue. I swallowed what I could. The rest ran down my jaw. She kept me there through the whole spasm, grinding, using, riding the orgasm out on my face while I shook and stayed locked and useless between my legs.

Too much. Can’t finish. Please don’t stop refusing.

She pushed me back by the forehead. My mouth shone. Drool and her cum strung from my lip to her clit.

“Crawl to Lenore.”

I turned on my knees. Lenore had already taken the bench, skirt up, bare pussy waiting, a darker flush, the scent sharper with cool skin. She hooked two fingers in my mouth and dragged me in.

“Same service,” she said. “I want to feel why Vale bothers with a man this proud.”

I put my tongue on her. Different taste. Cleaner soap, hotter slick. She held my ears and rolled her hips. Behind me Vale pushed the thick plug into my stretched asshole and seated it with a firm shove. Full. Heavy. My gut fluttered.

Then she worked the plug out and put her whole hand at my rim.

“Breathe for the fist,” Vale said. “You asked to be kept. Kept things take more.”

Lube poured cold down my crack. Her knuckles pressed. Burn turned white. I moaned into Lenore’s cunt and Lenore laughed soft and filthy.

“Oh, he likes the hurt. Listen to that slut sound.”

“Take it,” Vale said. “Beg for the rest.”

“Please fist me,” I gasped. “Please put your hand in my ass. Please ruin the part of me that still thinks it walks out.”

She pushed.

The widest part of her hand forced past the ring. My asshole flared around her wrist. Full past sense. Weight inside me like a second heartbeat. I sobbed into Lenore’s clit and licked through it because stopping was not mine to choose.

Vale fucked me on her fist in long slow strokes. In. Drag. In again. Each pass punched my prostate and shoved a useless throb into the cage. Pre-cum dripped in a clear line from the slit in the metal. The wand came back, pinned to the cage by Lenore’s shoe while she kept my mouth busy.

Squelch from my ass. Wet suck from my mouth on Lenore. Slap of Vale’s forearm on my cheeks. The bathroom smelled like cunt and lube and bath soap and sweat.

“Tell Lenore what the Severance Line means,” Vale said, fist deep, voice even.

I pulled off Lenore’s pussy long enough to speak. Spit hung from my lip.

“If I come at the Reckoning, she dismisses me. Coming is the end. Denial is how she keeps me.”

“And what do you want,” Lenore asked.

“I want her to keep me.” The words tore. Grief for the man with the clean calendar and the loud title pushed up under my ribs. “I don’t want that life back. I want this room.”

Lenore pulled my mouth onto her clit again. “Then earn the keep. Make me finish on the same tongue that serves her.”

I sucked. Hard. Vale’s fist rolled inside me and pressed that sweet brutal spot again and again. My dick strained red in the cage. Edge piled up with nowhere to go. Tears ran into Lenore’s folds. I stayed on her, licking, begging with wet sounds instead of words.

Lenore came with her hand braced on my skull. Her cunt fluttered on my tongue. She held me there and made me take every pulse, every drip. Her thighs shook. She tasted sharper at the peak, and I swallowed like the pet I had asked to be.

Vale eased her hand out. The empty ache made me whine. She reseated the plug and left it there, thick and final. The wand clicked off. My locked dick kept twitching in small blind jerks, denied, raw, leaking.

Lenore wiped my mouth with her thumb and stood. “Language is clean. He understands. I’ll countersign the ledger note.”

She took the green book, wrote a short line under my initials, and set it back. Then she left the bathroom with the folder under her arm and the click of her heels fading down the hall.

Steam thinned. I stayed on my knees. Vale sat on the mat behind me and pulled my back against her chest. Her arms closed around my ribs. The plug sat heavy in my ass. Her scent was all over my face, in my nose, in my spit.

“You used to fight like I was stealing from you,” she said at my ear. “That story is done. I am giving you the only thing you still want.”

I nodded against her arm. No push left. The old self had been an escape hatch, and the hatch was painted shut.

She reached past me and inked a fresh rule into the ledger in her sharp hand.

“Rule for Day 16,” she said. “You ask for refusal out loud at the start of every visit. You thank me when I give it.”

“I ask for refusal. I thank you when you give it.”

“You belong in this room now.”

The line landed in my gut and stayed. She held me on the wet mat with the plug stretching me and the cage weighing on my dick and her cum drying sticky on my chin. Twelve days. The Reckoning waited at the far end like a door with one key.

My asshole clenched on the toy and would not stop. The ache kept talking. Her smell stayed in my mouth when I swallowed, and it would still be there tomorrow when I walked into my own building and sat across from Dennehy like a man who owned anything at all.


Chapter 7: Amendment On Her Desk

Iset the manila envelope on the passenger seat and played the voicemail again while the engine idled.

“Marcus, it is Rhys, thirty-six, from the firm. I redlined the Severance clause the way you asked. What kind of custody agreement is this, exactly? Call me before you sign anything.”

I killed the phone. The paper inside had my name on the cover sheet and three clean paragraphs that gave me an exit. Day nineteen. Nine days left on the Ledger Trial if I kept playing by her book. I meant to stop playing by her book.

The steel around my cock sat warm under the suit trousers. I had dressed for a negotiation. Tie. Jacket. The whole costume of a man who still thought paper could save him.

I parked, took the envelope, and walked to her door like I still owned my schedule.

She opened before I knocked. Black blouse. Bare feet. She looked at the envelope first, then at my collar, then at the way I held my shoulders too straight.

“Come in, Marcus. Put it on the desk.”

I did. The wood was smooth under my palms. I stayed standing because sitting would have looked like surrender, and I had come here to bargain.

She sat. She drew the pages out and read without hurry. I stood there with my dick sealed and my pulse thick in my throat while she turned each sheet with two fingers.

“Clean drafting,” she said. “Your man understands exits.”

She took a pen. She signed.

The scratch of ink hit harder than any slap. She slid the signed copy toward me and leaned back.

“You may leave with your release intact whenever you like. The Severance Line no longer binds you to exile for coming. That is what you paid for. That is what you have.”

I stared at my own language on the page. Freedom sat there in black ink. A door I could open any hour.

My stomach dropped. The room went too warm.

She folded her hands in her lap and waited.

Silence stretched. The brass key rested on her ankle chain where it always did. She did not reach for it. She did not order me to kneel. She had given me exactly what I asked for, and now the next move belonged to me.

I hated that more than the denial.

“Mistress…”

“You have a walk-away,” she said. “Use it, or do not. I am finished negotiating.”

My knees hit the floor before my pride caught up. The envelope edge dug into my thigh. I pushed it aside.

“Put it back.”

“Put what back.”

“The rules. The Severance. The denial. All of it. Please.”

She tipped her head. “You spent money to erase the thing that kept you here. Now you want the chain returned.”

“Yes.”

“Say why.”

My tongue stuck. Bargaining had always been my dialect. Offers. Counteroffers. Leverage. On this floor, with my cock aching inside metal and my suit trousers stretched over the bulge, none of that language worked.

“Because if I can leave, I will invent reasons,” I said. “I will open the door on a bad day and call it strategy. I need it closed.”

She smiled without kindness. “Beg, and I might let you.”

I crawled closer until my forehead nearly touched her knee. The carpet burned my palms.

“Please restore the Severance Line. Please keep me denied. Please do not let me hold the key to my own exile. I am asking. I am begging. Put the old terms back and make me earn every inch.”

She stood. “Strip. Fold the suit. Leave the socks.”

I obeyed. Jacket. Tie. Shirt. Trousers. The chastity device sat ugly and honest against my skin. Precome had already smeared the tip inside the tube. Heat came off me in a sick flush.

She pointed at the desk. “Bend. Forearms flat. Legs wide.”

I folded over the wood. The signed amendment sat two inches from my nose. My own escape route, still wet with ink.

Her fingers traced the seam of the device first. Inspection. Clinical. She cupped my balls, rolled them, checked the skin under the ring for rub. Then she walked behind me and parted my cheeks with both thumbs.

“Hold yourself open.”

I reached back and spread. The stretch alone made my cock jump against steel. She pressed one dry fingertip to my hole and held it there until I clenched.

“Greedy already,” she said. “You bring me a lawyer’s letter and still present like a hole that needs filling.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lube clicked. Warm gel. Her first finger pushed in to the knuckle. Texture, thick and slick, dragged along the rim. She worked it in and out until the burn settled into a deep ache, then added a second.

I grunted into the desk. She scissored inside me, slow, exact, mapping every flinch.

“Count the fingers when I tell you. Keep your voice clear.”

A third finger. My asshole stretched around the width. Sweat ran down my spine into the crack. She crooked all three and found the spot that made my knees buckle.

“There,” she said. “That is where you break.”

She rubbed it in hard circles. My dick strained so hard in the tube the steel felt ready to cut. Sound left me in broken pants. She pulled out, added more lube, and came back with four.

The burn turned sharp. I gripped the desk edge until my hands ached.

“Four,” I gasped when she ordered the count.

“Good boy. Ask for the fist.”

My brain kicked once. No. Too far. Then the need crushed it.

“Please fist me. Please open me on your hand. Use my hole.”

She tucked her thumb and pressed. The widest part of her knuckles met the ring of muscle. Pressure built. My body fought, then gave. She slid in past the widest point and my asshole locked around her wrist.

Full. Stuffed. The stretch stole my air. Warmth flooded my gut. She held still so I could feel every ridge of knuckle inside me.

“Breathe,” she said. “You wanted the rules returned. This is the price of asking.”

She fucked me on her fist. Short punches at first. Then deeper. The squelch of lube and the wet slap of her forearm against my cheeks filled the room. My cock leaked a steady string into the tube. My balls pulled up hard.

“Do not come,” she said. “Not yet. You do not get that under the old terms until I say.”

But the amendment still sat under my nose. Signed. Valid. Coming would not exile me now.

She had not restored it yet.

She worked her fist harder. Prostate pressure stacked until my vision spotted. A wand hummed to life in her other grip. She jammed the head against the base of the chastity tube where the shaft met the ring and turned it up.

Vibration punched through steel into trapped flesh. Fist in my ass. Wand on the cage. I shook.

“Please, I cannot…”

“You can. Hold it.”

I held until my thighs cramped. She ripped the edge away by pulling her fist almost out, then drove back in to the wrist. The wand stayed pinned.

“Come,” she said. “First one. On my fist. Loud.”

The orgasm tore through me with nowhere for the cum to go. My cock jerked inside the metal and shot in useless spasms. Cum flooded the tube and leaked out around the tip slit onto the desk leg. My hole clamped her wrist in hard pulses. I shouted into the wood.

“That’s one,” she said. “Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for making me come.”

She left her fist buried and kept the wand buzzing. Oversensitive nerves screamed. I tried to crawl forward. She pinned my hip with her free forearm.

“Stay. You begged to be kept. Kept men do not crawl away from their use.”

She twisted her wrist inside me. The second climb came up ugly and fast. The wand ground against swollen trapped meat. My asshole fluttered around the wrist I could not close on.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I choked. “Your hole. Your pet. A whore who asked for this.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a locked slut who brought a lawyer and still spread for your fist. Please wreck me. Please.”

She pulled her fist out to the knuckles and punched back in. The wand jumped a setting. My second orgasm ripped out harder than the first. Cum forced out the tube again in thin jets. My legs gave. I hung on the desk and came in broken grunts while she counted.

“That’s two. One more.”

“No, too much…”

“One more,” she repeated. “Then we talk about paper.”

She withdrew her fist with a wet sound that made my ears burn. My hole would not close. Gaping. Cool air hit the stretch. She wiped her forearm on my thigh and reached into the drawer.

A thick plug, flared base, heavier than what I had worn before. She pushed it into the loose ring of my asshole and seated it deep. The plug’s weight bore down on the sore prostate and held it there.

Then she unlocked the chastity.

The key turned. Metal opened. My cock sprang free, slick with trapped cum, dark and angry. Blood rushed in so hard I hissed.

She wrapped her palm around it and stroked once from root to tip, smearing the mess. Her skin on raw flesh almost finished me.

“On your back on the floor. Knees to your chest.”

I rolled off the desk and obeyed. The plug shifted inside me with every move. She straddled my chest facing my dick, still dressed from the waist up, and lowered her cunt onto my mouth.

“Tongue out. Work.”

I licked. She was soaked. Warm. She ground down and used my face for friction while her fist pumped my freed cock in tight strokes. The plug in my ass pressed deeper each time I flexed. Spit and her slick ran down my chin.

She reached back, found the wand, and set it against my balls.

“Third. You will count it when it hits. Then you will ask me to restore Severance with your own cum on your stomach.”

I tried to speak. She sat heavier on my tongue. I fucked upward into her grip, hips off the floor. The wand buzzed my sack. The plug crushed my prostate from inside. Her cunt smeared across my lips and nose until I could only breathe her.

The third orgasm broke me open. I came hard across my own belly in thick ropes, cock jerking in her fist, hole spasming around the plug. I tried to shout the count and got muffled filth instead.

She lifted off my mouth.

“Say it.”

“That’s three,” I gasped. “Mistress, please restore the Severance Line. Please put the denial back. Please take the walk-away away from me.”

She wiped my cum onto my chest with two fingers and made me lick them clean. Salt. Shame. Heat.

“Fourth,” she said. “You do not get to stop at tidy numbers.”

She flipped me onto my stomach, yanked the plug free, and strapped on a thick cock from the drawer. Lube again. Then the strap-on head pressed my used hole and she drove in to the hilt in one thrust.

I yelled. She fucked me without mercy, hips slamming, the toy splitting the gape her fist had left. Each stroke nailed the prostate. My spent dick dragged on the carpet and filled again against my will.

She reached under, grabbed it, and milked in time with her thrusts.

“Take it. Take your Mistress’s cock like the bargaining whore you are. You wanted control back. This is what control looks like when I own the terms.”

“Yes, fuck, please…”

“Ask for the fourth. Ask like a pet.”

“Please force the fourth out of me. Please use my hole until I come again. I am your toy. I am your ruined pet. Please.”

She angled sharper and pounded. The slap of her hips on my ass went filthy and loud. Squelch. Skin. My cock dumping fresh precome onto the carpet in her grip. She squeezed the head on every inward thrust until I broke.

Fourth orgasm hit dry at first, then a weak pulse of cum spilled over her fingers. My whole body seized. I sobbed into the floor and kept my ass up because she had not said I could drop.

“That’s four,” she said, still buried in me. “One more. You will take it on your back with my strap in your throat and my fingers in your hole. Move.”

She pulled out. I rolled, shaking. She straddled my chest again, fed the strap-on past my lips, and pushed until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran. She held there and reached behind herself, three fingers, then four, back into my loose asshole.

She fucked my throat with the strap while she fisted me again from the other direction. My cock lay twitching on my belly, oversensitive, dripping. She ignored it until the fifth climb forced itself up through sheer overload.

“Come,” she ordered around the rhythm of her hips. “Fifth. Now. On nothing but being used.”

I came with the toy choking me and her fist buried to the wrist. Almost nothing left to shoot. My body still convulsed like it had seed to give. Tears ran into my ears. I made broken sounds around the strap until she pulled it free and a string of spit connected my lip to the shaft.

She sat back on my ribs and looked down at the mess of me.

“That’s five. Good boy.”

I could not form a full sentence. My hole stayed open when she withdrew. My cock lay soft and sticky against my hip. The signed amendment waited on the desk above us.

She stood, cleaned her hands, and picked up the pages.

“You begged to restore the old terms,” she said. “I am granting that. The Severance Line returns. Coming on Day Twenty-Eight dismisses you. Denial holds until then. Your walk-away is voided by your own request, spoken on the floor with my cum-slick fist still on your tongue.”

She tore the amendment once down the middle, then again. Paper fluttered onto my chest.

“Coercion is gone either way,” she added. “You asked for the chain with a clear head after tasting the exit. From tonight, every kneel is on your signature. You do not get to call this something done to you.”

The truth of that sat heavier than her fist had.

She retrieved the chastity device, wiped my cock clean with a cloth rough on purpose, and sealed me again. The click of the lock landed like a verdict. Warm steel. Familiar prison. Chosen.

She wrote in the green ledger while I stayed on the floor.

“New spoken rule for Day Nineteen,” she said. “You will recite it.”

I pushed up onto my knees. My hole ached. My throat burned. Cum dried on my skin in tight patches.

“What is the rule, Mistress?”

“You will keep a copy of the torn amendment in your briefcase at work. You will touch the torn edge once each morning before you open your calendar. You will remember that you asked for this after you won.”

“Yes, Mistress. I will keep the torn pages. I will touch the edge each morning. I will remember I asked.”

She closed the ledger. “Nine days remain. You will return tomorrow evening. Bring nothing but your body and the rule on your tongue. Kneel at the third stair and wait for inspection. Do not touch the device. Do not bargain again.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like her and rubber and defeat I had purchased myself.

She clipped the brass key back onto her ankle. “Get dressed. Go home. Sleep in the cage you chose.”

I pulled the suit back on over sore skin and used hole. The envelope on the desk held only scraps now. Outside, the passenger seat held the ghost of the manila shape I had carried in like a weapon.

I drove with both hands on the wheel and the torn rule already burning in my briefcase for morning.

Tomorrow, the third stair. Inspection. No more paper between us.


Chapter 8: Linen Apron Recognition

The silver shook in my hands where I had dropped it when she finished with me. Forks. Knives. Cold bite of them on my palms. My knees ached on the wood. The linen apron hung open at the back and left the steel around my dick bare to the air.

Mistress counted the place settings without looking at me.

“Four,” she said. “You will pour. You will clear. You will keep your eyes down until I tell you otherwise.”

I swallowed that last word and kept stacking. The chastity bit into me with every shift. Heat ran up my thighs off the floor vents. My bare feet stuck to the boards.

Place cards sat in a neat row on the sideboard. Her handwriting. Sharp black ink. I read the first three before I could stop. Guests. Peers. Women who knew what she kept in this house.

I left the fourth name alone. Pets do not check the seating.

“Put the butter knives at the outer edge,” she said. “And wipe your chin. You still have spit on it.”

I dragged the back of my wrist across my face. The taste of her sat there twenty minutes on, when she had perched on the edge of the dining table and made me work her open with my tongue until my jaw seized. She had come on my face and left me hard and useless inside the steel. Then she had pointed at the silver.

That was the wreckage I stood in now. Her cunt on my breath. My dick throbbing on metal. Dinner in forty minutes.

“Apron stays on,” she said. “Nothing else. When they arrive, you kneel by the sideboard until I snap. Then you serve.”

I nodded. My throat was raw.

She had told me a week back that one of tonight’s guests would come from my own world, someone who could carry what they saw into my Mondays, and she had given me a clean way to say no; I had turned it over for three nights and told her yes, because the risk of being seen was the thing I could not stop wanting.

The doorbell went at seven sharp.

Three women walked in with coats and perfume and the easy talk of people who owned rooms like this. The third, a blonde of forty-six, said the least and watched the most. I kept my gaze on the grain of the wood. Cold air off the hall crossed the backs of my thighs. The apron did nothing for that.

“Marcus will take your wraps,” Mistress said, calm as a hostess with a hired boy.

I rose. Took cashmere. Took wool. My locked junk swung beneath the linen when I turned. A breath hitched. Someone else laughed once, soft and mean.

I hung the coats. Returned to the sideboard. Knelt.

Chairs scraped. Glassware clicked. The first bottle sweated in the ice.

“Pour,” she said.

I poured. White wine into crystal. My hands stayed steady because they had to. Beneath the apron my cock tried to swell, met the ring, failed. The ache sat low and constant.

Conversation moved over my head. Markets. A gallery opening. A name from my own industry spoken like gossip. I refilled. Cleared the first small plates. The plug she had seated in me before the silver count shifted when I bent, a thick blunt pressure that stuttered my breath. The remote sat somewhere near her plate. A faint click.

The buzz started deep in my gut. Low. Mean. My knees nearly went.

I locked them. Kept pouring.

“Good,” Mistress murmured, for me alone. “Keep your face clean while you work, pet.”

The second course came out. I carried bowls. Steam hit my chest. Sweat ran down my spine into the apron ties. The buzzing climbed a notch and I clenched around the toy hard enough to nearly spill soup on a guest’s wrist.

“Careful,” the woman said. Forty-two, dark hair, a smile that showed she had seen boys like me before. “He shakes.”

“He learns,” Mistress said. “Marcus. Her glass.”

I moved around the table.

My eyes tipped up for half a second to find the rim of the glass, and the fourth place card came clear.

Dennehy.

Fifty-one. Grey streak at her temple. The largest shareholder on my board. The woman who sat three seats left of me in every quarterly and asked for numbers like she already owned them.

Her eyes met mine.

The room narrowed to the tick of the wall clock and the wet whir of the toy in me. Eleven seconds. The service door stood open behind the screen. I could drop the bottle. Walk. Be gone before the next course. Call a car. Burn this house out of my life and face her across a conference table on Monday with nothing but stock and silence between us.

My dick jerked in the steel anyway. Shame went through my gut, hot and thick. I wanted to vanish. I wanted her to look longer.

I stayed.

I tipped wine into Dennehy’s glass. Red climbed the crystal. My hand did not shake this time. I set the bottle down and stepped back to the sideboard like a piece of furniture that had learned its place.

Dennehy set her napkin down.

“Well,” she said. “That answers a question I had about your Q3 focus.”

Mistress smiled without teeth. “Marcus belongs to my ledger for six more days. After that, we will see what he keeps.”

The dark-haired woman lifted her brows. “He chairs your board talks, doesn’t he?”

“He does,” Dennehy said. She looked at the apron. At the steel showing when I bent to lift a plate. “Interesting management style.”

My neck went hot. My balls pulled tight. The buzz in my ass rolled harder and a wet sound got out of me before I could kill it.

Mistress tapped her nail once on the table.

“Kneel here,” she said, and pointed to the space by her chair. “Face under the cloth. You will earn the right to clear the next course.”

I went. The linen tablecloth brushed my hair. The carpet burned my knees. Beneath the wood her bare thighs were already parted, skirt hiked, no underwear. Her cunt was slick from earlier, open, smelling of the spit she had left on me.

“Worship,” she said above me, bright for the table. “And do it properly. My guests paid for a quiet dinner. You will keep your noise in your throat.”

I put my tongue on her.

She was hot. Slippery. I licked from the bottom of her slit up to her clit and stayed there, flat and steady, the way she had drilled into me since the first night. Above me forks moved. Someone asked about a fund. Dennehy’s voice answered with a number I had built.

My cock throbbed useless in the cage. Precome leaked and stuck to metal. The plug buzzed and I fluttered around it while I sucked her clit between my lips and worked it.

“Deeper,” Mistress said, still conversational. “Use your tongue like the hole you are.”

I pushed in. Tasted myself from before. Fucked her with my tongue while the table talked over my back. A shoe nudged my hip. The dark-haired guest. Testing.

“He takes direction,” she said.

“He begs for it,” Mistress answered. Her fingers slid into my hair and held. “Don’t you, Marcus.”

I tried to speak against her cunt. The sound came out wet and broken. She pulled my head back far enough for air.

“Say it where they can hear.”

My face burned. “I beg for it.”

“What are you.”

“A hole. A toy. Your pet.”

Dennehy’s laugh was quiet. “Christ.”

Mistress pushed my face back in. “Earn it.”

I ate. Harder. Sloppy. Spit ran down my chin onto her thighs. The wand came next. She lifted it from beside her plate, the thick head she kept for nights when she wanted me ruined without letting me finish, thumbed it on and set it to the steel over my dick.

The vibration hit bone. My hips jerked. I moaned into her pussy and she held me there while the head buzzed the cage and the plug hammered my prostate.

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

I served. Tongue on her clit. Hands flat on the floor. My locked cock jumped and failed and jumped again. Sweat ran into my eyes. The apron stuck to my back.

She came with her thighs clamped on my ears and a short sharp breath she turned into a sip of wine. Her cunt pulsed on my tongue. I kept licking through it because stopping without leave got me punished. Slick ran down my chin. I swallowed what I could.

When she eased back she left the wand pressed to the steel.

“Clear,” she said. “Then present over the sideboard.”

I crawled out. Stood on legs that wanted to fold. Cleared plates with my face shining and my cock screaming behind metal. Dennehy watched every trip. I set dishes in the kitchen and came back. The service door was still there. I still did not take it.

Over the sideboard meant bent. Apron flipped up. Ass out. The plug still seated, still humming.

Mistress stood behind me with the other two women angled to see. Dennehy stayed in her chair with her wine and a view of my spread cheeks and the toy stretching me.

“He drafted an amendment last visit,” Mistress told them, almost fond. “Tried to write himself an exit with his orgasm intact. Then he cried on my floor to put the rules back.”

My face went into the wood.

She twisted the plug and pulled. The stretch dragged. I clung and then gave with a wet pop. Empty air hit me. I clenched on nothing and hated the size of the space she had left.

“Look at that,” the dark-haired one said. “Gapes already.”

“He takes more,” Mistress said. “Marcus. Ask.”

The words stuck. My pulse slammed in my throat. Out past the screen the service door waited like a joke.

“Ask,” Dennehy said, mild. “I have a board packet due Monday. I can wait.”

I dug my nails into the sideboard. “Please fist me.”

One. I had one left.

She coated her hand. Cool gel. Then two fingers into my fucked-open hole, then three, twisting, opening me on the wet sound of it. The burn climbed. I pushed back because she had taught me that forward was the only way through.

“Filthy little executive,” she said. “Your shareholder is watching your asshole take my hand. Tell her what you are.”

“A whore,” I got out. “A locked bitch who serves. A good little toy.”

Four fingers. The widest part of her knuckles. I screamed and then gave. Her hand slid in to the wrist. The noise I made was not one I knew. Full. Stuffed. Split on her fist while the head still buzzed the cage and my dick leaked in spurts that went nowhere.

She fucked me on it. Short drives. My prostate lit every time she curled. The sideboard rattled. Silver jumped. A glass chimed.

“Beg for permission to come,” Mistress said. “Do it right. We both know the ledger does not owe you a finish.”

I shook. The fist in my ass owned every thought. “Let me come. I need it. I will say anything. I will be anything. Make your locked slut shoot while they watch. I am asking. I am begging. Use me and let me break.”

“Again.”

“Please. Mistress. I am your hole. Your pet. Your boardroom bitch in an apron. Let me come for you.”

That was two. Empty after.

She worked her fist deeper and pinned the head harder to the steel. The buzz and the stretch together shredded me. My balls drew up. The edge slammed close.

“No,” she said.

She pulled her hand free in one long slick drag. I stayed open, aching, wet, used. I sobbed once into the wood. Precome dripped off the tip of the cage to the floorboards in a thin string.

Mistress wiped her hand on my apron.

“On your knees. Clean what you spilled. Then finish serving dessert.”

I dropped. Licked my own mess off the floor while three women ate cake above me. Salt and shame. My hole twitched, empty and sore. The wand was gone. The denial sat in my gut like a stone.

Dennehy set her fork down when I rose with the coffee.

“Monday,” she said. “You will still run the numbers.”

“He will,” Mistress said. “Caged under the table if I decide he needs the reminder. You already know where to find him.”

I poured. Black. Steady. The wall between the letterhead and this floor was gone. I had left it open and walked back through it with a wine bottle in my hand.

When the coats went out and the door shut, the house held only us and the tick of that clock counting toward Day 28.

Mistress crooked a finger. I knelt at her feet. She tipped my chin up with two fingers.

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

I nodded. My throat would not give her more.

She left me there and went to the green ledger on the desk. New ink. A spoken rule for the visit. I waited to hear it.

The front latch turned before she spoke.

Cold air slid down the hall. A man’s step. Measured. Familiar, and my stomach dropped.

Aleksy stood in the doorway, forty-one, coat on, eyes finding the apron and the steel and the wet shine on my face. The previous Favorite. The one the house remembered.

He looked at Mistress first.

“You called for the Severance reading,” he said. “I brought the copy he never finished.”


Chapter 9: Key Pushed Back

Isat in the chair like she told me to, bare feet on the rug, the cage heavy between my thighs, and she set the brass key on the table between us while the fire popped once in the grate.

“Three nights,” she said. Her cardigan hung open over a plain black slip. No collar at her throat. No ledger open. “You can take the amendment tonight. Unlock. Finish. Walk out. No ceremony. No public anything. Clean cut.”

My palms stuck to the chair arms. The key sat there dull and ordinary, the same one that lived on her ankle most nights. Smoke from the fire smelled like old cedar. Under it I caught her skin, warm soap and the faint bite of the oil she used on her wrists.

“You skimmed that clause on day one,” she went on. “Early exit. You sign, you leave whole. I am offering it now because after the dinner you stayed when you could have run. That earns you a door.”

I stared at the key. My dick tried to fill inside the steel and failed, a thick dull ache that made my gut pull in. Dennehy’s face from the night before sat behind my eyes. Glass. Wine. Me in an apron and nothing else. I had stayed. I had poured. I had let her know.

“You have the evening,” she said. “Sit like a man. Think like one. When the fire dies, you either take that key or you push it back. Those are the only two moves.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like the mint she had given me after I cleaned the dining room, sharp and cold over the leftover salt of my own sweat.

She poured herself wine. She did not pour me any. She sat opposite, legs crossed, and looked at the flames instead of at me. Protocol was off. No kneeling. No title required. The freedom of it scraped worse than any order.

I tried to run the numbers the way I ran them at work. Unlock. Stroke once after twenty-five days locked and I would blow in under a minute. Pack a bag. Go home to my own bed. Face Dennehy across a table on Monday with my spine intact and my secret half-buried.

My hand twitched toward the key and stopped.

She drank. The fire settled. My balls ached in the ring. Every breath carried her scent across the small gap, clean and close, and beneath it the musk of my own locked cock leaking a thin string into the cup of the cage.

“You can speak,” she said. “Plain speech. No protocol language tonight.”

“Why offer this?” My voice came out rough.

“Because I can.” She set the glass down. “And because I want to see what you do when the handle is in your own palm.”

I almost laughed. It stuck. The man who ran a floor of people and signed off on seven-figure lines could not make his fingers close on a piece of brass the size of a thumb.

Time dragged. She refilled once. I sat. The cage bit when I shifted. My ass held a faint sore stretch from the training plug she had taken out before she called me in here, a leftover burn that pulsed every time I breathed deep. I wanted that burn back. The wanting made my face hot.

“You stayed for Dennehy,” she said, offhand. “You could have used the service door. Eleven seconds, by my count. You poured her wine instead. Do you want me to pretend that was strategy?”

“No.”

“Good.” Her mouth tipped. “Then do not pretend this key is strategy either.”

I looked at it. I thought of walking out clean. I thought of the green ledger with three days still blank. I thought of her ankle bare of the chain. The gratitude hit wrong and deep, a pressure under the ribs. She had built a door and set it in front of me. She had taken her hands off the frame.

I did not want the door. I wanted her hand back on it.

My fingers moved. I pushed the key across the wood. The brass slid, soft scrape, and stopped against the base of her glass.

“You decide,” I said. “I am done deciding this.”

She did not touch it right away. She looked at me over the rim of the wine. The fire put a red line along her cheekbone.

“Say what you are giving me.”

“The choice.” My throat worked. “The amendment. The exit. All of it. I want you to keep it. I want you to keep me. I am asking you to take the last thing I still held.”

“Gratitude,” she said, tasting the word. “Ugly little engine. You are thanking me for the cage by handing me the key to it.”

“Yes.”

She picked up the brass. She stood. She walked around the table and set the key on the mantel above the fire, out of my reach, and when she turned back her face had changed. The cardigan came off. She draped it on her chair. The slip stayed.

“On the rug,” she said. “Face down. Ass up. Hands behind your head. The hour of furniture is over.”

I went. The wool scratched my chest. My locked dick hung useless and red, a dark smear of precum already on the metal. She stepped over me, and the smell of her cunt hit first, rich and open, before her knees settled on either side of my shoulders.

“Lick.”

I tipped my head back and found her with my mouth. She was already slick. I dragged my tongue through her folds and the taste flooded me, salt and sharp and hers. She rocked once, seating her pussy harder on my face, and I ate like I was starving because I was. My nose mashed her clit. My tongue pushed into her cunt and she hummed, low, and pressed down until I had to breathe through her.

“Filthy mouth,” she said. “Boardroom mouth on my cunt. Keep going.”

I kept going. Spit ran down my chin. Her slick coated my lips and the bridge of my nose. Every swallow was her. My cock jerked inside the cage and got nowhere, a trapped flex that made my thighs shake. She ground down and I gagged on her, wet sounds loud in the quiet room, and she laughed under her breath.

“Listen to that. Messy little whore of a tongue. Say what you are between licks.”

I pulled back enough to speak. “Your toy. Your locked bitch. Your hole to use.”

“Again. Cruder.”

“I am a mouth for your cunt and an ass for your cock. I am nothing else tonight.”

“Acceptable.” She lifted off my face. Slick shone on my mouth and dripped to the rug. She wiped two fingers through it and pushed them between my lips. “Clean.”

I sucked her fingers. I tasted myself on them too, the bitter edge of my own leak mixed with her. She pulled free and stood.

From the side table she took the harness. Black straps. A thick silicone dick already seated in the O-ring, longer than the ones she had used on me before, the head blunt and shiny with lube she added from a bottle. The smell of the lube cut through the smoke, sweet and chemical. She stepped into the straps and tightened them at her hips with the same calm she used on contracts.

“Ass,” she said. “Present.”

I arched. She knelt behind me. Cold lube poured down my crack and ran over my hole. Her thumb pressed and worked it in. One finger. Then two. The stretch burned in a clean line and my locked cock dribbled in answer, a pathetic wet tick against steel.

“Still loose from earlier,” she said. “Good. You will take more.”

Three fingers. She twisted. I grunted into the rug. She scissored and my rim gave, the burn going wide, and then she curled all three deep and pressed. She did not reach for more than that tonight. She found the gland behind my caged cock and ground slow circles into it, patient, exact, until my whole spine went to water.

I made a sound I did not recognize. Not the split of a hand forcing in. Something worse: her fingertips milking a place I could not defend, drawing a thick clear string out of the slit in the steel until it hung and dropped. Not release. Just her wringing it out of me an inch at a time.

“Breathe through it, slut. You asked me to decide. This is the decision. I am going to open you and fuck you and mark you, and the torn amendment stays in your briefcase like a pretty lie you signed and will never use.”

“Yes.” It came out broken. “Use me. Keep me.”

She worked the gland in slow drags, in and crook and press again, and each pass shoved a useless throb into the cage and squeezed another drip onto the rug. The wet click of lube and the soft catch of my own breath filled the room. Smoke. Sex. The iron tang of my mouth where I had bitten my lip. She milked me like that until my thighs shook and spit strung from my lip to the rug, and then she drew her fingers free with a slow slick pull.

My hole clenched on the empty and did not want to close. Cool air on the wet inside of me. Shame bolted straight to my dick and the cage answered with another useless throb.

She lined up the strap. The blunt head kissed my worked-open rim and she pushed. Inch by inch the silicone filled the space her fingers had opened, thicker through the middle, and when her hips met my ass I was stuffed full again, deeper, the head pressing that spot inside that made my locked cock jump and weep.

“Take it,” she said. “Beg for the next stroke like the whore you are.”

“Fuck me. Please. Pound my ass. Use your toy.” The word slipped out once; I locked the rest down. “Harder. Make it hurt. I want it.”

She fucked me. Long pulls. Deep drives. The slap of her hips on my cheeks. The squelch of lube every time she bottomed out. My prostate lit on every thrust and my dick strained so hard in the cage the ring cut white into the skin. Tears ran hot into the wool. I pushed back onto the strap like a bitch in heat because that was what I was, and the knowing of it made me harder inside the steel.

She reached under, found the wand on the low table, and clicked it on. The buzz cut the air. She jammed the head against the cage, right over the slit of my trapped cock, and the vibration shot through metal into meat. The room went white at the edges. I bucked. She pinned my lower back with her free hand and kept railing my ass while the wand tortured the cage.

“You do not get to finish,” she said, almost gentle. “You get to stay on the edge while I use your hole. You get to thank me for it when I come.”

“Thank you.” My voice cracked. “Thank you for denying me. Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for the cage.”

“Louder. Filthier. Name yourself.”

“I am Mistress’s locked pet. I am an asshole to plow. I am a grateful slut who pushed the key back.”

She dropped the wand. The loss of the buzz made me sob once. She gripped my hips and drove harder, the strap slamming that spot over and over, and then she reached between her own thighs where the harness base rubbed her clit and worked herself with two fingers while she fucked me.

Her breath changed. Shorter. Meaner. She pulled almost out and shoved back to the root, grinding, and her cunt clenched around her own hand as she came with a low broken sound, hips stuttering against my ass, the strap buried to the hilt while she rode it out on my body.

I held still and took it. My cock screamed inside the cage. My balls climbed and got nothing. The smell of her orgasm hit me, thicker, musky, mixed with sweat and lube and woodsmoke, and I breathed it like air.

She stayed seated in me through the aftershocks. Then she pulled out. My hole clenched on empty and failed to close all the way. Slick ran down my balls and over the cage.

She stood. She unbuckled the harness and let the wet silicone dick drop onto my lower back, shining. She walked to the mantel, took the key, and came back. For a second the brass hung in my sightline and my whole body leaned toward it.

She set it on the rug by my mouth.

“Kiss it. Then leave it.”

I pressed my lips to the metal. I tasted brass and her skin from where she had held it. I left it where it lay.

She sat on the edge of her chair, still flushed, and opened the small black case she kept near the hearth. Inside: a shallow dish, a pad of ink, a steel stamp the size of a coin. She inked the stamp. The ink smelled sharp, almost medicinal, over everything else.

“Hip,” she said. “Left side. Hold still.”

I did. The stamp pressed cold and then hard into the soft skin inside my hipbone, a firm bite of pressure. When she lifted it, a dark mark stayed: a small V inside a circle, clean and black on my skin.

“Permanent ink,” she said. “It will scab. It will stay. The amendment is signed and useless. This is the record that matters.”

I craned to see the mark from the floor. Mine. Hers. The gratitude sat in my chest like a swallowed stone, heavy and right.

She wiped her hands. She clipped the key back onto the thin chain at her ankle. The soft click of the clasp was the loudest sound in the room.

“Up. Kneel. Protocol returns at the next breath.”

I pushed up onto my knees. Ass sore. Face shining with her. Cage dripping. The new mark on my hip already stinging.

She looked down at me. Her voice went flat and absolute.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.”

She held my gaze a second longer. Then she pointed at the side table. “Ledger. New line. You write it. Your hand.”

I crawled to the table because standing was more than I had left. The green ledger waited where she always kept it. I took the pen. My fingers shook and then steadied. I wrote what she dictated, letter by letter, in my own handwriting for the first time:

Day 25. Amendment retained, unused. Choice surrendered. Mark set. Three days remain.

She closed the book on the wet ink. She touched the back of my neck once, brief, almost kind, and the kindness was the sharpest trap in the house.

“Go wash your face. Sleep on the pallet. You will not touch the key. You will not ask for release. You will show up for the Reckoning with that mark on you and the cage locked, and you will take what I give.”

I went. In the small bath I ran water and scrubbed her taste off my mouth and hated every second of losing it. The V on my hip burned under the towel. In the mirror my eyes looked wrong and exact, a man who had been offered a clean door and shoved the handle into someone else’s palm.

On the pallet, in the dark, the fire’s last heat reached the hall. My ass throbbed in time with my pulse. The cage held. The key lived on her ankle again. The torn amendment sat in my briefcase like a decoration, pretty and dead.

Three days.

I lay on my side so the new mark did not rub, and the one clear thought left was mine to keep: I had stopped choosing, and the relief of it ran deeper than anything since I walked into her house. Day 28 would arrive with my handwriting dry in her book and my body stamped, and whatever she did with me on the stairs I had already asked for by pushing brass across wood and calling it gratitude.


Chapter 10: Come On Command

Ihad the green ledger cracked open across my bare thighs when Mistress Vale’s shadow cut the page in half.

Her heel stopped on the stair above me. The book’s green cover stuck to the sweat on my skin. I had flipped to the Severance Line again, one last look before the Reckoning, and she had caught me doing it.

“Day twenty-eight,” she said. “And I find my pet stealing a preview.”

My dick jumped inside the steel. The metal bit. Heat climbed my throat. I shut the ledger with both hands like that could undo the crime.

She took it from me. The book left a damp print on my legs when it lifted away.

“Kneel properly. You will read every entry aloud, from Day one to tonight, before I let you stand.”

I dropped to the runner. The carpet pressed grit into my knees. Twenty-eight days of spoken rules waited in that book. No days left to hide from any of them. I had pushed her brass key back across the wood three nights ago and asked her to decide. Tonight was the decision.

She set the ledger on the step in front of my nose and opened it to the first page.

“Start.”

My voice came out thin. “Day one. No touching myself without permission.”

“Louder.”

“Day one. No touching myself without permission.” The steel grew heavier as I said it. I had broken that rule in my head a hundred times. My body still twitched for it.

“Day two. Knees on the runner when I enter.”

“Day three. Ask before you speak in my house.”

She stood over me as I worked down the list. Rule after rule. The weight of each line sat on my tongue like a coin. My dick strained and leaked into the tube. The wet spot spread against cold metal. I wanted to stop. I kept reading.

By Day twelve my throat had gone raw. By Day twenty my hands shook on my thighs. I hit Day twenty-seven and had to swallow twice before the words would come.

“Day twenty-seven. Offer the key back if you still want to leave whole.”

Silence. The Severance Line waited under my thumb on the next page. I had skimmed it the first night like a fool. Aleksy had told me what it meant. Release was the dismissal. Every night I had begged to finish, I had begged to be thrown out.

“Day twenty-eight,” she said. “Read it.”

“Day twenty-eight. The Reckoning. Collar or Severance.”

She closed the book. “Stand.”

I stood. My knees clicked. She pointed at the third stair.

“There. Hands on the rail. Ass out.”

I climbed. The third stair put my hips at the height she wanted. I gripped the rail. The wood was smooth and warm under my palms. She stepped in behind me and the brass key kissed the back of my thigh as it swung from her ankle.

Click.

The steel opened. Cool air hit skin that had been sealed for twenty-eight days. My dick sprang free, thick and dark and dripping, so hard it hurt. I made a sound I did not plan. The empty device dropped to the carpet with a dull thud.

“Do not come,” she said. “You will thank me when it is done.”

Her oiled finger pushed into my asshole without warning. The burn lit up my spine. I clenched. She pushed deeper and twisted. One finger became two. The stretch dragged a groan out of me that bounced off the stairwell.

“Greedy little slut,” she said. “Twenty-eight days shut and you open like a whore the second I touch you.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

“Say what you are while I open you.”

“I’m your slut. I’m your hole. I’m…” My voice broke when she added a third finger. The burn turned thick. My dick kicked against my stomach, leaving a wet string.

She worked me open with a patience that made my legs shake. Two fingers. More oil. Three, curling to drag the spot that had no steel over it. No fist tonight; she did not split me for the Reckoning. She opened me by degrees instead, slow and deliberate as a countersignature, until my rim quit fighting and my breath tore ragged against the rail.

Stretched. Slick. I could not think around it.

“Breathe,” she said. “Take it.”

She worked me on those fingers in slow, exact rolls. Each pass shoved a fresh ache through my gut. My dick leaked in fat drops onto the stair. I wanted to thrust. I held still because she had not told me I could move.

“Please,” I said. “Please, I can’t…”

“You can.” She drew her fingers free with a slick pull. My hole stayed loose and open. Air hit the raw inside of me and I shuddered.

The strap harness clicked around her hips. The dildo she chose was thick, ribbed, heavy enough that the tip bumped my thigh before she lined it up. She drove it into my open asshole in one long shove.

I yelled. The rail took my forehead. She bottomed out and held, the toy packing me full, her hips flush to my skin.

“Whose toy are you?”

“Yours. Yours, Mistress Vale. Fuck. Yours.”

She pulled nearly out and slammed back in. The slap of her hips on my ass cracked up the stairs. She set a hard pace, the ribbed shaft dragging over every raw inch on each stroke. My dick swung and slapped. Precome stretched in strings to the carpet.

She reached around and closed her slick fist on my shaft. She stroked in time with the thrusts. Too tight. Too fast. The edge rushed up my legs, fire under the skin.

“Hold it,” she said.

I held. My jaw cracked. Sweat ran into my eyes. She edged me to the drop, stopped her hand, and kept pounding my asshole through the panic of it. I begged. The words came out broken and filthy.

“Please let me. Please, I’ll be good, I’m your bitch, I’m your hole, please don’t stop, please stop, I don’t…”

She put the wand against the head of my dick and switched it on.

The buzz hit like a slap. My knees buckled. She pinned me to the rail with the strap buried to the hilt and held the buzzing head on my tip while I thrashed.

“Come,” she said.

The word landed cold.

Severance. Exile. The end. The word I had begged for every night was the blade.

“Please don’t,” I said. Tears ran hot. “Please don’t make me. I’ll lose it. I’ll lose you. Please…”

“Come.”

I came.

The first orgasm ripped out of me in hard ropes that striped the stair and the rail and my own shaking forearms. I wept through it. My asshole clenched on the strap in frantic pulses. I tried to hold the release back. My body poured it out anyway, thick and endless, the denial of twenty-eight days tearing free in messy spurts as I begged her not to send me away.

She did not pull out. She did not turn the wand off.

“Again.”

“I can’t…”

The wand stayed. The strap kept thrusting. My dick jerked in empty spasms and then filled again against my will, oversensitive, raw, and the second orgasm punched through me before I had air for the first. Cum thinned to clear pulses. My thighs shook so hard the stair creaked.

“Count,” she said.

“Two. Two. Fuck. Two…”

She fucked me through it and the third hit while I was still trying to say the number. Past three. My voice broke into noise. The wand ground on my tip and the strap pounded my sore asshole and the fourth ripped loose with nothing left to shoot, just dry wrenching pulses that folded me over the rail.

Past four. Past whatever came next.

I lost the count. The orgasms stacked until they blurred into one long breaking. My brain went offline. Short scraps of thought. Too much. Can’t. More. Please. The wet slap of her hips. The buzz. The ache in my hole. Spit ran from my slack lips onto the wood. Sweat. The smell of cum and oil and skin.

She took the wand away. She buried the strap deep and held there as my body kept twitching around it.

“Look at me.”

I turned my head. Her eyes were steady. She drew the toy out inch by inch. My asshole stayed open, used, dripping oil down my balls.

She lifted the collar from the post where it had hung for the whole trial. Leather. Heavy. The buckle cold.

She fastened it around my throat on the third stair while I shook. The weight of it settled against my pulse. She clipped the lead to the ring and let it hang.

“The Severance Line discards a pet who takes his release for himself,” she said. “It keeps the one who hands it over on command when it costs him everything.”

I could not speak. I nodded. The collar moved with the nod.

She picked up the empty steel from the carpet. She fitted it back over my spent, sticky dick and snapped it shut. No date. The lock clicked once. The brass key swung from her ankle, same as always, and the tube held nothing but sore, emptied flesh.

“On your knees. Ledger.”

I crawled down to the runner. She turned the green book to a clean line and set a pen across the page.

“Write it. Your hand. First time.”

I took the pen. My fingers left a smear on the paper. I wrote what she dictated, slow and crooked.

Favorite. Open term. No end date. Release by order only.

I stared at my own handwriting until the ink dried. The trial’s last page. The term’s first.

“Stand when you can,” she said. “Wash. Sleep at the foot of my bed. Monday you will chair your meeting. You will wear what I put on you under your suit. You will not speak of this house.”

“Yes, Mistress Vale.”

She set her palm on the crown of my head for one second. The pressure was light. It landed heavier than the strap had.

Then she left me on the stairs with the collar on and the steel shut and my own cum cooling on the wood.

Monday I sat at the head of the long table and opened the quarterly with a steady voice. Dennehy, fifty-one, took the chair across from me and laid out her numbers without looking at my throat. The collar was gone for the office. The steel sat under wool and stayed quiet. Neither of us said a word that was not about the forecast. Her pen clicked. Mine did not shake.

At noon I rode back across the city. The brass key was on Mistress Vale’s ankle when she opened the door. She did not ask how the meeting went. She pointed at the runner.

I knelt. She set the green ledger on the step where I could see the page I had written. Below my crooked line the paper ran blank and wide, waiting for rules I had not earned yet. The collar’s ring rested cool against my skin. The empty lines held more weight than the filled ones.


THE END
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