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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Line Item

Iheard the drawer before my key touched the lock. Slow wood on wood, a pull that did not belong to my hand. The hallway was cold. My breath came out thin. I stood there with groceries sweating in one palm and the key half turned while that sound kept going inside my flat.

I pushed the door open. The flat hit me warm after the hall, radiator heat and something sweeter, satin warmed by my own sheets. Odile stood at the radiator with a clipboard tucked under her arm. She did not look surprised. She looked like she had been waiting for the hinge to finish its swing.

The bottom drawer of my dresser gaped open. Black lace, pink ribbon, a pair I had never worn outside my head lay spread on the bed like she had counted them one by one. Evidence in daylight. My stomach dropped and my cock stirred anyway, trapped already in the cage I wore under my jeans, metal cold against skin that had been hot all day at work.

"Radiator inspection," she said. Her voice was flat. Administrative. "Situation requires access. You left the appointment slip on the fridge."

I had not left any slip. I would have remembered. The lie did not matter. She was already inside. The drawer was already open.

She took a small hardbound ledger from the clipboard stack. Burgundy cover. Elastic band around it. She sat on the edge of my bed without asking, the satin shifting under her thigh, and opened to a fresh page. She uncapped a pen. The scratch was louder than the radiator hiss.

She wrote at the top of a new column. Kier. Letters precise. My name becoming a header I did not own anymore.

"I'm not evicting you," she said. She did not raise her voice. "I'm itemizing. Every piece in that drawer becomes a line. Condition. Frequency. Compliance. You pay rent in money. You also pay in documentation."

Dread sat in my chest like a swallowed stone. I had told myself the drawer was private. Deniable. A story I could erase if anyone found one pair. The ledger was paper. Ink. Her handwriting. Real whether I agreed again or not.

"You will do exactly as I say."

I nodded before my brain caught up. My mouth was dry. The flat smelled like my laundry powder and her perfume, something sharp under the heat.

She pointed at the pile on the bed. "Select nothing. I select." Her fingers hooked a pair of high-cut satin briefs, champagne color, the tag still on from the shop I used at night. "Put these on. Now. Jeans off first. I note time of dressing."

My hands shook. Temperature swung, face burning, legs cold where air hit bare skin. I unbuckled. Pushed jeans and boxers down. The cage clicked softly against my thigh, obscene in the open room. I stepped into the satin. Fabric slid up my legs, cool then clinging warm as it settled over my ass and cupped the metal. Elastic bit the hip bones I tried to hide at the gym.

"Turn," she said. "Slow."

I turned. Her pen moved.

"Make. Private purchase, no brand label, satin front panel, lace trim rear." Pause. Scratch. "Size. Medium stated, fits tight on subject, elastic new." Another line. "Elastic condition. Snug, no roll yet, subject trembling, noted."

I wanted to die. My clitty swelled against the cage until pain blurred into want. She wrote it down like weather.

"Face me. Hands at sides. Don't cover the cage. I inspect what the panties hide."

I faced her. Radiator ticked. My nipples hardened under my shirt and I hated that she could see the shape.

She stood. Clipboard aside. Ledger on the bed open beside my shame. "Bend over the foot of the bed. Forearms on mattress. Ass presented. Documentation continues on exposure. This is inspection protocol."

I bent. Satin rode up. Cool air kissed my asshole through the thin rear panel. I clenched and her pen stopped.

"Relax the hole," she said. "Clench is noted as resistance. I prefer readable access."

I breathed out. Let go. The lace parted when she hooked a finger under the edge and pulled the gusset aside without ceremony. My asshole opened to the warm room, pulsing.

"Anal focus today," she said, matter of fact. "Position logged. Subject bent, panties displaced, external sphincter visible, pink, contracted then released on command."

She left the ledger. I heard a drawer in her bag, not mine. Lube cap clicked. Her finger, slick, pressed flat against my hole and circled slow while she read numbers from the page.

"Day one of fifty-six. Fifty-five days remain until settlement. Weekly door inspections move the rent ledger. Settlement day: drawer all lace, boxer drawer full, accounts closed. Say it."

I repeated it. Voice cracked. Her finger pushed in to the first knuckle. Burn. Stretch. My body tried to pull away and she slapped my ass once, sharp.

"Stay. You will do exactly as I say."

She worked the finger deeper. Scissored. Added a second. My hole stung and opened greedy despite everything. She talked while she fucked me open with those two fingers, tone never changing.

"Stimulation stack begins. Count is mine. You announce each release when I rip it out of you. First layer."

Her other hand found the cage through satin. She pressed the base so my clitty had nowhere to go. Fingers in my ass curled hard against the spot that made my vision white. She jerked the cage side to side, cruel friction on metal.

"One," she said, and marked the ledger.

I came so hard I sobbed. Cum leaked through the cage in thin pulses, shame and pleasure slamming together. She did not stop. Fingers kept pumping my ass through the spasms.

"That's one," she said. "You don't get to rest. Second layer. Longer."

She added a third finger. Stretch burned deeper. She twisted all three, scissored wide, and her thumb ground my perineum while she spanked my ass cheek red.

"Beg for the second count."

"Please," I gasped. "Please let me cum again, I'm your slut, use my ass, I need it."

"Louder. Filthy."

"I'm a panty whore, please milk my clitty through the cage, fuck my asshole, I deserve it, please count two."

She laughed once, mean. Her fingers hammered in and out, wet sounds obscene in the heat. Cage rubbed raw. Edge built from nowhere, too soon, flesh screaming.

"Two," she said. Pen scratch parallel to my shaking.

I screamed into the mattress. Second orgasm ripped longer than the first, legs jelly, hole clenching on her fingers like it wanted to keep them. Cum dribbled down satin, warm against my thighs.

She pulled fingers out. Cold air on my gaping ass. I whimpered at the loss and the relief.

"Third layer. Most brutal. You ask for it."

I could not think. Dread said run. My body arched back, ass up, begging without pride.

"Third count," I moaned. "Please, Odile, wreck my hole, make me cum until I can't walk, I'm your documented bitch, line item, please."

"Good little toy."

She fitted something thicker than fingers at my entrance. Not her cock, she was a woman, it was a slick plug she worked in slow while her hand returned to the cage, pumping in time with each inch.

"Full. Plug seated. Subject impaled for final count sequence."

She pegged me with short hard thrusts of the plug handle while two fingers on my clitty through metal forced the edge to break again and again. No mercy. Numbers in her mouth while I counted backward from sanity.

"That's two," she reminded me when I tried to stall. "One more. Give me three."

The third orgasm was worse. Longer. Dragged from oversensitive meat until I begged her to stop and keep going in the same breath. Tears salted the sheet. My asshole fluttered around the plug. Cum pooled in the satin crotch, filthy proof.

"Three," she said, and closed the line in the column with a final stroke.

Silence except radiator and my ragged breath. She withdrew the plug. Closed my panties over the mess. Gathered the satin pile from the bed, but left the pair I wore still on my body.

She returned to the ledger. Read while I stood on trembling legs she ordered up.

"Tomorrow. Eighteen hundred hours. Door unlocked. Wear the champagne pair you have on. Bring the black lace set from the drawer, clean, folded. Repeat."

I repeated it word for word. Voice hoarse.

She snapped the elastic band around the ledger. Slid it into her bag. Satin armful tucked toward my dresser, not hidden again, just stacked for her return.

"You will do exactly as I say."

She left. Footsteps down the hall. My key still hung from the lock I had turned too late.

I stood in the doorframe, jeans at my ankles, champagne satin soaked, ledger gone but the column with my name already filled. Fifty-five days. Next inspection named on the page she had read aloud. Settlement waiting at the end.

I could not tell myself the drawer was secret anymore. Only line items. Only her counts. Only the heat still leaking out of me while the hallway cold crept toward my bare legs.


Chapter 2: Ninety Off

The contract sat squared to the edge of the table, corners aligned like she had measured them with a ruler. A good pen lay diagonally across the first page. Two cups of tea steamed thin and went cold while Odile waited for me to take the chair.

I pulled it out slow. The legs scraped the linoleum. I sat. My thighs stuck to the vinyl where I had not dried properly after my shower. I kept my eyes on the paper. Neither of us said anything about last night. Not the radiator. Not the satin spread on my bed like evidence. Not her voice in the ledger column while I stood in lace with my cock half hard and ashamed.

She turned the first page with one nail. The sound was soft, deliberate.

"Inventory," she said. "Your wear schedule. Mine. Read if you want. I will read aloud either way."

She started at the top. Monday, midnight blue briefs, cotton blend, size medium, worn six hours minimum before sleep. Tuesday, black high-cut with a bow, nylon, size medium, full day unless I was home sick. Wednesday, white with lace trim, worn under work trousers if I left the flat, removed only for shower with door permission. Thursday, pink satin bikini cut, the pair from the bottom compartment she had already handled. Friday, red mesh, no liner, evening only. Saturday, floral print full brief, laundry day exception if she approved the wash line. Sunday, rotation at her discretion, drawer restocked from her bag.

Each line had a box for her initials and a box for mine. Each line had a time window and a failure fee written in the margin in her tight script. Ten off rent. Twenty off rent. Fifty for refusal.

The tea had gone bitter, and faint powder rose off her wrists, something floral under the kitchen grease. My mouth tasted like toothpaste and fear.

She flipped to the second page.

"Chastity device," she said. "To keep the accounting honest. You wear it whenever you are in scheduled panties. You remove it only when I remove it. One key. Mine."

She read the weekly door inspection line aloud, word for word. Every seven days she enters with notice or without, checks the wear, checks the elastic, checks the device, updates the ledger. Missed slot equals default. Default equals full rent due plus penalties.

She opened the hardbound book beside the contract and wrote in the margin of the current week. Tuesday, seven p.m. Slot booked. Her pen scratched like a nail on my spine.

"Stand," she said.

I stood. She did not. She looked up at me from the chair, calm, like I was a lamp she was deciding to unplug.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She knelt at my feet. She pulled my scheduled panties down just enough, not off, just enough. The room air hit my balls and my cock, already twitching from the reading, from the boxes, from the fees. She took the device from her bag. Pink plastic. Small. A ring. A tube. A lock.

She wrapped the ring behind my sack, snug, cruelly snug. She worked my shaft into the tube inch by inch while I shook. Touch without friction. Skin pulled tight. The head flattened against the vent holes. Click. The lock engaged. A sound I would hear in dreams.

She threaded the single key onto her keyring beside her house keys, her mailbox key, the little brass tag with her name. She stood, keyring chiming once, and tucked the ring into her skirt pocket.

"Sit," she said.

I sat. The plastic bit the root of my cock when I settled. I clamped down on the inside of my cheek.

She slid the pen across the table. "Both pages. Print. Date."

My hand shook. I signed Kier on every line she pointed to. I dated it. Day three of fifty-six. Fifty-three days left on the lease clock if I obeyed. Fail, and the countdown stopped mattering. I would be out.

She initialed each corner of both pages. She filed the contract under the rent ledger, aligned with the column that already had my name at the top from last night.

She opened the ledger between us. Next week's rent sat in bold figures. She dipped the pen in wet ink and struck ninety off, the number dropping as I read it. The ink glistened. The new total sat smaller and more dangerous.

"That is for signing," she said. "Not for liking. You earn the rest at inspection."

I swallowed. "I understand."

"Say what you understand."

"I understand the schedule. The device. The inspections. The fees."

"And the key."

"The key is yours."

She nodded once. She cleared the table to one cup, pushed the cold tea aside, kept mine or kept hers, I could not tell. She straddled my lap in her chair, skirt riding up, thighs clamping my hips. She kissed me slow. Tongue. Taste of tea and her lipstick, waxy and sweet. My hands hovered at her waist. She caught my wrists and pinned them to the chair back.

"No," she said. "You do not touch until you bargain."

"I need…"

"You need what."

I could not say it. The cage throbbed. My cock strained against it with nowhere to go.

"Words," she said. "Rent is words."

"Please let me touch you."

"Why."

"Because I signed. Because you locked me. Because you took ninety."

"Not enough."

She ground down on my lap. Fabric between us. Heat through it. Scent of her skin rising, musk under perfume. My trapped cock leaked, a slow salt sting in the tube.

"Ask like a tenant who knows what he is worth," she said.

"Please, Odile. I want my hands on you. I will wear whatever you put in the column. I will be at the door Tuesday at seven. Just let me…"

She bit my lower lip. "Let you what. Finish that sentence or lose another ten off next week."

"Let me fuck you."

She smiled against my mouth. "Good. Now ask dirtier."

My face burned. "Let me put my cock in you. Let me, God, let me inside you. I need to feel you."

"You need to feel me through a cage."

The shame hit so hard the room tilted. "Yes. Even like this. Especially like this. Please."

She lifted, hooked her panties aside with two fingers, and guided me. Not my cock. The root, the pressure, her wetness sliding on the cage, on my pelvis, finding the angle where the base of the shaft, what little the ring allowed, could push at her entrance while the tube stayed useless.

"Inside," she whispered. "Say it again."

"Put me inside you. Please, Odile, I want to be in your cunt."

She sank down. Not full penetration of my dick. She worked herself on the locked plastic and the fat of my mound, rolling her clit against the hard ridge of the device until she opened and took the first real inch of flesh the ring permitted, the only inch that was still mine to give, shoved up into her heat.

I groaned. The plastic yanked. Pain and want braided tight.

"More," she said. "Beg for more."

"Please fuck me. Please use my cock. I am your, your little locked slut. Let me stay in you. Let me…"

"You will come when I say. You will name every line you signed. Start with Monday."

"Monday midnight blue, six hours, I will, ah, I will wear them dirty if you want…"

"Tuesday."

"Tuesday black high-cut, all day, I will leak in them, I will…"

She rode harder. Chair creaked. Wet sounds, obscene, named themselves without shame. Slap of her ass on my thighs. Squeak of vinyl. My wrists ached where she pinned them.

"Wednesday."

"White lace under trousers. Door permission to shower. I will beg at the door. I will beg like a bitch."

"Device."

"The cage. Your cage on my clitty. Honest accounting. No cum without you."

"Inspection."

"Tuesday seven p.m. You walk in. You check me. You write it down. I spread my legs for the ledger."

"Ninety."

"You struck ninety. I watched. I will earn more. I will earn all of it. Please, Odile, please let me…"

"Let you what."

"Cum. Come inside you. Shoot in the tube while I am in your cunt. Please. Please. I need it. I will say anything. I am your whore tenant. I am your good little toy. Let me finish."

She slowed just enough to torture. Her eyes on mine. Keyring in her pocket pressing my hip when she shifted.

"Hold still," she said again, softer, meaner. "This is for your own good."

She clenched around the inch she allowed and rolled her hips in a tight circle. The friction I had was wrong, maddening, perfect. My balls drew up against the ring. The cage filled with pulse after pulse of useless ache.

"Come," she said. "Now. Thank me."

"Thank you, thank you, Odile, fuck…"

I came locked. Spurt after spurt choked in plastic, nowhere to go, dripping back on my shaft in hot shame. She kept moving, milking the spasm with her cunt until I sobbed once, open and ugly.

She stood. Straightened her skirt. Checked the keyring on her finger, keys aligned, single new tooth gleaming.

Footsteps in the hall outside. A knock at the front door. Sharp. New. Not her rhythm.

She tucked the signed contract under the ledger, pages flush with the column where my name lived.

"Stay seated," she said. "Stay wet. Do not touch the device."

She walked to the hall. The keyring chimed at the lock.

I stayed. Tea cold on the table. Ink drying on ninety struck away. Fifty-three days left. My spent cock sealed in her plastic, her taste still on my tongue, waiting for whoever was on the other side of the door while she answered with my body on her ring.


Chapter 3: Against The Doorframe

My phone buzzed against my thigh and the screen lit with the alert I had typed in myself. INSPECTION, 7PM. I was already standing in front of the hall mirror with the clipboard schedule caught in my other hand, thumb on today's row. Thursday. Pink satin bikini cut. The fabric on my hips was not pink satin. It was yesterday's pair, white lace with a scalloped leg, still warm from my skin. My stomach dropped cold. Day eight of fifty-six. Forty-eight days left until settlement and the drawer had to be all lace and the accounts closed. I had forty minutes.

I stripped the wrong pair down and laid out the pink from the drawer. The tag Odile had safety-pinned inside still had her handwriting. THU. PINK. BIKINI. I stepped into them and pulled the waistband high. The lace bit the crease where my legs met. Under that, the steel ring and short tube she had locked on me at the kitchen table still held my cock flat and sore from rubbing all day on the wrong silk. Her key turned in the outer lock before I could fix my shirt.

I opened the door and she was already writing on the inspection slip clipped to her board. Odile did not wait for hello. Her pen scratched. "Thursday slot. You're wearing Wednesday's white lace on the tag I pinned for yesterday."

"I know. I swapped. I was…"

"You do not get to decide that anymore." She held the slip up so I could see the box she had ticked. VIOLATION. DAY OUT OF SYNC. Her eyes dropped to my hips. The pink was on now but the mistake was already inked in her head. She stepped one boot over the threshold without asking and opened the rent book on the door jamb where the wood was chipped and flat enough to write.

Last week she had struck ninety off next week's line when I signed the inventory. Now she found the current week and drew a single hard line through the reduced figure. Above it she wrote a new number, higher, in the same black pen she used for everything that counted. "One step back on the ledger for wearing yesterday's pair at today's inspection. You pay the correction or you lose the lease path. Forty-eight days left. You want to argue the lace on your ass right now?"

I shook my head. My mouth had gone dry. The pink bikini cut was too thin with her watching.

"Turn. Show the lock."

I turned to the frame. The door jamb pressed my shoulder when she hooked a finger under the pink elastic and tugged it aside. Cold air hit the metal. She tapped the tube. "Correction stays on. No swap. No unlock. You don't touch the key. You don't touch yourself. You earn your numbers back with obedience, not excuses."

"Odile, I can't afford…"

"Then don't fuck up the schedule." She clicked the pen and set it on the ledger. "Hands on the frame. Forehead to the wood. Hips out."

I braced on the jamb. The house smell was her perfume and the ink from the book. She stepped behind me. Her knee nudged my thighs wider. Through the pink the tube shifted when my cock tried to swell and had nowhere to go. She did not open anything. She pressed her palm flat over the cage and the fabric together and rubbed slow, then faster, grinding the trap against my root.

"Count with me from the line I just wrote." She read the new rent figure aloud, digit by digit, and each number was a push of her hand. Heat built in the ring. My clitty throbbed against plastic. "Breathe on my count. Not yours."

I gasped when she sped up. The brink came fast, stupid fast, shame and need twisted tight. She stopped on the last digit of the rent total. Palm gone. I hung on the frame shaking, denied, leak already darkening the pink crotch.

"Again." No pause for begging. Her hand returned, rougher. Fingers found the seam through lace and pinched the tube so the pressure bit. "Same number. Say it back while I work you."

I choked out the digits between moans. My voice sounded like a slut in my own hall. She laughed once, mean. "That's what a day-out-of-sync bitch sounds like. Almost there? Good. You don't come."

She stopped again at the crest. My knees buckled. I caught myself on the jamb. Sweat ran into my eyes. The ledger page fluttered when I panted.

"Third." She pinned my hip to the wood with her body. "You drip on my schedule, you drip on my money. Beg for the edge and tell me what you wore wrong."

"Please, Wednesday's white lace. I wore Wednesday's, ah, fuck…"

"Say you're a sloppy little panty whore who can't read a row."

"I'm a sloppy panty whore. I wore the wrong…"

Her hand mashed the cage into me, rolling until my whole pelvis burned. The brink slammed in. I thought she would stop. She pulled back half a second late and the ruin tore out of me anyway, cum pumping thin and wasted into the pink bikini cut, soaking through to her fingers. She watched it spill with disgust and interest.

"Unauthorized. Look at the mess on my sill." She wiped her hand on my thigh leaving a wet streak. "That's rent you can't afford leaking out because your cock can't listen."

"I'm sorry, Odile…"

"You're not sorry. You're still hard in that tube." She cleaned the wood with a tissue from her pocket, clinical, then pressed over the cage again before I could go soft. "One more edge. Same lever. Money and ache. You slip the schedule, you slip the brink. You don't get release until I say, and I didn't say."

She worked me slow this time, cruel patience. Texture of lace and sweat and her skin through fabric. Weight of the numbers in my head matching every stroke. I begged without pride. I said the new rent figure back to her in a broken whisper. I said I would wear tomorrow's pair before the next slot. She brought me to the edge and held me there until I sobbed into the doorframe, then denied me again, hand off, leaving me dripping and caged and shaking.

She stamped the inspection slip CLOSED and clicked the pen shut. The ledger snapped into her bag. "Friday's row is on your phone and in the drawer. Align before seven next week or I ink you up again."

She stepped off the threshold. Her boots faded down the stairwell. The buzz from INSPECTION, 7PM was still on my screen in my fist. I had made the alert myself. I had worn the wrong day. I had lost money I did not have and spilled anyway while she counted.

I stood in the doorway in ruined pink, lock still biting, body craving the hand that had denied me. Obedience had become the only path to relief I could imagine. Tomorrow's pair would be on my skin before I slept. I would check the row three times. The ache and the ledger line were the same thing now, and I wanted her to move both.

I closed the door with my forehead still buzzing where the wood had been. The apartment was quiet except for my breathing and the wet pull of fabric between my legs. I walked to the bedroom drawer on legs that did not feel like mine. The inventory card was clipped inside the lid. FRIDAY. RED. MESH. Odile's block letters. I laid the red mesh on the pillow where I would see it when I opened my eyes. Not a prayer. A rule I could touch.

In the bathroom I peeled off the ruined pink without looking at the stain for long. The cage was smeared. I used a warm cloth the way she had not allowed me to do alone last time. Every wipe made my cock twitch and hurt. Relief was a door she held. I understood that in my chest more than in my head. Craving sat there heavy, not shame alone anymore. Shame still burned. It fed the want.

I set the alarm for six fifteen. Enough time to shower, dry, step into red mesh, pull it high, check the tag against the phone calendar, check again. Day eight was done. Forty-eight days remained. One violation had already raised the rent line. I could not afford another slip born from horniness or forgetfulness. My body had betrayed me at the sill and she had tied the betrayal to dollars.

I got on my knees beside the bed only to open the drawer and count the pairs I had left in rotation. Lace stacks. Tags. Her pins. The secret I used to hide was now a signed list she owned. I touched the red mesh and imagined her boot on the threshold again. My hand drifted toward the cage. I pulled it back. You do not get to decide that anymore. Her voice lived in my wrist.

At ten forty I was still awake. The edge cycles replayed in fragments. Her palm. The count. Stop. The ruin I had not been given. Drip on the wood. I rolled onto my stomach and ground the tube against the mattress once before I caught myself. The friction shot need through me. I stopped. I breathed. I let the ache build without chasing it because chasing had cost me money and mess and her contempt, and some sick part of me wanted her contempt because it meant her hand.

I whispered the new rent number into the pillow until the digits felt like a tongue in my ear. I would earn the strike back. I would wear every row. I would open the door on the right pair with my forehead still damp from obedience. The cage was not just a cost on the contract anymore. It was the place my want pooled when she denied me. Obedience was the only coin that might buy a finish she allowed. I hated that. I craved that. The two feelings were the same heat.

I slept in fits. Before dawn I woke hard in the trap again, dreaming her count and her stop. I reached for the red mesh on the pillow and held it to my face. Mesh and detergent and the faint smell of her house on my skin from when she had leaned on me at the jamb. I put the mesh on in the dark, wrong hour but right pair for the next day, and checked the calendar slot until the screen hurt my eyes.

Friday. Red. Mesh. Aligned.

When the six fifteen alarm went off I was already wearing tomorrow's pair on today's morning skin. I would change the row at the mirror before work if I had to. I would not be one day behind again. The inspection stamp was closed but my body stayed open, buzzing where she had rubbed and denied. I made coffee with shaking hands and opened the ledger photo on my phone, the one I had snapped when she inked the number up. Proof of the lever. I stared at it until the want settled into a plan.

Align. Beg at the door if she wanted it. Take the edge without the finish until she priced it differently. Forty-eight days. I could be her good little panty bitch for forty-eight days if it meant the rent line moved down again and her hand stayed on me long enough to let me finish once with permission. The thought made me leak in the red mesh. I let it happen. I did not rub. I drank the coffee bitter and counted hours until next Thursday seven PM.


Chapter 4: Good Tenant

Ismelled tea before I opened my eyes, and when I did, Odile was already on the edge of my duvet with the rent book spread open beside my hip like something she read for pleasure on a slow morning. I had not heard her key. I had not pulled the sheet up. I lay there caught in her visit with my mouth half open and no excuse composed yet.

She poured without looking at my face. Steam rose between us and replaced last night’s ruling at the doorframe with quiet. She did not name the correction. She did not mention the marks she had inked upward while I sobbed against the wood. She set a cup on the nightstand and let the heat of it sit in the air until my skin remembered warmth instead of shame.

“Drink,” she said.

I sat up slow. The sheet slid to my waist. I was still in yesterday’s lace, still locked, still hers on paper whether I admitted it or not. She watched me sip. Her eyes stayed calm, landlady calm, like she had every right to be in my bed with her inventory open.

Her palm slid under the sheet before I could cover myself. She found the metal through the thin fabric and held it there until heat registered, her skin against the appliance, warming it through cotton and lace. She did not squeeze. She did not twist. She just held, and my trapped flesh answered with a dull throb I could not hide.

“Lift,” she said.

I raised my hips. She worked the waistband aside, clicked the lock free with the key at her throat, and drew the device down my thighs with two fingers like she was handling something delicate in a shop. Cool air hit my balls and my shaft, then her hand closed around me again, full palm, thawing what the night had left cold and sore.

“Good,” she murmured. “Breathe.”

She rinsed me with a cloth from her bag, quick and practical, no theater. When she seated the appliance back, the click was soft. She ran her thumb along the seam where metal met skin, tuning it, not punishing it. The fit settled. The lock caught. My clitty pulsed once behind bars and went still under her touch.

She pivoted the book toward me. The column for rent had fallen in clean steps across the obedient weeks. Each line she had allowed was savings inked in black. Twelve days in, forty-four left until settlement, and the page showed what compliance bought me in numbers I used to care about more than anything.

“See,” she said. “This is what a good tenant earns.”

The word landed in my chest harder than the discount. Good tenant. I stared at the falling figures and my throat tightened around wanting her to say it again. The money was still there. The excuse was still there. But my pulse chased the praise like it had become the real payment.

“You held the schedule after the slip,” she said. “You wore what was marked. You did not touch without leave. That is why the line moves down.”

“I’m sorry about yesterday,” I whispered.

“I know.” She turned a page. “You are sorry in the right places now.”

She reached into her case and set a small toy on the sheet between the open book and my knee. Matte silicone, modest thickness, paired to a remote she laid on the closed cover. The indicator on the strap blinked once, ready.

“This stays with the inspection rhythm,” she said. “Not a punishment toy. A maintenance toy. You will learn the difference.”

My stomach dropped. I had told myself I would never let her put anything inside me except what the lease implied, lace and lock and humiliation at the door. Not this. Not on my bed with tea cooling and her voice soft.

“Odile…”

“Kier.” She looked at me. “You are already spread on your own sheet. Do not perform shock for me.”

The remote clicked. A low pulse woke in the toy before she touched me. A single slow climb through settings while she read the week’s marks aloud like a report card.

“Monday, midnight blue, on time. Tuesday, seven p m, verified. Wednesday, seam straight, no adjustment. Thursday, slip, correction applied. Friday, recovery, no unauthorized touch.”

Each line synced with the pulse. My breath followed without permission. She held one unhurried crest under her steady voice, not rushing me toward panic, keeping me at the edge of a swell that built in my ass and my locked shaft at once.

“Say the day count,” she said.

“Twelve,” I breathed. “Forty-four left.”

“Good tenant.”

The praise hit and the pulse peaked and I moaned into my fist. She watched my face, not the toy.

“Again,” she said. “What are you?”

“A good tenant,” I said, and hated how true it sounded.

She turned the toy in her hand. Lube from her case, cold stripe on warm silicone, then her fingers at my hole, not asking, checking wetness that was already there from the pulse and the shame. I clenched. She waited. I unclenched because she had taught me that fighting cost more than the rent column.

“Open,” she said.

I pulled my knees back. The lace rode up. The lock pressed my clitty flat. She pressed the tip to my rim and pushed in slow, inch by inch, while the remote hummed a low constant buzz that made my hole flutter around her intrusion.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Language,” she said. “Tell me what you feel.”

“Full,” I said. “Stuffed. I feel stuffed like a…”

“Like a what?”

I swallowed. “Like a slut.”

“Whose slut?”

“Yours.” The word tore out. “Your slut tenant.”

She worked the toy to the hilt. The base kissed my ass. The buzz deepened. She did not fuck me fast. She let the vibration do the work while she sipped her tea and read the next margin slot already inked for the coming week.

“You swore you would never take a toy on your bed,” she said.

“I swore.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m sitting on it while you drink tea.”

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

My eyes burned. I nodded because lying would cost me another line upward.

She set the cup down and took the remote. The buzz climbed one step. My hole clenched around silicone. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth. She wiped it with her thumb and fed it back to my lips.

“Suck,” she said.

I sucked her thumb while the toy hummed inside me. She added a second finger to my mouth, stretching my jaw, testing my gag reflex with the same patience she used on the lock.

“Beg for the next setting,” she said.

“Please,” I mumbled around her fingers. “Please turn it up. I need it. I need to cum like a good little toy.”

“You will cum when I say. Not before.”

“Yes, Odile.”

She withdrew her fingers and stood. From the case she took the harness I had seen once and never wanted to see again, black straps, thick rubber cock already mounted. She stepped into it without hurry. The shaft bobbed heavy between her thighs.

My hole tightened around the buzzing toy as if it knew what was coming.

“Roll to your side,” she said.

I rolled. The toy shifted inside me, pressing my prostate through the vibration. She knelt behind me, pulled the silicone out slow, obscene wet sound, and replaced it with the head of her strap, blunt and wider.

“Say no if you mean it,” she said quietly.

I did not say no. I had sworn I would never give her this either, never let her fuck my ass on a gentle morning while the rent book lay open like approval. My silence was the thing I swore I would never give, and I gave it.

She pushed in one long stroke. I screamed into the pillow. The stretch burned sweet. Her hips met my ass with a slap that shook the bed. She fucked me slow, deep, each thrust seating her rubber cock to the root while her hand found my locked clitty and rubbed the metal in circles that struck sparks up my spine.

“Take it,” she said. “Take every inch, bitch.”

“I’m taking it,” I sobbed. “Fuck me. Please fuck your tenant.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck your slut. Pound my asshole. Use me.”

She did. Steady rhythm, not the frantic edging of the doorframe, a long sustained claiming that loosened everything in me. Sweat slicked my back. Her breath warmed my neck. She bit my shoulder hard enough to mark and kept driving, rubber cock dragging my walls, wet sounds loud in the quiet room.

“You cum from my cock in your ass,” she said. “Not from your clit. Say it.”

“I cum from your cock in my ass,” I chanted, voice breaking. “My clitty doesn’t matter. My ass is yours.”

“Good hole.”

She reached around and pressed the remote again. The toy she had removed lay buzzing against my thigh where she had dropped it, secondary vibration through skin and bone. Double buzz, her thrusts, her fingers on the cage, all stacked into one endless crest I could not count because she had forbidden counting out loud this morning.

“Please let me cum,” I begged. “I’ll do anything. I’ll wear whatever. I’ll open the door on time. I’ll be your good tenant. Please, Mistress, let me cum like a whore.”

“Cum,” she said.

I shattered. Orgasm ripped through me from my ass outward, clitty jumping uselessly in its prison, cum spurting in thin helpless stripes across the sheet while she kept fucking me through it, prolonging each spasm until I was drooling, until my hole fluttered and sucked at her strap like it wanted to keep her inside forever.

She slowed. She stilled. She stayed buried while I shook. Then she drew out slow and set the harness aside as carefully as she handled the lock.

I lay wrecked, lace twisted, sheet fouled with my own mess. She cleaned me again, cloth warm this time, like aftermath was part of the lease. She clicked the appliance back into place without comment. She straightened my panties. She tucked the remote on top of the closed book, indicator still glowing against the strap like a stamped receipt of what my body had done.

In the margin beside the next week’s slot, fresh ink waited, a blank line already ruled for the coming inspection, forward pull into whatever she would require when the countdown tightened again.

She left the toy on the nightstand, silicone gleaming with lube and my slick, set there like a promise she did not need to speak. I watched the blink of the paired light on the strap beside it and understood the cheap rent had become the story I told strangers in my head, while her praise was what I would perform for now, every pulse, every open hole, every obedient morning I could not take back.

The indicator glowed steady on the closed book next to the toy she had left behind, and I could not stop staring at both as if they were the next twelve days already written on my skin.


Chapter 5: The Back Page

Iopened the rival flat listing first because the number in the tab was cleaner than anything in my chest. The ad asked for double what I paid Odile after discounts. My bank balance sat in the next tab like a dare. I had built the spreadsheet to prove I could leave before day fifty-six closed the ledger for good. Thirty-five days on the clock. Each row was rent, each column was what I thought I had saved. The flat stayed quiet while I typed. No bell. No footsteps in the hall. Just the fan in my laptop and my own breathing too loud in my ears.

The message came at ten past four. Not her voice in the flat. A block text from the building account. Inspection moved to lobby. Today. Bring any paperwork you are using to dispute charges. I stared at the screen until the words stopped swimming. I saved the spreadsheet and sent it to the printer. The rival tab flickered when I shut the lid. Half the quoted rent. I had not seen that yet. I would.

I went down with the warm printout curled against my ribs. The elevator smelled like someone’s fried onions and bleach. My mouth was dry before I reached the ground floor. Sound hit first. Two neighbors at the noticeboard, murmuring over a flyer for a lost cat. Odile stood under the lobby light with the ledger open on the narrow shelf beneath the post board. She wore dark slacks and the same calm face she used when she praised my obedient weeks. Tuesday leaned on the wall by the mail slots, arms folded, watching the street door as if this were normal Tuesday weather.

Odile did not look up until my shoes squeaked on the tile. “Kier. Good. You brought proof.”

I held out the printout. My hand shook once and I hated it. “I priced a move-out. I can afford another place if I walk at settlement.”

She took the paper without reading it. “Read it. Aloud. So everyone understands what you think you proved.”

Public display. My face burned before my mouth opened. Tuesday’s head turned. The other neighbor, a man I only nodded to on stairs, stepped closer to hear. Odile tapped the ledger’s front page. Ink lines. Dates. My signatures from every weekly door inspection that moved the rent column.

I read my own figures like a lesson for children. “Quoted rent, twelve hundred. Current effective, six hundred after discounts. Accumulated savings, four thousand two hundred. Balance after deposit return, enough for first month elsewhere plus moving costs.”

My voice echoed off the lobby marble. Flat. Thin. Odile let each number hang in the air after I said it. Taste of copper at the back of my throat. I had not eaten since morning tea. The printout crinkled in my grip.

She flipped the ledger to match my rows without hurry. “Quoted rent. Correct.” Her nail traced the first line. “Weekly discounts.” Another page. “You believed these were reductions.”

“They are,” I said. Too fast. Too loud.

“They are parallel credits.” She spoke like she was correcting arithmetic. “Loan entries. Not subtracted from obligation. Added to a separate balance you signed for at each inspection.”

Tuesday made a small sound. Not quite a laugh. The man neighbor cleared his throat and did not leave.

Odile turned a page I had never been shown. My signatures marched down the margin. Re-signed lease language I remembered as housekeeping. Initialed boxes I thought meant compliance with panty schedule and drawer counts. “Every inspection signature re-signed the term,” she said. “You did not save half the rent. You rented at half the quote because the other half books as debt. Early termination debt. Payable only when you leave. Payable only in the currency I set.”

The math dropped into my gut like a weight. Half the quoted rent. Real money out of my account every month. The four thousand I counted as savings was not mine. It was what I owed her if I tried to walk. Each obedient week deepened the hole instead of buying the door.

I stepped toward her. Grief for the old self rose so fast I almost choked on it. The man I was before the drawer became inventory. Before I learned to crave praise for falling numbers. “You lied about the discounts.”

Odile did not answer. She rotated the ledger on the shelf and laid the back page flat under the lobby light. Debt total in bold ink. Payment schedule by week. One line at the bottom that tied the small brass key on its ring to the same lock as the balance. I knew that key. It was the only one for the metal on my clitty. The debt and the key were one mechanism. It clicked in my head before she spoke.

“You cannot afford to go,” she said quietly. Only for me. Then louder, for the hall. “Unless you settle on the back page.”

I grabbed the ledger edge. Paper bit my thumb. “This is theft.”

“This is what you signed.” Odile slid the key ring forward but did not hand it to me. “State the debt aloud. Correctly. Full amount. Terms. Currency. Then I will consider turning this in its lock.”

Tuesday watched my mouth now. The neighbor man watched my hands. Public display again. Worse. My shame fused with a spike of heat I despised. Her world filling the frame until defiance was a costume that would not fit.

I read the back page. Voice cracking on the thousands place. “Early termination balance, four thousand two hundred. Payment schedule, weekly installments aligned with inspection until settlement day. Currency, compliance. Lace drawer complete. Boxer drawer full. Accounts closed. Cage…” I swallowed. The word tasted like surrender. “…key surrendered at settlement or forfeiture of exit.”

Odile held up a finger. “Currency. Say it the way the ledger does.”

My eyes stung. I wanted the old self to stand up and walk out. He was not in my legs anymore. “Currency is service. Oral. Anal. Display. Degradation on schedule. Documented.”

“Good.” She snapped the ledger shut. The key stayed on top of it, visible. “Neighbors heard. Terms are witnessed.”

She motioned me to the bench by the planters. “Inspection continues. You will show what those terms buy.”

I had worn the day’s assigned panties under my jeans. She had me step out of the denim in the lobby. Jeans around my ankles. Silk high-cut black against my thighs. Tuesday’s expression did not change. The man neighbor looked at the tile. Odile made him look back. “He is disputing his ledger. He will demonstrate gratitude for correction.”

She hooked her fingers in the waistband and yanked the lace down to mid-thigh. My locked clitty pushed against cold metal. No female parts. Just that shameful male bundle caged and slick already from humiliation. She produced a slim plug from her bag. Lubed with a packet she tore with her teeth. The wet sound was obscene in the empty lobby. She worked it into my asshole without asking. I grunted. Spit on her fingers. Pressed until my hole opened and took it. Stretch burned. Then fullness. Lobby air on my exposed skin.

“Hands on the back of the bench. Read the debt again while I work you.”

I bent. Ass out toward the noticeboard. Lost cat flyer at eye level. I tasted salt when I bit my lip. She unlocked the ring at my front. Not freedom. A cruel half-turn that let blood swell against bars. She spat on my clitty through the gap and stroked with two fingers, slick and rough. Wet sounds. Smack of skin on metal. My voice broke as I recited numbers. “Four thousand two hundred. Weekly installments. Currency is service.”

“Louder.”

I shouted the amount. Tuesday heard. The neighbor heard. Odile shoved the plug deeper and twisted. My ass clenched. Pleasure jolted up my spine. I hated how my hips jerked toward her hand.

“Beg for correction like the slut you priced yourself as.”

“Please,” I gasped. Filth poured out because she owned the door and the debt and my future somewhere else. “Please fuck my hole. Please let me cum. I’m your whore tenant. I’ll take it in the lobby. I’ll say it all again.”

“You will say what the back page costs if you are late.”

I sobbed once. Grief and craving mashed together until I could not tell which was which. “Late inspection adds a week of display. Public. Documented. Another signature. More debt.”

“Good little toy.” She peeled my panties to my knees and left them there as a frame. Three fingers in my ass now. Scissoring. Stretching. The plug bumped her knuckles. Spit dripped from her mouth to my tailbone. I heard it land. Felt it run. She milked my clitty with short vicious pulls. Edged me. Stopped when my balls drew up. Started when my knees shook.

The ordeal stretched. No counting. No second release. One permission hanging over me while she ruined me in front of witnesses. Taste of her spit on my tongue when she made me lick her fingers clean between edges. Sound of my own whines bouncing off the lobby glass. The man neighbor shifted. Odile looked at him. “He is learning his balance. Watch if you like.”

I begged until my voice was raw. “Let me cum. I’ll never dispute again. I’ll suck whatever you put in my mouth next inspection. I’m a bitch in panties. I’m yours. Four thousand two hundred. I owe it in your currency.”

“Say you cannot afford to leave.”

“I cannot afford to leave.” The truth tore out of me. Exit priced beyond forever. Old self dead in my mouth. “Please. I need it.”

She rammed four fingers into my ass and curled hard against my prostate. Pumped my clitty fast. Metal bit. Wet slap. Slop of lube and spit. My whole world narrowed to her hand and the debt number and the neighbors’ breathing behind me. Orgasm built past anything I could stop. She snarled in my ear. “Cum for the lobby. Stain the lace. Show them what you are.”

I came. One massive release. Endless. Degrading. Cum shot through the bars in thick pulses. Splashed my thighs. Dripped on black silk. Smell hit immediately. Salt and shame. My asshole clamped on her fingers. Vision whited. Inner voice shattered into fragments. Yes. Hers. Gone. Good. More. I keened. Sound I did not know I could make. She milked every drop until I sobbed and shook and almost slipped off the bench.

She locked the ring shut while I twitched. Cold click. Plug stayed in. Panties yanked up over the mess. Jeans forced over sticky skin. I could taste my own cum at the corner of my mouth where I had bitten through and not noticed.

Odile opened the ledger to the back page one more time. Pen in hand. “Next inspection slot. Tuesday. Seven p.m. Lobby again if you dispute. If you are late, the back page adds display and another signature. Settlement day remains fifty-six. Thirty-five days. Drawer all lace. Boxer drawer full. Accounts closed.”

She capped the pen. Looked at me with something like appetite dressed as patience. “We are only just beginning.”

The words landed like a trap door under the old life I had tried to spreadsheet my way out of. I walked back upstairs with the printout crushed in my fist and the lobby murmuring behind me. Wet lace chafed with every step. Plug shifted in my ass. The debt sat in my mouth like a new flavor I would never stop tasting. Thirty-five days. The key and the balance on the same lock. I climbed toward the flat I could not afford to leave, craving the next correction before I reached my door.


Chapter 6: Where Cotton Dies

Rain started while I was matching socks at my kitchen table, and my phone lit up with Odile naming the hall instead of an inspection slot.

I read it twice. No time. No clause. Just her hall, tonight. My gut went cold but my hands kept folding a black ankle sock over its mate like the message had not cut the evening in half. I stood. I checked the cage through my trousers. Still locked. Still hers. Thirty days sat between me and settlement day, and every weekly door inspection had been moving the rent book one signature closer. That number sat in my teeth.

I did not change out of yesterday's cotton. I told myself I would when I came back. That lie tasted old.

The landing window ran with rain. The hall lamps were low, amber on wet tile. I climbed slow. My key turned in her door like it had been practicing. Inside smelled like tea leaves and the drawer I hated. The sideboard drawer stood open. Boxers inside, folded dead things in stacks. One gap left. Exactly one. Tea steamed in a pot beside it, untouched, going cold.

Odile was pouring when I came in. She set the pot down mid-stream. Brown water hit the saucer and spread. The ordinary evening stopped.

"You wore cotton to my door," she said.

"I forgot to change."

"You did not forget." She looked at my waistband. "You wanted one more night of proof. Sit."

I sat at the hall table. She slid the last pair from my flat across the runner. My grey cotton boxers. Worn thin at the fly. They still held my sweat from yesterday and the faint detergent she made me use so nothing in my building smelled like a man hiding lace.

"Fold them," she said.

I flattened them on the wood. Crease by crease. Left leg. Right leg. Center. My fingers knew this fold from twenty-nine years of being a man who owned cotton. She watched. She did not correct my corners. That was worse. No hand slapping mine into the shape she wanted. Just my hands making the shape on their own.

The drawer waited. Almost full. A cemetery with one plot left.

"Say what they are," she said.

"Old boxers."

"Say what happens here."

"They die here."

"Say who kills them."

I swallowed. Rain tapped the glass like knuckles deciding something. "I do."

She nodded once. "Then do it."

I carried the fold to the open drawer. Slid it into the gap. Cotton on cotton. Weight settling on weight. The drawer smelled closed even while it was open. Stale skin and fabric softener and defeat. She laid her hand over mine on the front of the drawer. Warm. Dry. Sure. We pushed together. The wood shut. Full. No fight. No grab from my wrist. No wrestling like chapter two when I still believed I could win a drawer back. I had given the last pair myself. The giving-up sat softer in my chest than any taking ever had. It spread. It stayed.

I wanted to thank her for letting me do it myself. The want scared me. Gratitude, not relief. Like a tongue against a sore tooth.

Tuesday came in from the inner hallway with a dish towel over her shoulder. She lived on Odile's floor and cosigned Odile's leases, the second name on every inspection sheet in the building. Her door had made no sound. Witness. Player. Stakes up. She stopped when she saw my hand still on the shut drawer.

"That's the last cotton?" Tuesday asked.

Odile did not look at her. "That's the last cotton."

Tuesday's eyes moved to my lap, to the bulge that was not a bulge, just flat metal and shame. "He put it in himself?"

"He did."

Tuesday exhaled like a laugh she decided not to finish. "Christ. Okay." She set a stack of lace on the runner next to the inventory book. Not pity in her face. Interest. The kind that gets retold on a landing. My face burned. Exposure was not a camera. It was Tuesday knowing I had killed my own cotton in a landlady's drawer so I could keep living upstairs on a panty schedule.

"Inventory," Odile said. "Not a reading. Count."

She laid the remaining lace out. White hipster. Black high cut. Nude seamless. Red lace thong I still could not wear without my clitty trying to swell against the cage until it hurt. Each piece had a line in her little book. She wrote numbers while I named colors. Tuesday leaned on the doorframe and listened. The scratch of the pen came louder than the rain now.

Seven pieces left in rotation until settlement day. Seven and thirty days. The rent book lived in her sideboard. I had seen the back page. Cage key and debt on the same lock. No move-out math saved me after chapter five. I signed inspections. I earned discounts that were loans. I was here folding lace names into air while my old self lost its last physical proof.

When she closed the book, she tapped the cover twice. "Your flat next. Male drawer. Empty it square by square. Bring nothing back down but the frame."

I went up alone. Rain louder on my skylight. In my bedroom I pulled the male drawer open. Blue plaid. Black trunk. Holiday gift boxers I never wore. Square by square I lifted them out. Some still had price tags. Some had my name in marker from a roommate years ago. I dropped them into the bin bag she had left by my door last week. The frame went bare wood. No cotton left in the room. Not in the laundry hamper. Not in the emergency shelf. I checked twice. If I wanted proof of who I was, I would have to dig in her cemetery drawer downstairs and steal a corpse. I would not. Sick and sweet, for the clarity.

I went back down. Wet shoulders. Tuesday was gone from the hall but the air still held her knowing. The rug was old Persian. Red pattern. Center worn pale from feet. Odile sat in the armchair. Skirt hit mid-calf. Stockings. House shoes. She patted the rug between her knees.

"Kneel."

I knelt. Wood floor bit through the rug. My lace hem from this morning still damp against my thigh from rain and heat. Weight and scent. Her skin when I got close. Soap. Coffee on her breath from before the interrupted pour. My jaw already anticipating.

"You belong in this room now," she said.

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I belong in this room."

"Whose room."

"Yours."

"What's in your flat."

"Lace."

"What's in my drawer."

"Dead cotton."

"What's in your mouth tonight."

I looked up. She had not stood. She did not need to. She lifted her skirt enough. No panties. She had planned this before I matched socks. Her cunt was shaved smooth. Pink slit already shining. Scent hit me, musk and clean soap underneath, heavy enough to push rain out of my head.

"Service," she said. "Slow. You don't get to rush gratitude into spit and run."

I bent forward. Tongue first. Flat along her slit. She tasted salt and metal from the pot she abandoned. I licked upward. Found her clit. Small hard pearl. She threaded fingers into my hair. Not yanking yet. Guiding. Pressure at the base of my skull while rain masked the building's pipes and someone's television one floor up.

"Open wider, bitch."

I opened. Lips around her clit. Suck gentle. She made a small sound. Approval or boredom. My clitty strained in the cage. Useless drip of precum I would never wipe away without permission. I moaned against her and the vibration made her thighs tighten.

"Don't you dare cum from that."

"I won't."

"Lie. You will if I let you. Beg like the hole you are."

"Please let me taste you. Please let me serve in your hall. I'm your kept thing. Your panty tenant."

"Say thank you for the drawer."

"Thank you for the drawer. Thank you for letting me kill my cotton myself."

Tuesday's knowing floated back. I was saying this aloud where walls were thin. Gratitude fused with shame until I could not split them. I licked deeper. Tongue inside her hole. Wet sounds soft at first. Obscene when I pulled back and the suction popped.

"Slow," she reminded.

I went slow. Hours in one posture. Jaw aching. Tongue cramping. She used my face like furniture she owned. Rolled her hips. Ground down. Fingers in my hair turned to fists. Pulled hard enough to water my eyes. I gagged when she pushed my mouth harder against her. Spit ran down my chin. Drool on her inner thighs. She wiped it with two fingers and fed it back to my lips.

"Taste yourself being used."

I sucked them clean. Ashamed. Hard in the cage in the wrong way. Pain and want.

She lifted. Shifted forward on the chair. "Tongue in. Stay there. Don't you fucking move unless I move you."

I buried my face. Nose against her mound. Lips sealed on her hole. Tongue deep. She rode my mouth in tiny rolls. Not fast. Endless. My knees numb. Back screaming. I loved her for the punishment of slow. Thank you. Thank you. The word beat in time with her hips.

Rain steadied to one note on the glass. The tea had gone cold somewhere behind me. The full boxer drawer sat in my spine like a second skeleton. Empty flat upstairs. Thirty days. Her cunt clenched on my tongue and released. Again. Building crest she would not name out loud. No counting this chapter. No peaks stacked and tallied. One long climb.

"You're going to swallow everything I give you."

"Yes."

"You're going to thank me while you choke."

"Thank you."

Her thighs shook. First tremor small. Then whole legs. She pulled my hair so hard I yelped into her hole. The sound muffled. She came slow. Not a snap. A held wave. Past my breath. Past my thought. Inner voice breaking: good hole good slut drink it take it hers hers hers. Release in silence except wet pulse on my tongue and her breath catching once, twice, held, let go.

She flooded my mouth. Bitter edge. Thick salt. I swallowed. Kept swallowing. Jaw trembling. Another pulse. I drank. Gratitude so sharp it hurt my eyes. Tears mixed with spit on my cheeks. She held me there until the last twitch passed through her.

"Stay."

I stayed. Tongue out. Lips swollen. Cheeks hollow from suction ache. She smoothed my hair like I was a pet that had done its job. Cruel kindness. Trap I wanted to live in.

Minutes. Maybe ten. Maybe twenty. Rain did not stop. My body buzzed from denial and service. She had not let me cum. I had not asked. Asking would ruin the ritual.

She stood. Skirt down. Composed. She walked to the sideboard. Pocketed the inventory stub from the lace count. Paper edge vanished into her cardigan.

"Tomorrow's first square is the white hipster," she said. "Wear it all day. No cover. Inspection line moves at seven. You'll sign. You'll smile."

"Yes, Odile."

She handed me my coat. Wet already. I buttoned it. Shoulders damp cold on lace. I stepped into the stairwell already late for the next line of the book. Jaw ache. Empty drawer echo in my ribs where cotton used to live. Lace hem still damp against my thigh. Taste of her still on my tongue when I climbed toward a flat that had bare wood where men kept proof.

I belonged in her room now. I had put the last boxer in the ground myself. Thirty days left to close the accounts. I was grateful. I was ruined. The stairwell smelled like rain and my own spit drying. I did not go back for cotton. There was none left to find.


Chapter 7: Another Column

The knocks came before I checked the clock. Two hard raps, afternoon light still flat on the hall carpet. No inspection was written anywhere. Twenty-one days sat on the ledger in my head anyway, a number that never left.

I stood at the peephole. Odile’s shoes. A second pair, narrow heels, a woman holding a folder against her chest.

“Flat upstairs,” the stranger said. “You said three-thirty.”

“I said I’d show you the building first,” Odile answered, voice smooth as poured water. “Courtesy. The kept tenants set the standard.”

My stomach dropped. I knew that tone. It meant my body was already part of the tour.

Her text came before I could breathe.

Set the tray. White cups. Mat square. Doorframe dressed. Reference showing. Now.

I moved. Kettle on. Cups clicked onto the tray. I squared the mat with my toe until the corners matched the hall tiles. Then the clothes she’d left me in this morning: soft pink blouse, grey skirt, stockings that pulled warm over my calves. The cage under the skirt had been clicking when I walked all week. I hated how I’d learned the sound.

I fixed the bow at my throat. I pulled the skirt hem to the line she’d marked with chalk on the inside of the doorframe. One inch above the knee. Visible. Polite. Obscene if you knew what you were looking at.

Another rap. I opened.

Odile filled the left side of the door. Nadia stood on the landing, young, sharp eyes, taking in the hall, the mat, me.

“Kier,” Odile said, like she was naming a fixture. “Tea.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stepped aside. Nadia’s gaze slid over my blouse, my throat, the tray handles white under my fingers.

“This is the reference flat on two,” Odile told her. “We do a showing at the door. Habit. You’ll see how training reads in a real tenant.”

Nadia nodded slowly. “You’re serious about that.”

“I’m serious about everything that affects rent.” Odile’s hand landed on my hip, warm through the blouse. Not a caress. A placement. “Walk him to the threshold, Kier. Serve.”

I walked to the line chalked on the floor. I raised the cup. Eyes down. Elbows soft. The pour had to be steady. If it shook, she would count it.

Odile’s fingers found the cage through the skirt. No rush. She cupped me, weighed the locked metal and the sore little clitty behind it, while Nadia watched from two feet away.

“First correction,” Odile said, calm as weather. “Shoulders back. You’re hiding the inventory.”

I rolled my shoulders. The blouse fabric pulled tight across my chest. My knuckles blanched on the tray handles. The tea did not tremble in the cup.

Her hand stayed on me. Thumb circling the cage, finding the ring where my balls were packed tight. Warm pressure. Humiliating heat.

“Second,” she said. “Chin lower. You don’t get to look at guests. You look at my shoes or the cup.”

I dropped my chin. Her black leather, scuffed at the toe. Nadia’s heels beside them.

“Third. Hips forward. Show you’re wearing what you’re told.”

I pushed my hips toward her hand. The cage dug into her palm. A whimper tried to crawl out of my throat. I swallowed it. The pour stayed clean.

Nadia made a small sound, not quite a laugh. “He’s… still.”

“He’s learning,” Odile said. “A well-trained tenant is rare. Most men fight the schedule until I evict them. I can always replace one. Columns fill. The ledger doesn’t care who’s kneeling.”

The words hit my gut like a door slamming down the hall. Not shame. Worse. Jealousy, hot and stupid, flooding me until my eyes stung. Her hand on my cock was a product. A demonstration. Nadia could be the next name in the book. I could be the empty flat upstairs, viewed and passed over.

Odile’s fingers tightened on the bars. “Fourth. Knees unlocked. Stop bracing like a man.”

My knees softened. The skirt slid against my stockings, nylon whisper on nylon.

“Fifth. Thank the guest for witnessing.”

“Thank you for… for witnessing, miss,” I whispered.

Nadia’s folder creaked when she shifted it. “You do this for every viewing?”

“For every serious applicant,” Odile said. “Patience, please. One more.”

She slid her hand under the skirt hem in front of Nadia. Skin on my thigh. Then her fingers on the cage itself, bare, turning the lock plate, reading the fit with professional calm. Inspection. Not sex. Except my clitty swelled against the bars anyway, traitor flesh, and a string of clear drip slid down the metal.

“Sixth,” Odile said. “You leak on a showing. Wipe it.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Don’t apologize to me. Fix it.”

I couldn’t set the tray down without failing the pose. She knew that. Her thumb smeared the drip through the bars, slow, spreading wet warmth, then she lifted that thumb to my lower lip. “Taste your discipline.”

I opened my mouth. Salt and metal. My tongue curled. Nadia watched, lips parted.

Odile pulled her hand free. She snapped the clipboard she’d had tucked under her arm. The sound cracked the hall.

“Thank you for your patience, Nadia. That’s the demonstration. Upstairs is vacant. We’ll tour the rooms now.”

Nadia looked at me one last time, like she was pricing something. “He’s… obedient.”

“He’s kept,” Odile corrected. “There’s a difference. Come.”

Footsteps climbed. Their voices faded toward the empty flat. The landing cleared. Tea steamed between my hands, cooling, evidence I couldn’t drink.

I stood on the chalk line until my arms ached.

Odile came back alone. She didn’t knock. She took the cup from the tray, sipped once, set it on the mat.

“Close the door.”

I kicked it shut with my heel. The latch clicked.

“You heard what I told her.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Say it.”

My voice cracked. “You can replace me.”

“Louder.”

“You can replace me. Another column. Another tenant.”

“And how does that feel.”

Not shame. I hated that it wasn’t shame. “Jealous. I hate her. I hate that you showed her my cage. I hate that you might… keep someone else.”

Odile’s eyes narrowed, pleased. “Good. That’s the leash I wanted. You don’t get to be one of many, Kier. You get to fight for the only slot.”

She pointed at the low table. “Tray down. Skirt up. Hands on the back of the couch. You don’t move them unless I say.”

I obeyed. The wood bit my palms. Cool air hit my thighs, then her warm hands spreading me open from behind. No glove. No toy. Just her fingers tracing the seam of my ass, the tight hole she’d been training for weeks.

“You want exclusive?” she murmured. “Earn it. Stay still while I inspect what I own.”

One finger pressed. Breach. Slow burn. My clitty jumped in the cage. I gritted my teeth.

“Don’t clench. Open for my hand.”

I breathed out. She pushed deeper, knuckle deep, curling inside me, finding the spot that made my legs shake. Wet sounds, obscene, small in the quiet flat.

“Please,” I gasped.

“Please what.”

“Please don’t… don’t replace me.”

She laughed, low. “That’s not begging. That’s whining.”

She added a second finger, scissoring, stretching my asshole while her other hand wrapped the cage and squeezed. Mercy nowhere. She fucked me with her fingers, steady, cruel rhythm, while the denied ache in my clitty built to a scream.

“You’re going to cum for me,” she said. “Not because you need it. Because I’m counting. One.”

She pinched the base of the cage hard and rammed her fingers deep. My whole body seized. Cum spurted through the bars in thin helpless ropes, splashing the couch, my stockings, her wrist. Shame and relief twisted together and still the jealousy burned hotter: this was hers to give, hers to measure.

“One,” she said aloud, like a clerk. “Messy. Lick my hand clean, bitch.”

I turned my head. Her slick fingers at my mouth. I sucked salt and cum off her skin, gagging when she pushed to the knuckle.

“Hands back on the couch.”

I planted them. My ass throbbed around nothing now. Empty. Worse.

She edged me twice with only the cage, thumb on the underside of my clitty through the bars, stopping every time my hips jerked. “You don’t cum until I say. You hear me? Another girl walks that landing tomorrow and you’ll be in the hall again. Better. Hungrier.”

“I’ll be better,” I sobbed. “Please, ma’am. Only me. Keep only me.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The words settled into my bones. I begged. Filthy things. I told her I was her whore, her hole, her trained little slut who would suck her fingers clean after every showing. I told her I’d pour tea for a hundred viewings and never look up. I told her my ass was hers to inspect in front of the whole city if she wanted.

“Good toy,” she said. “Two.”

She yanked my hips back and drove three fingers into my ass without warning. Brutal depth. Her palm slapped the cage rhythmically while she pounded my hole. I screamed into the couch cushion. Second orgasm ripped out longer than the first, savage on oversensitive flesh, cum dribbling and then spurting again until I thought I’d pass out.

“That’s two,” she counted. “One more.”

I couldn’t. I shook, tears and spit on the fabric. “Too much.”

“You don’t get to decide when you’re done,” she said, and rammed a fourth finger in, stretching me obscene wide. “You cum until I’m satisfied you understand competition.”

Her free hand found my throat, not choking, just holding. Her fingers in my ass curled and stabbed. The third climax dragged out, endless, painful pleasure, clitty firing blanks, ass clenching on her hand like it was trying to keep her inside me forever.

“Three,” she said. “Say it.”

“I’m yours. Only yours. No other column.”

She withdrew slowly. Cold air on my gaping ass. She wiped her hand on my skirt hem, marking it.

“You’ll wear that stain tomorrow. Nine a.m. Hall mat. Tray again. Nadia may come back with questions.”

She pressed a folded note into my palm. I didn’t open it yet. Her mouth at my ear.

“Read it inside. You’ll add a page to the inventory tonight. Every pair you still own that isn’t pink or white goes in the box by seven. If the count’s short, I bring Nadia to your door for a real tour.”

She left without another word.

I slid to the floor, cage dripping, ass pulsing. Twenty-one days left on the ledger and now a rival in the stairwell. I opened the note, hands unsteady.

Tomorrow: 9:00 reference repeat. Skirt hem one inch higher. No bra. Apology speech memorized for the guest. Failure means replacement listing posted by noon.

I read it twice. Jealousy sat in my chest like a second lock, tighter than the cage. I needed to be the only kept one. I needed it more than air.

I pulled myself up, tray in hand, and started counting what still had to die in the box before seven.


Chapter 8: Hollow Freedom

Istood in the flat blue-dark at four in the morning with the male drawer emptied and the hardware-store bag behind it, and my hands would not stop shaking on the bolt cutters.

The metal handles were cold enough to burn. The building settled, a pipe ticked somewhere, my own breath too loud in the kitchen. Yesterday was still in the walls. The stranger on the landing had watched me hold the cup steady while Odile praised how rare a trained tenant was. I had smiled in the frame she dressed me in. I had raised the china like I belonged to her inventory. None of that was undone. I had only hidden it under sleep and this bag.

I fanned the cash advance on the counter beside the buyout figure I had copied from the rent ledger on my phone. The numbers looked possible on paper until I counted the bills twice and the gap opened. I had borrowed against nothing. I had told myself one stroke of steel and one payment would unmake the schedule, the inspections, the lace drawer that had to win by day fifty-six with fourteen days left on the clock. Settlement day was not abstract anymore. It was a door that would open on accounts closed or ruin.

I carried the cutters and the notes past the quiet flat toward the little table where I slept in what she assigned me. The lock on the chastity device was a blunt promise. Freedom bought in one motion. Open metal. Paid buyout. Walk out before anyone woke.

I set my teeth and squeezed. The jaws bit. Pain jumped up my arm. A sharp crack rang off the tile and came back from the bathroom door. Something in me flinched at the sound, like the lease itself had heard. The band parted. Cold air touched skin that had not felt it in weeks. My clitty stirred uselessly behind the ruined ring still hooked to my skin. I was loose in a way that should have been triumph.

I pulled up the ledger on the screen she made me keep updated after every weekly inspection. The buyout line sat above anything I could stack, fees nested inside fees, the figure built to laugh at a tenant with my ceiling. The steel lay open on the floor. The debt did not. I could cut my body free. I could not cut my name off her books.

Then the default clause bloomed when the app refreshed, red text I had scrolled past in terror on day one. Tamper with the discipline lock without settlement and rent reverts to market plus penalty. Eviction notice auto-generated. Route to homelessness drawn clean as a map. I could lose the flat, the ledger credit, the last scrap of roof in one pre-dawn minute.

I stood in the wreckage with panic filling my chest and no triumph anywhere. Freedom was hollow. A room with the furniture removed. I wanted to give it back. That want scared me worse than the red text.

Footsteps in the hall were her rhythm. She did not knock soft. The door opened and cold hall air slid in with her.

She looked at the cutters, the cash, the split band, my bare shaking legs. Her mouth did not move for a long second. Sound drained out of the room. Then she said, "You cut."

"I was going to pay," I said. My voice came out thin. "I brought the advance. I thought if the metal was gone…"

"You thought mechanical exits were still on the table." She stepped over the hardware and the bills like they were filth. "Fourteen days left and you chose default."

"I can still…"

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged." Her eyes stayed on my throat. "You already changed the rent. You already changed your body. Now you want me to pretend you did not just try to run."

Heat and shame hit together. Defiance had been a flash. It died in her stare. I went to my knees on the scattered bolts and washers, palms up, offering what remained because nothing else did.

"Please," I said. "Let me serve. Let me be kept. Correct me. Use me. I will attend. I will not run again."

"You will beg like you mean it," she said. "Not pretty. Filthy. Tell me what you are with that ruined lock on the floor."

"I'm your slut tenant," I said. "I'm the bitch who tried to cheat and failed. I'm a hole that needs your order or I have nothing. Please let me worship you. Please let me earn the floor under the ballooned rent."

She pulled her skirt up and hooked her fingers in her panties, shoved the cotton aside. "Lick. No hands unless I say. Apologize on my clit."

I crawled forward. The tile was ice on my knees. I put my mouth where she pointed. Her taste was sharp, real, punishment and reward in one. She grabbed my hair and yanked my face harder against her.

"Say it again," she said. "Louder. You wanted freedom. Tell me what freedom tastes like."

"Like shame," I moaned against her. "Like I need your cunt on my tongue or I'll die homeless. Like I'm a whore who cut steel and still belongs on my knees."

"Good little toy." She ground down. "Keep going. Spit on it. Choke if you have to. You do not get to come until you beg permission to swallow my cum and thank me for the penalty rent."

I lapped and sucked. Drool ran down my chin. Wet sounds filled the kitchen, obscene and plain. My ruined lock bounced against my thigh, empty and useless. She called me names, slut, bitch, replaceable hole, and made me repeat each one between licks. I did. I wanted to. The jealousy from yesterday turned into this, her weight on my face, the only column that would not delete me if I performed.

"Please," I gasped, pulling back an inch. "Permission to make you cum. Permission to drink it. Permission to stay in the flat and take the market rate and the fee. I'll be your good sissy. I'll fill the lace drawer. I'll empty the boxer drawer. Fourteen days. I'll close the accounts on settlement day. Please, Odile."

"You beg like a debtor," she said. "Again. Tell me what happens if I say no."

"I lose everything," I said. "Roof. Ledger. Want. I'll be nothing but a cut lock and a red notice."

"And if I say yes?"

"I stay your kept bitch. I serve at inspections. I open my mouth. I take your strap when you say. I thank you for owning the key even when the band is trash."

She smiled without warmth. "Then make me cum and hold every drop."

I buried my face again. My jaw ached. She bucked, cursed, called me a filthy hole. When she broke, she held me there. I swallowed, gagging, sweat on my forehead, tile cold on my shins. She pulled back and wiped her thumb across my lips.

"Stay on your knees," she said. "Service is not finished. You cut yourself loose. I decide what fills the gap."

She went to the bedroom and came back with the harness and the thick silicone cock she used when she wanted me quiet from the inside. She buckled it on while I watched, palms still up, clitty leaking and ashamed.

"Beg for it in your ass," she said. "Tell me you deserve the penalty."

"Please fuck my asshole," I said. "Please pound your bitch. I tried to walk. I deserve to be opened and used. Please choke me with it. Please make me cum like the slut I am."

"Hands behind your back." She kicked my ankles wider. "Take it."

She pushed in without mercy. I grunted, burn, stretch, the wet slap of her hips on my cheeks. She fucked me rough, calling me whore, telling me the rent was market plus penalty now and I would thank her for every dollar. I sobbed filthy praise back. Please. Harder. Own me. Keep me. I hate that I need this. I hate that I need you. I need you more than air.

She reached around and gripped my clitty, cruel and perfect. "You do not come until you ask like the ruined tenant you are."

"Please let me cum," I screamed. "Please let your slut shoot while you fuck my ass. Permission. Permission. I'll say it at the door on inspection. I'll say it to strangers. I'll be lace by day fifty-six. Please, Mistress, please let me cum on your cock."

"Once," she said. "On my terms."

She pounded deep and pinched. My orgasm ripped out of me, stupid and loud, cum stripe on the tile, body jerking, mind broken into fragments. yes. hers. kept. no exit. good.

She pulled out and left me shaking. Conditional permission landed cold and exact, the only ground left under the ballooned rent.

"You will re-cage before breakfast," she said. "New band. My lock. You pay the installment on the penalty tonight. You document the cut in the ledger as default attempt, day forty-two of fifty-six. Weekly inspection moves to tomorrow. Boxer drawer weighed. Lace counted."

"Yes," I whispered. "Thank you."

"Stand up and clean this mess. Then dress for service."

I was wiping steel chips when a sound hit the landing, not her rhythm. A step. A knock. A voice, female, unfamiliar.

"Hello? Nadia for the viewing?"

Momentum carried into what came next, and sick and wet and still dripping, I had no doubt the flat was not done with me yet.


Chapter 9: The Heavier Lock

Iheld the cut cage on the table between us and the flat smelled like rain had been dragged out through the windows, the ice bag on the duvet sweating cold into the sheets. The storm had drained everything down to this: her keys still on the hook, my hands empty except for the ruined metal, and the ledger on her knee open to the default line that had ballooned while I stood in my own hallway with bolt cutters and nowhere to go.

She did not touch the cage. She watched my mouth.

"I never re-caged," I said. My voice came out thin and wrong in the clinic quiet. "I cut it a week ago and ran instead of locking back up like you told me. I want you to cage me again. I want to be kept."

Her fingers stayed on the ledger. "Say the rest."

Heat crawled up my neck. Exposure sat in my throat like I had already walked naked past every door on the floor. "I'm yours to keep. I don't want out. I want the heavier lock if you have it. I want the penalty fixed if you can fix it. Please."

Only then did she lift the keyring from where it had waited beside the ice. The little brass teeth clicked once, soft, and the sound went through my clitty like a wire pulled tight in the empty cage I was still not wearing.

"You crossed the building with that in your hand," she said. "A week late, but you came on your own. I did not have to come drag you back this time."

I had. The elevator had smelled like someone's fried onions and bleach and my own fear-sweat. I gripped the cut halves so hard the edges bit my palm. Seven days left on the fifty-six-day clock and the buyout number still sat above my ceiling like a lid. Cutting the cage had tripped the default the morning she caught me with the bolt cutters. Market rent plus penalty. Eviction into freedom that sat in me as a kind of death. I had carried the wreckage uncaged for a week, ducking the re-caging she ordered, and finally knocked on her door with it because the hollow after the cutters was worse than any night in steel.

She stood. "Come here."

In her doorway she stopped me with a palm on my chest. The hall light was on. Tuesday's door was three feet away. My nipples stood hard under the thin tee I had thrown on like armor that wasn't armor.

"Wait," she said.

I waited. My pulse thumped in my ears.

"Say it again. Loud enough the hall hears what you want."

My mouth went dry. Taste of copper and last night's panic. "Lock me back in. I want the cage. I'm asking to be kept. I'm not buying out. I'm not leaving. Keep me."

A beat. Then her hand dropped and she pulled me inside by the wrist.

The new cage was heavier before it even touched me. Matte steel, wider base ring, a lock body that looked like it belonged on a bike rack not on a man's cock. She made me strip in the kitchen where the tile was cool under my feet and the air smelled like her coffee and the lemon she used on her hands after inspections. She didn't rush. She wiped me with a warm cloth, then a cold one, then her fingers around my balls, checking skin, checking shame.

"Bend over the table."

I bent. The wood was smooth and sticky with old varnish. Her spit hit my asshole first, wet and obscene, then her thumb pressing in slow while she told me I was a hole that had tried to run and came back begging. The taste of my own fear came up the back of my throat when she made me say it: I ran, I failed, I want the lock.

"You want heavier?" She worked two fingers in, unhurried, scissoring until my legs shook. "You'll feel this every step. You'll feel it when you sleep. You'll feel it when you piss. Nod if you understand."

I nodded against the table. My clitty hung useless and swelling, no home for it yet.

She seated the base ring. Cold kiss of metal at my root. She threaded my cock through the shackle, snug, cruel, the weight of the new cage pulling down immediately so gravity claimed my whole groin. The cap clicked on. The heavier lock slid through the hasp and she turned the key I had heard in the hall.

The click was deeper than the old one. Final.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours," I whispered.

"Louder."

"Yours. The cage is yours. I'm yours."

She opened the ledger on the table beside my hip. Pen scratch. "Default voided. Good-faith correction. You presented the cut cage. You requested re-caging. Documented." She underlined something twice. "Seven days to settlement. Drawer all lace. Boxer drawer full. Accounts closed. You fuck this up and you don't get corrected again. You get the street."

The street. Freedom. My stomach turned.

She lubed the plug on the counter without looking at me like I was a person, like I was maintenance. Black silicone, thick neck, the kind that says you will sit differently tomorrow. She didn't ask where I wanted it. She pressed it to my asshole where her fingers had already opened me and pushed in one steady stroke that made my vision white at the edges.

"Take it," she said. "No rushing. This is one long ride. You don't get to stack peaks and pretend you're in charge of your own orgasm. You take what I set."

I took it. The plug filled me slow and stayed. She didn't fuck me with it yet. She held the base and made me breathe while the cage swung heavy between my legs and every breath moved the plug a millimeter inside me.

"Please," I said before I could stop.

"Please what."

"Please fuck my ass. Please use me. I'm your kept bitch. I want it."

She laughed, mean and quiet. "You hear that, Kier? Your tenant wants his ass used because he's scared of being let go."

She wasn't talking to the hall now. She was talking to the room, to the ledger, to the part of me that had cut steel at four in the morning thinking money could save me.

Then she harnessed up. Leather creaked. Rubber and her skin, salt and the faint chemical tang of the toy she buckled on. She didn't make me suck it first. Anal first. She yanked the plug out and the empty burn made me whimper, then the blunt head of her cock replaced it, thicker, real pressure, her hands on my hips pinning me to the table.

"Hole," she said. "Not a man. My hole."

She pushed in slow. Inch by inch. No mercy in the pace, no cruelty in the speed either. Just one unbroken climb. My asshole stretched and held her, slick sounds loud in the kitchen, her balls slapping my caged clitty so the metal rang tiny against wood.

"You taste like panic," she murmured and she hooked a finger into my mouth, two fingers, three, gagging me while she drove deeper. "Suck. Taste yourself."

I sucked. Spit ran down her knuckles. The taste was salt and rubber and the inside of my own mouth and something darker, shame as flavor. She fucked me through it, long strokes, full withdrawal, full sink, her breath steady while mine broke apart.

"Beg."

"Fuck my ass. Please fuck your slut. I'm your whore. Don't let me out. Don't void me. Keep the cage. Keep the lock. I'm begging."

"You're begging to stay in panties and steel while I pound your shitpipe."

"Yes."

"Say you're a kept sissy."

"I'm a kept sissy. I'm your kept sissy. I cut the cage and I came back. Punish me. Claim me. Mark me."

She reached around and grabbed the cage, yanked it down so pain lit my clitty and pleasure followed like a traitor. One hand on the steel, one hand spreading my ass wider, she set a rhythm that didn't speed up when my thighs trembled. Slow. Single. Relentless.

The ledger was right there. I could see the correction ink. I could see seven days. I could see how easy it would be to lose her, lose the arrangement, lose the only structure that made the fear sit in a box instead of eating the whole apartment.

What if she released me for real?

What if the heavier lock came off and the ledger closed clean and I walked out whole?

I almost came from terror before I came from friction.

She felt it. She slapped my ass, hard, once, and kept fucking. "You don't cum until you admit what you're scared of now."

Words shredded in my head. Release. Open door. No schedule. No inspections. No her hand on the ledger moving the rent I paid in lace and obedience. Freedom like the cutters had given me for ten minutes: vast, blank, unsurvivable.

"I'm scared of being let go," I sobbed. "I'm scared of release. Not the cage. Not you keeping me. I fear the street. I fear no lock. I fear having to be a man again."

She drove in to the hilt and held. "Again."

"I fear release. I want to be kept. I want the heavier lock forever. I'm yours. Mine is yours. Say it. Yours."

"Mine," she said against my neck, and bit the skin there, teeth deep, a mark that would purple by tomorrow, permanent on the body that still had to pass inspections for seven more days. "Say it."

"Yours. I'm yours. Marked. Kept. Caged."

She started moving again, still slow, still one long wave climbing, and the orgasm built inside the cage instead of in my cock, brutal and trapped, my asshole clenching on her strap while she jerked the cage in time so the metal bit and soothed and bit again. Drool pooled under my cheek on the table. Sweat dripped off my nose, salt on my lip when I licked it.

"Come for me, bitch. Milk it through the cage. Show me what a kept slut's orgasm looks like."

I came. It ripped out of me ugly, knees buckling, asshole spasming, cum pumping thin and humiliating through the bars onto the floor under me while she laughed and kept stroking the cage through the aftershocks until I screamed into her fingers.

"Good hole," she said. "Good faith."

She didn't pull out immediately. She stayed inside, weight on my back, breath in my hair, the kitchen ticking back toward ordinary. Ice from the bedroom waited. She had me hold the cold pack to my balls while she cleaned the table, wiped the floor, washed her hands with lemon. Clinical. Aftercare as paperwork.

The heavier lock still seated. I felt it when I shifted. I felt the bite on my neck when I swallowed. I felt the plug she worked back into me afterward, gentler, maintenance not punishment, and smelled lemon and cum and her coffee settling into the room like we had never broken the storm open at all.

She made me read the ledger entry aloud. Default voided. Seven days. Lace drawer. Boxer drawer. Settlement.

"If you cut again," she said, "I don't correct. I post the penalty and you go."

"I won't cut," I said. My voice was wrecked.

"You'll want to. You'll panic. You'll smell freedom and think it's air. Remember what you said in the doorway."

I remembered. The hall light. Tuesday three feet away. My own words hanging in the corridor like exposure that could never be taken back.

She walked me to my door. No kiss. Her palm between my shoulder blades, firm, owning the space between us.

"Sleep in the cage. Ice twenty minutes. Plug stays until morning check."

"Yes."

Inside my flat the duvet still held the ghost of cold. I locked my own door and stood in the silence that used to be privacy and now was a room waiting to eject me into a life I had admitted I could not survive.

I touched the heavier lock through the cotton she would make me wear tomorrow. Metal warm from my skin. The mark on my neck throbbed when I swallowed.

Seven days to close the accounts. Seven days to prove the drawer, prove the schedule, prove I belonged in the arrangement or lost her and gained the freedom that terrified me more than any penalty line.

I opened the ledger photo on my phone, the corrected page, and set my alarm for her inspection window.

I would not cut again. I would not buy panic with bolt cutters. I would walk to her with the cage still on and ask to be kept before she had to ask me, because the fear had flipped and the only thing left to do was lean into her ownership until settlement day or die trying to be a man on the street.

I pressed ice to my balls and let the cold bite while the plug held my ass open and the lock held my cock useless and mine, and I chose the countdown over the door.


Chapter 10: The Closing Line

Idid not check the calendar anymore. Day fifty-six had come without me looking, and upstairs the ledger lay open on Odile's desk with one blank line left at the bottom. Light from the window hit the page like a weight in my chest, not fear, something quieter. I had stopped counting days the way I used to count money.

Down the hall the boxer drawer was full and latched. The click had sounded last night when I slid the last pair in, dead cotton that would never touch my skin again. My drawer held only lace now, black and pink and the sheer things she picked, folded the way she wanted. My phone buzzed with her message naming settlement hour. I pulled on the schedule she had locked into my body, stockings first, then the garter, then panties over the steel on my clitty. The lace sat flat and light. The hall drawer stayed shut.

Her steps came before the knock. Official. Final. I moved to the door frame and planted my feet where she had marked the floor tape months ago. Heels. Posture. Chin. I thought I had it right until her hand landed between my shoulder blades and shoved me two inches left.

"Still crooked, slut."

The knock sounded. Three sharp hits. I froze with my ass still out of line and my heart slamming once, then settling into that thick calm that had replaced panic. She did not open the door. She hooked two fingers in my panties at the hip and yanked them down to my thighs.

"You pay lapses before I let inspectors see a straight tenant."

Her strap was already on. The buckle clicked, the rubber thick against her palm. She pressed my chest to the jamb so my cheek touched the painted wood. Cold. The strap nudged my asshole and pushed in without preamble, one long shove that burned and spread me open.

"Stay."

I bit the frame. She fucked me slow at first, each stroke dragging the ridge past my rim until my legs shook. Dirty talk dropped on my neck in a flat voice.

"Hole. That's all you are now. Say it."

"I'm a hole," I gasped. Spit on the wood under my mouth.

"Whose hole?"

"Yours. Odile's hole."

She sped up. The slap of her hips on my ass filled the hall. Past the pain came the stretch I craved, full, owned, nothing between her and my guts. My clitty strained against metal in the lace bunched at my knees. She reached around and mashed the cage through the fabric so the ache doubled.

"Beg for the inspection cock you don't get."

"Please let me take your cock. Please fuck my ass until I'm straight for you."

"You will thank me when it is done."

She rammed deep and held, grinding so my prostate lit up white behind my eyes. I came in the cage, useless spurts soaking the lace while she laughed once, mean and pleased.

"First one. Wasted. Good."

She pulled out. Cool air on my gaping ass. She wiped the strap on my thigh, smearing wet streaks on nylon, and hiked my panties up.

"Fix your face. Smile like a kept bitch who loves her landlady."

I swallowed drool. Straightened on the tape. She opened the door.

Tuesday stood on the mat with her clipboard, neutral eyes skating over me once. Odile's voice turned pleasant, landlord crisp.

"Final inspection, day fifty-six. Zero days on the term."

Tuesday ticked boxes. She glanced at my drawer through the open bedroom door, lace only, no cotton. She noted the hall drawer latched. She did not ask about the cage. She never did. Odile described compliance like inventory: schedule worn, inspections passed, penalties cleared, rent balance at zero pending close.

"Any outstanding debt?" Tuesday asked.

"None after today," Odile said. "Ledger closes on this visit."

Tuesday signed. Odile signed. The door shut. The lock turned. The hall went silent except for my breathing and the tick of the clock I no longer owned.

Odile walked me to her desk upstairs. The ledger waited, open to that last empty line. The figures stood above it: rent at zero, the old debt struck through so hard the pen had torn the paper fibers. She tapped the page.

"Sit on your heels. Hands behind your back."

I dropped. Knees spread on the rug. The lace rode up. My used ass throbbed. Peace sat in my belly like a stone warmed in sun, heavy, still.

She read aloud while I listened, voice dry.

"Money leaves the equation. You do not pay to stay. You stay because you are kept. Your only rent is obedience. The schedule. The drawers. This body when I want it. No tenancy. No exit clause. No key for you."

She looked at me.

"Repeat."

"I stay because I'm kept. Obedience is my rent. No money. No key."

"Louder."

"I stay because I'm kept. Obedience is my rent."

She nodded once. Satisfied. Cruel.

"You opened the door crooked. That debt is not on paper."

She stood. Strap on again. I had not seen her buckle it. She grabbed my hair and walked me to the edge of the desk, bent me over the ledger so my tits pressed the open page and my nose smelled ink.

"Second breach. You don't get to rest between clauses."

She shoved the rubber cock into my ass in one stroke. I cried out. Paper crinkled under my cheek. She fucked me hard, fast, punitive, each thrust slamming my hips into the desk edge so the wood bruised my bone. Her hand fisted my hair.

"Count your thanks."

"Thank you. Thank you. Thank you…"

"Not enough. You're still thinking like a man who had a lease. Empty that head."

She yanked my head back. Spit hit my face. I licked it without being told. Shame and heat twisted together until I could not tell which fed which. She reached under me and rattled the cage, vicious little shakes that kept my clitty on the edge of pain.

"Say what you are."

"A kept slut. Your toy. A hole that obeys."

"Say what Kier was."

"Gone. Dead. Boxers in the hall drawer."

She pounded my asshole until sounds turned wet and obscene, squelch and slap, animal stupid. Forced overstimulation started without mercy. She worked the cage while she fucked me, rhythm cruel, syncopated, so orgasm hit and then another before the first finished dying. I lost track. Past two. Past three. Past whatever came next. My mind smeared. Numbers dissolved. Only thrust and choke and cum leaking in the lace again and again until my voice broke to grunts and whimpers.

"Please…"

"Please what?"

"Please keep me. Please don't let me go. Please fuck your hole forever."

She growled approval and drove deeper. Another orgasm ripped through me, prostate milked dry, clitty dribbling in the steel. I sagged on the desk. She did not stop. She flipped me onto my back on the rug, legs on her shoulders, ass elevated, and fed the strap back into my wrecked asshole.

"Third peak. My count. Not yours. You don't get numbers anymore."

She fucked me vertical, brutal angle, cock-shaped rubber punching my insides. Her thumb pressed my cage down so the metal bit. I screamed. She slapped my face.

"Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you, Odile. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for zero rent. Thank you for, oh fuck, thank you…"

Orgasm tore out of me empty, painful, blissful, a white snap in my skull. I shook. Drool ran to my ears. She held me pinned until the last twitch stopped.

"Good little toy."

She pulled out. My asshole gaped and fluttered. Cool air. I lay spent, lace ruined, thighs slick with cum and sweat. The schedule in my body hummed, not fear anymore. Need. I needed the lace. I needed her keyring. I needed the blank line waiting above my head.

She lifted me by the arm like luggage. Sat me in the desk chair. The ledger sat between us, final line blank. She placed the pen on the paper, cap off, nib sharp.

"Your hand. Your words. Closing entry."

My fingers shook. Ink smelled sharp. She stood behind me, one hand on my shoulder, weight familiar, owning.

"Write that rent is zero. Write that debt is dissolved. Write that you stay as kept property. Obedience only. Sign your name the way I taught you."

I wrote. Each word a small surrender made permanent. Rent: zero. Debt: dissolved. Occupancy: kept, not tenant. Rent due: obedience to schedule and landlady. I signed the feminine script she had drilled into my wrist until muscle memory owned it. The last line filled. Fresh ink glistened on the fiber.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said again, quiet now.

"I do," I whispered. "I thank you."

She closed the ledger. The cover thumped, leather and final. Down the hall my lace drawer waited shut. The boxer drawer stayed latched for good. On the desk her keyring lay on the wood, steel keys and one that never left her possession, the only lock that mattered on my clitty. I held no key. I wanted none. The ink dried on the closing line. The book of fear was full. What opened now was need, and the weight of lace, and her ring catching light like a promise I had already signed in cum and obedience.


THE END
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