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Chapter 1: The Partition Rises

The glass between me and the driver went up before I could get my mouth around a word.

First lock. Second. Third. Fourth. Each one a dull thunk through the seat and up my spine. My phone lit my face in the dark window, and then that reflection was all there was, trapped on the wrong side of the glass while the car kept moving. I hammered the partition. No sound came back. The cabin behind me had gone dead quiet, like someone had cut the air out of it.

Cold sweat under my collar. I was still in the stupid party shirt, still smelling like gin and someone else's perfume. Thirty-five years old and I could not make the door handle budge. It did not even wiggle.

My throat went tight. This was a rideshare. I had the receipt in my email. I had tipped.

The last thought I had before the chemical took me was that I had left a one-star review on a dominatrix I'd never met because the booking app let me cancel without showing up and I wanted the points back. Petty. Professional. The kind of thing a man in my chair did every week to vendors who failed to impress.

Black.

I woke to metal biting my wrists.

The cot was bolted to concrete. I pulled once and the frame shuddered and did nothing. Ankle cuffs too, spread just enough that I could not hook a knee up to cheat my way free. The room was cold enough that my nipples hurt and my balls tried to crawl up into my body. No window. One door with a heavy seal. Soundproofing panels on every wall, the kind you saw in podcast studios, except this was a cellar and I was the only voice that would ever matter in here.

Above the cot, a ring light burned white and flat. It turned my skin into paper.

On the far wall, a corkboard. Printouts. My printouts. Screenshots of my review, timestamped, highlighted in yellow. Ghosted appointment. One star. "Waste of money and time. Would not recommend." My LinkedIn headline clipped in the corner like a joke. My bank badge number, blurred but readable if you knew where to look.

Fourteen pushpins in a row along the bottom edge. Thirteen empty. One held a blank index card with NIGHT 1 written in block letters.

Thirteen nights left on the clock if that card meant what my gut said it meant.

Footsteps on stairs. Not rushed. Measured. The door seal hissed and Mistress Halcyon walked in like she owned the concrete, because she did.

She was older than the photos on the booking site, sharper, black slacks and a grey blouse rolled to the elbows. No leather cliché. A tablet in one hand, latex gloves in the other. She pulled the gloves on with soft snaps that made my cock twitch before I could stop it. Shame hit hot right behind it. I was cuffed naked on a cot and my dick was already stirring for the woman I'd publicly called a waste of money.

"Mistress Halcyon," I said, and hated how small it sounded.

"Grant." She said my name the way a clerk says a balance due. "You owe a debt of manners. You booked, you no-showed, you rated. You traded my time for a refund and a little spike of power. Tonight you pay interest."

I yanked the cuffs again. "This is kidnapping. My office will…"

"Will what?" She tapped the tablet. An image filled the screen and she turned it toward me. Envelopes. Three of them, photographed on a desk. FOR THE BANK. FOR YOUR SISTER. FOR THE POLICE. All blank inside. All unaddressed in a way that mattered more than a missing stamp. "No ransom, Grant. No one is coming to negotiate. The price was never money. You already set the terms when you wrote that review. You wanted the world to know I was worthless. I'm going to teach you what your words cost."

The ring light hummed, the only sound besides my breathing.

"You can't…"

"I can." She set the tablet on a stool, out of reach. "Fourteen nights. One apology per night, documented. When the board is full, the door opens. Fail a night, we reset. Run your mouth in the wrong direction, we add pins. You will do exactly as I say."

My mouth went dry. Fourteen. Day one.

She stepped to the corkboard and pinned a second card under NIGHT 1. This one had my review printed smaller, and beneath it, handwritten: Subject acknowledges debt.

"I didn't agree to…"

"You signed the booking terms. You signed the cancellation waiver. You signed the review." She pulled a folding knife from her pocket, not to threaten, to slit the bag she carried. "And now you're signed for in my ledger whether you nod or not. Strip was already done. Search is next."

She did not ask.

Gloved fingers spread my jaw and turned my head left, right. Opened my mouth. Two fingers pressed my tongue down and I gagged on the rubber taste. She checked my hair, my ears, the armpits, the cleft of my ass with clinical pressure that made me buck against the ankle cuffs. My cock slapped my belly, half hard and leaking already.

"Banker," she murmured. "Clean. Circumcised. Ego still inflated. We'll fix the last one first."

She dropped a metal case on the stool. Inside, a chrome cock ring, a small vibrating wand, nipple clamps linked by a chain, and a black silicone plug thick enough that my hole clenched just looking at it.

"No," I said, and meant it, and my dick jumped again like it was cheering.

"Yes." She lubed the plug with a cold squirt that made me hiss. "Every night you will be opened, recorded, and corrected. Tonight is inventory. I need to know what breaks you fastest."

She worked the plug in slow. Burn. Stretch. My ass fought her and lost inch by inch until the base seated and the wrong fullness sat inside me, constant and obscene. I groaned through my teeth.

"Quiet." She snapped the cock ring on tight at the base and behind my balls. Blood trapped. My shaft swelled darker. Then the wand, buzzed on low, pressed to the underside of my cockhead where the skin is thinnest.

The vibration jolted up through my back. I arched off the cot until the cuffs cut skin.

"Please…"

"Please what?"

I shook my head. A banker. A man who approved loans. I would not beg a domme I'd ghosted.

She turned the wand up. The buzz became a drill. Precum slicked the head and smeared under the ring. She dragged the wand through it and the wet sound in the silent room was louder than my pride.

"You're dripping on my cot," she said. "Say what you are out loud so the camera catches it."

Camera. I had not seen it until she angled the light brighter and the lens winked from a bracket above the board. Recording. My words on the wall behind me while I sprawled with a plug in my ass and a toy on my dick.

"I'm…" My voice cracked. "I'm sorry I wrote the review."

"That's a sentence. Not a confession." She pinched my nipple and screwed the clamp on. Pain lanced sweet and mean. Second clamp. The chain pulled when I breathed. "Say what you are."

"A client who…"

"A liar." She flicked the chain. I shouted. "A coward who wanted a refund. A little man with a keyboard. Say it."

"I'm a coward," I gasped. The wand never moved. My balls ached from the ring. The plug shifted when I squirmed and rubbed inside in a way that made my hole flutter. "I'm a liar. I'm…"

"Hole," she supplied, calm as tax law. "Say hole."

My face burned. "I'm a hole."

"Again."

"I'm a hole."

"Good." She set the wand down for one second and my body lurched after it. Deprivation worse than the buzz. Then she picked up a second toy from the case, a sleeve-style milker with a clear tube. She slid my cock into it, lubed, tight, rhythmic suction the moment she switched it on.

The pull was relentless. Fucked by air and plastic. My hips jerked in the restraints. The plug stuffed me full while the milker worked my shaft head to swollen purple.

"Count your leaks," she said. "Out loud."

"Drip. Drip." I could not see past the ring light. "Three. Four…"

"That's precum, not apology. Apologize like you mean it or I stop and you sleep with the plug and no release until tomorrow."

"I apologize for the one-star review. I apologize for no-showing. I apologize…"

"Louder."

"I apologize for wasting your time!" The words tore out of me. The milker sped up. Squelch. Suck. Wet greedy pulls that the soundproofing threw back at me from every angle.

She watched the tube. "First orgasm is mine to schedule, not yours. You come when I say you have earned nothing but still take it."

"I can't…"

"You can." She dialed the milker higher and pressed the wand back to my balls, buzzing through the trapped skin until my thighs shook. "Come for the camera, Grant. Show the internet what your rating bought."

I fought it. Jaw locked. Toes curled. The burn in my ass and the suction on my cock and the chain on my nipples braided into one demand my body could not refuse. Shame coiled tight in my chest and my cock swelled anyway, traitor, proud of nothing, leaking in a thin steady string.

"Now," she said.

I came.

Cum shot into the clear tube in thick spurts the milker kept drawing out, obscene pulls that hurt once I was oversensitive and did not stop. I sobbed once, ugly, swallowed it. The camera above the corkboard caught every pulse. My one star stared over my shoulder while my orgasm got catalogued like evidence.

She let it run two seconds too long. Then off. The silence after was worse than the buzz.

She held the tube up. "Night one sample. Pathetic volume for a man so loud online." She set it aside, labeled 1A on a sticker, and wiped my cock with a rough cloth that made me flinch. "We're not done. You don't get to sleep yet."

The second orgasm was the punishment for the first.

She uncuffed one ankle only to bend my leg to the side, exposing me further. The plug came out with a wet pop that echoed. My asshole gaped and air hit it cold. Before I could clench, she replaced it with something thicker, a rippled dildo on a harness she stepped into right there at the foot of the cot.

"No penetration without…"

"You waived consent when you rated my body of work without seeing it." She lined the head to my hole and pushed. "Take it. Hold still. Bankers love terms. These are mine."

The stretch burned worse than the plug. I bit my lip bloody. She bottomed out and my stuffed ass screamed at the fullness. Then she moved. Slow strokes that dragged the ridges over my prostate until my softened cock started to harden again inside the cruel ring.

"Please, Mistress, I can't…"

"You will." She fucked me steady, leather harness creaking, each thrust a wet slap of skin and lube. The chain on my nipples swung and bit with every impact. "You wanted to fuck me over for forty dollars and a star. Tonight I fuck you for free and you thank me."

"I, thank you…"

"Thank you what?"

"Thank you for using my ass."

"Again."

"Thank you for using my ass, Mistress."

She reached for the wand without stopping her hips and mashed it to my cockhead through the ring. Dual assault. Cock and ass and nipples. My vision whited at the edges. The cellar smelled like cum and latex and my own sweat.

"Second one," she said. "Beg for it in the words on the board."

I read the card through tears I refused to name. Subject acknowledges debt. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm a hole for your debt. Please let me come. Please…"

"Come."

My second orgasm ripped out meaner than the first, dry and brutal from the ring, spasms that bent me in half against the wrist cuffs. Cum dribbled thin into the milker sleeve she'd shoved back on mid-thrust, milky and ashamed compared to the first load. My ass clamped on her dildo and she groaned once, low, satisfied, and kept pounding through the aftershocks until I was babbling nonsense.

Only then she stilled.

She pulled out. Cool air on my open hole. She photographed it with the tablet, three angles, while I shook.

"Gape held. Good recovery." She swapped the plug back in, smaller now, punishment seated inside me. "You'll wear this until breakfast. If you remove it, we add a pin and you lose the night."

She uncuffed my wrists long enough to turn me on my stomach, then cuffed them to the head of the cot. Ankle spread again. A blindfold next, black and total.

"You will sleep when I say," she whispered at my ear. "You will wake when I say. You will apologize until the board is full. Thirteen nights remain after tonight's card is accepted."

Paper rustled. The NIGHT 1 card being written on. Her pen scratched words I could not see.

"I could scream," I said into the mattress.

"You could." Her hand rested on my plugged ass, possessive weight. "The chapel above us is rented for weddings on Saturdays. The walls are rated for drums. No one will hear you. No one is looking for you. Your envelopes are empty because the story I need is not your disappearance. It's your discipline."

She pinched the base of the plug and twisted. I moaned into the cloth.

"When you accept that," she said, "the apologies will get easier. For now, lie still. Breathe. Feel the cold. Remember the locks in the car. You chose the review. I'm choosing the remedy."

Footsteps. Door seal. Click of the ring light dimming to a night setting, still on, still watching.

I lay in the dark with my face to the bolted cot, cum drying on my thighs, plug holding my ass open, cock trapped in the ring and tender. The corkboard hummed in my mind. Fourteen pins. One filled tonight if she accepted my humiliation on tape.

Thirteen to go.

Down the hall, a phone vibrated once. Her voice, muffled through steel and foam: "Ledger update. Grant is checked in. Night one partial. Remind the chapel client the cellar stays off-limits for the fortnight."

Fortnight. Fourteen nights. The same number on the board.

I tested the wrist cuff one more time. No give. The door I could not see might as well have been miles away. What scared me more was the heat pulsing in my ass, the ghost of the wand on my cockhead, the way my body had come twice for the woman I'd called worthless.

If the locks in the car had been theater, I did not know it yet. All I knew was the partition had risen, my reflection had sealed me in, and I had woken itemized on a board next to my own cruel sentence.

Somewhere above, wedding flowers might be arriving. Below, I was already pinned in place, waiting for her to decide whether tonight counted.


Chapter 2: Fourteen Empty Pins

The cloth came off the corkboard in one snap, like a cheap trick at a kid's party, and my own words were already pinned there.

One star. Three sentences I'd typed drunk on my phone after I stood her up. The printout sat dead center, thumbtack through the middle of the rating like a nail through a hand. Around it, fourteen bare pins waited in a circle, metal heads catching the cellar light.

Mistress Halcyon stepped back. Black boots on concrete. No hurry.

"Fourteen nights, Grant. One apology per pin. When the circle is full and I accept what you say on camera, you walk upstairs."

Twelve left after tonight. The math sat in my gut colder than the cuffs on my wrists.

She clicked the lamp on. White hit my face. I flinched. Sweat from sleep went cold on my neck.

A red dot blinked on the camera beside it. Tiny. Hungry.

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

Her voice did not ask. She adjusted the lens while I pulled against the cot bolts. Useless. The chain between my cuffs had length enough to kneel if she wanted it. She wanted it.

"Posture syllabus, page one. Knees apart. Back straight. Chin down. Hands flat on your thighs. You will hold that while I read your review aloud."

I hated that she had my exact phrasing memorized. Hated more that my dick stirred against the thin sleep shorts she'd left on me, traitor flesh, before my brain finished refusing.

She read. Every clipped insult. Every line about her "amateur hour dungeon" and "wasted money." Her tone stayed flat, teacher-clean, and each word scraped my tongue like I'd swallowed copper.

"Say thank you for the reading."

"No."

Her hand cracked my jaw. Not a punch. A correction. My mouth filled with the taste of my own blood, thin and salty at the corner.

"Again."

"Thank you for the reading."

"Louder. The mic is cheap."

I shouted it. Echo died in the soundproofing. Only the camera heard. That red dot made my skin prickle.

She walked behind me. Leather creaked. Something cold and gel-slick pressed between my ass cheeks.

"A plug for posture. You clench when you lie. I want your hole honest."

The tip breached me. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought it on instinct and lost. She worked it in slow, inch by fat inch, silicone swelling until my rim burned white.

"Breathe through your mouth. Taste the air. Count."

I counted to ten in a rasp. On eight she shoved the base flush and the fullness locked inside me, a heavy wrongness that made my cock twitch.

"Good. Now the apology drill. You will look at the lens and say you're sorry for the review. You will mean it in your body, not your banker mouth. I will grade you. Tonight's pin stays empty."

Defiant curiosity hooked me then, sharp and stupid. How did she score sorry? What did fake look like on tape? I'd built a career on reading men who lied in boardrooms. Part of me needed to see her rubric.

She untied my left cuff, only the left, and put a laminated card in my hand. RULES. Apology hours. Edge schedule. No coming without permission. Violation resets the day count.

My stomach dropped. Twelve days could turn to thirteen because my balls twitched wrong.

"Begin."

I stared at the red dot. "I'm sorry I wrote the review. I'm sorry I didn't show up. I…"

"Stop. You sounded like you're reading terms of service. Again."

"I'm sorry." Louder. Desperate. My ass clenched around the plug and the movement rubbed something inside that sent a pulse to my cockhead.

"Your hips moved. Zero. Again."

Sweat ran into my lips. Salt. I licked it and hated that my tongue wanted more taste, any taste, in this dry cellar.

She set a silver wand on the cot edge. The head was round, blunt, medical. She didn't turn it on yet. She didn't need to. The sight alone pulled precum through my shorts.

"Hands back on thighs. If you lift them, I add an hour to the edge schedule."

I planted my palms. Leather cuffs bit my ankles when she spread my knees wider with her boot.

"Apologize like you owe me money. You do, just not the kind you pay with wire transfer."

"I'm sorry I wasted your time." My voice cracked. True enough to hurt. "I'm sorry I rated you like takeout."

"Better. Still a performance. Open your mouth."

She slid two fingers in. No warning. Knuckles wet with lube from the plug. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. She fucked my mouth slow, testing, and the smell of silicone and her skin filled my nose, sharp and clean.

"Apologize around my fingers."

"Mmm sorry…"

She pulled out. Slapped my cheek with wet fingers. "Enunciate."

"I'm sorry I ghosted you."

"Why?"

Because I got scared when I wanted it. Because I needed to be the man who rates, not the man on his knees. I couldn't say that to the camera.

"Because I was a coward."

Her eyes narrowed. Almost pleasure. Almost.

"Cowardice is at least honest. Hold."

She clicked the wand on. Low buzz. She touched it to my balls through the fabric and I jerked, whole body, chains rattling.

"Still. This is for your own good."

The vibration climbed when she dialed up. My cock strained against cotton. Wet spot spread. She held the wand there while the plug sat heavy in my ass, two points of pressure, and the camera ate every twitch.

"Recite the review from memory. Every word. While I work you."

I tried. Stumbled on the third line. She pressed the wand to the underside of my shaft and the words tore into moans.

"Failure. Edge schedule, six thirty tomorrow. No release. You'll leak all day and thank me for it."

"Please…"

"Please what? Name it."

The intrusive thought lashed: I could still be the guy from the party. Suit. Opinions. Exit.

My mouth said something else. "Please let me try the apology again."

"Greedy." She smiled without warmth. "On your back."

She rolled me. Cuffs reclined. Ankles spread to bolt holes I hadn't noticed. The plug shifted inside me, brushing my prostate, and a whimper slipped out before I could bite it shut.

She cut my shorts off with scissors. Cold air on my wet cock. Then her gloved hand wrapped the base, tight, a ring of pressure that trapped blood and throb.

"A milking cup for training. Not for reward."

Clear silicone slid over my head. Suction kissed the slit. She pumped the bulb once and my shaft swelled in the tube, veins loud against the walls, obscene.

"Apologize. Version three. Look at the pin that stays empty because you fail."

The empty pin gleamed above my one-star shame.

"I'm sorry." I sobbed it. Shame and heat fused, my hips lifting into the tube though she hadn't told me to move. "I'm sorry I wrote those things. I'm sorry I thought I was above you."

"Closer. Your cock disagrees with your mouth. It's dripping."

She was right. Precum slicked the tube, thin strings with each pull of the pump. The smell of it, musk and fear-sweat, rose between us.

She turned the wand on high and pressed it to my perineum. Buzz through bone. Plug and wand and suction, triple lock, and my brain stuttered.

"Don't come."

I bit my tongue. Metal taste again. Counted primes. Anything. My balls drew up.

She stopped. Silence roared. My cock jumped in the tube, denied, angry.

"Good boy for holding. Bad boy for needing to."

She removed the cup. My dick slapped my belly, wet, red, pulsing. She didn't touch it with skin. She dripped lube on the head and worked it with two fingers, spreading, teasing the slit until I whined.

"Say what you are on camera."

"A liar."

"That's your job title. What are you here?"

The question hung. Corkboard. Pins. Red dot.

"Your…" I choked. "Your trainee."

"Trainee what."

Hole. Toy. The words she wanted lived under my teeth.

"Your trainee apology slut."

"Again. Like you mean it."

"Your trainee apology slut, Mistress Halcyon."

She nodded once. Pin stayed empty. My reward was her thumb circling my cockhead, one cruel loop, then gone.

The edge schedule card went back in my hand. She made me read the times aloud for the recording. Six thirty. Noon. Eighteen hundred. Twenty-one thirty. Four edges. Four chances to fail the day.

"At each bell you present. Plug in. Hands where I say. You ask permission to leak. You do not spill without it."

"How do I…"

"You beg. Specific. Filthy. I want the words you used in that review turned inside out."

The same perverse pull. She wanted my cruelty recycled as my prayer.

Night two had hours left. She checked the clock on the wall. Digital. Green.

"Midnight posture check. Then sleep. Cuffs on. Plug stays."

She filmed the check. Me on knees, plug visible between spread cheeks, cock hard and untouched, reading my own one-star printout backward word by word while she held the wand an inch from my balls without touching.

My voice shook. My dick leaked on the cot vinyl. Puddle warm under my knees.

"Acceptable recitation. Zero for apology. Schedule stands."

She turned off the ring lamp. Red dot died. Darkness except the green clock.

I thought she'd leave. Boots receded. Door latch clicked.

Footsteps returned. A tray. Water. Protein bar. The smell of coffee from above the chapel, real world, impossible.

"Eat. Hydrate. You'll need it for six thirty."

She fed me the bar like I couldn't be trusted with my own hands. Fingers at my lips. I took bites. Chewed. Swallowed. Her thumb wiped crumb from my chin, then pushed into my mouth again. I sucked without meaning to. She pulled free.

"Habit begins."

Alone then, truly alone without her boots, but the camera light blinked on standby. Still watching. Maybe always.

I tested the left cuff. Loose from the card handoff. Right remained bolted. The plug shifted when I breathed. My cock ached from the aborted crests, two near spills she'd strangled at the root, third time with the cup pulled before the crest broke.

I counted orgasms I didn't get. Three edges. No permission. My balls throbbed blue, heavy between my legs.

On the corkboard the empty pins looked like mouths. Fourteen. One filled only when she believed me.

The itch wouldn't let me sleep. What did acceptance look like? I'd seen men fake remorse for regulators. I'd fake it for her and win.

Then the green clock flipped. 00:06. Six minutes into day two of twelve remaining.

A speaker crackled. Her voice, not in the room.

"Grant. Hands on thighs. Eyes open. Midnight edge. You have thirty seconds to beg."

I scrambled to posture. Plug bit deep. Cock stood untouched.

"Please let me leak, Mistress Halcyon. I'm your apology slut. I'm sorry I rated you. I need to cum for you."

Silence. Twenty seconds.

"Pathetic. Try again. Tell me what your review said about my space."

"Dated. Cheap. You said amateur."

"And you?"

"Amateur. Coward. Liar."

"Good. You may hump the air. Once. No touch."

I thrust once. Shame scalded me. The motion jostled the plug and fire forked up my spine.

"Stop."

I froze. Whimper stuck in my throat.

"Leak on the sheet. No hands. Show me the mess you make when you're scored zero."

I came dry at first, then wet, thin ropes across my stomach, humiliating, small, without her hand or the wand. My ass clamped the plug. Wave after wave while I panted through my nose, tasting stale blood and salt.

"Recorded. Wipe it with your tongue. Clean the cot. You sleep in your own filth or lick it clean. Choose."

I licked. Vinyl tasted of bleach and cum. My tongue worked the spot while my eyes stung and my hard cock mocked me.

"Good. Six thirty. Plug check. Apology drill four. Sleep."

The speaker died.

I lay in cuffs. Tongue coated. Belly sticky. Plug locked. Twelve days on the board like a sentence I had to perform with my whole body.

Above the corkboard my one-star review grinned in the dark I could see. The first pin stayed empty. The score was zero. I wanted to know what a one looked like on her scale badly enough that my spent cock twitched again, stupid, curious, already owing the next edge before sleep took me.


Chapter 3: Timestamped to the Minute

The laminate caught the cellar light when she peeled the backing and pressed it to the stone at my eye level. Red ink had already slashed through three blocks of time. Mistress Halcyon stood close enough that her boot toe touched my bare knee.

"Read it back to the camera, Grant."

My throat was dry from the night on the cot. I leaned in. The sheet was dense with columns. Wake. Posture. Hydration. Edge. Hold. Deny. Apology attempt. Sleep. Every line had a minute beside it.

"Zero six fifteen. Wake and report." My voice cracked on report.

"Zero six twenty. Kneel inspection."

"Zero six thirty-five. First edge cycle. Ninety seconds on, thirty off. Repeat four."

She tapped the next row with a nail. "Zero eight ten. Second edge block. Wand duty. You do not touch your dick without my count."

The ring light glared behind her shoulder. Green on the little screen meant it was rolling. My one-star printout still hung in the center of the corkboard, thirteen empty pins around it like a clock I could not win.

"Zero nine forty. Apology draft. On camera. Full sentence."

I kept going down the list. Lunch water. Afternoon hold. Evening marathon. Lights out at twenty-two hundred. Eleven nights left after tonight if she accepted nothing. My balls ached before she had touched me. That was the new schedule doing its job. My body was already trying to guess her clock.

"Good." She stepped back. "Strip. Hands on the cot rail. You do not get to decide that anymore."

I pulled the thin shorts off. Cold air hit my skin. I gripped the bolted rail. Metal bit my palms. She had not uncuffed me yet. The laminate on the wall pressed heavier than the cuffs, like paper could pin me harder than steel.

She unlocked one wrist, then the other, only to click fresh restraints to the rail so I stood bent, chest toward the mattress, ass out, dick hanging useless and already half hard. Shame crawled up my neck. I had been a man who closed million-dollar lines before breakfast. Now I waited for a woman to tell me when my cock could twitch.

She opened a case on the floor. Silicone gleamed. A black plug thick at the base. A wand with a round head. A cock ring in hard plastic. Lube in a pump bottle.

"Spread your legs. Wider."

I shuffled my feet on concrete. The plug pressed cold against my hole. She did not rush. One steady push and my rim burned open around the widest part. The weight of it seated inside me, a constant stretch I could not forget. My dick jumped and leaked.

"Ninety seconds." She clicked the wand on. Low buzz. She held the head under my balls, against the plug's base from the outside. Vibration traveled through flesh I used to own.

"One."

I clenched. The count was hers, not mine.

"Two."

My thighs shook.

"Three."

She lifted the wand a fraction. Denied. The buzz stopped. My hole clenched around silicone for nothing.

"Apology. Try again. Look at the lens."

I turned my face toward the ring light. Heat on my cheeks.

"I am sorry I wrote that you were…"

"Stop." Flat. Administrative. "You rushed. Schedule says full sentence. Breathe. Edge cycle two."

She cranked the wand higher. Pressed it to my frenulum. The slick head of my dick wept. Texture everywhere, silicone inside, rubber vibration outside, sweat starting under my arms.

"Four. Five. Six."

Each number landed in my gut. I rose on my toes without meaning to. She pulled the wand away at six. I whimpered. The sound left me before I could swallow it.

"Grant. You whimpered on camera. That is data."

She wrote on a clipboard I had not seen her pick up. Red pen. Like the schedule.

"Zero six thirty-five through zero seven ten. Four cycles. Zero completions. Whimper at cycle two." She read it aloud for the recording. "Posture score pending."

My pride was a thing with a switch and she had her thumb on it.

The next block took an hour I could measure only by the ache in my jaw from clenching my teeth. She worked the wand in patterns the sheet named. Under the balls. Along the shaft. Never long enough. When I bucked, she slapped my ass once, sharp, and the plug shifted deeper.

"Hold."

I froze. Balls tight. Cock purple and slick.

"Hold."

"Don't…"

"Hold."

I sobbed once. Air only. No cum. She let me hang there until the schedule said thirty seconds of mercy, then she started again.

"Second edge block. Wand duty." She recited from the laminate without looking. "You will thank me for each denial."

"Thank you for, for denying me."

"Louder. The mic is cheap."

"Thank you for denying me, Mistress Halcyon."

"Again at eight ten. Save your voice."

She fitted the plastic cock ring behind my balls and tightened it. Blood trapped in the shaft. Everything swelled. The wand on high made my vision white at the edges. She counted to twelve this time. Stopped at eleven. I begged. Actual words. Please. Please let me. I hated myself and my dick pulsed harder for the hate.

"Apology draft."

She uncuffed my right hand only, gave me a marker and an index card. My writing shook.

I am sorry I posted a one-star rating calling your dungeon unprofessional and your service a scam.

"Unprofessional." She tasted the word. "You called me a scammer, Grant. A banker who reviews like a coward."

She tore the card in half. Dropped the pieces by my feet.

"Edge until zero nine forty. No cum. If you spill, we add a pinless night. You stay at two accepted apologies forever and the door never opens."

Two. I had none accepted. The pins were still empty except the center hate. I bent back to the rail. She lubed my shaft until obscene sounds filled the mic. Slick. Squelch. The wand pinned to my tip while two fingers pressed the plug deeper.

"Say what you are."

"A, a man who…"

"Wrong tense." She twisted the plug. Burn flared. "What you are now."

"A hole." The word scraped out. "A toy."

"Whose toy."

"Yours."

"Say the rest."

"Your whore. Your, your good little…"

"Little what."

"Slut. Your slut."

She laughed once, quiet. "Count with me this time. If you lose the count, we restart the block."

We counted to twenty. My voice merged with hers by thirteen. At nineteen she killed the wand. I screamed into the mattress. Spit on my lip. Drool on the sheet.

"Zero nine forty. Apology. On your knees. Hands behind your head."

I dropped. Knees on stone. Balls screaming. Plug still stuffed in my ass. She stood over me, boot between my spread thighs, toe nudging my balls.

"Full sentence. Eye line on the lens. No stammer."

I lifted my chin. Green light. My reflection a stranger.

"I am sorry I left a one-star review saying your dungeon was unprofessional and that you scammed clients. I was wrong. I was cruel. I…"

"Physical component." She pulled a slim vibrator from her pocket. Clicked it on. Pressed it to my perineum. "Apology is a physical skill. Show me remorse in your body."

The buzz hit my prostate through the plug. My hips jerked.

"Again. Slower."

"I am sorry…" Each word timed to her moving the toy. "I am sorry I, disrespected, your work…"

"Better." She did not turn the toy off. "Hold the last word."

"Work."

"Hold."

My abs cramped. Cum gathered at the base of my dick and could not climb past the ring.

"Release the word."

"Work."

"Come."

She yanked the cock ring off and slammed the wand to my shaft. Permission and command in one breath. I exploded. Cum hit my chest, my chin, striped the cot. Spasm after spasm while she kept the wand on me through the overshoot until I was jerking and cursing.

"One." She said it like inventory. "Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you…"

"Count your spurts for the camera. Out loud."

"Seven, eight…"

"Good boy."

The praise hit worse than the slap. My dick twitched empty.

She wiped two fingers through the mess on my stomach and held them to my lips.

"Clean."

I sucked. Salt and humiliation. My tongue obeyed before my mind finished protesting.

"Marathon block starts now. Zero ten fifteen. You will edge five times. You will beg for each denial. You will beg for the one orgasm I allow at the end. Schedule says one."

Five edges. One orgasm. My body had already learned her first number meant climb and her stop meant fall. I hated how fast I had learned.

She strapped a spreader bar between my ankles and pushed my shoulders down until my cheek pressed cum-sticky fabric. Ass up. Plug visible in the mirror she had mounted since last night. I had not earned the mirror. She wanted me to watch.

The wand went back on my balls. A second toy, a sleeve on her hand, stroked my shaft in time with her voice.

"Edge one. Beg to be denied."

"Please deny me. Please, please don't let me cum, Mistress Halcyon."

"Edge two."

She eased the plug out halfway. The stretch on the rim made me howl. Then she shoved it home.

"Beg."

"Deny me. Hurt me. Keep me, keep me empty."

"Edge three."

She replaced the plug with something thicker. A graduated silicone cock, no harness, her fist driving it into my ass while the wand mashed my tip. Burn. Fullness. I could not tell pain from need.

"Beg like a whore."

"I'm your whore. I'm a begging hole. Please edge me and throw me away."

"Edge four."

She pulled the dildo out and left me gaping. Air on wet skin. Two fingers hooked inside. Scissored. My prostate jumped.

"Say what your ass is for."

"For you. For your toys. For, for fucking when you want…"

"Edge five."

No touch on my dick at all. Only the fingers in my ass and her counting down from ten. At three my whole body locked. At zero she stuffed the plug back and slapped my cheeks.

"No cum. That was five."

I cried. Real tears. Shoulders shaking. A thirty-five-year-old banker crying with his ass plugged on a schedule taped to a wall.

"Final orgasm window. Open."

She removed every toy except the plug. Uncuffed me from the rail, cuffed my wrists behind my back, sat on the cot edge, and spread her thighs. Leather skirt up. No panties. She grabbed my hair.

"Service. Tongue only. You cum when my thighs shake. Not before."

I buried my face between her legs. Taste of her, sharp, real. Her hand in my hair controlled depth. I licked her clit when she pulled. I flattened my tongue when she ground down. The wand she had used on me buzzed against my trapped dick from behind, held there by her boot.

"Slow."

I slowed. My jaw ached.

"Faster."

I sped up. Drool mixed with her wet on my chin.

"Stop."

I froze, tongue out, panting.

"Go."

Her thighs tightened. My dick ground against the wand without hands. She counted backward from five in my ear.

"Five. Four. Three."

I moaned into her cunt.

"Two."

Her grip in my hair hurt.

"One."

She came on my tongue, hips rolling, voice a low curse. The permission rippled through me. I came untouched, cock jerking against the wand, cum soaking her boot and the concrete, spurting in ropes while I kept licking through her aftershocks because stopping had not been an option in years and was not an option now.

"Two orgasms logged." She pushed my head away. Cum cooled on my belly and thighs. "Marathon complete."

She walked to the corkboard. Took a pin. Paused.

"Your apology was acceptable. Not elegant. Acceptable."

She pinned a small printed card beside the one-star. My words in her font. Timestamp. Day three. Partial credit.

"One down." She touched the empty pins. "Thirteen to go. Eleven nights if you keep pace."

Relief and dread hit together. My body still twitched on her countdown echo. When she said hold, I held. When she said come, I came. The off-switch for pride was not metaphor. It lived in the red lines on the laminate and the green light on the camera.

She held up the schedule again.

"Tomorrow zero six fifteen. You wake before I enter. You report your hard-on status to the lens. You do not touch yourself. You do not get to decide that anymore."

She turned off the ring light. Left the plug in. Left me cuffed on the floor with cum drying on my skin and her taste in my throat.

Footsteps on the stairs. The cellar door sealed.

I counted backward from ten in her voice until my lips moved without sound. At three my dick stirred. At zero I waited for a command that was not coming yet. My body answered the count anyway.


Chapter 4: Tenderness Is an Instrument

The broth hit my tongue before I understood I was awake. Chicken fat and thyme, hot enough to sting. A wool blanket weighed my shoulders. My jaw worked on its own for the first time in hours. No rubber ball. No strap digging into my teeth.

Mistress Halcyon sat on the cot edge with a mug in both hands, steam curling up past her collarbone. She wore a soft gray sweater, not leather. That wrongness sat in my gut worse than the cuffs had.

"Drink," she said.

I drank. The mug trembled in my one free hand. She had left the right wrist loose. The left still clicked to the cot rail.

"You look like a man who still thinks he can price his way out," she said.

I swallowed. "Name a number."

She tipped her head. "Grant. You reviewed my house of discipline like it was a hotel with slow room service. You do not get to buy your way back to contempt."

"I'll wire whatever you want. Seven figures if that's the game."

"No game. No wire." She took the empty mug. "Eat the rest while it's warm."

She fed me with a spoon. Each lift to my mouth was careful, almost tender. My cock stirred under the thin blanket and I hated that my body read kindness as foreplay.

"I'll sign anything," I said around the next spoonful. "NDA. Non-disparagement. I'll delete the post myself."

"Your one-star is pinned at the center of my board. Thirteen empty pins around it. Nine nights left on your term." She wiped a drop from my chin with her thumb. "Deletion is not penance. Penance is physical. You agreed when you clicked send."

I had not agreed to a cellar. I had written a drunk sentence about her dungeon being a joke. She had mailed me a contract I never signed. She had taken me anyway because bankers understood leverage better than lawyers.

"People will ask where I am."

"Let them ask." She set the spoon down. "Your phone is in a drawer upstairs. Your assistant already got a note about a personal retreat. Clean. Professional. My handwriting on the envelope, not yours."

The spoon had left a warm track down my throat. My negotiator brain scrambled for the next chip. "Public retraction. Full statement. I was wrong about the facility, wrong about the training, wrong about you."

"Closer." She brushed hair off my forehead. Her fingers were warm. "Still currency. Still something you trade on a desk."

"What do you want that isn't money?"

She stood. Boots soft on concrete. "Stand up."

I stood. Blanket slid. Chastity cage gleamed under the cellar lights, metal cold against my thighs where the blanket had warmed me. She did not laugh at it.

"Walk with me."

She unbolted my left cuff. Both arms free. My legs were bare. The cellar door stood at the top of seven steps, matte black, heavy.

My pulse jumped. Open door test. She didn't need to name it.

"Go look," she said.

I climbed. Each step creaked. The door had a handle, a keyhole, a deadbolt thumb turn. I gripped the handle. Metal cool under my palm.

"Turn it," she said from the bottom step.

I turned. The bolt drew back with a dull chunk. The door was unlocked. It had probably stood that way for days. The thought slid cold between my shoulder blades.

Beyond the door: a short passage, chapel stone, draft air that smelled like dust and old wax. Freedom one push away.

I looked back at her. Camera red dot above the corkboard. My printed review tacked there, fat black pin through the paragraph I'd been proud of.

"If you leave," she said, "the footage of you begging on the schedule goes to the email list tied to your bank's compliance desk. Not a bluff. Timestamped. Your voice."

My hand dropped from the handle.

"That's extortion."

"That's documentation." She came up two steps. Close enough that her warmth reached me. "You can still walk. The door is open. Walk and own the tape."

I stayed on the top step. Heat crawled up my face. My cock strained in the cage, traitor pulse, because the choice itself had heat in it.

She touched my elbow. Gentle. "Come back down, Grant. Soup's done. We have the rest of the morning."

I closed the door without locking it. I walked down and the draft died behind me.

"Good boy," she murmured. Not praise like a pet. Like a note in a ledger.

Back on the cot I expected cuffs again. She draped the blanket over me and sat beside me, thigh against mine through the wool.

"Why feed me?" I asked.

"Because starvation makes you stupid, and I need you articulate when you lie to yourself."

"I wasn't lying."

"You told me you'd never beg a woman for release." She picked up my right hand, turned it palm up, traced the life line with one finger. "Yesterday you begged on camera. So either you were lying then or you're lying now."

My throat tightened. The marathon session from the prior night lived in my muscles. Thighs sore. Nipples raw from clamps she'd left on too long between denials.

"I said words. That doesn't mean I wanted it."

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

She kissed my cheek. Dry. Brief. Motherly if you squinted. My balls ached.

"I want out," I said.

"You want relief. Out is the word you use so you don't have to say please."

She stood and opened a cabinet I had not seen her use. Black silicone plug, thick base, lube bottle. Strap-on harness on a hook. Not the wand. Not the schedule chart. Different tools for a different morning.

"On your knees."

I knelt on the blanket. Concrete bit through wool. She did not cuff me.

"Hands behind your back. Hold your wrists. If you let go, we stop and you sleep in the cage without touch until tonight's block."

I laced my fingers. She stepped behind me. Cold lube dripped down my crack. Two fingers opened me without asking. I hissed.

"You've taken cock in this hole before," she said.

"Not like this."

"Like what? With a woman who owns the camera?" She worked a third finger. Stretch burned sweet. "Say what you are right now."

"A prisoner."

"Try again. Cruder. What does your body do when I touch you here?"

My hole clenched on her fingers. "I'm… I'm your…"

"Whore?" She twisted. "Hole? Say it."

"I'm your hole," I whispered. The words scalded. My dick leaked in the cage.

"Louder. For the lens."

"I'm your hole, Mistress Halcyon."

"Again."

"I'm your hole."

She pulled her fingers free. The plug pressed. Slow. Inch by inch until my ass swallowed the base and the burn settled into a full, obscene weight. I groaned.

"Stay on your knees. Don't reach for your cock. You don't own it."

She moved in front of me. Harness buckled at her hips. Rubber cock jutted, matte black, thicker than the plug. She cupped my jaw.

"Open."

I opened. She fed the head past my lips. Salt taste of silicone. She pushed until my nose brushed harness leather. Gag reflex bucked. Tears wet my lashes.

"Relax your throat. Take it like the banker mouth you sold as professional."

I breathed through my nose. She thrust shallow, then deeper. Spit slicked my chin. Drool strung to the blanket when she pulled out.

"Look up at me."

I looked up. Her eyes calm. Sweater still on. Like she could be reading a book after this.

"I'm going to fuck your ass while you stay plugged. Then I'm going to ruin you once. No count. No schedule. One long use. You will thank me when I let you cum."

"I won't thank you."

"You will." She walked behind me. "Knees wide."

I spread. Plug shifted inside me. She unhooked something. The plug came out with a wet pop. Empty ache. Then the head of her cock nudged my rim.

"Beg for it in one filthy sentence."

My pride vomited up every old line. None of them worked. What came out was broken. "Please fuck my ass, Mistress, I'm your whore hole, I need it."

She sank in. One stroke to the root. No mercy pace. My forehead hit the blanket. The slap of her hips on my ass echoed off stone walls. Wet sounds. Obscene. Each plunge punched air out of me.

"That's it," she said. "Take it. Banker ass. Used ass."

She leaned over me. Sweater sleeve against my spine. Warm. Her hand slid under my belly, found the cage, rattled it.

"So hard in metal. Pathetic."

She fucked me steady. Not the frantic peaks of last night. A long rail. Depth. Drag. My hole gaped and clenched around her. Burn turned to need. I pushed back without meaning to.

"There he is," she murmured. "The man who writes stars instead of learning."

She reached to the cabinet without pulling out. Vibrator buzz clicked on. She pressed it to my taint, under the cage base. Vibration climbed into my balls, my prostate, my stuffed ass.

"Oh fuck," I groaned.

"Language." She slapped my flank. "Tell me what you feel."

"Stuffed. Vibrating. I'm gonna…"

"You're gonna what?"

"Cum. Please. I can't…"

"You can. You will. Not yet."

She slowed. Cruel drag. Almost out. Slam back in. The vibrator stayed. My thighs shook. Sweat pooled in the small of my back under the blanket bunched at my hips.

"I'll give you the statement," I gasped. "Public. Whatever words you want."

"Too late for words alone." She gripped my hair. Pulled my head back. "Give me your voice. Tell the camera what you denied in the review."

"The training works," I choked out. "I'm broken. I'm… I'm learning manners with my body."

"More honest."

"I was wrong. You're not a joke. You're…" I sobbed once. "You're right about me."

She sped up. Pounding now. Harness slap. My asshole raw, open, sloppy with lube. The vibrator buzz ate my spine. Pressure built behind the cage with nowhere to go.

"Please let me cum. Please Mistress. I'll do anything."

"You already are." She reached around. Key clicked. Cage fell away. My cock sprang free, angry red, dripping.

One stroke of her hand. One.

I shattered. Cum shot across the blanket, thick ropes, splattering wool. My ass clamped on her cock. It gripped her in pulses while she kept fucking through it, prolonging it until I whimpered.

"Thank me," she said in my ear.

"Thank you, Mistress Halcyon."

"Again."

"Thank you for using me."

She pulled out. Cool air on my gaped hole. I stayed on my knees, shaking, cum cooling on my thighs.

She wiped her hands on a towel. Re-caged me. Click.

"Lie down."

I lay. She pulled the blanket up to my chin. Warm. Soup smell still in the air.

"No cuffs tonight until the evening block," she said. "Sleep if you can. When you wake, we draft the retraction with your mouth on my pussy. No typing. No lawyer. Your tongue earns each sentence."

She turned off the vibrator. Picked up the mug.

"Nine nights," she said at the stairs. "Four pins filled. The door stays unbolted. You already know what you do when you reach it."

She climbed. The chapel door did not shut all the way. A blade of cooler air slipped through.

I lay in the warmth with cum drying on me and my ass still twitching empty. My portfolio had no currency here. Only my body, and it had just paid interest in full.

Tomorrow she would take dictation from between her legs. Tonight the open door waited upstairs like a question I already answered every time I stayed.


Chapter 5: The Cuffs Were Open

The monitor whirred while the file queued, a soft mechanical sound that scraped my teeth. Mistress Halcyon dragged a second chair beside the bolted cot and sat close enough that her knee almost touched mine. She had uncuffed my right wrist for this. My left stayed locked to the rail. The ring light hummed overhead. The camera red dot blinked.

"Day six, Grant," she said. "Eight nights left on the board. You have eaten. You have apologized on paper five times. Tonight you watch."

She tapped the trackpad. The cellar feed filled the screen. Timestamp in the corner. Night three. Zero two fourteen.

My own body on the cot. Cuffs on both wrists. Then her hand reached in frame and clicked the left cuff open. The metal jaw hung loose. She did the right one. Both cuffs sat open on my wrists while I slept.

The door at the top of the steps showed a finger-width of black. Open. Not cracked. Open.

I stopped breathing.

"Keep watching," she said.

Night three again, later. I rose on the feed. Bare feet on concrete. I walked to the steps. I stood at the open door. Moonlight cut a slab across the floor. I could have walked up. I could have run.

I turned around.

I crossed back to the cot. I picked up the left cuff. I closed it on my wrist. Click. Right cuff. Click. I lay down. I pulled the thin blanket over my chest.

The taste in my mouth went copper and sour, like biting my cheek.

Night four. Same. Cuffs open on the feed before I woke. Door open longer. I went to the steps, stayed longer, looked up like I was measuring the climb. I came back. I cuffed myself.

Night five. Open door. Open cuffs. I touched the doorframe. My hand on the wood. I did not leave.

"Say it," Mistress Halcyon said.

My throat closed.

"You chose it," she said. "Every night. The locks were courtesy. The door was a question. You answered stay."

I jerked at the cuff on my left wrist like I could snap the bolt by will alone. The metal bit skin. Useless. The useless part was older than the bolt.

"I was drugged. I was tired. I did not know."

"You knew enough to close the cuff." Her voice stayed flat. "You knew enough to face the camera. You knew enough to come back before dawn so the schedule stayed clean."

On screen, night five, my mouth moved. No audio on this file. She tapped again. Audio on.

My voice, small in the cellar: "I'm sorry I wrote that review."

Another clip. Night four. Me on my knees at the corkboard, pinning a printed apology with shaking hands while the door stood open behind me.

"You performed captivity," she said. "You maintained it. You are not only the man in the cell. You are the man who locked the cell."

Grief hit my ribs, stupid and hot, mourning a version of me that had never existed, the kidnapped banker, the victim with clean hands. That man was a story I told the camera while I clicked the cuff shut.

Mistress Halcyon stood. She pulled a blindfold from her pocket. Black cloth. She tied it tight. The cellar went dark except for the monitor glow bleeding at the edges.

"Hands behind you."

I obeyed. She cuffed both wrists. Tighter than the cot rail ever was.

"You will listen," she said. "You will taste what you chose."

She pushed a ball gag between my teeth. Rubber. Strap buckled at my neck. Drool pooled under my tongue.

Footsteps. A case latch. Latex gloves snapping.

Something cold and wet traced my lips. Her thumb with spit, smearing my mouth outside the gag. Then the blunt head of her strap pressed to the gag, pushing my jaw wider.

"Open for what you came back for."

The silicone cock slid along the gag. Rubber on rubber. Slick sound. She worked it in front of my face, not inside yet, teasing, slapping my cheek with the shaft. Wet prints on my skin.

"You want the hole that stayed," she said. "Say yes."

I moaned around the gag. Shame crawled hot up my face. My dick stiffened against the thin shorts she let me wear after yesterday's soup.

She ripped the shorts down. Cool air on my balls. Then her hand wrapped my shaft, rough, no kindness.

"Yes or you watch night six on loop until you mean it."

I nodded. Jerky. Pathetic.

"Use your words after I take the gag. Nodding is for pets."

She unbuckled the gag. Spit string from my lip to the rubber ball as she pulled it free.

"Yes," I croaked.

"Yes what."

"Yes, I want it. I came back. I stayed."

She shoved two fingers into my mouth. I sucked without being told. Salt and rubber taste. Her fingers deep, testing gag reflex. I choked. Eyes watered under the blindfold.

"Good little hole."

She pulled her fingers out with a pop and replaced them with the strap. Real this time. Past lips. Past tongue. Into throat. I gagged loud, wet, the sound bouncing off soundproof walls.

"Take it. You took the cellar every night. Take my dick."

She fucked my mouth in steady strokes. Hand on my hair. Other hand pumping my cock once, then stopping. Edge and stop. My hips jerked into air.

The monitor still played in my ears. Cuff clicks from the speakers. My own footsteps on the feed.

She pulled out. I gasped. Spit on my chin.

"On the cot. Face down."

She guided me by the shoulder. Shoved me flat. Ass up. Knee between my thighs spreading me. Cold lube dripped on my asshole. Two fingers pushed in without warning. Burn. Stretch. I bit the blanket.

"Relax the hole you keep choosing."

A third finger. Scissoring. My body opened because it had been trained to. The burn sat there, mean and honest.

She replaced fingers with a stainless plug, heavy, flared base. Not the ones from earlier nights. Bigger. She twisted until my hole swallowed it. Full. Ache deep inside.

"Count with me," she said. "How many times you came back."

She turned on a small vibe clipped to the plug base. Buzz filled my pelvis. Low at first.

"One," she said.

The first orgasm built too fast. Her fist on my cock, tight, fast, while the plug buzzed. I ground my face into the cot. Humiliation and need mashed together until my balls drew up.

"Come for night three," she ordered.

I came. Spurt hot on the blanket under me. Spasm ripping through me while the footage whirred. Cuff click on the speaker. I sobbed once.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Mistress Halcyon."

"Two."

She cranked the vibe. Pounded my prostate through the plug while her hand milked my oversensitive head. Pain edged into the pleasure. I could not soften.

"Night four. Say you locked yourself."

"I locked myself," I gasped. "I came back. I'm sorry."

"You're a whore for this cellar."

"I'm a whore for this cellar."

The second orgasm tore out meaner. Cum slicked her fingers. My hole clenched on the plug. A squelch when she pushed the base deeper.

"Three."

She yanked the plug out. Empty burn. Then the strap, thick, lubed, at my asshole. No pause. She drove in one long push.

I screamed into the blanket. Full split. Her hips slammed my ass. Slap of skin. Wet lube sounds. Brutal pace.

"Night five. Door open. You on your knees. What are you."

"Your toy. Your hole. I chose it."

"Louder."

"Your toy. I chose to stay."

She angled up. Head of the strap hammered my prostate. My cock leaked untouched. Third crest built, vicious.

"Come while I fuck the choice back into you."

I came dry at first, then a thin dribble. Body convulsed. Ass gaping around the strap each time she pulled back. Obscene drag. I could not stop clenching.

She did not stop.

"Four. You do not get to be innocent."

The fourth orgasm hurt. Too much nerve. Too much friction. I begged wordless. She reached under and crushed my balls, gentle enough not to injure, firm enough to punish.

"Say the review out loud."

"I wrote a one-star review," I choked. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I stayed anyway."

"Because you needed this."

"Because I needed this."

She speared deep and held. Vibe from somewhere, pressed to my taint. Buzz and stretch together. Fifth peak ripped through. No cum left. Just dry hitch after hitch. Vision white behind the blindfold.

She pulled out. Cool air on my gaping ass. I shook.

She uncuffed me. Rolled me onto my back. Removed the blindfold. The monitor still showed me at the open door, night five, hand on frame.

Mistress Halcyon wiped her strap with a cloth. Calm face. Composed. Like we had watched a webinar.

"You have eight nights left," she said. "Five apologies pinned. The debt is not money. It is how you use your body when no one forces you."

I could not look at the screen.

"You are complicit now. You know it. That is the real cage."

She leaned down. Her breath on my ear.

"We are only just beginning."

She stood. Turned off the monitor. The whir died. Footsteps up the steps. The door at the top closed with a soft thud.

I lay on the cot. Door above shut. Cuffs open on the table beside me, waiting for my hands. My ass throbbed. Spit and cum dried on my chest.

On the corkboard, five pins held my printed words. Eight empty holes waited.

I crawled to the steps once. Put my palm on the wood where the feed showed it.

The door was locked from outside tonight.

I went back to the cot anyway. Picked up the left cuff. Click.

The choice sat in my hands heavier than the metal. Morning would be day seven. She would come down. She would add a sixth pin or deny it until my voice broke right.

I lay down. Ring light still on. Camera still blinking.

I waited for her like a man who already knew he would not walk out.


Chapter 6: Voices Through the Wall

The voice came through the stone before my eyes finished adjusting to the ring light’s glare.

"…I am deeply sorry for the disrespect I showed your establishment…"

Male. Flat. Rehearsed until every word sounded dead. It looped, stopped, started again from the top like a broken recording fed through the wall from the next cell over.

I sat up on the bolted cot. My wrists still wore the cuffs. They had been unlocked since night three. The metal was cold and loose on my skin anyway.

Mistress Halcyon was not in the room. The monitor from last night sat dark in the corner. Six pins on the corkboard. Eight empty. Seven nights left on the term if you counted the way she counted.

The stranger’s apology kept going.

"…I understand that my review caused harm…"

Jealousy hit my ribs. Not fear. Not shame this time. A banker named Grant, thirty-five, who had typed one cruel paragraph and thought that made him interesting enough to kidnap. There was another man down here learning the same script. Another debtor in her ledger. I was not the story. I was a line item.

My cock stirred against the thin shorts she left me. Betrayal as always. My body did not care that I wanted to burn the whole cellar down.

I yanked the cuff off my left wrist. The pin had been open for days. I had put it back on myself on camera. I had walked to the open frame at the top of the stairs and come back to sleep like a trained dog.

Never again.

I stood. The floor was cold under my bare feet. Weight pressed up through my soles, real, solid. I could leave. I had left in my head a hundred times and always returned. This time I would not.

The voice through the wall swelled on the next loop.

"…I will earn back the rating I stole…"

I slammed my palm against the stone. "Shut up."

He did not shut up. The soundproofing was for the chapel above, not for me hearing him fail the same sentence I had choked on at pin three.

I crossed to the stairs. Day seven. Seven nights still owed if I stayed. I did not plan to stay.

The cellar exit stood open. It had stood that way for days. A strip of warmer air leaked down from the chapel renovation dust and old wax. Candle stub. Sawdust. Something sweet from the florist bags she kept upstairs for display.

My throat tightened. I could walk up right now. Free. Unwatched for the first time since she took me.

Footsteps on the stairs above stopped me.

Mistress Halcyon descended one step at a time. Black boots. Black skirt. Her face calm like she had been waiting for me to finally try.

"Grant."

"I heard him." My voice came out raw. "There’s another one."

"There are several." She came down into the cellar and did not close the gap behind her. "You are not unique. You are current."

Current. Like a subscription. Like a bill.

Rage burned behind my eyes. I stepped toward her. "I’m leaving."

"You are trying." She lifted a tablet. The screen showed a grid of small feeds. Different cots. Different men. One mouth moving through the same apology I knew by heart. "Sit."

"I said I’m leaving."

She tapped the tablet. My feed enlarged. Night four. Me at the open threshold. Me turning back. Me clicking the cuff closed without her in the room.

"You already test your freedom every night." She set the tablet on the workbench beside the milking sleeve she had used on me Tuesday. "Today you test it in daylight. On camera. With consequence."

"I don’t want your consequence. I want out."

"You want to be the only one." She said it without cruelty, which made it worse. "That is why you stayed after you knew. Special captivity. Special mistress. Special debt. Sit on the cot, Grant, or I add a witness to the chapel feed and you apologize to the renovation crew at noon."

The renovation crew was a bluff. Maybe. She had never bluffed when it cost me something.

I did not sit.

She moved fast for a woman who never looked like she hurried. Her hand locked my throat and walked me backward until the cot edge bit the back of my knees. I went down hard. She straddled my lap, weight full on my thighs, pinning me with her body, her perfume cutting through the sawdust from upstairs. Leather. Smoke. Clean sweat.

"You rebel on day seven." Her thumb pressed under my jaw. "Good. Rebellion still means you care which room you’re in."

"I don’t care."

"You care." She reached behind her and produced the thick silicone plug she had trained into me for a week. Lubed. Ready. She had planned this. "You care that another man is saying your lines in a worse voice. Open."

I clamped my legs shut. Childish. Useless. She slapped my inner thigh hard enough to leave a print and I gasped open.

"No." The word tore out of me. "I’m not your…"

"You are my debtor." She worked the plug against my hole without mercy. Stretch. Burn. My body remembered and yielded before my pride caught up. "One of many. Say it."

"I’m not…"

She pushed. The plug seated deep with a wet sound I hated. My ass clenched around the girth and would not let go. Shame crawled up my face. My dick was fully hard in the shorts.

"Say it," she said again.

"I’m one of many." The words tasted like rust.

"Louder. For the mic."

She pointed at the camera above the corkboard. Red light on. Always on unless she said otherwise.

"I’m one of many." Louder. My own voice bouncing off stone.

The stranger through the wall looped his apology at the same moment like the building was mocking me.

Mistress Halcyon pulled my shorts down and wrapped her hand around my shaft. No gentleness. A working grip. She stroked twice and stopped.

"You don’t get to cum until you beg like him."

"I won’t."

She reached for the remote on the bench. The plug inside me buzzed to life. Low. Constant. My hips jerked off the cot.

"Filthy little debtor." She watched my face while the vibration worked my prostate. "You hear him and your dick leaks. You hate that he exists and you still drip for me."

Pre-cum slicked her fingers. She wiped it across my lips. Salty. I licked without meaning to and hated myself for it.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me cum."

"Not yet." She turned the plug up. The buzz became a drill. My balls drew tight. I panted through my nose. Sweat ran down my temple.

She stood off me and fetched the harness from the hook. Black strap. Thick rubber cock attached, curved for a man’s insides. She stepped into it while I shook on the cot with the plug still buzzing hard inside me.

"Turn over. Ass up."

"I’m leaving after this."

"You keep saying that." She yanked the plug out in one stroke. My hole gaped and ached empty. Air cold on wet skin. "You never mean it until you stand in the chapel and prove it. Present."

I should have run. I rolled onto my hands and knees instead. The cot creaked. My face hung over the edge toward the stone floor. Drool threatened already and nothing had entered my mouth yet.

She slicked the strap cock and pressed the head to my stretched rim. "You want special treatment. I’m going to fuck the special out of you."

She pushed in. Inch by inch. Bigger than the plug. My ass burned open around her. I grunted into the mattress. The slap of her hips started slow and deep, each thrust punching air out of me.

"Count them."

"One." Gasp. "Two." Her hand fisted my hair. "Three."

She set a brutal pace. Skin on skin. Wet sounds obscene in the small room. The stranger’s loop faded under my own choking breath.

"Who owns this ass."

"You do."

"Name."

"Mistress Halcyon."

"Debtor number."

"I don’t…"

She rammed deep and held. My prostate screamed. Vision blurred.

"Number."

"Current." I sobbed it. "I’m current."

"Good boy." She pulled almost out and slammed home. "Again."

The fucking went on until my arms shook. She shifted angle and nailed the spot that made my toes curl. The first orgasm built too fast to fight. She caught it. She stopped moving.

"No."

"Please." Broken. "Please I need…"

"You need to hear your neighbor again."

She turned the plug remote even though the plug was on the floor. Nothing. She laughed once, short, and restarted the thrusts slower. Torture pace. Edge pace.

"Say you’re a replaceable hole."

"I’m a replaceable hole."

"Say you’re glad he’s down here so you don’t have to be alone."

My stomach turned. My dick throbbed harder. "I’m glad he’s down here."

"Liar." She spanked my ass cheek. Red heat spread. "Again. Truth."

"I hate that he’s here." My voice cracked. "I hate that I’m not the only one and I still want your cock in my ass."

"Honest." She fucked me harder. "Cum for me. One."

She reached under and gave my shaft two rough strokes. That was all it took. I came violent and messy across the cot blanket, spurting in thick ropes while my ass clenched on the rubber dick. Shame and pleasure smashed together until I could not tell which was louder.

"One." She did not stop thrusting. "Thank me."

"Thank you Mistress Halcyon."

"Again."

The oversensitivity hit before the last pulse finished. Her strap still moved. My hole was raw. I whimpered.

"Too much."

"You have two more." She pulled out. My ass hung open, twitching. She swapped the strap for the stainless wand from the bench, the one with the curved head for milking. She pressed it to my perineum and clicked it on high.

I screamed into the mattress.

"Two coming." She worked the wand while two fingers pushed back into my ass. Stretch on top of stretch. "Hold it."

I could not hold it. The second orgasm ripped through me dry and brutal, muscles locking, cum dribbling from my spent dick in useless pulses. My whole body convulsed. I bit the blanket and tasted wool and salt.

"Two." Her voice clinical. "Say the line from pin six."

I dragged the apology from memory. "I am sorry I treated your work like a joke."

"Louder."

I shouted it. The wand did not stop. The stranger through the wall said his version in falsetto misery at the same time.

Mistress Halcyon pulled the wand away. Before I could breathe she shoved the plug back in, full, on the highest setting, and mounted the cot behind me again. The strap cock found my open hole and plunged without warmup.

"Three."

I begged. Actual words. Filthy words. I called myself her whore, her training pet, one debtor among many who still spread his ass because leaving hurt worse than staying. She made me repeat it for the camera. She made me thank the man through the wall for proving I was nothing special.

The third orgasm lasted so long I lost time. White noise in my skull. My ass gaped around her when she finally stilled. Cum pooled under my hips. Sweat dripped off my chin. I could not uncurl my fingers from the cot frame.

She turned off the plug. Unbuckled the harness. Her hand rested on the back of my neck. Heavy. Warm.

"You can go now." Quiet. "If you still want to."

I lifted my head. The stairs. The open frame. Daylight at the top.

"You belong in this room now." She said it like a fact she had already filed. "But the chapel is not locked. Walk if you need to prove you can."

I stood on legs that barely held me. I pulled my shorts up over the plug still buried in my ass. Let it buzz low this time, her parting gift. I did not take the cuffs. I did not look at the tablet of other men.

I climbed. Each step pulled the plug deeper. Weight on my thighs. Scent of wax stronger. The chapel opened above me, bright with morning through stained glass that had been covered in paper for the renovation. Empty pews. Drop cloths. My bare feet on real wood for the first time in seven days.

No ring light. No Mistress Halcyon behind me on the stairs yet.

I walked to the center aisle. Free air on my face. I could walk out the front. I could call the police. I could disappear.

My feet stopped.

The plug buzzed. My spent dick twitched in the shorts. Down below, the stranger’s apology looped faint through the floor like a heartbeat in the ledger.

I turned back toward the cellar stairs.

Not because the cuffs held me. They did not. Because seven pins were still empty and my one-star review was still pinned at the center of the board like a nail through my name, and leaving for real would mean I was only another man who could not finish what he started.

I put my hand on the stair rail.

Above me, a floorboard creaked.

Mistress Halcyon’s boots appeared at the top step, then her calm face, watching me choose in the chapel where anyone with a ladder and a work permit could have seen me stand free and turn back.

"Grant," she said.

I went down to meet her.


Chapter 7: Recited in the Dark

I pushed my forehead into the cold bolt of the cot and kept my voice low, the same pitch I used when I sold loans to men who never looked up from their phones. "The service was beneath contempt. I regret that I wrote cruelty instead of truth." My tongue stuck on truth. The cellar had no ring light yet. No red dot. Only the wool scratch of the blanket under my bare knees and the weight of my own wrist locked in the cuff I had clicked shut myself.

I had climbed back down before the chapel birds woke. My thighs still carried chapel dust. My lungs held outside air, thin and wrong after nine days of filtered concrete breath. I could have slept in a pew. I could have walked to the road. I came back anyway. My hand shook when I fed the hasp through the cuff. That shake made my dick twitch, and I hated myself for it in a way that warmed the skin behind my ears.

"…I am learning that respect is a physical act," I said to the dark. The words were hers, rewritten until my jaw ached from repetition. Tonight they did not taste like paste. They tasted like confession. I hated that more than the plug seated in my ass from the schedule I had resumed without being told.

Footsteps on the stairs. Measured. One boot, one boot. Mistress Halcyon did not hurry for anyone.

I did not stop reciting. "I am sorry I treated a person's labor like garbage. I am sorry I hid behind a screen. I am…" My voice cracked. Not performance. I clamped down and finished on a whisper. "…sorry I needed to be broken to understand."

The tread stopped at the bottom. Leather creaked. A match struck, brief sulfur, then nothing. She had not turned on the ring light.

"Continue," she said.

So I continued in blackness. Warmth rolled off her when she crossed the room. Cedar and clean sweat. She stood close enough that her boot toe brushed my knee. I recited the whole rewritten review from memory, every sentence I had typed for the camera with her fingers in my hair. No paper. No teleprompter glare. Just my breath fogging the metal bar and her silence grading each line.

When I finished, my mouth was dry. My cock strained against the cage she had left on me when I walked out, still locked because I had not asked to remove it upstairs.

"You left," she said.

"I did."

"You came back."

"I did."

"Why."

The question was not a question. I swallowed. "Because the apology out there was empty. Because I heard another man through the wall and understood I'm a line in your ledger. Because…" I pressed my forehead harder into the bolt until it hurt. "Because I want the training. Not because you have to hold me. Because I can't finish the debt alone."

The words hung between us, heavier than the chain on the cot.

She exhaled once, slow. "You want documentation."

"I want you to keep recording." My face burned. Craving sat in my chest like a swallowed coal, shame feeding it oxygen. A banker asking for more leash. "I want proof I chose it. Every night until the board is full. Five nights left. I want the pins to mean I stayed on purpose."

"You cuffed yourself."

"My left wrist. The key is on your hook by the stairs."

She picked up the key. Metal whispered. My cuff went loose, then her boot nudged my shoulder and I understood without her saying it. I transferred the cuff to my right wrist, clicked it home, and offered the left bare to her. She locked me again, both wrists to the bar this time, the way she did when I earned nothing.

"Recitation accepted," she said. "Now negotiate your price, Grant."

"I'll take the schedule. Edging. Whatever you were going to do before I ran."

"Before you ran you were owed punishment."

"I know."

She knelt. Her gloved fingers traced the cage, then the base of my balls, rolling them with clinical pressure. I jerked against the cuffs. The plug in my ass shifted, a blunt stretch that shot precum into the tube.

"You begged to be documented," she murmured. "Say what you are in the ledger."

"A debtor." My voice shook. "A one-star man learning manners."

"Louder."

"A debtor who came back. A slut who walked out and crawled down the stairs because his apology only works on camera."

Her glove smacked my thigh. "Better."

She left me cuffed and walked away. A drawer opened. A motor woke somewhere behind me, low and patient. I knew that sound. The milking sleeve from night four, the one that sucked and released and never cared about my pacing.

"Beg, and I might let you," she said from the dark.

I had heard mercy in that line before. Tonight it was a door she might close. "Please. Mistress Halcyon. Please use me on your schedule. Please don't stop the training because I left."

"That's not begging."

I bit my lip until copper flooded my tongue. "Please let me cum when you decide. Please fuck my ass until I forget I wrote it. Please keep the cameras on so I can't lie to myself. Please."

Silence. Then the sleeve slid over my caged cock, warm silicone lining sealing tight. The motor pulled. My knees went weak. The plug held me stuffed while the machine tugged in a cruel rhythm, drawing blood into the shaft even through the cage bars.

"No orgasm," she said. "Not yet. You negotiate with your hole first."

Lube cold on my cheeks. She worked the plug out inch by inch. My asshole clenched around empty air, obscene and hungry. Two fingers breached me, slick twist, scissoring until the burn turned to a throb that echoed in my balls.

"You want documentation," she said. "I'll document how wide you gape."

A thicker toy pressed my rim. Not the plug. A graduated trainer she had used once before, bumps dragging my inner walls as she twisted. I grunted. Sweat slid down my spine, warm between my shoulder blades.

"Count the ridges," she commanded.

"One." The first pop past the ring. "Two." My thighs trembled. "Three."

She stopped at four, seated deep. The milking sleeve kept pulling, relentless. Precum leaked in thin strings into the collection cup. My hips chased the suction even though every chase hurt the cage.

"Five nights," she said. "You want each one on film."

"Yes."

"You'll thank me for each edge."

"Yes, Mistress."

The trainer slid out halfway, then rammed back. The wet sound made my ears ring. She fucked my ass with it, slow at first, texture of each bump a separate insult. My prostate swelled. My cock fought the cage until pain blurred into need.

"Say the cruelest line from your original review."

My stomach turned. I remembered typing it at my desk, smug and safe. "Staff seemed…" I choked. "Staff seemed trained to fail."

"Again like you mean it."

"Staff seemed trained to fail." My eyes stung hot. I meant the apology now. I meant the death of the man who wrote it. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm a worthless cunt of a man who gets hard from being corrected."

She laughed once, quiet. "Good boy."

The ring light flicked on. Red dot alive. I squinted against white glare. Mistress Halcyon stood between my spread knees in black latex, harness cutting her hips, a thick strap cock jutting from it, matte black and already glistening. She had filmed the whole negotiation without me seeing where she placed the camera.

"Watch the board," she said.

I turned my head. The corkboard showed my printed cruelty in the center, surrounded by pins. Nine filled. Five empty. Five nights. The countdown tightened my chest.

"Tonight is pin ten," she said. "You asked for it."

She unhooked the trainer and tossed it clattering. Lube dripped from my asshole down my taint. She lined the strap against my stretched hole and pushed. My rim burned around the head. I hissed through my teeth.

"Don't clench."

I forced breath out. She fed inch after inch, hands on my hips, pulling me onto her until her harness met my ass cheeks with a slap. Full. Split. My mouth opened on a silent scream that turned into a moan when she dragged back and speared in again.

The milking sleeve kept working my cage. Double use. Ass stuffed, cock milked empty. She set a pace that was not fast, not mercy, a long grind that rubbed her shaft over my prostate with each pass. Warm friction inside, cold air on my sweat-slick chest.

"Please," I gasped.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please fuck me. Please ruin my ass. Please let me cum, Mistress, I'll say anything, I'll write the review on my skin, please."

She leaned forward, latex warm on my nipples, and bit my ear. "You don't cum until I hear grief."

Grief. The sob tore out of me, ugly. "I miss who I was before I clicked submit. I miss being untouchable. He's dead. I killed him with my mouth every night down here. Keep filming. Keep the sleeve on. I want to watch myself choose it."

Her hips stuttered, then drove harder. The slap of her thighs on mine grew wet, lube and sweat mixing, squelch audible on the mic I knew was live. She reached under me and twisted the milking sleeve tighter. Suction doubled. My vision speckled.

"Edge," she said.

I rode the brink, prostate hammered, balls drawn tight, cum trying to climb through steel bars. I begged in broken scraps. "Can't. Too much. Please. Hole. Your hole. I'm your hole."

She yanked the sleeve off. Cool air hit my dripping cock. Denial. I wailed.

"Shh." Her strap plunged to the hilt and held. She worked three fingers around my ass where she stretched me, spreading me wider around the base. Burn. Gape. "Hold the edge. Five nights left. You'll edge every night until the board is full."

Time blurred. She fucked me in long strokes, sometimes stopping with me twitching on her cock, sometimes railing me until the cot bolts creaked. The ring light baked heat into my skin. Texture of latex on my back, of rope burn from earlier days ghosting my wrists fresh under the cuffs.

When she finally reached between my legs and unlocked the cage, my cock sprang free, angry purple, slick head weeping. She did not touch it.

"Ask."

"Please let me cum while you fuck my ass. Please let me spill on the cot. Please, Mistress Halcyon, I need it, I'll die, please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"I beg you. I beg you. I'm your trained slut, your debtor, your filmed whore. Please."

She wrapped her fist around my shaft once, tight at the base, choking the orgasm in place. Her strap pistoned fast now, brutal, anal pounding that made my hole gape and clench helpless around her. Wet obscene sounds filled the cellar. Her other hand left my cock and slapped my ass, sting blooming warm.

"Now."

She stroked me twice, rough, and my whole body seized. Cum shot in thick ropes across the wool blanket, splattering my chest, dripping from her knuckles while she kept fucking me through the spasms. My ass milked her strap, involuntary clench, aftershocks ripping moans out of my throat. I came so hard my vision whited, brain offline, only hole and cock and her voice cutting through.

"That's ten."

She slowed but did not stop. The overstimulation hurt. I whimpered. She leaned down, licked cum from my shoulder, salt on her tongue, and whispered, "The eleventh pin will cost more."

When she pulled out, cold air rushed my gaped asshole. I could not close. Lube and sweat ran down my thighs. She capped the collection cup of my earlier leaks, labeled it with a squeaking marker, and pinned a fresh still from the camera next to the others.

My wrists ached. My cock twitched, oversensitive. She uncuffed one hand long enough to hand me the printed apology sheet for tomorrow's rewrite, already marked in red.

"Sleep," she said. "Door stays unlatched. Cameras off after I leave."

She killed the ring light. Boots on stairs. The cellar door at the top clicked, not locked.

I lay in the dark with cum cooling on my belly and her strap's ghost still stuffed inside my ass. Five pins empty. Five nights. The man who wrote the one-star review was gone enough that morning almost scared me.

Almost.

I pressed my palm to the wet spot on the blanket, into my own mess, and started memorizing tomorrow's lines before she could ask.


Chapter 8: His Words Made Scripture

The book had a spine. My own sentences, perfect-bound, pressed into my palms while the cuff bit my left wrist to the cot rail. Mistress Halcyon had set it there without a word when she came down the stairs. The cellar air ran cold along my bare ribs. The ring light hummed. Page weight dragged my arms down harder than the chain ever had.

"Open it," she said.

I did. My throat went tight. There was my one-star review on the first spread, photocopied sharp. After that, night by night, the rewrites she made me speak into the camera. Dates in the margin. Her handwriting underneath some lines, grading them like exam papers. Apology as curriculum. My banker voice dismantled into these paragraphs.

"You wrote every line," she said. "I only held the pen when your hands were busy."

Heat crawled up my neck. My dick stirred against the thin shorts she kept me in, traitor blood, shame and want tangled before I could stop it. I used to sign off emails without reading them. Now strangers could read this.

She tapped the cover. "Volume one. Transcripts accompany the audio."

"I don't understand."

"You will."

She pulled her phone from her coat. No theatrics. Just a folder of PDF filenames I could read upside down. SENT. Timestamps. I made out a name from my old desk, someone I'd taken credit from in a meeting. Another file: the woman I'd stopped answering after three dates, her first name in the subject line.

"They have it?" My voice cracked.

"They have had it since yesterday morning. Read-only links. Expire when your term ends or when I decide they don't."

The part of me that still wore a suit in my head lunged. "You can't."

"I already did."

Defiance flared hot, stupid, real. I yanked the cuff. The rail clanged. "Take it back. Delete it. I'll sign whatever you want. I'll pay."

Mistress Halcyon didn't blink. She set the phone on the corkboard ledge beside the printout of my cruelest sentence, the one with the star rating. "You came back down those stairs on your own last night and asked me to keep documenting you. This is documentation with witnesses."

"I meant her. The camera."

"You meant truth. Truth doesn't stay in a cellar."

I lunged again, full body, cot legs scraping concrete. She stepped on my ankle, boot heel pinning bone to floor. Pain blanked me out for a second. When I sucked air back in, she was kneeling, cold fingers under my chin, forcing my face toward the book.

"Read page forty-one out loud. For the recording."

Forty-one was the night I'd cried without meaning to. Sorry for the man who wrote the review. Sorry for every small cruelty dressed as competence. The words sat there in ink, permanent.

"No."

Her hand left my chin. She reached to the shelf behind the cot and clicked on a small black box already wired to my thighs. The milking sleeve. I'd worn it on night six. It knew the shape of me.

The motor whirred. Silicone sucked tight around my shaft, warm from her setting it on the radiator earlier. Temperature and sound together, factory hum and heated grip. My hips jerked off the mattress before thought caught up.

"Page forty-one," she said.

I gasped. The sleeve stroked once, slow, then stopped at the ridge of my head and held vacuum there, edging pull without finish. Schedule logic. She'd trained my body on this clock.

"Read."

I read. Each sentence left my mouth and landed in the microphone above the cot, in the book, in inboxes I couldn't claw back. My voice shook on the line about the woman I ghosted. The sleeve rewarded me with a full pull, wet sound of lube and suction, then denied again at the edge. Pre-cum slicked the tube. It made an obscene little schlck when she eased the pressure a fraction and tightened it again.

"Louder. They need to hear you mean it."

"They're not listening live."

"They will read it while they listen. Imagine Marcus at his desk, earbuds in, your voice in his ear apologizing for stealing his deck."

Marcus. She'd named him. My stomach turned. My cock throbbed harder anyway, leaking, the sleeve milking it into the collection chamber with a soft drip in the silence between hums.

"Page fifty," she said when I finished forty-one. "Skip nothing."

Fifty was worse. Confession about liking the cuffs. About getting hard when she pinned the printed review over my face. Filth I'd spoken thinking only she and the lens would ever know.

The defiance came back, smaller. "This is illegal."

"So was your review under the trade name you used." She dialed the sleeve up half a notch. The motor growled. My balls drew up, aching. "Keep reading or I edge you through the afternoon and send a supplemental file tonight. Extra pages. Your choice."

I read fifty. I read fifty-one. The cellar got colder or my skin got hotter, sweat cooling on my spine while the sleeve ran hot around my prick. Sound filled the room: motor, my ragged breath, the slick choke of the pump when I hit the brink and she throttled it down.

"Stand up."

The cuff on my wrist meant I rose bent, book still in my free hand, legs shaking. She unlocked the ankle chain short length she'd added while I read and walked me three steps to the punishment post bolted near the corkboard. She cuffed both wrists high, book set on a stool at my eye level, open to fifty-two.

"You're going to come three times before I unhook you," she said. "You will thank me for each one. You will state who now owns your words. If you refuse, I add a recipient to the share list. A name you haven't heard yet."

"How many names are on it?"

"Enough that you'll want to be good."

She fitted a gag harness that held a dildo shallow in my mouth, not deep enough to choke, deep enough to taste rubber and my own fear spit. Then she took the sleeve off and replaced it with her hand, slow strokes, her palm slick with my own mess from the tube.

"Edge one. Hold."

I trembled at the post. The wood was rough against my nipples. She'd clamped them while I read, forgotten until my chest hit the grain and pain bit. I moaned around the gag cock.

"Beg without the word please. You wore that out."

"Let me… Mistress, let me come."

"Who owns the words?"

"You do."

"The transcripts."

"Everyone who… everyone you sent them to."

"And who gave them those words?"

I choked on rubber. "I did."

"Again."

"I gave them the words. I'm the one who said them."

She stroked faster, thumb crushing over my slit, spreading leak. Cold air on wet skin. Then she stopped. First edge burned through me, thighs locked, nothing released, balls heavy and blue-aching.

"Thank me for the denial."

"Thank you for denying me, Mistress."

"Good pet."

She lubed a ribbed probe, thicker than the nightly plug I'd been taking, and worked it into my rear without preamble. Stretch burned. I grunted around the gag. She fucked me with it slow while her other hand returned to my dick, matching rhythm, filling me in both places.

"Count your second edge in sevens. Out loud around the cock in your mouth. If you lose count I restart the block."

I counted muffled, one through seven, again, her hand a piston, the probe hitting depth that made my vision white at the edges. At seven on the third round she pinched the base of my shaft hard, cut the climb, and left the probe buzzing inside me from a switch on the handle. Vibration through my gut. I sobbed.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Mistress."

"For?"

"For… for teaching me the schedule."

"Who reads you now?"

"Marcus. Lydia. Anyone with the link."

The names hurt more than the clamps. My dick jumped in her grip. Shame owned me and my body begged for more anyway. Banker Grant was dead in that book. What was left was this leaking thing on a post.

She removed the gag dildo. Spit bridged my lip to the rubber. "Second orgasm. You may ask in one sentence."

"May I cum on your boots, Mistress."

"You may cum on my boots and lick them clean after. Say what you are while you do it."

She uncuffed one wrist enough to let me drop halfway, stroked me ruthless, probe still buried and buzzing. I came hard, first real release of the day, spunk hitting her leather in ropes, splatter sound loud in the soundproof room, smell of salt and heat. My knees buckled. She held me up by the hair.

"Say it."

"I'm your documented whore. I'm the man from the book."

"Louder. For the mic."

"I'm the man from the book!"

Jizz dripped off her toe. She made me tongue it off while the probe worked my hole, second orgasm aftershocks ripping through me so I licked and moaned like the animal she'd written me as.

"Third edge uses the machine."

She dragged the fucking machine into place, the one on a low trolley. She'd only threatened it before. She fitted a thick silicone dick to the arm, lined it with my ass, already open and slick, and set the stroke length shallow then deep on a dial. My chest hit the post again, nipple clamps yanked.

"Hands behind you."

I laced fingers. She cuffed them. The machine started, wet slap of silicone in my stretched rear, steady mechanical pace no lover would use. Mistress Halcyon held a wand to the underside of my balls, not my shaft, vibration rattling through sack to root while my prostate got hammered.

"Read fifty-two while it fucks you."

I could barely see the page. I read broken, syllables popping on each thrust. The wand moved to press behind my balls, perineum mashed, heat pooling. Third climb came brutal, no mercy strokes, machine unchanged, her finger on the remote edging the wand off and on.

"Come for me," she said. "Third one. Name the woman you ghosted."

"Lydia."

"Say her full sentence from the book."

I recited the apology I'd written for her in the dark, sobbing, machine pounding, and came again, dry ache after the first load, then another spill, thin and violent, onto the concrete and her boot tip. My ass clenched on the silicone, squelch echoing, legs gone.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you."

"One more."

"I can't."

"You can. Fourth orgasm proves you accept exposure." She turned the machine up one speed. The wand stayed on. My scream went raw.

"No more names on the list if you give me four. Hold on that."

I didn't believe her. I also didn't have leverage. I nodded against the wood.

She counted down from ten in a flat voice. At three she shoved a vibrating plug into my mouth to bite on and worked my cock with both hands, twist at the head, cruel. Four hit like punishment, whole body convulsing, cum mostly clear spit-mixed dribble, humiliation worse than the first gush because it proved she'd emptied me and pulled more anyway.

She shut the machine off. Pulled the probe. Uncuffed me in stages. I folded to the floor, cheek on cold concrete, book open on the stool, my words at eye level when she tipped my chin.

"There's a witness coming tomorrow night," she said. "Not a recipient. A guest. Someone who already read volume one and wants to see if the voice matches the body."

Ice in my veins. "Who?"

"You'll know when they sit down."

She lifted the bound volume, snapped it shut. The thud carried.

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

She left the milking sleeve on the shelf, still warm. The ring light stayed on. The corkboard showed three bare pins beside the term card, three nights left, and the center star review waiting for my handwritten replacement. I shook on the floor, tasted rubber and salt, heard the machine tick cooling and my own breath too loud in the mic, and understood that every honest line I'd given her was already loose in the world, walking around in other people's heads, while tomorrow a stranger would sit in my cellar and watch me apologize in person.


Chapter 9: The Hymnboard Counts Down

The hymnboard clacked once above my head and the number dropped into single digits. One day left on the painted tin. Mistress Halcyon wound a black cable into a hard case at the foot of the stairs, her knuckles pale against the rubber sheath. The cellar smelled of her perfume cutting through old stone and the sour heat of my own skin from last night.

She did not look at me when she spoke. "Thirteenth pin is in. I counted it myself before I came down."

My throat went tight. Thirteen apologies on the corkboard. Thirteen nights of ink and ring light and my voice breaking on camera. I had wanted this to end for days. Now the want sat wrong in my gut, like hunger after a meal I could not name.

She clicked the case shut. "I'm packing the chapel tonight. Ledger goes in the box. Cameras come off the wall tomorrow unless you give me a reason to keep them."

The ring light burned over the cot, white and merciless. I was cuffed to the bolt rail with my wrists above my head, naked, chastity cage unlocked since dawn per her schedule. My dick hung heavy and useless between my thighs, already stirring because she was leaving and my body had learned to read that as loss.

"Grant." She stood at the cot edge. "You finished the term I set. That was the deal. One star bought you down here. Fourteen pins buy you the door."

I swallowed. "One day."

"One night." She tapped the hymnboard through the floorboards with her boot heel. The clack echoed. "Tomorrow you wake alone. No me. No script. You choose what you do with that."

My pulse kicked. Banker Grant would have laughed at a dominatrix packing like she was closing a branch office. Down here I tracked every motion of her hands because they had held the wand on my balls until I sobbed and still made me thank her for the edge.

She set a small velvet pouch on my stomach. "Open it."

I rolled it between my fingers until the drawstring loosened. Inside: a steel collar, matte black, with a flat tag already engraved. I angled it to read in the ring light. PROPERTY OF MISTRESS HALCYON. PERMANENT.

Heat crawled up my neck. "You can't…"

"I can." She lifted the collar like it weighed nothing. "You signed a debt of manners. You paid in words. This is how I keep the receipt where you can't shred it."

She unbuckled my cuffs one wrist at a time. My arms dropped, pins and needles, and I rubbed raw skin without permission until her look stopped me.

"On your knees. Mouth open."

I slid off the cot to the cold concrete. Stone bit my knees through the thin mat. She hooked two fingers under my jaw and tilted my face up. Her thumb brushed my lower lip, then pressed inside. I tasted metal from her ring and the salt of her skin.

"You're going to wear this when you walk out. If you walk out." She pulled her thumb free with a wet sound. "Say thank you for the gift."

The words stuck. Thank you for being owned in steel. Thank you for her leaving me a mark I could not take to the boardroom without a story.

"Thank you, Mistress Halcyon."

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"Thank you for the gift, Mistress Halcyon."

She fastened the collar at my throat. The lock snicked. Weight settled on my collarbones, constant pressure, a circle I would feel when I breathed, when I swallowed, when I tried to forget her in an elevator.

She cupped the back of my head. "Mine. Say it."

My voice cracked. "Yours."

"Again."

"Yours, Mistress Halcyon."

She kissed me once, tongue deep, tasting of coffee and mint. I moaned into her mouth like the slut she had trained out of a man who used to ghost women for sport. Shame prickled across my face and my dick twitched against her boot when she stepped in close.

"Good pet." She straightened. "Last night with me present. I'm not edging you for sport. I'm giving you maintenance so you remember whose hole you are when I'm gone."

She dragged a crate closer. Lube. Nitrile gloves. A thick silicone plug with a flared base. A prostate wand with a curved head. Her strap harness and a black cock that gleamed under the chapel bulbs.

"Ass up on the cot. Face to the corkboard. Read your own apologies while I work you open."

I climbed up, knees wide, forehead near the pinned sheets of my rewrites. Ink blurred where my sweat had smeared older nights. The paper and toner and the musk rising from my crack filled my head as she snapped the gloves on.

Cool gel dripped down my cleft. Her finger breached me without warning, one knuckle, then two, scissoring until my breath hitched.

"Relax your shit, Grant. You take this every night. Tonight you take it slow."

I gripped the cot rail. "Yes, Mistress."

A third finger joined. Burn spread, sweet and wrong. My prostate jumped when she rubbed the spot and precum leaked from my tip onto the cot sheet.

She worked me for a long time. No rush. No count. Just stretch and the obscene slick sounds of lube and skin. The plug followed, inch by inch, until my rim burned around the widest part and then seated with a fullness that made my thighs shake.

"Hold it." She slapped my ass once. The crack rang in the soundproofing. "Don't push it out or I add a night."

I clenched and the plug shifted, pressure on my prostate that blurred my vision.

She stepped back. Harness straps creaked. "I'm going to fuck you while you tell me what you are. Not poetry. Filth."

The head of her silicone cock nudged my stretched rim. She pulled the plug free with a wet pop and thrust in on the same breath.

I cried out. The stretch flared. She bottomed out and held, letting my body learn the girth again.

"Talk."

"I'm your…" The word caught. "Your anal whore. Your hole."

"Detail."

"You own my ass. You trained it. I, I need your cock in it or I go empty."

She drew back and drove in again. The slap of her hips against my cheeks filled the cellar. Each thrust punched air from my lungs and scraped pleasure from my prostate until my toes curled.

I stared at apology thirteen on the board. I had written about the woman I ghosted. Halcyon had mailed that text to her. The words on paper were mine. The collar on my neck was hers. Gratitude and dread twisted together until I could not tell which made me harder.

She leaned over my back, one hand fisting my hair, the other reaching under to wrap rough fingers around my shaft.

"No coming without permission. This is maintenance, not reward."

"Please…"

"You beg like the broke little toy you are." She bit my shoulder, teeth hard enough to bruise, a mark to outlast the night. "Beg for my fist later if you want to feel owned tomorrow."

Later. The word sank in. She was still here. One long night.

She pounded me steady, not savage, relentless like a machine I could not outlast. Sweat dripped from her chin onto my spine. The smell of sex thickened the air, latex glove talc, lube, her arousal when she ground her harness base against me.

She pulled out. Emptiness gaped cold. Before I could clench she pressed the wand against my prostate from the outside, buzzing low, and pushed two slick fingers back inside.

"Stay open."

The vibration and stretch made my hole flutter. I drooled on the apology sheets, tasting paper fiber and salt.

"Turn over."

I rolled onto my back, collar heavy, dick angry red and leaking. She straddled my chest, harness cock glistening, and fed it into my mouth.

"Taste yourself. Taste what I did to you."

I gagged as she hit my throat. Silicone and my own ass on my tongue, bitter and slick. She fucked my face slow, depth controlled, tears cutting my temples.

"Good little cocksucker. Banker mouth full of fake dick. Say it."

I pulled off gasping. "Banker mouth. Full of your dick."

"Again."

"Full of your dick, Mistress."

She slid down my body, aligned the cock at my entrance again, and sank until her thighs bracketed my hips. Face to face now. Her eyes calm while mine scrambled.

She rode me in long strokes. The wet slap of lube and the squelch inside me were loud enough to shame me if anyone listened. No one in the cellar but us and the cameras she had not boxed yet.

"You wanted freedom." Her voice was flat. "You earned it. Tell me what freedom smells like tonight."

I inhaled her, sweat and leather and the sharp tang of cum on my belly where I had smeared precum with her fist. "Like losing you."

Her pupils widened a fraction. She reached to the crate, grabbed the wand, and pressed it to my taint while she rode.

The dual pressure broke me open. Orgasm climbed my spine before I could clamp down.

"Not yet."

"I can't…"

"You can." She twisted the wand higher. "Hold it. One more minute of my schedule in your body."

Whimpers leaked out. My balls drew tight. Vision narrowed to her mouth, the collar tag cold against my adam's apple when I swallowed.

"Now."

I came hard, spurts hitting my chest and chin, messy stripes while she kept thrusting through the spasms. My ass clamped on her cock and she groaned low, grinding deep, riding out my climax like she owned every pulse.

I sobbed once, ugly and raw. She did not wipe my face. She let the cum cool on my skin and kissed my forehead like a cruel nurse.

"Stay on the cot."

She withdrew. Cool air kissed my gaping rim. She cleaned the toys with clinical wipes, scent of alcohol cutting through sex sweat, and coiled the harness straps.

I lay shaking, collar locked, one day on the hymnboard, gratitude rotting into panic because the structure that had broken me was being boxed up piece by piece.

She pinned a handwritten note to the corkboard with a fourteenth empty pin beside it. The ink was her block print.

Tomorrow the door stays open. Cameras off. I will not be in the chapel. Your apology is yours to record or refuse. The collar stays on until you remove it.

She looked at me over her shoulder at the stairs. "If you remove it before you mean it, I'll know. I always know."

"Halcyon…"

"Mistress Halcyon." No heat. Just fact.

She lifted the cable case, then the ledger box. Footsteps climbed. The hymnboard clacked again upstairs, a single digit holding.

The cellar door at the top did not slam. It latched soft, like a house settling.

I was alone with the ring light, the open pin, the smell of cum and lube drying on my stomach, and the weight at my throat that said I belonged to a woman who was already walking away because I had done everything she asked.

I touched the tag. Steel warmed under my fingers.

Tomorrow I could climb those stairs with no one watching.

The thought did not free me. It hollowed me out.

I pulled the cot blanket up to my chin and listened for her footsteps above the chapel floor. Nothing. Only the hymnboard's last number ticking in my head like a metronome I had learned to come to.

I whispered to the empty cellar, voice small against stone.

"Yours."

No one answered. My dick stirred again in the cooling mess on my belly, traitor body already missing the hand that had not been gentle and would not be there when I woke.

I counted my breaths to match the old edging schedule out of habit. In for four. Hold. Out. The collar pressed when I inhaled.

Fourteenth pin waiting. Open door. No audience.

I closed my eyes and stayed on the cot instead of climbing to test the latch, same as every night she had trained into my bones, except tomorrow the choice would be mine in daylight and the terror of that sat heavier than any cuff she ever bolted.

The ring light glared. I did not turn it off.

I needed the glare like I needed the weight at my throat, proof that the ritual still had shape even when she did not.

When sleep finally dragged me under, my last clear thought was her voice from the moment the collar clicked shut.

Mine.

Say it.

I had said it. The steel would say it for me in the morning whether I wanted it to or not.

And somewhere above the chapel, the hymnboard held at one, patient as a creditor, waiting for the final night I could no longer blame on her.


Chapter 10: The Fourteenth Pin

The cellar door at the top of the stairs stood open. Gray light from the chapel poured down the steps and hit my bare feet on the concrete. No footsteps above. No red dot in any corner. The ring-light stand was gone. Only the bolted cot, the corkboard, and me.

I sat up. The cuffs hung loose on the cot rail, clasps open. My wrists had red lines from sleeping in them anyway. Old habit. My dick stirred against my thigh before my brain caught up, and heat crawled up my neck because there was nobody to perform for and it still happened.

A banker. Thirty-five. I had typed one cruel sentence about her dungeon and bought this room.

On the floor by the cot lay a single sheet of her stationery, weighted with the black silicone plug she had left inside me on night eleven. The paper was thick. Her handwriting was small and exact.

The last apology is the one no one records. Fourteenth pin. Then walk. You will thank me when it is done.

No signature. She did not need one.

I pulled the plug free. My asshole clenched around nothing, slick and sore, and a wet sound came out of me that nobody heard. Shame hit hard enough to make my cock jump. I had begged her to keep it in while she packed. I had thanked her for the weight.

Thirteen pins on the corkboard held printed apologies, each one a night she had made me read aloud under the ring light. My one-star review stayed pinned dead center, the words I had posted to hurt her business staring back at me.

One star. Filthy scam. Would not recommend.

Empty hook at the bottom. Fourteen nights on the card above the board. Zero left.

I stood. Legs shook. The chapel light was real on my skin, not LED. I could walk up those stairs and keep walking until I hit pavement. The door had been open since night three if her footage was true. I had walked to it every night and come back. Chosen the cot. Chosen the cuffs.

My chest loosened in a way that scared me more than the collar ever had.

I climbed. Wood steps creaked under my weight. No camera hum. No Halcyon at the landing with her ledger and that calm face.

The chapel was empty. Renovation dust on the pews. Hymnboard dark. Her crates were gone. I went to the main doors and pushed. They moved. Cold morning air slid in. A car passed on the road outside, ordinary traffic, people who had not spent fourteen nights on their knees in a cellar.

I could leave. Right then. No pin. No handwritten truth. Freedom without proof I had ever been anything but a man who liked to pretend he was kidnapped.

I stepped back inside and drew the chapel door until it latched. My hands knew the weight of that choice.

Down in the cellar again I opened the small locker she had always kept locked. Tonight the key sat on top. Inside: the wand, a bottle of lube, the leather gag, the numbered anal beads, and a fresh apology card with one blank line at the bottom for my review.

Training gear. Not a trap. A test.

I set the wand on the cot edge and knelt where she always made me kneel, facing the corkboard, facing my own printed words. The concrete bit my knees. My cock hung heavy between my thighs, already leaking.

"You are not here," I said to the empty room. My voice cracked. "Nobody is watching."

I still went hard.

I lubed the beads and pushed the first one past my rim. Burn. Stretch. I breathed through it the way she had trained me, counted under my breath the way I had when I took her strap-on.

"One."

The second bead slid in. My hole gripped the silicone neck. Third. Fourth. Each one a little thicker. By the sixth my thighs trembled and precum dripped onto the floor in a string.

I was a thirty-five-year-old man on a cellar floor fucking his own ass with beads because a woman who was already gone had written instructions on fancy paper.

The thought should have stopped me. It did not. It made me push the seventh in faster.

I turned the wand on low and pressed the head to the underside of my balls. Buzz spread up my shaft. I bit back a moan because there was no permission to be loud, and then there was no permission at all anymore, only habit, and I moaned anyway, raw, into the silence.

"Thank you," my mouth said. For the vibration. For the stretch. For nothing and everything.

Disgusting. Honest.

I worked the beads in and out, slow drag, wet squelch each time the knot passed my rim. My ass gaped and clenched. Sweat ran down my spine. I set the gag between my teeth without buckling it, tasting rubber and my own salt.

On the board my one-star review grinned.

I fucked myself harder. Beads slapping my hole. Wand creeping up to press my taint. My cock wept. I had to say it out loud or the ritual would not count, she had drilled that into my bones. No audience did not mean no words.

"I'm a greedy little hole," I said, voice thick. "I'm a one-star whore who came back to the open door every night. I re-cuffed myself because I needed her more than I needed to be right."

True. Filthy. Mine.

The eighth bead went in. Ninth. My vision narrowed to the pin hooks and the empty fourteenth and the cruel star in the middle. I edged on purpose, pulled the wand away when my thighs locked, when cum started to climb my shaft.

Denial without her hand was worse. Denial with only my own hand was the point.

I sank the full string inside and held it there, full stretch, ass pulsing. Counted to ten the way she had made me count before release. My whole body shuddered.

"Please."

Nobody answered. I had to answer for myself.

"Please let me cum. Please let the slut finish. I'm sorry I wrote that review. I'm sorry I thought respect was optional. I'm sorry my cock is hard while I apologize alone in a cellar like a broken toy."

I turned the wand to high and mashed it against my shaft root while I yanked the beads out one at a time, fast, brutal pops that made me shout into the gag. Fire in my hole. Pleasure stacked on top. No Halcyon to call me pathetic. Only me, hearing it.

I came so hard cum hit the corkboard edge and splattered the printed apologies. It ripped through me in waves while I counted.

"One. Two. Three."

I kept stroking through it, oversensitive, cruel, wand buzzing on my clenching asshole where the last bead had been. Second crest built before the first finished. My balls ached. A sob tore out of me, ugly, and I did not stop.

"Four. Five."

Cum pooled on the concrete under my knees, thin and white, mixing with sweat. My hole twitched open, empty, used by my own hand. I slumped forward, forehead near the floor, breath ripping in and out.

Peace sat in my ribs next to the shame. Same seat. Different owner.

I cleaned myself with the rag she always left. Washed my hands at the slop sink. The gag went back in the locker. The beads too. The wand clicked off and went away. Discipline without spectacle.

On the apology card I wrote by hand, block letters first, then smaller when the truth got harder.

I gave one star because I wanted to punish you for making me feel small. You did not make me small. I was already small in how I treated people who served me. Fourteen nights taught me apology is not a sentence. It is kneeling when nobody makes you. It is choosing the open door and coming back until you understand why. Your dungeon is clean. Your methods are severe and fair. I was never locked. I stayed. I am sorry. Five stars would still be too low for what I owed.

My hand cramped. Ink smudged where my palm sweat on the page.

I took the one-star review down. The paper tore at one corner. I pinned my handwritten sheet as the fourteenth pin, bottom row, and pressed it flat with my thumb until the tack head bit wood.

The cruel star was in my fist. I could burn it. I folded it once and slid it under the cot rail where old dust lived. Let it rot unseen. The board now showed only nights I had earned.

I dressed in the clothes she had left folded on the locker top. Shirt. Pants. Shoes. They fit. Of course they fit. She had known my sizes from night one.

At the stairs I looked back. Cot. Board. Concrete scuffed where I had knelt. No red dot. No Mistress Halcyon. The cellar had always been a room. The lock had always been me.

I walked up into gray chapel light and did not close the cellar door.

Outside air hit my face. Gravel crunched under my shoes. The chapel sat behind me, door open at the street, cellar mouth open beneath like a second throat.

I could never again tell anyone I had been forced. The honest review on that board said otherwise in my own ink. Anyone who found it would know a man had chosen contrition.

Her ledger was gone, but I remembered names she had muttered while packing. Other reviewers. Other doors. Other men who had typed cruelty and thought it was free.

I reached the road and kept walking. My legs carried me like they had carried me back from this same threshold every night since night three.

The debt of manners was paid. Not because she had held me down. Because I had held myself to the standard until it became muscle memory in my mouth and my knees and my leaking, traitorous cock.

I did not look back again.

Somewhere in whatever city she had driven toward before dawn, she had a box with my nights on tape and a hook with one fewer name to collect. I hoped the next man read his instruction and stayed long enough to understand the door.

I had thanked her in an empty room when it was done.

I meant it.
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