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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 explicit adult sexual fantasy, kink, and power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional. No real person, place, or actual event is intended or should be inferred.

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: Holding the Indigo

Iargued with a stranger in the coat-check line because my mouth refused to shut.

“I could never kneel for anyone,” I said, finishing the sentence I had started three steps back. “Submissives are just women who lost an argument. They want a script so they do not have to pick their own life.”

The woman in front of me held her ticket and said nothing. Her eyes kept sliding past my shoulder to the woman in grey at the inner door.

I followed that look.

The woman in grey stood still as a locked post. Tall. Silver at her temples. Hands bare. A coil of rope hung from her belt like a tool she had used a hundred times and would use again. Cold air slid under the club door and found my ankles. Somewhere inside, leather slapped skin. A low moan cut off short.

My cunt clenched. Too fast. I hated that.

I was twenty-six, sharp, paid my own rent, and I had come to Vesper on a dare I gave myself after three drinks and a bad date who called me cold. I wanted to walk in, watch the soft ones break, and walk out laughing. I wanted proof that none of this could touch me.

The stranger finally spoke. “You talk a lot for someone who has never tried.”

“I do not need to try to know.”

She smiled without kindness and stepped aside when the coat clerk called next.

I handed over my jacket. The clerk stamped a paper wristband. Black ink. Guest. Temporary. My pulse kicked in my ears.

“Rules are posted by the bar,” the clerk said. “Safewords are house standard. Red stops everything. You touch no one without leave. You stay out of the private rooms unless invited.”

“I came to watch.”

“Then watch.”

I pushed through.

Heat hit first. Bodies and wax and the iron bite of rope oil. The main floor of Vesper opened wide under low lamps. Women in harnesses knelt on mats. A chain creaked. Wet skin slapped. A wand buzzed against someone who shook and could not get free of the cuffs.

I took a seat on a high stool by the rail and tried to look bored.

I failed.

My nipples pulled tight under my shirt. My thighs pressed together. Heat crawled low in my belly like a hand I had not invited. I told myself it was the room. Noise. Warm air. Nothing more.

I spent an hour reading the floor like a critic.

That one begged too loud. That one held her shoulders wrong. That pair used a flogger with no rhythm. I kept score in my head and called them all fools.

Then the woman in grey crossed the floor.

People made space for her. A girl already bound to a frame went quiet when she passed. The rope at her belt was indigo. Dark blue, almost black. She stopped at a mat where another woman waited on her knees, wrists offered, mouth open in a small hungry O.

“Hold this,” the woman in grey said.

She did not look at the girl on the mat. She looked at me.

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You. Guest. Hold this length while I set her chest harness. Keep tension. Do not drop it.”

She held out the free end of the indigo jute. Rough. Cool. The fiber bit my palm when I took it because my hand moved before my pride could stop it.

“Name,” she said.

“Priya.”

“Océane.” She said it flat, like a fact. “I am thirty-seven. You will keep that rope taut, Priya. If you slack, I will know.”

The girl on the mat had a decade on me at least, eyes down, breathing fast. Océane worked around her with clean pulls. Each time she took more rope from my hands, the jute dragged across my skin. Scratch. Heat. My fingers locked too hard.

I held it too long.

I held it like it mattered.

My hands shook.

Océane finished a knot at the girl’s sternum, took the rope back, and looked at my fingers. “You shook.”

“Cold,” I said.

“The floor is warm.”

She wrapped a single cuff of the indigo around my left wrist in one smooth pass. Not locked. Display. The knot sat heavy against my pulse. Women nearby turned. Someone laughed under her breath.

My face burned. My pussy went slick so fast I almost gasped.

“I did not ask for that,” I said.

“You held the rope like a girl who wants more of it.” Nothing moved in her voice. “You will be back on Friday.”

I laughed. Loud. Ugly. “No.”

She did not smile. She pulled the cuff free and coiled the indigo. “You will do exactly as I say.”

My mouth opened. Nothing smart came out.

“Wren,” Océane called, and a woman in an indigo harness stepped from the wall, thirty-two, calm eyes. “Book.”

Wren brought a thick ledger and a brass punch card blank enough to scare me. Océane wrote without asking leave.

Priya. Night one. Trial open.

She set the pen down. “Twenty-one nights. One punch each night you show. On night twenty-one I sign and collar you, or I burn the card and you walk free for good. House rule: one exit, any night before the end, no questions. You claim the door once. After that, you stay until the card is done.”

“I did not agree.”

“You are still standing here.” She tapped the page. “Cross your name out if you want.”

I looked at the ink. My name in her hand. Clean. Final. The part of me that came to mock this place wanted to scratch it hard enough to tear the paper.

I did not move.

Océane closed the book. “Private room. Now.”

“I came to watch.”

“You finished watching.”

She walked. I followed because my feet chose her and my pride could scream later. The hallway cooled. Stone under my shoes. A door with a brass bell on a hook. She opened it into a playroom that smelled of leather oil and clean sweat.

“Strip,” she said. “Fold your clothes. Kneel on the star.”

A cold metal star sat in the tile. Five points. I pulled my shirt over my head with hands that would not steady. Bra. Pants. Underwear. The air bit my bare skin. My nipples were hard enough to ache. Slick shone on my inner thighs already.

I knelt on the star. Tile chilled my knees.

Océane locked the door. She set a tray on a low table: black plug, thick glass dildo, leather cuffs, a wand, a bottle of lube that clicked when she opened it. She buckled my wrists behind my back. The leather creaked. My shoulders pulled.

“You talk like a woman who has never been opened,” she said. “Tonight your mouth learns quieter work. Your ass learns first.”

“My ass?”

“Yes.” She stood behind me. “Red stops everything, always. Give me a color before I open you.”

“Green,” I said before my pride could bite it back.

A gloved finger, cool with lube, pressed my asshole. I jerked. The cuffs held. She pushed and the tip of her finger sank in.

Burn. Stretch. My breath punched out.

“Tight little hole,” she said. “Clenching like a virgin whore who still thinks she runs the room.”

“Fuck you.”

She pushed deeper. Past the ring. My cunt dripped onto the tile between my knees. I hated the wet sound of it. She fucked my ass with that one finger in short strokes until my hips tried to follow, then added a second.

“Ah, shit…”

“Count when I tell you. Speak filthy when I tell you. Lie and I stop and leave you cuffed on the star until Friday.”

Two fingers scissored. The burn spread. My clit went swollen and heavy, nothing near it. She worked me open until the wet squelch of lube and my own heat filled the quiet. Then the plug pressed cold and blunt against me.

“Push out.”

I did. The plug shoved in. Wide. My ass stretched around the neck and locked on the base. Full. Wrong. My thighs shook.

Océane walked in front of me, unbuckled her trousers, and stepped into a harness. The strap-on hung heavy and dark, thick enough that my throat tightened. She wiped lube down the shaft with her palm.

“Open.”

I opened. She fed the cock into my mouth. Salt and rubber. She held my hair and pushed until my eyes watered and spit ran off my chin onto my tits.

“Look at you,” she said. “Guest band still on. Name in my book. Choking on cock with a plug in your ass. Say what you are.”

I gagged when she pulled back. Drool strung from my lip. “A, guest.”

“Wrong.”

She drove in again. Harder. My nose hit the harness. Tears burned. My pussy clenched on nothing and leaked.

“Say you are a hole.”

“I am a hole,” I rasped when she let me breathe.

“What kind.”

“A dirty hole. A slut hole.” The words scraped. Heat punched through my gut anyway. Shame and want braided so tight I could not pull them apart.

She pulled out of my mouth, went behind me, and worked the plug free with a wet pop that made me flinch. Empty. Aching. Then the strap pressed my stretched rim.

“Take it.”

She pushed. The head forced me open. Inch by inch, thick and mean, until her hips met my ass and I was stuffed full of her cock. My moan came out broken. She started to fuck me.

Slap of skin. Squelch of lube. The wet drag out and the hard shove back in. My cheek hit the tile. Wrists burned in the cuffs. Each thrust shoved a sound out of me I did not choose.

“Louder,” Océane said. “Let the hallway know what a critic sounds like with her asshole full.”

“Please…”

“Please what.”

“Please fuck my ass. Harder. Use me.”

She did. The pounding turned brutal. My clit ground against nothing and sparked with each jolt. She reached under, found my soaked cunt, and rubbed my clit with two rough fingers in time with the thrusts.

Too much. Fast. My belly locked.

“Coming, I…”

“Come. Count it.”

The first orgasm wrung me out on her cock and her fingers. My ass clamped hard around the strap. Pussy gushed over her hand. I sobbed into the tile and heard myself say, “One.”

She did not stop.

She railed my ass while I shook. Oversensitive. Raw. The wand clicked on and she pinned it to my clit. The buzz hit like a slap. My scream bounced off the walls.

“Again.”

“I can’t…”

“You will. Beg for it.”

“Please make me come again. Please, I am a whore, I need it, fuck…”

The second climax hit uglier. Legs kicking. Ass gripping the cock so tight she had to shove through the clench. Cum slicked my thighs. “Two,” I choked. “Two.”

Océane pulled out. My hole stayed open a second, gaping, then fluttered. She pressed three fingers into my ass at once and kept the wand on my clit.

“Take the fist when it comes,” she said. “Do not fight me.”

Her knuckles pressed. Lube poured. The stretch turned white-hot. I sobbed and pushed and her hand sank past the widest point until my ring locked on her wrist.

Full. Ruined. My brain went short and crude.

Can’t. Too deep. Hole. Hers.

She fucked my ass with her fist in slow heavy pumps. The wet sound was filthy. My cunt spasmed empty. The wand never left my clit.

“Three,” she ordered.

I came on her fist with a broken yell, body jerking, drool on the star, “Three, fuck, three…”

Still she worked me. The fourth built on a raw edge that hurt and made me rock back for more anyway. She called me bitch, toy, good little hole. She made me say I wanted my ass used until I could not sit. I said it. I meant it as the words left, and hated that I meant it.

“Four!” I screamed when it broke. Piss-warm slick ran down my leg. My vision spotted. I shook so hard the cuffs rattled.

Océane eased her hand free. My asshole stayed loose and used. She wiped her glove on my thigh, lined the strap up again, and buried it to the hilt in one thrust. The wand jammed hard to my clit.

“One more. Louder. Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mistress, please, I can’t, I need, five, make it five…”

The fifth orgasm tore me open from the inside. No pretty crest. A hard seizure. Ass milking the cock. Cunt squirting onto the cold star. I sobbed thank you into the tile until my voice cracked.

She turned the wand off.

Silence rushed in. My breath hitched. Sweat cooled on my back until I shivered. She pulled out. My hole clenched on air and failed to close clean.

Océane uncuffed me. Blood tingled back into my fingers. She sat me on my heels and held a glass of water to my mouth. I drank because she told me to.

“Stand.”

I stood on soft legs. She cleaned me with a warm cloth, rough and thorough between my cheeks, over my sore rim, across my swollen clit until I twitched. Then she dressed me like I was furniture she owned for the hour. Shirt. Pants. The guest band still inked on my wrist.

Back on the main floor, Wren waited with the ledger open. Océane took the brass punch and stamped the blank trial card once. A clean hole through night one.

“Twenty left,” she said. She set the card in my palm. Warm metal edge. “You keep this. You bring it every night. Lose it and you start the count again from night one.”

I stared at my name in the book again, sitting where she had written it. I did not cross it out.

Océane took the indigo rope from her belt and set the coil in my hands. “Friday. Same hour. You will hold this at the door until I take it from you. You will kneel on that star when I point. You will do exactly as I say.”

My fingers closed on the jute. The fiber bit the same places that had shaken earlier.

I laughed once, thin, and the sound died in my throat.

“Friday,” I said.

“Friday,” Océane answered. “Do not be late, Priya. The card has already started counting.”


Chapter 2: The First Punch

The pen shook in my grip. Black ink already smeared line twelve. My thighs stuck to the leather of her desk chair and the slick between them cooled on my skin while I tried to write like I still owned the room.

Océane sat on the far side of the desk with the rest of the stack. She had already taken my skirt and my underwear and set them on a hook behind her. My cunt throbbed from the way she had made me stand and show her before she let me sit. That part was done. This part was worse.

“Forty lines,” she said. “Hard limits first. Soft limits second. Desires last. Write what you mean.”

I laughed once, thin. “You want me to draft my own cage.”

“I want you accurate.” Her fountain pen lay between us, lid off, ink wet on the nib. “You walked back into Vesper tonight. The card starts when you sign. Nineteen nights after the first punch if you finish the trial. You can claim the door once before then. No questions. After that, you show, or you forfeit.”

My pulse kicked in my throat. I bent over the paper and wrote no blood play on line one in neat print. Line two: no permanent marks without consent. Line three I started a little essay in the margin about how I would never kneel for a stranger, how this whole club was theater for people who lost arguments. My handwriting slanted. The chair creaked when I shifted and the wet on my thighs made a soft sticky sound.

Océane turned a page of her own notes and waited.

“You smell like you already broke,” she said. “Copper and cunt. Did you wipe after I checked you?”

“No.”

“Good. Taste your fingers.”

I froze. She had said fingers. I lifted my right hand and put two against my tongue. Salt and my own musk hit the back of my throat. My face burned. I wrote no public sex on line five and undercut it in the margin: I was only here to prove a point, and submissives were women who ran out of words.

She stood. Circled. The scent of her perfume cut through mine, dry and sharp, like crushed herbs. Her hand settled on the nape of my neck and pushed my face closer to the page.

“Keep writing.”

I did. Line eight. Line nine. My letters got worse. When she slid her free hand down my belly and cupped my bare pussy, the pen jumped and left a black blot on no breath restriction.

“You are dripping on my leather,” Océane said. “Say what that means.”

“It means you put your hand there.”

“It means your body is bargaining without your permission.” She pressed the heel of her palm against me and rubbed once. Slick smeared. “Read line twelve out loud.”

I squinted at my own mess. “No… no anal without discussion.”

“We are discussing.” Her voice gave nothing away. “Stand. Bend over the desk. Leave the pen in your hand.”

I bargained in my head the whole way up. If I did this, I stayed in control of the list. If I filled every line, I owned the terms. That was the story I sold myself while my tits flattened against cool wood and the form sat under my cheek, ink still wet.

Océane kicked my feet wider. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

Cold lube touched my asshole. I flinched. She worked one slick digit past the ring and I made a sound I hated, raw and high. The burn spread. My cunt clenched on nothing and more wet ran down toward her hand.

“Write,” she said.

I dragged the pen across line thirteen with my cheek on the paper. The letters came out crooked. She added a second digit and pumped them short and mean. The stretch made my knees soft. The desk edge bit my hip bones.

“You put no anal without discussion on the list,” she said. “This is the discussion. Tell me if you want it stopped.”

My throat worked. Stopping meant walking out and calling the night a joke. Stopping meant the dare died on the pavement where I had laughed the first time. I had come back on purpose. I had dressed for this. My clit pulsed against the wood every time she shoved in.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“Louder. And filthier. You do not get polite here.”

“Don’t stop fucking my ass with your hand.” The words scraped out. Shame climbed my face hot enough to sting. My nipples dragged on the desk and drew up hard.

She hummed, pleased, and twisted. Three now. The burn spiked. I tasted ink when my lip caught the page. Line fourteen smeared under my spit.

“Plug,” she said, almost to herself, and the digits left me empty for a second, long enough that I pushed back like a slut. Then the blunt nose of a silicone plug pressed my rim. She pushed. My body fought it. She leaned on it and the widest part forced me wide, and the base seated flush against my skin.

“Breathe through it,” Océane said. “You wrote that you would never take a plug on a first night. Margin, line six. Your handwriting was very sure.”

I wanted to spit. I wanted to laugh. The plug sat heavy and wrong and perfect and my cunt leaked in a thin string onto the chair edge under me.

She turned me, sat me again, and shoved the form back under my palm. “Continue. Soft limits.”

I wrote. My hand shook worse. She stood between my knees and worked two digits into my pussy without warning, curling them against the front wall while the plug filled me from behind. Squelch. Slick drag. My scent rose thick between us, sharp and animal.

“Line twenty,” she said, timing it to a thrust. “Read.”

“No… no recording.” My voice cracked on the thrust.

“Line twenty-two.”

“No… group.”

She scissored inside me. My hips jerked. The plug shifted and a spark of pain-bright heat forked up my spine.

“You are writing essays in the margins about how you top from the bottom,” Océane said. “Cute. Keep going. Desires now. Forty lines. You do not leave blanks.”

I tried to bargain out loud. “I want the right to stop any scene mid-way. I want verbal check-ins. I want…”

Her thumb found my clit and pinned it. “You want to cum. Write what you want to be used for, Priya. Not what you want to manage.”

My name in her calm voice undid a hinge in my chest. I wrote to be put on my knees and hated the truth of the ink. I wrote to be called a hole. The pen nearly tore the paper. She fucked me with a steady pump, palm slapping wet against me, plug rocking in my ass with every motion.

“Smell yourself,” she said. She lifted the hand that had been in my cunt and painted my upper lip. I breathed my own musk and almost gagged on how much it turned me on. “Taste.”

I licked. Salt. Skin. The iron edge of how long I had been dripping. My hips rolled for more without asking me.

She wiped her hand on my tit and reached into a drawer. A wand vibrator came out, thick head, black cord. She pressed it to my clit and thumbed it on low.

My body jumped. “Fuck…”

“Write.”

I scrawled nonsense on line thirty-one. The buzz sat right on my clit and the plug made every pulse land deeper. She turned the wand up one click and added a third digit to my pussy, stretching me around her hand while the toy hummed.

“Beg if you want more,” Océane said. “You do not get to take. You ask.”

“I don’t beg.”

She pulled the wand away. The quiet after the buzz landed like a slap. My clit ached in the cold air. I chased the head with my hips and she stepped back.

“Then we wait,” she said. “And you finish the form with an empty cunt and a plug you claimed you would never wear.”

I stared at line thirty-four. My handwriting looked like a drunk’s. The bargain in my head flipped. If I begged, I still chose the words. That was the lie I needed.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what.”

“Please put the wand back on my clit and fuck my pussy.”

“And?”

My face went hotter. “And use my ass. Please. I need it.”

She set the wand back and the buzz returned full. My thighs shook. She fucked me deep, knuckles pressing, the wet slap loud in the small office. The plug base bumped her wrist. I could smell both of us now, sex and her perfume and the ink.

“Call yourself what you are,” she said.

“A, a slut.”

“Specific.”

“Your filthy little trial slut with a plug in her ass begging on your desk.” The sentence tore out of me. My cunt clamped around her. So close. Too close. She dialed the wand down.

“No,” I gasped. “Please. Let me cum. Please, Mistress, please let your whore cum on your hand.”

“Not yet.” She worked me right to the edge again, ruthless, then eased off. My vision spotted. Drool hit the form. “Finish the last lines while you ache.”

I wrote rope on a desire line and my gut twisted. I wrote to be denied. I wrote to be made to ask. Each word was a knife I sharpened and handed over.

She pulled her hand free, shiny to the knuckles, and pushed my chest flatter to the desk. “Ass up. The plug comes out. You take more.”

“How much more?”

“As much as the list allows. You left fisting off your hard limits, Priya. Interesting omission.”

My stomach dropped. “That was, I was rushing…”

“You were drafting a syllabus.” She eased the plug free. My rim fluttered, empty and greedy. Lube poured cold down my crack. One digit. Two. Three. The stretch burned clean. Four, and my breath went short and ugly.

“Hold still,” she said again, quieter. “Breathe.”

Her hand gathered. The widest part of her knuckles pressed. I shook my head and then nodded in the same second, bargaining with air. She waited. I pushed out, the way her look told me to. The burn turned white. My cunt spilled onto the blotter. Then the thickest part slid in and her hand seated inside my ass to the wrist.

Full. Packed. Thought stopped.

“Good girl,” Océane said, and the praise hit worse than the stretch. “Now the wand. And you beg like the hole you wrote down.”

The wand slammed back onto my clit on high. She fucked my ass with short pumps of her fist, careful and cruel, and my whole body turned into a wet noisy thing. Squelch. Slap. My own voice breaking.

“Please, please let me cum, please use me, I’ll sign, I’ll sign anything…”

“What are you?”

“A hole. Your hole. A dirty bitch who came back to get ruined. Please, Océane, please let me cum on your fist.”

She turned the wand higher. “Sign first. Card is under your left hand. Date the second night. Sign your name.”

I fumbled for the Vesper card. Cream stock. Twenty-one dated boxes. A line for my name. A line for hers on night twenty-one: sign and collar, or burn and release. My pen skated. She twisted her fist inside me and the orgasm tore up from my stuffed ass through my clit and out my throat in a raw shout.

I signed through it. The signature smeared. My cunt spasmed empty and gushing, thighs shaking, ass clenched around her wrist so tight it hurt. Cum wet the leather. My vision went blotchy. Short thoughts. Too much. Full. Can’t, more, fuck. She worked me through the last shudders and then eased her hand free. The gape left me aching and open in a way I refused to name with better words. Air touched places air should not touch. I slumped, cheek on the ruined form, tasting salt and ink.

“It doesn’t count,” I said, hoarse. “I signed while I was, that was cheating. Void.”

Océane wiped her hand on a black cloth. She picked up a small brass punch from the blotter. Click. The brass took a clean round bite out of the second dated box.

“It counts,” she said. “Night two. I keep the card. You do not tear up what you cannot hold.”

I pushed up on shaking arms. “I can walk out. House rule. One door. No questions.”

“You can.” She slid the card into the top drawer and turned the key. The lock snicked. “Nineteen nights remain after tonight if you finish. Fail to show and you forfeit without a speech. Claim the door once before the end and I burn nothing and chase nothing. Those are the terms you inked while you came on my desk.”

My laugh came out cracked. “You timed the questions to my breathing.”

“I timed them to your honesty.” She set the fountain pen back in its tray. “Your limits are no longer private opinions, Priya. They live in my drawer. So does your clock.”

I reached for my underwear. She shook her head once.

“Kneel and thank me for the first punch. Then you may dress.”

Bargaining again. Always. I could refuse and make the night a story I told myself later. My knees hit the rug instead. The plug was gone but the ache stayed. I could still smell myself on my own lip.

“Thank you for punching night two,” I said.

“Thank you for what you are.”

My jaw tightened. “Thank you for using your whore’s ass and making her sign like a good little toy.”

“Better.” She touched my hair once, brief, almost kind, and the almost made my eyes burn. “Stand. Skirt on. No underwear. You walk out of my office marked and empty and still dripping. That is your first lesson in architecture. You drew the plans. I only build.”

I stood. The room tilted. I got the skirt zipped and left the underwear on the hook where she had put them. My handwriting on the form looked like someone else’s panic. Forty lines. My own syllabus, sneers and all.

Océane opened the office door toward the club floor. Sound rolled in: low music, a laugh, the faint creak of rope elsewhere. She gestured me through.

I took one step into the corridor.

A woman I had never seen stood waiting with a ledger under her arm and a coil of indigo jute over her shoulder. Thirty-one, dark braid, calm eyes that flicked from my bare thighs to Océane and back.

“Friday,” Océane said. “This is Priya. Night two is punched. Measure her for a temporary harness before she leaves. Wrist to waist. She thinks she is still negotiating. And log your own age for the book while you are at it.”

Friday’s mouth tipped. “Copy that.”

“Thirty-one,” Friday said to me, mild, already uncoiling the jute. “Arms out. And try not to shake this time. I hate redoing knots.”

I put my arms out.

Behind me, the drawer key clicked as Océane dropped it into her pocket, and the card with my smeared name stayed where I could not reach it.


Chapter 3: The Cold Star

The hard-point ring hung from the beam above me, black metal, fat as a knuckle. My face sat in the dark window glass while Océane laid indigo jute across my shoulder blades and measured.

The rope bit with a dry scrape. Rough. Heavy. She pulled a length down my spine and the weight of it made my cunt clench before she had even tied a knot.

“Stand still,” she said.

I did. My thighs already shook. The part of me that thought I ran this game tried to sneer, and my body ignored it. Slick sat thick on my inner skin. I had walked into her playroom on purpose. The trial had seventeen days left on it, and I had told myself I could quit whenever the fun dried up. The door sat behind me. I stayed.

Océane wrapped the jute under my tits and crossed it over my chest. Each pass cinched tighter. The harness locked my ribs into a hard cage. When she finished, she hooked a short chain from the sternum ring up toward the beam and left enough slack that I could kneel.

“On the star.”

The tile in the centre of the floor was a cold pale star set into darker stone. I dropped to my knees on it. The chill shot straight into my bones. My nipples drew up hard against the rope.

She held up a small brass bell on a thin leather strap.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth. She set the strap between my teeth and the bell hung under my chin, cold metal tapping my throat when I swallowed.

“You keep that still. If it rings, I ruin you. If you ring it on purpose, I ruin you harder. The rule holds for the whole trial.”

I bit down on the strap and gave her a look that said try me. My jaw already ached. My pussy dripped onto the tile in a thin clear string.

Océane walked to the wall and came back with a low leather bench, padded, with cuffs bolted along the sides and a cutout at the end for a face. She set it over the star so my knees stayed on the cold and my torso bent across the leather.

“Up.”

I climbed on. Chest to the pad. The harness chain shorted when I leaned, holding me half-suspended. She cuffed my wrists to the sides of the bench, then strapped my ankles wide so my cunt and asshole sat open to the room. The bell knocked once against my throat. I froze. No ring. Barely.

“Good girl,” she said, flat. “You almost cost yourself.”

She took a thick black plug from the tray and coated it in lube until it shone. The tip pressed my asshole. I pushed back on instinct and she seated it in one firm shove. The stretch burned. My hole clenched around the base and the bell wobbled under my chin. I locked my jaw.

“Still.”

A second toy came next, a fat silicone cock on a short handle. She worked the head against my cunt lips and shoved it in to the hilt. Full. Stuffed front and back. The plug and the cock packed my belly full. When she twisted the handle, both moved together and a moan tore out of me around the strap.

She turned the cock on. A deep buzz rolled through my pussy and rattled the plug in my ass. My hips jerked. The bell swung and sang once, bright and sharp.

Océane shut the toy off at once.

“One.”

She left me there, full and humming with leftover buzz, while she wiped her fingers on a cloth. My cunt fluttered around the silent cock. I was so close it hurt. The crest sat right there and she killed it. Cum leaked out around the silicone in a useless dribble and ran down onto the tile.

“Say what you are.”

I tried to speak around the strap. The words came out wet and ugly. “Your whore.”

“Louder.”

“Your whore.” The bell clicked against my teeth. “Your hole. Your dirty little toy.”

“Better.”

She switched the cock back on and pressed a wand to my swollen bud at the same time. The double buzz slammed through me. My thighs locked. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth over the leather. The wand ground hard circles while the cock pulsed inside and the plug stretched my ass wider with every clench.

I climbed fast. Too fast. My body filed the report before my mouth could argue. Need. Raw need. The kind that narrowed my vision and curled my toes against the cold floor.

She pulled the wand away and shut the cock off right as I tipped.

“Two.”

I sobbed into the strap. My cunt kept pulsing, empty of any real finish, spilling more slick down the toy and over my mound. The mess smelled sharp. My face burned. I had come here to play games with a Mistress, to top from under, to leave when I got bored. Bored was a joke. My thighs shook so hard the bench creaked.

Océane worked two fingers in beside the cock and stretched my cunt open around the silicone. The wet sound was filthy, a thick squelch each time she pumped. She crooked those fingers and rubbed the spot that made my gut drop.

“You leak like a broken faucet,” she said. “Listen to that cunt.”

I listened. Squelch. Slap. My own breath through my nose. The bell hung still only because my teeth refused to let go.

She added a third finger. The stretch burned next to the toy. Then she started to work my asshole around the plug, twisting the base, pulling it almost out and seating it again. My ass burned and opened. More. I hated how much more I needed.

When she tugged the plug free, my hole gaped for a second and cold air hit the raw ring. I whimpered. She lined up three slick fingers and pressed them into my ass in a slow steady shove until her knuckles met my cheeks.

“Take it.”

I took it. My ass gripped her fingers and she pumped them, hard enough that the bench jerked and the chain above me rattled. The cock still filled my cunt. Both holes used. My clit ached untouched, the denied crest from before sitting like a bruise under my skin.

She fisted her fingers tighter, tucked her thumb, and pushed. The widest part of her knuckles forced my asshole open. Burn. Ache. A wet pop when her wrist slid past the ring and my ass closed around her forearm.

“Fuck,” I choked around the strap.

“Language for the room,” she said. “Name it.”

“Your fist in my ass. Your cock in my cunt. I am a hole. I am a slut on your bench.”

“Again.”

“I am a hole. I am your whore. I stay open for you.”

She fucked my ass with her fist in short deep strokes while she turned the cock back on. The dual fill wrecked me. My belly cramped with the fullness. Drool soaked the leather under my cheek. Sweat ran between my tits and into the jute, making the rope itch and dig.

The wand came back to my clit. Full power. She held it there and did not move it off.

I climbed. I shook. I bit the strap until my teeth hurt. The crest rose huge and ugly and she ripped the wand away and shut everything down and pulled her fist free in one long drag that left my asshole gaping and twitching.

“Three.”

I screamed into the brass. No real sound, just air and spit. My body tried to come on nothing. The orgasm broke half-formed and ran out of me in weak spurts, cunt clenching on the silent cock, ass clenching on empty air. Cum and lube streaked my thighs. The tile under my knees shone with it.

I rang the bell on purpose.

Spite. Pure spite. The brass sang clear and she laughed once, low.

“You bought yourself another ruin. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“For what.”

“For ruining my cum. For using my holes. For making me drip on your floor like a bitch.”

“Adequate.”

She left the cock buried and brought a thicker plug, longer, with a flared base. She forced it into my sore ass until the flare seated flush. Then she strapped a remote egg against my clit with a thin band around my hips so the bead sat tight on the swollen nub. She put the remote in her own palm.

“We begin the count again from your gift.”

The egg buzzed to life. Hard. My hips snapped forward into the bench. She set a rhythm, on and off, never long enough to tip me, always enough to keep me climbing. Every clench made the plug in my ass enormous. The cock filled my cunt so deep I tasted metal.

Minutes bled. My jaw cramped on the strap. The harness dug grooves into my skin. I floated and dropped and floated again, always denied, always leaking.

She turned both toys up and pressed her palm flat on the small of my back, pinning me to the leather while the egg and the cock and the plug worked me raw.

“Come,” she said. “Try.”

I tried. God, I tried. The crest hit and she killed the egg and yanked the cock out of my cunt in one hard pull. Empty. My pussy spasmed on air and squirted a thin jet onto the star. No peak. Just the waste of it, the shake, the open-mouthed silent cry around the bell.

“Four. And that one was yours.”

I rang the bell again. Twice, fast. Spite on spite. My eyes watered. I hated her and I needed her and my empty cunt kept twitching like it could drag her back in.

“Six and seven on your ledger, then,” Océane said. “You do love spending your own pain.”

She unclipped the chain from the beam enough to haul me upright on my knees on the cold star, still cuffed at the wrists behind me now, ankles still spread by the short strap she had moved to the floor ring. The plug stayed in. The egg stayed strapped to my clit. My tits rose and fell inside the indigo harness, rope-marked and wet with sweat.

She stood over me and freed her own strap-on from the stand, a thick flesh-toned cock already shining with lube. She stepped in and fed it between my lips past the bell strap.

“Suck. Keep the bell still while you choke.”

I opened wider. She filled my mouth and hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin and over the brass. She held my hair and fucked my face in short thrusts, and every time I gagged the bell shook and I had to freeze with her dick in my throat to stop the ring. Tears ran. Snot ran. I was a mess of spit and ruined cum and I stayed on my knees because leaving would mean admitting I could not take what I had signed for.

She pulled out and wiped the cock across my cheek.

“On your back. Shoulders on the tile. Knees up.”

I rolled. The star burned cold between my shoulder blades. She hooked my bound ankles up and open and drove the strap-on into my cunt in one long stroke. Full. Deep. The head of it knocked something raw inside me and I howled around the strap.

She pounded. Hard, mean, steady. The slap of her hips on my thighs filled the room. The plug in my ass shifted with every thrust. The egg on my clit buzzed on a high setting she must have thumbed while she fucked me. My whole body was a used thing on cold stone.

“What are you.”

“A cunt for you to fuck.” Spit flew with the words. “A sore whore on your floor. Your kneeling slut. Your toy.”

“Ask for the ruin.”

“Ruin me. Take it away. Make me waste it. I need it. I need you to stop me.”

She fucked harder. The egg screamed against my clit. The plug stretched my ass with each jolt. I rose so fast my vision spotted.

She pulled the strap-on out, ripped the egg band off, and left me thrashing on the tile with nothing inside me but the plug. My cunt clenched and gushed. The almost-orgasm tore through as a broken shake, no crest, no relief, just more slick pouring out of me onto the star until the pale stone went dark and shiny under my ass.

“Five from me. Two from you. We are not done.”

I rang the bell a fourth time. My arm was free enough at the shoulder to tip my chin and make the brass cry. I did it with my eyes on hers. I wanted the fight. I wanted to prove I still chose the pain.

Océane’s mouth curved.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words landed heavier than the rope. She meant the ringing. She meant the leaving. She meant all of it.

She flipped me back onto my knees over the bench edge, chest down, ass up, and worked her fist into my asshole again around the space the plug had trained open. This time she did not ease it. She packed her fist in to the wrist while she buried three fingers in my cunt and rubbed my clit with her thumb in rough circles.

“Hold the bell,” she said. “If it rings now, I stop and leave you tied until dawn.”

I locked my jaw. The fist in my ass was huge. My hole burned and stretched and I could not close it. Her fingers fucked my cunt in the same rhythm and her thumb scraped my clit raw. The wet sounds were constant, squelch and suck and the soft meaty noise of her wrist working my ass.

I climbed. I shook. Spit poured. My thoughts went slow and stupid.

Too much. Cannot. Need. Fuck. Please. I bit the word back and kept it behind my teeth. I held the bell. My whole body screamed toward the edge and she kept me there, fist deep, fingers buried, thumb grinding, until I was sobbing open-mouthed and silent so the brass would stay dead.

She pulled her fist free. My asshole stayed open, a dark stretched ring that pulsed. She shoved the thick plug back into the gape and seated it. Then she put the wand on my clit at full power and the cock back into my cunt and said, “Now.”

I broke.

The orgasm punched up from my gut and she tore the wand off and yanked the cock out in the same second. The release had nowhere to go. It spilled out of me in hard useless jerks, cum spraying the leather and the tile, my cunt grasping at air, my ass locked on the plug, my throat tearing out a sound worse than any bell. No clean peak. No soft drop. Just the ruin, long and shaking, while she stood and watched my body empty itself for nothing.

I held the brass still through all of it. My teeth left dents in the strap. The sound I made instead of the ring sat in the room like a confession.

Océane unbuckled the strap from my mouth. The bell dropped into her palm. My jaw hung loose. Drool strung from my lip to the bench.

She uncuffed me piece by piece and left the harness on. The indigo jute stayed tight around my chest, a weight I carried when she pulled me up to kneel on the star again. My thighs would not stop shaking. The cold of the tile climbed into the mess drying on my skin.

She wiped my mouth with a cloth, then made me lick the cloth clean of my own spit and cum.

“Look at the floor.”

I looked. The star was streaked and wet. Proof. My body had written it down where my mouth had refused.

She walked to the side table and punched the trial mark for this session. I tracked the motion without lifting my head. Seventeen left. The door waited. I did not crawl toward it.

“You told yourself you would walk out the second this stopped being fun,” Océane said. She set the brass bell on a wall hook where I could see it from the floor. “Fun left an hour ago. You are still on my tile.”

I said nothing. My cunt throbbed, empty and sore. My ass ached around the plug she had left seated. The harness creaked when I breathed.

She crouched so her eyes met mine. No smile. No soft edge.

“Next time you come here, the bell goes back in before you speak. The star is yours until I say otherwise. If your legs still shake when you stand, good. Remember who made them.”

She stood and pointed at the door of the playroom.

“Get dressed enough to walk. You keep the plug in until you reach your own bed. You will write what your body did tonight and you will leave the page for me unread.”

I rose. My knees nearly buckled. The plug shifted and a fresh drip of lube and cum slid down my thigh. I pulled my clothes on over the harness because she had not told me to take the rope off, and the jute scraped under my shirt with every step.

At the threshold I stopped. The club floor waited beyond, voices low, someone laughing far off. My thighs quivered. The shake had gone on so long it had become a new pulse.

I could have claimed the exit. The house rule sat there, clean and open. One free leave, no questions. My palm hovered near the frame.

I stepped through and kept walking toward the street door of Vesper instead of the free exit, plug seated, rope under my clothes, the cold of the star burning in my knees. The fantasy of leaving lay dead on that tile behind me. My body had already signed. I was going to come back, and I was going to open my mouth for the bell, and I was going to hate how wet that truth made me while I did it.


Chapter 4: Written While Floating

My socks were still on. The film kept talking to an empty room.

Océane set the kettle on the low table and turned my palm up. The remote was sticky from how hard I had held it.

“Give it.”

I kept my fingers shut for one dumb second. Her thumb found the tendon in my wrist and my hand opened on its own.

“I was going to pause the movie,” I said.

“You were going to take it out.” She clicked the remote once. The egg in my cunt kicked and my knees banged together under the wool. “Then you were going to sit there with a straight face.”

“The woman in this film is an idiot. She walks back into the house. Anyone with a brain would leave.”

Océane sat down and pulled my legs across her lap, blanket and all. “You walked back. Tonight makes seven.”

The kettle clicked off. I stared at the screen so I would not have to look at her mouth.

The Vesper card lay on the table by the cups. Seven holes punched through the white. Fourteen squares still blank. The door downstairs still opened if I put my hand on it. I had not touched it.

I told myself that meant I was ahead.

The egg hummed on a low pulse and my cunt clenched around the hard oval without asking me. Heat ran up my belly. Too fast. I had been riding that buzz through half the film and keeping the shake out of my voice, and now my thighs were shiny.

“Look,” she said.

I looked. The cotton she had put on me after she cut the last of the rope was dark between my legs. Rope pink ringed my ribs where the jute had sat. Oil sheen already marked the worst of it. She had started the care and left me on the couch with tea and a movie and a toy inside me, and I had tried to steal the remote the second she went to the kitchen.

“I can take a little heat,” I said. “You do not have to baby me.”

“I am not babying you.” She peeled the blanket down to my hips. “I am keeping you.”

My nipples drew up in the warm air. The lamp on the side table made her hands look gold. I wanted those hands off me. I wanted them lower.

She clicked the remote again. The egg rolled and pressed up under my clit from the inside. A wet sound came out of me. Small. Ugly.

“There,” she said. “That is the truth. The film can wait.”

“Put it back on low.”

“No.”

She worked the soaked cotton down my legs and left it hooked on one sock. My pussy was a mess already, slick on my inner thighs, the base of the egg a dark nub between my lips. She tapped it. My hips jerked.

“Stay.”

I stayed. The word sat in my mouth like a stone I could have spat. I swallowed it.

She poured the water and set a mug in my hands. Ginger. Too hot. I had to hold it by the rim.

“Sip.”

I sipped. She turned the egg up one more notch while the tea was on my tongue and I almost dropped the mug. Tea sloshed. A drop hit my tit and ran.

“Clumsy,” she said. “Hold the cup. If you spill again I add a setting.”

“That is a shit rule.”

“Then do not spill.”

I drank. The egg throbbed in a fat, stupid rhythm and my clit swelled against nothing. My asshole hugged the plug she had left in me after the rope came off. I had forgotten it was there until the egg started shoving against it through the thin wall. Now I could not forget.

Océane took a cloth and a glass bottle from the table. Warm oil. She poured it into her palm and spread it over the pink grooves on my ribs, slow circles, her fingers following every dent the rope had cut.

It should have been easy to take. Care. Heat. A couch. My body went loose anyway, traitor-soft, and the egg used that looseness to sink deeper.

“You can survive a beating,” she said. “You have no idea what to do with this.”

“I know how to sit on a couch.”

“You know how to pick a fight so you do not have to be held.” Her oiled thumb crossed my nipple. “Fight the film if you want. Your cunt already voted.”

I opened my mouth. She clicked the remote.

The egg slammed up to a hard buzz. Tea jumped in the mug. I hissed and locked my elbows to keep from dumping it in my own lap.

“Good,” she said. “Keep holding.”

She oiled the marks on my hips next, then the insides of my thighs, then the puffy rim of my pussy where the egg stretched me. Her fingers came away stringy. She wiped them on my stomach.

“Ask for the next setting.”

“No.”

She took the mug out of my hands and set it aside. Then she took my chin.

“Ask, or I take the plug out and put my hand in you instead, and you will still ask.”

My face burned. The plug was already a fat stretch. The idea of her hand made my asshole twitch around the neck of it.

“Turn it up,” I said.

“Turn it up, what.”

I stared at the woman on the screen, frozen in a doorway with her stupid coat on.

“Turn it up, Mistress.”

The egg went savage. I folded forward and she caught me with a palm on my sternum and pushed me back into the cushions. My socks scraped her trousers. I was dripping on her lap. I could smell myself, salt and oil and the ginger on my breath.

“Take your own knees. Hold them open.”

I hooked my elbows under my knees and pulled. The pose made me a hole on her couch, plug and egg on display, cunt shining. Pride tried to sit up in my chest. It had nowhere to go.

Océane pressed the base of the egg and worked it in a tight circle. The buzz hit my clit from behind. My mouth fell open. A string of spit dropped onto my tit.

“Filthy already.” She scooped the spit with two fingers and pushed it into my pussy beside the toy. “This is aftercare, Priya. This is me being kind. Say it.”

“This is you being kind.”

“And you are what.”

I shut my eyes. She slapped my clit, a wet smack, and the egg made my whole cunt jump.

“A slut,” I said.

“More.”

“Your hole. Your dirty little toy. I am sitting here leaking on your couch like a bitch in heat.”

“Better.”

She took the plug by the flared base and twisted. My asshole clung and then gave. The plug slid out with a slick pop and a rush of empty ache. I made a sound I did not choose.

“Empty,” she said. “Look at that greedy little ring. It does not want rest.”

Oil ran down the crack of my ass. She put one finger on the rim and pushed. I was open from the plug. She sank to the knuckle on the first stroke.

“Fuck. Wait.”

“No.”

A second finger. The burn spread. She scissored inside my ass while the egg rattled my cunt and I held my own knees like a good piece of furniture.

“Breathe on it. You took a plug for an hour. You can take me.”

I breathed. She added a third. My asshole stretched around her knuckles and the oil made a wet suck each time she drew back. The sound was obscene. She did not look away from it.

“Tell me what you wanted when you were under the rope tonight.”

“I wanted to last.”

“You wanted to come. You wanted me to ruin you again and you wanted to pretend you did not.” Her three fingers curled. “Say the real thing.”

“I wanted your hand in my ass.” The words came out raw. “I wanted to be opened and kept open. I wanted the toy on while you did it so I could not think.”

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

She gave me the fourth finger.

The stretch turned sharp. I shook my head and my hips pushed down to meet her anyway. Shame packed my throat shut. My clit throbbed against the buzzing egg until I could not tell the two apart.

“Fist,” I whispered.

“Ask properly.”

“Please put your fist in my ass. Please use my hole. Please, Mistress, I can take it, I can, just, fuck, do it.”

She tucked her thumb. Oil ran over her wrist. The widest part of her hand pressed my rim and I thought I would split. Then the ring gave and she slid in to the wrist in one long shove.

Full. Packed. My asshole clamped on her forearm and I could not close. The egg kept buzzing against the fist through the wall of me and everything above my neck emptied out.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Too much. Too much.”

“Take it.”

She fucked my ass with her fist in short, grinding punches. Each one shoved the egg into my clit from the inside. Slick poured out of my cunt and soaked her sleeve. The couch squelched under my ass. I held my knees so hard my nails bit skin.

“What are you.”

“A hole. A used hole. Your whore. Your, ah, your fist-slut, I, I cannot, I cannot.”

“You can.”

She turned the remote with her free hand. The egg hit a jagged pulse. My vision spotted. I was going to come and I was going to do it with her whole hand buried in my ass on a couch with a movie paused and tea going cold, and the wrongness of that made my cunt seize.

“Do not come yet.”

I sobbed once. She slowed the fist and left it planted, a thick claim, while she tugged the egg out of my pussy with a wet drag. Empty there now. Dripping. My clit stood up red and shiny.

She reached beside the couch and brought up the strap. Black harness, already on her hips under the robe I had not watched her open. The cock was thick, dark silicone, veined, shiny with lube she must have put on in the kitchen while I thought I was stealing a remote.

“You thought I went for water,” she said.

She lined the head up with my cunt and pushed.

My pussy took it because it had no pride left. She sank to the hilt in one stroke and the cock rammed against the fist in my ass. Stuffed in both holes. Split. The wet slap of her hips on mine filled the small room.

“Fucking take it. Both holes. This is what you write about later.”

“I, I will not, I do not write.”

“You will tonight.”

She pounded my cunt. The strap-on plowed in hard, a slick piston, and her fist stayed seated in my ass so every thrust mashed my guts between cock and knuckles. My tits bounced. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. The sounds coming out of me were not words.

She pressed a small wand to my clit and thumbed it on.

The wand was worse than the egg. Direct. Mean. My clit jumped under the head and my asshole convulsed around her wrist.

“Please. Please I am going to, I cannot hold, I cannot.”

“Then break.”

I broke.

My cunt went off in hard, ugly spasms. I squirted around the thrusting cock, a hot splash up her stomach, and my ass locked on her fist so tight she had to shove to keep her place. Too much. Coming. Cannot stop. Hole. Full. More. My mouth hung open and a stupid broken noise poured out. My socks slipped on her back. I soaked the cushion.

She fucked me through it until the wand made my clit burn and I tried to twist away. She followed me. One more grind of the cock. One more grind of the fist. Aftershocks punched through me and left me twitching, empty-headed, drooling on my own shoulder.

She turned the wand off.

The cock slid out of my cunt with a heavy wet sound. Lube and my own mess strung between the silicone and my hole, then broke and ran down my ass onto her wrist. She worked her fist out last, slow, and my rim clung and then gaped, a dark open O that would not shut. Air touched the inside of me. I clenched and nothing closed.

“Stay open. I want to see it.”

I stayed. Gaped on her couch. Tea cold. Film frozen. My pussy leaked a clear puddle onto leather.

Océane wiped her hand on my belly and fed two filthy fingers into my mouth. I sucked my own ass off them because she put them there. Salt. Oil. Me.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed.

She unbuckled the harness and let the wet cock rest against my thigh, still warm. Then she took the oil again and rubbed the rope marks she had missed, the ones under my breasts, the ones on my upper arms. Tender now. Careful. The same hands that had just fisted me.

My throat went tight. Cruelty I could brace for. This got under the brace and stayed.

“Eat.”

She tore bread and dipped it in the mug and held it to my mouth. I ate from her fingers. Then more. Then a slice of pear, juice on her knuckles, and I licked that too. My gaped ass throbbed. My cunt kept twitching around nothing.

“I can feed myself.”

“You can. You will not.”

I ate what she gave me. Warmth spread in my stomach. My eyelids wanted to drop. The dread sat under the warmth anyway, a cold coin I could not spend.

She cleaned me with a cloth she ran under the tap until it steamed. The cloth on my open ass made me flinch. She held me still and wiped the slick from my thighs, my cunt, the crease of my hip. Then she eased a smaller plug back into my sore hole, enough to keep me from closing, and patted the flared base.

“That stays until I take it out.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The words came too easy. I wanted them back before they finished leaving my mouth.

She pulled my socks straight, tugged the blanket up over my breasts, and set me against her side. For a minute she let me have the heat of her body and the tick of the kettle cooling and the dumb paused film. My head found her shoulder. I let it.

Then she reached behind the lamp and brought out a black book and a pen.

The book had a leather cover and a thin ribbon. She opened it to a blank page and laid it on my blanket-covered thighs.

“Write what you wanted while you were floating.”

“I was not floating. I was getting fucked.”

“After the rope. After the fist. That empty place in your head. Write from there.” She put the pen in my fingers. “Twenty minutes. You do not stop. You do not tidy it. You do not read it back.”

“This is private.”

“It was. Now it is mine.”

I almost said the door. The one free exit, no questions, any night before the last. Fourteen nights on the card. I could stand up, plug in my ass, blanket on my shoulders, and walk out into the street and be done.

My hand lowered the pen.

Ink bled into the first line before I had a full thought. I wrote the fist. I wrote the egg and the way I had hidden the remote like a thief. I wrote that I had wanted her to catch me. I wrote things I had no plan to say out loud, about the oil, about the bread in her fingers, about how the care scared me worse than the stretch. My handwriting sprawled. Time slipped. The lamp hummed.

I filled the page. I started a second.

When she touched my wrist I flinched.

“Enough.”

I had no idea how long I had been at it. The film had not moved. My hand ached.

“I should read it.”

“You should hand it to me.”

I held the book. The pages were warm from my legs. Whatever I had put down was there in my own ink, crooked and honest, and the second I let go I could not call it a joke.

I let go.

Océane closed the book on my words without looking at them in front of me. The leather made a soft, final sound. She slid the ribbon in place and set the book on the table beside the Vesper card.

A ledger. I did not have the word then. I had the shape of it. Dates. Ink. A place things went and did not come back from.

She took the punch from the drawer and set the card on her knee. The seventh hole clicked through. She laid the card on top of the closed book.

Fourteen left.

“You can claim the door tomorrow,” she said. “Or the night after. Once. No one will stop you. Until then, you write when I put a pen in your hand.”

“And if I write garbage.”

“Then I will have your garbage in your handwriting, and I will still use it.”

She put the remote on the leather cover, a small black rectangle holding the book shut.

My ass clenched on the plug. A fresh slick of want ran out of my used cunt onto the blanket. I had given her the inside of my head with the same hand that had tried to steal her toy, and I could not take either thing back.

On the screen the woman still stood in the doorway of the house, coat half on, one foot in, one foot out.

Océane did not press play.

The ledger lay under the remote, and the fresh punch in the card leaked a tiny curl of white paper onto the black leather like a second tongue.


Chapter 5: She Wrote the Schedule

The brass bell on the playroom hook rang twice. I was already dressed for the floor, trial card in my bra, when the second tone cut through the flat. Night ten. Eleven left on the card before she signed or burned it.

I took a cab to Vesper and walked in like I owned the tile. The main floor held bodies along the walls. Leather. Rope. The wet click of someone already in use at the far bench. Océane stood by the low stage with a book under her arm, black cover, brass corners. She pointed at the star cut into the tile.

“Kneel.”

I stayed on my feet.

The room went quiet in one long breath. My pulse slammed under my jaw like I had already won. Chin up. Shoulders back. I even smiled, small and mean, the way I practiced in the mirror when I told myself I ran this from the bottom.

“I said kneel, Priya.”

“Make me.”

A few girls shifted where they stood. Someone laughed once and cut it off. I waited for the snap, the improvised punishment, the proof that I could force her hand in public and still call it my game.

Océane set a wooden chair down on the star. She sat. She crossed one ankle over the other. She opened the black book on her lap.

“Keep standing if you prefer,” she said. “You will kneel when I finish reading.”

My smile held. Barely.

“Night three,” she said, voice calm enough to carry without raising. “Your writing. Quote. I want her to push me in front of people. I want to be loud and wrong and still taken. End quote.”

Heat hit my face. My thighs pressed together under the short dress. I had written after the rope, pen shaking, float still thick in my skull. I never read it back. I handed the page over like it was nothing.

She turned a page.

“Night five. Quote. Make me take a thick toy in my throat while everyone can hear the gag. Do not let me pretend I am clever. End quote.”

A low murmur ran the walls. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. That night I had spit a command back at her on purpose, certain I had pulled the scene off its rails. She had put me on my knees and fucked my face with a black silicone dick until spit ran down my chin. I thought I forced it.

She turned another page.

“Night seven. Quote. Public. Bound. I want my ass worked open where they can see. I want to hate how wet I get. End quote.”

My knees went soft. I locked them.

“Night nine.” Her eyes lifted from the page to my face. “Quote. On night ten I will stand when she says kneel. I will force a show. I want the whole floor to watch her put me back down. I want to write that I still choose this after. End quote.”

Nobody on the wall moved.

I stood on the star in my own handwriting.

“You have been filing a schedule,” Océane said. “I have been granting it in date order. Two of the entries you do not even recall putting down. Sit on the page later if you need proof. For now, kneel.”

I dropped.

Tile cold under my knees. The brass star bit my skin. My dress rode up. I could taste metal at the back of my tongue, fear or spit, I could not sort it. Pride ran out of me like blood from a cut vein. Every brat move I had stacked like a campaign was a request. I had been submitting since the intake form and calling it strategy.

Océane closed the ledger and set it on the floor beside the chair.

“Strip. Leave the card on the seat.”

My fingers shook on the zipper. I peeled the dress off and dropped it. Bra next. Panties stuck to my pussy when I dragged them down; a string of slick stretched and broke. I put the trial card on the chair. Ten punches already black. Eleven empty squares staring up like teeth.

“On all fours. Face the room.”

I turned. Faces along the wall. A woman of thirty-two in a red harness smirked and folded her arms. Friday stood near the rope rack, thirty-one, collar dull against her throat, eyes lowered out of respect and still taking every inch of me in. I put my palms on the tile and arched because my body did it before my head caught up.

“Look how wet she is already,” Océane said to the floor, not to me. “She came here to prove she tops. Her cunt is dripping on my star.”

Shame pooled low in my belly and made me clench. I hated the sound of my own breathing.

She walked behind me. Cool lube landed on my asshole in a thick line. A blunt silicone tip pressed. The flare gave the plug away; she had used a smaller one before. This one was meaner.

“Ask for it.”

I locked my jaw.

“Ask, or I read the rest of the ledger out loud, including the lines about how you want to be called a hole in front of strangers.”

My voice cracked. “Please put it in me.”

“Filthier.”

“Please stuff my asshole with that plug. I wrote for this. I want it.”

She pushed. The stretch burned. My breath left in a harsh grunt. The widest part forced past the ring and I jerked forward; her grip on my hip dragged me back. The base seated flush. Wide enough to change how I breathed. My pussy clenched around nothing and leaked a thin line down my inner thigh.

“Stay.”

She crossed to the wall and came back with cuffs, a short chain, a black strap-on harness already loaded with a thick cock the color of old blood, and a wand vibrator with a wide head. Rope next, indigo, the same dye as the house harnesses. She cuffed my wrists and clipped them to a ring set in the floor ahead of me so my chest dropped and my ass stayed high. The plug shifted when I moved. A low sound left me.

“You wanted a show,” she said. “You get a show.”

She stepped into the harness and buckled it at her hips. The cock jutted out, veined silicone, heavy. She coated it with lube from a pump bottle. The wet sound of her palm working the shaft carried. Taste of salt rose in my throat. I wanted to look away from the room and could not; the chain kept my face toward the watching line.

Océane knelt behind me and dragged the cock head through the slick on my pussy. Once. Twice. She did not go in. She left me twitching.

“Say what you are.”

“A brat.”

“Wrong.”

“A slut.”

“Closer. Specific.”

My face burned. “I am a hole that writes dirty pages and pretends she is in charge.”

“Good toy.”

She pushed into my pussy in one long drive. The stretch hit deep. The plug in my ass made everything tighter, stuffed from both sides, no room left for pride. The wet squelch when she bottomed out reached the back of the room. Someone whistled under their breath.

She fucked me in steady strokes. Skin slapped skin. My tits swung. Spit gathered under my tongue and I had to swallow or drool on the tile. The cock dragged over the spot that made my thighs shake and then left it, over and over, mean and exact.

“Tell them who wrote the schedule.”

“I did.” The words broke on a moan. “I wrote it. I filed every night.”

“Louder.”

“I wrote the fucking schedule!”

Laughter, soft, not unkind. My clit was swollen and furious and nowhere near her hands. She kept the pace even. When I shoved back to take more she stopped dead inside me.

“Still.”

I froze, full, shaking.

She pulled out. Empty air on wet skin. Then the cock head pressed at my ass beside the plug base.

“No,” I said, automatic, and my hips tilted back anyway.

“Yes. You asked for this on night seven. You asked again on the page you do not remember.”

She worked the plug free. The pull left me gaping for a second, a cold open ache. Lube poured into me. Then the thicker cock took the place, slow at first, then firm. The burn climbed my spine. I moaned into the tile, open-mouthed, drool stringing. Sound of the stretch was wet and ugly. She kept going until her hips met my cheeks.

“Breathe.”

I sucked air. She started to move. Short thrusts first, then longer, the full length dragging out and driving back in. My pussy clenched and dripped onto the star. The slap of her thighs on mine filled the quiet. Copper on my tongue where I had bitten my lip.

“Name it,” she said.

“You are fucking my ass on the main floor.”

“And.”

“And I asked for it in my own writing. I am a whore who schedules her own ruin.”

“Better.”

She reached under me and pressed the wand to my clit. The buzz hit like a blow. My whole body jumped in the cuffs. She pinned the head there and kept railing my ass at the same time, deep, relentless. The double hit wrecked any clean thought. Squelch and buzz and my own broken sounds stacked on each other.

“Do not come,” she said.

I tried. I tried. The edge rose huge and ugly. My belly tightened. I bit the inside of my cheek to hold it.

She pulled the wand off.

I sobbed once, raw. The room heard it.

“Again.”

Wand back. Cock still pounding. My asshole clung and gave on every stroke. Spit ran off my chin. Sweat stung my eyes. The smell of sex and lube and my own wet heat rose off the tile. I was a thing on display, a schedule with a body.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what.”

“Please let me come. Please use me. Please do not stop.”

“Louder. Filthier. For the house.”

“Please fuck this whore’s ass until she breaks! Let me come on your cock while they watch! I am your dirty little toy and I wrote every step of this myself!”

She pulled out of my ass. I cried out at the empty gape. Two slick fingers pushed into me instead, then a third, then more, stretching past what the cock had done. Knuckles pressed. Pressure built and built.

“Take it.”

I bore down the way she taught me on a quieter night. The widest part of her worked past the ring. My breath shattered. Full. Too full. Stuffed to the wrist. The burn sang through my hips. I could not close around her. She held still so I could feel the shape of what I held.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you for fisting my ass in front of everyone.”

“Mean it.”

“Thank you. Thank you. I am a hole. I am your hole.”

She began to move her arm in short, careful pumps. The wet sound was obscene, a thick slick drag. The wand came back to my clit and stayed. My vision went white at the edges. I was going to break. There was no clever left in me. Only the stretch and the buzz and the eyes on my body and the ledger on the floor with my own script.

“Now,” Océane said. “Come for the house. Come on my arm like the schedule slut you are.”

I went over hard.

It started where she filled me and tore up through my clit under the wand. My body locked. Spasm after spasm. I gushed onto the tile, hot and messy, a wet slap of release I could not stop. My asshole clenched on her in helpless pulses. I made a sound that was not a word. Short. Crude. More. Could not. Too much. Still coming. My arms jerked in the cuffs. Drool hit the star. My pussy kept fluttering and spilling while she held me through it, wand pinned, arm deep, until the shaking turned to limp shudders and I hung on the chain like used meat.

She eased free. The gape stayed. Cool air hit the raw ring. Cum and lube ran down my thighs in thick lines. The wand clicked off. The room was quiet except for my ragged breath.

Océane wiped her arm on a black cloth. She unclipped the cuffs. I stayed down because standing felt like a lie I no longer knew how to tell.

She picked up the ledger and the trial card. One clean punch bit through square ten. The sound was small and final.

“Eleven nights left,” she said. “You may still take the house exit one time before the last night. No questions. You know the rule.”

I nodded against the tile. Even that felt like something I might have written. If I walked out, would I find a line in the book that asked for the walk? If I stayed, was the stay already filed?

She set the card back on the chair and crouched so her voice reached only me, though the floor watched.

“Get up when you can walk. Clean the star with your tongue. Then come to the playroom. We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Three Lines Struck

Ipulled the ledger off the counter before the eggs finished cooking.

Océane did not stop me. She stood at the stove in a dressing gown, spatula in her grip, and let me take the book like it was ordinary mail. Grey light sat on the tile. The kitchen smelled of butter and her soap. My bare feet stuck to the floor.

I flipped to the first page and found my own writing.

Dates. Requests. The brat acts I had staged like victories, lined up in neat rows. Every loud refusal. Every shove at the rules. Written down after scenes I barely remembered leaving, when my brain floated and my body still shook. I had put them there. Then I had forgotten.

Two entries near the end had no memory attached at all.

I read them twice. My mouth dried. Heat crawled low in my belly anyway, traitor-fast, slick already between my thighs while I stood in her kitchen like a guest who had overstayed.

“I did not write these,” I said.

Océane plated the eggs. “You did. You do not recall the pen.”

“Then they do not count.”

She set a plate down for me and one for herself. “They count. Your script. Your dates. Your body signed them when your pride was busy elsewhere.”

I wanted to slam the ledger shut. I wanted to walk. Ten days remained on the trial card before night twenty-one, and the house door waited for any girl who claimed it, no questions. My tongue went heavy with the urge to use that right now and call myself free.

I sat instead. I ate eggs that tasted like nothing and everything. The ledger stayed open beside my plate.

“I want fewer nights,” I said. “Cut the trial short. Call it a run. Call it a visit. Do not call it a trial.”

Océane chewed, calm. “No.”

“Then a smaller word. Something that lets me keep a piece of the person I was when I first rang into this place.”

“No.”

My throat tightened. I pictured that first-night girl laughing on the pavement outside Vesper, sharp mouth, sure she would own the floor. That girl had died last night under the reading of her own pages. I was holding the funeral alone at a kitchen table, and the eggs kept cooking in my stomach like a wrong meal.

“What can I change then?” I asked.

Océane wiped her mouth. She pulled the hard-limits sheet from the back of the ledger and set it between us. My handwriting again. Lines I had drawn in black ink on night one, fences I had sworn I would never cross.

She took a pen. “One revision. Mine to offer. Yours to accept or refuse.”

She struck a line through three entries.

Public use of my mouth on the club floor. Full fist in my rear hole under witness. Being left locked and displayed while another trained girl used my face.

The ink sat wet and black over my old rules.

“Do you want these struck?” Océane asked.

My pulse went loud. The old self in me screamed to keep the fences. The rest of me, the part that had dripped through ten nights of rope and denial and her quiet voice, leaned toward the black marks like a dog toward a door.

If I said yes, I owned the break. No one left to blame when it ruined me. Exit still there. Ten days ticking. But the things that would split me open would be things I had signed for while I was awake and mean and fully in my head.

“Yes,” I said.

Océane dated the page. She did not smile. “Then you belong in this room now.”

The words landed low and heavy. My pussy clenched on nothing. Shame ran hot under my skin because the sentence fit, and I hated how much I wanted it to fit.

She closed the ledger. “Kneel.”

I dropped off the chair onto the kitchen tile. The cold bit my knees. Butter smell and her scent mixed; skin, sleep, the faint musk of last night still clinging under the dressing gown.

Océane stood. She shrugged the gown off her shoulders. Bare tits, dark nipples already tight. The harness waited on the counter hook like she had planned this before the eggs. Black leather. A thick silicone dick already seated in the ring, fat and blunt, the kind that stretches a jaw before it ever finds a throat.

She stepped into the straps and buckled them at her hips. The weight of the harness settled against her body. She took my jaw in her fingers and tilted my face up.

“Service,” she said. “Mouth first. You asked for a smaller frame. You get a larger one. Show me you meant the yes.”

I opened for her.

The head of the dick pushed past my lips. Salt and silicone. She fed it deeper, steady, and my tongue flattened under the thick shaft as it slid toward the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran. She held me there by the hair and fucked my face in short strokes, wet and loud in the quiet kitchen.

“Look at you,” she said. “Proud little brat last night. Now a hole under the counter light, choking on silicone before noon. Say what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to the tip. “Your hole. Your face-fuck toy.”

“Filthier.”

“A dirty mouth for Mistress. A whore who writes her own schedule and then pretends she is free.”

She pushed back in. Deeper. My throat spasmed around the shaft. Tears pricked. My cunt throbbed, slick coating my inner thighs, and my body sold me out while I still had egg on my tongue from breakfast.

She fucked my mouth for a long time. No rush. Respite, if respite meant being used without a clock in the room. Drool soaked my chin and dripped onto my chest. My nipples ached in the cool air. Every time she bottomed out, my nose pressed to the leather of the harness and her scent filled my head, heavy and clean and mean.

A soft knock came at the flat door.

Océane did not pull out. “Enter.”

Friday stepped in, thirty-one, dark hair clipped back, Vesper’s floor girl in street clothes with a satchel on her shoulder. She took in the kitchen, the eggs, my knees, the dick buried in my throat, and did not flinch. She shut the door and set the satchel down.

“You called for a witness,” Friday said.

“Stay,” Océane told her. “Priya struck three lines this morning. She will start on the first one now.”

My stomach dropped. Public mouth on the floor waited for later nights. The fist under witness was right here. All three black marks, and Friday’s eyes already on me like I was equipment.

Océane pulled free of my mouth with a wet pop. Spit hung in a thick string. She wiped the dick across my cheek and left a smear.

“Crawl to the mat,” she said.

I crawled from the kitchen into the playroom on raw knees. The brass bell hung on its hook with no name under it yet. The cold star on the tile waited. I stopped on the mat the way she had trained me, ass up, face down, thighs spread.

Friday leaned against the wall with her arms folded. Océane’s shadow moved behind me. A drawer slid. Lube clicked. Cold gel poured into the crack of my rear and ran down over my pussy in a slick trail. I shuddered.

One finger pressed my asshole. Then in. I pushed back on instinct and got a sharp slap on my thigh for it.

“Hold still,” Océane said. “You chose the strike. You take the stretch.”

She worked me with that single finger first, slow circles, then a second. Burn bloomed. My hole clenched and lost. She scissored inside me while Friday’s gaze sat on my spread body like a second pair of hands. Heat climbed my face. My clit pulsed, swollen and ignored.

A third finger. Then the stretch turned hard. Four. My breath broke into short sounds. Océane’s knuckles pressed the ring of muscle and kept going, patient, cruel, packing lube in with every push until her whole fist seated against me and my body shook around the impossible bulk.

“Breathe,” she said. “Take the fist like the greedy bitch who signed for it.”

I took it. The burn went white at the edges. Full. Stuffed past thought. She curled inside me and my pussy leaked onto the mat in a shameful puddle while Friday stood there and catalogued every twitch.

Océane fucked me on her fist in small grinding moves. Each shift dragged a raw sound out of my throat. The weight of her arm inside me rewired my spine. I could not close. I could not pretend I was still negotiating.

“Mouth,” she said.

She pulled her fist free with a slick, ugly sound. My hole gaped, empty and aching, fluttering on air. Before I could recover she rolled me and straddled my chest, the harness dick heavy above my face again, shiny with my spit from before.

“Suck while I fill you.”

She reached back and lined a thick plug against my sore ring. Bigger than the ones from earlier nights. She shoved it home in one long push. My cry broke around the silicone cock as she forced my mouth down onto it. Double stuffed. Throat full. Rear full. Tears ran into my hair.

Friday’s voice came cool from the wall. “She drips when you seat it. Whole mat is shiny.”

“She always does,” Océane said. “She hates that part most.”

True. It sat in me like bad wine. I sucked harder to shut my own mind up. I hollowed my cheeks and let her use my throat while she twisted the plug and rocked it, grinding the fat base against my rim. My clit rubbed nothing and throbbed like a separate animal.

Océane pulled out of my mouth and swung off me. “On your back. Knees to chest.”

I obeyed. She hooked my knees high with a length of soft rope and tied them back to the wall ring so I stayed folded, hole and pussy offered up, no place to hide. The plug rode deep. My cunt gaped a little from want, pink and shiny.

She took a wand from the drawer and pressed the round head hard against my clit. The buzz hit like a blow. My hips jerked in the rope. She held it there and worked the plug in short hard thrusts until wet squelches filled the room.

“Ask for the fist again,” she said.

“Fist me,” I gasped. “Put your whole fist back in my hole. Use me. Ruin me for the girl who thought she ran this.”

Friday’s mouth twitched. Océane pulled the plug free. My ring stayed loose. She gloved again, poured more lube, and pushed her fist home in one slow, relentless slide that blew my vision into sparks. The wand stayed pinned to my clit the whole time.

Too much. Stretch and buzz stacked. My body climbed without permission. I thrashed in the rope and Océane rode the thrash, pumping her fist while the wand sang against that swollen bud.

“You do not get to pretend this is still a fight,” she said. “You edited the page toward more. Say it.”

“I edited toward more,” I sobbed. “I struck my own lines. I want this. I want to be broken on your terms.”

“Good.”

She curled her fist and pressed. The wand pressed harder. I came without elegance. Spasm after spasm. My hole clamped on her wrist so tight it hurt. Pussy gushed, slick spraying the mat and her forearm. I made a raw animal sound and kept coming while Friday stood there and did not look away. Brain offline. Hole. Full. More. Cannot stop.

Océane worked me through it. She did not ease off at the peak. She dragged the climax out until my thighs shook and spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the mat. When she finally killed the wand, I hung in the rope panting, empty of fight.

She eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the stretched ring and I flinched.

“Friday,” Océane said. “Your turn on her mouth. She authorized it when she struck the third line. We will finish the full public version on the floor later. Today she learns the shape.”

Friday crossed the room. She unbuckled her street pants enough to free the slim strap she already wore underneath, smaller than Océane’s but curved. She smelled like rain and leather polish. She fed the tip past my lips while Océane knelt between my bound legs and licked a long stripe up my still-fluttering pussy, tasting the mess I had left.

I sucked Friday while Océane ate me. The second climb built slower, meaner. Océane’s tongue flicked my oversensitive clit and I whimpered around the shaft in my throat. Friday held my hair and used my mouth with steady strokes, hips rolling, calm as if she were clocking a shift.

“Deeper,” Friday said. “You can take more. You always can.”

I took more. Gag. Drool. The thick sound of a used throat. Océane slid two fingers into my pussy and curled them while her tongue worked, and the double pressure shoved me toward an edge I did not want and could not refuse.

Océane lifted her head. “Come on her dick. Show Friday what a struck limit buys.”

I broke again, muffled and ugly, body seizing around her fingers while Friday held me down on the curve of silicone. Cum wet Océane’s knuckles. I clenched on nothing and ached for the fist that had already left. Shame burned hotter than the climax because Friday’s eyes stayed flat and interested, like she was learning a new tool.

Friday pulled out. Spit shone on the strap. She wiped my mouth with her thumb as if cleaning a rim.

Océane cut the rope. My legs dropped, heavy, useless. She left me on the mat and went to the sink. Water ran. She came back with a cloth and cleaned me in firm strokes, folds and rim and the sticky insides of my thighs. Maintenance. Tenderness with teeth in it. Every wipe reminded me I had asked for the black ink.

She seated a smaller plug to keep me open, a reminder weight that sat deep when I moved. Then she helped me sit up against her shin. My head found her knee. Her fingers carded through my sweat-damp hair once, then stopped.

“Ten days remain,” she said. “The card still waits for the rest of the punches. You may still claim the house exit before night twenty-one if you choose. No one will stop you.”

I stared at the ledger on the low table where she had carried it in. The three struck lines. My yes still wet in the air between us.

“I am not claiming it today,” I said.

“I know.”

Friday packed her satchel. “I’ll log the witness note. Night eleven protocol stays on your schedule.”

She left. The door clicked. Kitchen silence rushed back in, eggs cold on the plates, ordinary life waiting with grease on the pan.

Océane tipped my chin. “You stopped fighting the frame this morning. You started writing inside it. That is the part that will hurt later. Remember you chose the pen.”

I nodded against her leg. The plug’s weight tugged when I shifted. My throat still tasted like silicone and spit. I still pulsed around the smaller bulk, sore and claimed, and the ache would not ease. It counted the ten days left with me whether I wanted the count or not.


Chapter 7: Want Without Taking

Iarrived early and the door to the playroom stood ajar. A laugh rolled out that did not belong to anyone I had learned yet. Low. Warm. Easy in a way that sat wrong under my ribs before I even stepped through.

I went in with my coat still on.

Océane stood by the bed with her back to me, oiling a coil of dark rope. Beside her, a woman of thirty-two sat on the edge of the mattress in a black shirt that rode high enough to show the straps under it. Indigo. Permanent. The leather sat flush to her hips like it had grown there, buckles dulled from long wear, the center plate warm against bare skin.

She looked up and smiled at me like I was furniture that had walked in on purpose.

“Priya,” Océane said without turning. “On time. Good. This is Wren.”

Wren tipped her chin. “Hello, little trial.”

The word stuck in my throat. Trial. Seven days marked on that card after tonight, and she said it like a joke you only get once you have already lost.

I took my coat off because standing there with it on made me look like I might leave. I hung it. My fingers shook on the hook.

“Kneel at the foot,” Océane said. “Hold the bell. You do not touch me. You do not put your lips on her. You fetch. You hold. You spread when I tell you. You count every time she comes out loud. If you drop the bell, we stop and you go home. Do you understand the test?”

“What test.”

Océane turned. Her eyes were calm and flat. “Whether you can want without taking. Answer me properly.”

My knees hit the tile. The cold star under them bit my skin. I closed my palm around the brass bell and the metal took my heat at once.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Wren watched me with mild interest, like a cat watching a bird that has already decided to stay. She peeled her shirt off. The harness stayed. Indigo straps framed her breasts, cut under them, ran down between her thighs in a neat, ugly claim. My cunt clenched so hard I had to breathe through my teeth.

I hated her for that leather. I hated myself more for the way my body went soft and stupid at the sight of it.

Océane set the oil bottle on the sheet near my knees. “Hold that. Do not spill.”

I took it. Warm glass. Thick oil already coating the neck. Wren lay back and drew her knees up without being asked, and Océane’s fingers found the buckles at her hips, loosening one strap so the center plate could shift aside.

“Inspect her for me,” Océane said. “Use your fingers. Tell me what you find.”

My pulse slammed in my ears. I set the oil down long enough to reach. Wren’s pussy was already slick when I parted her with my thumbs. Hot. Soft. Shaved clean. I pushed two fingers into her and she took them with a low sound that went straight between my legs.

“She’s… she’s soaked,” I said. “Tight. Warm.”

“Deeper. Check her properly. I want a full report.”

I worked a third finger in. Wren’s hips rolled. The harness leather creaked against her skin. Inside she clenched around me in little greedy pulls, and the smell of her rose up warm and sharp, cunt and oil and clean sweat.

“She grips,” I said, raw. “She’s ready. She’s been ready.”

“Of course she has,” Océane said. “Wren does not waste my time.”

She took the oil from beside me and poured a thin stream over my knuckles where they vanished into Wren. The oil ran hot down my wrist. I kept working, slow pumps, spreading her from the inside while Océane watched my face instead of Wren’s.

“You want to put your tongue on her,” Océane said. “I can see it. Don’t.”

I pulled my fingers free with a wet sound that dragged low in my belly. Wren’s hole fluttered, shiny, empty for half a second before Océane filled it with a thick black dildo from the side table, seating it with one firm shove that made Wren’s back bow.

“Hold her knees,” Océane told me. “Wide. Keep her there.”

I gripped the backs of Wren’s knees and pushed them out and back. My arms shook. From here I could see everything. The strap of the harness dark against her pale belly. The fake cock stretching her cunt lips. The glisten of oil down toward her asshole.

Océane took a smaller plug, silver, flared, and pressed it to that tight ring. “Breathe, Wren.”

Wren breathed. The plug sank in on a slow shove until the flare seated flush. Wren’s thighs jumped in my grip.

“Good girl,” Océane said to her. Then, to me, “Oil. More. On my strap.”

I fumbled the bottle. Poured oil over the thick silicone cock Océane had buckled on under her skirt, slicking the shaft until it shone. My palm dragged the length once before I could stop myself.

Océane caught my wrist.

“Equipment does not help itself,” she said. “Back to her knees.”

I went back. Shame burned up my neck. My own pussy was so slick my thighs stuck when I shifted on the tile. She had not touched me. She was not going to.

Océane lined up and drove into Wren in one long stroke. Wren cried out, high and broken. Hips cracked against hips. Oil squelched. The plug in Wren’s ass shifted with every thrust, and I held her knees and watched that black cock vanish into her over and over while my empty cunt ached like a bruise.

“Count when she comes,” Océane said. “Out loud. Full sentences.”

She reached down and pressed a wand to Wren’s clit. The buzz cut the air. Wren jerked. Océane fucked her harder, short brutal strokes, and Wren’s whole body went rigid in my hold.

“I… fuck… “

Wren came with a shout, cunt visibly spasming around the shaft, slick running down onto the sheets. Her asshole clenched hard on the silver plug. I watched every pulse of it.

“That’s one,” I said. My voice cracked. “She came once.”

“Again,” Océane said, and did not take the wand away.

Wren shook her head, twisting away from it, but Océane kept the wand mashed to her clit and railed her through it. The wet sounds turned filthy, loud, a constant slick punch of silicone into used pussy. Wren sobbed. Her nipples stood hard. Sweat shone in the hollow of her throat.

“Please, I can’t… “

“You can,” Océane said. “Priya, two fingers in her ass beside the plug. Stretch her while I fuck her.”

I let go of one knee. Pushed oil-slick fingers against the rim where the plug sat. Worked one in alongside the metal. Then two. The stretch made Wren wail. Heat. Texture. The tight ring fighting me and losing. The plug, the wall of her, the thrust of Océane’s cock, all of it came through the thin tissue between.

Wren came a second time with a broken yell, thrashing so hard I almost lost my hold. Cum and oil ran down over my knuckles. The smell of sex hit thick and animal.

“That’s two,” I gasped. “She came twice.”

“One more,” Océane said. “At least.”

She pulled out of Wren’s cunt with a filthy pop and yanked the dildo free. Wren’s hole stayed parted a second, shiny and ruined, before it tried to close. Océane dragged the plug out of her ass next. Left her empty and twitching.

“Fist,” Océane said. “You. Slow. I want her open for me.”

My stomach flipped. I oiled my fingers again, then more, coating to the wrist. Wren looked down at me between her own breasts, eyes glassy, and nodded once. Consent clear. Adult. Sure.

I pressed four fingers in. The burn of the stretch showed on Wren’s face in a tight grimace that melted into a groan. I tucked my thumb. Pushed. Her ring fought, then gave, and my knuckles slipped past with a wet suck that made both of us jolt.

“Oh fuck,” Wren said. “Oh fuck, Mistress… “

“Take it,” Océane told her. “You always do.”

I worked my fist in small grinding turns. Wren’s ass clenched around my wrist in hard spasms. Inside she was scorching, slick with oil, the walls fluttering. I stared at where my arm disappeared into her. This was what the harness meant. A body that belonged so completely it opened on command for whoever the Mistress pointed at.

Including me. As a tool.

Nothing had touched my clit and it pounded anyway. I wanted to grind on air. I wanted to put my face between her legs and taste the mess. I stayed on my knees with the bell clenched in my other palm so hard the brass edge cut a line into my skin.

Océane set the wand back on Wren’s clit. “Come on her arm.”

Wren broke. The third one shook out of her, long and ugly, her ass locking on my wrist so tight I hissed. She gushed, clear slick spraying over my forearm and the sheets. Every clench worked down my wrist.

“Three,” I said. “She… she came three times.”

“Out,” Océane ordered.

I eased free. Wren’s asshole stayed gaped, a dark shiny ring that did not close, oil and her own mess leaking down the cleft of her cheeks. Océane looked at that ruin the way some people look at art.

Then she looked at me.

“State what you are right now.”

I swallowed. “Your… equipment.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your equipment. I hold things. I spread her. I don’t get to take.”

“And do you still want to be here.”

The honest answer turned over ugly in my chest. I could leave. The house rule sat in the back of my skull like a coin I had not spent. One door. No questions. I stayed on the tile with my arm shiny to the elbow and my pussy dripping down my own thigh.

“Yes.”

Océane smiled with no softness in it. “Wren. On your belly. Knees under you.”

Wren rolled, clumsy, harness straps dark against her back. Océane mounted her from behind and drove the strap-on into that gaping ass to the root. Wren screamed into the pillow. Océane fucked her raw and deep, hips snapping, the wet slap of it filling the playroom. Each stroke shoved Wren forward on the mattress. The wand went under her, pinned between her clit and the bed, buzzing on full.

“Hold her cheeks spread,” Océane told me. “Watch what a finished girl takes.”

I put both palms on Wren and pulled her apart. Watched that thick cock plow her open ass over and over. Watched the stretch. The drag. The way she could not close around it. Oil frothed white at the rim. Wren came a fourth time with almost no sound, just a full-body seizure and a flood of fresh slick that soaked the wand and the sheet under her.

“Four,” I whispered.

“I did not hear you.”

“Four. She came four times.”

Océane reached forward, fisted a hand in Wren’s hair, and hauled her head up. “Tell the trial what you are.”

“Permanent,” Wren panted. “Collared. Yours. She is… she is still a card.”

The words hit exactly where she meant them to.

Océane fucked her through a fifth orgasm that left Wren sobbing and limp, drooling on the pillow, legs shaking so hard she could not hold the kneel. When Océane finally pulled out, Wren’s ass stayed wide, used, leaking a slow run of oil down toward her empty cunt. She collapsed onto her side. The indigo harness rose and fell with her breath.

I still held the bell.

Océane unbuckled the strap and set it aside. She wiped her fingers on a cloth. She did not look at my soaking thighs. She did not offer me a single touch.

“You did not drop it,” she said. “You did not take. Pass.”

Pass. The word should have been a relief. It went down like a stone.

Wren pushed herself up on an elbow. Her smile was wrecked and kind in a way that made me want to bite something. “She shakes pretty when she wants.”

“She does,” Océane said. “Priya. Stand.”

I stood. My legs barely held. Slick ran down the inside of my leg. My clit was swollen enough that the air hurt.

Océane stepped in close enough that I smelled Wren on her skin. She took the bell from me and hung it back on its hook.

“You think twenty-one punches buy a collar,” she said. “They do not. A card can burn on the last evening as easy as it can be signed. Wren wore trial leather for a long time before this.” She tapped the indigo plate on Wren’s hip with two fingers. “Permanent is not a date. Permanent is a decision I make when a girl stops trying to steal the scene back.”

Seven days left after tonight’s punch. The number hung cold behind my eyes.

“What do I do,” I said.

“You keep showing up. You keep wanting. You keep failing to take.” Océane’s gaze dropped to the dark wet mark on my inner thigh and stayed there. “Tonight you go home dripping and untouched. You do not get yourself off. If you do, I will know, and tomorrow you watch from the hallway instead of the floor.”

My jaw locked. “That’s cruel.”

“That is the point.”

Wren laughed again, the same warm unfamiliar sound from the doorway, lodged in me for good. She stretched and winced when her wrecked hole clenched. “Welcome to the deep end, trial.”

Océane went to the side table and punched my card with a sharp metallic click. One more hole in the paper. She held it up so I could see the empty spaces waiting.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “you come straight to the club floor, not here. Wear the black shift in the top drawer. No underwear. Kneel at my chair when the second bell rings and wait with your palms up. Wren will be there. So will the house. I am putting you on display for service, and if you pass that, we talk about the last stretch of the card.”

I nodded because speech had thinned out of me.

She set the card in my palm. “Go. Before I change my mind and make you thank her for the show.”

I got my coat. At the door I looked back once. Wren lay in the wrecked sheets with the permanent harness still buckled, Océane’s fingers combing idle and sure through her hair like a woman petting what she already owned.

The jealousy in my gut had a shape now. A hook with my name on it.

I left with the card in my coat pocket and my cunt still pulsing around nothing, already counting the hours until the second bell, already knowing I would show up early again.


Chapter 8: Her Truest Sentence

Ihit send on the same email for the sixth time and left the body blank again. Fifty-one hours. The harness dug into my hips under the blouse, cold metal at the lock, a hard seam riding my pussy every time I shifted in the office chair.

My thighs stuck to the seat. I crossed them and uncrossed them and the seam pressed my swollen flesh until my breath went short. I could not touch myself. She had checked the lock that morning with a key I did not have. Rope marks ringed my wrists under the cuffs of my work shirt, still pink from the last time she had tied me and left me aching.

A colleague asked if I was sick. I said yes. My voice cracked. I shut the laptop and left before anyone could ask again.

The street air hit cold. My nipples were already hard from the clamps she had put on under my bra before I left her place, small teeth of metal that bit with every step. I walked to Vesper with my hands in fists in my pockets so I would not put a palm between my legs on a public pavement like a slut with no control.

Four nights left on the card. Seventeen punched or about to be. Twenty-one meant she signed or she burned it. The door still waited for me if I wanted out once, no questions. My knees wanted the tile more than the door. That truth lodged in me where I could not spit it up.

Friday took my coat at the desk. She was thirty-one, hair pinned tight, eyes on the harness line under my blouse like she could see through cloth. She did not smile.

“Main floor,” she said. “She is waiting.”

My cunt clenched around nothing. I went.

The main room held heat and low talk. Twenty women at least. Some seated. Some kneeling for other Mistresses. The cold star on the tile sat empty in the center under the lights. My name was already written in chalk beside it.

Océane stood by the ledger stand in black. Tall. Still. The sight of her pulled my spine straight and my throat shut at the same time. Three nights of her hands off me. Three nights of the harness and the lock and the rule: no coming, no touching, report any slip. I had not slipped. I had nearly broken a glass in my kitchen from gripping it too hard.

I dropped to my knees on the star without being told. The tile iced through my skin. My whole body shook from the cold and from the need stacked so high I could taste metal.

Océane walked a circle around me. Her boots clicked. The sound cut clean through the room until the talk died.

“Seventy-two hours,” she said. “Show me.”

I stripped where I knelt. Blouse. Bra. The clamps came off last and blood rushed back into my nipples in a burn that made me hiss. Skirt. Knickers. The locked harness stayed, black straps framing my bare pussy, metal glinting at my hip. Rope marks on my wrists. Rope marks on my ankles. A dark ring of bruise low on my throat from a collar she had taken off that morning and left me without.

She ran one nail along the harness strap. I jerked. Slick heat slid down my inner thigh and cooled in the open air. Someone in the circle laughed once, soft.

“Choice,” Océane said. Her voice gave nothing. “You may come now in the back room. Alone with me. Private. I punch the card. Or you come here. On this floor. I read the ledger aloud while you break. Every line you wrote after you floated, every private sentence you never read back, spoken to this room. Then I punch the card.”

The ledger. The pages I scrawled half-gone after scenes, hand loose, brain soft, then never looked at. Night ten she had already proved my brat acts were my own requests in date order. This was the rest of it. All of it. Out loud.

Terror ran cold under my skin. Under that, worse, a hungry pull. Being seen. Fully. The thing I had been starving for while I played at having a private self.

I could take the back room. Keep the last scraps. Walk out of night seventeen with a secret left.

My mouth went ahead without me.

“The floor.”

Océane’s mouth tipped. Not kind. Sure.

“Say it so they hear you.”

“I choose the floor,” I said. Louder. “Read it. Please.”

A murmur went around the circle. My ears burned. My pussy throbbed against the harness edge until I had to spread my knees wider on the star to stop the seam from finishing me by accident.

Océane opened the ledger. Thick paper. My handwriting. She set it on the stand where the light hit every line.

“First,” she said to the room. “She kneels and she serves. Worship until I say stop. Then we open the book.”

She sat in the high chair at the edge of the star. One boot extended. The other women drew closer. Wren stood near the front in her indigo harness under a thin shift, thirty-two and steady, eyes on me with no pity. Friday stayed by the wall with a wand and a thick black strap-on laid out on a tray like tools for a job.

“Crawl,” Océane said.

I crawled. The harness rubbed. My bare tits hung and the clamp-marks burned. I put my face to her boot and licked the leather. Salt. Polish. The taste of the floor of my own ruin. I worked up the arch, slow, tongue flat, and the room went quiet enough that my own wet swallows were loud.

“Good little hole,” she said. “Use that tongue like you mean to keep the privilege.”

I kissed the inside of her ankle. Then higher, under the hem of her trousers when she unbuttoned them with calm hands and pushed the fabric aside. No underwear. Her cunt was already slick when I reached it, dark hair trimmed, the smell of her hitting me hard enough that my hips rolled against empty air.

I put my mouth on her. Open. Hungry. Service first. That was the rule of the night and my body grabbed it like a thrown rope. I licked her open and sucked her clit the way she had trained me, steady pressure, no greedy rush. Spit ran down my chin. My jaw ached. I did not stop.

She held my hair and used my face. Rocked once. Twice. My tongue in her was the only sound between us. My own cunt dripped onto the tile in a thin string I could feel cool on my thigh.

“Slower,” she said. “You do not get to rush my pleasure because your own is screaming.”

I slowed. Worship. Long strokes. The flat of my tongue. I pushed it inside her and fucked her with it while the circle watched a grown woman on her knees eating cunt like it was the only food left in the city. Shame burned. Under it my clit pulsed so hard I whimpered into her.

She came on my tongue with a low breath and a grip that hurt. Slick flooded my chin. I kept licking until she pulled me off by the hair.

“Stay open,” she said.

Friday brought the tray. Océane took the strap-on, black and thick, and buckled it over her hips without hurry. The shaft jutted out shiny with oil Friday poured down it. Then the wand. Then a slim metal plug she rolled in her palm until it gleamed.

“Hands behind you.”

I locked my wrists at the small of my back. Rope found them in Friday’s hands, tight, the old marks under new cord. My chest pushed out. My thighs shook open on the star because she had told me once that a closed knee was a lie.

Océane pressed the plug to my asshole. Cold metal. I pushed out like she had taught me and it sank in, stretch and burn, until the flared base seated and the harness strap held it from shifting free. Full. So full after three days of nothing. A broken sound left me.

“Look at the room,” she said.

I looked. Twenty faces. Some hungry. Some blank with protocol. Wren’s mouth soft with recognition. No one looked away. My private self tried to crawl under the tile and die. My body got wetter for it. Traitor. Whore. The gap between those two truths split me open harder than the plug.

Océane set the wand against my clit over the harness seam and left it off. The head sat there, a threat. Then she fed the strap-on into my pussy in one long push.

I cried out. Stretched. Split. The plug in my rear made the shaft feel huge, two thick pressures fighting for space inside me. She bottomed out and held. My walls clenched and fluttered and could not push either of them out.

“Beg,” she said.

I swallowed spit and pride.

“Please. Please fuck me. Please let me come. I will do anything.”

“Filthier.”

“Please use your dirty slut. Please pound this cunt until I break. I need it. I have needed it for three days. I am a hole. I am your hole. Please.”

She started to move. Deep strokes. The slap of her hips on my ass. The squelch of oil and my own slick around the shaft. The plug shifted with every thrust and dragged a raw ache through me that made my eyes water. The wand stayed dead on my clit. Denial with a weapon pressed to the exact place I wanted to grind.

“Louder,” she said. “They paid for the show.”

“Please,” I shouted. “Please, Mistress, fuck your whore. Please let me come on your cock. I will thank you. I will hold still. Please.”

She fucked me harder. The wet slap got filthy. Spit from my earlier service shone on my chin and mixed with fresh drool as I gasped. Sweat ran cold down my spine in the room heat. My bound arms pulled. My tits bounced. Someone in the circle cursed under her breath.

Océane stopped buried deep and picked up the ledger with one hand.

“Now,” she said. “Listen to yourself.”

She read.

My handwriting. My float-state. Lines I did not remember writing.

“I want her to use me in front of people until I cannot pretend I am clever.”

The room tilted. That was my pen. My words.

“I want the harness locked through a workday so I sit at my desk dripping and scared.”

My face went hot enough to hurt. All of it true. I had written the schedule of my own undoing and then performed the brat act on top like a joke.

“I want her to make me say I belong to her when I still think I am winning.”

A sound came out of me that was not a word. Océane thrust once, hard, to seat the truth. The wand stayed off. My clit jumped against it and got nothing.

She turned a page.

“I do not want the door. I want the collar. I am terrified of both.”

I sobbed. Open. Ugly. Snot and tears on my face while her strap-on held me open and twenty women heard the private pages of a woman who had walked into Vesper on night one laughing.

“Please,” I said. “Stop. No. Keep going. I cannot. Please.”

“Choose one,” Océane said.

“Keep going.”

She read more. Pet phrases. Requests for rope. For the bell. For being left wanting while another girl got taken. For the ledger itself, one line that said read this back to me when I am too proud. My own hand. My own trap.

The last wall inside me cracked.

Océane set the book down and turned the wand on low. The buzz hit my clit through the strap and my whole body arched. Too much. Not enough. She fucked me in short deep strokes while the vibe hummed and the plug stretched my ass and the room stared.

“Beg for the right to come,” she said. “Name what you are. Name what you want them to see.”

Words tore out of me between thrusts.

“I am your kneeling slut. I am a public hole. I want them to see me take this cock and cry. Please let me come. Please. I will say it. I will say anything.”

“Say the sentence you swore you would never say.”

Night one. The laugh on the pavement. The line I had thrown at her like a shield. I will never kneel for real. I will never need this. I will never ask to be kept.

The wand climbed. She drove into me until my voice broke on every push. The plug burned. My pussy squelched around the shaft. Spit strung from my lip to my chest.

I broke.

“I need you to keep me,” I said. Raw. Loud enough for the back wall. “I need you to keep me. I am yours. I have been yours. Please do not let me out of this.”

Silence held for one beat. Then Océane’s hand in my hair, wrenching my face up.

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

“I know,” I sobbed. “Please. Please let me come as yours.”

“Come.”

She cranked the wand high and slammed into me. It came up out of my stuffed holes and tore through my gut. I gushed around the strap-on in a messy flood that hit the tile with a wet sound. My asshole clenched hard on the plug. My clit spasmed under the vibe until my vision spotted and my legs kicked against the rope at my wrists. I came like an animal. Loud. Shaking. No private left. The room got every sound I made.

She fucked me through it until I jerked and begged her to stop. She did not stop until a second smaller crash took me and left me hanging in the rope, drooling, empty-headed.

Fragments. Used. Open. Seen.

She pulled out. Slick ran down my thighs. The wand died. The plug stayed. She unlocked nothing.

I hung there on my knees with my face a mess and my cunt still twitching and every woman in the circle knowing exactly what I was. The woman at the desk. The woman on the tile. Same. No retreat.

Océane wiped my mouth with her thumb and pushed the spit back onto my tongue.

“Card,” she said.

Friday brought the Vesper card. Océane punched night seventeen with a clean metal click. Four left. The sound landed in my bones.

She cut the rope at my wrists. Blood tingled back. I stayed down. I could not have stood if the building caught fire.

“You will wear the harness home,” she said. “You will sleep in the plug. You will report to me tomorrow with the words you said tonight written in your own hand, awake, and signed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

My voice was wrecked. True.

Wren stepped in and set a folded cloth under my knees for the mess I had left. Her indigo straps creaked when she bent. She did not speak. She did not need to. I had served her without touch three nights past. Now I was the one stripped public. The circle loosened back into talk, the show over, the next pair already moving toward a bench.

I stayed on the star. Cold tile. Warm slick. The harness lock cold against my hip. My double life lay open on the floor like a split fruit. Work clothes in a heap. My sentences in the ledger. My need still ringing in the air where anyone could pick it up and use it.

Océane closed the book.

“Stand when you can walk,” she said. “Then go home. Four nights, Priya. Use them.”

I pushed up on shaking legs. The plug shifted and a fresh drip ran down my thigh. I pulled on the skirt and blouse over the harness like a costume that no longer fit. The clamps went into her pocket. My nipples stayed raw under cloth.

Friday returned my coat. Her eyes flicked once to my face and away, professional, done.

I took one step toward the exit.

The street door opened on a rush of cold rain air.

A woman I had never seen stepped in, tall, coat dark with water, a blank trial card already in her hand. Forty, maybe. Steady eyes. She looked past Friday, past the floor, and stopped when she found me, damp and marked in the middle of the room.

Océane’s attention shifted. Sharp. Interested.

“New applicant,” Friday said.

The woman held the card up like an offering. Rain ticked off her sleeves onto the mat. My own punched card sat warm in Océane’s hand behind me, seventeen holes deep, and the stranger’s was clean, and for one stretched second the whole house hung on both of us at once.


Chapter 9: The Door at Eleven

Ihad my back to the private door and the latch already caught when Océane told me to sit.

She was on the floor with her spine against the bed and a glass of red wine loose in her fingers. No rope on the hooks. No cuffs on the sheet. The room smelled like pepper and opened fruit and her skin.

“Sit, Priya.”

I sat on the tile in my work skirt and the cold climbed straight up my thighs. My mouth had a line ready about the empty hooks, about a Mistress off the clock, about how I could still catch the last bus if this was a cancellation.

She set a cream card on my knee.

Twenty holes punched down the left side. One white square left at the bottom, clean, blank, waiting.

My cunt squeezed. Heat ran into my face so fast I wanted to slap it off.

“That is yours tonight,” she said. “It has been mine since the first punch. I am giving it back.”

I laughed. The sound came out thin. “Cute trick.”

“It is a rule,” she said. “Any girl may claim the door once. No one asks her why. Tomorrow at eleven the bolt comes off this door. I will not stand in the hall. I will not persuade you.”

I picked the card up. The last punch was still warm at the rim.

“Take it back.”

“No.”

“Océane.” I held it out between two fingers like it might stain me. “You don’t hand a girl the leash and call it kindness.”

She drank. Wine wet her lower lip and she left it there. “A collar taken because there was no exit is worth nothing. I will not lock metal on a woman who had nowhere else to put her neck.”

My nipples drew up under my blouse. That fast. That cheap. I crossed my arms and the card bent against my ribs.

“So this is the dump,” I said. “Night twenty, one hole left, and you get bored.”

“I am not bored.” Nothing moved in her face. “I am finished doing your wanting for you.”

I should have stood. My coat was still on. My keys were in the pocket, same as every night I had come here and pretended I could leave whenever I liked. My pussy was already slick in my knickers, a stupid wet patch forming while she talked about a door.

“You want me to walk.”

“I want you able to walk,” she said. “What you do with that is yours.”

I shoved the card toward her thigh. She caught my wrist and set my hand back on my own knee, card and all.

“Keep it.”

“Make me.”

Her mouth almost moved. Then it was gone. “There it is. The brat who thinks a shove is a negotiation. You may push me in here, Priya. You may swear. You may try to hand me the choice like a dirty glass. I will not take it.”

I stared at the blank square. One night left. One punch unmade. Tomorrow at eleven I could be on the pavement with my old life intact, job and flat and sharp mouth, and none of this tile, none of her hands.

My throat worked. “I came here.”

“You did.”

“I picked the floor.”

“You did that too.”

“Then stop acting like I need a fire exit drawn in crayon.”

She leaned in. The wine on her breath hit my tongue before her mouth did. She kissed me once, firm, and I tasted black fruit and her. My hips tipped forward without my say-so.

She pulled back. “You need the exit because you have used every other trick to stay caught. Tomorrow the trick ends. The door opens. You walk or you do not.”

I hated how wet I was. I hated the small sound I made when she sat back against the bed like we were done.

“So what is tonight,” I said. “Tea. A chat. You send me home with homework.”

“Tonight you may ask for my hands,” she said. “You may not ask me to choose.”

The card shook in my fingers. I set it on the floor beside her glass so I would not tear it. My voice came out rawer than I meant.

“Then use me.”

She looked at my mouth. “Ask properly.”

“Please use me.” The words scraped. “Please fuck me. I can’t sit here with that thing and nothing on my body. I’ll say worse if you make me wait.”

“You will say worse anyway.” She stood in one clean motion and put the wine on the side table. “Clothes off. On the bed. Ass up. Hold the card in your left hand. If you drop it, we stop.”

I stripped too fast. Skirt, tights, knickers stuck to me when I peeled them down. The air hit the wet and I flushed to my ears. I climbed onto the bed on my elbows and knees and grabbed the card again. The cream stock went damp from my palm at once.

She took a bottle of lube from the drawer and a thick black plug and a leather harness with a fat cock already seated in the ring. She set a wand on the sheet by my knee. The harness smelled like warm hide and soap.

“Look at you,” she said. “Soaked from a conversation. Your pussy is glossy, Priya. All that talk about buses, and your hole is dripping on my bed.”

“Don’t.”

“Name it.”

I swallowed. “I’m wet because you gave me the card. I’m a mess. Please.”

She poured lube down the crack of my ass. Cold. I jerked, and the card crinkled. She put her thumb on my asshole and rubbed the slick in circles until the muscle twitched and gave.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She pressed the plug in. The stretch burned, a fat flare that forced a sound out of me, and then my ass closed around the neck and held. Full. Obscene. I could smell the lube, sweet and chemical, mixed with the wine on my own mouth.

“Clench,” she said.

I clenched. The plug shoved deeper from my own muscle. My clit ached, untouched, stupid.

“You will keep that in while I talk,” she said. “And you will answer.”

“Sadist.”

“Yes.” Her palm settled on my ass cheek, heavy, still. “If you leave at eleven, you keep your flat. You keep your job. You keep that mouth. I will not take those from you if you stay, either. I have no use for a girl with no life to kneel out of. Do you hear the difference.”

“Yes.”

“Say it back.”

My eyes went to the card in my fist. “If I walk, I keep my life and I lose this. If I stay, I can’t pretend you trapped me.”

“Good.” She turned the plug. My knees slid wider. “Now tell me what you are with my plug in your ass and your Mistress’s card in your hand.”

My mouth went dry. “A slut.”

“More.”

“Your hole. A whore who got wet when you tried to let her go.” My voice cracked. “Please take it out. Please put your fingers in. I need it, I need you in me, I’ll be filthy, I’ll say it, just don’t leave me like this with a speech.”

She drew the plug out. My asshole clung and then gaped for a second, a lewd little open mouth, and cool air touched the inside of me. I moaned into the sheet.

Lube again. Her first finger pushed into my ass to the knuckle. I shoved back onto it like a dog.

“Hungry,” she said. “Greedy ass. You come in here and try to top me with a tantrum, and this hole begs the second it is empty.”

“Fuck you.”

A second finger. The burn widened. She scissored me open and the sound of it was ugly, slick, loud. I drooled on the pillow.

“Again,” she said.

“Fuck you, Mistress.” It came out like a prayer.

Third finger. I hissed. My cunt leaked down onto my own thighs in a thin string. She worked me with a steady drive, in and out, knuckles rubbing the rim until my thighs jumped.

“Stay on your elbows. Card up where I can see it.”

I lifted my left hand. The blank square looked at me while she fed a fourth finger into my ass. The stretch went bright, a white ring, and I made a noise with no word in it.

“Take it,” she said. “Open. You asked to be used. This is use.”

“It’s too much.”

“It is what you can take.” Her other hand slid under me and two fingers found my pussy, pushed into the soaked heat, and I clenched on both sides at once. “Your cunt is sloppy, Priya. You are dripping on my wrist. All this from being told you are free.”

I wanted to argue. My hips fucked back onto her hands instead.

She pulled out of my pussy and wiped the mess up over my clit, then left it. No rhythm. A smear. I whined.

“Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fist my ass. Please stretch me. I want your whole hand, I want to be open, I want it to hurt, I want you to ruin the hole, please, I’ll hold the card, I won’t drop it, just don’t stop.”

She poured more lube. It ran down my perineum and dripped off my clit. The bed smelled like sex and wine and the inside of my own ass.

Her fingers tucked. Thumb folded. The widest part of her hand kissed my asshole and pressed.

Panic, a clean flash, adult and sharp: I have a job, I have a lock on my own door, I am not a thing on a bed with a card in my fist. My body opened anyway.

“Push out,” she said.

I pushed. The burn tore a cry out of me. Her knuckles popped through and my ass swallowed her hand to the wrist.

I could not close. I tried. The muscle fluttered and failed around her. Full. Packed. Split.

“There,” she said. “Look at that. My fist in your ass and you still holding the exit like a good little toy.”

“Oh god.”

“God is not in the room.” She curled her hand inside me, a thick slow grind against the front wall, and my clit jumped. “I am. Say what is in you.”

“Your fist. Your whole fist in my asshole. I’m, I’m open, I can’t, fuck, I can’t shut.”

She picked up the wand with her free hand and pressed the head to my clit. The buzz hit and my whole cunt seized. I almost dropped the card. I crushed it instead, edges digging into my palm.

“Hold.”

“I can’t, it’s, it’s too, I, please, I’ll come, I’ll come on your fist like a whore.”

“You will come when I let the wand stay,” she said. “Until then you take the stretch and you keep talking. What are you.”

“A hole.” The words fell out between gasps. “A dirty hole. Your slut. Your bitch. Please, the wand, please leave it, I’ll be so good, I’ll walk tomorrow, I’ll stay, I’ll do anything, just let me come with your hand in my ass.”

“You will not bargain with tomorrow.” She eased the wand off. My clit pulsed in the air, wet, furious. She pumped her fist a short dirty inch, in, out, the slick squelch filling the room. “Tomorrow is yours. Tonight this ass is mine. Mine. Say it.”

My mouth shook. “Yours.”

“All of it.”

“I’m yours. My ass is yours. My cunt is yours. The card is in my hand and I’m still yours, I don’t want the door, I don’t, please, I’m yours.”

She put the wand back. Harder. The buzz nailed my clit and her fist opened me in short deep shoves and my head went white.

Too much. Can’t. Full. The wand, the fist, the wet slap of her wrist on my rim. I came with my mouth open on a sound that was not a word, cunt spasming, ass locking down on her hand in helpless pulls, slick gushing down my thighs onto the sheet. Spit strung from my lip. My eyes ran. I kept the card.

She worked me through it until I jerked and tried to crawl forward. She followed, fist seated, wand lifted away.

“Breathe.”

I breathed in wet hitches. She drew her hand out. I sobbed at the loss. My asshole stayed open, a used gape, cool and wrong and empty, lube and my own slick leaking out of me in a slow run.

She wiped her hand on my ass cheek and left the shine there.

The harness creaked as she stepped into it. The cock jutted, thick, dark, already slicked. She dragged the head through the mess on my hole.

“Still with me.”

“Yes.” It was a croak.

“You asked to be used. I am not done using you.” She fed the cock into my open ass in one long push. No fight left in the rim. I was a sleeve. The fat shaft filled the gape and kept going until her hips met my ass and the leather kissed my skin.

I groaned into the mattress. Stuffed. Sore. Grateful in a way that made my eyes sting.

She fucked me in deep strokes. The wet sound was filthy, a slick drag and a slap, lube bubbling around the cock. My tits shook. The card was a damp wreck in my fist.

“This is what you do with freedom,” she said, calm over the slap of skin. “You present your ass and you hold the way out and you still take cock like you were built for it. My whore. My kneeling girl. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.” My voice was wrecked. “Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for your cock. Thank you for the door, I hate it, thank you, please don’t stop.”

She reached under and rubbed my clit with two wet fingers, lazy, almost kind. I twitched, oversensitive, and still pushed back for more.

“You may have this,” she said. “You may have my body and my rope and my time. You may not have me stealing the last night from you. That would be easy. I do not do easy with you.”

I wanted to tell her easy was all I had left. The cock bottomed out and the thought broke into heat.

She fucked me until my arms shook and then she slowed, deep and mean, and stayed buried.

“Last,” she said. “Ask for what you actually want. Not the orgasm. Not the toy. The thing under it.”

My mouth tasted like wine and salt and her kiss. I kept my eyes on the blank square crushed in my hand.

“I want you to keep me,” I said. “I want the lock. I want to be yours when the bolt comes off. I want to stop pretending I came here to win.”

She put her palm between my shoulders and held me there on her cock, full, pinned, shaking.

“That is a want,” she said. “It is not a decision. Decisions happen on feet, at doors, in the morning. Tonight you are a used girl on my cock, and that is all I will take.”

She pulled out. My ass gaped again, an open ache, and a string of lube hung off the cock before it broke on my thigh. I made a small lost sound.

She unbuckled the harness and let it drop. She did not put her cunt on my mouth. I turned my face, offering, hungry to be useful, and she shook her head once.

“I did not ask.”

That cut. My clit throbbed anyway.

She wiped me with a warm cloth, ass and cunt and the inside of my thighs, and the cloth came away shining. She took the card from my hand, smoothed the worst crease with her thumb, and set it on the pillow.

“Lie down.”

I lay on my side. She took a length of soft rope and bound my wrists in front of me, a loose wrap, two passes, a knot I could have worked off with my teeth. She tied it so I would feel it. She did not tie it so I could not leave.

She stretched out behind me and pulled my back to her chest. Her bare tits pressed my spine. One arm hooked my waist. Her mouth sat in my hair.

The wine smell was still on her. I tasted it when I licked my own lips.

“Sleep,” she said.

“The card.”

“Is on the pillow. It stays yours. I am not going to ask you for an answer in the dark. I am not going to fuck a promise out of you. Rest.”

Her breathing went even. She slept like a woman who had put down a tool.

I did not.

The rope lay on my wrists like a suggestion. One twist and I would have been free of it. I left it on. My ass ached, open and used, a low throb that answered every small shift of her knee. My cunt was wet against my own thigh. The wand and the cock and her fist were done and my body had not gotten the message.

On the pillow the cream card caught what little light the hall left under the door. Twenty wounds in a line. One white mouth.

Tomorrow at eleven the bolt would slide. I could put my coat on and take my keys and walk into the street with my job waiting and my flat unlocked and my name my own. I could do it and no woman in this house would stop me or ask me to explain.

I put my bound hands over the blank square and held it the way I had held it while she split me.

I did not want the weight of it. I wanted her to pluck it off my palms, lock something on me, and call the matter closed. I wanted to be kept the cheap way, by a closed door and a woman who would not let me use my own feet.

She would not give me cheap.

Gratitude sat in my mouth with the wine. She had handed me the heaviest thing in the building and then fucked my ass open and then fallen asleep without taking a thing for herself. My body still held the shape of her fist, and her words with it: a collar with no exit was worth nothing.

I lay in her arm, sore and slick and tied in a knot a child could have slipped, and I understood nothing new except the simple ugly fact of my own want.

I would stand at that door at eleven. I would smell the street. I would have the card in my pocket like a live coal.

And I already belonged to her in the only way that would survive the bolt coming off. I had said it on her cock with my hole stretched and my palm sweating on the last white square.

Yours.

I closed my eyes on that and did not drop the card, and I waited for morning like a woman waiting for a cut she had asked for.


Chapter 10: Nothing Left to Sign

Istepped for the door and Wren, thirty-two, caught the indigo lead before I cleared the half-circle.

The leather jerked short across my throat. My knees hit tile. Heat punched low in my belly so fast I could have spat on myself for it.

“She is going,” Wren said.

Océane did not move from the stand. The ledger sat there on its brass frame. The punch strip with its last blank sat between her fingers. The collar waited on the velvet pad by the candle, brass tongue loose, lock unturned.

“Let her,” Océane said. “She may claim the door once. No one asks why.”

Wren’s grip eased. The lead dropped. My pulse ran so hard I tasted iron.

I took the punch strip from Océane without looking up. Twenty holes. One clean white square left. My skin went tight under the eyes of the half-circle. My pussy was slick against my own thighs and everyone in that ring could smell it if they tried.

I walked.

The front bolt of Vesper slid under my palm. Rain hit my face the second I crossed the threshold. Cold water soaked the thin shift they had dressed me in. My nipples peaked hard under the wet cloth. I hated how fast my body answered even that.

I went down the steps. Down to the wet pavement where I had stood laughing on the first night of the trial, sure I was the one running the game.

Cars hissed past. Rain filled my lashes. The strip of paper was soft in my grip, pulp going limp.

I could have kept walking. Flat. Job. Sharp tongue. All of it still mine if I left the strip in a gutter and never came back.

My cunt clenched on nothing. Traitor. Greasy, hungry, empty.

I turned.

I went back up the steps on my knees.

Stone bit through the wet cloth. Rain ran down my spine. The collar hung from my teeth by its brass ring, metal cold against my tongue, weight dragging my jaw open. Drool mixed with rainwater and slid off my chin onto the tile as I crossed the threshold again.

The half-circle parted.

I crawled the full length of the club floor. Past boots. Past silk. Past the brass stand. The collar swung under my chin with every inch. My tits dragged and lifted against the soaked shift. Shame sat hot between my legs, and under it a thick, stupid peace I had no right to.

I stopped at Océane’s feet.

I set the collar on the velvet. I held the paper over the candle flame until the edge took and the whole strip curled black in my grip. Ash stuck to my fingers. Smoke stung my nose.

Nothing temporary left.

Océane looked down at me.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

She lifted the collar. Brass closed around my throat with a hard click. The lock turned. She took the little key and threaded it onto a fine chain, then fastened that chain around her own ankle. The key hung there against her skin where I could track it and never reach it.

Wren brought the Vesper box. Océane dropped the burned ash and black curl into it with the rest. She turned the ledger to a fresh first page. She wrote a date. She left the end line blank.

“Flat. Job. Tongue,” Océane said. “All three stay. I insist.”

Wren stepped in with a measuring tape. She ran it under my breasts, around my hips, from shoulder to crotch, the same way someone had once fitted hers. The tape was cool. My skin jumped. My pussy leaked a fresh string down my inner thigh while she called numbers to the room.

“Permanent,” Wren said. “Indigo. Same cut as mine.”

Océane’s heel pressed my shoulder until I folded lower.

“Say what you burned, Priya.”

“The trial,” I said. My voice came rough. “There is no twenty-second night. Anything I lose from here I lose as yours.”

“Louder. Filthier. Name the hole that crawled back.”

My face burned. My thighs shook.

“Your whore. Your kneeling hole. I brought the collar in my teeth and I burned the paper so you had nothing left to sign.”

“Good little toy.” Océane did not lift her voice. “On your back. Legs wide. Show the floor what it owns.”

I rolled. Cold tile under my spine. I hooked my knees and spread until the air hit my soaked slit. Slick shone on my folds. My clit stood swollen and ugly and eager.

Friday, thirty-one, stepped from the ring with a coiled rope and a black case. She bound my wrists above my head to the floor ring, then lashed my ankles out wide to two floor hooks. The rope bit. My holes sat exposed under club light.

Océane stripped the shift off me with one hard pull. She left me bare except for the new weight at my throat.

From the case she took a thick silicone cock on a leather harness, a glass plug, a wand, and a set of nipple clamps on a chain. She stepped into the harness and buckled it tight. The cock jutted heavy from her hips, veined, fat at the head.

“Spit,” she said.

I spat on the shaft. She smeared it down with two fingers, then pushed those same fingers into my pussy without warning. I jerked. Squelch. My walls grabbed at her.

“Dripping already. Pathetic.” She scissored inside me. “This cunt has been begging since you hit the rain.”

She pulled free and lined the strap at my entrance. One long shove and she filled me to the base. Stretch burned. The fat head punched deep. Air left my lungs in a grunt.

She fucked me hard from the first stroke.

Hips cracked against mine. The cock dragged and stuffed and dragged again. Wet slap of skin on skin. My tits bounced. The collar’s weight shifted with every thrust. I was a hole on a tile floor and the half-circle stood and took it in.

“Tell them what you are.”

“A used slut,” I gasped. “Your bitch. Take it. Use me.”

“Beg for the next inch like you mean it.”

“Stuff me. Split me. Breed this whore on the floor.”

She did. Deeper. Meaner. The strap bottomed out and ground. My clit rubbed the harness base and sparks shot low. I was already climbing, already too close, already ashamed of how fast I broke.

Océane pinched my nipple and clipped the first clamp on. Pain lit white. She clipped the second. The chain hung between my tits and jerked when she pounded.

“Come on the cock. Do not ask. Take it.”

I came with a raw cry. My pussy clamped and fluttered and gushed around the shaft. Slick sprayed the leather. My belly seized. I shook in the rope until my teeth clicked.

She did not stop.

She kept railing me through the aftershocks until the pleasure tipped into too-much and still she drove. The wand came next. She pinned the buzzing head hard against my raw clit while the strap kept plowing.

“No,” I tried. “Too…”

“Take it.”

The wand screamed against me. My hips bucked. A second orgasm tore loose before the first had finished dying. I sobbed. Spit ran from the corner of my lips. My hole milked the cock in helpless jerks.

Past two. Past three.

She pulled out of my pussy with a wet pop and flipped the plug into her palm. She pushed the glass tip against my asshole and worked it in. Burn. Stretch. My ring fought and lost. The plug seated with a thick pop and my guts clenched around the weight.

“Hold that,” Océane said. “While I ruin the front.”

Back into my cunt. Full. The plug and the cock together stuffed me past sense. The wand stayed mashed to my clit. She fucked me in long brutal strokes that shoved the plug deeper from the inside on every hit.

I came again. Harder. Messier. My thighs seized. Pussy juice ran down over my asshole and around the glass base. The smell of my own arousal filled the air under the rain-damp of my hair.

“Count is gone,” I said, broken. “Past four. Past whatever came next.”

Océane laughed once, low. “Then stop counting. Start thanking.”

“Thank you. Thank you for fucking your hole. Thank you for the plug. Thank you for…”

The wand kicked up. My brain blanked. White noise. Cannot. Still coming. Body taking over while thought shredded to crude scraps: more, more, wreck me, keep me.

She pulled the strap free. My empty cunt gaped and pulsed. She yanked the plug out in one steady draw. My asshole fluttered, open, raw.

“Fingers first,” she said.

One. Then two. Then three, slick with my own mess, working my ass open. The burn climbed my spine. I pushed down on them because my body had already learned that lesson, and learned it too well.

Four. The stretch turned mean. My ring strained white around her knuckles.

“Breathe,” Wren said from somewhere above. “She takes more than she thinks.”

Océane folded her thumb and pressed. The widest part of her knuckles met resistance. I made a sound I did not know I owned. Then my asshole gave and she sank in to the wrist.

Full. Packed. My guts reeled around the solid mass of her. She held still so I could feel every knuckle inside me.

“Look at that gape when I move,” she said to the ring. She drew back an inch and pushed home. “Priya’s ass eating a whole fist on the club floor. Say it.”

“My ass is eating your fist,” I choked. “I am a filthy toy. A broken whore. Keep me open.”

She fucked my hole with it. Slow at first, then harder, wrist deep, the wet squelch obscene in the quiet. Nothing touched my clit and it pounded anyway. Tears ran into my hair. Peace sat under the burn like a stone. I had burned the only exit that looked clean.

Friday took the wand this time, pressed firm under my clit while Océane worked my ass. Double assault. My body tried to crawl up the tile and the rope said no.

I came again with her buried in me. My ring clamped her hard. She pushed through the clench and kept going. Another crest stacked on the last until numbers meant nothing and my voice was only grunts and yes and thank you and more.

“One more,” Océane said. “On the cock in your ass.”

She eased her fist free. My hole stayed loose, used, aching. She lined the strap at that wrecked ring and drove in.

The silicone cock filled the space her fist had made and still felt huge. She pounded my ass without mercy. Deep strokes. Skin slap. The chain between my clamps jerked and bit my nipples raw.

“Choke on this,” she said, and shoved three slick fingers past my lips into my throat.

I gagged. Drool flooded. She fucked my face with her fingers while she railed my ass and Friday kept the wand screaming on my clit.

I broke completely.

Orgasm after orgasm rolled until I could not tell where one ended. My pussy gushed empty and clenching. My asshole gripped the strap in hard spasms. Cum and slick and spit made a mess of my chin, my belly, the tile under my hips. I sobbed into her fingers. Thought was gone. Hole, hers, kept, cannot stop, good, ruin me.

She pulled her fingers free.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for the collar. Thank you for using every hole.”

She drove deep one last time and held. The wand pressed. I shook through another wrecked peak until my vision spotted and my legs went slack in the rope.

Only then did she kill the wand. Only then did she ease the cock out of my ass. My ring stayed soft and open. Air touched the gape. Slick leaked down over my tailbone.

She unlocked the ankle ropes and the wrists. Blood prickled back into my fingers. She left the clamps on a minute longer, then released them. Pain flooded back into my nipples and I whimpered.

Océane sat on her heels and cleaned the strap with a cloth. Her ankle chain glinted. The key rested against her skin where I would see it every time I knelt.

Wren returned with indigo straps cut to the numbers she had taken. She buckled a permanent harness onto me: under the breasts, around the waist, a strap that framed my pussy without covering it. The leather was stiff and new. My name went on a small brass plate at the hip.

“Stand her,” Océane said.

They brought me up. My legs wobbled. Cum cooled on my inner thighs. The collar sat heavy and final at my throat.

We went to the playroom after the ring broke apart.

The brass bell already hung on its hook. My name sat under it on a fresh tag. She pointed at the cold star set in the tile, and I sank onto it without being told twice. The star’s chill bit my skin. I stayed.

Océane moved to the wall.

She hung a blank trial slip on the empty nail. White. Unpunched. Ready for a girl neither of us had met.

I kept my eyes on the key at her ankle. On the leather snug around my hips. On the star under me.

I did not look at the blank.

My jaw still remembered the weight of brass between my teeth. My holes fluttered from being taken until thought left. The ledger had a first page with a date and no last line. The box held ash that used to be an end.

Rain ticked against the high window.

Océane’s fingers rested once in my hair, brief, claiming, done.

I knelt on the cold star in the indigo harness with her key out of reach, and the new blank trial paper waited on the wall for someone else.


THE END
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