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Locked for the Season



Femdom & Chastity, Book 3

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: The Gag Gift Key

The cold came off the lake through the open slider and cut across my bare feet. I stood at the kitchen island with the steel cage warm from the drawer in my hand and laughed at my own joke three seconds longer than anyone else in the room.

Ines watched me from the other side of the island. She was thirty-four, coffee cup between her palms, hair still damp from the shower. I was thirty-six and grinning like an idiot.

“You kept this,” I said. “A year in the bottom drawer and you never threw it out.”

“You bought it,” she said. “I assumed you had plans.”

I turned the lock with the little key. The hinge swung open. The metal held the heat of the drawer. I pushed my cock into the ring, fitted the cage over the head, and snapped it shut. The lock caught. My balls sat tight against the steel. The key lay on my palm, small and stupid.

“There,” I said. “You run the bills. You run the calendar. You might as well run this.”

I dropped the key into her coffee-warm palm.

She did not laugh.

She set the cup down. She lifted the thin chain at her throat, threaded the key onto it, and fastened the clasp again. The key settled against her collarbone. Cold steel on warm skin. It ticked against her sternum when she moved.

“Owen,” she said. “Look at me.”

I looked.

“Locked for the season,” she said. “Ninety-one days. Thirteen Sundays. One new rule every Sunday, written down. The key comes off when I decide. You will do exactly as I say.”

The cold from the lake touched the back of my neck. My cock tried to swell inside the cage and found nowhere to go. The pressure was sudden and dumb. My ears went hot.

“You’re serious.”

“I am.”

“Ninety-one days,” I said, half joking, still waiting for her to break. “And I get the key back on the last day.”

“You get the key when I give it to you.” She turned toward the study. “Stay.”

She came back with the grey stiff-backed notebook from the study drawer and the black fountain pen from her side of the desk. She opened to a clean page. The pen scratched. Every stroke of it carried.

“Rule one,” she said, reading as she wrote. “You ask before you touch yourself. The answer is no.”

She dated it. She closed the pen. She left the notebook open on the island so I could see the wet ink.

“Say it back.”

“I ask before I touch myself. The answer is no.”

“Good.” She set her palm on the counter. “Hands on the edge. Now.”

I put my hands on the cool stone. The cage sat heavy between my thighs. She stepped in close. Her fingers found the steel, then the skin behind it, then the base of my cock where the ring bit. She stroked what little of me she could reach. Slow. Mean. The key at her throat clicked once against the chain.

“Still funny?” she asked.

“A little.”

“Ask.”

My hips pushed forward without leave. The cage stopped me. Her thumb pressed under the ring and rubbed. Heat climbed my spine. My breath went rough.

“Can I touch myself?”

“No.”

She kept working me. Short strokes against the steel. The lake air found the sweat on my back. My cock throbbed against steel. The sound of her fingers on metal was small and wet.

“Ask again.”

“Please. Can I touch my cock?”

“No.”

“Ines.”

“You said I run the house.” Her mouth was near my ear. “I am running it. Keep your hands where they are.”

I kept them there. The stone under my palms stayed cold. She pushed me until my thighs shook, then stopped. My cock pulsed inside the cage like a stupid animal. I made a sound I did not like.

“Turn around,” she said. “Bend over the island.”

I turned. I bent. The counter pressed my stomach. She tugged my shorts down to my knees. Cold air hit my ass. I heard the drawer. A bottle. The wet click of the cap.

Oil. Warm on her fingers. She spread my cheeks and pressed one slick finger against my asshole. I flinched. She waited. The key swung at her collarbone above me. The chain ticked when she leaned in.

“This is how we test the rule,” she said. “You do not get your hands. You get this.”

“Fuck.”

“Ask if you want more.”

“I want more.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please put your finger in my ass.”

She pushed in. Slow. Past the ring of muscle. The oil made a soft wet sound. I clenched and she held still until I breathed again. Then she worked deeper. One knuckle. Two. My cock jerked and the cage held it. The steel clicked against the edge of the counter when my hips twitched.

“Listen to yourself,” she said. “You sound like a whore already and it is day one.”

“I am not…”

“You are bent over my kitchen with a locked cock and a finger in your ass. Say what you are.”

My face burned. Something defiant still sat in my chest, ugly and bright. I wanted to see how far she would take the joke. I wanted to hear myself crack.

“I am your whore.”

“Louder.”

“I am your whore.”

She added a second finger. The stretch burned. Oil ran down my balls and cooled in the lake air. She curled her fingers and found the spot that made my knees soften. My cock leaked inside the cage. A drop hit the floor. I heard it.

“Hands stay on the counter,” she said. “If you reach for yourself I stop and you sleep like this.”

“I will not reach.”

“Ask before every touch of your own. Even a brush. Even an accident. The answer is no until I say otherwise.”

“I understand.”

She fucked my ass with her fingers. Steady. Deep. The wet sound filled the kitchen. My breath went short. Pleasure stacked under the cage, trapped, nowhere to spend itself. My balls drew up tight.

“You are going to come like this,” she said. “Caged. Empty-handed. Counting out loud. Do you hear me?”

“Yes.”

“When it hits you say the number. Then you hold still for the next. You do not get to decide when we stop.”

“Ines, fuck, please…”

“Beg for it.”

“Please. I need it. My cock is stuck and I need to come.”

“What are you?”

“Your locked little bitch. Your toy. Please.”

She pressed hard on that spot and rubbed. The first peak ripped up through me. My ass clenched on her fingers. Cum forced out through the cage in thin pulses, messy, incomplete, humiliating. My thighs shook. The shout tore out of me.

“One,” I gasped. “That’s one.”

“Stay open.”

She did not pull out. She kept working the same place while I twitched and tried to climb the counter. Oversensitive. Raw. The cold air hit my wet cockhead through the steel and I flinched.

“I can’t…”

“You can. Ask if you want me to stop.”

“Do not stop. Do not stop. Just, can I touch…”

“No.”

She slowed. Deeper. The second climb was longer. My hole fluttered around her fingers. Drool hit the stone near my wrist. She spit on my asshole and pushed it in with her thumb while her fingers kept stroking that swollen spot inside me. Filthy wet sounds. My cock tried to harden and the cage punished it. Pain and heat ran together.

“Say what you want.”

“I want to come again. I want you to milk my ass until I make a mess. Please, Ines.”

“Good boy. Take it.”

The second orgasm hit harder. Longer. My whole body locked. Cum dribbled through the cage again, weaker. I counted through clenched teeth.

“Two. That’s two. One more. Fuck. One more.”

“Louder.”

“That’s two. Please give me one more.”

She laughed once, quiet. The key clicked at her throat. She added a third finger. The stretch made me cry out. Oil and spit ran down my thighs. She fucked my ass with patience, mean and exact, and my hands stayed white on the counter edge because Rule One lay two feet from my face in her handwriting.

“You thought this was a joke,” she said. “You dropped the key in my hand like you were charming. Look at you now.”

“I see it.”

“Tell me what you lost.”

“The joke. I lost the joke.”

“Yes. From this morning your hands are not yours. The key lives on me. Ask me what that makes you.”

“Your property.”

“Ask.”

“What does that make me?”

“My locked husband,” she said. “My hole. My problem for ninety days more after today. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

She twisted her fingers and ground against the spot until the third climax tore through me with almost nothing left to spend. Dry pulses. Ass clenching hard. Cock jerking in steel. I sobbed the count into the counter.

“Three. That’s three. Too much. Please.”

“Ask for a fourth.”

“Please make me come a fourth time. I am your slut. I will keep my hands off. Just use my ass.”

She did not rush. She worked me past the shake, past the begging, past the point where pleasure turned sharp. Sweat cooled on my back in the lake draft. The slider rattled once in the wind. Her fingers kept their rhythm. My hole stayed open and wet and used.

“Count when it hits. Do not fake it. I can feel you.”

The fourth one broke me. Long. Ugly. My voice went high. Cum barely left me. My knees nearly went. I held the counter and forced the words out.

“Four. That’s four. God. Ines.”

She eased her fingers out. The empty stretch pulled a whimper out of me. She wiped her hand on a kitchen towel, then wiped my ass and the wet spot on the floor the way she would wipe a spill. The cage held my spent, sore cock. The key rested against her collarbone like it had always lived there.

I stayed bent until she tapped my hip.

“Stand up.”

I stood on legs that were not quite mine. She pulled my shorts back into place over the cage. She closed the grey notebook on Rule One. The pen clicked shut.

“Ninety-one days,” she said. “You heard the terms. You felt the first rule. Today is Sunday. I write the next one a week from today, after breakfast.”

“Where do you want me?”

“In the bedroom. Kneeling by the bed. Hands behind your back. Cage on. Mouth shut until I ask you a question.” She hooked one finger under the chain so the key lifted off her skin. “You will wait there while I write. You will not touch yourself. You will not touch this. Looking is free. Touching is not.”

“I understand.”

“Say the line.”

“I will do exactly as you say.”

She smiled then, small and pleased, and kissed the corner of my mouth like we had just finished discussing the grocery list.

“Good,” she said. “Go shower. Cold water. Leave the cage alone. When you come out, make coffee for me and wait at the island until I tell you what to do with the rest of day one.”

I walked toward the bathroom with steel between my legs and her key, warm from her skin, fixed in my head. The lake air followed me down the hall. Behind me I heard the notebook slide into the study drawer, and the soft tick of the key on her chain as she turned to rinse her cup.


Chapter 2: Ask Me Nightly

Istood under the shower and let the chill water hit my shoulders. Eleven minutes of lake morning and soap. I left the lock alone. My cock sat swollen and sore inside the metal, and every drop that ran down my thighs made the skin under the ring sting. I washed my back, my chest, my legs. I did not reach between them. Rule One lived in my head without needing the notebook open.

I dried off, pulled clean shorts over the device, and went to the kitchen. The coffee maker clicked through its cycle. I poured her cup the way she liked it, dark, no sugar, and set it on the island. Then I waited. My legs were loose from the kitchen. My hole ached, used. The scent of coffee cut through the leftover soap on my skin.

Ines came in with damp hair and the key on its chain at her throat. She picked up the cup, tasted it, and nodded once.

“Day one,” she said. “You showered. You did not touch. Good. After this you will help me in the bedroom.”

“Help how?”

“You will watch. That is all.”

We went down the hall. She stopped at the dresser by the bedroom door, swept a clean space on the top with the flat of her hand, and set her cup aside. I stood three feet back, arms at my sides, while she made the room ready.

“What is that for?” I asked.

“The key,” she said. “When I shower. When I sleep. Looking is still free. You already know the rest.”

“I know.”

She looked the cleared space over and left nothing on it yet. The bare wood sat pale in the morning light. Close enough that two fingers could lift something off it. She caught me looking and smiled with nothing behind it.

“You will stand here later,” she said. “You will prove you can.”

She unclasped the chain, slid the key off, and set it on the cleared space while she gathered a towel. It rocked once and settled. Her skin clung to the metal. The scent reached me where I stood. Soap and her throat and the faint copper taste of want in my mouth.

“Eleven minutes,” she said. “I am going to wash. You stay in this room. You do not leave. You do not reach. If you touch that key I will know, and day one will become a much longer problem for you.”

“I will not touch it.”

“I believe you want to mean that.” She kissed my cheek, dry and quick. “Stand. Wait. Count if you need to.”

The bathroom door shut. Water started. I stood in the bedroom with the key lying on the dresser and my cock locked and useless, and I counted the minutes by the sound of the spray. One. Two. Three. The metal did not move. The key sat there like a dare shaped for my palm. Four. Five. I tasted coffee on my tongue and under it the urge to lift the thing and put it back before she finished. Six. Seven. My fists stayed open at my sides. Eight. Nine. The shower kept running. Ten. My jaw ached from holding still. Eleven.

The water stopped. She came out wrapped in a towel, took the key off the dresser without looking at me, and fastened it back at her throat.

“You stayed,” she said.

“Yes.”

“How bad did you want it?”

“Bad.”

“Say it properly.”

“I wanted to take the key off that dresser and unlock myself. I wanted it the whole time.”

“And you did not. That is the start of something useful.” She dropped the towel and pulled on a shirt. “Kneel by the bed. Palms behind your back. Mouth shut. I am going to the study. I will not write Rule Two today. That waits for next Sunday. Today I only date the page and leave it blank for you to think about.”

I knelt on the rug. The floor pressed into my knees. She left. I stayed. Somewhere in the study a drawer opened. No words came through. When she came back she found me kneeling where she had left me, quiet, aching in the metal, and she put two fingers under my chin and lifted my face.

“Coffee again,” she said. “Then you work on the plans you brought home. I will check you at lunch. Do not ask me for anything with your body today. Ask with your mouth only if you need water or food. Everything else can wait.”

“Yes, Ines.”

The rest of day one passed like that. Ordinary tasks. Locked flesh under ordinary clothes. At night she had me kneel again while she read in bed, and when she turned out the lamp she said only, “Sleep on your back. Arms outside the covers. If you roll over and grind, I will know in the morning.”

I slept badly. I woke hard and trapped. She was already up.

The days before the second Sunday stacked the same way. Morning coffee. Work. The dresser top waiting empty most hours and holding the key whenever she washed. Each time she set it down I stood in the doorway or the room and did not reach. Steel and her skin mixed in my head until I could taste metal when I swallowed. At night she lifted the lampshade and inspected the lock. She made me spread my legs on the edge of the mattress. She checked the skin under the ring. She wiped me with a warm cloth when I needed it. She never unlocked me. She never let me unlock myself.

“Still clean,” she said on Friday. “Still hard underneath. Look at you pretending you can live like this.”

“I am living like this.”

“You are surviving day five. Do not get poetic.”

Saturday she told me Sunday would come with a new line in the grey notebook, and that I would kneel for the writing the way I had been told on day one. I counted what was left of the season in my head. Ninety-one days total. We had burned through the first stretch. Eighty-three would remain when Sunday landed if I had the math right. The number sat in my gut and stayed there.

Second Sunday arrived with lake fog and the smell of toast. After breakfast she brought the notebook and the black fountain pen into the bedroom. I was already kneeling by the bed, shorts on, device locked, palms laced behind me.

She sat on the mattress with the book open on her thigh. The pen scratched. She did not rush. When she finished she turned the page so I could see the dated line.

“Rule Two,” she said. “Read it.”

I read aloud. “Ask me nightly. Out loud. By my name. Mean it. Refusing to ask is the only offence I will punish. The no was never the point.”

She watched my face. “Say what that means in your own words.”

“Every night I have to ask you for something. For the key, or for touch, or for release. I have to use your name. I have to mean the ask. If I stay quiet to protect myself, that is the crime.”

“Yes.” Her voice stayed calm. “The denial is not the lesson. Your voice is the lesson. You will perform the want where I can hear it. Every night of this season. Starting tonight.”

“And if I ask and you say no?”

“Then you asked. That is compliance. Silence is the break.” She closed the book. “Stand up. Kiss me. Then go make lunch. Tonight we begin.”

That night the ritual took its shape. She screwed a small brass hook into the bedroom doorframe at eye height, where the key would live from now on whenever it was off her neck, and hung it there while she showered. I stood in the bedroom and breathed the soap steam rolling under the door and did not lift a hand. When she came back she took the key, put it on, and sat on the bed under the lamp. She pointed at the floor between her knees.

“Ask,” she said.

My throat worked. “Ines. Will you unlock me tonight?”

“No.” She tipped my chin up with two knuckles. “Again. Dirtier. I want the truth, not the polite version.”

“Ines. I need you to take this lock off and fuck me. I need to come. I am hard and useless and I hate how much I want your hand on me.”

“Better. Still no.” She smiled. “Kneel there a minute and sit with it. Tomorrow you ask again.”

Monday. Tuesday. Wednesday. Each night the same hinge. Key on the hook for her shower. My body in the room not reaching. Lamp light on the locked metal. Her inspection. Then the ask, out loud, by her name, meant. She denied me every time and praised the asking like it was the real sex. Shame and heat braided together until I could taste both when I spoke.

“Ines,” I said on Wednesday, voice rough. “Let me put my mouth on your cunt. Let me earn something.”

“Earn with the ask. Not with bargaining.” She stroked my hair once. “Good boy for using my name. Go brush your teeth. Lights out in ten.”

Thursday she changed the shape without warning. After the ask she told me to strip and lie on my back on a towel she had spread on the bed. She unlocked the device with the key from her throat. Four minutes, she said. Supervised cleaning. Nothing else.

The air hit my cock and I almost came from the relief alone. She held the base firm and washed me with soap and warm water. Soap filled the room. Clean. Clinical. Mean in how gentle it was.

“Hold still,” she said. “This is for your own good.”

I held still. My cock jerked in her grip. A bead of precum wet the tip. She wiped it away with the cloth and did not comment. She cleaned under the head, around the balls, along the shaft. I was not permitted to move. My hips wanted to. I pinned them to the towel and stared at the ceiling and tasted soap and salt where I had bitten the inside of my cheek.

“Time,” she said at four minutes. She dried me, fitted the lock back on, and clicked it shut. The key went back to her chain. My cock swelled against the metal at once, trapped again, furious.

“Ines.”

“Save it for tonight’s ask.”

Thursday night I asked like she had trained me. Friday night too. By Saturday the ritual owned the house. Hook. Shower. Lamp. Inspection. Ask. Denial. Sleep. I could not find a version of myself she did not see. Awake, asleep, washing, working. The privacy was gone. That was the point. My stomach dropped every time the lamp clicked on.

Saturday evening she locked the bedroom door. She hung the key on the brass hook even though she was not showering, just to make me look at it while she stripped me. Then she took it down and held it against my mouth, longer this time, and set the key on the nightstand where I could watch it.

“On your stomach,” she said. “Ass up. Face in the pillow if you need it. You do not come unless I say. You do not move unless I say. And you ask before every stage. By my name. Mean it.”

I climbed onto the bed. She oiled her fingers and pressed one into me without ceremony. The stretch burned the way it always did, and bracing never helped. I groaned into the pillow.

“Ask,” she said.

“Ines. Put another in. Fuck my hole. I need it.”

She added a second. Then a third. She worked me open until I was slick and shaking. Oil and my own sweat soaked the sheets. She pulled her fingers out. Behind me a strap buckled, soft and unhurried. When I looked back she had the harness on, a thick cock standing out from her hips, shiny with more oil.

“You want this?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Then beg for it like you mean the whole season.”

“Ines. Fuck my ass with that cock. Stretch me. Use me. I will take it. I will stay hard and locked in my head with your metal still on me. Just fuck me. I am your whore for this. I am your locked husband begging out loud because you told me to.”

She lined up and pushed in. The head breached me and my mouth opened on a sound I did not choose. She sank deep in one slow drive until her hips met my cheeks. Full. Patient enough to be cruel. She held there.

“Taste that,” she said. “That is you giving me the inch. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Ines.”

She fucked me. Long strokes. Deep. The wet sound of oil and ass filled the room. My cock strained in the steel and dripped onto the towel, untouched. Every thrust shoved a broken noise out of me. She gripped my hips and used me like furniture that could beg.

“Ask for harder.”

“Ines. Harder. Pound my hole. Make it hurt good.”

She gave it harder. The bedframe knocked the wall. Sweat ran down my back into the crack she was owning. I drooled on the pillow. The cage knocked my stomach with each thrust and my cock leaked and ached and got nothing.

“Ask me to touch it,” she said.

“Ines. Touch my cock through the bars. Work the cage while you fuck me. I need to come. I will say anything. I am your slut. Your bitch. Your toy with a hole. Please…”

“Careful.” One warning. Flat.

I swallowed the worn word and tried again. “Ines. Let me come on your cock. Milk it out of me. I am begging. I mean it. I ask every night and you say no and I still ask and tonight I need the yes. Fuck. Give me the yes.”

She reached under and took the cage in her fist at last. She worked it in time with the thrusts. Mean. Exact. The dual pressure wrecked me. Heat stacked too fast. Dread sat under it. After this the lock went back on, the nights kept coming, and my voice was the hinge she turned whenever she wanted.

“Ask for permission to finish,” she said. “One clean sentence.”

“Ines, may I come while you fuck my ass?”

“Yes. Now. Make a mess.”

I came hard. Ugly. My hole clenched on the strap and my cock pulsed inside the steel and cum forced through the bars onto the towel in thick ropes. The orgasm tore through the dread and left it intact underneath. I sobbed her name into the pillow and she kept thrusting through the pulses until I was twitching and empty and soft.

She pulled out slow. The empty stretch made me whimper. She wiped me down with the flat efficiency she brought to everything. Then she checked the lock on my spent cock, tugged it once to be sure, and hung the key on her chain again.

“Rule Two holds,” she said. “Every night. By my name. Meant. The no is not the punishment. The ask is the work. You just proved you can do both.”

“I understand.”

“Say what changed.”

“I perform the denial now. Out loud. It is not only something you do to me. It is something I bring you.”

“Yes.” She kissed the back of my neck, soft after all that filth. “Get dressed. We are done for tonight.”

I pulled my shorts up over the lock. My legs shook. My hole throbbed. The scent of sex and oil clung to the sheets and to my skin. She opened the bedroom door to air the room and stopped.

On the mat outside the door sat a sealed envelope. Thick paper. Autumn date stamped in the corner in a hand I did not know. No return mark. No name on the front except ours.

Ines picked it up, turned it once, and did not open it.

“Interesting,” she said. “Not tonight.”

She set the envelope on the dresser beside the brass hook and looked at me with that small, pleased calm that always meant the next thing had already started.

“Tomorrow you ask again,” she said. “And we will see what the post brought us when I decide we are ready.”


Chapter 3: Hands Above The Covers

Iasked at the dresser with her pillow scent still thick in the room and the whole night still printed on me like a map of a house I had not finished learning. Day fifteen. Seventy-six left. The sealed autumn envelope waited beside the empty brass hook, thick paper, same stamp, closed because she had said readiness was hers.

“Ines. I ask. I mean it. Let me out tonight.”

She did not look at the envelope. She looked at my mouth.

“Heard,” she said. “No.”

The no landed ordinary. I nodded. My shorts hung heavy over the steel. My hole held a ghost ache from the night before. She hooked two knuckles in my waistband and walked me back to the bed without hurry.

“On my side,” she said. “Sit.”

I sat where she slept. The mattress gave under my weight in a shape that was not mine. Her pillow pushed its texture into my cheek when she tipped me back. Cotton worn soft. Her shampoo and skin oil in the weave. She took my wrists and set my palms flat on the headboard.

“Rule Three,” she said. “Hands above the covers. Palms on the wood. All night. I see them or you fail. You sleep on my half so I can check without sitting up. That is the whole rule.”

“I understand.”

“Say it back without pretty words.”

“Hands up. Palms flat. Your side of the bed. All night.”

“Good.” She left my hands there a second longer than needed, just weight, then stepped away. “Go to work. Ask again tonight. We will use the rule then.”

At the firm I opened the biggest project file on my desk and put a load path on the wrong grid. Twice. The metal under my trousers rode warm and stupid and my mind kept sliding to the headboard grain and the pillow smell and the seventy-six days between me and the key on her chain. My junior caught the first error. I caught the second with my face hot. Craving made the numbers soft. I was thirty-six and supposed to be the steady one in the room. I was a man with a sealed cock counting Sundays.

I came home late. She had the oil bottle on the nightstand and the covers folded down on her half of the mattress.

“Shorts off. On your back. Hands up.”

I stripped and lay where she pointed. The steel sat tight on me and I was already swollen inside it. She climbed on and straddled my thighs, still dressed, amused in that quiet way that meant she had all night. She dribbled oil through the bars. Cold at first. Then warm. The weight of her settled on my legs and pinned me without force.

“Keep your palms on the wood,” she said. “If they move, I stop and you sleep raw.”

“Yes.”

She worked the oil through the gaps with the pad of one thumb, slow circles on the head where it shoved against the steel. Texture of metal. Texture of slick skin. Pressure without room. My breath went thin.

She stopped.

“Already?” Dry. Almost kind. “We just started, Owen.”

“I know. Fuck. I can hold it.”

“You do not hold it. I do.” She waited for my chest to settle, then started again. Same slow drag through the bars. Oil sounded filthy in the quiet, a soft slick pull each time her thumb rode the slit of the head. My hips tried to lift. She put her free hand on my stomach and pressed me flat.

“Stay. You are a hole with a lock on it tonight. Say that.”

“I am a hole with a lock on it.”

“Louder.”

“I am a hole with a lock on it. I am your toy. Use me.”

“Better.”

She stroked through the steel in a mean little rhythm and watched my face. Heat stacked under the bars. My cock tried to thicken into a space that would not give. The ache went bright. My breath snagged.

She stopped again. Wiped her thumb on my stomach. Waited.

“Tell me what you are craving.”

“Your hand. Release. Anything. I need to come. I need you to finish me through this fucking steel.”

“Crude. Good. Keep talking while I decide if you earn more.”

Silence then. She made me fill it. My palms sweat on the headboard. The wood grain printed into my skin.

“I think about this at my desk,” I said. “I put beams on the wrong line today because my cock was throbbing under my trousers and all I could see was your pillow and this rule. I am slipping. I hate how much I need it. I still need it.”

“Mm.” Praise, light as dust. “There you are.”

She oiled me again. Heavier this time. She worked the shaft as much as the gaps allowed, short filthy strokes that made wet sounds I could not pretend were anything else. My thighs shook. Drool wet the corner of my mouth. I kept my hands flat. The weight of her on my legs was law.

“Beg for the edge,” she said. “Not for the finish. For the edge.”

“Bring me to the edge. Ride me right up to it. Make me shake. I will take the stop. Just get me there.”

She did. Exact. Mean. My breath broke on a hard pull and she lifted her hand off me at once.

“Stay,” she said.

I made a sound that was not a word. My cock pulsed inside the steel and got nothing. Oil dripped down my balls onto the sheet. Sweat ran along my ribs. She watched the throb like it belonged to her furniture.

“Again,” she said after a stretch of quiet that ran long. “Same rule. Breath changes, I stop.”

She put the oil back on me. It ran thicker now, warmed by my skin, and every pass through the bars scraped pleasure raw. I tried to keep my breathing even. I failed. She stopped on the hitch and left me hanging, hips twitching, palms glued to the wood by will alone.

“What are you?”

“Your locked husband. Your slut. Your bitch with a sealed cock.”

“And what do you get tonight?”

“What you give. Nothing else.”

“Correct.”

Hours went like that. Resume. Deny. Resume. The room narrowed to oil weight, steel weight, her weight on my thighs, the hard board under my hands. I went incoherent in patches. She liked that. She leaned in close when my words broke and spoke into my mouth.

“Look at you. Grown man. Architect. Reduced to a leaking toy because I put oil through some bars. Say thank you for the denial.”

“Thank you for the denial.”

“Ask me to ruin you when you get close.”

“Ruin me. Pull off at the crest. Waste it. I will take the mess.”

She smiled with her eyes only and worked me harder. Short strokes. Wet noise. My cock slammed against the inside of the steel and the pressure tipped too fast. Heat surged. My mouth opened.

“Ines, I am…”

She yanked her hand away at the exact crest.

I came anyway. Ugly. Ruined. Cum forced out through the bars in weak spurts and leaked down the steel onto my stomach in a wasted smear while she sat back and watched. The orgasm tore through with no grip on it, no stroke to ride, just spasm and drip and the blank aftershock of being denied the shape of a real finish. I shook. I drooled on her pillow. My palms stayed flat because if I moved them I would have nothing left to obey with.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Look at that mess. You did not even get to fuck the air. You just leaked.”

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Fuck.”

She wiped the oil and cum off the steel with a cloth, slow, almost bored, and left me sealed and sticky and unfinished in the way that mattered. She stripped to a shirt, lay down along my side on her own half of the bed, and set one hand over my wrists on the headboard for a second, checking.

“Hands stay,” she said. “Sleep if you can. Ask at two if you break. Not before.”

“Yes.”

I did not sleep. I drifted. The mattress dip held me in her shape. Her pillow owned my face. Craving did not ease after the ruin. It got sharper. The spent drip on my stomach cooled. My cock stayed swollen in the metal, sore, useless. Somewhere past midnight my body tried to roll toward my old side of the bed out of habit. I caught it. I put myself back under her rule. Seventy-six days. I counted them in the dark like a man checking a wound.

At two I broke.

“Wake up,” I said. My voice sounded wrong. “I need to ask.”

She woke the way she always did. Clear. No fog.

“Go on.”

“Ines. I ask. I mean it. Take the steel off. Stroke me. Let me finish clean. I cannot lie here like this. I will beg on my knees. I will say I am your whore. Just give me a real orgasm. I am asking.”

She looked at me in the dark. The key chain at her throat made a small shift when she breathed.

“No.”

It was the first no that hurt. Not sharp. Calm. Final. No soft landing under it. My throat closed. Heat went behind my eyes and I hated that more than the ache in my cock.

“I cannot sleep,” I said. “I am going to keep making errors at work. I am going to lose the thread. You have to…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line sat in the room and owned it. I shut my mouth. My hands stayed on the wood. My palms had gone numb and I left them there.

She glanced past me toward the dresser where the autumn envelope sat sealed beside the brass hook.

“That stays shut,” she said. “We open it when the nights of obedience say we are ready. Not when your cock is sore. Not when you are scared of your own desk. Nights. Plural. Ahead of you.”

“I hear you.”

“Hands.”

“Still up.”

“Good. Go back down. My side. Quiet.”

She turned her shoulder and slept again like the matter was finished. I stayed on her half of the mattress with the pillow scent in my mouth and the wrong dip holding my weight and the ruined smear dried on my stomach. The bed was not a place I rested in anymore. It was a bench she put me on. My body’s schedule had passed to her. I did not know what state of arousal I would be in from one hour to the next. Craving sat in my gut like a second pulse. Day fifteen was already cutting into day sixteen in the dark, and I lay there with my palms flat on the headboard and decided, with no one to hear it, that I would ask again in the morning anyway, and the morning after that, because the ask was the only door left that still opened when I pushed.


Chapter 4: Eighty Degrees Of Cedar

Igot caught with my fingers a breath from the sealed autumn envelope on the dresser, palm hovering like I meant to lift it, and my wife’s voice cut the morning open before I could pull back.

“Don’t.”

I froze. Day twenty-two. Sixty-nine days left on the season she had named that first morning, and I had come to ask the way I always asked now, mouth dry, cage sticky from the night, and instead my hand hung too close to paper I was not allowed to touch.

“I was only looking,” I said.

“You were measuring the glue,” she said. “Put your arm down.”

I did. The envelope sat sealed and quiet beside the empty brass hook. She stepped in close enough that the key at her throat warmed the air between us. Her eyes went to my face, then to the envelope, then back.

“Three clean nights,” she said. “Not sore nights. Not sorry nights. Obedience that holds when nobody is watching. Then we open it. Not because you hovered. Because the nights say so.”

“Three,” I repeated.

“Say the ask you came for.”

I swallowed. “Please. Unlock me. Let me touch myself. Let me finish like a man who still owns his own dick.”

She smiled like I had offered her coffee. “No. Shower. Dress. Go to the firm. You do not get to invent a crisis out of wanting.”

“I will ask again tonight.”

“You will. Tomorrow is already on the calendar.” She tapped the envelope once with a fingertip, light, final. “And that stays shut until I say the nights are enough.”

I left for work with the cage biting inside my trousers and the word three lodged under my ribs.

At the firm my junior caught the slip before lunch. A dimension wrong on a stair run. Small. Ugly. The kind of error I used to catch in my sleep.

“You all right, Owen?” he asked from the doorway.

“Fine,” I said. “Send it back. I’ll fix it.”

I fixed it. The craving sat with me anyway, hot and stupid, a second pulse I could not put on a schedule. I drank water. I answered mail. The envelope came back, and the three nights, and the key against her skin. Sixty-nine days. I said the number once under my breath like a bruise I was checking, then forced my eyes back to the screen.

Dusk put a cold rim on the lake. She had the dock lights off when I got home. She met me at the back door in a towel and nothing under it, hair damp, key still on the chain.

“Strip,” she said. “Shoes too. You go in the water first.”

“The lake is freezing.”

“That is the point. In. All the way. Head under. Then you may ask for the sauna door.”

I walked the boards barefoot. Forty metres of dock path ran house to sauna in a straight pale line. The planks held the day’s leftover heat in thin stripes. The lake did not. When she pointed, I stepped off and the cold took my breath like a fist. My balls clenched. The warm metal turned to a shock against skin. I went under because she was watching, arms folded, and when I came up gasping she did not move.

“Again,” she said.

I went under again. Came up wrecked and shaking.

“Please,” I said, voice raw. “Open it. I am wet. I did it. Open the sauna.”

She walked to the door, unlatched it, and heat rolled out in a wet cedar breath that hit my face like a mouth. Steam. Pitch. Warmth so thick it made the lake feel like a lie.

“In,” she said. “On the lower bench. On your knees facing me.”

I climbed up dripping. The boards were hot under my shins. She locked us in. The latch clicked. She set a small black remote on her thigh, then reached into a towel fold and brought out a slim toy slick with lube, flared base, quiet as a threat.

“Rule Four,” she said, calm, already writing it in her head for Sunday’s notebook. “Forty metres of dock path. Twelve minutes at eighty. Afterward you thank the cage by name before you come back into the house. Say you heard it.”

“I heard it. Forty metres. Twelve minutes at eighty. Thank the cage by name.”

“Good.” She slicked the toy once more. “Ass up. You talked last year about letting someone put a remote in you and walk your hole like a switch. You said it at the table like a joke. Give it to me now.”

Heat climbed my neck. “I… fuck. All right. Take it. Put it in. I am giving it.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please put the toy in my asshole. Please run me with the remote. Please use my hole like your toy.”

She pressed the tip to me and pushed. Slow. Mean. The stretch burned, then seated deep enough that my locked dick jerked in its bars. I groaned into the cedar. She twisted once to settle it and patted my hip.

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

I could not answer. My mouth was open on steam.

She sat across from me on the upper bench, towel open, cunt already shiny from the heat, and thumbed the remote. The toy woke low. A thick, slow climb inside me. Not a buzz. A press that found the spot behind my locked shaft and held it.

“Twelve minutes,” she said. “The remote is the only clock you get. Do not count out loud. Do not reach for me. If you need something, you ask with your mouth and you stay where you are.”

“Yes.”

Warmth wrapped my back. Sweat ran into my eyes. The toy climbed another notch and my thighs shook. I stared at the key between her breasts and gratitude started like a wrong taste, sweet and shameful, because the cold lake was gone and she had let me into the heat.

“Talk,” she said. “Tell me what the toy is doing.”

“It is fucking my prostate,” I said. “Slow. Deep. My cock is trapped and leaking and I cannot do anything. It feels filthy. It feels good. Please do not stop.”

“Who owns the remote?”

“You do.”

“Who owns the hole?”

“You do. Fuck. My hole is yours.”

She turned the dial up. The pressure got heavier. My breath broke. I reached for her wrist without thinking, fingers open for the remote, and she caught the movement the way she had caught me at the dresser.

She stopped the toy dead.

Silence. Heat. My hole clenched on nothing. I made a sound I hated.

“I am sorry,” I said. “I reached. I know. Please.”

She waited. Watched me drip sweat onto the cedar. The key shone wet at her throat. My locked dick throbbed in its cage, swollen, aching for friction that never came.

“From zero,” she said at last, and started the remote again at the lowest setting.

The slow climb began over. I kept my arms on my thighs. I shook. Steam made the room soft and cruel. She spread her knees and crooked a finger.

“Crawl. Mouth on my cunt. You get to eat while I run you. If you use teeth I take the remote home without you.”

I crawled the short span of hot wood and put my mouth on her. She tasted like salt and soap and heat. I licked her clit the way she liked, flat and steady, and she hummed and turned the dial up another step so the toy punched deeper while I worked. Spit ran down my chin. Her wetness smeared my nose. I moaned into her cunt when the pressure inside me stacked and stacked with nowhere to go.

“That’s it,” she said, voice mean and fond at once. “Good little whore. Suck my clit. Take the toy. You look better on your knees than you ever looked at a drawing board.”

“Fuck,” I mumbled against her. “Please. Harder. Use me.”

“Say what you are.”

“I am your toy. I am your locked bitch. I am a hole with a remote in it. Please make me come like this.”

She kept me there through the long middle of the twelve minutes, dial climbing in small steps, my tongue busy, my ass full, my dick battering the cage with no exit. Sweat sheeted off me. Drool mixed with her on my jaw. The wet sounds of my mouth and the soft motor in my gut filled the cedar box until I could not tell which one was louder.

Then she pulled my head back by the hair and made me look up.

“Stay on the bench,” she said. “On your back. Knees wide.”

I obeyed. The boards burned my shoulders. She straddled my chest facing away, brought the strap she had buckled under the towel to my mouth, and fed the cock into my throat in one slow push. I gagged. Spit ran. She held there and thumbed the remote higher while she fucked my mouth in short deep strokes.

“Choke on it,” she said. “Take it. You wanted a real finish. Earn it with your throat while your slut hole does the work.”

I took it. Tears blurred. The toy inside me hit a rhythm that made my locked shaft jump and leak through the bars onto my stomach in clear strings. She talked through it, calm as steam, and the tenderness was the trap.

“First year,” she said, hips working, remote steady, “you used to wake up hard and proud of it. You thought wanting me was the same as managing me. You were sweet. You were loud. You were sure the marriage ran on your charm.”

I gagged around the strap and nodded as much as I could.

“The man I married needed to win every room,” she went on. “This one asks. This one waits in cold water. This one gives me his asshole on a remote because I told him to. Three weeks and you are already better. Softer where it counts. Hungrier. Look at the mess on your belly. You are grateful and you hate that you are grateful.”

The dial went up once more. My body arched. The orgasm came as one long drawn pull, not a ruined spill, a full hard climax forced through the cage by the toy in my ass while I choked on her strap. Cum pulsed through the bars in thick ropes. My hole clamped. My throat convulsed. I made a broken wet sound around the cock in my mouth and came until my thighs cramped and the cedar went blurry.

She rode my mouth through the last shakes, then pulled out and left a string of spit from my lip to the strap. I lay there gasping, spent for real this time, locked, full of the toy, sweat and cum cooling in the heat.

She shut the remote off. Eased the toy out slow, every inch of it leaving. Set it aside. Took a bottle of oil from the bench shelf and poured it over the cage, working it through the bars with two fingers, slick and thorough, cleaning and claiming in the same motion.

“Thank it,” she said. “By name.”

My voice came out wrecked. “Thank you, cage. Thank you for keeping my cock. Thank you for making me wait. Thank you for belonging to her.”

“And me.”

“Thank you,” I said, and the gratitude landed all the way down, irreversible, love and obedience braided so tight I could not find the join. “Thank you for locking me. Thank you for the lake. Thank you for twelve minutes. Thank you for not letting me touch the envelope. I… I love you for this. Fuck. I love you for denying me.”

She wiped her fingers on my stomach, mixing oil into the cum. “That is the shape of week four. Remember it. You leave grateful.”

“I am grateful.”

“Good. Ask again tomorrow night. Same place. Same rule. We still have three clean nights before the envelope, and sixty-nine days before you think the key comes home. Do not confuse those clocks.”

“I won’t.”

She stood, unlatched the sauna, and cold lake air cut in. We walked the forty metres barefoot back along the dock path, my legs loose, her towel around her shoulders, the key wet against her throat. Inside the house she pointed me toward the shower and told me to rinse, hands off, then kneel by the bed in silence while she went to the study with the black fountain pen and the grey notebook waiting for Sunday’s line.

I rinsed. I knelt. Warmth stayed in my bones like a brand. I did not know anymore if it was love or the training she had poured into me with heat and oil and a remote. I could not ask anyone. The question itself felt like another thing she owned.

Behind me, down the dark hall, the sauna door’s brass latch cooled and the door kept swinging, slow, toward whatever she had left unwritten.


Chapter 5: The Date She Prices

Irose when she called my name from the study, bare, still locked, the oil she had worked into the steel a thin taste at the back of my tongue when I swallowed.

“Owen. Come.”

I walked the dark hall on soft feet. The brass hook by the bedroom door stood empty. The key lived at her throat, a small warm weight that tapped the chain when she moved. In the study the lamp made a hard circle on the desk. Ines sat with the grey notebook open and the black fountain pen already wet. She did not look up until I stood opposite her.

“Kneel where I can see you,” she said. “Hands on your thighs.”

I did. The carpet bit my knees. She dated the page in a clean line and wrote without hurry. The nib scratched. That sound filled the room, dry and final, like a contract being signed in a language I only half spoke.

“Rule Four,” she said, still writing. “You already lived it. Now it is ink. Forty metres. Twelve minutes. Eighty degrees. Thank it by name when I tell you to. Dated. Closed.”

She turned the notebook so I could see the fresh line, then shut it before my eyes could drop to the older page beneath, the one filled in a hand that looked too much like mine and that she would not explain.

“You may speak.”

“I heard the pen,” I said. “It sounded like you locking a door.”

She smiled without warmth. “Good ear. Go to bed. Hands where Rule Three put them. Ask tomorrow night. Mean it.”

“Yes, Ines.”

I slept on her half of the mattress with my palms flat on the headboard and dreamed of end dates I had not earned.

Seven days later I sat at my own drafting table at four in the afternoon and rehearsed a sentence I had already decided to say wrong.

Day twenty-nine. Sixty-two days left on the clock she had set the first morning. The steel held me under my trousers, blunt against me every time I shifted on the stool. On the board in front of me lay the stair-run sheets, the ones my junior had flagged in red. His note sat under the top tracing like a small accusation. Wrong rise. Wrong count. A slip I would have caught in a single pass before the season started. I had initialed the correction that morning and left the flag where it was, because I needed the shame of it under my hands while I practiced.

“I propose we shorten the term,” I whispered to the empty office. Too soft. Too polite.

I tried again, lower, the way I pitched a difficult client when the budget was already bleeding.

“I keep the lock. You keep the key. We cut the remaining days in half. Sundays I get a release window. Supervised. Your rules the other six.”

Still wrong. The lie in it tasted metallic, like the pen’s ink on a licked finger. Bargaining was the only engine I had left, and I was tuning it the way I tuned a brief, looking for the clause that would save the job without admitting the job was already hers.

I stacked the drawings. Put the junior’s note on top. Stood. The lock tugged when I walked. I took the packet under my arm and drove home with the windows cracked so the cold air would keep my voice steady.

Ines was in the study when I came in. Same lamp. Same desk. The grey notebook closed beside the black fountain pen. She had changed into a dark blouse. The key hung in the hollow of her throat. She glanced at the packet and then at my face.

“You look like you brought a meeting,” she said.

“I did.”

“Sit.”

I sat across from her the way a client sits, spine straight, packet on the desk between us. My pulse sat in my locked cock and nowhere useful. She did not fill the silence. That was the first price. I had to start.

“Day twenty-nine,” I said. “Sixty-two left if we hold the original close. I have been thinking about the term.”

“Have you.”

“I want to propose a revision.” I opened the packet and set the junior’s flagged sheet where she could see the red. “I am slipping at the firm. This is mine. I am not asking for mercy on the work. I am asking for a structure I can finish inside.”

She tipped her head. Amused. Mean already. “Structure.”

“Shorter season,” I said. “Cut what’s left. End date moved up. I keep wearing the lock. You keep the key. On Sundays I earn a supervised window off, then you put it back on. The other days stay as they are. Nightly ask. Your no. The envelope still waits on its three clean nights. I am not touching that. I am offering a compromise that keeps me locked and gives me a date I can count without losing the plot at work.”

I heard myself. Architect voice. Clean. Reasonable. Filthy underneath.

She let me finish the whole of it. No interruption. No smile break. When my last word landed she sat back and looked at me the way she looked at a finished drawing that had a fatal error in the foundation.

“You brought me a brief,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You priced your own cock like a change order.”

Heat climbed my neck. “I am trying to stay useful to you and to the firm.”

“Useful.” She tapped the junior’s note once with a fingernail. The sound was small and sharp. “Lars caught your rise. You want Sundays off so you can catch the next one. Is that the pitch?”

“Yes.”

“Say the filthy version. Not the client one.”

I swallowed. Taste of copper. “I want a date. I want less time in this. I want one day in seven where my cock gets out and I come like a man who still owns the schedule. I will wear it the rest of the time. I will beg at night. I will keep my hands off the envelope. I just want the end to be a number we both signed.”

She nodded, slow. “There it is.”

She opened the notebook. Turned past Rule Four. Uncapped the pen. The nib scratched once against the blotter as she tested it. That sound again, the room’s own noise, dry as judgment.

“Rule Five,” she said. “You may ask for a date exactly once. The answer becomes the rule. No second ask. No revision. No Sunday window negotiated after. You spend the ask, you live the answer.”

My throat closed. “That is the price of bringing this in.”

“That is the price of thinking the season is a meeting you can win.” She glanced up. “Before you spend it, we clear the envelope clock, since you mentioned it like a man who still thinks he is managing both.”

“All right.”

“The sauna night does not count. You came. Clean means locked, denied, and quiet through the night. No orgasm. No reaching. No measuring the envelope with your eyes from across the room.” She held up one finger. “Night twenty-seven counted. Last night counted. You have two clean nights. You still owe me one more before I open anything on that dresser. ‘When we are ready’ means when I say the three are done and not before. Do you understand the two clocks now?”

“Yes,” I said. “Three clean nights. One still owed. Sixty-two days on the season if the original date holds.”

“If.” She turned the pen in her fingers. “Now. You have one ask for a date. Use it or do not. If you do not, Rule Five still stands and you simply never spent it. If you do, I write the answer and you do not get another.”

Bargaining had brought me to the edge of a cliff and called it a doorway. The ink hung in the air. The house came up around me, the small tick of the desk clock, my own breath too loud.

“I am using it,” I said.

“Ask.”

“When does the season end? Give me the date the key comes back.”

She wrote. The nib scraped. The line formed. I could not read it upside down fast enough. She dated the page. Turned the notebook so I could see.

Rule Five, in her hand: The season ends when I say it ends.

Below it, today’s date. Nothing else. No number. No day ninety-one. No mercy clause.

She closed the notebook on top of the older page, the one in the handwriting I was not allowed to study, and set the pen aside.

“That is the answer,” she said. “You asked. It is law. The end date is not a negotiable object anymore. Your only formal lever is spent. You serve an open term you agreed to by opening your mouth in my study like a client.”

The room tilted. Sixty-two days had been a spine. She had pulled it out and left me standing on wanting.

“Ines.”

“Yes.”

“I thought I was keeping something.”

“You kept the lock,” she said. “You threw away the calendar. Stand up. Strip. Put your drawings on the floor.”

“Here?”

“Here. You brought work into my study to bargain with. We are going to use the work.”

I stood. Took off my shirt, my belt, my trousers. The steel sat heavy and obvious once the cloth was gone. I set the packet down. She swept it with one hand. Sheets slid and scattered across the carpet, stair-run lines and red flags and my initials fanning out like a ruined presentation. The junior’s note landed face up near my left knee. She pointed at the floor.

“On your back,” she said. “On the drawings. Arms out. Palms up. You do not cover yourself. This room is going to watch you lose.”

I lay down. Paper crackled under my shoulders. A corner of a plan stuck to the sweat at my spine. She stood over me and unbuttoned her blouse slow enough that I heard every button leave its hole. She kept the key on. She pushed her skirt up, pulled her underwear aside, and stepped one foot over my chest so I had to look straight up at her cunt.

“Public enough for a man who wanted Sundays,” she said. “Your board is under your ass. Your junior’s correction is by your ear. If you come, you come on your own bad work.”

“Fuck,” I said. “Ines, I…”

“Quiet until I ask you a question.”

She knelt across my ribs, then shifted forward and set herself on my face. Taste hit first, salt and heat, her already slick. Sound hit second, the wet drag of her cunt over my lips and the soft filthy noise it made when she settled her weight. I opened and licked. She rode the flat of my tongue with small mean rolls of her hips.

“Good,” she said. “Use it. You spent your ask. Now you earn what I feel like giving.”

I licked. I sucked her clit when she pushed it down. Paper whispered under my heels when my legs kicked. She reached back without looking and wrapped her fingers around the steel, not stroking so much as holding the fact of it, reminding my cock what it was for.

“You came in here with a reduced term,” she said, voice even while she ground on me. “Shorter season. Sunday releases. Keep the lock, rewrite the close. Do you hear how stupid that sounds with my cunt on your face?”

I made a sound into her. She lifted enough for air.

“Answer.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “It sounds stupid. I was bargaining because I was scared.”

“Of what.”

“Of sixty-two days with no lever. Of the envelope. Of loving this more than I can hold.”

She sat back down on my tongue. “Then take what you bought.”

She fucked my face in short hard rolls. Spit and her slick ran down my chin onto the drawings. The taste filled me. The sound of it was obscene, wet and steady, mixed with the crinkle of paper each time my shoulders jerked. She talked through it, crude and calm.

“Look at you. Architect on the floor. Locked slut under his own sheets. You wanted a date. I gave you one. It says I decide. Say what that makes you.”

She lifted again.

“Your property,” I said. “Your locked bitch. A man who spent his only ask like an idiot and still wants you to use him.”

“Better.”

She turned, still astride my chest, and shoved two fingers into my ass without warning, spit-slick and mean. I shouted. Paper tore under my hand. She worked me open while she looked down my body at the steel and the leak already beading through the bars onto my stomach and the plans.

“You do not get to negotiate the end,” she said, fingers curling. “You get to take. You get to leak on your stair run. You get to ask at night and hear no and still thank me. Open your legs wider.”

I did. She added a third finger. The stretch burned and then went hot. I strained against the metal and got nowhere. Shame and want braided so tight I could not tell them apart. She fucked my ass with her hand and put her cunt back on my face and used both ends of me like a tool she had paid for with a closed notebook.

“Beg for the finish you do not deserve,” she said.

“Let me come,” I said against her. “Use my hole. Ruin me on these sheets. I spent the ask. I know the season ends when you say. Just, fuck, let me come for you.”

“Louder.”

“Let me come,” I said, raw. “I am your locked whore on the study floor. I will restack every drawing after. I will tell you about the junior’s note at breakfast. I will not ask for another date. Please. Please make me come.”

She pulled her fingers out, stood, and stripped the rest of the way while I lay wrecked on the paper. She took a strap from the bottom desk drawer, the one she had used before, and buckled it on with the same unhurried care she used for the pen. She oiled the shaft. She knelt between my thighs, hooked my knees up, and set the head against my fucked-open ass.

“You asked for a date,” she said. “This is what the answer feels like.”

She pushed in. One long hard slide until her hips met me. I cried out. The sound slapped the study walls. She fucked me in deep strokes that moved my whole body across the drawings, ink smearing, lines tearing, the junior’s red flag sticking to my shoulder with sweat. The strap filled me. My cock jerked uselessly in its steel. She planted a hand on my chest and used me.

“Take it,” she said. “Take the open term. Take the fact that day ninety-one is a story you told yourself. Say you serve until I end it.”

“I serve until you end it,” I said. “The season ends when you say. I asked. I got the rule. Fuck, Ines, harder.”

She gave me harder. Her hips drove wet into mine. Taste of her on my tongue. Sound of the strap and my own broken noise and paper dying under us. She reached down and rubbed two fingers over the head of my cock through the bars, slick with what I had already leaked, not gentle, claiming the pressure.

“You do not come because you bargained well,” she said. “You come because I am done listening. Hold it until I tell you.”

I held. The edge rose huge and ugly. My ass clenched on the strap. My thighs shook. The drawings under me were a mess of graphite and cum-smear and red ink. She dragged me along that edge with her hips and her fingers and her voice, not denying in a loop, just making the one climb last until I was nothing but the climb.

“Now,” she said. “Come. Loud. On your work.”

It broke. One long brutal orgasm forced through the steel while she kept fucking me, rope after rope pulsing out through the bars onto my stomach and the torn stair-run, my ass spasming around the strap, my voice gone to a raw shout that did not sound like an architect. It kept going. She worked me through it, mean and thorough, until the last jerk left me empty and shaking and still locked, still full of her, still on the floor of the room where I had tried to hold a meeting.

She stayed in me until I stopped shaking. Then she pulled out slow. Set the strap aside. Looked down at the ruin of me and the ruin of the sheets.

“We are only just beginning,” she said.

I stared up at her. The key rested at her throat. The notebook lay closed on the desk. Rule Five sat inside it like a tooth.

“Restack the drawings before morning,” she said. “Every sheet. In order. At breakfast you will report the junior’s note in full, what he caught, what you missed, what you will fix. Work stays open. The season stays open. You do not get to close either one with a pitch.”

“Yes, Ines.”

“Ask tonight. Mean it. Your clean night still owes me one before the envelope. Do not confuse that with the date you just lost.”

“I won’t.”

She stepped over the scattered plans, picked up her blouse, and left me on the floor with the taste of her in my mouth and the scratch of the pen still in my head, sixty-two days no longer a number I owned, only a shape she could erase whenever she decided the season was done.


Chapter 6: Twelve Lines Last Autumn

Ilay on the torn sheets until my breath evened out, then sat up and asked into the empty study, loud enough to carry down the hall.

“Ines. Please. I am asking for tonight. I mean it. Count it.”

Her voice came back calm from the bedroom.

“Come here.”

I walked. The cage dragged. Cum had dried on my stomach in a tight film. She stood by the bed in her blouse, the key bright at her throat, and looked me over like a job whose answer she already had.

“Say it again. Full.”

“I am asking for a clean night, Ines. Hands off. No bargaining. Please count it toward the envelope.”

“Good.” She tipped my chin up with two fingers. “That is asked, not earned. You came on my study floor tonight. Nothing about that was clean. I told you we would open it. I am taking that back. The envelope stays shut until I open it, and that day is mine to name. Ask is heard. Kneel by the bed and sleep where I can see your hands.”

“Yes, Ines.”

“Do not thank me for basic work.”

I knelt. I slept with my palms open on the sheet. Once in the dark my hand went for the cage and stopped halfway. Morning came grey. She was dressed before I got up.

“Drawings,” she said. “Then shower. Then breakfast. Report.”

I went back to the study on bare feet. The stair-run sheets stuck to the floor where the cum had set. I peeled them up one by one. Graphite smeared my fingers. Red ink from Lars’s flags had bled into the wet spots. I sorted by sheet number, wiped what I could with a rag, stacked them on the desk, edges squared. The paper smelled like sex and toner. My ass ached when I bent. The steel sat heavy and filthy against my thigh.

In the shower I washed the dried cum off the bars and off my stomach and did not touch myself for pleasure. At the table she poured coffee and waited.

“Report,” she said. “Junior’s note. Full.”

“Lars flagged the stair-run on the east core. He caught a riser height two millimetres over code on the mid landing and a handrail return that does not clear the door swing. I missed both on the last pass. I was rushing the set. I will redraw the landing section today, correct the riser schedule, and send him a clean overlay before noon.”

“Age.”

“I am thirty-six.”

“I know. Say his.”

“Lars is twenty-eight. He was right. I was wrong.”

“Good. Eat. Then work. Do not bring me another pitch dressed as a problem.”

“I won’t.”

The week ran. I drew. I asked at night. She said no when she meant no and yes when a night was clean. I did not go near the envelope or the key. On the morning of day thirty-six I put on a wool suit for Runa’s table and the steel bit the cloth the second I zipped the trousers. Fifty-five days sat on the calendar like a dare I no longer owned.

The car was cold. Breath showed. Gravel popped under the tires in Runa’s driveway. Ines reached across me before I could open the door. She buttoned my jacket from the bottom up, slow, neat, each button seated like a point she was making. Then she checked my fly with two knuckles, pressed until the steel gave under the wool, and hummed, pleased.

“There,” she said. “Presentable. Locked. You will be pleasant. You will be quiet unless spoken to. Understand, Owen?”

“Yes, Ines.”

“If your cock tries to make a scene under that wool, you will sit on it and smile.”

“Yes.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, soft and public, and we went in.

Coats hung in the hall. Voices came from the dining room. Ines took my wrist, pulled me left into the powder room, and shut the door with her hip. The light was mean and bright. She put her back to the sink, hiked her skirt, and hooked a finger in my tie.

“On your knees. Mouth. Quiet. We have four minutes before Dag comes looking for wine.”

I dropped. She was bare under the skirt and wet. I put my mouth on her cunt and worked. She held my hair and fucked my face in short mean strokes, thighs tight on my ears. The wool pulled hard across the cage every time I shifted. My cock tried to swell, hit steel, and the hurt went clean up my spine.

“Deeper,” she whispered. “You do not get to be shy in a powder room, Owen. Tongue. There. Good. Suck my clit like you mean the clean nights.”

I did. She came quiet, a hard shake she smothered against her own palm, cunt pulsing on my mouth, then shoved me back before I could chase more.

“Stand. Wipe your face. Smile.”

I stood. She fixed my tie. My jaw was wet. The cage throbbed. We walked out like nothing had happened and took our seats.

Five of us at the table. Runa at the head, thirty-nine and sharp in a dark dress, pouring wine like a woman who had hosted this exact trouble before. Dag beside her, forty-one, already laughing at his own story about a boat motor. Marit across from me, forty-five, Ines’s oldest friend, watching my hands like she knew where they wanted to go. Ines on my right. The wool trapped the cage against my balls. Every shift was a small punishment.

Ines set the grey notebook by her plate, turned to a fresh line, and wrote with the black fountain pen while the first course landed.

“Rule Six,” she said, soft, for me. “At any table where I am seated, you attend me first. My glass. My plate. My questions. You do not chase talk. You do not adjust yourself. If the cage bites, you sit still and take it. Confirm.”

“I confirm, Ines. Rule Six.”

“Good boy.”

I poured her wine before mine. I passed her bread. When Dag asked me about a facade job I waited for her tiny nod, then answered short. The steel chewed me through the wool every time I leaned. My cock leaked and the cloth went damp in a coin-sized patch I prayed would not show.

Over the fish Ines set down her fork and addressed the table like she was mentioning the weather.

“Owen is attentive tonight because I locked his cock and told him to be,” she said. “He wears a cage under those trousers. He asks me every night for relief. I say no more often than yes. That is why he keeps filling my glass.”

Dag laughed in the wrong place, then stopped when nobody joined him.

“Christ,” he said. “You’re joking.”

“I am not,” Ines said.

Runa lifted her glass. Her mouth had a private tilt.

“A year to the night,” she said. “I never thought you would get him to ask. I sat right here and watched him write the whole filthy wish list, and I still put the odds against you.”

My fork stopped.

Marit wiped her mouth and said it plain across the plates.

“I have known since spring. Ines called me when she decided to run the season. She read me the terms. I told her to take the key and keep it. Looks like she did.”

I stared at my plate. My ears rang. Ines’s hand found my knee beneath the cloth and squeezed once, not kind.

“Hallway,” she said. “Now.”

I followed her out. The dining room noise thinned behind us. She turned the grey notebook to the first page and held it up under the hall light.

My handwriting. Drunk, slanted, twelve numbered lines. Last autumn. This house. This table. I got as far as the header and the floor tilted.

“That is you,” Ines said. “You wrote it at Runa’s table twelve months ago. You asked for a keyholder. You asked for Sunday rules. You asked to be locked through the season. You asked to beg. You asked for the envelope. You asked for every week I have given you. I have been working down your petition one Sunday at a time. You did not remember. I did.”

I tried to speak and failed. Line six sat there in my own ink, the attentiveness rule, word for word what she had set down at dinner. Line seven waited, uncrossed. The rest marched down the page like a sentence I had passed on myself.

“Ines…”

“Quiet.”

She shut the notebook, pinned me to the wallpaper with her body, and put her palm flat over the front of my trousers. She found the bars through the wool and rubbed, hard, exact, the heel of her hand grinding steel into my trapped cock. Pleasure and hurt braided. My hips jerked. A sound came out of me that did not belong in a hallway with guests twenty steps away.

“Feel that,” she said. “You wrote the lock. You wrote the begging. You wrote me into this. Now take what you ordered.”

She worked me through the cloth until my thighs shook and my breath broke into short ugly pulls. The edge came up fast. My cock shoved the bars from inside and got nowhere. Precome wet the wool. I was going to come in my suit against my sister-in-law’s wall.

“Please,” I said. “Ines, please, I am close, I will stain, please let me…”

She stopped.

Hand off. Step back. Cold air where her heat had been.

I hung on the wallpaper, shaking, dressed, dinner shoes planted, cock screaming inside the bars with no way out. Denied. The ache ran live down both legs. My mouth tasted like her and like copper from biting it shut.

“You do not come in Runa’s hall,” Ines said. “You carry it back to the table. You sit. You smile. You attend me through dessert. Sunday will get the next line. You asked for that too.”

“Yes, Ines.”

“Say what you are.”

“I am the man who wrote the list. I am locked because I asked. I am going back to the table aching.”

“Good.” She smoothed my jacket. “Fix your face.”

I fixed my face. I walked back on stiff legs. The wool dragged on wet steel with every step. At my chair the cage held a full load of heat with nowhere to put it. Runa caught my eye and raised her glass a fraction. Marit cut her fish like nothing sacred had moved. Dag talked about the boat and did not look at my lap.

Ines’s knee touched mine under the cloth.

“Attend,” she murmured.

I filled her glass. I passed the cream. I sat still while the steel bit and line seven waited for Sunday, written in my own hand, already mine.


Chapter 7: Bolt Cutters, Unused

Istood on the bathroom tile on day forty-three with the bolt cutters cold in both hands and Sunday’s seventh line still unwritten ahead of me.

Forty-eight days sat on the season. I had stopped counting them out loud. The steel around my cock did the counting for me.

The cutters were heavy. The handles bit my palms. The blades gaped a finger’s width from the cage ring and did not move. Water ticked in the pipe behind the wall. My bare feet stuck to the tile. Precome had dried in a thin crust along the bars from nights I had refused to name.

Seven days of rebellion stacked behind that morning like wet towels no one had hung.

I had moved my sleep to the guest room the night we came home from Runa’s table. I took a pillow and a glass of water and shut the door with my heel. Ines did not follow. She did not call through the wood. In the morning the guest mattress held the shape of one body and none of hers. I kept it that way. I made the bed tight. I left her side of our room untouched. The brass hook by the bedroom door held nothing when I passed it in the hall. The key stayed on the chain at her throat. I looked. I did not touch.

I refused the nightly ask twice.

The first night she stood in the guest doorway in a sleeveless shirt and said my name once. I kept my eyes on the wall. My cock shoved the cage from inside and got steel. The denied ache from Runa’s hallway lived under the bars, a live wire I would not feed. I said nothing. Silence was the offence under Rule Two. I knew it. I chose it. She waited long enough for the quiet to turn sharp, then closed the door.

The second refusal came three nights later in the kitchen. She set a plate down. She looked at my lap the way she studied a drawing that had gone wrong.

“Ask,” she said.

“No.”

“Say it properly, Owen.”

“I am not asking tonight.”

She smiled with no warmth in it. “Then you carry the no. You do not get to pretend the ache is mine to manage.”

I carried it. The cage bit when I sat at the firm. It bit when I climbed the stairs. It bit when I passed the dresser and the sealed envelope that would not open. Lars flagged another stair-run note and I corrected it with a steady hand while my balls throbbed against the steel. At night in the guest room I lay on my back with my palms on the sheet and let the denied edge from the hallway grind itself raw with no voice on it. My hands stayed flat. Rule One held. Anger unlocked nothing.

On the seventh morning I went to the boathouse.

The cutters hung on a nail above the rope hook. Dag had left them there last autumn for the mooring wire. I took them down. The metal held the cold of the unheated boathouse. I carried them up the path, past the dock, into the house, into the bathroom. I locked the door. I dropped my shorts. The cage hung dull and locked on my cock, ring tight behind the balls, shaft shoved forward against the bars. I set the cutters to the shackle. The blades kissed steel.

I stood there a long time.

My hands shook once and then stopped. I could cut it. The ring would give. The lock would fail. My cock would come free into air that smelled like soap and old tile. I would fist myself raw on the bathroom floor and come like a man who still owned his own skin.

I did not close the handles.

The problem was never the metal. The problem was the list in my own hand, twelve lines, drunk at Runa’s table twelve months ago, and the woman who had taken every line seriously. Cutting the cage would not cut that. It would only make me a liar with open skin and no keyholder to blame.

The door opened. I had not unlocked it. Ines had the spare. She stood in the frame in a dark sweater and jeans, thirty-four years old and calm as a closed drawer. Her eyes went to the cutters, then to my hands, then to the cage.

“Set them down,” she said.

I set them on the tile. The blades clicked once against the floor. The sound owned the room.

“Hands,” she said.

I held them out. Palms up. She took my wrists and turned them. No marks from the handles beyond a red line. She crouched. She cupped the cage without ceremony, thumb on the lock, fingers under my balls, and checked the fit the way she checked a hinge. My cock jumped inside the steel and slapped the bars. A drop of precome beaded at the slit and ran.

“You brought tools to a problem you wrote,” she said. “You stood long enough to learn it. Good. Present.”

I planted my feet. I kept my hands at my sides. She inspected the ring, the bar, the tiny padlock, the skin where the steel had rubbed me pink for forty-three days. She did not raise her voice. She did not need to. Shame crawled up my throat and stuck there, hot.

“Bathroom. Now. Notebook,” she said. “Study.”

I walked. The cage tugged with every step. She carried the cutters by one handle and left them on the study desk beside the grey stiff-backed notebook like a joke that had stopped being funny. The black fountain pen lay in its usual place on her side. I stood naked from the waist down in front of the desk because she pointed at the floor space there and the order needed no words.

“Open it,” she said.

I turned the cover back. The first page was my drunken list. Lines one through six stood matched by her Sunday rules. Line seven waited uncrossed in my old handwriting. I did not read it aloud. I knew what it asked for. I flipped to a blank sheet after the inked rules.

“I want an ending,” I said. “My ending.”

“Write it, then. Show me what a rebellion looks like on paper.”

I took the black fountain pen. The barrel was warm from the room. My handwriting came out tight and ugly. I numbered it thirteen because twelve was hers now, used against me. I wrote that the season ended when I said. I wrote that the key returned on a day I chose. I wrote that the envelope opened tonight. My cock ached while I did it. The tip leaked onto the desk edge and I did not wipe it.

Ines read over my shoulder. She laughed once, soft and mean.

“A thirteenth line,” she said. “You think authorship works by adding paper.”

She took the pen out of my grip. Her fingers closed on mine first, then on the barrel, and the pen left my hand like it had never belonged there. She turned to a fresh ruled line under Rule Six. She wrote in clean black strokes, unhurried. The words formed under her hand and my stomach dropped.

“Rule Seven,” she said, and kept writing as she spoke. “The pen is mine. Owen writes nothing. Not in this book. Not a line. Not a correction. Not an ending. From this Sunday forward the only hand that authors the marriage on paper is mine. Confirm it.”

My mouth was dry. “Rule Seven. The pen is yours. I write nothing.”

“Again. Filthy and plain. Tell me what you just lost.”

“I lost the right to write in the grey notebook. I lost the right to hold that pen. I do not get to author an ending. You do. I am locked and I stay locked by your ink.”

“Good.” She capped the pen and set it on her side of the desk, out of my reach. She tore my thirteenth line out of the book in one clean rip. She folded the sheet once and left it under the bolt cutters like trash under a tool. “Stacked and counted. On your knees.”

I went down. The study carpet ground into my knees. My caged cock hung heavy and wet between my thighs. Ines sat in the desk chair and spread her knees. She crooked a finger.

“Ask for the release you have been refusing to name,” she said. “You spent seven days pretending silence was power. It was not. It was you hiding from your own list. Ask.”

I swallowed. The words stuck. Anger lay in my chest like a swallowed stone. Under it the ache from Runa’s hallway woke hard and mean, denied heat with no way out.

“I want to come,” I said.

“Worse. Meaner. You know how I like you.”

“Please let me come, Ines. My cock is trapped and leaking and I have been hard under steel since your hand left me in that hallway. I need to finish. I need you to use me until I break. Please.”

“Use you how.”

“My mouth. My ass. The cage. Whatever you want. Just let me empty. I will beg. I will say it ugly. Please, Ines, I am done pretending I do not need it.”

She stood. She stripped her jeans and knickers in two motions and left the sweater on. She sat back and pulled my face between her thighs by the hair.

“Eat,” she said. “Slow. You do not rush a woman you spent seven nights hiding from.”

I licked. Her cunt was already wet. The taste hit me and my locked cock jerked so hard the cage clicked. I worked her clit with the flat of my tongue the way she had trained me. She kept one hand in my hair and the other loose on the arm of the chair. When I tried to go faster she tugged until my eyes watered.

“Tell me what you are doing,” she said.

“I am licking your cunt. I am tasting you. My cock is locked and dripping on your carpet while I do it.”

“And the anger.”

“The anger did nothing. It left me in the guest room with a full cage and no relief. It made me carry cutters I could not use.”

“Keep going.”

I fucked her with my tongue until her thighs tightened on my ears. She came on my mouth with a low sound and held me there through it so I had to swallow. When she shoved me back my chin shone and my cock was a dark, trapped lump leaking a string onto the floor.

She opened the side drawer. The strap harness came out, black leather, the thick cock already fitted. She buckled it on without hurry. She oiled the shaft with two fingers while I knelt there, mouth open, cage throbbing.

“Chest on the desk,” she said. “Ass out. Hands flat where I can see them.”

I bent. The wood was cool under my palms. My cheek pressed the blotter. She slicked my asshole with the same oil, pushed one finger in, then two, and scissored until I groaned into the paper. My cock fought the steel and lost. Precome smeared my thigh.

“You refused to ask for seven days,” she said, working a third finger until my hole stretched and burned. “You slept away from me like that would rewrite the book. It rewrote nothing. Line seven was always going to take the pen from you. You put that hunger in the list yourself.”

“I know. Fuck. I know.”

“Say what you want in you.”

“Your cock. Please put your cock in my ass. Stretch me. Fuck the rebellion out of me. Please, Ines.”

She lined up and pushed. The head breached me in one hard slide. I shouted into the desk. She did not wait. She drove in to the base and held there while my hole clenched and fluttered around the thick shaft. Full. Split. My balls pulled tight against the cage ring. Pleasure and shame braided so hard my vision spotted.

“Move,” I begged. “Please move. Fuck me.”

She fucked me. Short mean strokes at first, then deeper, the harness slapping my ass, the desk creaking. Each thrust shoved my trapped cock against the wood edge. The bars bit. The lock knocked. I was a locked, bent, begging thing with ink drying on Rule Seven three inches from my face.

“Talk,” she said. “I want the filth while I use you.”

“Your cock is in my ass. I am locked and leaking and I cannot get hard the right way. I am your caged husband on day forty-three and I am asking to come like the whore who wrote the list. Please. Harder. Please ruin me on your desk.”

She reached under and gripped the cage. She squeezed while she thrust. Hurt bloomed. Pleasure chased it. My voice broke into scraps.

“Fuck. Close. Cage. Please. Ines. Please let me. I will stain. I will. Please.”

“Come,” she said. “Through the steel. Show me the anger cost you nothing, because anger was already written into the list. Finish.”

She slammed in deep and twisted the cage in her fist. The orgasm tore up from my gut with nowhere clean to go. Cum pumped against the bars in thick pulses. It forced out through the slit in white ropes that hit the desk leg and my own stomach. My hole clamped on her cock. My arms shook. Fragments ripped through my head. Locked. Hers. Coming. List. Pen. Nothing. I made a sound half sob, half grunt and rode it until the pulses turned to weak dribbles and the bars were a mess of spent heat.

She fucked me through the aftershocks once, twice, then pulled out. My hole stayed open a second and clenched on empty air. I stayed bent on the desk, dripping, ruined, breathing like I had run the dock path.

Ines unbuckled the harness and set it aside. She wiped her hands on a cloth from the drawer. She did not clean me yet. She tipped my chin up with two fingers so I had to look at her.

“The anger bought you a guest bed and two silences,” she said. “It did not buy you the pen. It did not buy you the key. It did not open the envelope. You came the same way you come when you behave. Locked. Used. Mine. Do you feel how little it cost me to wait you out.”

“Yes.” My voice was rough. “It cost you nothing. I spent seven days building a wall you walked around.”

“And the cutters.”

“Still on the desk. Unused. Because the cage was never the part that held me.”

“Correct.” She glanced at the dresser through the open study door, at the autumn envelope shut where she had left it. “That stays shut. Not tonight. Not because you threw a fit and then begged pretty. It opens when I choose.”

I nodded. Cum cooled on my stomach. My ass throbbed. The cage held the last weak twitches of a cock that had nowhere to swell.

She picked up the grey notebook, checked Rule Seven clean under Rule Six, and closed it. The black fountain pen went into the drawer on her side. She clicked the drawer shut.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “You bring coffee to the bedroom at seven. You kneel. You ask properly for the first time since you decided silence was clever. You sleep in our bed tomorrow night. Guest room stays empty. If the book is open on the desk when you come in, you read only what I point to. You do not touch the pen. You do not add a line. That is how the book moves forward from here.”

“Yes, Ines.”

“Say the instruction back.”

“Coffee at seven. Kneel. Ask properly. Sleep in our bed. Guest room empty. Read only what you point to. No pen. No new lines.”

“Good boy.” She said it dry, almost bored, and it still landed in my gut like a hand. “Shower. Wash the cum off my desk leg first. Leave the cutters where they are. I will decide if they go back to the boathouse or stay here as a reminder you already failed to use them.”

I cleaned the desk leg with the cloth she tossed me. I picked my shorts up off the bathroom floor on the way. The bolt cutters stayed on the study desk beside the folded scrap of my thirteenth line, cold metal and dead ink in one small stack. Under the hot water my hole stung and my cock hung quiet in its cage, spent and owned. Day forty-three. Forty-eight days left. Rule Seven drying in black. The pen no longer mine to hold.

I shut the water off when she knocked once on the frame.

“Owen,” she called. “Do not take long. I want you kneeling by the bed when I come in. Hands where I can see them. We are done pretending you get a vote on the paper.”

“I am coming,” I said.

I meant the hallway. I meant the kneel. I meant the long stretch of days still locked ahead of me with her ink on every Sunday. I dried off. I left the cutters untouched. I walked to the bedroom on clean bare feet and got on my knees by the bed with my palms on my thighs, cage dull and sticky between my legs, waiting for the woman who held the pen, the key, and the rest of the list I had written for her without remembering I had asked.


Chapter 8: He Stops Counting

Iknelt with my palms flat on my thighs and waited until the bedroom door opened. She stood there in a sleep shirt, key chain dull at her throat, and looked at the floor between my knees the way she looked at a finished drawing. My hole ached from the strap. Dried mess clung to the bars. I kept my hands where she could see them.

“Owen,” she said.

“Here,” I said.

“No vote on the paper. Say it.”

“No vote on the paper.”

She walked past me, sat on the edge of the mattress, and put her bare foot on my thigh. Warm skin. Cool air from the hall. “You will sleep in this bed tonight. On your side. Hands on the sheet where I can feel them if I wake. Guest room stays empty. Cutters stay on the study desk until I say otherwise.”

“Yes.”

“Ask.”

I swallowed. Seven nights of silence sat in my throat like grit. “May I come.”

“No.” She said it soft and final. “You came already. Through the bars. Like a cheap toy that leaks when you fuck it hard enough. Ask for something you can have.”

My face burned. “May I kiss your foot.”

“You may.”

I bent and put my mouth on her instep. Salt. Soap. The small bones under my tongue. She let me stay there until my jaw shook, then took her foot back.

“Shower again tomorrow morning,” she said. “Coffee at seven. Kneel. Ask properly. Then we start acting like you live here.”

“Yes.”

She turned off the lamp. I climbed into our bed with my palms on the sheet and my dick shut in metal that smelled like spent heat. She slept facing me. I listened to her breath until mine matched it.

Morning came grey. I made coffee and carried both cups to the bedroom at seven. She sat up, took hers, and pointed at the floor with two fingers. I knelt. Cold wood under my knees.

“Proper,” she said.

“I ask to touch myself. I ask to come. I ask for the key.” My voice stayed even. “I know the answers.”

“Say them.”

“No. No. No.”

She drank. Steam rose between us. “Good. Guest room is done. You sleep here. If the book is open, you read what I point at. You do not hold the pen. You do not invent endings.”

“I understand.”

“Prove it at the office. Lars has already caught slips. Do not give him another.”

“I will not.”

She set the cup down and hooked a finger under my chin. “You look wrecked and quiet. I like you quiet. Go to work.”

Days stacked after that without drama. Sundays came. She wrote. I knelt and asked and took the no. The rebellion weeks thinned out of my body the way a bruise thins. Rule Ten arrived on a Sunday when the light went early. She flipped the grey notebook to the new line, pointed, and made me read it aloud.

“Ask only for me,” I read. “For seven days. Food, touch, water, blankets, the remote, her cunt, her time. Nothing for his own cock. Nothing for release. If he wants, he wants for her.”

“And,” she said.

“And if I forget, the week restarts.”

She closed the book. “Does that scare you.”

The old habit of counting leftovers and open doors turned over in me. “It should. It does not.”

“Why.”

“Because wanting for you is simpler than wanting for me.”

She smiled. No kindness in it. “We will see if that stays true when you are hard and stupid.”

It stayed true. I asked if she wanted tea. I asked if her shoulders hurt. I asked if I could put my mouth on her after dinner. I asked if the key felt heavy on the chain. I did not ask for my own skin. The device stayed put. My prick pressed the bars at night and got nothing. I brought her things before she named them. The fit of it surprised me. Shame sat next to the surprise and did not cancel it.

Three quiet stretches of locked living passed like that. Work held. I stopped narrating the leftover days to myself in the car. I caught the gap only when I reached for the number and found empty air.

At six in the morning on a hard clear day I woke alone in the bed. The window showed white. First frost. I pulled on a sweater and nothing else and walked out the lakeside door barefoot. The dock boards were white and loud under my heels. Cold bit my soles. I put one hand on the rail. The metal matched the cold around my dick, sharp and clean. Four seconds. Lake flat. No bird sound. Only the faint creak of wood and my own breath. Then I went back inside before my feet numbed.

She was in the kitchen with coffee when I returned, and looked at my red feet and the frost melt on them.

“You went out,” she said.

“Frost on the boards. I wanted to feel it.”

“With your cock bare to the air in that little prison. Romantic.” She handed me a towel for my feet. “Tonight you serve. No counting. No performance numbers. You tend me until I am done with you.”

“Where.”

“Ordinary rooms. Kitchen first. Then wherever I walk.”

Evening came early. She wore a soft sweater and nothing under the skirt. I cooked while she sat on the counter and watched. When the pan was off the heat she hooked a heel behind my hip and pulled me in.

“Ask,” she said.

“May I put my mouth on your cunt.”

“Yes. On your knees. Hands on the cabinet. If you reach for yourself I stop and you sleep on the floor.”

“I will not reach.”

I dropped. Tile cold through my knees. I pushed her skirt up. She was wet, hair neat, clit swollen under my tongue on the first pass. I licked slow. She tasted clean and sharp. I sealed my mouth over her and sucked. She made a small sound and set her heel between my shoulder blades.

“Harder,” she said. “You are not tasting wine. Eat. Get your tongue in my hole. Make it wet enough I can hear it.”

I pushed in. Soft walls. Salt. I fucked her with my tongue while my nose rubbed her clit. Wet sounds filled the kitchen, filthy and steady. My dick jammed the bars and ached. I kept my hands on the cabinet face. Fingers white.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Your mouth. Your hole-cleaner. Your locked bitch on the floor.”

“Meaner.”

“A married whore who begs to lick cum out of a cunt that will not fuck him back.”

She laughed once, short. “Better. Fingers. Two. Curl.”

I slid two fingers into her pussy and rubbed forward. She clenched. Her wet ran down my wrist. I sucked her clit and worked her until her thighs shook on either side of my head.

“Do not stop when I come,” she said. “Ride it. Swallow what I give you.”

“Yes.”

She came on my face with a broken grunt, cunt pulsing on my fingers, slick flooding my tongue. I stayed on her through the clench and the shake. I drank it. Drool and her wet mixed on my chin. My own balls drew up useless against the metal. Pressure built with nowhere to go and then spilled anyway, thick spurts forced through the bars onto the tile while I moaned into her pussy like a dog. Shame hit hot. Relief hit hotter. I kept licking through both.

She looked down at the mess under me. “You came from eating me. Without a hand. Without permission for yourself.”

“I know.”

“Say what that makes you.”

“A toy that leaks when you use its mouth.”

“Correct.” She wiped my chin with her thumb and made me suck it clean. “Up. Living room. I am not finished.”

I followed on shaky legs. She sat in the armchair and opened her knees. “Again. Slower. Worship, not a race. I want to hear you work.”

I knelt on the rug. I put my mouth back on her swollen cunt and licked soft, long strokes. The wet sounds were quieter now, thick, obscene in the silent room. She carded my hair and held me there. No edge game. No deny. Just held service until her breath changed and she came a second time with my name in it, low and mean.

“Owen. Fuck. Take it.”

I took it. My jaw ached. My hole twitched empty. The bars were sticky with my own spend. She let my head rest on her thigh when she finished. Sweat cooled at my hairline. The radiator ticked. Outside, ice ticked thin on the eaves.

She spoke to the top of my head. “You have not said a day number in days. Did you notice.”

I went still. Reached inward for the old habit, the chant I used to run in the car and the shower. Found nothing lined up. “No.”

“What day is it.”

I had to think. Really think. Count Sundays backward from Rule Ten. Count frost. Count coffee mornings. The number came late and dull.

“Sixty-four,” I said. “Twenty-seven left.”

“You had to dig for it.” She tugged my hair until I looked up. “That used to live on your tongue. Now it is a chore. Good.”

“I still believe the key comes back at the end.”

“I know you do. Belief is cheap. Habit is the real chain. Yours just went slack.” She stood. “Sauna. Now. Clothes off. You walk ahead.”

We crossed the dark yard. Frost crunched. The sauna door stuck, then gave. Heat hit my face in a wall. She poured water on the stones. The hiss filled the small room, long and wet. We sat. Sweat beaded on her throat above the key. Sweat ran down my chest and into the bars. She said nothing about a timer. She made me sit still with my hands on my knees while the heat worked into muscle and thought alike.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. Wood creaked. Stones ticked as they cooled between pours. My pulse showed in my stuck dick and then slowed. Twelve minutes passed in held stillness, sweat, and the sound of water hitting hot rock. She touched me only once, two fingers on the back of my neck to keep my head up.

“Stay,” she said.

“I am staying.”

When she finally opened the door the night air slapped us clean. We walked back wrapped in towels. Inside she pulled me onto the couch, still damp, and put my head on her chest. Her heartbeat was steady under my ear. The key rested against my cheek, warm from her skin.

“Talk,” she said. “Out loud. About the man who used to joke that I ran everything.”

My throat closed. I made myself open it. “He thought it was funny. Dinner parties. Design reviews. He would tip a glass and say she already owns the calendar, might as well own the rest. He thought he was charming. He thought the joke kept him tall.”

“And now.”

“Now I am on my knees in my own kitchen licking cum out of my wife so hard I spend on the tile. Now I ask for her tea and not my own skin. Now I walked onto white boards at six to feel cold on a cock I do not control.” My voice broke into scraps. “Gone. That man. Joke. Height. The part that watched from outside. There is no outside seat left.”

She held me through it. One hand in my hair. No gloat in her voice when she answered.

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

I nodded against her sternum. Tears came hot and stupid. She let them. She did not wipe them for me. After a while my breathing evened. The radiator ticked again. Lake ice creaked somewhere beyond the glass.

“Tomorrow you will want to count again,” she said. “When you reach for it and find blank, you come tell me. You do not rebuild the scoreboard in secret.”

“What do I rebuild.”

“Nothing. You serve. You ask for me. You live inside the days without numbering the exit.” She kissed my temple once, dry. “Instruction for morning. Coffee. Kneel. Ask. Then open whatever arrives for the firm and handle it like an adult who still has a job.”

“Yes.”

A soft knock came at the lakeside door. Both of us lifted our heads. Another knock, polite, then the scrape of something set on the mat and steps retreating on frost.

She frowned. “At this hour.”

I wrapped the towel tight and went. Cold air poured in when I opened the door. No courier in sight. On the mat sat a firm packet wrapped in brown paper, my name on the label, and a smaller envelope taped to the front in Lars’s block print. I brought both inside and set them on the table between us. Neither of us opened them. The packet sat heavy with tomorrow inside it, stair-run flags and a junior’s note under the seal, while frost kept forming on the dock boards we could not see.


Chapter 9: Eighty Four Days Undone

Ipeeled the tape off Lars’s envelope while frost clung to the dock boards outside the glass. Brown paper dust stuck to my thumbs. The packet smelled like office glue and cold hallway air, sharp enough to sit on the back of my tongue.

She watched me do it. Towel around my waist. Key warm at her throat. Neither of us had slept much.

“Read it,” she said.

Lars’s block print sat tight on the page. He had flagged three stair-run sheets, marked a landing dimension I had signed off wrong, and written that the partner review was moved up. He used the word drift. He used the word pattern. He did not use my name like a joke.

I opened the firm packet next. Drawings spilled across the table. Red marks. Circles. A note from the floor lead asking if I was stretched thin.

“Well,” she said.

“It is a live risk,” I said. “Not one bad sheet. He is naming a slide.”

“Can you fix it before they call you in.”

“I can redraw the landing. I can clean the overlay. I cannot undo the fact that he noticed.”

She tapped the paper once with a fingernail. “Then you will notice first from now on. You do not get to disappear into my rules and leave your job half-done. Pride is a poor excuse for sloppy lines.”

“I know.”

“Say what you know.”

“That my work is slipping because I have been hungry and stupid, and that hunger is not a defense.”

“Good.” She pushed the sheets toward me. “Stack them. Tomorrow you handle this like a man with a firm still attached to his name. After that you kneel. After that you ask. Order stays.”

I stacked them. Glue smell on my fingers. Outside, frost held the boards white.

Days ran hard after that. I redrew. I sent clean overlays before noon. I took partner notes without flinching. At home the steel stayed locked and sticky through mornings and nights. Sundays came. She wrote. I stopped pretending I owned the calendar. The count I had dropped on the couch tried to climb back into my mouth and found nothing useful. I told her when it tried. She smiled like someone watching ice thin.

On the morning that should have been ordinary I woke already hard against metal, the number sitting there without digging.

“Eighty-five,” I said at her hip. “Six left.”

“You found it again.”

“It found me.”

“Then listen carefully.” She sat up. The chain shifted. “The date I wrote does not bind me. It never did. You only thought the term held us both.”

My stomach went cold. “I thought day ninety-one.”

“I know what you thought.” She stood and pointed at the bedroom. “In there. Now.”

I went. She followed. She shut the door. She took the key from her throat and held it where I could see it, bright and small.

“On the bed. On your back. Hands on the headboard.”

I lay down. Wood under my palms. She hooked a finger in the towel and pulled it off. My locked dick twitched ahead of my brain. She smelled like sleep and skin and the faint iron of the chain. When she bent down I tasted her breath, clean and close.

“Eighty-four days,” she said. “First unlock for anything but cleaning since September. Watch.”

The key turned. Metal gave. She eased the steel off me with both hands, slow enough that every ridge scraped sensation back into flesh that had forgotten open air. My prick jumped free, thick, marked, wet at the tip. Blood rushed so hard my vision narrowed.

She set the steel down on the nightstand wood. A dull click. Final. Ordinary. It sat there empty while my cock stood in the room like a stranger.

“Look at it,” she said. “No bars. No excuse. Just your greedy dick out in my bed.”

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Fuck. It feels wrong. It feels huge. Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please use me. Please do not make me wait with it free. I will make a mess. I will beg wrong.”

She laughed once, mean and soft. “You already beg wrong. Roll over. Ass up. Face in the pillow if you need it. Keep your hands where I can see them.”

I rolled. Sheets under my cheek. Cool air on my hole. She opened the drawer, took the strap, buckled it on with the unhurried hands she used for coffee. Lube clicked. Cold gel on her fingers. She pushed one in without warning and I grunted into the cotton.

“Tight,” she said. “You have been empty back here a long time. Good. I want the stretch to teach.”

“It teaches,” I said. “Christ. More.”

“Ask filthy.”

“Finger my asshole. Open me. I want your strap in me until I cannot think.”

She gave me two fingers, then three, working me open while her other hand made a point of ignoring my free cock. It hung heavy and leaking. Lube cut sharp under the thicker smell of sex starting. I tasted salt when I licked my lip.

She lined up and pushed in.

The head breached me and my whole body locked. Full. Thick. No steel on me to hide behind. She sank deep in one hard slide and held there while I shook.

“Take it,” she said. “You free little whore. Feel how easy you open when I want the hole.”

“I feel it. Fuck. Full. Please move.”

She moved. Deep strokes. Steady. The strap dragged over that place inside me until my free prick slapped my stomach and leaked a string onto the sheet. She fucked me like she was finishing a sentence she had started months ago. Skin slapped. Wet sounds filled the room. I pushed back onto her because pride had nowhere left to stand.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Your hole. Your locked man with nothing on him. A slut for your strap.”

“Again.”

“Your slut. Your bitch. Please fuck my ass harder.”

She did. Harder. The headboard knocked. My hands stayed flat. She reached under and closed her fist around my cock at last, stroked once, twice, mean and exact, and my orgasm slammed up so fast I shouted.

She let go at the crest.

Left me thrusting at air. Cum spilled out of me in weak, ruined pulses, smearing the sheet while the strap kept pounding my ass through it. The climax broke wrong. Empty. Humiliating. My dick jerked and leaked and got nothing back.

“Look at that,” she said. “Ruined on purpose. Dripping like a broken toy. Say thank you.”

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you for wasting it. Fuck. Please.”

“Please what. You already came.”

“Please keep fucking me. Please use the mess. I can still take it. I need to be emptied right.”

She slowed, then drove deep again. “Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.”

“All of it.”

“My cock. My ass. My mouth. Mine is a word that belongs to you.”

“Better.” She pulled out, flipped me onto my back with one shove, hooked my knees up, and pushed back into my asshole in one go. My ruined prick lay wet on my belly. She wrapped her hand around it again, slower now, while she fucked me open and watched my face.

“Ordinary finish,” she said. “No steel. No theater. You come because I am in you and I decide the drain is open.”

“Yes. Please. I am close again. It hurts in a good way. Do not stop.”

“Beg like an adult, Owen.”

“Fuck my ass until I come. Stroke me. Make me spend for you with nothing locked. I want it. I hate how much I want it. Please let me finish.”

She stroked. She thrust. The taste of my own breath went metallic. Her scent filled my nose, sweat and cunt heat under the leather smell of the harness. My second climax rose clean and stupid. She did not pull away this time. She worked me through it while she buried the strap in my hole, and I came hard across my stomach in thick ropes, shaking, making raw sounds I did not choose. It wrung me out. Good. Ordinary. Complete. My balls ached. My ass clenched around her. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the pillow.

She fucked me through the last spasms, then stopped deep and looked down at the mess on my skin.

“There,” she said. “Out. Done.”

I could not speak. She eased free. My hole stayed open a second, then fluttered shut. She unbuckled the strap, wiped her hands on my thigh, and stood.

“Season is over,” she said.

The words hit late.

“What.”

“Over. Six days early. I am done with the calendar you kept like a prayer.” She picked up the key, walked to the brass hook by the door, and hung it there in front of me. It turned once on the chain and went still. She did not put the steel back on me. She left it on the wood where it sat like a stopped clock.

“You said ninety-one.”

“I said ninety-one. I also said the season ends when I decide. Today I decide.” She glanced at my bare cock, soft now, wet, marked by her hand. “You are unlocked. You may touch yourself if you want. You may not touch the key. Looking is still free. That part does not change.”

“Ines.”

She held up a finger. I shut my mouth. One use of her name was already theft.

“I am going to make coffee,” she said. “You will lie there twenty minutes in a body that is finally yours. Feel the air on it. Feel how loud your pulse is without metal. Then you may get up.”

She left. Floorboards. Kitchen sounds. Water. The grind of beans. Coffee scent drifted back, dark and bitter, cutting through the smell of sex and lube.

I lay there.

Twenty minutes is a long time with a free dick and no rule telling you what to do with it. The sheet stuck to the drying cum on my stomach. My asshole throbbed, used and sore. The steel on the nightstand held the room’s attention even empty. The key hung on the hook at eye height. I looked. I did not reach. Pride went looking in my chest for a joke, a bargain, a tall sentence. It found nothing. Only the fact of bare skin and a finished season I had not agreed to end.

I got up when the time felt true. I wiped my stomach with the towel. I pulled on soft pants and nothing else. Cold floor. Hall. Lakeside door.

Outside, frost still held the dock boards. I walked the path barefoot. Cold bit my soles. Wind off the water tasted clean and thin. No weight between my legs but cloth. The missing steel made every step too light, like I might float off the boards and into a life I no longer knew how to run.

She stood at the end by the water with a mug in both hands. Steam rose. She had a coat on. She looked at the lake first, then at me.

I stopped a pace away. Frost under my feet. My mouth dry.

“I am asking sober,” I said. “By name. With no list in front of me.”

She waited.

“Ines. Lock me again.”

Wind moved the steam. Ice ticked somewhere along the shore. She did not speak. She watched me over the rim of the mug, calm, amused, under no debt to any line I had written a year ago and none to the six days sitting on a calendar that no longer owned either of us.

I stayed on the frost and held the ask in my open hands. Nothing owed. Nothing promised back. The word lock sat between us like a new vow with no paper under it. Her silence was the first free ground I had stood on since September, and I would wait here as long as she let the cold teach me what wanting without a countdown meant.


Chapter 10: No Season At All

She drank from the mug and set it against her coat.

“Yes,” Ines said. “I will lock you again. On my terms. Not on any calendar you keep in your head.”

Frost burned the soles of my feet. My cock hung free under the soft pants, soft and cold and stupid with relief it did not earn.

“Say what you heard,” she said.

“You will lock me again. On your terms.”

“Good. Inside.”

I followed her off the dock. The boards knocked under bare feet. Lake air cut my chest. In the house the warmth hit like a hand. She did not look back. Hall. Study door. She pointed at the floor by the desk.

“Kneel. Hands on your thighs. Look at the page when I open it.”

I knelt. Soft pants only. No cage. My cock lay against the cloth, half awake from the cold walk and the word lock. She took the black fountain pen from her side of the desk. She did not offer it. She never would again. The grey notebook came out of the drawer. She opened it. Behind her shoulder the lake went grey through the window, flat and hard, ice light on the glass.

The pen scratched. Short. Final.

“Six days left on your old clock,” she said. “I void them. Aloud. Day eighty-five through day ninety are nothing. They do not buy you a key. They do not buy you a vote. They do not buy you a release. Hear it.”

“I hear it.”

“Say it back.”

“The six leftover days are nothing. They buy me nothing.”

She set the torn thirteenth line on the desk beside the open notebook. The scrap held my handwriting from the morning I tried to force an ending. The bolt cutters lay next to it, jaws open, dead metal. She tapped the cutters once with the pen.

“These stay here as trash. You do not pick them up. You do not invent a thirteenth line again. The season I closed early stays closed. What comes next is not a season.”

“Yes, Ines.”

She turned a page. The lake dulled behind her. Pen ink smelled sharp and wet. She wrote nothing for a breath. Then she looked past me toward the window.

“You are staring at the glass,” she said. “Stand up.”

I stood. My feet ached. She walked me to the window by the shoulder and put my palms on the cold pane. Grey water. Bare trees. My breath fogged a circle.

“Still bare,” she said. “Still cage-free. You do not get to petition. You do not get to ask for the lock again until I am done using what I unlocked.”

“I was not going to…”

“Quiet.”

She shoved the soft pants down. They dropped to my ankles. Cold glass under my hands. Warm wife behind me. Her coat brushed my back, then left my skin. Her zip ran down behind me. Fingers wrapped my cock from behind, dry and sure, and I jerked against the pane.

“Already thick,” she said. “Of course you are. Free meat thinks it is special.”

“Ines…”

“Hush. Push your ass back.”

I did. She guided the head of my cock between her legs. Wet heat. She was ready without a speech. She sank onto me in one hard slide until her cunt had all of me and her hips slapped my ass. The glass slicked under my palms. My asshole ached from the strap, and now I was buried in her, raw, nothing between us but heat.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck, you feel…”

“I feel like the woman who owns you. Hold the glass. Do not come until I say you can, and then come when I say you must.”

She fucked herself on my cock in short mean strokes. Wet sounds. Skin. The window frame dug into my fingers. My balls tightened too fast. Eighty-four days of steel had made free fucking feel like drowning.

“Please,” I said. “I am close.”

“Then be close. I did not say stop.”

She reached around and gripped the base of my cock while she kept riding. Her cunt squeezed. I broke.

“Coming, Ines, I am…”

“Come.”

I came hard into her, stupid and loud, hips jerking against the glass. Cum pumped out of me in thick pulses. She did not stop. She kept fucking through it, using the mess, keeping me inside while I whimpered.

“Again,” she said.

“I cannot…”

“You can. Stay hard for me. Beg for the second one like a man who asked to be locked and got bent over a window instead.”

“Please make me come again. Please use my cock. Please, Ines, fuck it out of me.”

She laughed once, quiet, and took me deeper. Her clit rubbed my shaft on each stroke. My free dick was too loud, too bare, every vein stupid with blood. She pinched my nipple and twisted.

“Who gets your cum?”

“You. Only you.”

“Then give it.”

The second orgasm tore out of me with almost nothing left. My knees buckled. She held my hip and kept me in her while I spilled again, thinner, shaking, forehead on cold glass. Grey lake. Grey sky. Her cunt wet with both loads.

“Third,” she said.

“Ines, I will fall…”

“Then fall on my cock. Stay in me.”

She shoved me harder into the pane and rode the oversensitive head until I cried out and came a third time in weak spurts that hurt. No count she cared about. No Sunday between them. Just her hips and my ruined free cock and the sound of wet skin.

She pulled off. Cum ran down my thigh. She wiped her cunt with two fingers and put them in my mouth.

“Clean.”

I sucked. Salt. Her. Me.

“Good,” she said. “Pull your pants up. Leave the mess on your skin.”

I dragged the soft pants over the slick. My dick was soft and sore and free. She put her coat back on and walked to the dresser in the bedroom. I followed because she did not tell me not to.

The autumn envelope sat sealed where it had sat for months. She did not touch it.

“That stays shut,” she said. “My choice. Not a prize. Lars gets the overlays you already sent and nothing else from this house. The firm ends at the work. This marriage does not run on his packet.”

“I understand.”

“Go shower. Do not touch your cock to wash it. Water only. Then coffee. Then live the days I voided as ordinary days under my roof.”

I did. The days moved. Drawings. Sleep. Kneeling for coffee. She let my cock stay bare under clothes like a joke she was still telling. The empty cage watched from the nightstand. The key hung on the brass hook at eye height. I looked. I did not touch. I did not ask for the lock again.

On the morning the old clock would have called day ninety-one, she called me to the study. Lake light again, harder, winter in it. She opened the grey notebook to the first page. My twelve numbered lines sat there in my drunk hand from a year ago.

“Watch,” she said.

She picked up the black fountain pen. She drew a line through the first. Then the second. Then each one after, first to last, twelve strikes, slow enough to count every scratch of the nib. Ink cut my old wants into dead marks.

“Read what I just killed,” she said.

“All twelve lines. Crossed out.”

“Now watch what I write.”

She turned to a clean page. The pen moved. When she stopped she turned the notebook toward me on the desk.

“Read Rule Thirteen aloud. Do not sign it. You do not author this.”

I read.

“Rule Thirteen. No season. No Sundays. No date. No list. The key is Ines’s. Rules are written when she decides.”

“Again.”

“Rule Thirteen. No season. No Sundays. No date. No list. The key is Ines’s. Rules are written when she decides.”

She lifted the cage key off the brass hook. She threaded it onto the chain and put the chain over her head. The key settled at her throat under her shirt, warm already from her skin. Then she picked up the empty cage from the nightstand and held it out on her palm.

“Drop the pants.”

I did. Cold air on my cock. She fitted the cage the way she poured coffee. Steel closed. Lock clicked. The key at her throat knocked against her collarbone when she moved.

“Thank it,” she said.

“Thank you for the cage.”

“Thank me.”

“Thank you, Ines.”

The phone rang in the kitchen. She left me caged and barefoot and went to answer. Her voice carried.

“Marit. Yes. Morning.”

A pause. Marit’s voice, distant, asking something warm and blunt.

“How it ended,” Ines said. She looked at me through the doorway while she spoke. “It didn’t. There is no end date. He is locked. I am keeping him.”

Another pause. Soft laughter on the line. Ines smiled without showing teeth.

“I will tell him you asked. No. No dinner this week. I have what I want at home.”

She hung up. Came back. Touched the key through her shirt once, idle.

“Marit wanted the story of the season,” she said. “I told her the truth. Go about your day.”

Night came. We ate. She read. I washed the plates. In bed she pointed at her side of the mattress.

“On my half. Hands above the covers. Palms up.”

I lay there. Cage heavy between my legs. Familiar ache. The pen went back into her drawer. The notebook lay closed on the desk with one clean page under Rule Thirteen and no countdown written anywhere.

“Ines,” I said into the dark. “Please. Unlock me tonight.”

“No.”

She said it soft. Final. No speech after. Her breathing evened. My hands stayed above the covers where she put them. Steel held my cock. The key held her throat. Outside the lake ice made a thin tick against the shore, and I slept married to the woman who held the key, with nothing left on the clock but her.


THE END
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