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Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up this collection 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.

If you want more after this one, Kidnapped by Mistress is where I would send you next.

Read Kidnapped by Mistress on Amazon

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

Enjoy the stories. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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She Locks His Cock and Keeps the Key Between Her Breasts — Femdom Chastity Keyholder

The street outside was still dark, and the bakery held the early quiet I liked. The ovens had not found their voice yet. I tied my apron and washed my hands, thirty-one and still glad to be the first one in. A slab of butter sat on the bench, cold enough that my thumb left only a dull print. It barely gave. The dough from the night before waited under a cloth, pale and a little tight from the chill, and I turned it out and folded the butter into it the way I always did. I pressed the seam until it took, then turned the whole mass and folded again.

You can feel when the butter is about to break through the dough. You ease off. You let the dough do the holding, and that was the part I never admitted I liked. I was proud of the croissants when they came out right, but the holding was what I trusted. A thing stayed where you put it if you had done the work. If you rushed, the morning came apart in flakes of butter on the bench. The funny part was the street still black beyond the glass. I could give a dough that kind of attention all morning, and still not know how to ask for one thing I wanted once the apron came off.

The bench had flour worked into its scars, and the scraper left a clean path when I drew it through. I liked that soft scrape, and the way the dough went smooth where I had worried it. The ovens were coming up to heat, and they ticked as the metal woke. The air over the doors began to shimmer, and the night smell of cold stone and yeast left the room. It took on the warmer smell I trusted. I cut the dough and shaped the croissants, tucking each tip under so it would not spring open and show the butter. I laid them on the trays, slid the first ones into the ovens, and shut the doors with my hip.

Heat rolled out and caught me across the apron, and I listened until the ovens settled. Then I went to the cake on the back counter. It sat naked there, a birthday cake waiting for a name. The order slip was smudged with a thumbprint and a little butter. I read the name until I was sure of it, filled a bag, and wrote it in a steady line. I was careful with the last letter, because my hand had started to want to hurry. I piped a small border, set the slip aside, and turned for an empty tray.

The rack was closer than I thought, and the rim caught my forearm. I hissed. It was a quick mean kiss of metal that had been living over the heat. I set the tray down harder than I meant, and the burn was new and bright. A red stripe sat just above the wrist, and it tightened while I looked at it. I ran cold water over it until my fingers hurt from the cold instead. I told myself I would remember the rack next time, which was what I always told myself. Flour found the wet place and stung, so I wiped it on my apron and kept going. The ovens do not pause for a forearm.

When the croissants came out, they smelled like the reason for the dark street and the early apron. I ate one standing at the bench, too hot, and I scorched my tongue and did not mind. Butter slicked my lip. I boxed the cake and wrote the name again on the lid, in the plain hand I keep for slips. Then I wiped the bench, slow, the way you do when the first rush is done. The room belonged to me for a minute, and another hunger sat under the ordinary one. I felt it. I did not name it, and I went on with the morning, because there were more trays after that. The burn nagged under my sleeve every time I reached. I let it.

❦

Monday, with her gallery shut, I came home still smelling of sugar and hot butter. The burn pulled when I bent my wrist to get the key in the door. Nadine was in the hallway with a framed print, thirty-three and already winning an argument with the wall. She moved it a finger’s width with one fingertip, and the rest of the wall was already straight. She had her hair pinned up, and she wore a soft shirt with the cuffs turned back. She had that look of private satisfaction she got when a thing had finally agreed with her.

“There,” she said.

I stopped. The bag hung in my hand, and the sight of her pleased with a finger’s width of wall still did something foolish to my chest. The print was a photograph of a river in winter, black water and a pale bank, nothing sweet about it. That was very Nadine. She cared about the pause a person made in front of a thing, and I cared, just then, about the way her fingertip left the frame. The wall had been corrected, and it could be trusted.

“You’re going to argue with that wall until it gives in,” I said.

She looked over her shoulder, and her mouth did the small thing it did when she was amused and not ready to hand the amusement over. “It was leaning. You would have walked past it forever and called it fine.”

“I walk past a lot of things.”

“I know you do.” She came closer. She tipped her face toward my collar, not quite touching me, close enough that I felt the warmth of her. “You smell like somebody’s birthday.”

“Sugar, and a bad decision with a hot rack.” I turned my arm so she could see the stripe. “I wrote a name on a cake for a person I’ll never meet, and then I tried to set myself on fire. I mostly failed.”

She laughed, low and easy, the laugh that lived in her chest. “Whose birthday?”

“No idea. The slip said the name and not a thing else. I piped it and boxed it and let it go out into a day I’m not invited to.”

“Very generous of you.”

“I’m a saint of butter.”

She laughed again, and her hand hovered near the burn and did not quite land. That was Nadine all over, attentive and unwilling to fuss if I had not asked for fuss. “Put something on that before it sulks.”

“I will.”

My eyes went where they had been going for a long time, to the thin gold chain at her throat. Nothing hung on it. It had been empty for years, a fine line against her skin, and she wore that emptiness the way she wore her other quiet choices, as if it were finished on purpose. I looked away. I did not want her to catch me staring at her collarbone like a man with a question he had not earned the right to ask. She had already turned back to the print, one fingertip checking the corner, pleased and done with me for the moment.

I told her I was getting the salve, which was true enough that it did not feel like a lie until I passed the kitchen. I stopped at the pantry. The old flour tin sat on the top shelf, a little crooked, the way I left it and then disliked myself for leaving it. Nadine never baked at home. When we had first put the shelves up, she had said home was where other people fed you. She had smiled. I had laughed. The tin had stayed up there like a closed mouth, and I was the only one who took it down.

I lifted it with both hands. It was too light for flour, and it was not flour. Inside, wrapped in a folded cloth, was the small steel cage, and beside it the one key. I stood in the narrow kitchen with the tin open, and the hallway still held the sound of Nadine moving a frame. The old heat came up under my ribs, ridiculous and familiar. The steel was cool under my finger, and my face was already warm.

The cage had come home with me in the winter I was twenty-eight and took the morning bench as mine. After the last tray I used to sit in the back while the ovens ticked themselves cool, the steel in my palm. I felt like a fool, and like a man who had finally told himself the truth in the only language he could stand. There was no one in that quiet to hand anything to. What I wanted was simple, and it was hard to say even to myself. I wanted someone else to hold the end of it. I wanted my cock, and the moment I was allowed to come, to belong to another person’s decision, not to my own hand getting bored or lonely or simply done with waiting. I never said that out loud. I locked myself on the nights the want got loud, and I set the key on the steel table where I could see it and pretend it had an owner who was not me. Then I unlocked. Pretending only lasts until morning, and the hand on the key was still mine.

After the wedding I should have thrown it out. I knew that the way you know a thing and keep not doing it. Instead the cage moved into the flour tin, and the tin went to the top pantry shelf, because Nadine never opened it and Nadine never baked. I touched the steel again. It was cool. I was ashamed of how much I still wanted it, a married man hiding a wish in a tin his wife had no reason to open. The shame did not make the want any smaller. It never had.

I put the cloth back over it, set the tin on the shelf, and left it crooked. A straight tin would have looked like intent, and a crooked one looked like nothing. It was a stupid theory. I held it anyway.

She came into the kitchen while I was at the sink with the salve, and she reached into the pantry for tea. I heard the small scrape of metal on the shelf. I did not turn around. My ears went hot before she spoke, which is what a crooked tin can do to a man who has earned the heat in his face.

“There,” she said, satisfied and exact, the same word as in the hallway. I knew the gesture without looking. One fingertip, squaring what I had left wrong. “You never bake here.”

“Home is for eating,” I said. It came out almost ordinary. My face was hot, and I was glad of the running tap and a reason to keep my head down over my own arm.

She laughed. “That’s my line. You stole it.”

“It’s a good line.”

“It is.” She set the kettle on, easy in the narrow kitchen, one palm on the butcher-block counter as she reached for mugs. White cards sat under the fridge magnets, written in her neat gallery-label hand, short rules for a room that was not this one. She flicked the corner of one with a nail. “You all right? You’re pink.”

“Burn,” I said, which was a piece of the truth and not the piece that mattered.

She made a small sympathetic sound and did not push. That was her. She noticed the pink and let you keep whatever you were not handing over, and I loved her for it. I was also so tired of being the only one who knew what lived on that shelf that my hand slipped on the cap. The salve was slick on my fingers.

We drank the tea at the table, and she told me about a show she was going to hang. The paintings needed a long wooden bench under them, so people would sit and stay instead of drifting past as if the room were only a hallway. She had not finished the wall label. A blank card lay by her mug, and she tapped it with one finger, already unhappy with a sentence she had not written yet.

“The bench is the easy part,” she said. “You give people a place to sit and they stay. The label fights me. I still can’t leave a sentence alone once I’ve written it.”

“The bench sounds right,” I said, and it did. She had a gift for making a person stop. She said the label had to be printed and hung before anyone sat, or the bench would just be a bench. I told her people would sit anyway if the pictures asked them to, and she looked at me like I had said something almost useful, and she smiled into her mug. I looked at her chain while she did it, at the empty gold and the small shadow it laid on her skin. I swallowed tea that was too hot and called the wince nothing.

❦

My day off, the apartment was empty. Nadine had gone to meet the man who built the benches for the gallery, and she had kissed my cheek and told me not to spend the day being useful. She went. The rooms went quiet the way they did when her coat was off the hook.

I wiped the butcher-block counter of a crumb that was not there. Then I took the flour tin down and laid the cage out, and the key beside it. The steel looked small and almost polite in the daylight, which was the worst thing about it. I set my palms on the wood and breathed. The want came up as heat low in my belly, a pull behind my cock, and my balls drew tight, as if they already knew the shape of the afternoon.

I undid my belt, pushed my jeans down, and took my cock in my hand. I was half hard already. Standing there with the cage and the key laid out beside my hip finished the job, and the counter was cool against me. I shut my eyes and stroked myself slowly, thumb over the head, loose and then tighter when my hips asked. I did not pick up the key. In my head I put it in Nadine’s closed hand, her fist around it, her face calm the way it was when a thing had been put right. My cock thickened. I was hard enough that my hand had to work for the stroke, the head wet, my balls tight and full. I stroked from the base up, and each stroke pulled my balls up without my say. My ass tightened as I bent over the wood. I rocked my hips into my fist and felt my belly flutter, and my ass clenched again when I thought of her fingers closing.

I thought of the empty chain, and of the key lying where it vanished between her breasts, warm and hers. The thought nearly took my knees. The shame stood right beside the heat. I stood in my own kitchen with my cock in my fist, flush all the way up my throat, over a little piece of steel and the idea of my wife’s fingers. I could not have stopped if the building had caught. My hand moved faster, wet at the tip, loud in the quiet. My thighs shook. I held the picture of her closed hand, the key gone from me, and that was the picture that tipped me.

“Nadine,” I said, under my breath.

I came into my own hand, hard, spilling over my fingers and onto the counter. My cock jerked in thick pulses. My balls clenched. My legs went soft, and I stroked until it tipped into too much, and then I just breathed, messy and briefly light, one palm braced on the wood so I would not fold.

I cleaned my hand and waited until I was soft. Then I fitted the cage. Cool steel. My fingers guided my cock into it and settled my balls so nothing pinched. I pressed the lock shut. The click went through me, small and final. I tugged. It held. The key stayed on the butcher block, and I left it there all afternoon, pretending it was closed in her hand while I sat on the living room rug and failed to read. I did not touch it. Touching it would have made it mine again.

❦

The light had gone thin over the counter. I unlocked, because she would be home, and I had never yet let her find me like that. My cock stirred as the steel came off, useless and interested. I washed the cage, dried it, and put the key in the cloth. I set the tin back on the top shelf, a little crooked, the way you do when you are not ready to call a thing decided.

❦

I came home with the morning still in my clothes, and I took the tin down and did not touch myself. She would be late, hanging the new show, staying until the walls were right. I carried the cage to the bedroom and set it on her pillow, with the key in the lock, plain steel on the cloth she slept on. The weeks between had kept the same shape. Dark mornings, butter and trays, and the burn faded to a pale mark. She still moved a print a finger’s width and said there, pleased, and she teased me about sugar, and she squared the tin, and she did not know what I was keeping. On my days off I locked myself and left the key on the counter. I pretended. Then I took it off before she came home, and the taking off got harder to call sense. I was tired of a want that only got to be true in an empty room.

I found a blank order slip in my jacket and wrote on the back, in the hand I used for other people’s names. I wrote that I wanted her to keep the key. I wrote that she could put all of it back in the tin and we would never speak of it, if that was what she chose. I wrote that I was sorry to leave it on a pillow instead of saying it to her face. I folded the note and set it beside the cage. I left the lamp off. Turning it on was hers.

In the kitchen I made tea and sat at the table with the mug in both hands. It warmed them and then it did not, and I held it anyway. The apartment made its small noises, the fridge and a pipe, nothing that was her. The mug left a ring I did not wipe. I kept listening for the stair, and for her particular step, heavier when she had been on her feet hanging work. I got as far as the hall, ready to take the cage back and go on being a man with a tin, and I made myself sit again. I was done living as if the key had no one to belong to but me. The evening stretched out, and the tea went cold, and I did not get up to pour it out.

I heard the front door open. Her keys. The ordinary sound of her coming home. Her steps went down the hall to the bedroom and stopped. I held still. My heart sat up in my throat. The steps came back, toward the kitchen.

❦

Nadine stood in the kitchen doorway with the small steel cage in one hand and my note in the other. She was late, still dressed from hanging the new show, one strand of hair loose by her ear. The key was caught in the ring of the cage. I sat at the table with a mug of tea gone cold between my palms. I had not moved.

“You’re home,” I said.

She came in and sat across from me. No rush. She set the cage in the middle of the table, set the note beside it, and smoothed the paper with two fingers, calm as she is with a label. Then she read it out loud, steady as a wall card.

“I’ve wanted this since before I met you.”

My face went hot to my ears. Under the table my cock got hard while she was still on that line. It lay thick against my thigh. I shifted, and that only made it worse. She watched my hips.

“You’re hard under there,” she said. “The table isn’t hiding it. Your face told on you first, and your hips are finishing the job.”

“I’m a bad liar,” I said. “The tea’s cold, so that excuse is dead too.”

She read the rest in the same even voice. “I want you to keep the key. I want your rules. Or put all of it back in the tin, and we never speak of it, if that’s what you choose. I’m sorry I left it on a pillow instead of saying it to your face.” She tapped the paper. “You left that on the pillow and came in here to wait.”

She sat back. The cage stayed between us, plain steel, not going anywhere.

“I’ve hung stranger things than this on a white wall,” she said.

I didn’t have a joke for that.

“How long?” she asked.

“Since before you,” I said. “The year I took the dawn shift, I bought the cage on my way home from work. I’d burned my forearm on a rack that morning and stood in the walk-in with butter still on my hands, wanting somebody else to hold the key. I didn’t have you yet. It sat in a drawer by the bed, and after the wedding I hid it in the flour tin, where you’d never look.”

“How often?”

“Not on work nights. I’m up before the ovens are kind, and by the time I get home I’ve lost my nerve along with my energy. On my days off. That’s when I can’t leave it alone.”

“Where do you keep it, on those days?”

“The old flour tin, top pantry shelf. Cage and key under the lid, like a bake we never do. Today I took them out and put the cage and the note on your pillow, because another week of only thinking about it was going to finish me. The tin’s empty now.”

“And what do you picture, when you take it down?”

My cock jumped at the question, a helpless throb, and I gripped the chair. She saw the grip.

“You,” I said. “With the key. My cock locked, and you deciding when it comes out. On my days off I hold the cage and stroke myself until I come, thinking about you watching me, and about a day when I won’t be allowed to touch it. Sometimes I don’t even lock it on. I just spill over my own fingers. That’s the picture. It isn’t clever.”

“I can use plain,” she said.

Her hands rested on the table.

“If you say yes, I hold the key,” she said. “If you don’t, it goes back in the flour tin tonight, and nothing between us changes. We still eat. We still sleep in the same bed. You still come home with butter on your sleeve and burns on your arms, and I still hang the show.”

“I hear you,” I said.

“Last thing, then you answer.” She held my eyes. “The stop word is easel. Any time you say easel, I unlock you. No questions. I don’t make you explain it, and I don’t make you wait.”

“Easel,” I said, so she’d know I had it. “If I say easel, you unlock me. I have it.”

“You do,” she said. She waited. The tea was cold. I was sober, nothing in me but the kitchen light and the want I had finally put on the table.

“Yes,” I said. “I want this. I’m asking you to hold the key. I want your rules, Nadine, and I’ll follow them. That’s my yes, out loud, sober, and mine.”

She stood and picked up the cage, and the key clicked against the steel in her palm.

“Rule one,” she said. “The key lives on me.”

My cock ached in my pants at that, hard before I could answer. My body had signed ahead of my mouth.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Leave the tea.”

I left it and followed her. I walked careful, because I was too hard to pretend otherwise.

❦

The lamp was on. She had left it on, wanting the room honest. I stopped at the switch. My hand went up.

“Not with the lamp on,” I said. “I can’t do it with you seeing every stupid thing my body does.”

She didn’t touch me. She stood there until I looked at her.

“Easel, or nerves?”

“Nerves,” I said. “It’s not easel. I’m just scared of the light. Yes, leave it on.”

She took my hand off the switch and set it back at my side. The lamp stayed on. Yellow light sat on the bed, on the rug, and on the thin gold chain, empty at her throat.

“Undress where I can see you,” she said. “All of it. I want the cock I’m going to lock, and I want it in this light.”

I took my shirt off. The burns on my forearms looked pink and mine. Then the pants, then the rest. I stood there with my cock out, hard, the head already wet, balls drawn tight. Nerves and want were the same heat. I reached for the joke I use when I’m nervous.

“Sorry,” I said. “My cock didn’t get the memo to wait.”

Her mouth moved. Almost a laugh.

“Look at you leaking for me,” she said, quiet, “and I haven’t even touched it.”

I didn’t cover myself. I didn’t look away.

“Honest,” she said.

That word went through me like heat from an open oven. My cock jerked. A fresh drop welled at the tip. I had to lock my knees. She saw it, all of it.

She set the cage on the nightstand and undressed without a show. Then she was bare. Breasts full, nipples tight, cunt already shiny when she shifted her weight. She got on the bed.

“On your back.”

I lay down. The sheet was cool under my ass, and then it wasn’t. She swung a leg over and settled above my hips, close enough that I felt the heat off her. Not on my cock yet. Her hand came down on my chest and pushed. I stayed where she put me.

“One last time before I put it away,” she said.

She took my cock in her hand, fit the wet head to her hole, and sank down on me slow. The head pushed into her cunt. She was hot and slick and tight around me. She took me in a little at a time, breathing through it, until her ass settled on my thighs and I was buried to the balls. Her clit pressed where we joined. A rough noise left my throat. She kept that hand on my chest.

“Stay in,” she said. “Don’t chase it. I’ll move.”

She rode me slow. A long roll, her cunt dragging up my cock and taking it back down, wet enough that I heard it in the quiet room. The empty chain swung against her breasts. I watched her face because the lamp made me, and because I wanted to. Her eyes were half shut and still exact. She looked like she was finding a spot on a wall and would not move until she had it.

“Hold my ass,” she said. “That’s all. No thrusting until I tell you.”

I held her ass, warm in my hands, and I did not thrust. It cost me. Every time she sank, my cock throbbed in her. All I could think about was oven heat, and butter, and dough giving when it’s ready. She ground a little at the bottom, clit rubbing me, and a small pleased sound left her.

“Tell me what you feel,” she said. “Out loud.”

“Your cunt,” I said. “Hot and tight. You’re so wet it’s on my balls. I want to come, and I’m not going to, because you didn’t say I could.”

“There.”

My cock kicked inside her, hard enough that she felt it. Her mouth curved.

Then she stopped being slow. She rose and came down harder, fucking herself on me. The bed answered, her breasts moved, and the chain ticked her skin. I held her ass and let her use me. She stayed flushed and open-mouthed and watching, calm in the middle of it, and that calm made my cock throb worse. I said her name. She didn’t stop me. She just kept on, harder, until each stroke ended with her ground down, clit mashed to me, my cock as deep as it would go.

“Nadine,” I said, “if you stay like this I’m going to come in you.”

“Not in me.” Her hand left my chest. She rubbed her clit with two fingers while she rode, quick and sure. She quit the long strokes and just ground, small hard circles, holding me deep in her cunt. “You stay hard. You don’t spill. Not yet.”

I held still. Her cunt squeezed. The wet on her fingers mixed with how wet I was inside her. I looked at her. I wasn’t going to look away. She came grinding down. I felt it start, a tight pulse of her cunt around my cock, then another, harder. Her thighs shook on my sides. A low broken breath left her while she kept her fingers moving and kept me buried. She rode it out on me, grinding, until the pulses eased and she was just full of me, breathing, sweat at her throat. The calm was already back in her face.

“That’s what I wanted from you,” she said.

She climbed off, and the slide of her leaving almost ended me. My cock slapped wet against my stomach, still rigid, shining with her. She knelt beside me and wrapped that wet hand around me.

“Now you come on me,” she said. “Belly and breasts. I want to see it, and I want you to see it.”

She stroked, firm, base to head, her thumb smearing her slick and my leak into one heat. It took me fast. I lifted into her fist. She allowed it, because this was the end she had set. She watched my cock. She watched my mouth.

“Say whose it is.”

“Yours,” I said. “Nadine, it’s yours. I’m coming.”

I came hard, and cum shot across her belly, thick and hot, and she kept stroking. The next pulse hit the underside of her breast. Another striped her skin while I groaned and shook and gave her the rest. She worked me through it until I was empty. Cum shone on her belly and on her breasts in the lamp, plain and filthy and exactly where she had asked for it.

“Look at that,” she said. She didn’t wipe it off.

I went soft in her hand, fast, spent, too sensitive. She didn’t mock it. She took the cage from the nightstand and fitted it while I was soft. The ring first, then the cage. Her fingers tucked my cock in and made room for my balls, snug and exact. It was cold for a second. Then it just held me. The lock clicked. I felt it in the steel and in my skin.

Easel came up on my tongue at that click. I could have said it. She would have unlocked me with no questions, and the cage would have gone back in the flour tin. Nothing between us would have changed. I left it on my tongue. I wanted the lock.

She threaded the key onto the thin gold chain that had hung empty on her for years. It slid down and settled between her breasts, against skin that still wore my cum.

She tapped the steel with one fingernail.

“That’s rule one,” she said. “You get a new one every week.”

❦

I bent to the deck oven with a tray of croissants, and the steel got there before the heat did. Every low fold put the cage up under my apron, right into my cock and against my balls. The croissants had proofed the way I like, with butter in thin gold layers at the cut edge. I stayed bent a second past the job, because standing up fast made the press worse. I shut the door. Heat rolled off the glass and sat on my face. Under the apron my cock tried to swell, met the bars, and stayed there, aching.

It went like that the whole shift. At the bench I piped frosting and tried to keep my eye on the tip of the bag. I watched the little ridges, and I waited on the butter to set before the sugar went dull. It didn’t take. All I could see was the thin gold chain, and the key on it, down between her breasts, warm from her skin. I’d handed her that key. She’d threaded it herself and called it rule one. Then she went to work like a woman who had put a painting where it belonged. There. I piped a rosette that looked drunk, scraped it, and started over. My cock leaked a little into my shorts while I did it. I laughed under my breath, a man over pastry, half ruined by a key he couldn’t even see.

❦

A week later, flour sat in the creases of my wrists, and the old oven burns itched on my forearms. I opened the fridge because my hands still wanted a job. Cold air hit my face. A white card sat under a magnet, in her neat gallery-label hand, the hand that keeps a thing where she put it.

Rule two. I come first, always, and you ask before you touch me.

I read it twice. My cock pushed at the cage like the card had spoken. I shut the door. From the living room a page turned.

Nadine was on the couch with her book, one leg tucked under her. The chain just showed at the open neck of her shirt. The key sat where it sat now. She didn’t look up.

“You saw it,” she said.

“I saw it.”

“And?”

My face went hot. “I want to touch you.”

She looked at me then, calm, the way she checks a frame. “That’s not a sentence, Miles. The card says you ask. Ask.”

I swallowed. The steel was tight, and butter still lived in my sleeves. “I’ve been thinking about you all shift. I want to put my hands on you. Please.”

“No.” She said it small and finished. “Not with your hands. Ask for the thing you’re actually going to get.”

She waited. She always waits, and the waiting is what gets me.

“Can I use my mouth on you?” I said. “I want to taste your cunt. I want you to come first. I know that’s the rule, and I want it anyway. Please let me.”

One corner of her mouth moved. “Yes.”

The word landed in me, and my cock swelled so hard against the bars that a noise got out of me. She saw it. Her eyes dropped to the front of my pants and came back up. She set the book face-down on the cushion.

“There,” she said, almost to the room. She stood.

I followed her toward the rug with the shift still on me, butter and oven heat and sweat.

“No,” I said. “Not before a shower. I smell like butter and the ovens.”

“Easel, or nerves?”

“Nerves,” I said. “Go on.”

Her hand closed on my wrist, light and exact, and she turned me to face the rug.

“I like you exactly like that,” she said. She pointed at the rug. “On your back.”

I went down. The rug was rough through my shirt. Down the hall the bedroom lamp was on, and it threw a warm edge of light across the floor. She stood over me and looked. I looked back. My hands stayed flat on the rug.

“Shirt stays on you,” she said. “Pants off. Hands stay where they are. If you reach, I get up. Say it back.”

“Shirt stays. Hands stay. If I reach, you get up.”

“Close enough.” She unbuttoned her pants and pushed them down with her underwear, and she stepped out of both. That was all she took off. Her shirt hung open at the throat. The chain ran into the shadow between her breasts, and the key flashed when she moved.

She swung a leg over my head and came down. Her cunt met my mouth, warm and already wet, and the smell of her cut straight through the butter on me.

Too fast.

“You’re chasing,” she said. “Your mouth went greedy the second I sat. Say it.”

“I’m chasing,” I said. “I’ve wanted your cunt since the first tray, and I can’t slow my tongue on my own.”

“Then don’t try to run it. I run it.”

She didn’t lift off. She just sat a little heavier.

“Slow,” she said. “You were going to rush. Don’t.”

I stopped. I flattened my tongue and licked her from the bottom of her cunt up over her clit, and I tasted her properly. It was salt and sweet and her. She let out a breath that wasn’t quite a laugh.

“Better.”

That one word went through my stomach. My hips jerked, and the cage held. A clear drop leaked out of my cock and landed hot on my skin. She hadn’t looked down yet.

“You feel the key?” she said.

It swung when she leaned forward. It left the warmth between her breasts and tapped my forehead, a small cold touch, then swung off and came back.

“Yes.”

“That’s where it lives. You don’t get it. You get this.” She rolled her hips, slow, and ground her clit on my tongue. “Say it out loud. What are you tasting.”

“You,” I said. She lifted just enough that the word came clear. “I taste your cunt. You’re wet, and you taste like you wanted this before I walked in.”

“I did.” She sat back down, and the weight of her settled over my mouth again. “Again. Slower than that. Keep your hands in the rug. I can feel you thinking about them.”

She was right. My fingers had curled. I spread them flat and made myself stay. I gave her long licks when she left me room, and pressure when she sat. I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, gentle, and I worked the flat of my tongue under it until her thighs tightened on my ears.

The key kept time on my forehead. Each tap made my cock strain until the steel bit at the root, and another drop slid down the side of my stomach.

“You’re shaking under me,” she said. “Say why, and don’t dress it up.”

“I’m ashamed,” I said. “I still smell like the ovens with your cunt on my mouth, and it makes my cock harder in the steel.”

“There. Stay ashamed, and stay slow.”

I sped up without meaning to.

“Stay,” she said. “I didn’t tell you to chase. You asked, so now you stay where I put you.”

“Okay,” I said into her, and the word buzzed against her clit. She made a small sound and ground down.

Her hand left the rug and spread flat on my chest, warm over my heart. Her other hand stayed planted by my head. She never reached for the cage. She hadn’t even looked at it yet.

“Use that tongue like I put it there,” she said. “No chasing. I come, and you hold.”

“I’ll hold,” I said. “You can take my mouth. I won’t reach, and I won’t rush you.”

I slipped lower once and pushed into her hole, and I tasted how wet she was getting. She let me for a breath. Then she shifted.

“There,” she said. Her voice placed me, the same as a fingertip on a frame. “On my clit. Don’t move off it.”

I didn’t. I stayed slow and let her ride, and the heat of her built under my tongue. Her thighs started to shake. The key rested on my forehead for a second, warm now from her skin. She came the first time with a low sound. Not a shout.

“Don’t swallow quiet,” she said. “Tell me when I start.”

“You’re starting,” I said into her. “Your cunt’s pulsing, and I’m swallowing it. It’s yours, and I’m under you, and that’s all I get.”

She didn’t climb off. She breathed, and her hand pressed my chest once, and then she started again.

“Once more,” she said. “You can stay that slow. You were steady.”

Steady. My whole body answered before my mouth could. My back arched. My cock throbbed in the steel and got nowhere. Another clear drop spilled onto my stomach. I groaned into her cunt.

“I felt that,” she said, dry and almost fond. “I say one nice thing and you leak on yourself. Open your eyes.”

I did. She was looking down at me, a little flushed, hair in her face, calm as if we were still on the couch.

“You want your hands on me.”

“Yes.”

“You don’t get them.”

“I don’t.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“I don’t touch you unless you say. I asked, and you said my mouth, so it’s my mouth. My hands stay on the rug, and I don’t get the key.”

“There.” She rode me harder.

The second time she had less patience and more weight. She held my chest and used my mouth. Slow strokes turned into a grind that smeared her over my lips, my chin, and down toward my jaw.

“What do you have right now?” she said. “Say the list. I want it plain.”

“Your cunt on my mouth,” I said. “The rug under my shoulders. Oven still in my skin, because you wanted me like this. The key on my forehead when you lean in. My cock in the cage, leaking, and nothing of mine to chase.”

“Then lick me like that list is the whole job.”

“I am, slow, the same pass on your clit, and when you bear down I hold still and let you take it.”

The word easel sat in my mouth, and I didn’t use it.

“Don’t stop when I start,” she said. “Stay through it. I want your tongue under me the whole time.”

“I will.”

“You going to rush me?”

“No.”

“Where are your hands, and what happens if you reach?”

“They’re on the rug, flat, and I’m not reaching. If I reach, you get up, I lose your cunt, and I stay locked.”

“And the key?”

“On you, between your breasts, swinging on my forehead when you lean in, and I don’t get it.”

“Say that you like leaking for me.”

“I like leaking for you. I can’t help it. The cage has me, and I’m still dripping on my stomach because you said I was steady.”

She made a small sound, almost a laugh. “There it is.”

The praise hit, and my cock jumped in the steel, and a fresh drop ran into the ones already cooling on my skin.

She came harder than the first. Her cunt tightened, and her clit throbbed against my tongue. She made a sound through her teeth and stayed on me, riding it out, using my mouth through every pulse of it. I kept licking, slow, just as she had ordered, and I swallowed what she gave me until the shake in her thighs eased. She tapped my chest twice and lifted just enough to breathe. Wet cooled on my mouth. The key swung once more and settled back between her breasts.

She didn’t touch my cock. She leaned back, still over me, and looked down the length of me at the mess on my stomach. Clear drops hung from the cage to my skin. My cock strained red against the steel and got nothing.

“Look at you leaking for me, and I haven’t even touched it,” she said.

I only stared at her.

“Look at it,” she said. “Tell me what your cock is doing.”

“It’s leaking,” I said. “Clear drops on my stomach. The cage has it, my balls ache, and my hands are still in the rug. I’m letting you look.”

She reached down and wiped one drop off my stomach with the tip of her finger. She held it up the way a person checks a glaze.

“Friday, at the gallery, is rule three.”

❦

I waited just inside the door while Nadine turned the lock behind us. The bolt shot home louder than it should have in an empty room. Everyone else had gone home. The new show hung on the white walls. Paper covered the front windows, so the street sat at a dull glow. Her blouse was buttoned. The key to the cage hung on the gold chain between her breasts. My cock had fought the steel the whole way over.

“Shoes can stay,” she said. “You wiped them. I watched.”

“I wiped them twice,” I said. “I still feel like I’m about to smear butter on something I can’t afford to replace.”

She gave me a look that was almost a smile. “Then keep your hands where I can see them until I say otherwise.”

She walked me past the big paintings, slow and never in a hurry, one fingertip lifting to a frame when a canvas sat a hair off true. She touched the corner of a big gray one and said, “There.” I never see the problem until her finger finds it. I tried to play the decent husband. The clean paint smell and the lemon on the wood didn’t stick to me at all. My balls ached in the cage. The long bench in the middle of the room pulled my eyes harder than any painting did.

“You’re gone,” she said.

“I’m here.”

“You’re staring at that bench like it said your name.” She looked at the front of my pants, calm as anything. “You’re getting hard while I’m still talking, and all I’ve done is walk you past the work. What are you hiding?”

My face went hot. “You. The key down your shirt. I haven’t come since the night I left the note, and I’m half sure I’ll leak through these shorts and spot your floor.”

“Honest,” she said.

It landed low in my stomach and stayed there. My cock swelled into the steel until the cage bit. She watched my mouth change and didn’t look away.

“One more stop,” she said. “Then you can fall apart.”

She stopped beside the first painting. A small card was pinned beside the printed label, written in that neat hand she uses for the cards on our fridge. I read it before she told me to.

Unlocked is not the same as allowed.

“Rule three,” she said. “I want it out loud.”

“Unlocked isn’t the same as allowed.”

“Say it like you believe it, not like you’re calling an order back across a kitchen.”

“Unlocked isn’t the same as allowed.” My cock twitched in the cage on the second reading, and she saw that too.

She opened her blouse enough to lift the chain. The key came up from between her breasts, warm, with a little shine of her skin on the metal. It tapped my chest when she stepped in. She undid my belt, opened my pants, and worked the lock with the same care she uses on a frame. The cage came off. Air hit me. Then her hand did. I filled her palm so fast I had to hold her shoulder or tip into the painting.

“I’ve got you,” she said. She didn’t stroke. She held me and watched me get thick and darker. A clear drop formed at the tip and ran onto her finger. “Look at you leaking for me, and I haven’t even stroked it. This cock is mine now. It stays locked until I want it, and I’ll tell you when that is.”

She kept her hand around me and walked me toward the bench. It was no dignified crossing for a room I respect. I leaked on her fingers the whole way. The paper showed no gap, and the door stayed locked. None of that made the middle of her show feel like a place I could fall apart.

“Not here,” I said. “Nadine, not in the middle of this, not with the new work up. I can’t.”

She let go of me and stood still, close enough that I could feel her waiting. “Is that easel, or is it nerves?”

“Nerves,” I said. It came out rough, and I meant it. “Not easel, and yes, don’t stop.”

Her hand settled on my chest and sat me down on the bench. The wood was cool under my ass, my pants bunched at my thighs, and my cock stood out under the light.

“Tonight I say what coming means,” she said. “Put your hands on the edge and leave them there.”

I gripped the edge, fingers curled under, knuckles gone pale. She stepped out of her underwear and set it beside my hip. She pushed her skirt up and climbed on, a knee to either side of me. She was bare. I could smell her, warm and sharp, and my mouth went dry.

“If I leave a mark on this bench,” I said, “I’m blaming the lemon oil, because it was already slick.”

“You’ll live.” She took my cock and laid it along the wet lips of her cunt. The joke died right there. She rocked once, slow, and the head slid through her, bumped her clit, and came back down. She did not take me in. When my hips followed, she put her weight on me and kept me on the outside of her pussy. The tip kissed her hole and slipped past it every time I thought this stroke would sink.

“Please.”

“That’s not an ask. Give it a noun.”

“Let me in. Let me fuck you. You’re so wet I can feel it all down my cock. Nadine, please, just the head.”

“No.” She rocked again, and I smeared her slick back over myself. “You can feel me. You don’t get my hole. Your hands stay on the bench, so say both of those.”

“I don’t get your hole. My hands stay on the bench.”

“They do.” She rubbed along me again, unhurried, up to her clit and down through her lips. It was a wet drag, and never a real push. I shook. Precum mixed with her and made a soft sound that seemed too loud for a gallery. I wanted her ass in my hands so badly my fingers hurt on the wood. I did not take them off it.

“Nadine.”

“I know.” She looked down at the mess between us, then at my face, and the corner of her mouth moved. “Look at you, hard all week, and the first thing you get is the outside.”

She closed her fist around me. The first pull was slow and tight, base to head, her palm already slick from both of us. I groaned, and the sound came back off the white walls a little. She stroked again, steady, and the heat climbed out of my balls into the root of my cock.

“I’m close,” I said. “If you keep that up I’m going to come. Nadine, I’m serious.”

Her fist stopped at the base and did not move. The edge hung there, mean and bright, and would not tip.

“Breathe for me, and keep your eyes on my face.”

I looked. She had a little flush and that dry almost-smile. My whole body was trying to fuck a hand that had turned into a wall.

“Please don’t stop. My balls ache, and it’s been since the note, and I need to come. A little more. I’ll hold the bench, I swear.”

“You’re already holding the bench.” She waited until the shake dropped from a jerk to a tremble. “Does desperate get you permission?”

“No.”

“Does unlocked get you permission?”

“No.”

“What gets you permission, then?”

“You, and only if you say so.”

“Then you can wait.” She started again, thumb over the head, spreading the leak. I went back up so fast I laughed once, helpless, at myself. She stroked me until my stomach clenched and my ass lifted off the bench. I begged with nothing left to protect. Please, Nadine, let me come in your hand. I won’t move, and I won’t grab, I swear it. She stopped again, held her hand still, and waited. That second edge hurt worse, a throb with nowhere to go, cum trying to rise and getting told no.

“Tell me what your cock is doing,” she said.

“It’s throbbing, and it’s leaking on your fist, and it’s trying to finish while you won’t let it.”

“And what about you?”

“I’m shaking and begging, and I’m staying where you put me.”

“I hear you.” She said it like a plain fact, and still my cock jumped in her still hand. Her eyebrows lifted a fraction, amused by that. “Even now you answer me. Once more, and then the last pass, under the same rules.”

She brought me up again, slower this time. I could feel every inch of the slide, and I hated how good it was. I whined, and I am not proud of that sound. “Please, Nadine, I’m right on it. I’ll take anything. Just don’t take your hand away.”

“This is the last one,” she said. “Hands stay put. If they move, I lock you and we go home, and you sleep exactly like this.”

“They’ll stay, please.”

She stroked me with a tight, even fist. I felt my balls draw up hard against me, that thin pull where coming stops asking. My cock swelled in her grip. The peak sat right there, like a door opening, and my mouth opened with it.

Easel.

It arrived whole, the stop and the clean exit. It would end the night and cost me nothing. I set my teeth on it and did not give it to her. I wanted her hand more than I wanted mercy. That hand was about to teach me something mean.

She took her hand away completely. No fist left on me, and no cunt against me, not a finger on my cock. It kicked in the empty air and spilled in slow weak pulses. Cum forced out of the head and ran down my thigh in thin warm strings. There was no peak and no deep clench. It was the sorry throb of a body finishing a job after the tools were gone. One pulse came, then a weaker one, then a dribble. My stomach fluttered. My hands stayed locked on the bench, because I had promised. I made a broken sound while I watched it stripe my leg. She watched too, head tipped, checking the surface of me.

“That’s what coming means tonight,” she said. “A ruin doesn’t count, so I still come first. The mess is yours, and the rest isn’t. Tell me what I just did.”

“You took your hand off at the last second,” I said, and I sounded wrecked. “I spilled on my thigh. Nothing held me. There wasn’t a peak. It just fell out, slow, and now I’m soft and I still feel cheated.”

“Call it ruined,” she said. “I want that word.”

“Ruined. You ruined it. I was unlocked, and I still wasn’t allowed.”

She nodded once. Her palm rested on my chest while I got my breath back. The cum cooled, tacky, in the hair on my thigh. I almost laughed. She had put me in the exact center of her show. I was under the lights with my own mess on my leg.

“Ask me properly,” she said.

“Can I touch you?”

“Tell me where you mean. You know better than a half ask.”

“Inside, with two fingers. I want you to come on my hand, please. I’ve been on the outside this whole time, and I need to feel you. The card says I have to ask, so I’m asking before I move.”

She took my wrist, lifted that hand off the bench, and brought it between her thighs. She was drenched and hot, swollen from riding my cock without taking it. Her fingers guided two of mine into her hole, slow. She sat down until I was in to the knuckle, and her clit pressed the heel of my palm.

“There,” she said. “Curl them a little, and don’t go hunting. I ride, and you stay still.”

“All right.”

She rocked, small at first and then deeper, and her forehead came down to my shoulder. I kept my arm steady and let her use the hand. Her cunt held my fingers, let them go, and held them again. She was slick in the quiet, and her breath was warm on my neck. My other hand stayed on the wood. My cock lay soft in the cooling cum on my thigh, left out of it. That stung in a way I didn’t bother to hide.

“Tell me what you feel,” she said, her voice gone frayed.

“You’re tight around my fingers. You’re soaked down my wrist. Your clit is hard on my palm, and you smell incredible. I’m sitting here ruined, and I still only want this.”

She rode harder. Her ass tightened against my forearm. She said my name into my shirt, once, and then she came against my shoulder. It was a long shake. Her cunt pulsed on my fingers, and wetness slipped over my hand and onto the bench. I let her have all of it. When she eased, I stayed in her until she drew my hand out herself.

While I was still soft she picked up the cage, and she didn’t wipe me. She fitted the steel over my spent cock, gentle and exact, and turned the key until the lock clicked home. The chain was still around her neck. She looked at me, flushed and calm and a little fond, and dropped the key back down her blouse.

“A week from Sunday is rule four,” she said. “You’re going to like that one.”

❦

Sunday came in pale and quiet, and I was already up, even on a day off. The kitchen was cool. The old burns on my forearms woke with the air. I stood at the fridge in my apron, steel locked under the cloth since the gallery. Four cards sat under the magnets. Rule one and rule three were copied in her hand beside rule two. I knew those three. The fourth was still unread. Her neat writing filled a white card, and I tipped it out with one finger. She gives a frame that small nudge when a corner is almost right.

Rule four. When I let you come, you come inside me.

My face went hot so fast I had to laugh at myself. One short breath. Of course a line on the fridge could do that. The cage tightened around my cock before I got through it a second time. My balls pulled in under the ring, as if they had read it too. I said most of it to the empty room, so I would not choke on it later.

“When you let me come,” I told the fridge, and the rest stuck.

Those words did not get any smaller. I put the card back and lined the corner up. Then I stood there hard in the steel, a wet spot starting at the tip. Poor opening. If I kept staring, I was going to leak down my own thigh. I would have to explain that before coffee. So I opened the pantry.

The old flour tin was on the top shelf, where it had lived light for years. Barely a rattle, if you shook it. This morning it had weight. I got it down with both hands and popped the lid. Flour looked back at me, packed clean to the rim. She had filled it. No announcement. I held the tin to my chest and felt that warm stupid gratitude. She does a precise thing and never bothers to tell you.

“All right,” I told the tin. “We’re baking at home. Try not to shame me.”

I cleared the butcher block and went to work. My hands needed a job, and my mouth needed to shut. Butter came out of the fridge cold enough to fight the knife. I cut it into the flour until the pieces sat like flat coins. The smell rose off the wood, clean and a little sweet. My shoulders dropped. I brought the dough together by feel and let it rest. Then I rolled the butter in and folded, turn after turn, the fat vanishing and showing again as pale seams. Flour climbed my wrists and dusted the old burns. It had been years since I did this in my own kitchen. The block remembered me better than I expected. I cut the triangles a little thick. I shaped a tray of croissants that would fail at work and be right for here. I slid them into the oven and shut the door with my hip. Heat breathed out and kissed my face.

I did not wash. I wanted her to see that the tin had been used.

She came to the doorway while the oven ticked. She had my old shirt on, the soft one with the split seam at the shoulder, and nothing else I could see. The gold chain sat at her throat. The key hung on it, small and bright. It would drop between her breasts if she leaned. She looked at the flour, then the apron, then my face. Calm as anything. The morning had been on her list, and I had only just caught up.

“You’re baking,” she said.

“Day off.” I held my hands up, white to the wrists. “The tin had flour in it, so I figured you had already decided. I read the card too. My cock tried to break the cage, so I needed a job.”

“I saw that from the hall.” She came in on bare feet, no hurry, and stopped at the counter. She put one finger in the flour and drew a short line. “You hid the rest of it behind pastry. Say the rule to me.”

“Rule four. When you let me come, I come inside you.”

“Say it slower. I want your mouth on every word.”

I said it slower, and my face stayed hot. Under the apron my cock pushed at the steel. The wet at the tip had spread. She watched the cloth shift and did not pretend she had missed it.

“You left that part out when you talked to the fridge,” she said. “You don’t leave it out with me. Are you hard?”

“Yes,” I said, and the cloth had already given me away.

“Has it eased off since you read the card?”

“No. If anything, it got meaner.”

“Good to know.” She lifted the chain, and the key clicked against the gold. “Ask me for this. Make it a real question.”

“Will you take the key off and unlock me?”

“Yes.”

She unhooked it the way she unhooks a picture wire. The chain stayed on her neck, empty for a second. Her hand went under the apron. Warm fingers found the lock, fitted the key, and turned it once. Small click. She eased the cage off my cock, careful of the skin, and set the steel in the flour beside the bench knife. I came up hard the second I was free, flushed and wet at the head. I bumped her wrist before I had a word ready. A sound got out of me. I was not proud of it.

She did not stroke me. She looked at my cock, and then she looked at my face.

“Let me see your hands,” she said.

I held them up. “They’re all flour. I didn’t wash.”

“Good,” she said, “put them on me.”

It went through my cock like a grip. It jumped. She saw that, and the corner of her mouth moved. She sat on the edge of the butcher block, the shirt riding her thighs, and she pulled me in between her legs. Her heels came against my calves until I stood where she wanted. The wood was cool under her. I felt it when my palms landed on her hips, flour and all. White prints. My thumbs sat on the bones. She looked down at them.

“There,” she said. “Those stay. Ask for the rest.”

“Can I touch you?”

“You’re already touching me. Ask for what your cock is doing against me.”

The head rested in the wet of her cunt, slick and hot. I had not even lined up yet.

“Can I put my cock in you?”

“You can.” She tipped her hips so I nudged her hole, and she kept her eyes on mine. “First push slow. I want to feel how long it has been.”

I pushed in. The first inch nearly took my knees. It had been weeks since I was inside her, and she was tight and slick and so warm I forgot the tray. I went careful, barely rocking, watching her face, scared of tearing something open. Too careful. My balls rested against the edge of the block. Flour sifted off my wrists onto her thighs. I was shaking. I hoped she might be kind about it.

She was not.

“Miles,” she said, quiet. “That is you being scared of it. I didn’t unlock you so you could hover in the door of a fuck.”

“I don’t want to hurt you. It’s been weeks, and I’m not steady.”

Her hand caught my wrist, flour and all, and pulled. At the same time her heels locked behind my back. She took me deeper herself, an inch and then another, until I was seated and my breath left in a rush. No getting away. Her cunt held the whole of my cock. The wet sound of it sat in my teeth.

“Do it properly,” she said. “Fuck me hard. I’ll tell you if I want anything else.”

So I drew back and drove in. She made a small pleased sound, and her ass barely stayed on the wood. I did it again, deeper, and I was not polite. The block creaked under us once. I kept my floury hands on her hips, where she had put them, and the prints smeared white over the flush of her skin. Each stroke pulled her onto me. Her heels stayed locked. The only way out was through her, and I did not want out.

“Better,” she said, and my hips jerked before I could stop them. She felt that and almost smiled. “There you go. You thought a tray of pastry could wait this out.”

“I can wait on coming.” My voice was rough. I thrust in again, hard, and her breasts moved under the open shirt. The chain swayed. The key was still in her fist, warm metal against my stomach. “You didn’t say I could, so I wait.”

“That’s the rule. The rest of it, you don’t wait.” She rolled her hips, and her clit rubbed where we met. She sighed, like something had finally come up to heat. “Give it to me harder, and talk. Whose cock is that?”

“Yours.”

“Where does it come?”

“Inside you, when you let it.”

“And if I don’t let it?”

“It doesn’t.” I tightened my hands on her hips, flour and all, and held her on me. I fucked her in long mean strokes, the head dragging deep, my balls meeting the edge of the block. “I’ll stand here and burn your breakfast if that’s what you want. The ends are probably dark already.”

She laughed, low and short, which did worse to me than an order. “Don’t burn them. Fuck me like you mean the card. Are you close?”

“Yes.”

“I can feel it. Your balls are tight, and you’re throbbing, and you’ve been leaking in me since the second push.” She took my jaw, light, and flour got on her fingers. She made me look at her. “You don’t finish until I say. What am I going to say?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“You’ll know it when you hear it. Not yet.” Her cunt fluttered, a warning, and she breathed out through her nose. “Stay deep for me, right there. When I come, you don’t pull back. Say it.”

“I won’t pull back.”

“And your hands?”

“They stay on you.”

“There.” She nodded once, like the frame had finally gone straight, and then she used me.

She came around my cock with her heels locked and one hand in my hair. Quiet, and hard. Her thighs shook against my sides. Her hole gripped in long pulls that ran up my spine and tried to drag the cum out of me. Floury handprints on her hips. Her clit pulsed where she ground it against me. I stayed buried because she had told me to, and it cost me everything I had. I held still while she clenched and shook and made one small broken sound into my neck. The cum sat at the base of my cock with nowhere to go. I shook. I did not slip out of her by so much as an inch.

Easel crossed my mind. I let it pass, because I did not want any of this to stop.

She opened her eyes. Flushed, steady, a little fond.

“Now.”

It hit so hard my knees went, a real drop, and I held on to her hips with both hands so I would not slip out. The first rush was huge, deep inside her cunt, and the next came right on it, full and hot. Then more, thick cum pumping into her in long shots that did not stop when I thought they would. Weeks of being held back let go all at once. I heard myself, wrecked and grateful, and I kept spilling until my legs shook. My forehead rested on her collarbone. Nothing left but the throb. A little tried to leak back around the base, hot on my balls, and she shifted her hips so it stayed in.

“All of it,” she said. Her heels had not unlocked. “That’s the card. You don’t pull out to make it tidy.”

“It’s in you. Nadine, I can’t stand.”

“Then lean. I’m not done with you.”

I leaned on the block and on her, apron rucked up, and she held me inside while the pulses faded. My cock began to soften, slow and sensitive, still in her cunt. She watched my face. When I twitched she asked, quiet, “Too much?” and I said, “No,” and she nodded like that was the answer she had expected. We stayed like that while the oven ticked and the kitchen filled with butter and sugar. My cum held in her. My hands still white on her skin. My old shirt a loss.

When I was soft she let her heels drop. She didn’t rush. She reached past my hip, picked the cage out of the flour, and shook it once. She looked at me.

“Turn a little. I want the ring seated before you drip on my floor.”

I turned between her knees. She took my spent cock in her hand, gentle, and worked the ring back behind my balls while I was still wet from her. A thin line of my own cum slipped onto the block. The steel went on warm from her fist. She threaded the lock and turned the key. The click landed between us, small and final.

“There,” she said. She held the key up so I could see it, then hooked it on the gold chain and let it fall. It settled between her breasts, under the open shirt, where it lives.

I stood locked again. My knees were not entirely mine.

She slid off the block, tugged the shirt down over the flour on her hips, and went to the oven like we had been talking about breakfast the whole time. The croissants were darker at the ends than I send out. The layers shattered when she broke one in a towel. Steam rose. She carried it to the table and sat and ate it warm, and the key winked when she leaned. She made a small pleased sound that belonged to the pastry.

“These are good,” she said.

“The ends are dark.”

“I like the ends.” She licked a flake off her thumb. “You kept your hands where I put them. Wipe the block. Leave the cards.”

“Yes.”

I wiped the flour off the butcher block, slow, locked under the apron. The cage was a steady weight against me. On the fridge the four cards sat in a row, rule four plain in her neat hand. Under the last magnet, at the end, a fifth card sat that I had missed at dawn. Blank and white. Not a word on it yet.

She saw me see it. She took another bite and did not explain.

“Not today,” she said.

“All right.”

“Come eat before I finish the tray.”

I sat across from her. The key rested between her breasts. My cock rested in steel. The kitchen smelled like butter, and Sunday had room in it, and I did what she said.


She Dresses Her Boyfriend as Dolly and Pegs Him in Her Stockings — Sissy Boyfriend

The woman at the counter was humming, low and a little ashamed of herself. People get that way when they have to copy a noise a machine made first. Hers was a thin scrape, almost a whistle at the end. She kept stopping to say she was sorry. She didn’t know how else to put it.

“No, that noise is useful,” I said. “Do it again, the same as before.”

She did. I hummed it back at her, matching the pitch, because that is half of what I do all day. People think a bike shop is wrenches and grease, and at twenty-six I had already learned to trust a sound more than a story. A brake will tell you where it hurts if you stand still long enough. Chain grease was already worked into the creases of my knuckles. The morning’s tune-ups had seen to that.

“Back wheel,” I told her. “The pad is kissing the rim every time it comes around.”

I took the bike to the stand and flipped it. I spun the wheel with one hand on the tire. There it was. A dark rub marked the rim, and the pad sat a hair too close on one side. I backed the adjuster off. I centered the caliper with two fingers and a little patience. I gave the wheel another spin. The scrape was gone. The hub just ticked the way a hub ought to. Ten minutes, start to finish. That is how I like a job to close, quiet and done.

I told her to ride it around the block first, because I like to hear a bike leave quiet. She looked relieved, which most of them do when the noise in their head turns out to be a small thing. Then I went to the sink in the back.

The grease stayed. I scrubbed, and the orange soap foamed up gray. I scrubbed again. After the third scrub it was still there, black in the lines of my knuckles. The day had gotten into my hands. It did not mean to leave.

I like a problem that has a sound. I like fixing it and hearing the sound go away. What I don’t like is the way the shop follows me home in my skin. I never quite name, even to myself, the other thing I carry out that door.

❦

My apartment is small enough that the kitchen and the bed can see each other if the bathroom door is open. I dropped my work pants over the back of the chair, the way I always do. The frozen pizza went into the oven, cardboard and all, because I am not a person who plates a Tuesday. While it heated I stood in the bathroom with the razor on the edge of the tub. I looked at my legs and told myself the usual thing.

Sunday was the long ride. The club riders shave, or most of them do, the serious ones in the matching kits. They say it’s for road rash, so the grit doesn’t grind in if you go down. I had told Roxie the same thing the first time she noticed, easy as anything, like it was just another shop habit. She believed me. It was a reasonable lie, and it was even a little bit true. Those sit easiest in your mouth.

I ran the water hot and soaped both legs. The lather smelled like the cheap stuff from the shop bathroom, clean and a bit harsh. I shaved them smooth, slow, from the ankle up, rinsing the razor in the gray water. The blade made a soft scrape I could feel in my teeth. When I was done I stood with one hand on the sink, looking at the pale clean skin. Cool air hit the shave and raised the want under the ordinary explanation, quiet and hot and ridiculous. Grease still marked my knuckles. The pizza was going brown in a bad oven. I had to stand very still until the feeling settled into something I could carry back to the kitchen.

I ate standing at the counter, burning the roof of my mouth, which felt like a fair tax. Then I sat on the edge of the bed with my tool bag between my feet. I knew what was in the bottom. The hex keys and the tire levers live on top, where a person would expect them. Under those, rolled tight so they don’t catch on a wrench, there is one pair of sheer black stockings. Next to them, still sealed in the little cardboard sleeve, there is a red lipstick I have never opened. Nobody at the shop knows. Roxie doesn’t know. I like it that way, and I hate it, and both of those are true before I even touch the nylon.

I didn’t put them on. I just held the roll in my hand for a while, feeling it give under my thumb.

A customer never came back for a saddlebag I emptied after close, and under the spare tube I found a pair folded small, sheer and black and nobody’s. I should have dropped them in the lost box by the register. I took them home instead, chain oil still in the lines of my hands, and pulled them up slow over my shins until the sheer black hit so hard I had to sit down on the bed. My face went hot. At twenty-five, with my own key on my own ring, the want did not leave just because I had finally tried the thing. I sat with my hands on my knees, ashamed and wanting in the same breath, and I understood it was going to stay.

I rolled those first ones up and hid them in a drawer I never opened for tools. I have been hiding some version of them ever since, always under something ordinary. The lipstick came later, on a different bad brave afternoon, bought and buried before I could lose my nerve. I have never broken the seal. Maybe I think the want will get a mouth if I let it. Maybe I already know it has one, and I am not ready to hear it out loud on a Tuesday.

I put the stockings back in the bottom of the bag, and the lipstick beside them. I zipped it shut. I set it by the door, where it belongs on a work night, and I left my hands on top of the blanket until the want went dull enough to sleep.

❦

Thursday is our night. Roxie lives over her studio, up a narrow stair that always smells a little like green soap and the alcohol she uses on skin. I like the climb. By the time I reach her door I have already started smiling, which is a stupid tell and I have never managed to hide it. She opened up in a soft black sweater, sleeves pushed to her elbows, a thin line of dried ink along one wrist. Her dark hair was pinned up and already coming loose at the temple. She was twenty-eight, a little ahead of me and happy to remind me of it when I got smug about a repair. She is not a big woman. She takes up a room without trying.

“You’re early,” she said. She kissed me at the corner of my mouth, quick and warm. “Or I’m late. One of us is winning.”

“I’ll take the win,” I said. “It doesn’t happen often enough at the shop.”

She laughed and pulled me in. Her place always looks half finished in a way I like, sketches tacked over the sink, a mug with a brush soaking, the good lamp aimed at nothing. We ate at the little table by the window, something with too much garlic, and she told me about a client who wanted a moth and then wanted the moth to look friendlier. I told her about a hub I had rebuilt twice because the owner kept finding the same pothole. It was easy talk. It is always easy with her, right up until I remember the bag by my door at home.

Her sketchbook is always open somewhere. That night it was on the table, a pencil still in the gutter. After we ate she turned it toward me without making a thing of it.

“Look,” she said. “I did this from memory, which is either impressive or rude. I haven’t decided.”

It was my hands, the way they are after a shift. The knuckles were broad. The grease was a few dark strokes she hadn’t bothered to clean up. She had gotten the way my left thumb sits, a little crooked from an old pinch in a chain. I stared longer than was polite. My ears went warm.

“That’s me,” I said, which was a stupid thing to say. She grinned like she had been waiting for it.

“That’s your hands,” she said. “The rest of you wandered off. I was busy.” She tipped her head toward the stair, meaning the studio under us. “The chair is driving me insane. The armrest on the right wobbles if I so much as breathe on it. I tightened it with a butter knife. Don’t look at me like that.”

“I’m not looking at you like that.”

“You are. You have a face for other people’s tools.”

I laughed, because she was right, and because I like her when she is annoyed at an object instead of at me. An object I can fix. The rest of it I mostly carry.

“I can look at it,” I said. “Monday, if you want. You’re closed Mondays.”

“I am,” she said. “The whole street knows, because I put a sign on the door and then I ignore the sign and sketch anyway. You’d really come?”

“I’ll bring my tools. It sounds like a loose bolt, or the bracket has walked. Either way it’s nothing.”

She reached over and turned my hand palm-up on the table. It was not sexual. She was comparing it to the sketch, thumb to thumb, pleased with herself. Her fingers were warm. Ink had dried in the crease of one nail.

“Your hands are better in person,” she said. “Grease and all. Don’t wash that off before Monday or the drawing will be a lie.”

“I tried,” I said. “The grease won. It usually does.”

“Leave it, then.” She laughed, softer, catching the bossy note in her own voice. “I like the evidence. Come on Monday. I’ll make coffee if you bring the part of you that knows what a bolt is.”

“Deal,” I said. “You won’t make the coffee. You never do when the book is open.”

“Rude,” she said, delighted. “Accurate, but rude.”

We sat a while after that with our knees touching under the table, talking about nothing that had to be solved. A dog on the sidewalk. A color she could not get right. The way the stair always smelled like her work before it smelled like dinner. I walked home with her kiss still on my mouth and Monday already picked out in my head, the hex key I would bring, the wobble I could already hear if I thought about it. I did not open the bag. I kept my hands where I could supervise them, on top of the blanket, and I told myself that was enough for one night.

It almost was.

❦

Saturday at the shop was one of the slow ones. The bell over the door had forgotten its job. A wheel sat on the stand, true enough already, and I was fussing with it anyway because fussing looks like work. I had done a stupid thing before I left the apartment. The stockings were on under my work pants, sheer black hidden by canvas, socks pulled high so nothing showed at the ankle if I was careful. I had told myself it was nothing. A way to carry the secret through an ordinary day and prove I could stand it. My cock had other opinions. Every time I crouched, the nylon pulled across my thigh, low and warm, a private drag nobody could see. I kept my face ordinary. I kept my cuffs down. I got on with the wheel, spoke by spoke, like a man with nothing else on his mind.

The bell remembered itself. It was Roxie. I had not planned for that, and I should have, because she likes the shop when it is quiet and she can steal a corner of it. She had her sketchbook under one arm. She hopped up onto the counter like she owned the place, which, on a dead Saturday, she sort of did.

“Don’t mind me,” she said. “I’m stealing your face for a minute. Or your back. Whichever holds still.”

“My back is busy,” I said. I stayed crouched at the wheel. Standing up felt like a risk I could not name out loud. “The face is worse. It is concentrating.”

She laughed, and the laugh filled the shop, loud and unbothered, the way she laughs when she has decided a room belongs to her. I felt the stockings, sheer and secret against my skin. Shame came up so fast I could taste it, metal and heat, right alongside the want. She was close enough that I could smell the green soap on her wrists. She had no idea what was under the canvas. The not-knowing was so sharp I had to keep my eyes on the spoke wrench.

“Hold still,” she said. “Your legs are in a good place. Actually, that is rude. I am going to say it anyway. Your legs are better than mine. Look at that. All that riding, and they just sit there being offensive about it.”

She laughed again, louder, delighted with herself. I tugged my cuff down without thinking, a small stupid pull at the ankle, as if the canvas was not already doing its job. My ears went hot. The nylon shifted when I moved, a whisper against the skin I had shaved for the ride, and my cock thickened under the work pants so fast I had to pretend the stand was in the wrong place.

“They’re just legs,” I said. “The club guys all look like that. It is the shaving. Makes everything look longer.”

“Mm,” she said, still drawing, the pencil soft on the page. “The shaving. Through canvas. Sure. I am going to put that in the corner of the page so future me remembers you blamed a hobby. Turn your knee out a little. There. God, that is annoying. I have to work for calves like that, and you get them from commuting.”

I turned my knee because she asked. The stocking pulled taut over the muscle. I thought about her hand on the pencil and her eyes on my leg and the black sheer nobody could see. I was so hard I had to shift my weight and breathe through my mouth. She did not notice. Or she noticed something and filed it under concentration, which was kinder than the truth and I was grateful for it.

She leaned down from the counter and kissed the top of my head, because I was still low at the stand. “Bring the good tools,” she said. “Not the butter knife. I have already embarrassed that knife.”

The bell rang behind her. I stayed crouched a long moment after the shop was empty, one hand on the tire, the nylon a secret heat under the canvas. I breathed until I could stand up like a person who fixed bicycles for a living. The want did not stand down with me. It just waited, patient, the way a loose bolt waits for Monday.

❦

I did not pretend on Sunday night.

The lamp by the bed was the only light, a warm pool on the blanket and my bare knees. My legs were smooth from the shave, still a little cool from the shower that had taken the road off me. Wind and one flat, that was the whole ride, nothing worth telling her. She had sent a drawing of the chair with a frowny face on the armrest. I had sent back a picture of a hex key, like a joke could cover me. It was supposed to be the whole of my courage. It was not.

I took the stockings out of the bottom of the bag. The nylon was cool, then warm where my fingers stayed. I took the lipstick too, still sealed, the little sleeve faintly warm from sitting against the roll all week. I sat on the edge of the bed. I rolled the first stocking up from the ankle, slow, the sheer black climbing my shin, catching a little at the knee, then smoothing over my thigh. The drag of it made my stomach drop. My cock was already hard. It had been hard since I unzipped the bag, thick and flushed, standing against my belly while I worked the nylon with both hands. I tried to keep my breathing quiet, as if the empty room might report me to somebody.

I got the second one on the same way, ankle to knee to thigh, careful at the sheer so I would not snag it. Hard before it was even settled. I sat with my stockinged knees together, the way I had sat after that saddlebag, except I was not going to stop at sitting. Shame was right there with the heat, the same old pair, and I let both of them stay. I looked down at my legs. Sheer black. My cock and my balls hung heavy between my thighs, rude and mine, nothing softened by the stockings except the look of the skin under them. I thought of Roxie on the counter, laughing about my calves. I thought of her sketch of my hands, grease and all, and of Monday, and the thoughts tangled until I could not sort which one was allowed.

I picked up the sealed lipstick and closed it in my fist. I did not open it. I held it the way you hold a thing you are not ready to use, tight, the cardboard edge biting my palm. My other hand went to my cock. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and stroked, slow at first, then not slow, thumb sliding over the head where I was already wet. I spread my knees apart so I could get a better grip. Stockinged thighs open. The nylon pulled at the tops of my legs. The empty room stayed quiet. I stayed quiet with it. I did not talk to myself. I did not say her name. I just worked my cock and held the lipstick and felt the stockings, and I let the thoughts go where they wanted. Her chair. Her laugh, loud in the shop. My legs in sheer black where she might see them and not look away. My ass bare on the edge of the bed. The tight hot clench of my hole when I stroked down to the base and squeezed.

I spat in my palm and went back to it, wetter, the sound small and filthy in the quiet. A hot ache gathered under the root of my cock, and my balls pulled tight and high against me, crowded, impatient. My knees opened wider. The stockings shone a little where the lamp hit them. I thought about being looked at, really looked at, not as the man with the spoke wrench but as this. I thought about the lipstick still sealed in my fist, red and stupid and mine, and about a name I had never said to anyone. It was not Roxie. It was not the name on my shop apron. It sat at the back of my throat the whole time I fucked my own hand, and I kept it there until I could not.

I came hard, hips jerking, cum striping my fingers and my stomach, a thick pulse that surprised me even though I had been chasing it. One drop landed on the stocking at my knee, bright against the sheer black. I stared at it while the rest cooled in my palm. I breathed through my teeth. Silent still. The name finally got out, barely a sound, meant for nobody and heard by nobody.

“Dolly,” I said, under my breath.

The room took it and gave nothing back. I sat with my knees apart and my cock softening in my messy hand, the lipstick still sealed in the other, my face hot enough to hurt. Shame arrived late, the way it does, not enough to undo any of it and not kind enough to leave. I wiped the drop off the stocking with my thumb. I wiped my hand on the rag I should have left at the shop. I rolled the stockings down, careful of the sheer, and rolled them tight again the way they lived in the bag. I put them in the bottom with the lipstick beside them. I zipped the bag shut like that settled something.

It didn’t.

It just put the evidence where I keep the evidence, under the hex keys, where a person looking for a tool would have no reason to reach.

❦

Sleep was thin, and the kitchen light was mean about it. I wanted coffee and a version of the day where I was only a man who had promised to fix a chair.

I packed the bag on the counter. Hex keys on top, tire levers beside them, the rag folded so it looked innocent. I left the stockings and the lipstick in the bottom. I told myself I was bringing the bag I always bring, and that moving them would be stranger than leaving them. Roxie would never open the bottom of a tool bag when the hex key she needed was sitting right on top. I almost believed it. My hands did not shake. That felt like a win I had not earned.

Her studio was closed, the sign turned, the front room dim behind the glass. I let myself in with the key she keeps on the nail for me. The place smelled like green soap and paper, no client in it, the black reclining chair waiting under the lamp, which was off. The armrest on the right had the little mean wobble she had described, a click if you leaned on it. I set my tool bag on the floor by the chair, right where I would want it when I came back with my hands free. I stood a second longer than I needed to, looking at the zipper, thinking about the bottom of it. Then I made myself leave it.

I went next door for coffee, because she had said she would make it and I knew she would not, not if the sketchbook was open. I wanted two cups and a minute of ordinary air before I put my hands on her chair. The woman at the counter knew my order and did not ask about my day, which I was grateful for. I carried the cups back with both hands, careful, already lining up the joke I would make about the butter knife.

The blinds were down. I had not put them down. The studio door was the way I had left it, and I pushed it open with my elbow, ready to tell her the chair was an easy fix, ready to be the man with the tools and the grease still faint in his knuckles.

Roxie was in her black chair. My tool bag was open at her feet.

❦

I stopped so hard the lids clicked on the cups. The lamp over her black chair was on bright. The door swung shut on its spring behind me, and the latch caught. That happened on the days she kept the place shut. The hex key lay on the armrest. In her lap were the rolled black stockings from the bottom of the bag, and the red lipstick, still sealed, turning slow between her fingers.

My face went hot before I could get a word out. My cock thickened in my work pants, half hard, right there in the doorway. I had not even set the coffees down. She looked up and smiled, warm and easy, as if this were any other afternoon.

“Whose are these?” she asked, kind and straight, and she turned the lipstick so the light caught the seal.

I stood there red to the ears with both cups still in my hands. She saw the shape of me in the work pants. Of course she did. Roxie looks at a thing until it tells her the truth.

“Set those down,” she said, and she laughed, low and loud in the quiet studio. “Then come here and answer me.”

I put the coffees on the little table by her workstation and walked over to the front of her chair. My hands felt useless without a tool in them. The stockings looked smaller in her lap than they had in the bag. They also looked much more like what they were.

“Mine,” I said.

“All of it?”

“The stockings, and the lipstick.” I had to swallow before the rest would come. “It started with a saddlebag a customer never came back for. I emptied it after close, and there was a pair folded under the spare tube. I took them home and put them on, and after that I just kept doing it. The shaved legs were never about cycling. I told people that so they would stop asking. The lipstick came later, on a different afternoon, from a counter I walked past twice, and I never dared open it.”

She nodded, as if I had finally said the thing she had already drawn in her head. “And you carried them in the tool bag so I would find them, or so I wouldn’t.”

“I don’t know,” I said, and my voice went thin. “I think I wanted you to. I just couldn’t.”

“You couldn’t say it.” She set the lipstick on the armrest beside the hex key and reached for her sketchbook. It was never far from her hand. She opened a fresh page, wrote across the top, and turned it so I could see. “Read that with me in a minute. First I want the rules where we can both look at them.”

She wrote my name, then hers, and beside each name the age we already knew, without making a show of the numbers. Under that she wrote the rest in her quick clear hand. When she was done she read it out loud, steady, the same voice she uses when she reads a stencil back so nobody can pretend they heard something else.

“Drew and Roxie, ages on the line, same as we both already know. Nothing permanent. One word stops everything, and only that word. Once we’re playing, a no or a too much means I stop and ask you, and you answer me out loud. If you say no now, before you’ve said yes, the stockings go back in your bag and Thursday dinner stays. It doesn’t cost you anything. Not me, not the chair, not the week.” She looked up. “You hear that?”

“I hear it.”

“Pick the word, then.”

I had one already, from the shop, from the thing you hit when you need the bike to quit moving. “Kickstand.”

She wrote it in at the bottom and read that line last. “Kickstand. You say it, I stop, the stockings go back in the bag, and Thursday dinner stays just the same.” She tapped the page with the end of the pen. “Coffee’s from next door. You’re sober. So tell me, out loud, what you want.”

I picked my cup back up because my hand needed something to hold. The coffee was still hot through the cardboard. “Yes,” I said. “I want you to see me.”

“Good enough.” She took the cup out of my hand and set it with the other one. She patted the rolling stool beside her workstation. “Come sit for me. What do I call you while I do this?”

I sat. The vinyl was warm from the lamp. My cock was still half hard in my pants, and the name made it worse before the word was even finished. “Dolly.”

She said it once, plain, and my cock jumped as if she had put her hand on it. She saw that too. She laughed, not mean, just pleased, loud enough to bounce off the blinds. “There you are.”

She broke the seal on the lipstick and twisted it up. The red was bright and a little cheap, which was exactly how I had bought it. Her hand was steady. She held my chin with two fingers and painted my mouth, corner to corner, filling a line she meant to keep. It felt waxy and thick. I could smell it.

“Hold still, Dolly.”

She capped it and set it down. Then she went for my boots, and then my pants, busy and not busy at all. The work pants came off. So did the shorts under them. My cock stood up into the lamp light, flushed, with my balls drawn tight. I did not have a joke for it. She didn’t ask for one. She shook the stockings out, sheer and black, and rolled them up my shaved legs. She went slow, smoothing each one over the knee and up the thigh until the tops sat high.

Then she reached into the paper bag tucked beside her chair. She must have carried it down from upstairs while I was next door for the coffee. She took out a clean pair of her own black lace panties.

“These too,” she said. “Lift your hips for me.”

I lifted. She drew the lace up over the stockings and over my cock. The lace caught on the head and then settled, snug, so I could see myself through it. One word from her and I was harder than I had been in the doorway. She had not even praised me yet.

“Pretty,” she said.

My cock throbbed in the lace so hard my breath caught in my throat.

“Look at me when I talk to you,” she said. She was still in her black chair, skirt on, sketchbook at her elbow, and she reached for the long mirror on its stand.

“No,” I said. “Don’t turn the mirror.”

She stopped with her hand on the stand and looked at me, not at the glass. “That’s a no, so I’m asking. It can stay turned away, or you can say kickstand and we stop. Or you say yes, and I turn it, and you look at what I’m looking at.”

“Yes,” I said, so quietly I barely heard it myself. “Turn it.”

She turned the glass toward me on its hinge until I was in it, and she took my chin and held it there until I looked. I saw the red mouth, the black stockings, and her lace over my cock and balls. My face was still red. The lipstick made that worse, or better, and I could not tell which. Kickstand sat in my mouth. I kept it behind my teeth and did not give it to her.

“Say what you see.”

“Me. Dolly, in your panties.”

“And the rest of it.”

“Hard.” My voice cracked on the word. “I look like I want you to keep going.”

“Because you do.” She let go of my chin only when she was sure I would not look away. Then she hiked her skirt up over her hips, hooked a finger in her own panties, and pulled them aside. Her cunt was already wet, the hair trimmed close, her clit standing out when she spread herself with two fingers. She looked at my painted mouth and smiled, as if she had been waiting on this since the bag came open.

“Look at that mouth, Dolly. Now put it on my pussy and don’t you dare smudge it anywhere else.”

I got down on my knees between her knees. The stockings slid a little on the floor, and the lace pulled tight over my cock every time I shifted my weight. She put her fingers in my hair, not rough, just sure, and drew me in until my mouth met her.

The first kiss landed on her clit, and the lipstick dragged. I felt the wax give under my lip. She tasted like skin and salt, and under that the sharp clean taste of her cunt, and I opened my mouth and licked her the way I had thought about at the shop, hands on somebody else’s chain and my mind nowhere near the wheel. She kept her panties pulled aside with one hand and held my hair with the other, and she did not let me hide my face.

“Right there on my clit,” she said. “Use your tongue. Flat, then the point of it. You know how. You’ve been thinking about this.”

“Yes,” I said into her, and the word buzzed against her clit. She sucked in a breath and laughed once, shaky, the laugh catching in her chest.

“Answer me while you do it. Do you like how you look in that glass?”

I had to pull back half an inch to talk, and the red was already on her. “I like it. I like your hand in my hair. I like that you can see my cock in your lace, and I like that I can’t pretend you didn’t.”

“Then get your mouth back on my pussy.”

I did what she said. I licked her clit in slow strokes, and then faster when her hips rolled up to meet my mouth, and I kissed the wet folds under it, and I sucked, gentle at first and then not, because her fingers tightened in my hair and that was the order. The lipstick smeared. I could see the mess when I blinked up at her: red on the inside of her thigh, red dragged across the plump lip of her cunt, red on my own mouth whenever I came up for a breath. She had told me not to smudge it anywhere else. I was smudging it exactly where she had put me, and she was not stopping me.

“Messy girl,” she said, and then she laughed at herself, warm, and fixed it. “Messy Dolly. Look at my thigh. You did that with your mouth.”

“I did.”

“Do it more for me. Get your tongue in my cunt.”

I pushed my tongue into her and licked up to her clit again, over and over, stockings creasing at my knees, lace soaked at the front from my own cock leaking in it. My balls hung heavy in the panties. My hole clenched every time she tugged my hair, like my whole body wanted to open for a thing she had not even named yet. She watched the mirror some of the time and watched my mouth the rest, and she told me what she saw, kind and filthy in the same breath.

“That red mouth on my clit. Those black stockings on your legs. Your cock so hard in my lace I can see the head through it. You hid all of that in a tool bag under a hex key.” Her thighs started to shake against my ears. “Don’t you stop now. Stay on my clit. Make me come, Dolly, and don’t you lift your head until I tell you.”

“I won’t,” I said, and I stayed down.

I sucked her clit and rubbed my tongue under it, and I held her hip with one hand so she could grind on my mouth. My other hand stayed on the floor, because she had not told me to use it, and I was not about to guess. She came with a rough little shout, not pretty at all, her cunt pulsing against my tongue, wetness smearing the lipstick wider over her thighs and up into the crease. I kept licking through it, salt and red wax and the shake in her legs, until she pushed my forehead back with two fingers. She was breathing hard. She laughed once, because it had hit her that good, and the laugh was shaky and pleased.

She looked down at the red on her skin and did not wipe it off.

“Come up here in my lap,” she said.

I climbed onto her, straddling her in the chair, stockings against her bare thighs. My cock was trapped in her lace and pressed to the warm mess of her cunt, where her panties were still pulled aside. She kissed me. She tasted herself and the lipstick both, and she held my face and looked at the smear on my mouth as if it were a drawing she meant to keep.

“You look prettier than I do,” she said.

My cock jumped so hard the lace tugged at the head. She felt it against her palm before she had even started to rub, and she smiled against my mouth.

“Say thank you, Dolly.”

“Thank you.”

“For what, exactly? I want the whole thing.”

“For seeing me. For the stockings. For letting me make you come with my mouth.”

“That’s right. That’s what I wanted to hear.” Her palm came down over my cock through the lace and rubbed, slow, the heel of her hand working the shaft while her fingers curved over the head. The lace was wet from me already, and every stroke dragged it over the sensitive skin until I was shaking in her lap, thighs tight on either side of hers. “You going to come in my panties, Dolly?”

“Yes.”

“Ask me for it, then. Out loud.”

“Please rub my cock. Please let me come in them.” My voice was small, and I did not care who might have heard it if the door had been open. It wasn’t. “I’m so close. Your hand, Roxie. I can feel every thread of that lace.”

“I know you can. I can feel you twitch.” She rubbed faster, palm flat, pressing my cock up against my belly through the lace, then down again so my balls shifted in the panties. Her other hand stayed in my hair, a steady weight. She kissed the corner of my red mouth and watched my face up close, calm, the way a good hand watches a line it does not want to blow out. “Look in the mirror while you do it. I want you to see yourself come.”

I looked. Red mouth, black stockings, her hand working my cock in her lace, her thigh still marked where I had eaten her pussy. I came like that. My hips jerked, and a broken noise tore out of my throat, and cum pumped into the panties in thick pulses until the lace was soaked and warm and sticking to the head of my cock. She kept her palm on me through all of it, rubbing me through the mess, and she did not look away from my face or from the glass.

When I slumped against her she kissed my cheek, lipstick and all, and left her hand where it was for a moment so I would feel what I had done in her lace.

When my legs worked again I knelt beside her chair in those ruined panties, picked the hex key up off the armrest, and found the bracket bolt that had walked loose underneath. Two firm turns and the wobble went quiet. Roxie leaned her elbow on the armrest to test it, and she grinned down at me as if I had done something much filthier than fix her chair.

She left the red smear on her thigh. She looked at it, then at me, and she said, “Wednesday. Upstairs. Dolly gets a drawer.”

❦

I stood barefoot while Roxie pulled the dresser drawer open in front of the wardrobe. The mirror on the door caught both of us and the neat row she had laid out. Black stockings, a black garter belt, two pairs of black lace panties, and the red lipstick sat on the wood. They looked like they had been waiting since Monday. The apartment was quiet except for the little squeak of the drawer. Then her laugh came out warm and loud, and my shoulders dropped before I meant them to.

“Dolly’s drawer,” she said. She looked at me in the glass, not at the clothes. “Come closer. I want my hands on you while I put these on.”

I stepped in. The iron bed sat behind us, and her sketchbook lay on the dresser where she always left it. She did not reach for it. She took the garter belt out and held it open.

“Arms up, sweetheart.”

I put my arms up. She stepped in against my chest and hooked the belt around my waist. Her fingers were quick at the small of my back. The elastic settled low on my hips. It was wider than I had pictured. The four straps hung against my bare thighs, and the metal clips clicked when they swung.

“Cold?” she asked.

“A little.”

“You won’t be in a minute.” She knelt on the rug and gathered one stocking in both hands. The sheer black nylon bunched in her palms. “Left foot.”

I lifted it. She rolled the stocking up my calf the way you roll a sleeve, slow and even. Her thumbs smoothed the nylon flat over my shaved skin. Then she did the right leg the same way, warm on the inside of my knees. By the time she reached for the first clip, my cock was thickening. She had not touched it. She saw it anyway. She always did.

“Look at you.” She smiled up at me, eyes bright. “I haven’t even fastened one clip and your cock is already waking up. Were you hard on the walk over, or did this do it?”

“This,” I said. My voice came out thin. “The stockings. You.”

“That’s the answer I wanted.” She clipped the front strap on my left thigh, then the one at the back, then the front on the right. Each little snap made me jump. Before she got to the fourth clip my cock was fully hard, standing up against my belly. The head was already wet. She fastened that last clip and sat back on her heels to look. The strap pulled snug against my thigh.

“There,” she said. “All four. And you couldn’t wait for the last one. I like that. Turn for me.”

I turned. In the mirror the black belt sat clean across my hips. The stockings made my legs look longer than they were. My cock stuck out over the top of the belt like it had no manners. I wanted to cover it. I did not.

She stood and took one pair of the lace panties from the drawer. “These go over the garters,” she said. “So I can pull them aside later and the clips stay put. Step in.”

I stepped into the lace. She drew them up my legs, careful of the stockings, and settled them over the straps. The black lace stretched over my cock and my balls until the shape of me was plain through it. The waistband sat just under the garter belt. She smoothed it with both hands. My cock jumped against her palm.

“Sensitive,” she said. She was not asking.

“Yeah.”

She picked up the red lipstick and uncapped it. “Mouth.”

I faced the mirror. She stood behind me this time, one arm around my waist. She painted my mouth slower than she had on Monday. The stick was warm from her fingers. The color went on in short sure strokes. She did the top lip, then the bottom, then she went back over the bow until it was even. In the glass I looked like someone she had drawn on purpose. My cock throbbed in the lace.

“Stay just like that,” she said. “If you smear it I’ll do it again, and I’ll take longer.”

“I’m holding still.”

“You’re shaking a little. That’s all right.” She capped the lipstick and set it on the dresser. Then she took the black skin marker from the drawer and uncapped that instead. “Hip. This one washes off. It will be gone by the weekend, and then I’ll just do it again.”

She hooked a finger in the lace and tugged it down on one side. She wrote on the bare skin of my hip in neat black letters, slow enough that I could feel each one. D, then O, then L, then L, then Y. The marker was cool. When she finished she blew on it. The breath made me shiver. She read it out loud like she was checking a sketch.

“Dolly,” she said. “Right there, where I can see it when I have you on your back. Look.”

I looked in the mirror. The word sat black and plain above the lace. My mouth was red. The stockings shone a little in the lamplight. My cock was so hard it ached. I heard myself say it before I had decided to.

“No,” I said. “I look ridiculous.”

Roxie capped the marker. She turned me by the shoulders so she was looking at my face and not the glass. “Is that a no to me, or a no to the mirror?” she asked. “If it’s me, say kickstand, and all of this goes back in the drawer and I make us tea.”

“The mirror,” I said. “Not you. Yes. I want you to keep going.”

She hooked one finger under the garter strap at my thigh, right where the clip bit the stocking. She pulled, not hard enough to hurt. Hard enough that I had to follow or lose my balance.

“You look like mine,” she said. “Walk.”

She walked me to the iron bed by that strap. The metal frame knocked my knee when we got there. She let go only long enough to push me down onto my back. The mattress gave under me. My stockinged legs slid on the sheet. The garter straps tugged when I tried to close my knees, so I left them open. She pulled her top off over her head and stepped out of everything else. Then she climbed up over me naked. She took both my wrists in one hand and pinned them over my head against the pillow. Her grip was warm and sure. I could have pulled free. I did not try.

“Keep them there,” she said. “If you move them I’ll sit on your face until you remember.”

“I’ll keep them.”

“Say my name when you need to. And if you need everything to stop, you know the word. You don’t have to use it to be good.”

“I know.”

Her other hand went down and pulled the lace aside. My cock sprang free, thick and flushed, the head shining. My balls sat tight under it in the open lace. She looked at all of it, and at the word on my hip, and she smiled.

“There’s my princess,” she said. “Hard in my stockings, mouth painted, and still trying to tell me you look ridiculous. You don’t. You look like you’ve been waiting for me to sit on this cock.”

She swung a leg over me. The stockings slid under her thighs, sheer black against her skin. She took my cock in her hand and rubbed the head along her cunt until I felt how wet she was. Then she sank down on me in one slow push. The heat of her closed around me all the way to the base. A rough noise broke out of my throat before I could stop it. She stayed there a second, full of me. Her free hand spread on my chest.

“Roxie,” I said.

“I’m right here.” She started to ride, not fast. It was a deep roll of her hips that dragged my cock along the inside of her and then took it back in. Her breasts moved with it. The hand on my wrists stayed put. Every time she came down, the garter straps pulled at my thighs. The lace bunched against my balls. The letters on my hip creased a little under her. If I turned my head I could see my red mouth in the wardrobe mirror, and her back, and the way my stockinged legs stuck out under her.

“Look at me, not the mirror,” she said. “Eyes up. Does it feel good?”

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

“Your cunt feels good,” I said, and my face went hot under the lipstick. “I’m so hard I can barely think.”

“That’s what I wanted.” She rode a little harder. The iron bed answered with a small knock against the wall. She was wet enough that I could hear it, a soft sound every time she took me in. Her clit dragged against me when she ground down. “You’re doing so well, princess. Stay still for me. Let me use this cock.”

The praise went through me like a hand. My hips tried to lift. She pushed them flat with her weight and laughed, breathless, and kept riding. I watched her face. Her mouth was open. Her hair stuck to her cheek. She was not performing it. She was taking what she wanted. I was under her in her stockings with my wrists pinned, and I had never been harder in my life.

“Roxie,” I said again, because I was close already and I did not want to come before she did. “I am…”

“Not yet.” She slowed and circled her hips. She reached down between us to touch her clit while she kept me deep. “You wait. I’m going to come on you first. You feel that? That’s mine.”

“I feel it.”

She worked herself on me in short tight strokes, her finger on her clit, her other hand still locking my wrists to the pillow. Her thighs shook against the stockings. She said my name. Then she said princess. Then she came with a rough little cry. Her cunt gripped my cock in pulses I could feel all the way into my balls. She did not stop moving through it. She rode it out, wet and hot and shaking, until the grip eased. She laughed once, wrecked and happy, and bent down to kiss the corner of my red mouth.

“There,” she said. “That was lovely. You stayed. I’m proud of you.”

My cock jumped inside her at the word proud. She felt it. She smiled against my cheek.

“Oh, you liked that,” she said. “Hold on. I’m not done with you.”

She let go of my wrists and brought two fingers to her mouth. She sucked one of them, slow, looking at me the whole time. Then she reached behind herself, under where we were joined. I felt the wet tip of that finger press at my hole.

“Roxie.”

“Open up for me, princess,” she said, kind and filthy at once. “Push down. I want my finger in your ass while I ride you.”

“Yes,” I said, and I pushed down. The finger slid in, slick from her mouth and from how wet she was. The stretch made my whole body tighten around my cock inside her. She started to ride again, deeper now. The finger moved with her, a steady pressure that hit something in me every time she sank down. My stockinged legs shook under her. I grabbed the pillow because she had told me to keep my hands up, and I held on.

“There you go,” she said. “Look at that. You pushed right onto it. You’ve been wanting something in your ass, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I said. It came out broken. “Yes. Roxie. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Don’t stop. Finger my hole. I’m going to come.”

“Then come,” she said. “Deep in me. I want to feel it while I have you like this.”

She rode me hard. The iron bed knocked. Her cunt stayed tight around my cock, and her finger worked my ass in short sure strokes. The stockings slid on her thighs. The lace was pulled aside and damp against my balls. The word on my hip flashed when she lifted. I could not hold it. I came with a broken shout that was almost her name. My cock pulsed deep inside her. Cum spilled into her in thick jerks while her finger stayed in me, and I pushed down onto it like I could not get enough. It went on longer than I expected. She kept moving, milking it out of me, watching my face, until I was shaking and empty and still hard enough to feel every inch of her.

She eased the finger out and wiped it on the sheet. She stayed sitting on my cock while we both breathed. My wrists were free now. I did not move them. My mouth was smeared a little at one corner. She looked at that, and at the stockings, and at DOLLY on my hip. She smiled like she had just finished a drawing she liked.

“Princess,” she said, soft. “You did so well for me.”

I could not find a sentence, so I nodded. She leaned over the side of the iron bed. Her hand went under it, into a box I had not seen. She came back up with a black harness and a strap-on, the silicone cock heavy in her fist. She laid both of them on the pillow beside my face. They were close enough that I could smell the clean rubber and see the buckles.

“Friday, Dolly,” she said. “That one is for your ass. You can look at it until then.”

❦

I still had one leg in my jeans when Roxie opened Dolly’s drawer and uncapped the skin marker. She started redrawing DOLLY over the letters that had faded to half gray on my hip. The tip dragged wet and black. She blew on the ink so it would set. I stood barefoot with my shirt bunched in one fist, trying not to shift, and my cock thickened while she was still on the Y.

“Wednesday’s giving up on you,” she said. “I’m not.”

Her sketchbook sat on the chair by the wardrobe, one corner hanging off the seat. She left it there. She checked my hip like a page she meant to keep, then looked at my cock, and she smiled as if she’d caught me.

“There it is,” she said. “Stockings aren’t even out and you’re hard. You going to tell me you don’t want this, or are we skipping that part?”

“I want it,” I said. It sounded smaller than I felt. “I just…”

“Just what, Dolly?”

“Nothing.”

She waited until I met her eyes.

“You can keep the rest,” she said. “That’s allowed. Or you say kickstand and we have a quiet night. Your call.”

“I don’t want a quiet night,” I said. “Yes. Dress me.”

She took my chin and turned me to the wardrobe mirror.

The garter belt went on first, black and snug at my waist, clips cold where they swung against my thighs. She knelt and rolled the sheer black stockings up. Nylon caught at my knee, then smoothed over the shaved skin, and she clipped each one with a little click I could hear in the quiet room. I watched my legs in the glass. They didn’t look like mine.

“Turn for me, Dolly. Slow.”

I turned. She pulled her black lace panties up over the garters so the clips still showed. My cock pushed at the front and made a rude shape in the lace.

“Mouth next,” she said, warm in the mirror.

The lipstick was red and a little waxy. She painted it in one sure line and held my jaw so I couldn’t smudge it. When she stepped back I had a red mouth, a hard cock in black lace, and the word on my hip still shining.

“Say something for me.”

“I don’t look ridiculous,” I said, and it surprised me. “I look like Dolly.”

“You look like you’re about to get fucked,” she said. She grinned. “Open your mouth. Let me see I didn’t miss a spot.”

I opened it. She nodded once, a check, and then she picked the black harness up off the bed.

She pulled her shirt off, shoved her jeans and panties down, and kicked them aside. She stepped into the harness right there in front of the mirror. The straps crossed her hips and ran between her legs. She buckled them one after another, calm, like a tool she already knew. The strap-on stood out from her, thick and dark. She gave it a tug so the base sat firm against her. My cock jumped in the lace.

“You’ve had your eyes on this since Wednesday,” she said. “Come here.”

She took my wrist and walked me to the iron bed. The frame knocked once against the wall. Two pillows were already stacked in the middle of the mattress. She laid me face down over them, hips up, cheek on the sheet. The lipstick left a small red mark when I turned my head.

“Roxie.”

“I’m right here.” Her hands were warm on the backs of my thighs. She rolled the lace panties down, slow, over my ass and to the stocking tops, where they tangled against the nylon. Cool air hit my hole. I grabbed a handful of sheet.

“You all right down there?”

“Yeah.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m all right.”

“Better.” That one word landed in my stomach and stayed. My cock throbbed against the pillow. She hadn’t even touched it yet. She reached for the lube.

She talked the whole time she opened me, easy, as if she were keeping me in a pose.

“Breathe for me,” she said. “You’ve had my finger in here once, so you know the feeling. This is more of it, and slower, because I’m not in a hurry and your ass isn’t either.”

The first finger was cold with lube and then warm. She went in patient, turning it so I felt the stretch and then the give. A groan broke into the sheet before I could stop it. She laughed, softer, close to my shoulder.

“There you go. You hear yourself? That’s not a no.”

“It’s not a no.”

She kissed the small of my back. “What am I in, Dolly? Say it out loud.”

“My hole.”

“And what am I doing to it?”

“Opening it.” My face was hot. “With your finger.”

“With one,” she said. She added a second before I finished being proud of answering. The stretch went wider. She waited. Lube slicked down toward my balls. She caught it with her thumb and brought it back, working both fingers in a slow press, in and out, never rushing the muscle that kept trying to decide.

“Two now,” she said. “You feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Too much?”

“No. It’s a lot. But no.”

“Then we stay until your body stops arguing.” She crooked her fingers and I jolted, cock dragging on the pillow. She made a pleased sound, as if she’d found the line she wanted. “Oh, there. That’s the spot that makes you forget how to be shy. Don’t you hide from me.”

I pushed back a little without meaning to. Her free hand spread flat between my shoulder blades, heavy and calm.

“Look at you,” she said. “Stockings on, mouth painted, ass up, taking two fingers like you were built for it. You were. You just needed somebody to say it out loud.”

I was so hard it almost hurt, trapped under me. Every time she moved her fingers, my cock leaked onto the sheet. She kept talking. She told me my hole was softening around her. She told me the lace looked filthy bunched at my thighs. She asked if I could feel my balls draw up, and she waited until I said yes out loud.

Then her fingers left me. The bed shifted. I knew what was next. I had been looking at that strap-on since Wednesday.

The head nudged my hole, slick and blunt and bigger than her fingers by a lot. I went tight all at once.

“Roxie, it’s too big,” I said into the pillow. “It won’t fit.”

Her hand stayed flat on my back. She didn’t start explaining. She just held me there, warm palm, voice still easy.

“Breathe out,” she said. “All the way out, and let me in.”

I knew the word that would stop her and cost me nothing. Kickstand sat behind my teeth, and I kept it there. I breathed out. The head pushed, slow, and my hole burned and then opened around it. The stretch ran through me in a hot line that curled my toes in the stockings.

“Oh.” It was mostly my body finally letting go.

“That’s it,” she said. “There you go, Dolly. Just the head. You’re doing it.”

She stayed shallow. Both hands came onto my hips, thumbs stroking the skin above the garter belt, and she rocked the strap-on in small strokes that never quite left me. The lace tangled worse every time I shifted. I could hear the wet sound of the lube, and the little creak of the iron bed, and her breathing, steadier than mine.

“Talk to me,” she said. “Does it hurt, or does it just feel huge?”

“Huge,” I said. “It hurts a little at the start. Then it eases.”

“Then we go deeper when you stop clamping down.” She pressed in another inch. I groaned into the mattress, and she waited again, as patient as she had been with her fingers. “Breathe. Push back when you want more. Don’t make me guess.”

I lay there and took the shallow strokes. My cock dripped. I felt ridiculous, and I wanted it anyway, and then my hips moved on their own, back onto the strap-on, chasing the thickness.

She laughed, warm and loud enough that I felt it where we were joined.

“There you are,” she said. “I knew you would. Look at you pushing back. Greedy already.”

“Roxie.”

“I’m here. You want more of it?”

“Yes.”

“Say what you want. Whole sentence.”

“Deeper. Please. I want the strap-on deeper.”

“Since you asked.”

She took me deeper then, hands firm on my hips, a long slow push that filled me until I felt stuffed and open and a little dizzy. The strap-on dragged over that spot inside me on the way in, and my cock jerked hard against the sheet. She pulled back almost to the head and sank in again, still not fast, but all the way. Her hips met my ass. The harness was cool against my skin for a second. The panties twisted at my stocking tops. I pushed back to meet her. The shame of that was so sharp I could taste it, lipstick and all, and it didn’t stop me.

“That’s my Dolly,” she said.

The praise hit before I could answer. My ass clenched around the strap-on and my cock throbbed, and she felt both, because one hand left my hip and came around the front.

She found my cock and wrapped her fist around it, slick from where I’d been leaking. She stroked me in time with her thrusts. In, and her hand slid to the head. Out, and she stroked down to the base, careful of my balls, her thumb on the underside, the touch she already knew I liked. The pace stayed slow. Every time the strap-on filled my ass, her fist tightened, and a noise came out of me that I would have hated in any other room.

“You hear that?” she said. “That’s you getting fucked and stroked at the same time, in my stockings, mouth still red. Don’t you go quiet on me.”

“I can’t,” I said. “Roxie, I’m close.”

“I know. I can feel your cock jumping. You going to come for me?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“On the sheet.” I could barely get it out. “And on the stockings, if it goes there.”

“I want to see it. Stay with me.”

She kept the strap-on moving, sure and deep, not rough, while her hand kept the same pace on my cock. I pushed back harder. The lace bit a little where it was tangled, and I didn’t care. Heat gathered low. My balls drew up tight. Then it broke. I came in long pulses, cum striping the sheet under me and catching the sheer tops of the stockings, hot and messy, while she stroked me through it and kept the strap-on buried so I had something to clench on.

“Roxie,” I said, shaky. “Fuck.”

“I’ve got you.” Her voice had gone rougher. She ground forward, the base of the strap-on pressed to her clit, and she stayed deep in my ass while she rocked in short circles. Her hand went loose around my spent cock, just holding me. Her thighs tightened against the backs of mine. She breathed out a laugh that broke in the middle, and then she came like that, buried in me, hips working, the harness tugging with every grind, her clit getting what it needed off the base while I lay there full and shaking.

She didn’t pull out. She folded over my back, warm and a little sweaty, and she kissed the back of my neck.

“Sunday,” she said against my skin, easy as anything, “you do the work. I just lie here and watch.”

❦

I was still in my jeans when Roxie uncapped the skin marker in front of the wardrobe mirror. The cap clicked. That sharp ink smell hit me before her hand did. She turned me by a belt loop until my hip faced the glass. She pushed the denim down off that hip. The old letters showed up faint, faded gray. DOLLY was half rubbed out since Friday, worn by my waistband and the week.

“Hold still,” she said, close to a laugh. “If I let this fade all the way, you’ll act like it never happened.”

Her sketchbook sat open on the chair. A quick line of my shoulder was on the page, from when I’d walked in. She doesn’t put that book down for long. She set the marker on my skin and started the D again, slow and neat, black and wet. I watched it come back in the glass. My cock thickened in my jeans while she was still on the O. She saw it.

“There he is,” she said. She didn’t lift the pen. “Hard from a word. Say it out loud. What am I writing?”

“Dolly,” I said. It came out small.

“And who is that, when we’re up here?”

I went quiet. I do that when it matters. Her free hand came around and squeezed my ass through the denim, sure and warm. Not a speech.

“Finish it.”

“It’s me,” I said. “When I’m yours.”

She laughed, loud and pleased, and finished the Y with a little flick. The letters sat dark and even under the lamp. She blew on them once. She capped the marker and dropped it beside the sketchbook.

“Look at that mouth,” she said. She picked up the red lipstick. “Open for me.”

I opened my mouth for her. She painted me the way she draws, careful on the bottom lip and then the top. She turned my chin so I had to see it. The red sat crooked at one corner, because I’d flinched. She fixed that corner with her thumb.

“Pretty,” she said.

My cock jumped at that one word, and the zipper bit. She smiled in the glass like she’d been waiting for it.

“Jeans off. You know which drawer.”

Dolly’s drawer was mine. I still stood there a second too long. She watched my face in the glass until I met her eyes.

“Still a yes, or a quiet night?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

She hooked two fingers in my waistband and tugged. I got the jeans and the briefs off. My cock stood out. My balls hung warm against my thigh. I felt foolish and ready at the same time. That’s most of how I feel in her room.

She took fresh stockings out of the drawer, sheer and black, and the garter belt with them. The black lace panties came too. She had me step into the belt first. She buckled it at my back, snug, so the new letters showed just below the strap. Then she sat me on the edge of the iron bed. She rolled a stocking up my left leg, palms smooth, and clipped it. Front clip, then the back. The snaps clicked. She did the right leg the same, and the last clip caught. She ran her hand up the inside of my thigh until her knuckles brushed my balls.

“Stand up and look at yourself,” she said.

I stood in the glass and had to look. I was a man in stockings and a garter belt, red mouth, cock out. DOLLY sat black on my hip.

She held the lace panties up and looked at my cock. She thought better of them.

“These can wait,” she said. “I want that cock where I can see it while you work. Come here a second.”

She kissed me once, light, so she wouldn’t wreck the lipstick yet. Then she stripped, quick, and climbed onto the iron bed naked. I heard the harness buckles before I really saw them. The strap-on was thick and blunt in her hand. She worked the harness on while she sat back against the iron frame. The metal knocked once when her shoulders settled. She slicked the strap-on with lube, a long shine from the base to the tip. She looked at me over her knees like she had all night.

“Climb on, Dolly.”

I got on the bed. My stockinged knees sank into the sheet on either side of her hips. The strap-on stood up between us, lubed and waiting. My hole clenched just from looking at it. Friday she had been the one moving. Tonight I had to do it, facing her, where she could see every flinch. I put a hand on the iron frame and didn’t sit.

“I don’t know if I can take it like this,” I said. “Looking at you.”

Her hand found the front garter and rested there without pulling.

“Then you get to pick,” she said. “Kickstand, and you lie down here and I kiss that lipstick off you. Or yes, and you find out.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want to find out.”

She pulled the garter, not cruel, just enough that I had to come down an inch.

“You can. Open up for me, princess. You’ve been begging for this strap-on with your eyes all week.”

My face went hot. A drop leaked from my cock onto her stomach.

“Get your hole wet,” she said. She pressed the bottle into my hand. “Then you sit, slow. I want your face the whole way down, so don’t you hide it in my neck.”

I reached back and slicked my fingers. I worked two of them into my hole while she held both garters and kept me facing her. It was close and messy. I could smell the lube, and her skin, and the marker still faint on my hip. She didn’t help with her fingers. She watched me do it, and then she asked.

“You in a hurry?”

“No.”

“Then say what you’re doing.”

“Opening my hole,” I said, and my voice shook. “So I can sit on your strap-on.”

“That’s my Dolly.”

The praise hit my cock before I could hide it, and it twitched. Another drop fell on her stomach.

“Now line it up. Tell me when the head is in.”

I set the tip against my hole. It was cold with lube and blunt. I had to breathe and bear down. This time I was the one choosing the inch. It stretched me, held, and then gave. The head popped in. I let out a groan.

“In,” I said.

“Keep going, all of it. You’ve got those pretty legs for a reason.”

I sank, inch by inch, thighs shaking in the stockings. The clips tugged when I shifted my weight. She lay back against the iron frame and held the garters. Every time I sank, she felt it in her hands. The strap-on filled my ass, thick and steady. What started as an ache turned into a deep push that made my cock bob against my stomach. I tried to look at the wall. She caught my chin with two fingers and turned my face back. Her hand went right back on the garter.

“Eyes here. How much is left?”

“A little. I can feel the harness.”

“Then sit. I didn’t buckle this on so you could hover.”

I let my weight down. The last of the strap-on slid into my hole. I was seated all the way, ass on the harness, her hips under me. My stockinged knees spread wide on either side of her. Full. I stayed there and shook. She smiled up at me like I’d done something clever with my hands, which I hadn’t. I’d just sat down where she told me.

“Look at you,” she said. “Red mouth, stockings on, stuffed full, and that cock standing up like it wants a job. Stroke it slow. And don’t you stop until I say so.”

My hand went to my cock before I answered her. That’s how it is with her. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and pulled, slow, from the base up over the head. A slick sound came off my palm. She watched my face, not my hand. That was worse. Her hands stayed on the garters, thumbs hooked under the straps, holding me open over her.

“Ride,” she said. “You do the work tonight. Up and down. Keep that hand lazy.”

I lifted, and the strap-on dragged halfway out of my hole, a thick slide. My ass tried to keep it. Then I sank again, all the way, and the harness met me. Her breath caught. I did it again, up and then down. I got greedy for a second, and the iron frame tapped the wall. She tugged a garter until I eased off and found the pace again. My hand stayed slow on my cock, even while my hips worked. The stockings pulled, and the clips clicked soft against my thighs. My balls swung and tapped her stomach when I came down hard. I was so ashamed of how good that felt that I could taste it, right under the lipstick.

“Roxie,” I said.

“I’m right here. Talk to me. Does it feel good in your ass?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what? I want the whole thing.”

“Yes, it feels good. I’m full of your strap-on every time I sit down on it.”

She laughed, low and warm. “I can see that. You’re dripping on my tits and you haven’t even sped that hand up. Don’t. I want to watch you lose it slow, princess. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

I rode her. I went up until the head of the strap-on tugged at my rim, and I came down until I was seated and shaking. My cock slapped wet against my own fingers. She watched my mouth, my eyes, the jump in my stomach. Every time I tried to rush the stroke, she said slow again, calm, and I obeyed. A long pull, a squeeze at the head, then back down. Pre-cum smeared my fingers and shone on her skin where it fell. The letters on my hip flexed when I rolled forward. I could see them if I looked, black and neat, and that made it worse, or better. I couldn’t tell.

“You close?” she asked.

“Getting there. If I keep sitting like this, I’m going to…”

“Don’t you dare stop the hand. And don’t you come until you’re all the way down. I want you seated when you do it. Say where it’s going.”

The words stuck. The strap-on was deep, and every bit of my weight lit me up inside. Nothing came out of my mouth but breath. She tightened both garters at once, a harder order in her hands, and held me seated on the strap-on. She waited until I looked at her.

“Still yes, Dolly? Or kickstand?”

“Yes,” I got out. “God, yes.”

“Then tell me where it’s going.”

“On your breasts,” I said. “I’m going to come on your breasts.”

“There.” Her voice went rough and kind at the same time. My cock throbbed in my fist, a hard pulse I couldn’t hide. “Ride me through it. Eyes on me. Don’t stop.”

I sank down and stayed deep. I stroked slow, like she’d told me, and once I stopped fighting it the heat climbed fast. My hole clenched around the strap-on. My balls went tight and heavy under my cock. I said her name, broken, and then I came.

It hit in long spurts, thick and hot, across her breasts. One and then another and another. Cum striped her skin while I shook on her lap, seated all the way down. The stocking tops trembled. My hand kept moving, because she hadn’t said I could quit. A last weak spurt landed lower, near her ribs. I gasped and kept my eyes on hers, red mouth open, because she’d told me to.

“Don’t pull off,” she said.

She grabbed my hips, both hands, hard enough that I’d feel it later. She shoved up into me. The base of the harness ground against her clit. I stayed seated, because my legs wouldn’t have lifted anyway. My ass stayed full of the strap-on, and I took every push while she used my weight. Her nails bit. She swore, warm and filthy, right at my face.

“Fuck, Dolly, stay down. Stay right there, that’s it, give it to me.”

She rolled her hips and chased it, breath breaking. Then she came hard under me. A long tight shudder ran through her stomach and into her hands on my hips. I felt her go tight and then loose. I heard the sound she made. I watched her face open while I sat stuffed and dripping, and I stroked once more because nobody had told me to stop. The touch was too much. I whimpered. She laughed once, breathless, and caught my wrist.

“Now you can stop,” she said. “God. Look at the mess you made on me.”

Cum shone on her breasts in long streaks, and some of it was already sliding toward her ribs. She reached over, not far, and found the black lace panties where she’d dropped them on the sheet. She wiped her breasts with them, unhurried, turning the lace until her skin was clean and the cloth wasn’t. Then she tossed them aside and pulled me down by the garter belt, careful of the wet.

“Come here.”

She kissed the lipstick off my mouth, slow and thorough. The red smeared onto her, and then it was gone. Her tongue stayed careful. Her hand rested on the back of my neck. I was still full of the strap-on. She didn’t make me get off yet. She kissed me until my mouth felt like mine again, and she smiled against my mouth, warm and easy.

“You did the work,” she said, easy, not making a speech of it. “I got to lie here and see your face do all of that. That’s the good part.”

I nodded, because the words were gone. She finally let me lift off, slow. The strap-on left my hole with a wet sound that made me flush all over again. She unbuckled the harness while I sat on the edge of the bed, mouth kissed clean, stockings still straight, DOLLY still neat on my hip. She kissed my knee through the sheer black, like it was an ordinary Sunday. That somehow made the whole thing sit deeper in me. Then she picked the sketchbook up off the chair and drew me just like that, quick and sure. Stockings, kissed-clean mouth, letters on my hip. When she was done she tore the page out and laid it in Dolly’s drawer, face up, where I would see it every time I opened it.

❦

Monday morning I was at the shop counter with a bent wheel in the stand. Spokes pinged under the wrench. Jeans on, ordinary as anything. The guy who brought it in was about forty, and he’d gone for coffee. The shop was quiet enough that I could hear the hub on the bike I’d already fixed, ticking as it spun down. Every time I leaned in, the waistband rubbed the letters. They were still there, black and neat, hidden under the denim. I got half hard at the counter. I had to think about spoke tension until it passed. Even then I knew what the week was walking toward.

Every Sunday night she uncaps the marker and writes DOLLY on my hip again before the last one fades.


His Girlfriend Straps On and Fucks His Ass Until He Shoots Twice — Femdom Pegging

The loft still smelled like cardboard and warm glue. I was at the bench in the corner, twenty-nine and newly moved in with Quinn, a century-old violin open in front of me. The top sat eased up just enough to show the dark inside. Taped boxes stood between the kitchen and the tall windows. I had claimed that corner for the light, and because a bowed head can shut a mess out.

I eased a thin knife along the old seam. The glue had gone tired in a long crack nobody had bothered with. Rush a seam like that and you tear wood that has already outlived its owners. The pot sat warm at my elbow. Next to it was the little cake of rosin I keep for trying a bow once the strings go back on. Clamps waited in a row. The small ones had cork pads, so they would not bruise the varnish.

That is the job, when you come down to it. Somebody brings you an instrument opened wrong, or never opened at all. You close the hurt so nobody will ever find it. I was good at that part. A client can hand me a violin that has sat in a closet until the strings go dead, and I hear what it needs before he finishes talking. I almost never hear myself that clearly. I set the loose top aside to wait for fresh glue. I wiped the knife on a rag. The wanting, I told myself, was only the new place, and the boxes, and the sleep I had not been getting.

Quinn came in from her late class while I still had glue on my thumb. She runs her own dance studio, tango and salsa for adults in the evenings, and she was thirty-four, with strong calves and a low laugh and a habit of reading a room. She smelled like the wood floor and the tea she drinks between groups. Her hair was pinned up. Her tango shoes hung from one hand.

“You eat, or did the violin get you first?” she said.

“The violin,” I said. “It was winning.”

She laughed and dropped the shoes by the door. She put the kettle on, because that is what she does before she does anything else. Tango came up low on the kitchen speaker. She held out her hand.

“Come here,” she said. “You have been bent over that bench since I left. I need a body that moves, or I am going to start correcting the boxes.”

I went. I always go when she holds out her hand, even when I am pretending the glue still needs me. She turned me toward the half-unpacked loft. She put one hand flat between my shoulder blades, warm through the shirt, and steered me through the basic step. I tried to count. I landed on her foot.

She laughed against my ear, not unkind. “Stop counting, Ellis. Let me steer. Feet are for later. Right now the hand on your back tells you where you are going. You can stop trying to be the clever one in the room.”

She nudged me through it again, slower. I managed not to injure her.

“There,” she said. “See? You can be led. I had my doubts.”

“I restore things,” I said. “I don’t usually get restored.”

“Tragic,” she said. She kissed the side of my jaw and went to pour the tea. The print of that hand stayed between my shoulders after she had taken it away. I stood with a mug and did not say the true thing. I had liked the hand more than the step. Being steered had gone through me, low and hot, and I was not ready to put that on the table between us.

❦

The spare case had started carrying a secret back in the old workshop apartment, the year I turned twenty-seven. The bench took up half the floor. The shower never quite got hot. After a long day with my hands inside cracked wood, I would stand under that thin water and try to rinse the glue smell off my wrists. One night the curiosity got ahead of me. I had soap on my fingers, and I reached back, slow, because I wanted to know what the hidden seam of my own body felt like. One slick finger. Then a little deeper. I came so hard I had to brace my other hand on the tile, harder than I had ever come with just my cock in my fist. Afterward I stood there shaking. The shame was sharp enough to taste. The heat was worse, because I could not make myself regret it.

After that, Friday nights had a shape. I locked the door the way you lock a shop, out of habit more than need. A towel went on the bed. The lube came out of the spare violin case on the shelf, the one that looked like every other case if you did not open it. A small toy lived in there too, nothing dramatic, bought with my ears hot and my eyes on the counter. I used it on my back, the way I had used my finger, until I shot across my own stomach and lay there breathing like I had run somewhere. Nobody knew. I got very good at that. The shame and the heat lived in the same place, and I carried both of them into the new loft. I put the spare case on the shelf behind the bench. I did not open it. A private Friday could stay shut, I told myself, the same as a crack you have glued so clean that even you stop finding it.

❦

The box was on the bedroom side of the loft, taped like the others, with bedroom written on the side in her handwriting. We were unpacking because you can only live around boxes for so long before you start losing spoons. She had said we might as well do the ones that were not books. I lifted the lid because she nodded at it. I was not ready for what sat on top.

An old leather harness, dark and worn at the edges. A strap-on settled in the coil of it. The leather had the look of a thing used and put away carefully, the same look I give a tool I mean to pick up again.

Quinn glanced over from the pile of clothes she was sorting. She laughed, easy, not embarrassed. “Another life,” she said. “My twenties, before you. I should have warned you the box had opinions.”

My face went hot so fast I felt it in my ears. I should have shut the lid. I should have made a joke about tango and dangerous hobbies. I did not. I kept looking. The buckle. The way the straps were meant to sit on a body. The shape of the strap-on, which was hers, from before me, chosen and worn on purpose. Knowing that did something low in my stomach. I had no work word for it.

She saw it. Of course she saw it. Quinn sees a room. She saw my face, and the way my hand had stopped on the cardboard edge, and she did not tease me then. That was almost worse.

“We can put it wherever you want,” she said. “Closet. Back of a shelf. It does not have to live on the bed like a guest.”

“It’s fine,” I said, which was not an answer. “It’s your box.”

“It’s our loft,” she said. She came over and lifted the harness out of my eyeline with ordinary hands, as if it were a belt. She set it back in the box. She closed the lid, not all the way, just enough. “You can ask me about that life sometime, if you want. Or not. I am not going to make you stand here and blush until the glue dries.”

“I’m not blushing.”

“Ellis,” she said, fond. She touched my wrist once, brief and ordinary, and went back to the clothes. I stood with the heat still in my face and the leather still behind my eyes. She had seen the want, even if she did not know the shape of it yet. I was not going to correct her. Not that day. Whatever yes I might have said, and whatever word I would need if I ever wanted her to stop, both stayed where I keep the cracks I have not decided to open.

❦

She had one leg up along the wooden barre, long and easy, in front of the mirror wall she had put up herself. I was supposed to be eating. I was watching her instead, which I do more than I admit. The mirror gave me her, and gave her me. There was nowhere to put my face that was not a confession.

She found my eyes in the glass. She did not smile right away. She held the stretch.

“You looked at that harness like a violin you wanted to open up.”

I laughed. It came out thin. “I look at a lot of things like that. Occupational hazard.”

“Mm,” she said. She lowered her leg and turned. The mirror kept both of us. “You don’t have to tell me. But you also don’t have to pretend I didn’t see your face. I teach people who swear they don’t want to be led, and then they spend the whole hour waiting for my hand. I know the look.”

“I landed on your foot,” I said, because a joke was safer than the truth.

“You did,” she said. Now she did smile, warm, a little wicked at the edges. “And then you let me steer, and you liked it, and you went quiet. Same quiet you get when a repair is almost done and you are afraid to breathe on it. I am not asking you for anything tonight. I am telling you I noticed. That’s all.”

I laughed again and said nothing. She let it sit. She put tango on, low, and stretched the other leg. I took my mug to the bench and pretended the clamps needed me. My cock had stirred just from the sentence, which felt ridiculous in a room full of boxes and afternoon light. I stayed at the bench until it passed. She kissed me on her way out to her late class, ordinary, and the door shut soft behind her.

I thought that would be the end of it for a while. I am good at ends. I close the seam and walk away, and the crack stays shut if I have done the work right.

❦

It had not stayed shut. Thursday came with her late class still on the schedule, and the loft went empty in that particular way. Fewer boxes along the wall now. The barre threw a long line in the mirror. The want had walked around with me all day, under the work, the way a buzz sits under a note until you finally go looking for it.

I went to the bedroom side. I lifted the lid on the box marked bedroom. The harness lay where she had left it, leather dark against the cardboard, the strap-on nested in the straps, the buckle turned the way she had turned it. I touched the buckle. Just that. The metal was cool. The leather was warmer than I expected. My stomach dropped as if I had missed a step on the stair. I did not take it out. I set it back exactly as it lay, the same angle, the same fold, because I restore things and I know how to leave a mark that is not a mark. Then I shut the lid.

The spare violin case was on the shelf behind the bench, shut since the move. I took it down. My hands knew the weight of it. I carried it to the low bed by the tall windows, pulled the blinds, and spread a towel, because some rituals do not care which room the bed is in.

I opened the case for the first time in the loft. The small toy was there, and the lube, and the sight of them in this new room made the shame come up sharp and clean. This was Quinn’s loft as much as mine. Her barre. Her box across the room, lid down, harness inside. I was on a towel with a toy I had hidden in a violin case, and I wanted her, and she was at the studio teaching strangers how to be led. I was not going to wait until I was brave.

I got my clothes off and lay on my back with my knees up. The loft was quiet enough that I could hear the building, and my own breath. I slicked my fingers and reached down between my legs, past my balls, to my hole, and rubbed there until the muscle stopped arguing. One finger went in slow. It always starts slow, even when I am desperate, because the first push is where I remember this is the secret and not the story I tell over tea. Heat spread up through my ass and into my cock, already hard against my stomach. I worked that finger until I could take it without flinching. Then two. I breathed out and pushed. The stretch shifted my hips on the towel. I curled my fingers, hunting the place that turns the whole thing from curious into helpless.

When I found it, a rough noise broke out of me before I could stop it. Glad of the empty rooms. My cock jumped. I stroked it with my other hand, loose, not chasing yet, because if I rush the front I miss the part I actually came in here for. I stayed like that, two fingers in my ass, fist on my cock, eyes on the ceiling and then, because I could not help it, on the box across the room. Cardboard. Her handwriting. The buckle I had touched and put back. I thought about her hand on my back. I thought about her telling me to let her steer, and about the harness sitting in that box like a tool she already knew how to use. The shame sat right there with the want, thick in my throat. It did not make me stop. It made the want meaner, in the way I like and do not admit.

I took my fingers out and slicked the toy. It is not big. It is the one I know, the one that fits the case and fits me. I pressed the head of it to my hole and eased it in, a little, then a little more, breathing through the stretch until my body took it. The fullness settled deep. I rocked my hips. The toy shifted. When it found my prostate, my hips lifted off the towel on their own, a stupid grateful jerk, and I had to bite down on the noise. My hand closed around my cock. I stroked in time with the small thrusts I could manage, fucking myself on the toy while I watched that box. I pictured the leather around her hips. I pictured the strap-on she would wear if I ever got brave enough to ask. Not her body turned into something else. Her. Quinn, with that strap-on buckled on, steering me as she had steered me in the kitchen, calm and warm and sure, while I took it in my ass and came apart under her.

I kept quiet. The loft was empty and I still kept quiet, because the habit was older than the loft. Heat climbed through my balls, a tight warning, not yet the end. The toy sat as deep as I could stand, nudging that spot every time my hips rose. My fist got tighter, slick at the head. Near the end I could not hold the quiet all the way. One word came out, low, almost not a word.

“Quinn.”

I came on the towel with the toy still deep in me, cock pulsing in my hand, cum striping my stomach and the cloth. My hips stayed lifted and shaking. My eyes stayed on the box the whole time. It went through me hard, the same hard as that thin shower, the hard that shows up when something is in my ass and I stop pretending I only want the ordinary thing. I lay there after with my knees still up and my chest working, ashamed and wrung out and so satisfied I could have laughed if I had the breath. The box did not move. The harness stayed where I had put it. Nobody had seen me. That was the point. It was also the part that hurt.

When I could move, I eased the toy out. I wiped myself, and wiped the toy, and folded the towel in on itself. The toy and the lube went back in the case. I shut the case. I put it on the shelf behind the bench, exactly where it had been, the same care I had used on the buckle. I stood a second with my hand on the case, a man checking a clamp. The crack was closed again. Nobody would find it unless they already knew where to look.

I pulled my clothes on. I washed my hands. I opened the blinds enough that the loft looked like a person lived in it, not like a person who had just fucked himself while staring at his girlfriend’s old harness. My legs were still soft. My ass ached in the good dull way. I was pouring water I did not want when I heard her key in the lock.

Quinn came in from her late class with her hair half down and her tango shoes in one hand. She smiled at me like the room had been waiting for her, which it had. She dropped the shoes. She put the kettle on. She put tango on low in the kitchen, the same easy track, and she held out her hand.

❦

Her hand sat flat between my shoulder blades, warm through my shirt, and she steered me through the turn. A class short of men gets that same hand from her, and the same patience. The kettle had just clicked off. Tango sat low on the kitchen speaker, the easy track she had put on when she came in. Two mugs waited on the counter. I had one foot where she wanted it, and the other one came late, because I was not looking at the floor.

Over her shoulder, across the half-unpacked loft, the box marked bedroom sat with the lid still on. I had watched her close that lid weeks ago, and I knew what was in it. The old leather harness, and the strap-on that went with it, from a life she had not told me much about. My cock was hard in my jeans before I got a word out. She had not even looked down. She was still in the dance.

“Quinn,” I said.

“You’re late,” she said, easy, and kept that hand where it was. “The lead is mine until I give it back. Try the step again.”

“I don’t want the step.” I sounded thinner than I liked. I stopped us both, which felt wrong, because stopping things was her job. “I want you to open that box. I want you to wear the harness that’s in it, and I want you inside me.”

The track kept going for a second, low and foolish, while she looked at my face and then, because she misses nothing, at the front of my jeans. Her mouth did a small thing that was not quite a smile. She let go of me, crossed to the speaker, and shut the tango off. The kitchen went quiet except for the kettle ticking as it cooled.

“Over here,” she said. She put the counter between us. “Hands flat, Ellis,” she said, and she waited until both of mine were down on the wood. “Say it again. Slower. Look at me while you do it.”

I looked at her. Her hair was still half down from the late class, and her tango shoes lay on the floor where she had dropped them. The grain of the counter ran under my palms, a pale line I had noticed the day we hauled the bench in.

“I want you to wear the harness from that box,” I said, and I made the words go slow, since she had asked for slow. “I want you inside me. In my ass. I have wanted to ask you, and I’m asking now.”

My cock pressed the zipper so hard it ached, and she did not rush me. She turned to the kettle and poured my mug first, which is what she always does, and set it down in front of me.

“Both hands,” she said.

I took the mug in both hands. Heat came through the ceramic and gave the shake somewhere to go.

“I’ve never said that to anyone,” I said.

She poured her own tea, and steam rose between us.

“And nobody ever asked me so politely,” she said.

She blew across the top of her mug and watched me with the patience she saves for a new dancer who will get the step if nobody crowds him.

“How long?” she said.

I almost made the joke, something about the crack in the old violin and how long the glue has to set, because that is where my mouth goes when I am nervous. I let the joke die.

“A couple of years,” I said. “The year I lived alone in the old workshop apartment. There’s a toy in the spare violin case on the shelf behind the bench. I never told you. I didn’t know how to ask without sounding like I wanted you to be somebody else.”

She nodded once. Her hand stayed quiet on her mug.

“We go slow,” she said. “It costs you nothing, ever. If you hate it, we stop, and we still unpack the last boxes tomorrow. I’m your girlfriend. I’m not your boss, and I don’t hold your work or this place. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

She set her mug down and laid her hand over mine on the warm ceramic. Her palm was steady. Mine was not.

“Give me a word that stops everything,” she said. “I hear it, my hands come off you, and we’re done for the night. Nothing about us changes.”

I thought of the little cake of rosin in the tray on the bench, and how fast a note dies if the bow has nothing to bite.

“Rosin,” I said.

“Rosin,” she said back, so I would hear it in her mouth. “You’re sober. It’s tea after class. So say it plain. What do you want?”

“Yes,” I said. The word sat big in the quiet kitchen. “I want you inside me. I want your fingers, and I want that toy, and I want you watching my face while you do it. That’s my yes.”

She squeezed my hand once, and that was all the praise it took. My cock jumped in my jeans like she had put her hand there, though she had not.

“Go get it,” she said. “Then the bed.”

The spare case sat where I had left it, behind the bench, next to the clamps and the thin knife. The violin in pieces was there too, the crack in the top still open. I took the toy and the lube out and shut the lid, so I would not have to look at my own hiding place. The toy was small and smooth, the one I had used on myself in that year alone, and it looked smaller in my hand than it ever felt.

❦

Quinn was already by the low bed under the tall windows, blinds down. I set the toy on the pillow. My face went hot. I got on the bed and pulled the sheet up over my cock and my stomach, like a man covering a mistake he had just said out loud.

“Leave me this,” I said.

She took the edge in both hands and pulled the sheet all the way off the bed, not rough, just sure, and dropped it on the floor.

“I want your face the whole time,” she said. “Shirt off and jeans off. On your back, knees up.”

I did it. The air on my cock made me harder, which felt unfair, since she had not touched me yet. She slicked her fingers from the bottle and knelt on the bed between my knees, still in her soft class clothes, one button of her shirt open at the throat. Her other hand rested on the inside of my thigh, the same flat weight she had used on my back in the kitchen. She was steering again.

“Breathe out for me,” she said.

I breathed out. Her first finger found my hole and stayed there, slick and warm, not pushing yet. Rosin sat behind my teeth, and I left it there. I kept my eyes on her, because she had asked for my face. She watched me the whole way in, one slow bit and then the rest, until her finger was in my ass. I made a sound I did not plan.

“That’s it,” she said. “Let me all the way in. Look how well you take it.”

My hips came up off the bed before I told them to. She smiled, a real smile, and held still so I could feel all of her finger, the heat of it and the slight crook of the knuckle. She read my face for a long moment. Then she curled her finger, and something low in me lit up so hard my cock jerked against my stomach and left a wet streak on the skin.

“There,” I said. “Right there. Quinn, that’s the place.”

She eased out and came back with two fingers and more lube. The stretch pulled a grunt out of me. I grabbed at the thick blanket and then let go, because she had not told me to hold anything, and I wanted my hands where she could see them. She watched my face until the stretch went out of it.

“How is it?” she said.

“Big,” I said. “Good, and it burns a little, and then it doesn’t. Keep going, please.”

She laughed, low and warm, the laugh she has when a student finally stops fighting the lead. “There you are,” she said, and she fucked me with those two fingers in long, easy strokes, curling every time she was deep. My hips kept lifting to meet her, and the dance had moved down into the bed. I could hear the small wet sound of it, and my own breath, and the faint tick of the loft settling. Her free hand wrapped my cock at last, and I was so hard in her grip I could feel my pulse against her palm.

“Talk,” she said. “Out loud. I don’t guess.”

“It’s a lot,” I said, and my throat went tight, because I was close to begging and the shame of that sat right under the want. “Your fingers in my ass, and your hand on my cock. I keep thinking I’m going to shoot before you want me to. I want the toy, please.”

“Honest,” she said, and that one word went through me so fast my hole clenched around her fingers and my cock leaked over her thumb. She felt both, and her eyes warmed. “There it is. Ask me like that and I’ll give it to you.”

She slipped her fingers out, and I made a stupid lonely sound at the loss. She slicked the toy until it shone, set the head of it against my hole, and looked at my face again, the whole of it, not just my mouth.

“Breathe,” she said. “Same as before. If it’s too much, you have your word.”

“I don’t want the word,” I said. “I want it in.”

She pushed. The toy was smaller than her two fingers and somehow more, because it was mine, the secret thing, and she was the one working it into me while she watched. It seated, and she held it there, and my knees fell a little wider without my say-so. She watched my face and waited.

“How is it now?” she said.

“Deep,” I said. “Mine, and you’re the one holding it. Please move it.”

She did, out a little and then back in, a steady fuck, her wrist sure. Her other hand stroked my cock in the same rhythm, so I could not tell which feeling was leading. When she angled the toy and it knocked that spot again, my hips left the bed and stayed up, and I heard myself say her name like I had forgotten every other word I owned.

“Look at me,” she said, because my eyes had shut. I opened them. She was flushed at the throat, mouth soft, eyes on mine, and she was not hurrying. “You’re taking it so well I can see it in your stomach. You’re going to come for me like this. On your back, knees up, my hand on your cock, your own toy in your ass. Tell me when you’re close. I want the words.”

“Close,” I said, and it was already true. “Quinn, I’m close. Don’t stop either hand. I’m going to come.”

“Then come,” she said. She stroked me faster, firm from the base to the head, and fucked the toy into me in short deep pushes that kept hitting the same bright place. “Eyes on me. I want to see it happen.”

It hit me all at once. My ass clamped around the toy, my balls pulled tight, and my cock jumped in her fist and shot, thick and hot, across my stomach and up onto my chest. A second pulse striped me lower, and a third weaker pulse ran over her fingers and down onto my balls. I made a broken noise and kept looking at her, because she had asked, and she watched my face through all of it. Her hand kept moving until I twitched and gasped, and the last of the cum slicked her knuckles.

She eased the toy out and set it on the sheet she had thrown aside, and she did not wipe her hand. She looked at the mess on me, and her eyes went dark and pleased.

“That,” she said, “is what I wanted to see.”

I was shaking and half gone, and I still wanted her. I reached, clumsy, and she caught my wrist and brought my hand to the button of her pants.

“Your turn to be useful,” she said. “I’m wet from watching you. Open these. Two fingers on my clit, and I’ll set the pace. You don’t stop until I come.”

I got the button and the zipper, and she shoved the pants and the underwear down her thighs and knelt up over my chest so I could reach. Her cunt was slick and hot against my fingers, and her clit stood up under them the second I found it. She put her hand over mine and set the pace, small circles, then a little harder when I got timid.

“There,” she said. “Stay.” She was swollen and wet under my fingers, and already shaking. “That’s from watching you come all over yourself with that toy in your ass.” Her breath hitched. She braced one hand on the mattress by my head and rode my fingers, not fast. “Right there, and don’t get clever. Keep that.”

I kept it. Her clit jumped under my fingertips, her thighs tightened, and she made a rough sound and came, grinding down on my hand, her cunt clenching, a fresh rush of wet over my fingers. I stayed where she had put me until the shake went out of her, and she dropped her forehead to mine.

We stayed like that while our breathing came back. The loft was quiet. Tea was going cold in the kitchen, and I did not care. She kissed my mouth once, unhurried, and then she sat up and looked toward the box by the far wall, the one with bedroom written on the side.

“That harness stays in the box,” she said. “It belongs to another life. I’m ordering a new one. Only yours.”

❦

The pen scratched on the clipboard before Quinn’s thank-you reached me. I got to the loft door and found her signing, one shoulder in the frame, while a woman on the stairs shifted a canvas bag. The woman looked forty, easy, with gray starting at the temples, and she gave Quinn a nod when the signature was done.

“Heavy for a Saturday,” the woman said.

“I’ve got it,” Quinn said.

By the time I stepped into the frame, the stairwell was empty. Quinn shut the door with her heel, carried the box to the kitchen counter, and set it between the coffee mugs. The packing tape caught the light.

“You want to open it, or should I,” she said.

“You ordered it,” I said. “You should see it first.”

She smiled the way she does when a class is short a partner and she has already decided to lead. She took the thin knife from the drawer and slit the tape. Paper came up, then leather, then the harness laid flat, new and stiff at the buckles. Two plugs sat in clear bags, a small one and a bigger one. Under those sat the strap-on she had picked for me.

She stood the strap-on upright between the mugs so it had to lean on the blue one. It was thicker than I had pictured on Thursday, in this same kitchen, when I asked. I laughed. A joke was the only sentence I had ready, and it came out dry.

“It’s yours,” she said. “Only yours. The old harness stays in the bedroom box. That one belongs to another life. This harness has never been on anybody, and this strap-on isn’t going in anybody but you.”

“It’s having coffee with us,” I said. “Very social for a first morning.”

She didn’t look at the strap-on. She looked at the front of my jeans, and the corner of her mouth moved.

“You’re hard,” she said. “You didn’t even finish the laugh.”

She was right. The laugh died in my throat, and my cock was already thick against the zipper. A hot pulse sat in my balls. She had only stood that thing between two mugs and told me it was mine. My body had answered her while I was still trying to be funny.

I set my palm on the counter. The grain ran long under my fingers, tacky where sugar had dried.

“You’re looking for a second joke,” she said. “Don’t bother. Drink your coffee. I’m not buckling anything on this morning. I’m not putting that strap-on in you until you’ve worn something smaller and sat with it. You know the word if you need it. You don’t owe me a performance.”

“I know,” I said.

She slid my mug over with two fingers. The strap-on stayed leaned on the blue cup. I drank. It was hot. My cock stayed ignorant of breakfast.

“You can put it back in the box if staring at it is going to ruin your glue,” she said.

“Leave it,” I said. “I’ll pretend it’s a very odd spoon.”

She laughed, warm and short. That laugh landed in the hard line of my cock. I kept my eyes on the wood. The wood did not save me.

❦

At noon she called me off the stool. The glue pot sat on low, and the violin top waited with the crack cleaned and dry. I glanced at the bench like a man with an excuse. She held her hand out anyway, palm up, and let me see it was a question.

“Bench or bed,” she said. “Either one is fine with me.”

“Bed,” I said.

My feet had already turned toward her. She walked ahead, and I followed with the stool’s last creak still in my ears.

“Jeans down,” she said, beside the bed. “Chest on the mattress.”

I shoved the jeans and the shorts to my thighs and bent. The blanket was thick under my ribs, and the frame gave a small tick when I put my weight on it. Her hand came flat on my lower back, warm and wide, and she bent me a little farther, setting the frame before any music started.

“Small plug,” she said. “The lube is cold for a second. Then it’s my hand. You tell me if you want it out.”

“I want it in,” I said.

I sounded steadier than I felt. The cap clicked. I heard her slick the plug, a wet little sound, and then her fingers were at my hole in slow circles, cold at first and then warm. One finger went in, then two. I opened, because I had taken her fingers before, and my body remembered faster than my head. Then the plug, narrow at the tip and fatter through the middle. She slid it in under her palm, a steady push, and my hole stretched, took it, and closed on the neck.

I grunted into the blanket. My cock hung heavy and hard, and a drop hit the floorboards.

“There,” she said. Her palm stayed flat on my lower back until I stopped clenching around the plug.

“Jeans up,” she said. “Back to the bench. Glue that crack. I’ll be at the barre, and I’ll be watching, so don’t pretend it isn’t in you. If you need it out, you say so. If you need me, you say so. Otherwise you work.”

She helped me stand. The plug shifted when I straightened, a blunt press that made my knees think about quitting. She patted my ass once, more of a lead-in than a send-off, and I went.

I sat. The stool was the same stool, and the bench was the same bench, and none of it felt like the morning. Every shift for the knife or a clamp moved the plug in my ass, and my cock answered as if she had said my name across the room.

I laid glue along the crack in the violin top, thin and even. A ridge under the varnish would show, and I was not going to hand some player that. The pot smelled warm and sharp. A clamp clicked, then another. My hands stayed steady. The rest of me did not.

In the mirror I could see her at the barre, one hand on the wood, a leg stretched long, her tango shoes by the wall. She checked her own line and watched me in the glass, or she let me think the line was the point.

“What are you hearing over there,” she said.

“Glue,” I said. “The barre when you change feet. My breath, if I sit wrong.”

“And the plug.”

“And the plug. It won’t let me forget who has the lead.”

“You’re holding that knife like it insulted you,” she said.

“I’m not.”

“You are. And you’re hard. I can see it from here. How’s the crack.”

“Closing,” I said. “If the clamps stay till the light goes, it’ll hold.”

“Then leave them,” she said. She dropped her heel and rolled a shoulder. “Does it hurt.”

“No,” I said, though I almost left it at that.

“Ellis.”

“It doesn’t hurt. It makes me want to rock on the stool, and I’m not going to. The top will shift, and I’ll be angry at myself for a week. So I’m sitting still and thinking about glue. Mostly.”

She made a low, pleased sound. It ran down my spine and into the place the plug was holding open. My cock jumped in my jeans. She caught that in the mirror, and her face went soft, one look, with no lecture attached.

“Mostly,” she said. “I like mostly. Stay on that stool until I come get you. Then the bed, and we find out if you still want what you asked me for.”

“I already want it.”

“I know you do,” she said. “Finish the glue anyway.”

I set the last clamp and listened to the little metal tick. I tried to be only a man with a violin in pieces. I was also a man with a plug in his ass, waiting on a strap-on that had spent the morning leaned on a coffee mug. Both things were true, and the second one kept winning whenever I shifted my weight.

❦

The mirror had gone orange when she left the barre. She came to the bench and nodded at the clamps.

“It can set without you sitting on it,” she said. “Bed.”

I stood, and the plug made itself known all over again, a deep nudge that shortened my step. She walked me over with her hand flat between my shoulder blades. At the bed she turned me just enough for her hand, slicked her fingers, and eased the plug out.

The loss of it pulled a gasp out of me. I felt empty and twitchy, suddenly too open, and my cock was hard against my stomach before she reached for the harness.

She stepped into the new one, strap then strap, snug on her hips over bare skin. Her shirt was shoved up under her breasts. The strap-on stood out from her, shining where she stroked lube along the length. It was bigger than the plug, bigger than her two fingers, bigger than the toy I keep in the spare violin case.

I stared. The careful sentence came out thin.

“It’s bigger than I thought,” I said. “Can we wait?”

“Rosin, or nerves?” she asked.

“Nerves,” I said. “Don’t wait.”

She didn’t reach for a drawer. She knelt between my legs on the bed, and her hand settled on my knee, thumb on the bone, warm and sure.

“Breathe out,” she said.

Rosin sat in my mouth, ready, the word that would end all of this and cost me nothing. I looked at her face and did not want that word. I wanted her lead anyway.

“Slow,” I said. “If we’re doing it, I need it slow.”

“Slow,” she said, with her thumb steady on my knee. “Let the breath go, and keep your eyes on me.”

I breathed out, and she set the head of the strap-on against my hole, blunt and warm from her palm. She waited through that breath. Then she went in slow and shallow. Just the head. A burn lived in the stretch, and my fists twisted in the blanket. She stopped with her hand still on my knee.

“That’s it,” she said, close and calm. “I can feel you open. Tell me where you are.”

“Here,” I said. “It’s a lot, but I’m here, and I don’t want you to pull out.”

“I won’t pull out,” she said. She gave me a shallow inch, drew back, and gave me that same inch again. “Same inch. Slow, like a basic when the class is short of men. Tell me if you can take another.”

My cock leaked on my stomach. I wanted my hand on it and kept the hand in the blanket anyway.

“Yes,” I said. “Give me another inch.”

She sank a little deeper, still not all the way, and watched my mouth while she did it. The pressure turned into a pull, and my hips lifted off the blanket before I agreed to it.

“There you are,” she said. “Coming up to meet a strap-on you were scared of a minute ago. Say what you feel.”

“Full,” I said. “Stretched, and I want you to keep going.”

She slid a pillow under me and settled between my thighs. The strap-on went deeper as my ass tipped up. I groaned. She went still, more than halfway in, her other hand spread wide on my chest.

“Eyes on me,” she said. “You sat on that stool with the small one in you, and now you’re taking the strap-on I bought. Say you want the rest.”

The praise hit, and my body answered before my mouth did. My hole clenched around the strap-on, and my cock jumped, a visible throb against my belly. She saw it and smiled like I had stepped in on the beat.

“I want the rest,” I said.

“Then let me all the way in,” she said.

She pressed in until her hips met me. The new straps creaked. The base sat snug against her, and I was so full the crack and the clamps left my head. She started to rock, a dance lead, unhurried, deep at the end of each stroke, so the head pressed where the plug had only teased.

“Whose is it,” she said.

“Mine,” I said. “It’s mine, and I want it in my ass.”

“Match me with your hips. Your hand waits.”

I rose to meet her without planning it. My heels dug into the blanket, my ass lifted onto her, and she matched me, still slow and still sure.

“You keep coming up for it,” she said. “I like that. You hiding anything from me?”

“No,” I said. “I want my cock. I want to stroke it.”

I reached, and she caught my wrist, moved the hand away, and set it flat on the blanket by my hip. She kept fucking me while I lay there shaking. Not allowed. The strap-on dragged out and pushed back in, slick and thick. No hand on my cock, and my balls pulled up tight, and my stomach went hard.

“I can hear how wet I am,” I said. “I can hear you.”

“Stay with that,” she said, close to my mouth. “Not on your own time. I want to watch you do it when I count, and only then. Between the numbers, you hold still. You get ahead of me, and I stop. Tell me the rule.”

“Stroke when you count,” I said. “Hold still between the numbers.”

“That’s what I want from you,” she said.

She took my hand and put it back on my cock. She closed my fingers around the shaft to show me the grip, and then she let go. My cock jumped in my fist at the praise, a wet throb, and I had to lock my arm so I wouldn’t cheat her.

“One,” she said.

She sank deep while I stroked once, fist tight from base to tip. The feeling stacked, ass full and cock in my hand, her eyes on my face.

“Two,” she said.

I stroked again, and she ground in deep, and the base of the strap-on rubbed her clit. I could see it take her, her mouth opening, her rhythm slipping off the lesson and into need. She never hurried me, and she never looked away.

“You feel that on you,” I said.

“I feel it,” she said. “Don’t get ahead of the number. Three. Keep that hand honest.”

I breathed out and stroked, and I was close, balls tight, cum right there, the kind of close that shakes your thighs. She held deep and rolled her hips in a small circle. I had to freeze my fist, because she had not given me the next number. My hands shook.

“You’re shaking,” she said. “Don’t cheat it, so ask me.”

“Please,” I said. “I need the next count.”

“Not yet,” she said. She drew almost all the way out and sank back in to the hilt. “Three.”

I stroked once and stopped dead at the edge, fist locked and thighs jumping. She held deep, watched my face, and kept the next number to herself. It was the longest I had ever held a still hand on my own cock. When I could talk, it came out ragged.

“Quinn, please,” I said. “I can’t hold it again.”

“Four,” she said. “Now.”

I stroked, and I came. Cum pumped into my fist and over my stomach in thick pulses. My hole clamped down on the strap-on so tight she gasped. She pressed in and stayed. I worked my hand through it, messy and shaking, because the number was still the permission.

“Fuck, Ellis,” she said, rough and glad. “Look at your hand. All of that, and you did it on my count, with me buried in your ass. Look how well you take it.”

She didn’t pull out. She ground the base of the strap-on against her clit in small hard rocks, using the harness and the clench I still had around her. Her breath broke, and she came a moment later, still inside me. I felt it in the stutter of her hips and in the sound she made, low and open. Her hand clamped my knee. Her forehead dropped to my chest while she rode the last of it out against me. Her breasts pressed my ribs, shirt bunched above them, and she stayed buried until both of us stopped shaking.

She stayed. When she eased back, my hole fluttered around nothing. I hated that. Cum cooled in my fingers, and her hand was still on my knee. She kissed my mouth.

“You still with me,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Next time you’ll be inside me,” she said. “And I’ll still be inside you.”

❦

Quinn’s heels hit the loft floor before I looked up from the bench. The glue on the little spruce cleats was still wet under the clamps, and the long crack in the violin top sat face down, held shut. I had been watching the squeeze-out bead along the seam. I didn’t want to look away before it skinned over.

She came in from class with her hair pinned up and her dance clothes still on. She went to the bedroom side first and came back with a bigger plug in one hand and a little bottle of lube in the other.

“Give me ten minutes,” I said, before she was even beside the stool. “The clamps are on, and I can’t stop now. I want to see it skin over.”

She set the bottle down by the warm glue pot. She came around behind me and laid her hand flat between my shoulder blades. My cock thickened against the seam of my jeans while she was still just standing there.

“The glue will keep,” she said, easy, as if we were only talking about tea. “You told me that yourself last winter. Hide glue sets whether you stare at it or not. Rosin’s still yours if you want those ten minutes.”

Her free hand found my belt and worked the buckle open. Leather slid through the loop with a soft click.

“That was a different violin,” I said.

“It’s the same glue. Now, or after? I’m not waiting on a stare.”

I looked at the clamps, then at the plug in her other hand. I wanted that more than I wanted the ten minutes.

“Now,” I said. “And slow.”

“Slow it is. Hands stay on the bench. You can watch the crack if you need to, but I’m not asking you to leave it yet.”

She had the plug slick already. She eased my jeans and shorts down just far enough and tipped me forward. My ass came up off the stool. The seat was cold on my bare thighs where the denim bunched.

“Tell me if it’s too much.”

“I will, if you keep it slow.”

I kept both palms flat on the wood, one on each side of the clamped top. The grain bit my left hand in a spot I’d never sanded. The bigger plug was nothing like the little toy in the spare case. It pressed at my hole, blunt and steady, and she turned it a little while she waited for me to open. Then it went in on one long push. My breath caught. My cock jumped against the edge of the bench, and the base settled snug against me.

“You feel that?”

“Yes, all of it, deep.”

“Where, Ellis?”

“Right where your strap-on was, a few nights back.”

She laughed against my neck, low and pleased. “You got hard while I was still talking, and I hadn’t even touched you yet.”

“I noticed, thin as that sounded. Class ran long, and you’re still in your shoes.”

“Late class, two women and no men, so I led both of them. You all right down there?”

“I’m all right. It’s big, and I can feel every bit of it.”

“Then stand up. I’ve got your hand.”

She took my hand. I stood with my jeans around my thighs, and the plug shifted the second my weight changed.

“Still with me?”

“Yes. If you stop, I might come in the middle of the floor.”

She laughed at that, warm and easy. “Then we walk, eyes front, since the violin isn’t going anywhere.”

Every step across the loft moved the plug again. The floorboards gave under her tango heels and under my bare shuffle. Each time my heel came down, the plug nudged deeper, and my cock bobbed, wet at the tip already. I looked back once. The clamps were still on the crack. She didn’t let me stop to check, and I didn’t fight her on it.

The low bed was unmade from the morning. She turned me and pushed me down on my back. She got the rest of my jeans off while I tried not to clench, because clenching made the plug feel huge. She kicked her shoes off and peeled out of the dance skirt and the thin black thing under it. She climbed on with her shirt still half buttoned, breasts bare where she’d opened it. Her cunt was already wet. I could see it, and I could smell her, warm and close. My hands went to her hips before she told me to.

“Not yet,” she said. She caught my wrists and set them on the blanket, just to make the point, then put them back on her herself. “Now you can hold me. Mouth first, and I want you to ask.”

“Please let me taste you.”

“Say it like you mean the whole thing.”

“Please let me taste your cunt. I want my mouth on you.”

She lowered herself onto my mouth. I licked into her, salt and heat, her clit hard under my tongue. My hands stayed on her hips. She braced on the mattress above my head and rocked on my face, small pushes of her hips steering me.

“Right there, and don’t get clever. Just that.”

I stayed on her clit. It didn’t take long. She came with her thighs tight on my ears and her taste all over my chin.

“I’m coming, so stay, and don’t you move.”

Then she slid down my body, wet on my chest and my stomach.

“You taste like the studio,” I said. “Sweat, and the wood floor.”

She laughed, still breathless. “Less talking from you for a second. I want your cock.”

She took my cock in her hand and lined me up. She sank down slow. The heat of her closed around me an inch at a time, and the plug in my ass made it tighter and sharper. I felt filled at both ends. A moan got out of me before I could bite it back. She smiled and kept going until she was seated fully, her weight on my hips and my cock buried in her cunt.

“There you are. You’re in me, I’m still in you, so how’s that feel?”

“Full in both places, so don’t stop.”

She started to ride, gentle at first, a roll more than a bounce. One hand reached back between my legs, and her fingers found the base of the plug. She pressed it a little each time she took me in. When she rose, she tugged, and when she came down, she pushed. I felt it in my balls and in the head of my cock. It ran up my spine. The base bumped my hole every time she tugged, and when she sat, the push made my cock swell in her.

“Count with me,” she said. “In when I sit, and out when I rise.”

“In.”

“Out, and again. You feel the plug hit?”

“Yes, every time. Quinn, it’s a lot.”

“I know it is. You can take a lot. Keep counting in your head if your mouth gives out.”

“Quinn.”

“I know, you feel huge like this, and you twitch every time I move that plug. Talk to me about what you want.”

“Don’t ease off, and don’t stop. Stay on me, and keep your hand on the plug.”

“Perfect.” I swelled inside her at the word, before I could even blink. She saw it and smiled. “You will come if I let you, so you don’t. Hands on my hips, and watch me.”

I watched. Her shirt hung open, and her breasts moved with the roll. Her cunt gripped me on every stroke, slick and hot, and the sound of it sat plain in the quiet loft. She picked up speed. The roll turned hard, her hips snapping down, and that hand behind me drove the plug, eased it, and drove it again, right in time with her hips. I held her and let her use me. My own hips wanted to thrust. She let them a little, then pinned me with her weight when I got greedy.

“You trying to fuck up into me?”

“Yes. I can’t help it.”

“Then hold still and let me lead. You know how a dance goes when I’m out front.”

“I know. You’re the lead.”

“I’m close, so stay right there. I’m going to come on your cock, and you’re going to feel it. Tell me you hear me.”

“I hear you, and please don’t stop.”

She did what she had promised. Her cunt clenched in long pulls, and she said my name into my mouth, raw and glad, not pretty about it. Her thighs shook against my sides. I held her through it and didn’t move except where she moved me. When it passed she didn’t climb off. She sat a second, sweating and smiling.

“Again. You asked me not to stop, so you take this one too. Are you still good?”

“Yes, I’m close, though. Quinn, if you keep that hand there, I won’t last.”

“Not yet, you wait for me.”

She started again, slower and meaner, her hand back on the plug. Sweat cooled on my chest. The plug had never left me. She leaned back with one palm braced on my thigh, and the other worked the plug in short tugs that matched her hips. I could see my cock sliding into her, wet to the root. The plug knocked something inside me, and my whole body pulled tight.

“Where are your hands?”

“On your hips.”

“Keep them there. I want to feel you hold on while I come. Look at me. I’m coming again, so feel it, and say my name when I push.”

She pressed the plug and held it deep. No rhythm for me, just the fullness, while she chased her own.

“Quinn,” I said.

She came harder than the first time. Her cunt milked me in pulses I felt in my teeth. I bit the inside of my cheek and held on, shaking, the plug deep under her palm. She opened her eyes flushed and smiling.

“Now you can. I’ve got you, so let it go.”

She pushed the plug in as far as it would go and kept her palm there, firm, not tugging, just holding it deep. She rode me in short hard strokes. That was all it took.

“Quinn,” I said again.

I came inside her in long pulses. My cock jerked, and my ass clenched around the plug. Each pulse felt long.

“That’s it. Give it to me. I can feel you coming.”

She didn’t let go. She stayed down on me with her hand still behind me until I was finished. She rose off carefully once I had gone soft. My cum slicked her thighs. Both of us breathed like we had run the length of the loft.

“You still with me?”

“Yes.”

She eased the plug out after and set it on the floor by the bed. I lay there with my hands still curved, as if they were on her hips. Across the room the clamps held the crack. The glue had skinned. I could see the dull line of it from the bed, and I didn’t get up.

Quinn stretched out beside me, one leg over mine, her hand on my stomach. She kissed my shoulder.

“Sunday,” she said, “I want you on your knees in front of that mirror, right under the barre. Hands flat, Ellis. You’re going to come on my strap-on with nobody touching you, and you’re going to watch yourself do it.”

I was half hard again just from hearing it. She didn’t reach for me. She let me lie there with it.

❦

I was already on my knees on the thick blanket when Quinn drew the last buckle tight. Sunday light leaked past the blinds and died on the mirror wall. Her tango shoes sat at one end of the barre, heels together, and the glass gave the loft back to us in one clean sheet. She had pulled her dance top off and dropped it at the foot of the mirror, so the new harness sat on bare skin. The strap-on hung heavy off the front of it. She slicked the shaft with one slow pass of her hand and looked at me.

I got hard while she was still looking.

She smiled the way she does when I make a joke I didn’t mean to make.

“Up on your hands and knees,” she said. “Face the glass. I want you where you can’t lie to either of us.”

Her palm came down flat between my shoulder blades and turned me until the mirror had all of me, cock lifting, ass toward her. The floor showed at the edge of the blanket, grain running long the way it does under the bench. I set my weight on my palms. They wanted to curl. She pressed once, light, and they went flat.

“Leave them there,” she said. “Palms on the blanket. You pick a hand up and I take the strap-on out, and we start from the top. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

I looked at myself and went for the dry thing, because my cock was out in front of me and the mirror was not going to be kind.

“I’m telling you straight,” I said. “Nobody comes like that. Hands stuck down, nothing on it. I’ve sat at the bench and thought about it, waiting on glue. It doesn’t set. You can wait the whole afternoon and it still doesn’t set.”

She laughed behind me, low and easy, and the lube cap ticked in the quiet.

“Watch,” she said. “That’s your job. You watch the glass, you keep those palms down, and you answer me when I ask. I’ll show you what that cock does when I’m the one moving.”

She knelt behind me. Her slick fingers found my hole, two of them, patient, working lube in while her other hand rested on my hip. In the mirror her shoulder moved. My cock thickened. A clear drop gathered at the tip, and she had not touched me there once.

“You open?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Whole sentence. I want it in the room.”

“I’m open,” I said. “Put the strap-on in me.”

“Breathe out for me.”

I did. She set the head against my hole and pushed. It was blunt, cold for a second, then warmer as it spread me. She didn’t jab. She fed it in on one long slide, both hands firm on my hips, until the harness met my ass and my breath broke in the middle.

“Look how well you take it,” she said.

My cock jumped so hard it slapped my belly, and a string of precum hit the blanket. Praise landed, and my body answered before I could dress it up.

She held still and read my face in the glass. I could feel the strap-on in my balls. My cock felt grabbed, though both of her hands stayed on my hips.

“Say whose strap-on that is.”

“It’s yours. It’s in my ass. Quinn, it’s yours.”

“Mine.”

My hole clenched around the strap-on before I meant to do it. She felt that.

“Your body heard me first,” she said.

She drew back until she was almost out, so the thick part dragged at my rim, and then she pushed in again in one long stroke. My cock swung with her. In the glass it looked helpless, bouncing and leaking, and I kept my palms flat. A seam in the floor pressed one knuckle. Her thumbs hooked at the front of my hips and steered me as she steers a turn.

“Talk,” she said. “What do you see?”

“I see it bouncing,” I said. “I see your hands. I see the strap-on going in, and me taking it.”

“That’s you following the lead,” she said.

In the glass my cock dripped on the blanket with nobody near it.

She tipped her hips and drove down. The strap-on hit the place inside me that runs straight to my cock, and my arms nearly went. A sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. She did it again, harder, still not fast, just deeper, and my cock slapped my stomach and fell, wet. I watched it the way I watch a repair I’m not sure will hold.

“Right there,” I said. “Do that again.”

“Ask me like you mean it.”

“Please. Angle it down. Fuck my ass right there. I can feel it in my cock and you’re not even touching it.”

“Hands?”

“Flat. They’re flat. I want to grab myself so bad I can taste it, and I’m not moving them.”

“Then you get what you asked for.”

She fucked me harder.

Each stroke sank the strap-on deep and dragged it over that spot. My balls swung. My cock bounced in the glass, red at the head, dripping, and not one finger on it. I heard the harness creak, and the wet sound of lube, and her breath coming shorter, and the blanket shifting under my knees. Sweat ran into one eye. I kept looking anyway. If I looked at the floor, my hand would go to my cock, and she had already told me what that would cost.

“You still sure nobody comes like this?” she asked.

“I was sure. I’m less sure. Quinn, I’m close. Nothing’s on it and I’m close.”

“I can see it jumping. Say it out loud. What happens next.”

“I’m going to come,” I said, and my voice went thin. “Hands down. Nobody touching my cock. I’m going to shoot on the blanket while you fuck me.”

“Eyes up,” she said. “Don’t you duck. I want that face in the glass when it happens.”

She held the angle and drove in, and I broke.

My cock kicked in the mirror with nothing around it. A hard pulse hit my gut, and the first shot striped the blanket white, then another, thick. I shook so hard my palms slid, and I slammed them flat again, fingers spread, staring at myself while it left me. My face in the glass was open and stupid. Cum hit in heavy pulses. My hole clenched on the strap-on.

Quinn did not stop.

She kept fucking me through it, hands tight on my hips, strokes a little shorter, still deep, still angled down. I came and made a sound I would have hidden at the bench, and I did not hide it here.

“Stay open,” she said. “Look at the mess, and look at those hands, still down. I’m not finished with you. You feel that?”

“I feel it. You’re still in me. It’s a lot, and I don’t want you out yet.”

The strap-on kept moving while the last of that load dripped off me. My cock softened, sore, swinging heavier. Then, because she would not quit that angle, it started to fill again. Too bright. Like a crack you don’t lean on, and she was leaning on it, and so was I.

“It’s too much,” I said. “It’s sore. I already shot.”

She went still at once, buried in me, one hand spread on my back.

“Then you pick,” she said. “I pull out and we’re finished, or I stay where I am and you get my hand. Rosin ends all of it. Out loud, Ellis.”

I breathed. The sore was real, and the want under it was bigger.

“Don’t pull out,” I said. “Don’t stop fucking my ass. Use your hand. Please. I want the second one in your fist.”

She reached under me and closed her fist around my cock, and I jolted so hard I nearly broke the rule. Her fingers were warm and still slick with lube. She held me firm a moment before she moved.

“That’s what I thought.”

She stroked me from base to head, and the strap-on started working my hole again.

She didn’t match the two rhythms, and I think she meant it that way. She would thrust and hold deep, so the strap-on sat on that spot, and pull her fist up my cock at the same time. Everything got hit at once. In the mirror I saw her arm under my belly, and the strap-on vanishing into me, and my face, which I could not leave. My balls ached. The second climb was uglier, hotter, thinner.

“It’s coming,” I said. “Not as much. It hurts, and I still want it. I can see my cock in your hand, and I can’t look away.”

“Then don’t. Shoot in my fist. I’ve got you. Give me what’s left, and say when.”

“Now,” I said. “Quinn, now.”

She fucked me harder, buried to the harness, and stroked me through the sore part. I came a second time into her hand. A weaker spurt, then another, hot and thin over her fingers and down her wrist. I watched that too, shaking, palms flat, knees sliding on the blanket. My hole fluttered around the strap-on. She didn’t let go until the last pulse squeezed out.

She drove in and stayed, pressed flat to my ass, and her breath broke against my spine. I felt her come like that, buried in me. Her cunt worked against the base of the harness. A low sound sat in her throat. Her breasts were warm on my back, and her whole body went tight and then loose along mine. She folded down over me, chest to my back, one arm still under me, her fist loose and wet around my softening cock. The mirror held all of it. Her hair stuck to my shoulder. The straps crossed her ribs. My hands were still flat.

“You can pick them up,” she said into my neck, pleased with both of us.

I lifted my hands. She kissed the corner of my jaw, still inside me. Then she eased the strap-on out, one hand spread on my lower back, and I made a small sound at the loss of it that I didn’t dress up.

“How sore?” she asked. She meant it.

“Tender,” I said. “The good kind. I’ll feel it at the bench tomorrow.”

“Then you get a warm cloth and an early night, and nobody asks that cock for anything until morning.”

She kissed my shoulder and started on the buckles. I looked at the blanket, and at my hands, which had stayed where she put them even when I was sure they wouldn’t.

She ran a cloth under the warm tap and came back and wiped me down, gentle and thorough, the backs of my thighs and my ass and my sore cock. When she was done I got up on legs that didn’t quite trust the floor.

❦

The box marked bedroom still sat by the far wall, holding the tape from the move except where we had cut it open. The old harness was in there, leather soft at the holes, buckles dull, hers from before I was in the picture. I settled it flat in the box, neat, the way I set a neck in a case when the glue has to rest and you don’t get to poke it. Then I pulled a long strip of packing tape and laid it over the lid and pressed it flat with my thumb, end to end, the way I press a glued seam so it won’t lift in the night. The tape made a small sticky sound. I ran my hand along it once more, checking for a bubble the way I check a repair at the bench, and I left it shut.

On the way past the bench the violin was closed up again. The crack had gone so quiet under the varnish that nobody would ever find where it was hurt. I took the spare violin case down from the shelf and set it on the low shelf by our bed, lid up, where it didn’t have to pretend to hold a violin anymore.

In the kitchen she had a slow tango on, low enough that I could hear her feet. She held out her hand. I took it. She drew me in and set her palm between my shoulder blades, the same place, the lead, and I let her take me through the space between the counter and the table. Bare feet on the cool floor. She laughed when I missed the turn and found it on the next step.

“You following, or are you thinking about the bench again?” she asked.

“Following,” I said. “Mostly.”

I could smell her skin, and the tea going cold in a mug by the sink. Across the loft, on the barre beside her tango shoes, the strap-on she had bought for me hung from its harness, drying where the Sunday light leaked past the blinds. The old one stayed in its box with my tape on the lid, shut by my own hand.


The Sissy Maid Scrubs Floors in Heels and Licks Her Pussy Clean — Sissy Maid

Ihad the headset on, and a stranger was locked out of her own account. I walked her through a password reset in the same calm voice I had used on the call before. The spare room stayed the quietest room in the house. People reached me because something had stopped obeying them, and my job was to make it obey again without making them feel foolish for needing a stranger in their ear.

“Type it just the way I spell it,” I said. “Then tell me what the screen does.”

She typed. A letter failed her, and I heard it in the little catch of her breath. I spelled the hard part again, slow, and I left the silence alone. Silence is kinder than a rush when a person is already hot in the face over a login.

The screen did what it was supposed to do. I told her she was in.

She hung up.

No thank-you. The line just died, the way a door shuts when someone has what they came for.

The mug had left a pale ring on the wood, right where I always set it between calls. I took the cloth from the drawer and wiped the ring until the grain showed clean, as if nobody had been drinking coffee there at all. It settled something in me that a thank-you would not have settled. A clean desk was a finished thing. I have always liked a finished thing more than I like being praised for it.

At thirty-four that was most of my days, the headset and the quiet and the small repairs. The calm was no longer a coat I put on for strangers. Mona, thirty-six and the owner of a restaurant that ate her nights, liked to say I talked to people as if I were easing them down off a ledge, except the ledge was always a login page. I was good at that part. I heard what people did not say. The funny thing was that I almost never said what I wanted myself. Not to her. Not in an empty room either, even when the empty room made the want louder.

I finished what was left of the queue. A man could not find a receipt in his own mail, and I stayed with him until he could. Then a payment sat spinning, and I talked the woman through it until the wheel let her go. When the queue went quiet I set the headset on the dry wood. My hands stayed flat on the desk a moment. The house was already clean. I still wanted a thing to put right.

❦

I went down the hall to the laundry room, where the ironing board waited the way it waited on the nights she worked. Her restaurant aprons came home stiff with the day. They smelled like the grill even after a wash. I liked pressing them. A crease went in where I told it to go, and it stayed. I set the iron, smoothed the first apron over the board, and worked the nose of it along the ties until they lay flat. She would not be home until late. I had already made her a plate and covered it and left it on the counter. She hated coming in hungry, and she hated cooking after she had been cooking all night. Keeping that plate was one of the better things I did as a husband. I knew that. I also knew it was not the only reason I liked the work of the house. I did not look at that knowledge too directly while the iron was hot.

The ties took the longest. They wanted to curl, and I had to hold them with two fingers while the iron passed, or the crease wandered. Steam lifted the grill-smell and then took most of it. What stayed was clean cotton and heat. I pressed until the basket was empty. The finished aprons hung on the hook by the door, white and plain and ready for her hand. I turned the light off. In the kitchen I checked the plate, shifted it an inch so the cover sat true, and wiped a crumb that was not really there. Then I waited, listening for her car.

❦

She came in after midnight, and I smelled the grill on her before I got a good look at her. I was already on my feet.

“Plate’s on the counter,” I said.

She was tall, with her hair twisted up off her neck and a tired bright face that still had a joke left in it. “You’re a good man,” she said. She meant it. She was also already eating, standing up, fork in one hand and the other braced on the counter, as if sitting down might finish her.

“The table by the window sent a steak back,” she said. “They wanted it rarer, then hotter, then they wanted to tell me how a steak ought to be made. As if I had asked for a lesson in my own dining room. I went and stood in the walk-in and called that man a name I will not repeat at this counter. This counter is clean, and I respect your work.”

I laughed. I could not help it. “The counter can take it.”

She looked at me over the fork, warm and a little wicked. “You know that, right? I come home and the house looks like nobody lives here. Except I know you live here, because you leave me food and you iron those sad aprons like they are going somewhere important.”

“They go to your kitchen,” I said. “Close enough.”

She snorted. It turned into a real laugh, low and tired, and she ate the rest of the plate standing there. The night came out in pieces. A server had quit in the middle of the rush. She had smiled at a regular who always wanted the corner and never wanted to wait. I listened, and I watched her shoulders drop as the food did its work.

When she was done she reached for the tap. I took the plate out of her hands before she could do more than rinse it. “Go shower,” I said. “I’ve got it.”

She kissed my cheek, quick and greasy and good, and she squeezed my arm on the way past. “Don’t wait up if you’re tired. I know you’ve been talking people off login pages all day.”

I stood at the sink and washed the plate until it shone. Under the ordinary happiness the old pull moved, the one I did not bring to the counter with her. It had a shape by then, though I had never given it a name out loud. A white napkin had fallen from her bag onto the counter, the plain kind she used at the restaurant. She had wiped her mouth with it and glanced at the cloth the way she glanced at a plate before it left the pass. Clean enough. I folded that napkin and set it square, and my face warmed, and I did not ask myself why a square of cotton could do that.

❦

Monday the restaurant was closed, so she was home in the daylight, barefoot, in an old shirt, moving slower than she moved at work. I liked those Mondays. I had pancakes on the griddle before she came down, because a closed kitchen still wants feeding, and because I liked the look on her face when the house had already decided to be kind. She ate two, standing first and then sitting, and she stole the crisp edge off mine without asking.

“Thief,” I said.

“Cook faster,” she said. She grinned with her mouth full.

She licked syrup off her thumb, and I took the cloth into the hall. The long shelf by the mirror had a film of dust only I would have called dust. I wiped it because I knew her Monday habit. I also wiped it because I wanted, God help me, for her finger to come up clean. She came along with her coffee, hair still damp, and she ran one finger along the shelf the way she always did. She looked at the fingertip. Then she laughed from the belly, head tipped, a real laugh, the kind that made me want to laugh with her even when I was the reason.

“Nobody in my kitchen keeps a shelf like this,” she said. “I pay people. I stand over them. I still find grease in corners that have no business knowing what grease is. And here you are, on your day off from other people’s passwords, polishing a shelf nobody even puts anything on.”

“I put the mail on it,” I said.

“You put the mail on it and then you wipe where the mail was.” She bumped my shoulder with hers, easy and fond. “Thank you. Also, what is wrong with you, in a loving way.”

I smiled. My ears went hot. The want moved low in my stomach, warm and stupid, and I had to turn away before she could see what her clean fingertip had done to me. She kissed my cheek and went on toward the kitchen, still laughing under her breath. In the long hall mirror I caught myself, a man in a sweatshirt, ordinary, just praised for the cleanest thing in the house. She had no idea. That was the shame. It was also the heat. I stood there until I could walk back to the spare room like a person who did not keep a secret behind his teeth.

❦

The slope was not dramatic. That was the trouble with it. Each step was small enough that I could tell myself it did not count. Each one carried the want a little further into the day.

She was out, and the queue was thin, and I had the ironing board up again because two aprons had come home in the bottom of her bag. I pressed the first one. Halfway down the bib I caught myself standing straighter, shoulders back, the way a person stands when someone important is about to look. Nobody was in the laundry room but me. I still stood like that. I pictured her in the doorway with her arms folded, not angry, just exact. In my head her voice was calm, which was worse than sharp. A spot was missed, she said. She nodded at a wrinkle I had already gone over twice.

My face heated. My cock stirred in my jeans, a slow heavy lift I had not invited and could not pretend was something else. I set the iron down before I scorched the cotton. I had never told anyone this. Not a friend. Not her. I had never bought a thing for it, not a dress, not a pair of heels, not even a cheap joke from a costume rack. The want did not need props. It had started in the work.

After the breakup, in the year I turned twenty-nine, a caller told me I had the patience of hired help and laughed like that was a kindness. I laughed too, on the headset, the ledge voice, easy and warm. When she hung up I sat in the spare room with my hands shaking, because the joke had landed somewhere it had no business landing. I wanted to be useful in a way that could be checked. I wanted a woman to look at my work and find it right, or not right, and to say so without softening it. The shame and the heat arrived in the same breath and stayed tangled. I did not buy anything. I cleaned the apartment I had then until the sink hurt my eyes, and I called that enough, and it was not enough. Years later I had a wife I loved and a house I kept, and the same want, and I still had not said it.

I picked the iron up. I pressed the second apron straighter than the first. When I finished I stood in the quiet with my pulse in my throat and my cock still thick against the seam of my jeans. I did not touch it. That was the rule I made so I could pretend I still had rules. I hung the aprons, wiped the board, and went to start her plate, ordinary as a husband, which I was. The want came with me anyway.

❦

Her late shift ran long that Sunday. The house was mine, and I knew it, and knowing it was what undid the last small rule I had left. The tub had a ring I had been meaning to scrub. By then the want had braided itself into the work until I could not tell which one I was obeying. I locked the bathroom door anyway. I was in my own clothes, jeans and a soft shirt, nothing hidden and nothing confessed. I got on my knees by the tub with the scrub brush in my hand. The tile was hard. I went after the ring the way I went after every mark in that house, slow circles, a rinse, circles again. The porcelain began to come up clean under the light.

Then I pictured her. Not a blur. Mona, in the doorway, holding a white napkin as she would at the pass, ready to test a thing I had just called finished. She would look at the tub. She would look at me on my knees. She would drag the napkin along the rim and bring it back up to the light. I went hard under my jeans from that moment, a thick sudden ache, my cock pressed tight against the denim, my balls drawn up. Every shift of my knees dragged the seam across me. My breath went rough. I kept scrubbing. I told myself the tub was the point. The tub was not the point. My arm tired, and the ache got so heavy I had to stop or I was going to make a sound in an empty house. I set the brush on the rim. I stayed on my knees a second, red already from the tile, and then I stood and leaned on the sink with both hands, the way a person leans when a room tilts. The room had not tilted. I had.

I finished the tub because I could not leave a ring and call it done, not even then. One more rinse. One more pass of the cloth. The porcelain shone. My knees were still red when I sat on the closed lid and opened my jeans.

I took my cock in my hand. It was hot and rigid, the head already slick, and the first slow stroke softened my knees all over again. I kept it slow at first, fist loose, watching my own chest rise, ashamed and so turned on I could taste it. Then I tightened my fist and fucked it faster, the way I did when I had stopped pretending the cleaning was the errand. My balls pulled up tight. My ass clenched against the lid each time my hips tried to follow my hand. I thought of her in the doorway. I thought of her mouth, that small satisfied thing it did when a plate was right. Her name got out once, under my breath, at the tile.

“Mona.”

Nobody heard it.

“Yes, ma’am.”

That one nobody heard either. My hand sped up. I curled over my own fist, eyes shut, thinking of that white napkin coming back clean, and I came into my palm, hard, pulse after pulse, cum striping my fingers. My hips jerked. A broken breath hit the quiet, and nothing else. It went on longer than I expected from a man who had been hard since he pictured a napkin in a doorway. When it eased I stayed there, shaking, jeans open, knees red, wrecked and alone and exactly where I had put myself.

Then the quieter shame arrived, the one that knows how to clean. I turned on the tap and washed my hand. I washed my cock, careful and thorough, and I closed my jeans. I wiped the tub again, though it was already clean, until the porcelain looked as if nobody had knelt there and come. I wiped the lid. I wiped the sink where I had leaned. My hands were not quite steady. I stood in the bathroom a moment and listened to the house, which had nothing to say.

❦

The kitchen smelled like coffee and pancakes, and the light was already on the table. She came down in her robe, hair damp, face soft from sleep, and she smiled at me like a woman who had nowhere she had to be. I poured hers and I poured mine. We sat across from each other, mugs between us, her knee nearly touching mine under the wood.

She ate, and for a while the talk was small. The grill. The closed sign. Whether the pancakes needed more salt, which they did not. She set her cup down and looked at me over the rim, checking me as she would a station before service.

“I have been thinking,” she said.

My stomach went tight, though her voice was easy.

“This house needs a proper maid.”

I did not laugh, because she was not quite joking, and I could feel that. She tipped her head, a little amused, a little fond.

“I have run a restaurant for years. I like a place kept to my standard, and I have seen how happy you are when you straighten things for me. The shelf. The aprons. The plate waiting when I am too tired to be a person yet.”

She turned the cup in her hands. “So I am going to ask you plainly, and you can tell me I have lost my mind. Would you like to keep my house in a uniform I choose, on my rules?”

The room got very quiet. Relief hit first, so hard I had to set my fork down. She had said it. I had not had to confess a thing, not the headset joke from years back, not the tub, not the napkin, not the way I stood straighter for an empty doorway. Fear came right behind the relief, cold along my ribs, because a secret that stays in your head can still be walked back, and a yes cannot. Under both of those, the want opened like a door I had been leaning on for years.

My face was hot. My hands were steady enough, which surprised me. She waited. She did not tease the silence into a joke, and I loved her for that.

❦

I went so quiet after her question that she set her cup down on the kitchen table and looked straight at me.

Monday morning. Her day off, the restaurant closed, robe loose, hair still down. I sat across from her with my own cup, and my cock was already half hard under the table.

“Keith,” she said. “You just went somewhere. Where.”

“Nowhere useful,” I said. “Give me a second. Don’t drink my coffee.”

“I have my own,” she said. She did not smile. “And I am not joking.”

She got up and went to the hall closet. I heard the door, then a box sliding off a shelf. She came back and set it on the table between the cups. Cardboard, taped neat, her print on the side.

She cut the tape with a butter knife and folded the flaps open. Inside sat a black dress, a white apron, sheer stockings, maid panties, and black heels, long in the foot, nothing like hers.

“Work shoes,” she said. “The scuffed pair by the spare-room door. I guessed off those. If I missed, you say so.”

She lifted the apron out by the straps and held it up. The cloth hung with the box creases still in it.

“Did I read you right,” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “Years. I never said a word.”

Her hand stayed on the apron. She waited.

“You’d be at the restaurant,” I said. “I’d finish a call with the headset still on, and I’d iron your aprons because the wrinkles get to me. One night I held one up in the spare-room glass and I did not put it down. Calls, the headset, passwords, the restaurant, your kitchen. Something else was always in my mouth.”

She laughed then, from the belly, warm and crude. “Nobody has ever volunteered to scrub anything for me. Not once. I have had people in a kitchen since before I owned the place. Not one of them asked for the apron. You wipe that shelf when you think I am not looking, and you never opened your mouth.”

“I’m tidy,” I said. “It’s a known problem.”

She put her hand flat on the box. “All right. Listen, then answer me out loud. Mondays, you are my maid. Keely. A no means this box goes back in the closet. I never mention it. Monday pancakes stay. If you say yes and you want it to stop, the word is ladle. You say ladle and I stop right then. Box goes back. Pancakes stay. Nothing is lost. You are sober. That coffee is still in your hand. So say yes, or say no.”

I looked at the apron, then at her. The cup was warm in my fist. My cock pressed my pants like it had already signed. “Yes,” I said. “I want it. Mondays I’m Keely.”

She smiled, warm and a little mean. “Then come here.”

❦

In the hallway she had me strip, and she zipped me into the dress herself. The zipper was loud in the quiet house. The black cloth fit. She had guessed right off those shoes. She knelt and rolled the sheer stockings up my legs, slow, palms smoothing each seam until it sat straight. My cock stood under the skirt while she was still talking about the neckline. She buckled the heels. They clicked when I shifted.

The long mirror hung at the end of the hall. The shelf beside it had dust on the front edge, and I saw it at once.

“Don’t watch,” I said. It was a lie in a polite coat. “Please. Let me do the glass and the shelf. Come back when it’s done.”

She leaned in the doorway, arms folded in the robe, and watched anyway. “I’m watching,” she said. “Get the cloth. Stand up straight in those heels. I bought them. Use them.”

I got the cloth and cleaned. The apron sat neat, the stockings tight, and my cock stayed hard under the dress while she watched and did not look away. I wiped the shelf. I wiped the mirror. I know this work, and I still missed a streak low on the glass. My hands were not as steady as I wanted.

She came over with her white napkin and ran it across the glass. It came away with a faint gray line.

“You missed a spot, Keely,” she said. “Over my knee, and let’s see this ass get as red as my lipstick.”

❦

In the dining room she sat on a dining chair and patted her lap, easy, as if she were calling me over to taste a sauce.

“I’m too big for your knee,” I said.

“Then that’s a worry, not a no,” she said. “Over, or ladle?”

“Over,” I said.

She caught my wrist and pulled me down across her lap, dress and heels and all. The heavy wooden table sat beside us. The chair creaked. She flipped the skirt up my back and yanked the panties down to my stockinged knees. Cool air hit my bare ass and the tight skin of my hole. My cock lay hard against her thigh, hot through the robe, and my balls pressed in beside it. She shifted until she had the whole of me.

“There you are,” she said. “Hiding that under a nice apron. Say what you are.”

“Keely,” I said. “Your maid.”

“And what did you miss.”

“A spot. On the mirror.”

“Tell me what that cock is doing under my hand.”

“It’s hard,” I said. “Against your thigh. Leaking on your robe.”

Her hand came down on my bare ass, open and exact. The crack filled the room. Heat bloomed under her palm. She hit the same place again, and I jerked, and my cock dragged on her thigh. Her other hand settled on the small of my back and pinned me there.

“Stay,” she said. “And your ass. What is it doing.”

“It burns.”

She hit the other cheek, then lower, where the ass meets the thigh. That one was sharper. My heels kicked and stopped. She did not rush. Pink went to red. My cock leaked on her robe, and she pressed her leg up into the wet so she would not miss any of me.

“You get hard while I am still talking,” she said. Her palm rested on the hot skin. “I can feel that cock. Does it hurt.”

“Yes.”

“Do you want the next one.”

Ladle sat on my tongue. I bit down on it and left it unsaid.

“Yes,” I said. “Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please hit me again. Harder.”

“You going to use ladle on me.”

“No.”

She laughed from the belly, crude and pleased, and spanked me harder. Her palm cracked on skin that was already hot. She kept on until the burn sat deep and my ass felt swollen and bright. My balls drew up tight against her thigh. She stopped and looked. Her lipstick was a hard red, and she nodded, satisfied with the match.

“Red,” she said. “Look at you, squirming on my leg with your panties at your knees. Perfect.”

That one word landed so hard my cock jumped against her thigh.

“You feel that word,” she said.

“Yes. My cock jumped.”

“I saw it. You like your ass in my hand.”

“Yes. I like it too much.”

She rubbed the hot skin once, checking her work. Then she stood me up. The panties stayed at my knees. She walked me to the edge of the heavy table, sat on it, and opened her robe. Her breasts came free of the cloth. Her legs spread. I could smell her, warm and sharp, before I got down.

“On your knees, Keely. Heels stay on. Ask for what you want.”

“I want your pussy on my mouth,” I said. “And I want to come on the apron after.”

I knelt. The wood bit through the stockings. Her pussy was right there, wet already, dark hair and shiny lips, and her clit stood proud when she tipped her hips at my mouth. She put a hand in my hair and held me just off her.

“Start slow,” she said. “You know how to clean. Show me.”

I put my tongue on her, flat and careful, up through the wet and over her clit. She made a low sound and opened wider. I licked in long strokes, then shorter ones when she pulled my hair. I tasted salt and heat. My cock stayed hard under the skirt and bobbed in the heels.

“You hear that,” she said. “How wet. Whose mouth is this.”

“Yours,” I said into her. “Keely’s. I’m cleaning you. Slow.”

“Get your tongue under it. Hold still.”

She rocked on my tongue, her clit sliding, her thighs starting to shake against my ears. I heard how wet she was. My jaw ached. I did not stop. The heels dug into my calves, and I stayed up because she had said they stay on.

“Right there,” she said. “Don’t get cute. Stay on it. You’re close to making me come, Keely. Don’t you dare drift.”

“I’m staying,” I said into her clit.

I stayed. I licked her clit in small steady passes, then sucked it, gentle. Her hand tightened in my hair. Her bare heels braced on the chair rung. A rough sound broke out of her. Her pussy pulsed on my tongue, and she came holding me there, thighs clamped, a rush of wet on my mouth. She did not let me up. I did not pull back. When the shake eased she was still slick on my chin, and she looked down with that calm hard face.

“Every drop,” she said. “You clean me the way you clean my kitchen, slow, on your knees, until it shines.”

So I did. I licked her clean, slow, every fold, the wet on her thighs, the last of it off her clit.

“Is it clean yet,” she said.

“Not yet. There’s more on your thigh.”

“Then finish. I want it shining.”

I finished. She twitched and laughed and pushed at my forehead.

“Enough,” she said. “It shines.”

My ass still burned. My cock ached under the skirt, heavy and wet, my balls tight. She pushed the apron aside, shoved the skirt up, and wrapped her fist around me. Her grip was warm and exact, the same hand that had turned my ass red.

“Look at this,” she said. “Hard the whole time you were cleaning me. You going to make a mess on my apron.”

“Yes,” I said. I could barely get it out.

“You ashamed of the mess.”

“Yes. I still want it.”

She stroked me under the skirt, firm, fist tight from the head to the base and back. Her other hand stayed in my hair so I had to look at her. The heels bit. The spanked skin pulled when I knelt up into her hand. Precum slicked her fingers, and she used it.

“Who are you.”

“Keely. Your maid. On my knees.”

“I can see that,” she said. “Red ass, cock in my fist, and you did me after you did the glass.”

The praise made me throb so hard she smiled, and her fist went faster. Wet sounds filled the space under the skirt. My hips tried to follow. The heels kept me pinned.

“Where are you going to put it.”

“On the apron,” I said. “Where you can see.”

“Then make it. Look at me while I watch.”

I came on the white apron. Thick pulses hit the cloth, and she kept her fist moving until I was empty and shaking. Cum striped the white. My mouth hung open. My hands gripped her thighs. She looked at the mess, then at my face, and patted my hot ass once, calm, as if a shelf had passed.

She took the white napkin, the one that had found the streak, and folded it into the apron pocket.

“I’m ordering something for Keely to wear all week,” she said. “Not just on Mondays.”

❦

Steam came up off the last apron while I worked the iron along the hem. The board stood between the washer and the dryer, and the cotton was almost flat. It was hot and it smelled like her kitchen. My black dress was warm from the dryer air. The heels clicked when I shifted my weight. I had the white apron tied tight. Her napkin sat in the pocket at my hip, clean since last week and pressed with the rest.

Mona came in with a small box in both hands. She set it on the clear end of the board, right on a strap I had just finished. She opened it before I could set the iron down.

A steel cage lay on a bit of cloth. It was short and smooth, with a ring at the base and a little lock on the front. It looked like it belonged in a drawer with her measuring spoons. It also looked like it did not.

“From today until next Monday,” she said, calm as a note about the walk-in. “Under your clothes, day and night, on every call.”

I kept the iron moving because my hands wanted a job. My cock didn’t. It thickened under the maid panties while she was still talking. The head pushed at the cotton. Heat climbed my neck before I had a word ready. She saw it. She always catches the thing I have not said yet.

“A whole week,” I said. My voice came out tidy, which was a joke, given the rest of me. “Mona, I’m on calls all day. Headset on, passwords, people locked out of their own accounts. I can’t sit there with that on. I still have to sound like my desk is neat.”

She took the iron and set it on its heel. Then she nodded at the dryer. Her hand found my elbow, light and exact, and that was the whole answer. I went.

“Nobody on a headset can see under your desk,” she said. She put a palm flat on my chest and looked at me properly. “You said yes to Mondays, and this is the whole week, so I’m asking. Ladle works on a Wednesday too. You say it any day and the key comes off the ring, no questions, nothing lost. Do you want to wear it for me until next Monday?”

“Yes,” I said. It came out tidy again, and this time I didn’t mind. “I want to wear it for you.”

She lifted the skirt herself and folded it up over the apron. The black fabric sat on my stomach. The panties were already tented. She hooked a finger in the waist and drew them down to mid-thigh. My cock stood out into the warm laundry air, hard and flushed, wet at the tip.

My face went hot anyway. It was the same burn I get on a call. My voice stays neat and the rest of me does not. That neat voice was where Keely started, between passwords, long before a box ever landed on this board.

“Hold still,” she said.

I held still. She worked my balls through the ring first, one and then the other. She was careful, like she was threading a button, not like she was in a hurry. Then she eased my cock down into the steel. It did not want to go. I was too hard, and the cage wanted a cock that had already given up. She waited. Her thumb stroked the underside once. It was not a tease and it was not a rush. It just showed me she had time. When I softened a little from the cold metal, she slid the tube home and clicked the lock.

The click was small. It went all the way through me.

I looked down. My cock sat pink behind the bars, the head pressed to the end. My balls hung heavy in the ring. The steel was cool, and then it was not. Every breath made it shift against me.

She patted the cage once, the pat she saves for a pot that has just settled. “Neat.”

My cock tried to swell at that one word and had nowhere to go. I made a small sound. “All week,” she said. “You can take your calls and keep the desk looking right.”

“I won’t be able to…”

“You won’t.” She pulled the panties back up over the steel. She smoothed the skirt down and turned me toward the door.

At the door she took her restaurant keyring off the hook. The walk-in key hung on it, big and dull from her pocket. She threaded the little cage key on beside it and worked the ring closed. Then she held the bunch up by my ear and shook it once. The keys knocked together, bright and ordinary. The new one disappeared into the sound of the old ones.

“It lives here with the walk-in,” she said. “You want the key, you ask me. You don’t go looking. Say it.”

I nodded, and the cage tugged when I nodded. It was a stupid thing to notice. It was also the only thing I could notice. “It lives with you,” I said. “I ask.”

She kissed me on the mouth, quick and warm, her fist still on the keyring. I stood in the heels with the cage heavy under the dress. The last apron waited on the board, flat and done, like it still expected an ordinary Monday.

❦

Her hand on my chest put me flat on my back. The heels stayed on. The dress spread under me, black against the sheet. She climbed up in a soft shirt and nothing from the waist down.

“Skirt stays up,” she said. “I want the cage out.”

She straddled my thighs and lifted the skirt, slower than in the laundry room. She pulled the maid panties down past the cage so the steel sat out between us. My cock pushed at the bars and could not go anywhere. A drop of clear fluid welled at the tip and caught on the metal.

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

“It’s trying,” I said. My voice came out rough. “It’s as hard as the steel will let it get. It hurts a little, and it’s leaking, and I can feel every bar.”

“Can I use it like that?”

“Yes. It’s yours. I can’t use it, but you can.”

She shifted until her pussy hovered over the cage. “Stay still while I get on it.” She settled her weight so her clit lay along the steel. She was already wet. The heat of her slid on the bars, and my hips jerked before I could stop them.

“I said stay.”

“I’m staying. You were so wet I moved, and I won’t do it again.”

“Hands in the sheet. This cock doesn’t fuck, it holds still and gets used. Say that.”

“This cock doesn’t fuck. It holds still and gets used.”

She rubbed her clit along the cage, slow at first, a long drag up the bars and back down. The steel rocked against my locked cock on every pass. The bars went warm from her and from me. Her clit caught on the same two ridges, and I leaked when she hit them.

“Talk,” she said. “What do you feel?”

“I can’t fuck you, and I can’t get a hand on myself. Your clit drags the steel, and my cock leaks down to where your pussy meets it. I can hear how wet you are.”

“Whose cock is that?”

“Yours. Locked and leaking, and I can’t use it.”

“Whose clit is riding it?”

“Yours. Please use it.”

Then her name came out of me, half a plea. “Mona.”

“I know.” She braced a hand on my apron and ground harder. Her clit caught on the front bar, and she made a low sound, honest and not pretty. “Hear that? That’s my pussy on your cage. You’re leaking on me. Say it.”

“I’m leaking on you. I can’t come. I want to, and I can’t. You’re so wet I can hear it on the bars.”

She laughed once from her belly, short and crude. “Then lie there and take it.”

The laugh broke off. She rode the cage in short hard strokes, clit mashed to the steel, thighs tight on my hips. “Don’t thrust. Ask if you need to.”

“I won’t thrust, I can’t, please don’t stop. I’m right there and the steel won’t let me finish.”

She came shaking, her pussy pulsing against the bars. Wet heat spilled over my locked cock and ran down onto the maid panties bunched at my thighs. She held herself there, breathing through her mouth, one hand fisted in the apron.

“Stay under me until I’m done with it,” she said. Then she was done with it. She swung off and dropped onto the pillows, knees apart. Her bare heels dug into the bedspread. Her clit was swollen and wet. She took a wand from the nightstand drawer and put it in my hand.

“Careful. Hold it like you’re polishing a plate I would serve. You stop when I say stop. Where does it go?”

“On your clit. I’ll be careful.”

“Then put it there. Don’t wander off it.”

I turned onto my side, skirt still up, cage still out, and set the wand on her clit, light and even, no sudden jump. The buzz stayed low. She sighed and opened her knees wider.

“Too light?” I said.

“No. Watch my face, not your cock. Tell me what the cage is doing while you hold that.”

“It’s aching. It’s leaking down onto my balls. I can’t touch it. I’m keeping the wand steady, the way I keep a hem.”

“Steady,” she said.

My locked cock seeped at the word, a hot little pulse in the tube. She tipped her hips up. “There, stay on it, and don’t polish past the spot. A little harder, but don’t jump.”

“Harder?”

“A little. Ask me if you move.”

“Here?”

“Right here, and stay. I’m close, so don’t you drift.”

Her hand covered mine on the wand. Her bare heels dug into the bed. She swore once, low and filthy, and her hips chased the buzz. She came slower than the first time, a long pull that broke in her thighs. “Keely, off, now.”

I set the wand on the nightstand. She looked at the mess on the cage, my leak and hers mixed on the steel. “Look at that, still locked. Panties up.”

She pulled the maid panties back up over the steel herself, tucked them so the cotton held the cage snug, and patted the front where it made a hard shape. My cock leaked into the panties at the pat, a small hot seep I could not stop.

“It stays locked all week, under your clothes, day and night,” she said. “Next Monday I have a strap-on for you.” She tapped my lower lip with two fingers, gentle and sure. “Only for your mouth. It goes in there and nowhere else.”

“Yes,” I said.

I lay there in the heels with my locked cock still leaking into the panties. I nodded, because my body had already answered her. My mouth was only catching up.

❦

The tile was cold under my knees, and the heels burned my calves if I stayed up on them, so I went down on my hands with the scrub brush and worked the soap in slow circles. The black dress had ridden up from the crawling. One stocking had snagged on a dry patch, and I stopped to smooth it, because I can’t stand a snag, not even on a Monday when I’m Keely and the only one looking is Mona.

She sat on a stool at the island with the toast I’d made her. Butter, no jam, cut on the diagonal, because she says a square piece of toast is a person who quit halfway. She took a bite and pointed with the crust at the corner by the fridge.

“That one,” she said. “You went around it. I can see the film from here.”

I crawled over. Every stroke of the brush sent the cage swinging under the skirt. It tapped my balls, then the inside of my thigh, then swung back and tapped them again. I’d worn that lock for a week under my regular clothes, and every evening, once the last call was done and the headset was off, my cock had tried to swell and had nowhere to go. Now it hung under a maid dress and it was still locked, and the swinging made the ache worse. I put my face down and scrubbed until the grout by the fridge came up pale.

“Other one,” she said, and the toast moved toward the trash. “You always leave that corner. You think if it’s next to the bin it doesn’t count.”

“I think if it’s next to the bin it’ll be dirty again before you finish that toast,” I said. “So I was saving the good work for the parts you actually walk on.”

She laughed from her belly, the real laugh, not the one she uses at the restaurant. “Cute. Do it anyway. I walk everywhere, Keely. You know that.”

“I know.”

I did the trash corner. The brush rasped. Water crept toward the baseboard and I chased it with the rag so it wouldn’t sit and spot, because a spotted baseboard is how a clean floor starts lying about itself. The cage kept knocking me. I was leaking into the maid panties already, a warm spot that cooled when I shifted my knees. She hadn’t put a hand on me. She was eating breakfast. That was enough to get me going, and I was not going to admit it unless she asked.

“You’re dripping,” she said, like she’d heard the thought. “Skirt swings and I can see it. Don’t put that on my tile. The floor is the job. Whatever’s soaking those panties is mine.”

“I’m trying not to drip.”

“Try with your knees closer and your brush busier. Under the island. You went wide, and there’s a crumb.”

I went under. Her bare feet were there, one of them tapping, and the crumb sat in a dull patch I’d already called finished. She didn’t bend. She never has to. I got the crumb, got the film, and got the little curve of soap I’d left by the table leg. When I sat back the kitchen shone, wet and honest, and my arms were shaking from holding myself up in those heels.

She looked it over with one finger on the island edge, a slow pass, fridge to trash to the legs of the stool. Then she nodded once.

“That’s a floor,” she said.

It went through me harder than it had any right to. My cock shoved at the steel, thick and useless, and another drop slid into the cotton. I made a small sound. She heard it. Her mouth went soft at one corner, not quite a smile, and she set the plate in the sink and wiped her hands on the white napkin.

“Stay down. On your knees, not your heels.”

She stood, picked up the harness from the chair, and buckled the strap-on on under her loose robe with the same quick pulls she uses on an apron before a shift. The straps sat snug on her hips. The base settled in against her. The shaft stood out, smooth and thick, and when she turned to me it was right at my face. My stomach dropped. I’d known it was coming. She’d told me last week it was only for my mouth, and I’d thought about that every night since, locked up, folding towels like a person who had his life in order. I had never had one in my mouth. I didn’t know where my tongue went, or my teeth, or what was left of my pride.

“I don’t know how,” I said. “I’ve never done it. I wouldn’t know I was doing it wrong until you were already annoyed.”

Her hand came under my chin, warm and sure, and she tipped my face up so I had to look at her.

“Then you’ll learn it on my clean floor, where I can see every bit of it,” she said. “Down. Knees on the tile, in front of me.”

I hesitated. Half a second, maybe less, and she saw it and waited.

“Ladle’s yours,” she said, quieter. “Now, or not today?”

“Now,” I said, and it came out steadier than I felt. “Yes. Now.”

Her hand left my chin, took a fistful of the apron, and put me where she wanted me, not a yank, just a placement, the same sure set she gives a pan on a burner. My kneecaps met the tile. The strap-on bumped my cheek, and I could smell soap on my own hands and the heat of her under the robe.

“Open your mouth.”

“Mona, I really don’t know where my teeth go.”

“Open it, Keely. You can tell me how new you are while you learn. That’s allowed. Keeping it shut isn’t.”

I opened. She took my head in both hands, thumbs at my temples, and she fed me the strap-on slow. The head slid over my tongue. My lips had to stretch for it. It tasted like clean silicone and nothing else, which somehow made it more real, not less. I didn’t know the trick of it, so I did what I do when I’m nervous and trying to be precise. Flat tongue. No teeth. Breathe through my nose. Pay attention like it was a call and I only got one chance to hear the password.

“There,” she said. “That’s a start. Don’t bite. You wouldn’t bite a spoon in my kitchen, so you don’t bite this.”

I tried to say I wouldn’t. It came out a wet noise around the shaft. She laughed once, quiet, and gave me a little more.

“Hands on your thighs. I want them there, and I want to hear you say they’re there when I give you the room. Right now, suck. Slow. Like you’re pulling a taste and you’re not allowed to rush it.”

I sucked. She didn’t let me bob on my own. She set the pace with her hands, in a little, out to the head, in again, and the base of the strap-on rocked against her every time she pushed. I heard her breath change before I saw it in her face. The robe had fallen open. Her pussy was right there behind the harness, and the base was seated so each push ground it into her clit. I hadn’t been sure, all week, if that was really how it worked on her. Now I could see her hips tip forward to meet it.

She went deeper. The head touched the back of my throat and I gagged, hard, eyes wet, an ugly sound, and my hands jerked off my thighs before I put them back where she’d told me. The stop word was right there, ready. Ladle. I could have said it and the morning would have ended, no bill, no speech, nothing taken from me. I swallowed, blinked the water out of my eyes, and stayed on my knees.

She eased back at once, not all the way, just enough that I could breathe. Her thumb wiped my cheek.

“Too much,” she said. “I felt that. You don’t have to swallow the whole thing the first time. You have to take what I give you, and I’m going to give you less until you can hold it. Breathe.”

“I’m breathing.”

“Again, and gentler. Tongue under it. When I push, you open your throat a little and you don’t fight me. If you need it to stop, you say the word. If you don’t say it, I decide. Is that clear?”

“It’s clear.”

“Say the part about the word, so I know you still have it.”

“If I need you to stop, I say ladle. If I don’t, you decide.”

“That’s my Keely.”

The praise hit the cage like a hand. I leaked again, hot, and my balls drew up, aching and useless under the skirt.

She fed it back in, slower, talking the whole time in the voice she uses when she’s showing someone how she wants a plate to leave the pass. “Lips over your teeth. There you go. Flatten your tongue and just hold it for a second. Now suck, soft. Deeper on the next one, only a little. Breathe out while I come in. Yes. Look at me while you do it.”

I looked up. Her face was warm and flushed and exacting, and she was watching my mouth with the same close attention she gives a sauce, ready to pull it if it turned. She pushed, and this time I didn’t gag. I took the strap-on until my throat fluttered around it, and I held. She made a low sound and ground forward, the base rubbing her clit in a small hard circle.

“Keep it there,” she said. “Don’t you pull off. I’m using your mouth. The floor stays clean, and you stay still.”

I stayed. Spit ran down my chin and onto the apron. She worked my mouth in short strokes, not deep enough to choke me again, deep enough that the harness creaked and the base mashed her clit on every push. She stepped back until her ass met the island, and then she had something to brace on. Her hands tightened in my hair. Her thighs started to shake against my cheeks. I could smell her, sharp and sweet, over the soap and the toast.

“Right there,” she said, and her voice went rough. “Don’t move your head. Let me have it. Let me use you.”

She held me against her and ground, the strap-on thick on my tongue, the base working her clit, and she came like that, standing against the island with my face buried at her hips. It wasn’t quiet. She swore the same hard word she uses when a ticket burns, and her fingers dug into my scalp, and she rode it through until her legs steadied and her breath came back in pieces. Then she eased out of my mouth and stood there, the strap-on wet with my spit, shining, her clit swollen where the base had been grinding her.

“Look at you,” she said. “On your knees on a floor you just made shine, mouth used, still locked. You did that right.”

I swayed. The cage hurt in the good way, my cock pressed to the slit of it, panties soaked through. One word from her and my whole body answered before I could think of a joke.

She reached for the restaurant keyring on the island, the walk-in key and the small steel key beside it, and she crouched so we were face to face. The strap-on jutted between us, slick with spit.

“Hands behind you.”

I put them behind me. She lifted the skirt, pulled the panties down to mid-thigh, and fitted the key. The lock clicked. A week of steel came off in her hand, and my cock sprang up so fast it nearly hit the strap-on, thick and red, a clear string already falling toward the tile I’d just cleaned.

“Don’t you drip on that floor,” she said, and she caught me in her fist before the next drop fell. She pressed my cock up against the wet strap-on, shaft to shaft, her spit and my leak mixing, and she closed her hand around both of us. The silicone was warm from my mouth. Her fist was hotter.

“You feel that?” she said. “That’s what was just in your throat. Now it gets your cock. You don’t thrust. I stroke. You tell me when you’re close, out loud, because I asked you to.”

“I’m already close,” I said, and it came out broken. “I’ve been close since the middle of the week. Wednesday I logged off and sat at the desk with the headset in my lap, locked, thinking about your mouth on me, and I couldn’t do a thing about it.”

“I know,” she said. “I heard it in your voice when I got home. Hold still.”

She stroked us together, slow, her fist tight, the head of my cock sliding along the strap-on and smearing it. Every upstroke dragged the base against her clit again. She hissed, still sensitive from coming, and she didn’t stop. My balls hung free for the first time in a week and drew up hard against me. I watched her hand. I watched my cock, bare and stupid and grateful, rubbing the thing I’d just had in my mouth.

“Mona.”

“Say it properly.”

“I’m close. I’m going to come if you keep that up.”

“Then come. On this. Not on my floor. I want it on the strap-on and the harness, where I can see what a week did to you.”

She stroked faster, thumb tucked under the head, and I came with my knees grinding the tile and my hands still locked behind me because she’d told me to keep them there. It hit in long pulses, thick and hot, striping the strap-on, catching in the straps, one heavy spurt reaching the base where she was still wet from her own orgasm. I shook. I said her name like I was sorry for the mess and thankful for it in the same breath. She milked me until I was empty and twitching, then held my softening cock against the mess so I had to look at what I’d done to her harness.

“Stay there,” she said. “You shot it. You take it back. Every drop off this strap-on, and every drop in the straps. Slow. On your knees. I want it clean enough that I could set it on the island next to my coffee.”

I bent. My mouth was already sore, and the strap-on tasted like silicone and my own cum, salt and bitter, and I licked the shaft from the head down toward the base, gathering what I’d shot there. She kept a hand in my hair, not forcing, just resting, and she watched with the same close eye she gives a station at the end of a shift.

“Left strap,” she said. “You walked your eyes past the buckle. I didn’t. Get in the crease. And the drop on the underside, the one you think the robe is hiding. Nothing hides from me in this kitchen.”

“I see it,” I said, and I got it. I licked the harness where the cum had caught in the crease, and the base, careful where she was still swollen and tender, and she spread her stance a little so I could reach the underside without making her flinch. I went back over the shaft until it was only spit-shiny, no white left, and then I checked it with the same fuss I give a glass before it leaves the pass, turning my head, looking for a film.

She saw me doing that and laughed, warm and crude. “You and your little inspections. If you missed one, I’ll find it, and you’ll redo this floor with your cock still out and the cage on the island where you can see it. Did you miss one?”

“No.”

“Show me.”

I held the strap-on and turned it, and I licked a last thin string off the ring where the harness met the robe. “That’s the last of it. It’s clean.”

“That’s what I wanted.”

My spent cock twitched at that, which was ridiculous, and she saw it and patted my cheek like she’d expected nothing else.

She took the cage from the island, still a little warm from my body, and she fitted it back on while I was soft enough to take it. She tucked me in, got my balls through the ring, snugged it, and the lock clicked shut. Then she threaded the small key back onto the restaurant ring, beside the walk-in key, and she let the ring spin once on her finger so I could hear the metal.

“Locked,” she said. “Same as last week, ladle and all. You wear it under your clothes, day and night. You don’t ask me for this key on a Tuesday because you had a long shift and your cock misses me.”

“I won’t ask.”

She tipped my chin up. Her mouth was close, and she kissed me once, brief and sure, and I could taste both of us, which should have embarrassed me more than it did. Then she stood, still in the harness, and picked up her coffee like the morning had a next thing in it.

“Next Monday,” she said, “if this house is perfect, you get to come inside me. Not on a strap-on. In my pussy. You keep the floors like this, and the laundry, and you don’t get sharp with anybody on a call, and that’s what you get. You hear me, Keely?”

“I hear you.”

“Say what you get.”

“If the house is perfect, next Monday, I get to come inside you.”

“That’s right.” She patted my cheek again, already turning toward the sink. I stayed on my knees on the clean tile, caged, mouth sore, apron a mess, and I looked at the corner by the trash in case it had dared to dull while I was busy with her.

❦

I stood a step behind her in the hallway, and the wood was cool under my heels until I shifted and they clicked once. I had been at it since the light came in. The dress hung straight, the apron sat square, and the stocking seams ran even, because a crooked seam bothers me more than a missed call on the headset. Mona had her robe loose at the waist and the white napkin in her hand. She did not look at me first. One finger checked the hall shelf, and then the napkin followed in a slow pass.

She held the cloth up between us. It was as white as the stack.

“Clean,” she said.

That landed in my stomach before I had an answer ready. My cock stirred under the maid panties, and the cage held it so the want had nowhere to go. She saw. Her eyes dropped to the front of the dress and came back up, calm and exact.

“There it is,” she said. “I have not touched you, and you are already pushing at the steel.”

“I know,” I said. “It does that when you hold the napkin up. I did the shelf twice. The second pass was for dust that settles while you are still wiping.”

She laughed from her belly, warm and short. “Show-off. I like a man who admits his own fuss.” She turned to the long mirror and dragged the napkin down the glass, corner to corner, then held that up too. Nothing on it. My face sat behind hers, mild and a little flushed, the apron bright against the black dress.

“Mirror is clean. Heels on the whole time?”

“Yes.”

“I want the whole sentence, Keely. Out loud.”

“Yes, Mona. Heels on the whole time. Since dawn, and I did not kick them off at the stairs either.”

Her small nod went through my thighs before I finished. The cage pinched. I stood very still so the heels would not tap again, and she watched that too, the way a person watches a pot she already trusts.

“Kitchen,” she said. “Stay a step behind me. I want to hear those heels.”

I followed. They clicked on the tile behind her bare feet, and I kept the distance because she had not pulled me closer. She opened the oven I had scrubbed until the racks shone, and she wiped the napkin along the inside wall, then the door, then the lip where grease likes to hide. She held it up. Clean. My shoulders dropped, and my cock pressed the bars hard enough that I had to breathe through my mouth.

“You feel that?” she asked.

“Yes. The cage. It got worse when you held the cloth up.”

“Good to know your body files a report.” She did the shelf over the sink, the little mirror by the back door, and the inside of the cabinet glass. Each time she held the napkin where I could see it, and each time there was nothing on it but the cloth. “Talk to me while I do this. What did you hit, and what did you almost skip?”

“Every shelf. Every mirror. The stairs, the banister, our room. I almost skipped the lip of the oven, because it looked fine from the door, and then I got down and did it on my knees. A clean house with one greasy lip is a lie I would taste all week.”

She looked at me over the napkin, and the corner of her mouth moved. “You and your lies.”

“They matter.”

“They do today.” She wiped the last cabinet pull and held the cloth up again. “You missed nothing.”

The praise hit my cock and my face at the same time. Heat climbed my neck. I stood still, heels quiet, and she saw the front of the dress shift against the steel.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Whole house, then. Say it like you mean the corners too.”

“I made the bed after, corners tight. A sloppy bed in a clean house feels like I lied with my hands.”

“There is my tidy man.” She patted my hip once, through the dress, and the pat went straight into the cage. “Back to the hall. I am not done looking.”

In the hallway she ran the napkin along the shelf again, out of habit, and held it up because that is how she runs a room. Clean. Then she turned, put a hand on the back of my neck, and kissed me. It was not a long kiss. It was warm, her mouth tasted like coffee, and my cock ached against the bars while she was still on my mouth. When she pulled back she was already reaching into the robe pocket for her keyring.

The cage key sat on that ring beside the key to the walk-in. She worked it off with her thumb, the way she works a ticket off a spike, and closed her fist around it.

“Upstairs,” she said. “I have the key. You have the apron. We are using both.”

She took the apron string at my lower back and led me by it. I went. The heels found each stair, and I watched the tie of her robe and the key in her hand. The cage pinched on every step, and the string tugged when I lagged half a step.

“You dragging your feet, or is the cage doing that?”

“The cage,” I said. “And the string. I like being led more than I meant to say out loud.”

“Then say it again on the landing.”

“I like it when you lead me by the apron.”

“There. Honest.” She did not look back. She did not have to. At the top she walked me into our room, and the bed was fresh the way I had left it, pillows even, sheet smooth. She let go of the string, untied the robe, and lay back across it with her knees apart. The robe fell open. Her pussy was right there, a little wet already, the hair trimmed short, her breasts rising when she settled into the pillows.

“On your knees, Keely. Edge of the bed. Heels can stay on.”

I knelt. The dress pooled around my thighs. The heels tucked under me, and the apron bunched at my chest. She hooked one calf over my shoulder so I could not pretend I had another job in the room.

“You know what Monday is,” she said. “Still yours to say yes to. Ladle is right there if you want the morning to stop, and it costs you nothing. Say the yes out loud if you want my pussy on your tongue.”

“Yes. I lick you until you come. Then I lick you clean. Slow, on my knees, until you tell me I can stop.”

“That’s right.” Her hand settled in my hair, not rough, just sure. “Start at the bottom and work up. Don’t get clever. I can feel clever, and I don’t want it.”

I put my mouth on her. Her pussy was warm and slick against my tongue, salt and skin, and I licked up through the wet in one long stroke, no skipped place. She tasted like herself. I stayed on her clit when she pushed into my face, then went lower when she tugged my hair, then back up, and I did not rush it. My cock ached in the cage. The apron stuck to my chest with heat. For once I did not fix the apron, which is how I knew I was gone.

“There,” she said, voice already lower. “Right on my clit. Keep that, and tell me what you taste.”

“You,” I said into her. “Salt. Wet. A little of this morning’s coffee on my own mouth, but mostly you.”

She laughed once, short, and the laugh broke into a breath. I licked her clit in small steady strokes, the flat of my tongue, then the point of it, and I listened to what her hips did instead of guessing. When she got tighter I stayed exactly where I was. Her thigh shook against my ear. Her fingers fisted in my hair. My hands held the sheet so I would not grab, because grabbing felt like rushing a corner.

“Keely. I am close, and I want your mouth open for it.”

“I’m here. I won’t move off you.”

“Don’t you stop. If your jaw gets tired, you still don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I licked her through it, mouth open, tongue working, and she came with a low sound that started in her chest and came out against her teeth. Her pussy pulsed under my mouth. Wet ran onto my chin and onto the edge of the sheet I had made so carefully, and I kept going because she had not told me to quit. When the shake eased she pushed my head down a little, her voice rough and still exact.

“Stay down there and take what you pulled out of me. Slow licks, Keely. I want nothing left on my pussy but your mouth, and you do not lift your face until I say the word.”

So I did. I licked her in long strokes through the mess of her come, gentle around her clit where she flinched, then down to where she was still open, and I swallowed what I gathered and went back for the rest. She watched me. I could feel her watching, one hand loose in my hair, the other on her own thigh, thumb moving like she was counting my strokes. My cock throbbed uselessly in the steel. When I lifted my eyes and not my mouth, she nodded once, small.

“That’s enough. Look at you, chin wet, still in the heels. Come up here.”

The word enough went through me so hard I made a sound I had not planned. She saw that too, and her mouth curved.

She sat up, took the apron in both hands, and pulled me onto the bed by it. I came awkward in the heels, dress riding, stockings catching on the sheet, and she did not care. She had the key. She reached under the skirt, found the little lock at the base of my cock, and turned it. The cage came off in her hand. My cock sprang out thick and aching, the head already wet, my balls drawn up tight from the week, and the air on me made me gasp like I had been holding that breath since the hallway.

“There you are,” she said. She set the cage on the nightstand without looking, as if setting down a spoon she will need again. Then she lay back, opened her legs, and pulled me in by the apron until I was between them in the dress and the heels. The black shoes dug into the mattress. Her calves came up against the stockings.

“Inside me,” she said. “Slow first. I want to feel all of that cock, and I want you to tell me when you are in.”

I pushed into her pussy. She was hot and slick from my mouth, and my cock slid in deep on that first stroke because she was ready and I had been waiting. The dress bunched at my waist. Her legs wrapped around me, ankles crossing at my back, and she held me there so I could not pull out even if I had wanted to.

“I’m in,” I said. “All the way. Oh. That is not a clever word, I know.”

She smiled, warm and a little mean, the day-off smile. “Move. Slow. Out until I almost lose you, then back in, and keep your eyes on my face.”

I fucked her slow. Out until just the head of my cock stayed in her, then back in, all the way, so she could feel the length of it. The apron strings dragged over her stomach. She kept her hands on my hips under the dress and set the pace with her legs, pulling me in when I tried to be too polite about it. The heels slipped once on the sheet. I caught myself on my palms and laughed, breathless, because of course the shoes would try to be neat about a mess.

“You feel how wet you made me?”

“Yes.”

“Say it with the dirty words. I like hearing them in that mild voice.”

“Your pussy is soaked. From my mouth, and from you coming on my tongue. I can feel it on my cock every time I push in.”

“Better.” She clenched around me once, on purpose, and I groaned into her neck. “Harder now. You earned the hard part. House was perfect, and I am not interested in polite.”

“It was perfect,” I said, and I sounded wrecked, and I drove into her as she asked. The bed answered under us. Her pussy gripped my cock on every stroke, wet sounds between our bodies, and I watched her face because I like to see what I am doing to her. Her breasts moved with the thrust. She reached down and rubbed her clit while I fucked her, two fingers, no fuss, the same exact hand that had held up the napkin.

“Talk,” she said. “Where are you. Don’t go quiet on me.”

“Close. I have been close since you took the cage off. Before that, if I am honest, since you kissed me in the hall.”

“You are always honest. That is why this works.” Her legs tightened around my waist. “Not yet. I come first. You wait, and you keep fucking me while you wait. Look at you, still in the heels, cock in me, apron a mess. I want that picture.”

I laughed once, because the heels were ridiculous and I was not taking them off, and the laugh turned into a groan when she clenched again. I kept fucking her, hard now, deep, the head of my cock hitting the place that made her mouth open. Sweat ran under the dress. My balls slapped against her ass. I was so close I had to breathe the way I breathe when I am lining up a shelf and my hands want to rush.

“Mona. I need a word from you or I am going to lose it.”

“I know. Stay in me.” She rubbed faster. Her eyes stayed on mine. “Right there. Don’t you dare pull out. I want you deep when I go, and I want your hands where I can feel them shake.”

She came around my cock. I felt all of it, the grip and the pulse and the wet rush, her legs locking behind me, her eyes nowhere but on my face. Her voice broke on my name and then on Keely, both, like she could not pick which one she wanted in her mouth. I held deep inside her while she shook, because she had told me to wait, and it cost me everything I had. My arms trembled. The apron stuck to my chest. I did not count. I just stayed, cock twitching, balls tight, her pussy fluttering around me.

When she could talk she put her hand on my cheek, thumb warm, as she does when a plate has gone out right.

“Come,” she said. “Deep inside me. Now. I want every bit of it, and I want you to keep pushing while you spill.”

I fucked her through the last of her shaking and let go. It hit hard, a week of it, and I came deep in her pussy in thick pulses, cock jerking, my face in her neck, the dress stuck to my back. I kept pushing in while I spilled, because she had said deep and I do what she says when she says it like that. Cum filled her and leaked a little around my cock onto the sheet, and I did not care, which is the highest praise I know how to give a moment. She held me with her legs until I was empty, her pussy still working around me, her mouth at my ear.

“That’s it. All of it. Stay a second, Keely. I can feel you throbbing.”

I stayed. My cock throbbed inside her, spent and going soft, and I could feel my own cum and hers mixed where we were joined. My breath had not come back. She reached past my shoulder for the cage and held it up before I could ask for another minute.

“Another week in this? Yes, or ladle. Say it while you are still in me.”

“Yes,” I said, before I had my breath. “Another week. Yes.”

“Out, then. Slow. I want to feel you leave.”

I pulled out. My cock was wet with her and with me, shining, and she wiped nothing. She fit the steel back on while I was still kneeling between her legs in the dress, the bars cool, my balls tender under her fingers, and the lock clicked shut. She threaded the key onto the ring beside the walk-in key before my heartbeat had settled, and she closed her fist around the ring as she had in the hall.

“There,” she said. She kissed my mouth, which still tasted like her pussy. “That’s mine again. You can fix the sheet when your hands work. I know you will.”

I nodded. I could not have argued, and I did not want to. My cock throbbed once against the bars and then had nowhere to go. She patted my cheek, already sitting up, already tying the robe, and the bed behind her was a mess I would fix because that is what I do.

❦

Behind the laundry-room door the uniform hangs pressed now, dress and apron smooth, stockings folded, the heels set neat on the shelf under the hanger, because I cannot leave a thing wrinkled once I am done being Keely. Tuesday the cage key rides to the restaurant on her ring, right beside the key to the walk-in, and I think about that metal when I take the headset off and she is still down in her kitchen. Every night, before she kisses me, she runs a white napkin along the hall shelf and holds it up where I can see it. Some nights it is clean. Some nights I have to go back with a cloth and do the shelf again, heels or no heels, and she waits with that calm hard voice until the napkin comes up white. Either way she kisses me after, warm and exact, coffee or wine on her mouth, and the key stays on her ring until the next Monday.


He Watches His Hotwife Ride Another Man and Licks Up the Creampie — Cuckold Hotwife

Istayed late at my desk on a Thursday, thirty-five and still the accountant who would not leave a column until it behaved. The office emptied around me. Coats left the hooks. Someone called goodnight, and I answered without looking up. A client’s quarterly numbers were open, and one column was off by twelve dollars.

I was good at that part. People thought the work was patience. Most of it was hearing the number that did not belong, the same as a wrong note after the room went still.

I went back through the receipts slower than the first pass. Same vendor, same small coffee for a site visit, entered twice. Someone had loved that paper enough to type it again. I took the second entry out. Found it. The column came level, neat as a shut door.

Twelve dollars. That was the whole mystery. The relief was small and clean, and I trusted it more than I trusted drama.

I shut the books at six. I lined my pens on the blotter, caps one direction, blue and black and the red one I never used on a client. The pens meant I was done pretending. I put my coat on and went down to the car.

The drive home took me past the bouldering gym. I did not climb. Freya did, and I told myself the usual road was only that. The building sat low and bright behind a wall of glass. The big window showed bodies on the holds, chalked hands, someone stuck and laughing. I looked long enough to know she was in there. Still inside. Then I went on. A longer look would have been a confession I had not earned.

At home I put the kettle on. On her gym nights a waiting mug was my thin proof that I was only a husband killing time. Nothing worse. Nothing I would name.

She came in with the kettle still climbing, chalk pale on her wrists. Her hair was in the knot that meant she had tried something hard. Freya was thirty-three, and the climb had left her bright, as if the evening had lit her instead of spending her. She dropped the chalk bag by the door. The rope bag landed beside it. Her phone went on the counter, screen down. She scrubbed the chalk off at the sink as if it had wasted her afternoon on purpose.

“Two honeymoons,” she said, before hello, which was how she brought me a good day. “One couple wants a cabin with a woodstove and no neighbors. The other wants a city where they can get lost on purpose. I booked both. I’m a genius, and my feet hurt.”

I still wore the face of a man who had caught a doubled receipt and wanted to show it off like a trophy. She dried her hands and kissed my cheek, warm, chalk gone. Then she stole the empty mug, because I had not reached the coffee.

“Did your numbers add up?” she asked.

“They did,” I said. “A coffee receipt, typed twice. I pulled the spare and the column sat down.”

“Heroic.” She grinned over the stolen rim. “Both couples are booked, and both of them are happy. Do not argue with me. I am tired and correct.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” I said.

We stood with the kettle clicking off and talked about woodstoves, streets, and the mercy of a trip booked by someone who actually listens. I loved her. I laughed where the jokes were. The other thing stayed in the car, past the glass wall, where I had left it. Not a word.

❦

The deep couch knew the shape of me on the nights she climbed. The leather armchair faced it, empty, the chair she took when she wanted my face, and I was glad it stayed empty. My phone was warm in my palm. The lamp was low. I was already thick in my jeans before I opened anything, and I never brought that fact as far as the kettle.

The habit had started at a barbecue the summer I turned thirty. A rented yard, paper plates, adults making a personality out of sauce. I had spent the week hunting a shortage that would not show itself, and the client’s quarter still sat behind my eyes. Freya had just met a friend of the hosts. He flirted with her by the grill, loose and easy, a joke held open like a door. She laughed. She touched his arm.

I waited for jealousy, plate in hand, a number still in my mouth. Heat came instead. My cock thickened in my jeans with people all around us. Not jealous. Shame tasted like metal at the back of my tongue, and I recited estimates until I could walk to the car like someone ordinary. I was hard enough to hate the walk.

I never told her. The next evening, while she was out, I looked the feeling up, because I could not leave a problem without a name. One story. Then another, and then I had a couch, a lamp, and a shame that would not burn off. The endings got familiar. The heat did not retire.

Those stories spoke plainly of a wife, a husband who watched, and another man who was neither cruel nor a cartoon. The husband came out hard, helpless, and grateful. Grateful. That was the part that ruined me. I read until I could not sit still. Then I put the phone down and kept my hands off my cock, because a fist would have signed something I could not unsign. Some nights I signed. Open jeans, my own hand, Freya in my head wanting a man who was not me. I thanked her in a voice the firm never heard, and the kitchen never heard either.

One story explained a silver anklet, thin, nothing flashy. If you knew the sign, it meant spoken for, and also open, because her husband wanted her wanted. I read that page again. I saw her ankle bare, a bright line, both of us knowing. I did not buy one. Buying it would have put my voice in the room, and I was not ready to hear myself.

So the habit lived on that couch. By day I shut other people’s books and pretended mine was closed.

❦

She came in laughing, the laugh ahead of her. Rope bag on one shoulder, chalk on a wrist, bright with the climb.

“Kent,” she said, already at the sink, smiling as if his name were good news. “From the wall. He’s a climbing instructor, a year older than me, and I have never been in one of his classes. We just meet on the same problems when the gym is quiet. He steadied me on the overhang I always swear at. Hand on my hip, warm, catching a door more than a person. At the top he said I climb like I mean it.”

I had a tomato on the board, and I was cutting it smaller than food needs to be. My mouth was dry.

“Hand on your hip,” I said.

Too hoarse for a route. She shut the water off. She looked at me, precise, the look she used on a date that refused to match a booking.

“Yeah,” she said. “So I would not swing out. He’s a friend, Colin. We talk beta, bad coffee, whose shoes should be burned. Why did that sound like another question?”

“Did he leave his hand there.”

That was one question too many. I heard how bare the interest was. She saw me. Her face went attentive, not angry yet, the attention you give a failed total when you will not fake the pass.

“No,” she said, quieter. “He didn’t. He isn’t that guy.” She dried her hands slowly. “And you are not asking me about footwork.”

“I’m sorry.”

True, and useless. She did not push. Under the counter I was thick against my fly, stupid and loyal, from a hand on a hip and his name said like good news. She watched my mouth. She watched my hands. I kept the knife moving until the tomato was a punch line. We ate. I stayed until she yawned and called for bed, and I went with her, because leaving that look unanswered would have been worse.

In the bedroom I turned the lamp low. Enough to see her. Not enough to feel studied. I hoped Kent would die in the hall, as kitchen stories sometimes manage if you offer them dark and a little mercy. Freya rolled toward me and told it slower, placing each hold where I could look at it.

“He put his hand here.” She touched her own hip over the sheet, not mine. “A big hand. Warm, and he did not grab. He kept me where I belonged.”

She watched my face, then the sheet over my lap. My cock was doing the talking I had failed at with a tomato.

“The true version was polite, and all about feet,” she said. “Here is the invented one, since you went hoarse in our kitchen. He looked at my ass in the harness. He had a decent thought he did not say. I left his hand where it was. Off the wall, he was still looking.”

“That didn’t happen.”

Ruined. My voice came out that way, and I heard it.

“No, it didn’t.” She laughed into the pillow, fond, not cruel. “He said I climb like I mean it. He bought the bad coffee. I came home to a husband hiding under a sheet.”

She was quiet for a breath. Then she asked me straight, clean as a confirmation after the guessing ends.

“Colin. Do you want to hear about another man touching me?”

I could have lied. I had done it before, by opening another column. I did not.

“Yes,” I said. “I have wanted it for years. Not only him. You with someone else, and me knowing.”

I stopped, because shame and want were fighting for the same breath. “That summer, at that barbecue, I got hard by the grill instead of jealous. I have been reading hotwife stories on your gym nights, on that couch, while you climb. The shame is still in my mouth. I am telling you because you saw me, and because I will not keep driving past the gym with it in the passenger seat.”

She did not laugh. Her hand settled on my chest, over my heart. Not lower. It stayed there while I finished. I told her about the anklet, and what I had read into a thin chain. I told her I wanted to watch her get fucked, and that watching was not the end of it. I wanted my mouth on her after another man had come in her. I wanted the taste he left. I did not want her hurt, or tricked, or shrunk into a show that forgot she was Freya.

My cock stayed hard under the sheet the whole time I spoke. She saw it. She did not touch it. She listened the way she listened when a client finally said the trip they wanted, not the one they thought they should book.

“All right,” she said. “Thank you for saying it. I need to think. I am not angry. I am interested, which is awkward, because I have an early client and a husband filing his pain like a sloppy folder.”

She kissed me once, soft, and put the lamp out. The want stayed in the bed with us. No plan. It was done pretending to be a receipt I could delete.

❦

I put the little box on the kitchen table while she made coffee. It had lived in my coat for days, long enough to take on the heat of a pocket. On a lunch hour after the night I told her, I had bought a thin silver chain, plain, meant to sit on the bone and say nothing to strangers.

“You don’t have to wear it,” I said. “It is the sign I told you about. If you want it, it is yours. If you don’t, a drawer can keep it, and I will survive the drawer.”

She opened the box and turned the chain in her fingers. Almost nothing, for a thing that had lived so loud in my head. She bent. She fastened it above her left foot. Then she looked at me, bright and exact.

“I’ll wear it while I think,” she said. “Thinking can take its time. Don’t hover. I am not a column you get to refresh.”

“I won’t.”

The silver caught the light when she shifted. I looked at the coffee instead, because a stare would have been hovering, and I had just promised not to.

❦

Lamp low, her ankle cool against my shin, the anklet ticking when she moved. We had been over it enough times that the room no longer startled. It still got warm.

“I have always liked being wanted,” she said. “Kent is kind. Kind is not the same as willing. I will not ambush a friend and offer him your fantasy as the reason to show up.”

Her dryness saved me from begging. “I don’t want an ambush. I want you choosing. If he says no, I go back to the couch and I live with it.”

“You would line your pens up and call that living.” She smiled, fond and a little mean. “If I speak to him, I speak as myself. Not as your story. I need time, and no show from you while I take it.”

“Then take the time.”

The anklet flashed when she crossed her ankles. She had not promised a cabin, or a man, or a night. She had promised thought. I could live inside thought. I was already living with worse, and the worse had a couch.

❦

I was alone on the deep couch. Gym night. The leather armchair faced me, empty, a witness with no lines. The anklet had been on her through every talk, and this evening the house was mine again. My phone was in my hand. I was not reading a story. I was waiting. Waiting was worse. It admitted I thought an answer might come.

A headline sat open. I was not in it. The text arrived anyway.

Kent said yes. The cabin is booked.

I read those words. The room tilted the small degree a room tilts when a number finally belongs. I read them again. From that second reading I was hard, thick and sudden against my fly, as if the sentence had reached down and taken me in hand.

I needed the words in the air, not only on the glass. I said them once, to the empty room.

“Kent said yes. The cabin is booked.”

My hands had forgotten their training. I set the phone face-up on the cushion by my thigh, her text still open, light on the fabric. I opened my jeans. I lifted my hips off the cushion to get the denim down. My cock came free, heavy and flushed, the head already wet. Air hit my balls and they tightened, full, a deep ache low in my belly. I closed my hand around myself. The relief was so sharp a groan tore out of me, rough and private, and I was glad the house could not answer.

I went slow at first. I wanted to live inside the fact of her text and not sprint past it into nothing. The denim sat bunched at my thighs. My balls hung heavy when my hips rose, and the wet sound of my fist was loud in a room whose only company was that phone. I kept my eyes on her words. Each stroke made the letters heavier. My thumb slid over the slick head. My hips refused the pace. Slow lost.

I thought of the thin silver line on her ankle, and of a cabin I had not seen. I thought of her riding him, breasts bare, her cunt taking his cock while I watched from a chair. I had asked for that chair. I was going to have to live in it. I thought of him fucking her while she rode. Her hole stretched around him, wet and greedy, his hands steady on her hips. I did not want his place. Not his. I wanted mine, which was meaner and more exact. I wanted her used and glowing, his cum deep in her, and my mouth after, licking her clean, tongue on her cunt and her clit and the mess he had left, because I had chosen that job.

I could almost hear the small broken noise she made when she got close, except it would not be for me. That undid me. My cock jumped in my fist. Her ass filled my hands in the picture, me kneeling, her eyes on me, a laugh or a gasp and no flinching away. The picture jerked my hips up off the cushion, and my fist closed hard.

“Freya,” I said, and I came.

Her name, into the phone light, into the empty room, into a weekend that had just gone solid. I spilled in my own hand, pulse after pulse, hot over my fingers and onto my stomach. My balls stayed tight and sore. My ass clenched on the couch. My thighs shook. I stroked until my own grip was too much, and then I let go. I lay there hauling air, as if I had been the one on the wall.

The practical part of me sat up. It never took the evening off. I wiped my hand and my stomach. I wiped the cushion until the mark was only a darker thought. I closed my jeans. At the sink I washed until I smelled of soap, not of a text message. Face down. The phone went that way on the table, and I sat, hoping my face had learned less honesty than my cock.

Her car was not in the drive yet. I used that mercy. Shirt straight, hands dry, a man who might have been reading headlines. Then the engine turned in, and she came through the door ordinary and wonderful, chalk on one wrist. She kissed my cheek. The anklet clicked on the chair leg when she sat to unlace her shoes. We left the text closed. She had already sent the sentence that moved the month. The careful talk could wait. I was not going to spend it over a sink full of chalk.

❦

We drove up on Friday with a thermos and two mugs and nothing stronger for the whole weekend. She had packed us with a travel agent’s eye, down to the coffee and the spare socks. Somewhere on the climb I whispered it to her, low under the engine: when he had come in her, I wanted my mouth on her after. She did not answer. Her hand found my knee and stayed there. The cabin was wood and quiet. A woodstove. A rug in front of it. A window seat on the trees. The bed was wide, and a chair stood by the wall. I moved that chair to the foot of the bed. My hands wanted a task, and a task was all I trusted them with. I did not explain it. She did not ask. I moved through those rooms like a man who had come in his own hand. A sentence had brought me here, and now I was standing in it.

In the kitchen she set the host’s guest card on the table, and a pen beside it. She poured coffee into the mugs. The smell was ordinary, which almost helped. The thin silver anklet showed above her hiking boot when she shifted her weight, a small bright line on skin. She looked at the card. She looked at me. Almost a smile.

“Host wants this filled in,” she said. “I brought a pen. Professional habit. Stationery is how I am holding the day up. Do not tease me.”

I almost laughed. Out on the gravel, a truck changed gear. Closer. It came up the road toward us, nearer than the quiet had any business allowing.

❦

Kent’s truck was still ticking on the gravel when I opened the cabin door. The dust had not settled. Freya stood just behind my shoulder. Behind us the coffee she had poured was still steaming on the table. She had booked the cabin down to which side of the bed got the morning light. My mouth was dry anyway.

He came up the steps with a bag of groceries on one arm and the easy smile he used at the wall. He was a big man, broad in the chest, with a short beard and a flannel shirt, sleeves rolled to the forearm. He shifted the bag so he could free a hand.

“Hey,” he said. “I brought food. Figured the two of you would pretend you weren’t hungry if I showed up with nothing.”

“We have coffee,” Freya said, warm, as if this were any Friday and not the thing we had been turning over for weeks. “Come in, Kent.”

I kept my hands at my sides and gave him a nod. It went too stiff, and I could not ease it in time to look casual. My palms were damp against my jeans. He saw it. His brows lifted, and then he was kind enough to let it pass. The worse part was lower down. I was half hard in my jeans from the sound of his truck, and from Freya going quiet and bright when she heard the gravel. I tried to angle my hips at the doorframe. It did not hide much.

Freya looked at my hand. Then she looked at the front of my jeans. Her mouth went soft with a smile that was only for me.

“There you are,” she said, fond, not cruel. “Both things. I see them. Come to the table before you melt in the doorway.”

Kent set the bag on the counter. He did not make a sport of me, which almost made it worse. I followed them in. The table was the next true thing. If I stayed in the door I was going to have to explain my cock out loud before anybody had sat down. The books could wait. This could not.

The guest card lay with the host’s headings in firm capitals. I do the forms, so I sat, picked up the pen, and read the lines while I wrote them. My voice needed a job that was not shaking. I counted the blank lines. Four. Then I stopped, because the numbers were not going to save me, and the booking already had us on it.

“Colin,” I said, and I filled my line, age included, without reading the years out. We had put those down when she booked the place. Saying them again would only dry my mouth worse.

Freya leaned a hip on the table. “Freya. You know the rest. Write it neat, love. You like the booking to match the people.”

Kent pulled out a chair and sat unhurried, as he does at the base of a climb. “Kent,” he said, and he gave his age back so I would not have to fish for it. “Thirty-four.”

I wrote it next to his name. For a second the card was the only steady thing in the room. “We swapped the tests last week. All of us. Fresh. I kept the messages, if anybody wants them again.”

“I don’t,” Kent said, easy. “I trust what we already sent. I’m glad you said it out loud, though.”

“Drink,” Freya said, and she pushed my mug closer. “Then we talk.”

We drank. The woodstove in the next room knocked as it caught, and outside the trees were going gold. Kent unpacked bread and eggs and let the quiet sit. I held the mug in both hands so they would have a job. Freya waited until the mugs were lower. Then she put both hands flat on the table and ran it, sunny and sure, as she runs a whole weekend.

“While we’re still here,” she said. “Kent, your hands are for me alone. You don’t touch him, and he doesn’t touch you. I say what happens. He watches, from wherever I put him.”

“That’s what I agreed to,” Kent said. “I’m not here to get clever.”

She turned to me. Her eyes were kind, and that was harder than if she had been sharp.

“And you. Saying no costs nothing. If this isn’t what you want, Kent drives back down tonight, and tomorrow we do the climb as friends, and I love you the same. Do you hear that?”

“I hear it.”

“In the room, not just in your head.”

She was still talking, laying the whole thing out, and my cock thickened under the table before I had an answer ready. She saw me shift. She always does.

“You’re getting hard while I talk,” she said, almost laughing. “I’m not even kissing him yet. Is that true?”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s true.”

She nodded, as if that settled one piece, and then she set the last of it.

“The word is granite. Any of us can say it. Me, you, Kent. Granite stops everything, right then. No debate, and no making it up later. Coffee only, all weekend. Nothing stronger is in this cabin, so nobody gets brave on a drink.”

“Granite,” Kent said, once, so it would be ready if he needed it.

I said it too. “Granite.” It sat behind my teeth like a hold I knew on the rope, and I did not grab it. Then I gave her the rest, sober, in my own words, because she was waiting and the coffee was the only thing in my blood. “I’m saying yes. I came up here to watch. I want to watch you with him. That’s why I’m in the chair when you put me there, and that’s why I drove.”

Kent set his mug down. “Yes from me. I’m in. And if anybody says granite, I stop.”

Freya laughed, a real laugh, bright in the little kitchen. “Yes. God, yes. Mine is yes.”

She reached across and took my chin, light, just enough to turn my face to hers. “I love how plain you are when it costs you,” she said, and the praise hit my cock so fast I had to set the mug down before I spilled it. She did not make a speech. She stood, pointed toward the main room, and said, “Chair.”

❦

The leather armchair faced the deep couch. She had turned it that way when we first walked in. The stove was warm. The rug was thick. The bedroom door stood open down the hall, though she was not using it yet. I stopped in front of the chair.

“I can’t just sit there.”

“You can,” she said. “And you will.”

She pointed again. Her other hand caught my wrist, not rough, and guided me down until the leather took my weight. No argument. Just the order, and her hand, and then she let go.

“Stay until I move you.”

“All right.”

She did not check over her shoulder. She took Kent’s hand and led him to the couch, and she sat on his lap facing me, boots on the rug, the anklet bright whenever her foot moved. She looked at me once, to be sure I was where she had put me. Then she smiled at him.

“Hi,” she said, sunny. “Kiss me like he’s not a theory anymore.”

He kissed her. It was a real kiss, open and slow, and she made a small sound into it. I went fully hard in my jeans between one breath and the next. She was still kissing him. She had not touched me. Granite rose up behind my teeth, a door I could have opened. I left it shut. I wanted this more than I wanted the exit. My hands locked on the arms of the chair so they would not do anything she had not asked for.

She found his wrist and brought it down, over her stomach, under the waist of her jeans. She guided him in herself.

“There,” she said against his mouth. Then she turned her face so I would hear every word. “Slow. I want him to see what your hand is doing.”

“Tell me if I miss,” Kent said, low.

“You won’t. A little higher. Yes. That’s my clit. Stay on it.”

I could see his wrist working inside her open jeans, and the roll of her hips as she found the pressure. She broke the kiss to look at me. Her cheeks were pink. Her mouth was wet.

“He’s on my clit,” she said, plain as weather, and fond. “Heel of his hand on my cunt so I can grind. Tell me you’re watching.”

“I’m watching.”

“Say the part you want, not the polite part.”

“I’m watching his fingers on your clit,” I said. My voice cracked, and I did not fix it. “I want to see you come on his hand.”

She smiled like I had given her a clean hold. “Then don’t look away. And don’t touch your cock yet. That comes later, if you sit still.”

Kent’s other arm stayed around her waist. He checked me once, quick, a rope check before a move, and then his attention went back to her. She rocked on his lap. I heard the soft wet sound of his fingers under the pop of the stove. I was so hard it hurt. I kept my hands where she had put them. Her boot tapped. The anklet ticked, and then, when she slid lower and set her foot wider, it tapped the rug, thin and bright.

“Little circles,” she told him, and told me. “Don’t speed up. Colin, what do you see? I want it out loud.”

“I see you using his hand,” I said. “I see the anklet on the rug. I see you getting close, and I can’t look anywhere else.”

“You feel that, Kent?” she said, breathless, laughing. “I’m soaked. My pussy’s dripping on your fingers and he’s sitting there taking it.” Her voice thinned. “Look at my face, Colin. He’s going to make me come, and you’re going to sit in that chair and have it.”

“Yes.”

His wrist flexed. She grabbed his forearm to keep him exact, not to stop him, and her mouth fell open. She came on his fingers with her eyes on me, shaking, a rough cry, her hips jerking against his hand. The anklet tapped the rug in quick little strikes. Then it went quiet when she planted her foot hard. I could see the shine on his fingers when she finally eased his hand out of her jeans. She was flushed and laughing, wrecked and pleased with all three of us.

“Stay,” she told me, because I had leaned forward without meaning to. “I saw that. I’m not done with this couch.”

She kissed Kent once more, sweet, and slid off his lap to kneel between his knees. The rug muffled her. She undid his belt as if the buckle had been on her list all week. His cock came out thick and heavy, already hard, darker at the head, his balls resting against the open fly. She wrapped her hand around him and looked back at me.

“Eyes here,” she said. “I want you to see why I have to go slow.”

She licked him from the base toward the head, one long stripe, and then she took him into her mouth. She had to pause with her lips stretched around him. A laugh caught in her throat. She pulled off. A string of spit shone between her mouth and his cock.

“It barely fits,” she said, fond, not mean. “Nothing like yours, love. Look at him. I have to work for it. Your cock never makes my mouth do this, does it?”

Heat went all the way up my face. My cock jumped against my jeans. She saw that too.

“No,” I said. “It doesn’t.”

“You like hearing it.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you like. Out loud. I want the whole sentence.”

“I like that he’s bigger,” I said. The words felt huge and simple. “I like your mouth on his cock. I like that you have to work to take him, and that you’re telling me while you do it.”

“Then watch me finish him. Hands stay on the chair.”

She went back down. She used her fist on what she could not swallow, and she sucked him in long wet pulls, pausing to breathe and to glance at me. She made sure I was still in the leather where she had put me. Kent’s hand rested in her hair, careful, not forcing. His thighs tightened. He swore once, quiet, like he was trying not to shake the room.

“Freya,” he said. “I’m close.”

“In my mouth,” she said. She took him again. She wanted his cum there. I could see it in how she settled, lips sealed near the head, her hand moving faster at the base while she hummed. He came with a rough groan, hips lifting off the couch once, and she took it, swallowing. A little escaped at the corner of her mouth. She caught it with her thumb and sucked the thumb clean, then stayed on him until he eased and softened. She sat back on her heels, showed me her tongue, cheerful and filthy, and swallowed what was left.

“That’s what he tastes like,” she said. “Your cock doesn’t get my mouth tonight. You get to hold the picture.”

Kent dropped back into the cushions, spent, one hand on her shoulder, grateful and a little wrecked. She climbed onto his lap again, not to start him over, just to face me. Her jeans were still open. Her mouth was swollen. She looked at the strain in my jeans and tipped her head.

“Now,” she said. “Take your cock out. Stroke it slow. I mean slow, Colin. You come in your hand. Not on my rug, and not on him. In your hand, where I can see every bit of it.”

I got the button open. My hands shook. My cock came out flushed and hard, and next to what she had just had in her mouth the difference was plain. She looked at it with that sweet tease, the look she saves for a route she already knows I can finish if I do not panic.

“Slow,” she said, when my fist started greedy. “Like I’m spending the night, and you’re not allowed to rush the last move.”

I stroked as she told me. Long pulls, from the base up over the head, my balls drawing tight. I had to pause at the top. The sight of her on his lap, lips still shiny with his cum, was going to end me if I did not breathe. She watched my hand. Kent watched the stove and gave us the room, his arm loose around her waist, his cock soft against his open jeans. He did not touch me. He did not have to. She was the only wire between us, and it was live.

“Tell me where you are,” she said.

“Close. If I go faster I’ll come.”

“Then don’t go faster. Answer me first. Do you want to come because you watched me come on his fingers, or because you watched him come in my mouth?”

“Both,” I said. “Mostly his cock in your mouth. And you looking at me while you took it.”

“Honest,” she said. That one word landed in my fist before I could ease the squeeze. She saw it and smiled, warm as the stove. “A little longer. Slow. Then you can.”

I did what she said. The leather creaked under me. The stove popped. She kept her eyes on my hand, and on my face, and when she nodded I came. Hard. Cum spilled over my fingers and onto my stomach, pulse after pulse, my hips jerking up into my own grip. A rough noise left me before I could stop it. She watched all of it, as if she had ordered the weather and it had arrived on time.

“Look at you,” she said. “That’s what watching does. My careful man, messy in his own hand. I like you like this.”

I sat there with it cooling on my skin, breathing, the chair holding me up. She did not rush a cloth. She let me have the proof, because she knows I need it sometimes, not just the feeling. Then she kissed Kent’s cheek, easy, and climbed off his lap.

“Bedroom’s ours,” she told him. “You take the couch by the stove. The blanket’s on the arm. Groceries can wait until morning.”

“I’ll be fine,” he said. “You two sleep.”

❦

At the bedroom door she stopped. She kissed him goodnight, unhurried, her hand on his chest, and he smiled into it like a man who meant to stay worthy of the trust.

“Night,” he said. “Granite still works if the dark gets loud.”

“It works,” she said. She laughed, softer now.

Then she turned to me. I had wiped my hand on my shirt like a fool, and she did not scold me for it. She kissed me. There was a trace of him on her mouth, salt and heat, and my spent cock twitched as if it still had an opinion. She put her lips to my ear.

“Tomorrow night,” she whispered, “you get the chair at the foot of the bed.”

She took my hand and led me through the door. Behind us, Kent settled on the couch by the woodstove, and the cabin went quiet except for the fire.

❦

Saturday morning the rock was already warm under my hand when I set the rope bag at the foot of the wall. We had the crag to ourselves that early. Freya was halfway up, chalk pale on her hands, and the thin silver anklet flashed above her shoe every time she found a hold. Kent stood under her with her rope in both hands, feeding it steady. I stayed beside him with the bag on my shoulder, because she had pointed at it before we left the cabin.

“You’re quiet down there,” she called, sunny as anything.

“I’m watching the rope,” I said.

“You’re watching my ass.” She laughed over her shoulder. “Kent, tell him the truth.”

Kent didn’t take his eyes off her feet. “He’s watching both,” he said, like we were talking about the weather. “I’ve belayed a lot of people. Nobody holds a bag that tight unless he’s hiding something behind it.”

I shifted the strap. “The bag’s heavy.”

“The bag was heavy yesterday too.” She reached, chalked, and moved. “Don’t start on the holds, Colin. I can hear you counting from here.”

I had been about to. I stopped.

She called that she was coming off. Kent took her weight clean, and she walked down the face until her shoes hit the dirt. His hand settled on her hip to steady her, broad and sure over the hem of her shorts. She leaned into it like that was the hold she had wanted all morning. I went hard behind the rope bag so fast the canvas pulled tight across me.

She saw it. She always did.

“There he is.” She came over and took my chin, chalk dust on my jaw, fond and crude in the same breath. “Poor rope bag. Doing all the work so the birds don’t get a show.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “Coffee at the cabin. Water if you want it. Nothing stronger. We’ve got a night, and I want you clear for it.”

“Clear,” I said. My cock didn’t care about clear.

Kent coiled the rope without looking at my lap. “I’ll carry that if you want,” he said.

“I’ve got it.” I kept the bag where it was until we were back at the truck.

❦

At the cabin we cooked like three people who knew where the knives were and were pretending the bed wasn’t already waiting. Kent took the onions. I took the pan. Freya ran the counter, tasting, pointing, telling us when to turn the heat down. The mugs came out. Coffee for her, coffee for Kent, water for me, because my mouth was dry and I didn’t trust my hands with a full cup.

“You burned the garlic,” she told Kent, not unkind.

“I always burn the garlic.” He smiled, not bothered at all. “You knew that when you booked me for the weekend.”

“I booked you because you hold a rope and you listen.” She bumped my hip with hers while I stirred. “And I brought my husband because he gets hard at the crag and then tries to talk about the booking like that’s the interesting part.”

“The booking was the interesting part on the drive,” I said.

“The booking was you being careful.” She looked down, plain as a friend telling you your shirt was untucked. “You’re hard again. Standing at the stove. We haven’t even eaten.”

“I know.”

“Say it, then.”

“I’m hard,” I said. “From his hand on your hip. From you seeing it.”

“Good man.” The praise hit me low and hot before I could get a word out. She didn’t make a speech. She turned the pan off, set a plate in front of me, and told us to eat.

We ate. We talked about the route, the loose hold, and Sunday’s forecast. Kent was easy company, a big man with broad shoulders, a climber’s forearms, and a flannel shirt rolled to the elbows. He never once reached for me. When Freya laughed, he looked at her, glad to be the one who had made her laugh. I sat there with my cock thick against my zipper and my water going warm in the mug.

She didn’t ask when the plates hit the sink. She went to the front room, took the leather armchair by the woodstove, and dragged it down the short hall. The legs bumped the threshold. She shoved the plain chair I had moved there back against the wall, set the leather one at the foot of the big bed in its place, squared it to the mattress, and pointed.

“Sit.”

I sat. The armrests were cool under my palms.

Kent came in behind her and stopped when she lifted a hand. “You wait by the bed,” she told him. “You don’t touch him. You don’t touch me until I say. Same as last night, same as we said at the table.”

“I remember,” Kent said.

She looked at me. “Hands stay on the armrests until I say otherwise. You watch. If you need granite, you say granite, and we stop, and it costs you nothing. You didn’t need it last night.”

“I don’t need it,” I said.

Kent stepped in close and kissed the side of her neck, slow, mouth open on the skin under her ear. She tipped her head and made a small sound. My body answered before I had a plan. I was half out of the chair, cock straining, the no already in my throat.

“No,” I said. “I can’t stay in the chair. Not if he’s kissing you.”

She lifted a hand. Kent went still against her. She didn’t argue. Her hand caught my shoulder and pushed me back down, firm, not rough.

“Is that granite?”

“No. Not granite. I just don’t know how to sit still for it.”

“Then sit still anyway.” She kept her hand on my shoulder until I was all the way down. “Hands on the armrests until I say. You can watch him kiss me. That’s the job right now.”

“Yes,” I said. “I’m staying. I want to watch.”

I sat. My hands found the armrests again. I was shaking a little, and hard enough that it hurt. She saw both.

“There.” Her voice went softer. “That’s my careful man.”

She turned to Kent. “Now you can undress me.”

He did it without hurry. His hands found the hem of her shirt and drew it up over her ribs. She lifted her arms. The shirt came off and landed on the rug. He opened her shorts and pushed them down her thighs. She stepped out. The anklet stayed bright against her ankle. Nothing under the shorts but skin. Her breasts were bare in the lamplight, nipples drawn tight. He cupped one, and she leaned back into his chest, the same lean she had given him at the wall. He kissed her neck again. His other hand slid down her belly and between her legs. She was wet enough that I heard his fingers.

“Look at his hand,” she told me. “Say it out loud.”

“His fingers in your cunt,” I said. My voice came out dry. “Two of them. You’re wet down his wrist.”

“And what are you doing?”

“I’m sitting, hands on the chair, and I’m hard.”

“Keep them there.”

Kent walked her to the bed and bent her over the edge. Her knees hit the mattress. Her ass came up. The anklet caught the light when she shifted her feet. He stripped his own clothes off and dropped them on the rug. His cock stood thick and heavy, darker than mine, the head already wet. He didn’t look at me. He looked at her.

He set one hand on her hip and the other at the small of her back. He pushed into her cunt from behind, slow, the careful press you give a hold you mean to trust. I watched her hole open around the head of him, then around the thick of him, until his hips met her ass. She groaned, long and open, and her fingers knotted in the sheet.

“Look how far he stretches me, Colin. You’ve never once made me this full, have you?”

“No,” I said. It cost me, and it was true. My cock jumped against my fly. “I haven’t.”

“Say it all the way.”

“I’ve never made you that full.”

Kent drew back until I could see the shine on him, and he pushed in again, still slow. Her hole clung to him, stretched and pink and wet. She reached back and spread herself so I could see all of it.

“He fits,” she said. “All of him. You feel that, Kent?”

“I feel you,” Kent said, quiet. “You’re gripping me.”

“Then stop being polite.”

He took her hips in both hands and fucked her harder. The bed answered under them. Her anklet jumped with every stroke, a small bright tick against her skin. Her breasts swayed. The sound of his cock in her cunt was wet and plain and loud in the quiet cabin. I kept my hands on the armrests until my fingers ached. There was only the slap of him against her ass, her mouth fallen open, and her face turned straight at my chair.

“Don’t you look away,” she said, breathless, teasing even while he drove into her. “This is for you. His cock in me. My cunt taking it. You sit there and you watch me come.”

“I’m watching,” I said.

Kent fucked her steady and deep. Then harder. His balls swung against her. His hands stayed tight on her hips, thumbs pressing, holding her where he wanted her. She pushed back to meet him, greedy for it, and the anklet kept jumping. I couldn’t see whether her fingers or his were on her clit. I could see what it did. Her thighs started to shake. She stared at me, eyes bright, mouth open, and she came with a rough cry. Her cunt clenched around him so hard he had to slow or lose it right there.

“Again,” she said, when she could talk. “Don’t you pull out. Colin, tell him.”

“Don’t pull out,” I said. My voice cracked on it. “She wants it again.”

Kent laughed once, warm and wrecked, and he gave it to her. A few slow strokes first, so she could feel the stretch all over again. Then hard. The anklet jumped. Her ass rippled under his hands. She kept her face turned to me the whole time, and she talked through it, filthy and fond, never once letting me hide.

“You see his cock disappear? That’s my hole taking a man who isn’t you. You like it. Your face says you like it. Your cock says you like it. You don’t get to touch yourself yet.”

“I like it,” I said. “I hate how much I like it. I’m not looking away.”

“That’s my husband.”

She came the second time louder, a broken shout of his name and then mine. Her whole body jerked. One hand fisted in the sheet. The other reached back and held him deep while she shook through it. He groaned and stayed buried, breathing hard against her shoulder, until the clench eased. Then she slapped his thigh.

“Out,” she said. “On my ass. I want Colin to see it.”

Kent pulled free. His cock shone with her, thick and flushed, and a string of her wetness followed him out. He stroked himself, fist tight, and came across her buttocks in heavy pulses. Cum striped her skin, white on the curve of her ass, and slid down toward her cunt. He kept his hands on her hips until he was finished. Then he stepped back, chest heaving. He didn’t touch me. He didn’t need to be told.

Freya rolled onto her back. She drew her knees up, anklet glinting, cum smeared over her ass and down her thighs. Her cunt was open and red and used, shining in the low light. She looked at me and crooked a finger.

“Off the chair,” she said. “On the bed. Between my knees. Now.”

I stood so fast the chair scraped the floor. My hands left the armrests. I got my clothes off with no grace at all, cock springing up already wet at the tip, balls drawn tight. I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her knees. The smell of her and of him hit me, salt and sex.

“Slide in,” she said. “Right after him. I want you to feel what he left.”

I pushed into her. She was sloppy and stretched and hot, so open that I sank all the way on the first stroke. His cum and her wetness slicked me. Her cunt sat loose around my cock, soft where it used to grip, and the feeling was so obscene I swore under my breath. Perfect, too.

She stroked my cheek with her fingers, fond, almost gentle, while her eyes stayed sharp on mine. “Can you even feel me after him? Don’t answer, love, I can see it on your face.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t have made a sentence if she had ordered one. My hips jerked, once, then again, and I came inside her in seconds. My cock pulsed hard. Cum spilled into the cunt he had just stretched open for me. It rolled through me so fierce I had to brace a hand on the mattress, and she held my face and watched me do it. She smiled, pleased.

“There,” she said, soft. “That’s what I wanted. My husband, spent, in the mess he asked for.”

I stayed in her until I softened, shaking, forehead on her shoulder. Kent turned away to give us the bed, gathering his clothes, eyes off my body. Freya petted my hair. The cabin stayed quiet except for our breathing and the tick of the woodstove down the hall.

She eased me out and drew me up beside her. Cum leaked onto her thigh. The anklet rested against my calf. Her voice went warm and plain.

“Tomorrow night is the real one,” she said. “This was the middle. The last night is the one I booked the cabin for.” She searched my face. “I need to know you’re still in it. What you whispered to me in the car, on the drive up. Do you still mean it?”

“Yes,” I said. I was sure. “I still mean it.”

She kissed my mouth, slow. Her hand stayed on my cheek, keeping me there.

❦

The woodstove sat low in the main room, dull red behind the glass. The bedroom lamp threw a warm pool over the big bed. Kent was already in the window seat, flannel open at the throat, a coffee mug on his knee. He waited, because she had told him to wait. Freya walked me past the chair at the foot of the bed and did not slow.

“Not there,” she said. Her hand found mine. “I want you where you can see all of it.”

She stopped me on the rug at the side of the bed. The wool was thick under my knees when she pressed my shoulders down. I went. Her hands were warm and sure, and they had already decided. She was bare except for the thin silver anklet. The lamp caught the silver when she shifted her weight.

“Close enough to touch,” she said. “You still don’t touch him. You look at me, Colin. You don’t look away. Not once.”

Woodsmoke clung to her skin, and so did the coffee from after dinner. Nothing stronger had come into the cabin all weekend. My cock thickened in my jeans while she was still talking. She saw it. Her mouth went soft, fond and a little sharp, the look she wears when the night is already hers.

“There you are,” she said. “I haven’t called him over, and you’re hard for it.”

Kent stayed in the window seat. He didn’t smirk. He watched her, calm, the same calm he’d had on the wall, and he let her run the room.

I looked at the chair anyway. The leather sat right there, a clean spot with a little air in it. My mouth got ahead of my body.

“The chair,” I said. It came out dry. “I’ll watch from the chair after all.”

I could have said granite. I didn’t. She didn’t argue. Her hand came up, took my chin, and turned my face back to the bed. She held me there until I gave in. Her thumb sat under my jaw. The sheets were lit. The mattress edge sat an arm’s length from my mouth.

“Nod,” she said.

I nodded. Then I said it out loud, because a nod felt like cheating. “I’m staying. Yes.”

My cock shoved against the denim before I finished. She saw the push, and her smile went warm.

“That’s what I wanted,” she said. The praise went through my stomach so fast I had to set my hands on my thighs. “Shirt off. Pants too. Bare on that rug. I want to see what this does to you.”

I stripped. Warm air hit my balls. My cock stood up against my stomach, already wet at the tip. She glanced down and smiled like I’d handed her something she’d ordered.

“Hands on the bed once I start,” she said. “Not on him. Say it back to me.”

“Hands on the bed,” I said. “Not on him.”

“There,” she said, sunny, and she tapped my cheek. “Stay with me.”

The tap landed, and my cock jumped. She noticed. Of course she noticed.

“Kent,” she said. “Come here.”

He set the mug on the sill and crossed the room. He shoved the flannel off his arms and stepped out of his jeans. His cock was already hard, thick and heavy, darker than mine along the shaft.

“On your back,” she told him. “Close to the edge. Right in front of Colin. I want his face inches from us.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. He smiled at her, warm, and not at me. He lay down. His cock rested up on his belly, and the head of it shone.

Freya climbed onto the bed. The anklet flashed at the mattress edge, right in front of me. She swung a leg over him and took his cock in her hand. She rubbed the head through her cunt until she was slick and open. Then she sank. Slow. I watched her hole stretch around the fat crown. I watched her take the rest of him, bit by bit, until her ass sat flush on his hips. Heat rolled off her skin. I heard the wet give of her cunt taking all of him.

I put both hands on the bed’s edge. The sheet was warm under my palms. Her cunt was inches from my face, lips parted wide around him, shiny with her. A thin string of wet clung to his balls when she lifted and came back down.

“Tell me what you see,” she said.

“I see his cock in you,” I said. “All of it.”

“Plainer.”

“He’s stretching your cunt open.” My voice shook, and I left it plain. “Your lips are pulled tight around him. I can see how deep he sits. My cock has never filled you like that.”

She laughed, low and pleased. She rolled her hips, and the whole length of him showed, then vanished. The sound was wet and close. I could smell her, sharp and sweet, and under that the hotter smell of his skin.

Her hand came down and gripped my hair, not cruel, just a claim. She used that grip to hold my face where she wanted it.

“Your mouth is almost on us,” she said. “Do you see how wide his cock has me? Has yours ever split me open like this?”

“No,” I said.

“Whole sentence. I want it out loud.”

“My cock has never split your cunt open like his is doing right now.”

She rode him slow at first, a long grind. Her clit dragged on him each time she tipped forward. Her breasts swayed over his chest. The anklet tapped the sheet at the edge, bright over the dark wool where my knees were planted. My hands stayed on the mattress. I did not touch him. I watched her hole work his shaft, pink and swollen, taking him to the root and letting him out shining.

“Harder,” she told Kent.

He planted his feet and met her. The bed answered. She started to bounce. The wet slap of her ass on his hips filled the little room. Her grip in my hair tightened, and my forehead nearly brushed her thigh.

“Stay,” she said. “Breathe on us. I want that.”

I stayed. My cock jumped every time she sank and her cunt swallowed him. She looked down. Her face was bright and flushed, sweet and crude together.

“You’re leaking on the rug,” she said. “Don’t touch yourself yet. You watch me come on him first.”

“I won’t touch,” I said.

“Your cock’s been dripping since I sat on him,” she said. “I don’t need a speech. I can read the rest of you from here.”

She rode harder. Kent’s hands stayed on her hips and nowhere else. He groaned into her shoulder when she ground down and held him deep. I could see the base of his cock pulse where her lips stretched around it. Her thighs started to shake. Her fist tightened in my hair and pulled my face up. I had to meet her eyes and her cunt in the same breath.

“Watch me,” she said. “Watch what his cock does in me. Yours doesn’t.”

“I see it,” I said.

“Say it uglier.”

“He’s fucking you fuller than I ever have.”

“Yes,” she said. The word hit me like a slap of heat. My cock jerked, and a fresh bead slid down the head onto the rug.

She came crying out, her whole body locking down on him. Her cunt fluttered around his cock. A rush of her wet spilled down his balls and onto the sheet. A drop hit my wrist where I gripped the edge. She didn’t let go of my hair. She kept riding through it, messy and loud, chasing the next wave. Kent’s breath went rough under her.

“I’m close,” he said.

“Then give it to me,” she said. “Deep. Hold me down. I want Colin to see you finish in me. Don’t pull out.”

He thrust up, held her down on his cock, and came. I saw his cock jerk inside her. I saw her hole clench and milk him. Thick white cum pushed out around his shaft and ran over his balls in a slow stripe. She stayed seated until he stopped pulsing. Her hand was still in my hair. Her anklet rested on the bed’s edge, small and bright. A string of his cum hung from her hole to his cock when she shifted, and she held still so I would see it.

She lifted off him. His cock slipped out shining. More of his cum followed, heavy, sliding from her open cunt. She lay back at the edge of the bed, knees spread, feet on the rug to either side of me. Her pussy sat right in front of my mouth. His semen clung to her lips and welled in her hole. She was flushed and smiling, loose and happy, and she looked down her body at me.

Kent sat up. She tipped her chin toward the window seat. She didn’t take her eyes off me.

“Go sit,” she told him. “Watch if you want. He does the rest.”

Kent nodded. He pulled his flannel on and left it open, then went back to the window seat. He picked up his mug. He stayed quiet. I could feel him there. I didn’t look away from her.

She spread herself with two fingers. I could see the mess he’d left, white against pink, still warm.

“You whispered it to me in the car,” she said. “I asked again last night. I’m asking with him still leaking out of me. Do you still mean it?”

“Yes,” I said. Out loud. Dry, and sure, and shaking. “I still mean it.”

“Then clean me.” She pointed at her cunt. “Slow. All of it. Your mouth. Not your fingers.”

“Start at the outside,” she said, as I bent to her. “Don’t rush the middle.”

I leaned in between her knees. The first taste was both of them, salt and heat, the thick slide of his cum. I licked it off her lips. She sighed. Her knees opened wider. The anklet brushed my cheek, cool metal, and she left it there on purpose.

“That’s it,” she said. “God, Colin, you’re good at this. Look at you, taking another man’s cum out of me like the job had your name on it.”

The praise hit so hard my cock slapped my stomach. She saw it and laughed, warm, not unkind.

“There he goes,” she said. “One nice word and you throb. Keep going. Get all of him. I can still feel a little of him up in me.”

I pushed my tongue into her cunt and gathered what sat deeper. She made a small sound and petted my hair. That pet undid me worse than the grip had. I licked slowly, flat tongue over her clit, then back down to her hole. I swallowed what I gathered. I went back for the rest. His cum was thick and bitter under the sweeter taste of her. I didn’t rush. I worked my tongue inside her until my mouth had her wetter than his cum had. A stripe had dried on her inner thigh. I took that too, and she hummed. She told me slower, so I went slower, licking the crease of her thigh and then the slick lips where his cum kept welling.

“Kent,” she called, lazy, eyes on me. “You seeing this?”

“I’m seeing it,” he said. His voice was low and warm from the window seat.

“You can praise him if you want,” she said. “Or keep your mug. I already know how good he is.” She scratched lightly at my scalp. “You’re better with your tongue than with that pretty cock. Tell me you know it.”

“Yes,” I said into her cunt. The word buzzed on her clit.

She gasped. She grabbed my hair and held me there.

“Right there. Don’t stop. Make me come on your mouth.”

I sucked her clit and licked her steady, my nose buried in her. When more of him leaked, I pushed into her hole and took it, then went back to her clit. She rocked against my face. The anklet pressed my cheek. Her heel dug into the rug beside my knee. I heard Kent breathe. I heard the stove tick in the other room. None of it mattered. She was using my mouth, and I wanted her to.

She came on my tongue, sharp and shaking. Her cunt pulsed against my lips. She said my name like she was proud of me. I kept licking until she pushed my forehead back with two fingers, gentle and spent, smiling at the mess on my face.

“All of it?” she asked.

“All of it,” I said. My mouth and chin were wet. I wanted the rest of this so badly I could taste the want under the salt of them.

She sat up and put her foot on my shoulder. The anklet was cool on my skin. She held me there with that light pressure.

“Finish yourself,” she said. “In your hand. On the rug. I want to watch every stroke.”

I wrapped my hand around my cock. The head was slick already. I stroked, fist tight and filthy, my other hand braced on the mattress. I didn’t trust that hand near either of them. She watched my face, then my cock. Her foot stayed steady.

“Look at me while you do it,” she said.

I looked at her. Her cunt was swollen and shining from my mouth. Kent stayed quiet in the window seat. My balls drew up fast. She had already taken me apart. I stroked harder and came in my own hand, thick spurts over my fingers and onto the rug. My whole body jerked under her foot. A sound came out of me. I didn’t hide it.

“There,” she said, soft. “That one’s mine too.”

I stayed on my knees until the shake left. Cum cooled in my palm. Her foot stayed on my shoulder a moment longer. Then she lifted it, leaned down, and kissed my mouth. She tasted herself and him on me. She didn’t flinch.

❦

Kent went out to the main room, and I heard the stove door. Freya pulled the quilt up and patted the sheet. I washed my hand at the basin and came back to that pat. She called Kent in. He took the far side. Nobody put a hand where it didn’t belong. Her palm settled on my chest. The lamp clicked off.

❦

At dawn the window was gray. Kent stood dressed by the door, bag at his feet. He hugged Freya, easy and warm, and gave me a nod, brief and solid.

“Thanks for the weekend,” he said. “Both of you.”

“Drive safe,” she said.

The cabin door shut. The stove was the only sound left. Freya pulled me back under the covers and fitted herself to my front. Her anklet was cool where her ankle crossed mine. She kissed my jaw and smiled into my skin.

“Now it’s just you,” she said.

❦

The cabin was quiet, and through the window the gravel road sat empty all the way to the bend. Monday light lay across the rug, and the coffee Kent had left was still warming on the woodstove. I was still on my back when Freya pulled the covers off me and climbed on without a word.

Her knee hit the mattress by my hip, and the silver anklet touched my shin, cool and thin, before the rest of her came down. I went hard from that alone, and she saw it, same as she always did.

“Yes,” I said, before she had to ask, and I took her hips.

She wrapped her hand around my cock, stroked once, slow, and fit the head to her hole. Then she sank. She was warm and slick, looser than she ever got from me alone, and she took every inch and settled her weight on me. The morning had a plan, and I was already in it.

Both hands came to my face, and she rode me in a slow roll, close, her stomach on mine. Her breasts went soft against my chest when she leaned in, and her thumbs sat at my cheekbones. She had that bright decided look, and the next hour was already settled behind it.

“You should have seen yourself last night,” she said, sunny. “On your knees on that rug, hands flat on the mattress, and you never touched him once.”

“Your mouth was open,” she went on, “and you shook a little, but you still leaned in when I wanted you there.”

My cock twitched inside her. She felt it. Her smile went wider, fond, like I had handed her something I had not meant to give.

“I loved you for it,” she said. “I loved you down there, and I loved the careful wait, and I loved that you licked his cum out of me like it was the job you came up here to do. You looked wrecked, Colin. You looked like mine.”

Heat ran through my chest and dropped straight into my balls, and I tried to lift my hips under her. She pressed me flat with her weight and kept both hands on my face.

“Don’t go shy on me now,” she said. “Say what you did. Out loud.”

“I was on my knees,” I said, dry and careful. “Hands on the bed, and I didn’t touch him. I tried for the chair, and you asked, and I nodded and said yes, and I stayed, and I licked his cum out of you.”

She ground down so her clit dragged along me, and her voice went warm. “That nod. God, I could have kept you on that rug till the stove went cold. I loved you, and I mean it, so say you know I mean it.”

“I know,” I said. “I wanted it. I was hard the whole time I was down there, and I wanted it.”

She kissed my jaw and then my mouth, still moving, slow and close, and when she pulled back her eyes were bright.

“He stretched me,” she said, sweet and not sharp. “You watched every inch of it, thick and deep, and I took all of him while you knelt there being good. And now look at this. I can close around you. I can feel this whole cock, because there isn’t as much of it, and I like that. I like that he’s already down the road and this one is still in my bed.”

I glanced at the empty gravel, and she took my chin and turned my face back.

“Answer me,” she said. “Is he bigger than you?”

“Yes.”

“And whose cock am I sitting on?”

“Mine.”

“Try again.”

“Yours,” I said, and that one sat truer. “It’s yours.”

“That’s my husband.”

The praise landed, and I thickened in her before I could hide it. She laughed against my mouth, warm and pleased.

“Oh, there he is,” she said. “You like being told, and you like being the smaller one, so long as I keep you.”

She rode me closer, grinding in small circles, and the anklet slid on my shin every time she shifted. I could hear how wet she was, and I quit trying to be anywhere but under her hands.

“Say the rest,” she said. “Say you’re smaller, and say you’re mine, and say you liked cleaning me.”

“I’m smaller than him,” I said. “I’m yours, and I liked it. I liked the taste of his cum in you, and I liked that you made me stay for it.”

“Honest.”

My cock jumped at the word, and she felt that too, and her smile went crooked and happy.

“Stay with me, because I’m close,” she said. “Eyes on me. Both of my hands are on your face for a reason, so don’t you look away while I use you.”

I didn’t look away. She ground down harder, not fast, just deep and tight and sure, her clit rubbing and her cunt squeezing around what I had to give her. She talked through it, messy and glad, running the minute.

“Right there, that’s my cock,” she said. “That’s my husband under me, hard because I told him what he looked like on his knees. All that stretch last night, and this morning I get to hold your face and come on the one that fits. Stay hard for me. Stay right there, and don’t you dare go soft.”

She broke. Both hands pressed at my jaw, her forehead came down on mine, and she came in long pulses I felt all the way around me. She rocked through the whole thing with a soft sound into my mouth, and she held me while her cunt clenched, eased, and clenched again. I hadn’t come, because she hadn’t told me to. I was aching, buried in her, face hot under her palms.

She stayed on me until the shaking eased, and she kissed the corner of my mouth, still cupping my face.

“You didn’t even ask,” she said, fond. “You just held still and let me finish, and I love that about you. I love that your body answers before your mouth does.”

“I was going to ask,” I said.

“No you weren’t.” She smiled, and her thumb stroked my cheek. “You were going to lie there and hope, and that’s fine, because hoping looks good on you.”

She lifted off me slow in the morning light. My cock came out of her shining, still hard, twitching against my stomach, and a thin strand of her wet followed it down. She looked at it and smiled, like she had planned the next part already.

I reached for her hip. She caught my wrist, set it back on the sheet, and wrapped her hand around me, firm, with her thumb tucked under the head.

“Stay,” she said.

She put her foot on my thigh so the silver anklet sat where I could see it, thin and bright against her skin, and she aimed me at it. Her grip stayed steady, not fast, stroking from the root up and keeping the head pointed at that chain.

“You don’t get my cunt for this,” she said, sweet as anything. “You got to be inside me while I came, and this part is for the anklet, the one I wore while he fucked me. It was on my ankle when you were on your knees with his cum on your tongue. I want yours on it. I want to watch it drip.”

“Freya, the sheet.”

Her hand went still around me, not unkind, just still. “If you want this to end, say so, or say granite. If you don’t, you give it to me where I’m aiming you.”

I didn’t. I was already close from the ride, from her hands on my face, and from the sight of my cock lined up with that silver.

“Yes,” I said. “I don’t want to stop.”

“Then look at it.” She stroked, slow and sure, her foot steady on my thigh, ankle turned so the chain caught the light. “Look where I’m putting you, and say what you want.”

“I want to come on it,” I said. “On your anklet. I want you to watch.”

“That’s my man.” She worked me a little faster, just enough, her other hand braced on my chest, and the praise went through me like a second grip. “Give it to me, right there, all of it.”

I looked, and I came hard, spilling across the silver in thick stripes over the chain and her skin. She kept her hand on me and aimed every pulse at that ankle, and she watched it drip. One drop ran off the chain onto the sheet, and another slid toward her heel. She didn’t wipe any of it. She just watched, thumb still moving, drawing the last of it out of me while I shook and emptied and went hot all over.

“There,” she said, quiet and fond. “That’s mine too. Look how pretty it sits on the silver.”

I looked. I was spent, and my face was hot, and I didn’t look away until she let go of me.

She swung her leg off and sat on the edge of the bed, ankle turned out, watching one last slow drip find the rug. Then she stood, still naked, still wearing it, and nodded toward the kitchen like the rest of the morning was already on the books.

I pulled on yesterday’s clothes, and she pulled on a shirt and left her feet bare. At the table the host’s guest card lay where it had lain all weekend, three names on it, ours and his, written in the same pen. I reached for it without thinking, old habit from the books and the numbers, wanting them put away before we left.

“Leave it,” she said.

Her hand covered mine and set the card back down, flat, in the morning light. She didn’t argue, and she didn’t explain. She picked up her phone, shouldered her bag, and waited while I killed the stove and set the mugs in the sink. The rope bag sat by the door. The Sunday climb we had talked about over dinner had never happened, and I let that go with the card. I thought of the wall, and then I let that go too. When I stepped out, she locked the cabin door behind us, and the gravel was still empty, and the place went quiet at our backs.

❦

On the drive down the mountain I had the wheel, and she had the passenger seat, bare foot up on the dashboard. The anklet caught the light every time the trees opened, and a little of me had dried on the silver. She didn’t mention it. She typed on her phone and didn’t tell me what, while the road switched back under us and my phone sat dark in the cup holder.

“You going to say what that is?” I asked.

“No.”

“Freya.”

She put her hand on my thigh, warm, and left it there. “Drive. You’ll see it when I want you to see it.”

So I drove. I tried to set the morning with the books and the numbers and the wall. It didn’t work. The wanting was already sitting with us, dried on her ankle, in her toes flexing on the dash. She hummed a little and didn’t look sorry. She looked like a woman who had run the whole weekend the way she meant to, and was already on the next page.

At the junction at the bottom of the mountain, my phone lit up in the cup holder. I eased off the gas and glanced down. The confirmation was sitting in my inbox, the same cabin, the same weekend next year. Three guests.

I looked at her foot on the dashboard, and the silver anklet caught the light, and then I looked at her face.

“The booking,” I said.

She smiled, sunny, and kept typing like she had known the second it would land. “Three,” she said. “Same as the card. You’ll see the names when I feel like showing you.”

Her bare foot stayed where it was. The chain flashed once more as we turned onto the flat road, and the message sat open between us, already decided.


He Signs Every Stage of His Bimbo Makeover, Then She Pegs Cici — Bimbo Sissy

Ispent the morning the way I spend most of them. I sat in my gray shirt at a desk nobody stops at, thirty-one and easy to miss, with the coffee machine humming behind me. Two screens held other people’s mess. We sell garden furniture, which sounds peaceful until the numbers refuse one story. A lounge chair comes in under a pile of names. A cushion set gets filed as if it were a pergola. Somebody in the regions types a whole season into the notes column, because the proper cells bored them. My job is to make it agree. I am good at that part. People send me the file and forget a person is attached to it.

I ate lunch over the keyboard, the same sandwich I always pack. I did not look up. Nobody did. A laugh moved through the far end of the open office, over the parking deck, and died before it reached my row. I heard what they were not saying. I was furniture too, useful and quiet. Some days that felt like a talent. I finished the last stubborn sheet and saved it. Then I walked home with my laptop bag on my shoulder, and the want stayed shut the way I shut a bad cell until I can stand to open it.

The dry cleaner sits on the way. The vent over the door breathes warm solvent into the street. The side stairs are the same stairs, narrow, painted a color that was never quite white. Those stairs were mine for a stretch, five years back, before Anita and the townhouse. I did not slow down. I told myself I did not. The smell got into my coat anyway, the way a thought gets in after you have decided against it. I carried it up our front steps like something bought by accident.

Anita was already home. I knew from the laundry, which is a strange way to know a wife. Her spa towels sat in the basket and smelled of almond oil, sweet and a little nutty, the way her hands smell before she washes the day off. Under the spare-room door a thin line of light lay on the hall floor. Too even for a lamp. Her ring light. She was practicing a new look, which is what she calls it when a face is a problem she means to solve.

I knocked, because I always knock, even in our house.

“Come in if you’re not tracking mud,” she said. She says that even when my shoes are clean.

She had her hair pinned up and a towel around her shoulders. She studied herself in a hand mirror with the attention I save for a column that will not reconcile. A little pot of something pink sat open by her elbow. A page torn from her notepad lay beside it, a chart of shades in her tidy writing. She tapped the top line with one clean nail.

“Spring menu,” she said. “They want rested, and they want it on camera, and I’m thirty-nine, so rested has to be a trick and not a nap. The chart is lying to me already.”

She caught me in the glass and smiled, warm and quick, glad I existed in the middle of her work.

“How were the chairs?” she said.

“Disagreeable,” I said. “One of them is a sofa, a bench, and a rumor, depending on who typed it.”

She laughed, low and easy. “Faces do that. I had a woman today who wanted to look rested and also like she hadn’t tried. Those are two different faces. I’m learning the second one.”

“You’ll get it.”

“Stay, then. Be my audience. Tell me if I look like I slept or like I cheated.”

I stayed in the doorway and watched her blend color under her eye. Small sure strokes, the pad of her finger. The want moved under my ribs. I did not give it a name. She glanced up.

“You’re staring.”

“Quality control,” I said.

“Pass or fail?”

“Pass.”

She looked pleased in a private way and went back to the mirror. I went to hang up my coat. The solvent smell was still in it. So was everything I had not said.

❦

The want got a shape on a night the regional file would not close. In the year I turned twenty-six, the tick of cooling machines under the floor was my only company, and the window gave me brick across the alley. I had a cheap laptop and too much quiet. I had been circling a search the way I circle a cell I am not ready to fix. Comparing one column to the next is my whole trade. Before, after, make them match. That night I stopped circling the private version of it. I clicked.

It was a before-and-after. One frame held a plain face in a work shirt, forgettable the way my row at the office is forgettable. The next frame was that same face made over, glossy and big-haired, mouth wet with pink, lashes heavy. The whole face tipped toward the camera like a secret finally paid for. I sat with it until the machines went quiet. My ears burned. My cock thickened against my thigh, and I did not touch it yet. That felt like a bargain I was already losing.

❦

Before work I stood in the drugstore on the corner and bought a pink gloss. The cashier did not care. My ears burned anyway, as if the little tube could announce itself through the paper bag. I put it in the inner pocket of my coat. I did not open it on the street. At the desk that was also my table, I wore it with the room dark and the file still open. Just the gloss. The rest of me stayed as it was. That shiny mouth showed in the window, because I did not own a mirror I trusted. I was so ashamed I could taste it, sweet and waxy on my lip. I was hard at the same time. A mean trick, for a body that has to sit at a desk in daylight and pretend the mouth is ordinary.

❦

The bangs were in my eyes before I trusted myself to look. A cheap platinum wig had been living in a box under the bed, and this night I had it on, standing at that dark window with my hand on my cock. I stroked slow. Embarrassed, and aching, and unable to pick one. My mouth moved when I breathed, and the gloss caught a little street light, and I watched that instead of the brick. I never said any of it out loud. After, the wig went back in the box. The gloss went back in the pocket. By daylight I was a man who fixed spreadsheets. The box was only a box if you did not open it.

❦

On moving day I stood at the curb with that box in my hands. The truck took on plates and a lamp and the chair that wobbled. Anita was inside, humming, measuring a shelf for a life that was going to be ours. I put the wig in the trash. I told myself a married man did not keep a thing like that under a bed he meant to share. The gloss I could not watch go. I slid the tube into the inner pocket of my laptop bag, under a spare cable, where a person would have to be looking. I did not know what I was saving it for. I knew I was not done.

❦

She sat at the kitchen table with a little mirror and glued on her own lashes, talking about faces the way I talk about numbers.

“The left one always wants to sit higher,” she said. “If I let it, the whole face goes askew. Then people think they’re tired when they’re only uneven.” She looked up, one eye still bare. “You do that with the reports, don’t you. You find the cell that’s lying.”

“Something like that.”

“Hand me the tray? The clear one.”

Our fingers touched when I passed it. It was nothing. It stayed with me while she talked, a small charge with nowhere to go. Cheekbones, light, the way a face reads across a room. I nodded like a man whose only secret was a fondness for clean totals.

❦

She took my hand on the couch as if it were a sample she had been meaning to test.

“Hold still,” she said. “I need a nail that isn’t mine. This new top coat keeps flooding, and I can’t tell if it’s the formula or my ego.”

“My nails are very humble.”

“Perfect. Humble nails are the control group.”

She painted them clear, one finger and then the next. Her knee rested against mine. Her breath stayed even. The polish was almost invisible. That was the point, she told me, a clean shine, nothing you could name from across a room. I kept my hand in hers longer than the drying needed. She did not pull away. She blew on my knuckles, gentle and professional, and my stomach dropped as if I had missed a step on those old side stairs.

“Don’t smudge,” she said, smiling. “I’ll know, and I’ll judge you, and I’m extremely fair.”

“I live in fear.”

“You should. Fear is underrated in a household.”

I laughed, and I did not move my hand. The clear shine sat on my nails like a secret that was not quite a secret. She had put it there. She did not know what it did to me.

❦

I came down the hall and found her at the mirror by the door, glossing her mouth with that same sure stroke. I stopped. I watched the pink go on, lower lip and then upper, and I did not mean to be caught. The mirror gives you away. That is its whole job.

She saw me. Her mouth was still a little open, shiny, and she laughed, warm, not unkind.

“What?” she said. “You want some?”

I laughed too, because that is what you do when the true answer is yes and you are not ready to spend it. “I’m all right.”

“Your loss,” she said. She capped the tube and kissed my cheek on her way to the kitchen. The gloss left a small sweet print. I did not wipe it off until I was alone in the bathroom. Even then I stood a second longer than washing required, looking at my own ordinary mouth, ridiculous and lit up at once.

❦

Our bedroom door was shut and her breathing had gone even behind it. The shared tablet sat on the kitchen counter, awake in the dark, and it remembers what has been typed. Handy, until it becomes a confession. I had been walking the search forward by one small step whenever the house went quiet. The old picture first, a plain face turned glossy. Then the hair, the heavy bangs, the pink mouth. Then hands that were not mine, holding a chin, painting a lip, making the change instead of finding it done. This night I typed the word I had been circling. Bimbo. The pictures were adult models, every one, and they were worse and better. Big hair. Wet mouths. A shine that made my cock thicken in my shorts before I had properly sat down. I cleared what the tablet would let me clear. It kept the shape of the search anyway, the way a form remembers the last entry. She used that thing for recipes and for a show about houses. I was careful the way a man is careful when he already knows the lying cell and keeps typing over it.

❦

She was still at the spa, and the house had that particular quiet a house gets when you mean to make a mess and erase it. I took the gloss out of the laptop bag. In the bathroom I locked the door, even though no one was due. The light was bright and a little cruel. I wanted that. I wanted to see it happen on my own face, not only remember a window.

I leaned on the sink and looked at my mouth. Ordinary. A little dry from the day. I uncapped the tube. The smell was sweet, the same sweet as that old dark window, and my cock stirred before I touched my face. I put the gloss on in layers, the way I had watched her do it, lower lip and then upper, slow. I was hard before the first layer was finished, pushing at my shorts, ashamed of the speed. I did not rush. Another layer. Thicker. My lips shone and looked fuller than they are, and I watched them part in the mirror. No words came out. I did not trust my voice with any of it. My mouth hung open. The pink caught the light. I shoved my shorts down and took my cock in my hand.

It was hot and stiff, the head already slick. My balls tightened when I squeezed at the base. I stroked, weight on the porcelain, eyes on my own mouth, and I thought of a platinum wig with heavy bangs in my eyes. I thought of her hands. Not a stranger from the tablet. Her hands, the ones that had held mine on the couch, the ones that glued lashes with that patient little frown. I imagined those hands tipping my chin. I imagined them glossy with the same pink, painting me, then sliding down to wrap my cock the way I was wrapping it. Thumb over the head. Unhurried, as if I were a look she had decided to finish. The next thought was worse, and better. Her free hand at my ass, calm about it, a fingertip resting on my hole while she watched my mouth the way she watched her own in the ring light. My hole clenched around nothing. My knees went soft. I braced harder on the sink and fucked my fist, shame and heat in the same breath. The gloss went tacky when I licked my lip. Sweet on my tongue.

I kept my eyes on my mouth. If I looked down, I was only a man in a bathroom with his cock out. If I looked at the pink, I was almost the after. Glossy. Made. Her hands on me, in hair that was not this hair, on my cock, at my hole, holding me open to the want I had thrown out and kept anyway. I came hard into the sink. A thick pulse, then another. I watched my open mouth while it happened, thinking of the wig and of her hands, until the last of it striped the porcelain. I was shaking. Still shining. Still a second from soft. Cum clung to the basin. My balls ached in that emptied way. I stood there with my mouth open and nothing to say into it. Then I was only myself again, a man who had to rinse the evidence before his wife came home smelling of almond oil.

I washed the sink until it looked innocent. I washed my cock and my balls, careful, ordinary, as if I were getting ready for nothing. I wiped my mouth until the pink was gone and my lips looked a little raw. The tube went back into the inner pocket, under the cable, where a person would have to be looking. I unlocked the door. She came in from the cold and kissed me, and she did not taste anything sweet. I smiled at her like a man who had spent the evening making numbers behave.

❦

Sunday morning the kitchen was bright and ordinary. She stood at the counter in a soft skirt and an old sweater, hair down, the shared tablet awake where a recipe usually lived. I had come in for coffee and stopped with the mug in my hand. She had that look she gets when a search bar is empty and she means to ask it something small. She did not look at me yet. Her finger hovered. Then she typed one letter.

❦

The mug was still in my hand when I saw the tablet was on. Anita had it flat by the sugar, her finger just lifted off the glass, and she wore that still, listening face she uses at the spa when a client is about to admit something. Sunday sat bright on the tile. My coffee was going cold, and I kept both hands on the mug because the mug gave me a place to look.

She had typed one letter. That was enough. The bar filled itself in, since the search had been run more than once, and the words sat there in ordinary type: bimbo makeover before and after. She turned the screen so it faced me.

She waited.

Heat climbed my face before I had a word ready. The sweatpants did nothing for me. I was half hard against the cotton, and she had not asked me anything yet, and I could feel her notice it, calm as a flush on a client, with no hurry and no pretend that she had missed it.

“Say it,” she said. Her voice was warm. “I can see your cock waking up, and you haven’t opened your mouth. What’s this.”

I set the mug down. The wet ring on the tile looked like a chart I did not want to read.

“The gloss started with the late charts,” I said. “I used to take the regional file home, up the stairs over the dry cleaner, so I could finish it in the quiet. That year I stopped at the drugstore on the corner before work and bought a pink gloss, because the picture in my head would not shut up. I put it on at my desk in front of the dark window once the shop below was closed. Then I wiped it off and told myself that was the end of it. It wasn’t. The tube is still in the inner pocket under a spare cable, and there’s a picture in my head I’ve never told anybody. Me, done up. Gloss, lashes, the whole stupid pretty thing. I’ve been carrying that bag to the office like it was only a bag.”

She didn’t laugh. She tipped her head, the same small tilt she gives a woman who is describing the face she wants and leaving out the part that matters.

“And you get hard telling me,” she said. “Look at you. Half up already, and your ears are red. Is the picture you in a wig, or just the mouth.”

“The mouth first,” I said. “Then the rest. I try not to look at it too long.”

“You looked long enough for the tablet to remember.” She turned the screen back toward herself and closed it, and the kitchen got quieter. “I could do every bit of it. Gloss, lashes, nails, hair, tits, a dress, the lot. And every bit comes off. Nothing stays on you when we’re done unless you ask for the next line. One line per step. You sign each, or you don’t. I’m your wife. I’m not your boss, and this isn’t your job, and nothing at home changes if you walk away from the page. I do faces all week. I can do yours on a Sunday and take it off before dinner if that’s where we stop.”

My cock gave a stupid little jump at the word faces, as if it had heard a compliment meant for someone else. She saw that too.

“There it is,” she said, and she smiled. “You liked being told I could.”

She tore a page from the notepad she keeps by the phone and drew a chart, boxes and a header and numbered lines waiting underneath, except her lines were crooked where mine never are, and I liked them better for it. She pushed the page and the pen across the counter.

“Top line is you,” she said.

I wrote my name and left the number off, because my hand wanted to put it there and I was trying not to count anything this morning. The joke was that my hand stayed steady. She took the pen back and wrote her own name under the header Done by, neat, the same hand she uses to label a bottle on her cart.

“Above the first line goes the stop,” she said. She wrote while she spoke, and then she turned the page so I had to read it myself. She didn’t add a word to it.

I read it out loud, sober, the coffee still unfinished and nothing else in the morning but her and the page. “If anyone says lilac, it all stops that minute, and saying no costs nothing: we clear the search together and nothing changes, not one thing.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want it.”

I signed under the line. The pen scratched. My cock was fully hard now, ridiculous in sweatpants at our own counter, and I didn’t try to hide it, because hiding it had already failed.

“Girl name,” she said. “Out loud, and then I write it.”

“Cici.”

She wrote it in the margin, small, and under the stop she wrote the first line, Gloss, lashes, nails, and I signed that too. She tapped the pen once. The tap moved through my stomach like a hand I had been waiting for.

“Say it back to me,” she said. “What did you just sign.”

“Gloss, lashes, nails,” I said. “And I can stop it.”

“You can,” she said. “Come on, then. Bring the page.”

❦

The spare room smelled like the lotion she uses on clients and like the paper roll on the treatment bed. She had the ring light set up and the big mirror angled away, and the makeup cart was pulled close, with the pink gloss and a tray of strip lashes and a sheet of short pink press-on nails. She sat me on the paper. It crackled under my thighs. The sheet was cool through the thin cotton, and my cock was still hard, a dumb insistent shape I couldn’t talk down.

“Sweatpants off,” she said, so I took them off, and my cock stood up into the cooler air. She looked at it once, plain, and went to work on my mouth.

“Open for me,” she said.

I opened. She glossed me thick and pink, coat after coat, until my lips felt wet and heavy and I could taste the sweet chemical edge of it. A little string of it caught at the corner and she wiped it with her thumb, then put it back, because she wanted it heavy. She glued the strip lashes on with quick steady hands, one eye and then the other, and she pressed them down and told me not to blink until she said I could. My eyes watered. I held still anyway. Then she took each finger and pressed a short pink nail on, holding the tip until the glue took, and the nails made my hands look like they belonged to the picture in my head.

“Pretty,” she said.

My cock jumped, a visible twitch, and a drop of precum sat at the tip. She watched it happen and didn’t touch me yet.

“Say what that did to you.”

“It made me harder,” I said. “It was the word pretty that did it.”

“I know,” she said. “I watched your cock answer. Keep your hands on your thighs for me, nails up, so the glue can set.”

I did. The pink tips looked ridiculous and perfect against my skin, and I was so ashamed I could taste it under the gloss, sweet and chemical, and the shame didn’t make me softer. It made the drop at my tip swell and slide.

She put her hand on the big mirror and swung it around toward the bed.

“No,” I said. “Not the mirror yet.”

She didn’t argue. She turned the ring light up until the room went bright and a little mean, and she took my chin in her hand and turned my face to the glass. Lilac sat on my tongue. I didn’t say it. I could have, and the morning would have folded back into coffee and a cleared search, and I kept it behind my teeth because I wanted the glass more than I wanted the out.

“There you are, Cici, my bimbo, and I want your eyes open for me.”

I saw the gloss and the lashes and the pink nails resting on my bare thighs, and my cock standing between them. My mouth looked wet and stupid and exactly like the picture. I looked, because her hand was on my chin, and because I wanted to.

“What do you see,” she said.

“My mouth,” I said. “And my cock. I look like I meant to.”

“You did mean to,” she said. “You’ve been meaning to for years. Stay with that face.”

She had me stand. She climbed onto the treatment bed in my place and lay back on the paper, and she pulled her skirt up to her waist. She had no panties on. Her cunt was already wet, the lips flushed, her clit out a little, and she spread her knees so the ring light hit all of it. I could smell her, warm and sharp, over the lotion and the paper.

She took my wrist and brought two of my fingers to her, the pink nails bright against her skin.

“I want those pretty pink nails inside me, Cici,” she said. “Ask me if you can, and then go slow.”

“Can I.”

“Yes. Put them in for me now.”

I pushed in slow. She was hot and slick, and the nails made me careful, and she guided the angle with her hand over mine until my fingers curled up against the soft front wall of her cunt. Her breath changed. The paper shifted under her hips, a dry crackle under all that wet.

“Curl them for me,” she said. “Like you’re calling me closer, not poking. Look at those pretty pink nails inside me, Cici. Keep going, you’re doing it so well.”

The praise hit my cock, a throb I could feel down in my balls, and she saw my stomach tighten and smiled like she had just ticked a box.

“Stroke that spot for me,” she said. “Same place, and don’t chase a new one. Look at my face while you do it, princess, not at your own hand. I want your glossy mouth where I can see it.”

I looked at her. Her cunt gripped my fingers, wet enough that it sounded, a soft slick noise under the ring light, and she started to move on them, small rides at first and then harder, her hips lifting off the paper so she could take them deeper. I curled where she had shown me and kept curling. My mouth fell open. The gloss was thick, and watching her use my hand was too much to hold shut.

“That’s it,” she said. “Stay open and let me see the bimbo mouth. That’s what bimbo lips are for, princess, sitting open while you fuck me with those pretty nails. Tell me what you feel.”

“You’re wet and tight,” I said, “and my cock is leaking on my stomach, and I can feel you grab when I curl.”

“Hear yourself,” she said, warm, not mean. “One nice word and your cock answers before you do. I can see your hips trying to fuck the air. Curl harder for me. I’m close, so stay in that spot and let me ride it.”

She rode my fingers in earnest then, skirt bunched at her waist, one hand braced on the paper and the other still covering mine so I couldn’t drift. Her clit rubbed the heel of my hand when she came down, and she told me to press there too. I did, thumb awkward with the pink nail, and she made a low sound and bore down. I watched her watch my mouth. The lashes made my eyes feel heavy. The gloss had smeared a little at the corner from how wide I was open, and she stared at that smear like it was the whole point of the morning.

“Don’t you dare drift,” she said. “Right there, curl and press, and look at me while you do it. Say your name out loud.”

“Cici.”

“Say it again, princess. I want it in the room while I use your hand.”

“Cici,” I said, and my hips jerked, useless, fucking nothing.

She came on my fingers, a hard clutch and then a flutter, her cunt pulsing around the two pink nails, her hips stuttering, a wet rush over my knuckles and onto the paper. She kept my hand there through it, riding the last of it out, her mouth open now too, and she didn’t look away from my glossed lips until the pulses eased. Her thighs shook against my wrist. A little sound broke out of her, not a word, and then she laughed once, breathless, like she had surprised herself.

Then she breathed. She smiled, flushed and wrecked, and she drew my fingers out slow so I could see how shiny they were.

“Look at that,” she said. “My cum on your pretty nails. Lick one for me, just one, because I want gloss and cunt on the same mouth.”

I licked the first finger. Salt and sweet, and the nail clicked my teeth, and my cock jerked so hard a string of precum swung and landed on my stomach. She watched that string fall and her smile went filthy and fond at the same time.

“Messy already,” she said. “And I haven’t even let you touch yourself. How close are you, Cici. Tell me the truth.”

“Close,” I said. “If you keep talking I’m going to make a mess before you say I can.”

“Then we won’t wait.” She sat up, skirt still bunched, and she took the hand mirror off the cart. She held it up to my face, close, so all I could see was my own mouth, pink and open and a little smeared, lashes low over my eyes. I could smell her on my finger, right under my nose, mixed with the gloss.

“Now you,” she said. “Stroke your cock with those nails, the same hand that was just in me. I want to watch your bimbo mouth while you do it, so don’t close it. If you close it, I take the mirror away and you wait.”

I wrapped my hand around my cock. The press-on nails were short, but they were there, hard little edges against the shaft, strange and bright, and the wet from her cunt made the first stroke slick. I had to go careful. It felt better for the care. A tight ache started under my cock, high and hot, and my thighs shook once. In the hand mirror my mouth hung open, gloss shining, and I couldn’t look away from it, because she wouldn’t let the mirror drift.

“Slower for me,” she said. “Show me the stroke. Up over the head, and then down. Those pink nails on your cock, Cici. Look at your mouth. That’s the picture, isn’t it. The one you’ve been carrying in your head.”

“Yes.”

“Say it all the way, so I can hear the whole thing.”

“Yes, that’s the picture. My mouth like this, and my hand like this, and you watching.”

“Pretty,” she said again, and my hips bucked into my fist, and a fat drop of precum welled up and ran over a pink nail. She tipped the mirror a fraction so I caught it, my own open mouth and the wet shine on my fingers in the same small glass. “Your body heard me before you did. Keep going, and tell me when your balls get tight.”

“They’re tight,” I said. I sounded rough, and I didn’t try to smooth it. “Anita, I’m close. The nails, I can feel every one of them.”

“Then come for me,” she said. “Across your stomach. Eyes on your mouth. Open wider, princess, and let me see what my bimbo looks like when she comes.”

I stroked faster, still careful of the nails, her wetness and my precum mixing on the shaft, the ring light hot on my bare stomach. The mirror filled with my mouth. I saw the gloss and the lashes and the open, stupid, wanting shape of it, and I couldn’t look anywhere else. The tightness grabbed low, and the orgasm hit all at once, and I came in thick pulses across my stomach, cum striping the skin under my ribs, one spurt reaching the gloss-smeared finger still curled near my navel. My cock jerked in my pink-nailed hand. I kept my mouth open because she had told me to, and I watched it happen in the little mirror, my own face while I made a mess of myself. The shame and the want tasted the same, sweet, like the gloss.

She held the mirror until I was done twitching. A last weak pulse slid over my knuckles and onto the floor, and my thighs wouldn’t stop shaking.

Then she set it down. She looked at the mess on my stomach, and she pressed one clean finger into a stripe of cum and wiped it, slow, across my lower lip, over the pink.

“There,” she said. “Now it matches. Sit still for me while I write.”

I sat. My mouth tasted like her and like me and like the gloss, all at once, and my cock softened against my thigh in little jumps. She wrote on the chart that the first line was done, gloss and lashes and nails, and she had me sign under it with a shaking hand, cum cooling on my skin, and she didn’t rush me into the next thing. The pen slipped once. She waited, and I finished the name.

“I want it off,” I said.

She took the lashes off, and the nails, and she wiped the gloss, and everything came off, just as she had said it would. The glue tugged. My eyes watered again, ordinary this time, and my plain mouth felt bare when the pink was gone. I was myself again by the time the paper roll was stripped, a man with a soft cock, and my wife kissed that plain mouth once, warm, and sent me to the shower.

❦

Monday night the chart lay on my pillow. Line two said Hair. Line three said Tits and a lock. Under them was an empty space for my name, and the pen beside it, and I lay there a long time with the lamp on, not signing yet, already half hard, already knowing I would.

❦

Wednesday evening the kitchen was quiet except for Anita’s pen tapping the counter. Monday’s page lay between us, the same one that had waited on my pillow, and the empty space under the lines looked bigger than it had any right to.

She watched me with that spa face, warm and exact, not in a hurry.

“You going to sign it,” she said, “or stand there and get hard about the idea?”

I was already half hard in my gray pants. She caught it before I could pretend otherwise, because she always does.

“Hair,” I said, and my hand signed line two while my mouth was still catching up. The pen scratched. She tapped once, pleased, and that small sound sat in my stomach.

“And the next one, princess.”

“Tits and a lock.” My voice came out dry. “Hell of a Wednesday.”

“Sign it.”

I signed line three. My name looked tidy under both lines, which was a joke on me, because nothing else was going to stay tidy. She took the page, tapped the signatures with her pen, and led me down the hall.

The spare room smelled like her lotion and the clean sheet on the treatment bed. Her rolling chair sat by the makeup cart. The big mirror faced the shelf of foam wig heads, and on the nearest one sat a long platinum wig with heavy bangs, bright enough to make the room look cheaper and more serious at the same time.

She lifted it off the foam head with both hands, careful with the part.

“No,” I said. “The wig’s too much.”

She stopped with it in her hands and didn’t come any closer. “Then say lilac and it goes back on the foam head,” she said. She meant it. “Or tell me that was nerves and say yes. Your call.”

I looked at the platinum hair in her hands and at the line I had just signed for it, and I knew my answer before I opened my mouth. “Yes,” I said. “It was nerves. Put it on me.”

She settled it on my head, bangs down over my brows, the length falling past my shoulders, and the weight of it changed how I held my neck. Then she turned my chin to the mirror and kept her hand there while I looked.

“That’s the picture you carry around in your head,” she said. “You lost the argument with me. Your face went soft, and your cock signed the page before your hand did.”

I couldn’t argue with any of it. The platinum hair made my jaw look less like mine. My cock pushed at my pants, rude about the whole thing.

“Say what you see,” she said.

“I see a man in a wig who isn’t going to get his dignity back tonight.”

“Try again, Cici.”

The name landed and my cock jumped. She watched that happen in the glass and smiled, small and real.

“I see your bimbo,” I said, and my face went hot under the bangs.

“Pretty,” she said.

One word. My knees went a little loose, which was embarrassing and also the whole trouble with her.

She unbuttoned my shirt and slid it off my shoulders, and the pink lace bra was in her hands before I finished blushing. Her fingers fit the silicone breast forms into the cups, one and then the other, weighing them, settling the edges so they sat right. Then she hooked it on me, quick and steady, lace against my ribs, the forms warm from her palms.

In the mirror they rose and fell when I breathed. They weren’t mine.

“Watch them,” she said. “Full and pink in the lace, moving because you breathe. You can’t look away, can you.”

I couldn’t. She set a palm between them, not hard, just to feel me do it, and my cock ached against the seam of my pants.

“I was going to make a joke,” I said.

“You can make it after you look.”

I looked. A man with his wife’s hands on him, platinum hair, a pink bra, and a hard cock he was failing to hide. She turned my chin back to the glass when I tried to glance away.

“Pretty,” she said again, and I got harder, which felt unfair for a single word.

She had me step out of my gray pants, and then her fingers drew the pink lace panties up my legs, slow enough that the lace caught at my knees and then my thighs. She left them low on my hips and took the small pink cage out of the box on the cart. My cock was thick and flushed and not interested in being put away. She looked at it with the same exact eye she uses on a line of a chart.

“Hold still for me.”

“Anita, give me a second.”

“Still yes, Cici?”

“Yes,” I said. “Lock it on me.”

She held a cold wet cloth against me until I had gone soft enough to fit. Then she worked my cock into the cage, careful with my balls, and the pink plastic closed around me with a click I felt in my gut. Then she locked it. The key was small. Bright, too. She slid the key onto the charm bracelet on her wrist.

“This stays with me,” she said. “You don’t get out unless I want you out.”

My body understood that before I did. She pulled the lace up over the cage. Pink over pink. My locked cock made a small trapped shape under the panties, and I stared at it like a man checking a number he already knew was bad.

“Too tight?” she asked.

“It’s a cage.”

“That’s not what I asked you.”

“It fits,” I said. “I hate how much I like that it fits.”

She made a soft sound, almost a laugh, and led me to the makeup cart. The pink gloss was already open. She painted my mouth again, thick.

“Coat after coat,” she said. “Wet and shining. Taste it. That’s the sweet I want on my cunt in a minute.”

She held the hand mirror up so I had to see.

“Open your mouth for me.”

I opened. She laid more on the lower lip and pressed it with her thumb so it smeared a little, on purpose.

“Those are bimbo lips. Say it.”

“Those are bimbo lips.”

“My bimbo.”

“Your bimbo.”

My caged cock throbbed, a dull trapped pulse, and the lace shifted. She saw it and her mouth curved.

Then she sat in the rolling chair, hooked her knees over the armrests, and pulled her skirt up. Nothing under it. Her cunt was right there, flushed and already wet, and she took a handful of the platinum wig and pulled me down by it.

I went to my knees on the floor because her hand asked, and because I wanted to so badly I could taste it under the gloss. The forms swayed in the bra when I dropped. The heavy hair spilled over her thighs. The cage pressed into the lace and into my skin, and I was hard inside it with nowhere to go.

“Gloss all over my cunt,” she said, warm and filthy and steady, like she was telling me how to blend a color. “That’s what bimbo lips are for, princess. Get your mouth on me.”

I put my glossy mouth on her. The gloss smeared at once, sweet and slick against the heat of her, and I licked her slowly, from the wet of her cunt up over her clit and back down. She tasted like herself. The gloss was all through it. My tongue stayed soft. Her fist stayed in the wig.

“Don’t rush me,” she said. “I want a long lick, not a race. Stay soft on me. I want the flat of your tongue, then the tip, then those glossy lips on my clit. You hear me, Cici?”

“I hear you.”

“There you go. I want that shine on me. Look at you, Cici, on your knees with those tits moving every time you breathe. Keep your mouth open so I can feel the gloss.”

I stayed on her clit in small circles, because getting clever would only spoil it. The forms swayed in the bra. Platinum hair stuck to the wet on her thighs. She pulled the wig a little harder and my mouth sealed over her, and a sound came out of her that I felt in my locked cock.

“Pretty,” she said. She laughed low right after, because she knew what one word did to me. “That’s the one you like. Say it back when you can.”

She eased her grip just enough for me to lift my mouth. Gloss strung between my lip and her clit. I sounded wrecked.

“Pretty.”

My cock pulsed in the cage so hard the lace jumped, and she saw it and smiled like she had written it down.

“Back on me,” she said. She pulled me in by the hair again. “Gloss all over my cunt. That’s what bimbo lips are for. Don’t you dare wipe your mouth. I want it messy. I want my clit shining with it.”

I licked her like that was the only job I had ever been good at. I went slow, then a little flatter with my tongue when her hips rolled up to meet me, then slow again when she tugged the wig. Her cunt was soaked. The gloss made everything slip.

“I can feel that shine on my clit, Cici, every pass of your mouth,” she said. “Don’t think about your knees. Don’t think about the straps. Think about my cunt and how well that tongue fits.”

I barely felt the floor. The bra straps bit anyway, and I leaned in harder.

“I want to hear it,” she said. “Out loud, in that pretty mouth. I want my bimbo to say what that mouth is doing.”

I pulled back half an inch, mouth wet, bangs in my eyes. “I’m licking your cunt. I’m getting gloss all over your clit.”

“And whose mouth is that?”

“Cici’s mouth. Your bimbo’s. Princess, if you want the whole list.”

She laughed, breathy, and shoved my face back in. “I want the whole list later. Right now I want your tongue right there, and I don’t want you speeding up just because you’re proud of yourself. Let me feel those lips.”

I kept my mouth soft. She ground the gloss into herself, over her clit and down, until it was on my chin and in the hair on her thigh.

“Grind that mess into me, princess,” she said. “All over my clit. I see those tits moving. I see you leaking in that cage, and you still don’t stop.”

My cock leaked against the plastic, and the panties held it there, warm and useless.

“You’re doing it so well,” she said, and her voice had gone lower. “Look at that pretty mouth working. That’s what I signed you up for. Stay on my clit, just like that. Don’t stop when I grab you. I’m going to come on your tongue, Cici, and you’re going to take it.”

Her hand tightened in the wig. Her thighs shook against the armrests. I kept the same slow lick, gloss-slick and steady, and I felt her cunt clench, and then she came, hard, right on my tongue. She said my name the way she uses it in the game, “Cici, fuck, Cici,” and she held my glossy mouth there while she rode it out, wet and shaking, her clit throbbing under my tongue.

She let the wig go a little.

“Gloss all over my clit,” she said. “Shiny and ruined. That’s your mouth on me, princess, a mess of me and the pink.”

I stayed on my knees.

“You want to beg,” she said. “I can see it in your mouth. Not yet.”

She looked down at me, flushed and warm, and touched my wet mouth with two fingers. “That’s what bimbo lips are for,” she said again, softer, like praise and an order at once. “You did that so well I can still feel it.”

The praise hit. My cock jumped in the cage. She saw the lace move and stood, a little unsteady, which I liked more than I should have. She took my hand and led me to the treatment bed.

“On your back for me, Cici.”

I lay back. The wig spread out under my head. The forms settled heavy in the bra and rose when I breathed. She climbed up beside me, knees on the sheet, and picked up her wand from the cart. She didn’t take the panties off. She didn’t take the cage off. She set the wand against the pink cage through the lace and turned it on, low at first, a deep buzz that went through the plastic and into my cock and my balls all at once.

I jerked. “Anita.”

“You stay right there,” she said. Her free hand rested on my hip. “You come in it, or you say lilac. I want you to put words on it.”

“It’s too much and not enough,” I said, and I cracked on the last word, which would have been funny if I hadn’t been shaking. “My cock’s locked and the wand’s right on it, and I can’t do anything but take it.”

“That’s the idea, princess.” She held the wand on the head of my cock through the lace. “I want your face like that. Open, glossy, trying so hard to be good for me. Look at those tits move. Look at that gloss still on your mouth. My bimbo, stuffed in pink, coming because I say so.”

The buzz climbed when she turned it up. It rattled through the cage, mean and sweet.

“Nowhere to thrust,” she said. “That plastic has you, and you still throb for me. Take it. Drip for me when you get there, slow, in the lace, where I can see the pink go dark.”

I tried anyway. The lace dragged. “You’re already wet in there,” she said. The next pulse got wetter. Her hand stayed on my chest between the forms. “Don’t rush that drip.”

“You going to come for me?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Say the rest of it out loud. What are you to me?”

“Your bimbo, Cici, pretty. Please, Anita, I’m right there.”

“Then give it to me slow,” she said. “I want to see it drip, and I want your hands on the sheet.”

I grabbed the sheet. The wand stayed on the cage through the lace, buzzing, and the orgasm came on like something being poured instead of something breaking. My cock throbbed and throbbed inside the pink plastic, and I came in a slow caged dribble, pulse after pulse, cum leaking out of me into the panties because that was the only place it could go. It was humiliating. It was so good I heard myself moan. She didn’t move the wand until the last weak spurt had soaked the lace, and I was twitching under her hand.

“There she is,” Anita said, warm, almost fond. She turned the wand off and set it aside. “Wet lace over that cage, and your mouth still glossy with me. You made a mess in your panties. That’s what happens when I lock you and you still come like that.”

I lay there breathing. The forms rose and fell. The wig stuck to my neck, and my cock softened inside a cage that was now slick with my own cum. I tried for a joke and got half of one. “I’m going to need a chart for the laundry.”

She smiled, the real one, and she didn’t argue with the joke. She touched the little key on her bracelet and asked if it came off now or stayed for the next line, and I asked her to leave it on. She picked up Monday’s page from the cart where she had set it. She tapped the chart with her pen: line four, “Heels. A plug. My strap-on.” She left the pen beside it.

❦

The blinds were down, and Saturday afternoon sat soft and closed in the spare room. I was already in the pink cage I had worn since Wednesday, and the little key tapped Anita’s charm bracelet every time she moved her wrist. The chart lay on the cart with the first three lines signed, and line four waited in her steady hand. Heels, a plug, and her strap-on.

She held the pen out to me. “Read it out loud, then sign it if you still want it.”

“Heels, a plug, and your strap-on.” I tried for a joke and only got halfway there. “Busy afternoon.”

“One line,” she said. The smile was the real one, warm at the edges. “Sign it, or say lilac.”

I signed my name. She tapped the page, ticked the box, and set the pen down like the matter was finished.

On the cart, in a neat row, sat the pink heels in my size, a pink plug with a jeweled base, and the lube. She patted the paper sheet on the treatment bed.

“Climb up on your front for me. The cage stays on while I do this.”

I got up on the bed. The paper crackled under my chest. She set a hand on my lower back, warm and sure, and I heard the cap come off the lube.

“It’ll be cold for a second,” she said. That was fair warning. Then her finger was circling my hole, slick and patient. She worked the lube in, one finger and then two, and I put my face in my arms. My cock pushed at the cage before she had even reached for the plug. It always did that. She always saw it.

“There you are,” she said, pleased. “Hard in a lock, and I haven’t started the real part. What are you hiding from me, princess?”

“Nothing that cage can’t tell you,” I said into my arm.

She laughed, low in her throat. “Honest, at least. Breathe out for me.”

The plug was smooth, and wider than her fingers where it mattered. She pressed the tip to my hole and held it there until I opened. Then she turned it in by small patient pushes, with more lube, and she paused when I tightened. Her other hand stayed steady on my back. It burned, bright and ordinary. The widest part slipped past. My hole closed on the narrow neck, and the jeweled base sat cool against me. She gave it a small press to be sure it would stay. It stayed.

“How does that feel in you?”

“Full, like I have to mind every step.”

“Say it prettier than that, Cici.”

Heat went up my face. My cock jumped. The cage clicked, and one scrap of praise had sold me out before my mouth could bargain.

“It feels full, Anita. Pretty full.”

“Cici,” she said. She wiped her hand on a towel. “Get up for me. We finish the rest.”

She settled the platinum wig first, heavy bangs, with her fingers at my temples and a tug so the part sat right. The hair fell past my shoulders and tickled my arms. Then the breast forms, warm from her palms, went into the pink lace bra, and she hooked it at my back. The weight changed how I stood. Her face came close for the lashes, breath on my mouth, while she pressed the strips on and held my chin so I wouldn’t blink too soon.

“Those are going to show from the end of the hall,” she said. “Don’t smear them on your arm.”

The gloss was pink and thick. She painted my mouth and made me press, then painted me again. “What are bimbo lips for, princess?”

“Saying what you wrote down.”

“And looking wet while they do it. Hold still for these nails.”

The press-on nails were short and pink. She glued them one finger at a time, crude and exact, talking over my hands in that easy spa voice of hers. None of it belonged in a spa.

“These stay on. You don’t pick at them. Later I want them pretty on the sheet while I fuck you. What do you say to that?”

“They stay on.”

She checked the corner of my mouth with her thumb, not quite a kiss. “Heels next, my bimbo.”

She knelt to buckle them, which did nothing helpful for the cage, and then she stood me up with a hand under my elbow. The plug shifted inside me. The heels put me on the balls of my feet, the forms pulled my shoulders back, and the wig swung when I turned. I knew what I looked like.

“Hallway now. I want you at the end and back, hips and not knees. Make that jewel move for me.”

❦

The hall was dim, and the house was quiet around us. I took two steps. The heel wobbled under me, and the plug knocked a bright spot inside me that shot up into my caged cock.

“No, I’ll fall in these.”

She stopped with me. “Not while I’ve got you,” she said. “Keep going with me, or do you need lilac?”

“Yes,” I said. “Keep going. Just don’t let go of my elbow.”

Her hand closed harder on my elbow, and she walked me to the end of the hall and back. Her hip stayed against mine. Her voice stayed in my ear, warm and filthy and exact.

“Heel and then toe, princess, and don’t lock your knees on me.” I tried it, and the jewel shifted. “Swing those hips for me. You’re not hauling a box. You’re showing me that plug. Feel it sit every time your heel comes down. That’s my pretty already, and we are not even done with the first pass.”

Pretty hit my hole and my cock at the same time. I swayed because she had my elbow, and because my body had decided to be good.

“Do you want my hand for another pass, or will you walk it alone?”

“Alone,” I said.

She let go of my elbow. “If you fall, you get up on your own, or you say lilac. Walk it alone to the end for me, hips loose.”

I went. The first steps were ugly, arms out a little, the joke of myself right there if I wanted it. Then the plug made me mind my hips whether I meant to or not. A small sway kept the jewel from catching, and the sway turned into the walk she wanted. The wig brushed my back. The forms shifted in the lace. I could hear her behind me, not speaking, just watching, and that was worse than any joke I might have made. My cock ached in the cage the whole length of the hall, a trapped throb every time the plug seated.

At the far end I turned, and she had come up behind me, bracelet bright, looking at me like a face she had just finished.

“Pretty.”

My knees went soft, and my caged cock gave a helpless throb.

She held out a card, one line in her handwriting, neat as a chart. “Say this to my face. I want the voice, breath and not the office.”

I read it, and my cock pushed at the pink plastic like it wanted a pen of its own. I pitched up, breathy, in the voice we had practiced until I stopped laughing at myself.

“Cici wants her wife’s cock.”

Her eyes went dark and warm together. “Slower. Make the want sound real.”

“Cici wants her wife’s cock.”

“There you are, my bimbo.” She took the card, turned my chin, and led me back toward the spare room. “The lock comes off for this. My key, my call. Hands on the bed when we get there. Heels stay on. Don’t you sit down.”

❦

I bent over the treatment bed because my body was already obeying. Paper lay under my pink nails, the wig fell around my face, and the forms pressed into the lace. The bracelet clicked, and the key came off the ring. She reached under, found the cage, and opened the little lock with the same steady hands she used on a brow. My cock dropped out heavy and hard, wet at the tip. I gasped.

She tapped line four where the chart lay at the edge of the cart. “Heels, a plug, and my strap-on. The lock is for this, not for keeps. You get the cage back when I’m done with you.”

“I figured.”

“Figure quieter, princess.” She slicked her palm with lotion and gave me one slow stroke, just to show she could, and a groan tore out of me that I would not have put on any form. Then she left me bent and leaking on the paper while she stepped into the harness. I heard the straps, the buckle, and the soft knock of the toy against her thigh. When she came back she was warm along my ass. The strap-on rested in the cleft, thick enough that my hole tightened on the plug like it already knew the trade. Her hand fisted in the platinum wig, not yanking yet, just owning the hair.

“Look at you, bent over in those heels, forms in that lace, gloss on your mouth, and a jewel in your hole. You walked that hall like you meant every step of it. Did you mean it for me?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me yes what, and I want it in the voice.”

I swallowed. The breathy one felt ridiculous, and it also felt like the only true thing in the room. “Cici meant it. Cici walked it for you. Cici wants her wife’s cock.”

“That’s my pretty girl.” Her fist tipped my chin. Her other hand found the jeweled base. “Breathe out for me. I’m taking this plug.”

She eased the plug out as slowly as she had worked it in, with a twist and more pressure at the wide part. My hole stretched and fluttered when it came free, and I groaned into the paper. She set the plug on a towel and uncapped the lube again. Two slick fingers pressed in where it had been, checking me, opening me a little more.

“Soft, and ready for me. You asked for my cock in the hall. Ask again while I put it in.”

“Cici wants her wife’s cock. Please, Cici’s empty now.”

“Stay open for me, princess. Don’t clench on me yet.”

The strap-on was warmer than the plug, slick with lube, and blunter at the head. She set it against my hole and leaned in, steady, until it popped past the rim and I had to grab the far edge of the bed. The stretch was bigger than the jewel had been. It filled the place the plug had kept warm, and then it kept going, a long thick slide. Her fist in the wig held me still. Her other hand came around and wrapped my cock in lotion. She held me, slick and tight, while she sank in until the harness bumped my ass and I was full of her. My legs shook in the heels.

“Oh, Cici feels that.”

“Use the voice all the way, princess. I want to hear you.”

“Cici feels it. It’s so deep. Cici’s cock is dripping on your sheet already.”

“I can see that.” She stayed buried and ground the base of the harness against herself once, a small selfish circle, and the toy shifted inside me. “You look so pretty taking it. That pink mouth is open, those lashes are down, and that pretty ass is split on my cock, with the heels still on like I told you. I can see you trying not to push back. Don’t be shy with me. Push onto it for me.”

I pushed, and the toy seated deeper, and my cock jumped in her fist.

“There you go, princess.” She drew out slow, almost all the way, until I thought she might leave me empty, and then she slid back in just as slow. Her hand stroked my cock on the same beat, down as she filled me, up as she drew out. Lotion squelched in her fist. The paper crackled under my nails. My balls drew up, and I couldn’t do a thing about it.

“Anita, please.”

“Talk in the voice, or I stop the hand. The cock stays in you unless you say lilac.”

“Please don’t stop the hand.” I made the words breathy because she had asked, and because losing that hand would have been worse than the heels. “Cici needs it. Fuck Cici’s hole, please, slow like that. It feels huge. Cici’s trying to be so good.”

“You’re good.” She said it simply, and my whole body answered. My hole clenched, my cock throbbed in her slick fist, and a flush ran from my face down my chest. She felt all of it. “That’s what one nice word does to my bimbo. I’m going to use it on you.”

She kept that slow pace, fist gliding, thumb sliding over the head of my cock until I dripped onto the paper. The wig pulled where she held it, a bright tug at my scalp that made my back arch. Each thrust knocked a broken sound out of me, and her hand met it.

“Do you want it faster now?”

“Yes. Please, Cici wants it harder.”

“Ask me prettier. I like hearing you work for it.”

“Please fuck Cici harder. Cici wants her wife’s cock all the way in. Cici will come if you keep stroking. Please, your princess is being so good, and please don’t stop.”

She laughed, warm, right against my shoulder. “Look at those pretty pink nails on my sheet. Keep them right there. You’re doing it so well.”

Then the slow was gone. Her hips snapped, and the strap-on drove into my ass in deep hard strokes, the harness slapping my skin. Her fist kept the same beat, stroke for thrust, the lotion warm and filthy and exact. Being opened and filled and stroked at once wiped the jokes out of my head. I braced in the heels with my calves tight, and I pushed back because she had told me to. I wanted her hand, and I wanted to come on her paper like the messy thing she had dressed.

“So pretty like this,” she said, and her breath was starting to break. “Bent over for me, wig in my fist, cock leaking, hole swallowing every inch. Say what you are.”

“I’m Cici, your bimbo, your pretty princess, and I’m so close I can taste it.”

“Stay in the voice for me.”

“Cici’s close. Cici’s going to come. Please let Cici come, and please keep fucking that hole, and please don’t stop the hand. Cici needs to come on your sheet.”

“Come for me, then.” Her fist tightened and sped up, slick and sure, matching the hard thrusts, and she ground forward so the base of the harness mashed her clit every time she bottomed out. “Come while I fuck you. I want to feel you squeeze my cock. Give it to me, princess, right there.”

I came. It hit in a long hard pulse. My hole clamped down on the strap-on, my cock jerked in her lotion-wet fist, and cum shot onto the paper sheet in thick stripes, again and again, while she kept thrusting through it and kept stroking. She milked me until my knees buckled in the heels and I was shaking. The breathy voice was the only one I had left.

“Cici’s coming, oh, it’s so much, please, it’s all over your sheet.”

“I feel you,” she said, rough now. She didn’t pull out. She buried the toy deep and stayed there, hips grinding in tight circles, the harness base working her clit, her hand still loose around my spent cock, slippery with lotion and cum. “Stay full of me. Don’t you push me out. I’m using this pretty hole to finish, and you look so pretty taking it, stuffed and dripping, heels still on, my bimbo bent over my bed.”

I stayed bent. I could feel every grind, the toy shifting deep in my ass, her breath hot on my back, and the fist in the wig holding me down on the sheet where my cum was already cooling. She rubbed herself on the harness like the afternoon belonged to her clit, slow and then desperate, and a low open sound broke out of her that I almost never got to hear.

“Right on my clit,” she gasped. “Deep in you, and I’m coming. I’m coming in you, princess, so stay just like that.”

She came with the strap-on sunk deep in my ass, grinding hard, her whole body pressed to mine. One hand stayed locked in the platinum hair. The other still cradled my cock. I felt her shake. I felt the harness buck against me while she worked her clit on the base and rode it out in short rough grinds. She said the name I had chosen until the shaking eased, and then she laughed once, breathless, against my shoulder.

“Fuck, you took that so well.”

She stayed in me a moment longer, then drew out slow. I whimpered at the empty feeling. She wiped me with a warm cloth, gentle where I was tender, and she cleaned my cock without teasing it back up, which was its own kind of mercy.

“Do you want this locked for the next line?”

“Lock it,” I said.

She fitted it on while I was still bent over the bed, soft and sensitive. The lock clicked. The key went back on the charm bracelet.

“Stand up for me. The heels can come off now. The rest stays until I say otherwise.”

I stood, and my legs were not trustworthy. She unbuckled the heels herself, a hand on my calf, and set them by the cart. I was still in the wig and the lashes and the gloss, forms heavy in the bra, cage locked, and my hole ached enough that I was going to feel it when I sat.

She washed her hands at the little sink and came back with the chart. Her face was flushed, and her mouth was soft.

She slid the chart across the treatment bed, past the damp paper, to where I could see it. The lines we had already done were signed. Under them, the last line was blank.

She put the pen in my hand.

“You write it yourself.”

❦

The chart sat on her makeup cart under the ring light, last line still blank, and that empty space was hard to look away from. Anita was on the stool in her spa clothes, pen tucked behind her ear. She smiled at me like a client had just climbed into her chair for the full treatment.

“Shirt off, then sit,” she said. “You finish the line yourself.”

I got the shirt off and sat. The lines above the blank already had my name on them. I didn’t read them back. My hand was steady enough, which felt like a private joke, a tidy man signing himself into a Friday he had no folder for.

She nudged the pen across the cart until the barrel rested on my knuckles. I closed my fingers around it. In my own hand I wrote All of Cici at once, and then my wife. I signed under it. The letters looked like mine.

She read the line out, tapped the pen once, and made a small pleased sound. “Pretty.”

My cock shoved at the pink cage before I got a word out. She watched it happen, warm and exact, and her mouth went soft at the corners.

“You don’t even speak and it answers. Say the line out loud anyway.”

“All of Cici at once, and then my wife.”

“You meant it.”

“I meant it.”

She parked the chart where her hand could find it and went to work. Under that light the whole evening was her hands, and there wasn’t much of me left to hide.

She fitted the platinum wig on me, heavy bangs down to my brows, and turned my chin until the part sat right. “Look at you. Pretty already, and I haven’t touched the eyes.”

She glued the strip lashes on and told me to blink until they settled. I blinked. They caught and stayed.

“Hold still for me, princess. I’m finishing this eye.”

The short pink nails came next. She pressed each one on, firm and quick, like she was closing out a form. “Hands on your knees. I want them where I can see them.”

I set them there. The pink looked loud on my hands.

“Those go on my hips later, while I use you. You already know that.”

“I know.”

“Say it nicer for me.”

“They’re going on your hips while you use me.”

She laughed, low and pleased, and the cage pinched when I swelled in it again. “That’s my bimbo.”

The gloss wand pulled my lower lip out, slow and sticky, and she held the hand mirror up between us. “Open for the wand, then close. That’s a mouth I can work with. Don’t wipe a bit of it until I tell you.”

I almost did, out of habit, a tidy man reaching for a clean mouth. She caught my wrist and pressed it back onto my knee, harder than the first order. No speech in it. Just her hand.

“Hands stay on your knees.”

“Okay.”

She stood me up. The silicone forms went into the pink lace bra, and she hooked it and settled the weight with both palms. “These aren’t yours. I put them on, and I take them off. Breathe for me.”

I breathed, and the forms rose under her hands. I stepped out of my pants. She drew the pink lace panties up over the cage, and the lace snagged on the lock before she eased it free. She pulled the short stretchy pink dress down over my head and smoothed it over the forms, over the cage, and over my ass. The heels came last, pink and cut to my size, and she knelt to buckle them. That knocked the last joke out of me. When she stood, she took my hand.

At the spare-room door I stopped. The hall was ours and ordinary, coats on the hooks, and I didn’t want to carry this look all the way to the bed we sleep in.

“Anita, maybe we stay in here.”

She stopped with me and didn’t pull. “Then we stay,” she said. “Or you say lilac and every bit of this comes off, or you tell me yes and I walk you to our bed. Any of those is fine with me.”

I looked down the hall toward our bedroom. The want was bigger than the nerves, hot under the dress and stupidly clear.

“Yes,” I said. “Our bed.”

She turned my chin toward the hall and tightened her hand on mine. “Walk with me, all the way.”

So I walked, first time out of that room in a dress, heels and all of it. Down our hall, past the coats, toward the bed we actually sleep in. The heels clicked on the wood. The cage rubbed at every step. She didn’t let go of my hand.

“You’re shaking.”

“It’s the heels.”

She squeezed my fingers. “Liar, you’re shaking because I’m taking my bimbo to our bed. Tell me where we’re going.”

“Our bed.”

“And what happens when we get there?”

“You unlock me and you ride me. Then you take it all off.”

“That’s my princess.”

The praise hit so hard I had to shorten my step or I would have stumbled. She kept leading.

The lamp on her side of the bed was the only light in the room. She sat me on the edge, spread the wig so it wouldn’t catch, and pushed me onto my back. Platinum hair fanned over her pillow. The forms shifted under the dress, heavy and not mine. She knelt between my knees, slipped the little key off her charm bracelet, and unlocked me there on our sheets. The lock clicked open. She worked the cage off, careful with my balls, and set the pink plastic on the nightstand with the key beside it.

I got hard in her hand while she was still talking.

“Locked since Saturday, and look at this cock, already up for your wife. Panties come off, the dress stays, and I want those tits bouncing while I fuck myself on you.”

She drew the lace down my legs and off over the heels. She hiked her spa skirt up to her waist, and there was nothing under it. Then she swung a knee over me and settled, hot and wet along my cock, not taking me in yet. Her hands braced on the forms through the stretchy dress. She ground once, slow, so I felt her cunt slide the length of me.

“Look at me, Cici.”

I looked up at her through the lashes, bare of any joke. Her face was flushed, her mouth soft.

“Whose cock is this?”

“Yours.”

“Whose pretty mouth am I looking at?”

“Yours.”

“And whose bed did I just walk you into?”

“Ours, and yours.”

She reached down, lined me up, and sank onto my cock in one long push. I groaned. She was slick and tight, and she didn’t rush the last of it. When she was seated she stayed there, full of me, and rolled her hips like she had found a chair she liked.

“Oh, that’s it. That’s my bimbo’s cock, right where it belongs. You feel how wet I am? That’s from dressing you. From watching you write that line and sign it.”

“I feel it.”

“Tell me out loud. I want the words.”

“Your cunt is around me, hot and tight.”

“Say you want to stay in it.”

“I want to stay in you. Please.”

She started to ride, a lift and a drop, not fast. The dress dragged against her thighs. The forms bounced under her palms every time she came down. The wig slid on the pillow, and she caught a handful of it so I had to watch her.

“Eyes on me. I want my princess looking up while I use her cock. God, you fill me. You just lie there in the heels and the gloss and let your wife fuck herself on you. Those fake tits jump for me on every stroke. You love that. I felt you jump.”

I had. I couldn’t hide it from her. She ground down harder, circling, and her breath went rough. The wet sound of her cunt filled our bedroom.

“Pink nails on my hips. Yes, keep them there, Cici. Look at those pretty pink nails on me. You’re doing it so well.”

I held her, and my cock jumped at the praise before I could stop it. She rode faster, cunt gripping me on the way up, and she talked the whole time. Her voice stayed steady even when her thighs weren’t.

“You wrote it yourself. All of Cici at once, and then my wife. So here I am on our bed, fucking my bimbo until I come on her cock. You going to stay hard and let me take it? You going to be good and not spill while I do?”

“Yes.”

“Say please, princess.”

“Please come on me. Please use me.”

“That’s my pretty one.”

She leaned in, and the forms crushed soft between us. She fucked herself in short hard strokes, her clit dragging on me at the bottom of each one. I felt her start to shake. She didn’t go quiet on me.

“Stay right there with me. Don’t you move, and don’t you come. This one’s mine, Cici. This one’s all mine.”

She slammed down and held, cunt pulsing around my cock. She came with her mouth open against the wig, a long rough sound, hips jerking. I held still because she had told me to. It cost me. Heat pulled tight low in my belly, and my cock throbbed inside her. I stared at the headboard.

She didn’t climb off. She laughed once against my hair.

“Oh, you’re still so hard. Stay that way for me. I’m not done with my bimbo. Not even close.”

She sat up and rode me deep again, slower now, soaked. Her hands went back to the forms so she could watch them bounce under the pink dress.

“Look at you taking it in our bed. Your wife is going to come again, and you’re going to lie there with your shiny mouth and your cock buried. You’re not going to spill until I put my hand on you. Can you hold it for me?”

“Anita.”

“That’s not an answer I can use. Can you hold it?”

“I can hold it.”

“Then you hold it for me.”

She rolled her hips, filthy and sure, and talked me through it like I was stuck in her chair and had to keep still. “In and out of me. Do you feel my clit on you? That’s what you get when you sign your name and let me lead you down the hall in heels. God, Cici, you’re so good for me, princess.”

Her voice cracked. She ground down hard, chasing it, nails dug into my shoulders. She came again, sharper this time, shaking on top of me. Her cunt squeezed my cock in pulses I felt in my teeth. She kept moving until the shaking eased, still talking me through the last of it. “Yes, yes, take it, stay in me, so good, so good.”

Then she lifted off all at once.

My cock slapped wet against my belly, shining with her. I was right on the edge and empty of her.

“I know,” she said. Her hand was already on my face, warm, and she wasn’t rushing it. “I know, princess. You did so well. Now you get yours, just how I want to give it.”

My breath caught at that, and my cock twitched against my stomach. Two fingers wiped the gloss off my mouth, slow, gathering the pink until my lips were bare. She held them up so I could see the shine.

“This is what that mouth was for tonight. Not a kiss yet. This.”

She wrapped that glossy hand around my cock and stroked. Slick from her cunt and from my lips, base to head.

“Oh.”

“Look at me, and tell me what I’m doing.”

“You’re stroking my cock with the gloss.”

“And where are you going to come?”

“On the forms.”

“On your pretty tits. Say it while I do this.”

She tugged the neckline down so the silicone sat bare, still warm from her palms.

“On my pretty tits. Please, Anita, I’m right there.”

“Then come, Cici. Come for your wife. Make a mess on what I put on you.”

She stroked faster, thumb sliding over the head, gloss and her wetness mixing. I broke. It hit hard, thick ropes of cum across the bare breast forms, stripe after stripe. She kept her hand moving and talked me through every one of them.

“There it is. All of it on your tits. My bimbo, coming right where I set those forms. Give me the rest, princess. Don’t you hold any of it back.”

I didn’t hold any back. I shook and emptied, cock jerking in her glossy fingers, and she didn’t stop until I was soft and gasping at the ceiling. My mouth was wiped bare. The wig was still spread on her pillow.

She kissed that bare mouth once, light and quick. Then she reached for the chart.

Of course she had brought it. It waited under the cage on the nightstand. She wiped her hand, clicked the pen, and took the rest off in reverse, one piece at a time.

She eased the heels off and ticked them, pulled the dress up over my head, careful of the wig, and ticked the dress. She unhooked the bra, lifted the forms out onto a towel, and ticked that line too.

“Sit up for me.”

I sat. She eased the platinum wig off, smoothed my real hair with her palm, and ticked. Lashes next, a small tug each, and a tick. She popped the nails off into her palm and ticked them. She wiped the last shine from the corners of my mouth and ticked the gloss. The cage was last. She didn’t lock it back on. She held it up, looked at me, and ticked the final box.

“Everything comes off,” she said. “Nothing stays on you. You know that.”

“I know.”

She had me sign beside the ticks, bare-faced on our bed. Then she drew a fresh blank line under all of it and left it empty. She tapped the pen. She didn’t tell me to fill it.

We lay there a minute. I was Seth again, soft and clean, nothing on me but her smell.

❦

At midnight the ring light was off. She set the platinum wig on its foam head, boxed the forms, and ran her label maker so the lid read CICI. Pink heels went beside the wig, next to her makeup. She sleeved the signed chart and set it on the box.

“Next time you write it,” she said. “If you want to.”

I just looked at the shelf, at the chart in its clear sleeve, every line signed and a fresh blank line at the bottom.


She Edges Him All Week and Ruins Every Orgasm but the Last — Femdom Tease and Denial

The singer’s line was looped so tight it had stopped sounding like a person. I had turned twenty-eight in the spring, and I treated that loop like a problem I could fix. On the other side of the glass the band was still arguing about the take. She shook her head and said she needed the air, or the note would never climb. I heard the fight through the talkback. Under it sat the real problem, smaller than their voices.

A catch of breath, right before she went high.

The note itself was fine. What came before it was fear. It was a human breath, the kind you grab when you are not sure you will land. Leave that in, and a listener would know she had been scared of her own song. I found the breath on the waveform. It was a soft little hill before the climb. I cut it. The note came out of nowhere. Clean. She sounded as if she had never doubted the climb.

This was most of the job. I sat at the long desk of sliders in a windowless room and pulled the shake out of people. A song should stand up alone. I was good at that. A singer would say she was ready. The breath would say she was not. I chose which truth got to stay.

My headphones were warm on my ears. Beyond the glass the band room was brighter than my side of the desk. The drummer wanted the breath kept, because it felt human. The singer wanted it gone. She also wanted credit for asking. I let them talk. The loop in my ears was already done, the fear gone, the high note arriving without a flinch. Too late for her to save it. I loved that. Shame sat beside the love. I nudged a slider until a guitar buzz died under the vocal.

I could give a stranger her certainty with a pair of clicks. I could not give my wife a true sentence.

The walk home was the same as ever. Streetlights. The bag knocked my hip, and the hum stayed in my ears like a fly that would not land. I thought of Hope, who was thirty and probably still at her screens, because I always did on that walk. The want walked with me. It had been doing that for a long time, quiet and fed by the cut. I was going home to a woman who cut audio for a living, same as me. I loved her. I had not told her the rest. Some nights I wanted to be the breath, the bit a steadier hand gets to remove.

A bus sighed at the corner and moved on. I did not take my headphones off until I was at our door. The hum felt smaller when something else sat in my ears. I stood on the step a moment, glad to be home, and sick about the thing I had not said.

The small red light was on over the spare-room door when I got in. Recording. I did not knock. I knew the rule, and I liked knowing it. Foam panels lined the walls, and the door was sealed. Two screens, speakers, the deep couch, and her cushioned editing chair with the armrests. That spare room was where sound went to be judged. I put the kettle on. Two mugs of tea. I waited. My hip stayed against the counter until the red light clicked off.

I knocked anyway. She called me in as if she had felt me standing in the hall.

She looked tired in a pleased way, big headphones on. The screens threw a pale light over her face and onto the foam. A metronome click walked out of the speakers, soft and even. She rode that click while she dragged a cut. Her head tipped. She listened. Then she nodded, private and satisfied, and pulled a cup of the headphones off her ear.

“There,” she said. “Right before he says it. Cut there and the whole thing lands.”

I set a mug by her elbow, careful of the cables. “What did you take out?”

“A breath.” She glanced up, and the smile went all the way into her eyes. “He takes a breath like he is about to lie, and then he tells the truth. Leave the breath in and you do not trust him. Pull it and you do. I steal his honesty and hand it back cleaner. How was the band?”

“Loud,” I said. “Wrong, too, which is most of the day. She wanted her breath left in. I cut it.”

“Of course you did. That’s why they pay you, Cal.” She took the tea and blew on it, grinning over the rim. “Don’t hover, though. The foam gets nervous, and I still have a man to take apart.”

I went to the deep couch under the speakers. I drank, and I watched her hand on the mouse. A bottle of oil sat on the shelf by the speakers. It looked quiet there, ordinary as the mugs. I looked away from that shelf like a coward. Not a word. I did not say the thing that had stood up in me when she said breath.

❦

The headphones stayed on after the shift, the cheap pair from the year I turned twenty-five. A vocal had come in scared. I had lifted the breath out of it until the singer sounded brave. Then I was on the mattress, dryers thumping up through the floor. They went on and on, a stupid heartbeat that never asked what I was doing. I did not take the headphones off.

I took my cock in my hand, and I refused the finish. I brought myself close and took my hand away. I did it again, because the doing of it was the whole point. My balls ached. My thighs jumped. I leaked on my own stomach and still would not let it end. The end was the part I was trying to get past. I had no name for it. I only knew that finishing felt like losing the mix, and that stopping felt like being held, even with nobody’s hands in the room but mine.

One night I decided to spoil it on purpose. I took myself up to the place where another stroke would have been too many. I opened my hand. I held still. My cock did not care. It happened anyway. My cock jerked, and the cum spilled out weak and thin, not the rush I knew how to chase. A small helpless pulse came, and then a weaker one, and then nothing but the ache. My own idea had cheated me. I lay there with the dryers going and my hand empty, and I understood it. I had not wanted the big finish. I had wanted the stop. I had wanted the spill that did not save me.

I never told a soul. I got older, and I got married, and I got better at cutting the shake out of other people’s songs. The rest of it I kept shut, a bad take I could not stand to delete.

❦

I was still on the deep couch. She was laughing without a sound. A guest said um through a whole answer, and her hand was over her mouth, and her shoulders shook. She caught me looking. A headphone came off and sat in her hair. The smile she gave me was the real one, warm and a little wicked.

“You’re staring again, Cal.”

“Occupational hazard,” I said. My voice came out almost steady. “You look like you are winning.”

“I am winning,” she said. “This man cannot finish a thought without a stumble, and I am taking every stumble out. It is cruel. It is also the job.”

She put the headphone back on and waved me off, already gone into the work. Her hand waited on the mouse. Then it cut. I watched her find the exact place a person ought to stop. The want sat up in my chest, hot and stupid and only mine. I drank the rest of the tea, as if tea had ever fixed a thing.

❦

The shower was running. I sat on the edge of the bed, the bedroom blinds drawn to a crack. I opened a message to her on my phone. I typed that I wanted her to do to me what she did to a waveform. I typed that I wanted her hand on my cock, and I wanted her to stop me. I wanted the ruin on purpose. I wanted to sit in the ache and know she had chosen the second. The sentences looked naked on that little screen.

Too plain. They would not survive her eyes. I deleted every letter until the box was empty and innocent. I set the phone face down, because it might confess if I left it staring up.

I could not leave those words in the apartment. I took my keys. Through the bathroom door I told her I was moving the car. She called back that the street was a pain. She told me not to get into a fight with a sign.

The driver’s seat was cold. The streetlight lay across the hood. The doors were shut, and there was nobody to perform for and nobody to protect. So I said it to the windshield, out loud, because my mouth needed the shape of it.

“I want my wife to edge me,” I said. “I want her to ruin me on purpose, and I want to have to live in what she leaves.”

My voice was smaller in the car than it had been in my head. It was also more real. I opened the voice memo and said it again, shorter and slower, my name first like a slate, so it would exist somewhere besides air. I played it back. Hearing myself put wife and ruin in the same breath made my cock stir in my jeans, right there at the curb.

Ridiculous. Also a kind of proof. I saved the memo. I renamed the file Notes for Hope, as if it were a polite little list and not the truest thing I had said in years.

❦

Hope kissed me in the kitchen and asked if I was sleeping. The file sat in my phone under a name that sounded like work. I told her the sessions were running long. She believed me. In most ways I was a man who told her the truth, and that was why my face went hot over the sink.

I washed a mug that was already clean. She leaned on the counter in an old shirt, hair damp. She told me about a guest who had tried to sound wise and had only sounded tired. I laughed in the right places. The sentence I had recorded pressed at my teeth, and I let it stay unsaid. She touched my wrist on her way past, ordinary and fond. I loved her so plainly it felt unfair to be keeping a secret in that kitchen.

❦

I could not do it at home, not with her on the other side of a wall. I told her I had a mix to print. Then I walked downtown under the streetlights, and my heart sat high in my throat the whole way.

The building was empty. Inside, the band room beyond the glass was dark, and the glass itself was only a black mirror. I leaned over the desk. My own face sat in that glass, faint and guilty and already decided. I locked the studio door. I sat in my chair at the long desk of sliders. Headphones on. I played the file.

My own voice came in close and dry. It was a memo with no music under it, and no breath cut out. I was hard from the first second. Not a slow build, and not a thought I could blame on the work. My cock filled against my fly, as if it had waited all day to hear me admit the want. Both hands stayed on the desk. I was already leaking a little into my underwear, ashamed, and nowhere near stopping.

The sentence ended and started again, because I had set the memo to loop. Every return of it landed lower in me. I took myself out. The studio air was cool on my cock. The chair was the same chair I used when I made other people sound sure of themselves. None of that helped. All of it sharpened the want, which was why I had come.

I wrapped my hand around my cock and stroked, slow, because fast would have wasted the point of the night. In the headphones I said wife. I said ruin. My hips tried to push up into my fist. I thought of Hope in her chair, calm, a headphone off, telling me where to cut. I thought of her hand where my hand was, not sweet about it and not cruel, just sure. I thought of her making me hold still while I shook. I thought of my balls drawn up tight, and her palm resting over them, not to hurt me, only to own the ache.

I thought of her seeing my ass in the chair, and of how I could not keep it flat. She would say not yet in the ordinary voice she uses when she is right. I got close fast. The head of my cock was wet. The sound of my hand was small and filthy in the quiet room. Pleasure climbed the backs of my legs and sat under the head, in that thin bright place where another pull would have finished me.

I stopped. I took my hand off. I laid both hands flat on the desk, palms down, fingers spread, a man asking a surface to witness that he was behaving. I held my breath. Not a sound. In my ears I was still talking, still saying what I had never said to her face. My cock jumped against nothing. A clear strand leaked onto the edge of the desk. The almost-orgasm rolled through me and did not break.

It sat there, huge, and then it sank a little and left me throbbing in the open air. I waited until I could breathe without begging myself. Then my hand went back around my cock, tighter and slower, because a rough stroke would have ended the point. I thought of her mouth near my ear. I thought of her other hand on my chest, holding me in the chair with no drama in it. I thought of the red light over her door, and of what it would mean if that light meant me.

I would not be allowed to knock, and I would not be allowed to come. The recording would be my own voice asking, and she would be the one holding the cut. I got right up against it again. My hole clenched. My ass went tight against the seat. My balls sat high and sore. A drop that was not quite cum slid over my fingers and onto the wood.

I stopped. I put both hands flat on the desk and held my breath, silent, staring at my faint face in the dark glass. I did not wipe the desk, because moving felt like it might tip me over. I wanted to stay exactly where she would have kept me.

My thighs started to shake. That was how I knew I had reached the end of what I could stand. I stroked myself through the shake. My cock was so hard it ached in my fist, and the leaked slick made every pull loud and easy. My recorded voice went on in my ears, patient and humiliating and exactly the thing I wanted. I thought of her letting me get there, and then opening her hand. I thought of spilling while she watched, not because I had failed, but because she had chosen the second.

The edge came up like a wall. I felt the cum trying to start, that first deep kick at the root of my cock, the kick you do not get to take back. I let go on purpose. At the last second I opened my hand and took it away, and I set both palms flat on the desk. I held my breath so I would not groan her name into an empty building.

It happened anyway. It was the same ruin I had taught myself when the dryers used to thump and I still had nobody to ask. My cock jerked. The cum spilled out of me weak, a thin pulse over my knuckles, then a weaker one, with no force in it and no relief that stayed. It ran down and dripped on the chair between my thighs. My thighs shook harder, and then they only trembled. The orgasm went nowhere. It broke in the middle and left the ache behind, full and hot and unfinished, sitting in my balls and up behind my cock like a hand that had refused to close.

I sat there. I did not touch myself again. The file was still playing, my own voice going on and on, and I listened with both hands flat on the desk. My cock softened, and it did not feel like peace. The glass stayed dark. The building stayed empty. I had just ruined myself at the place where I worked, because I could not ask my wife for the thing. The shame was so sharp I could taste it. Under that shame the want was worse. The weak spill had not cured me. It had only proved the words. I had wanted the ruin. I still wanted her to be the one who gave it to me.

I cleaned the desk with a paper towel, and I wiped the chair, and my hands shook a little while I did it. I locked up. The walk home was cold, streetlights again, the hum back in my ears. The red light over her door was off. Hope was asleep on her side. The bedroom blinds were down to a thin crack of streetlight, and her wand sat on the nightstand, and I did not touch it. I stood in the doorway and felt the love sit down beside the shame. I did not wake her.

❦

Monday evening the red light was off, so the door was mine to come to. She was already in the spare room. I stood in the kitchen with the phone in my hand. I listened to the quiet of the apartment, and to the hum that never quite left my ears. I sent the file into the folder she pulled from when she sat down to work. Her edit queue. I left the name I had given it.

Notes for Hope. Then I put the phone in my pocket, because if I kept holding it I was going to snatch the file back. I walked down the hall. My pulse was in my teeth. The want and the shame were the same heat by then, and I did not turn around.

She was in the editing chair, big headphones on, the two screens lit, the speakers quiet at the sides of the desk. She heard me in the doorway and lifted a hand without turning, glad I was home and not ready for talk yet. I watched her find the new file. Her head tipped. She was curious, because she had not put it there. Her hand moved on the mouse. She clicked. My own voice came out of her speakers.

❦

The click came first, small and clean against the foam, and then my own voice came out of her speakers like I had walked into the wrong take.

“I’m Calvin, and I want my wife to edge me and ruin me on purpose.”

Hope sat at the two screens with her big headphones on, and the red light over the studio door was off. I stayed in the doorway with one hand on the frame, and I hadn’t said a word. She stopped the file, and the playhead jumped back under her cursor. She dragged it and let the opening run again.

“I’m Calvin, and I want my wife to edge me and ruin me on purpose.”

The whole time she watched my face, not the waveform. My name came back through the speakers, and then the want, and I was hard in my jeans before I got a word out. The denim pulled tight across my cock, and the zipper sat wrong. She saw it. Her mouth went a little sideways, that small cut she makes when she’s already editing in her head.

She turned the chair around, and the cushion let out a soft sigh. She slid the headphones down until they hung warm around her neck, and the room got quieter except for a faint hiss from the speakers.

“I’ve sat in this chair and cut a lot of people telling on themselves,” she said, easy as a slate. “Podcasts and voice notes, the whole sorry pile, and never my husband. That’s new, Cal.”

She looked at the front of my jeans and then back up, and she didn’t smile all the way.

“You dropped that in my queue and stood there like a man returning a library book. Meanwhile your cock’s trying to climb out of your pants, just because you heard yourself say it. You going to talk, sweetheart, or am I editing a mute?”

“I meant it,” I said.

“I heard you mean it, and I also heard you hide in a file instead of saying it to my face.” She tipped her head at me. “So here’s the cut, one week under my rules. Your hands stay off your cock. I edge you every day I choose, and every orgasm I give you gets ruined. Sunday, maybe, if you still want a real one and you ask me properly, you might get one. You hear all of that?”

“I hear it.”

“Say it back to me, then. What do your hands do?”

“They stay off my cock.”

“And the rest of the week?”

“You edge me, you ruin what you give me, and Sunday only happens if I ask right.”

“There it is.” She turned to the screen and parked the cursor over the file, right on the name. “No means I delete this while you watch, and we go make dinner, and nothing in this house changes. I’m not keeping a confession you don’t want kept. You want a minute, you can have a minute. I’m getting tea.”

She got up and crossed to the little counter by the foam, and I heard the mugs knock once, soft. She came back with both of them, steam shining on her wrists. She set mine on the edge of the desk, where I could reach it from the door, and she kept hers. She looked at me over the rim like we were picking a take.

“Stop word is copper,” she said. “You say it and I stop, right then. I delete the memo in front of you, and we go cook, and nothing gets held over you. We’re both sober. So say it clear, Cal, yes or no.”

The tea was hot through the mug, my cock was still thick in my jeans, and my mouth was dry. I could have used that word and walked us straight into the kitchen. I didn’t want the kitchen.

“Yes,” I said. “I want the week, and I want you to do it.”

She took one sip, set her mug down, and nodded at the chair.

“Get in.”

“No, not in your chair,” I said.

“Copper, or nerves?”

“Nerves,” I said. “Your chair. Okay.”

Both hands landed on my shoulders and pressed me back into the cushion, firm and unhurried, and my ass hit the seat before I finished the breath. She knelt between my knees on the rug, and the headphones slid a little on her neck. She looked up at me, wicked and easy, already done with any argument.

“Open your jeans,” she said. “You get your hands for the button and the zip, and that’s it. After that they stay on the armrests until I move them.”

I worked the button, and the zip sounded loud in that quiet room. My cock came up into the cooler air, hard and wet at the tip, and my balls drew tight under it. She watched with the look she uses on a messy waveform.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hard off a sentence you hid in my queue, and you didn’t even wait for my mouth, sweetheart. Were you already hard in the doorway when your own voice started?”

“Yes.”

“Give me the whole thing, Cal.”

“I got hard before I said a word, and I still am.”

“I can see that from here.” She wrapped her hand around my cock and gave it one slow stroke, and I hissed through my teeth. “Hot, and already leaking on me. You hear the noise you just made? I’m keeping that one in my head, record button or not.”

She leaned in. No pause at the head, and her mouth slid down over my cock, warm and wet, until her lips met the fingers at the base. I felt her throat give around me, and both hands locked on the armrests. The padding creaked.

She came up slow, and that wet sound sat big in the foam. Then she went down again, easy, like the file could wait all night, and her tongue pressed under the head on the way up. Her free hand lay on my thigh and caught the jump in the muscle.

“Close already?” she asked, mouth shiny, fist still lazy and sure.

“Getting there.”

“Not a line I can use. Tell me cleaner.”

“I’m close, Hope, really close.”

“Honest.”

The word landed, and my cock jumped in her fist, and my hips chased her hand before I could stop them. A rough breath broke out of me. She smiled at that, small and pleased, and took me deep again, slow, all the way, lips back to her own fingers. I heard spit and breath and the faint hiss from the speakers, and my thighs started shaking against the chair.

“Hands stay put,” she said, lifting off long enough to check. “You grab my hair and I stop, and you lose the mess you came in here wanting.”

“I won’t grab.”

“Those hands are behaving.” My cock twitched on her lower lip, and she caught it. “See? One kind word and your cock talks first, and I like that on you, Cal, so leave them on the rests.”

She took me in again, deep, and didn’t rush a single inch. The edge rose up bright and mean and ready, wanting a few more strokes and then the whole drop. I held the rests until my fingers ached, and I didn’t reach for her hair. Copper waited behind my teeth. I could have said it and ended the night in the kitchen. I didn’t. I let her keep going.

She felt the shake in my thighs and pulled off at the last second she could. Spit strung from her lip to the head of my cock and broke, and two fingers ringed the base and held perfectly still. She gave me nothing that would finish it. Air hit the wet skin, and my body tried to come with no help under it.

The cum spilled anyway, weak and hot, one dribble and then another sliding over her fingers onto my belly. Thin little pulses. It didn’t feel like coming, and it felt like a ruined take leaking out while she watched. My thighs hammered against the cushion, and my hands ached on the rests. I stared at the foam, and a short stupid sound left my mouth. Pleasure went thin and crooked, and it still cut so sharp I couldn’t sit quiet in it.

“There it goes,” she said, eyes on my belly. “That’s the ruin. Pretty spill for a man who put the ask in a file first.” She held that ring of fingers still until the last weak bit ran toward my balls. “You still with me, sweetheart?”

“Still with you.”

“All right, I believe you.” She opened her fingers and wiped them on my stomach, clearing the desk. “Look what a little you got, barely a shine, and you’re shaking like I fucked you through the floor. That’s the deal all week, Cal, until you earn a finish with something behind it. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand.”

“What do you get, then?”

“Ruined, until I ask right and you decide I get a real one.”

“Don’t sprint at Sunday.” She stood, and her palm tapped my chest once, light, before I could find a word. “Out of the chair. I’m taking my seat back.”

I climbed out on shaky legs, cum cooling in a thin line on my belly, cock half-hard and so raw the air felt like a hand I couldn’t duck. She turned, sat, and hooked both knees over the armrests, and the cushion held her open. Her skirt was already rucked up, nothing under it, cunt flushed and wet, clit bare at the edge of the seat. Her ass rested warm on the cushion she had just taken back. She looked calm enough to cue a guest.

She lifted the headphones off her neck and set them over my ears, and the pads were warm from her. She reached past my shoulder and clicked, and my voice came in close and private.

“I’m Calvin, and I want my wife to edge me and ruin me on purpose.”

She looped it. I heard myself say it again while she sank lower and spread her knees wider over the rests.

“Down on your knees,” she said. “You painted your belly, so use your mouth for something useful, and lick my cunt until I come. Don’t hurry just because your face is hot.”

I knelt on the rug between the armrests, and the cups made my breathing huge. Her smell was right there, warm and sharp, and I put my mouth on her slow, tongue flat over her clit and then a little tighter. A breath left her and turned into a laugh.

“Oh, he remembers,” she said. “Hands on my thighs, Cal, and your mouth does the job. You hearing that confession in your ears?”

“Yeah.”

“No more words from you, so answer me with your tongue.”

I licked her for real then, long strokes through the wet and up onto her clit. I stayed. Her hips rolled once against my face, settling on a pressure she wanted, and the file kept looping, earnest and small inside the cups. It was filthy, my own voice in my head while my tongue worked her cunt, and my cum dried on my stomach the whole time. She tasted like the first replay had already made her wet. I circled her clit and sucked, gentle, and her thigh jumped under my palm.

“Right there, and don’t get clever,” she said, and her voice had dropped. “You were so quiet on that memo, sweetheart, and now you’re in my cunt, mouth on my hole, like the sentence finally walked into the room.”

My jaw ached. She was so wet I could hear it. I didn’t care. She got wetter, and the sounds turned messy and close, and every time my name came back in the loop my cock tried to thicken against nothing. She put a hand in my hair. Not a shove. She just held me on the spot she wanted.

“You going to make me come on that mouth?” she asked.

I hummed yes against her clit, and she laughed once, breathless, and the laugh cracked open.

“Fuck, hold that pace,” she said. “Don’t stop on me, and don’t speed up, and don’t you get shy now that I’m close.”

I kept the same small pull of my mouth and the same steady tongue, and her thighs shook on the armrests, the same helpless shake I’d just had. She swore, low and filthy, and then she came on my mouth. Her hips locked. Her cunt pulsed against my tongue, and wet rushed over it while she held my head and rode through three hard rolls. I tasted all of her with my confession still talking in my ears, and I stayed until two fingers on my forehead pushed me back, gentle and finished.

She was flushed, knees still hooked over the rests, and she lifted the headphones off my head. The room returned in small pieces, hiss and breath and a mug ticking as it cooled.

“Wipe your face,” she said, and she sounded pleased and a little wrecked, which from Hope is nearly a compliment. “Jeans up, too. You’re not walking my studio with your cock out, like a guest who lost the plot.”

I did what she told me. She turned to the screens, still open in the chair, and the clicks came clean and quick, and a new folder showed up. She typed the name without a glance at me.

“This week,” she said, reading it while she saved the file in. “Tomorrow you don’t touch it, and Wednesday you’re mine.”

❦

The click came first, slow and even, out of the speakers and into the foam on the walls. It sounded like a drip finding a sink. I was already hard from the sound of it. Two days without a hand on my cock will do that to a man. Hope knew. She stood by the deep couch with the bottle of oil tipped in her palm, working it through her fingers, in no hurry at all.

“Shoes off, sweetheart,” she said, and she did not look up yet. “Pants too, and get on your back before I waste good oil on the rug.”

I kicked my shoes under the couch and got the pants off. The cushion took me deep and a little too soft, the way it always did. She watched me settle, mouth tipped, saving the laugh for later.

“Hands flat on the cushion at your sides,” she said, “and lie still for me. If your hips come up, I am going to notice, and I am going to enjoy it.”

“I heard you,” I said.

“You always hear me.” She knelt on the cushion, oiled fist loose around my cock, holding the heat while the click kept time. “Monday was the warm-up, and tonight you get one stroke for each click. You don’t rush it, you don’t help it, and you just take what I give you.”

The first click landed, and her fist moved with it, one long pull from the base up over the head. Oil slicked the whole way. My hips lifted. Shame hit with the pleasure, and one stroke undid the calm I like to pretend I have.

She laughed low in her chest. “There he is, and I told you I would notice.”

“Sorry,” I said.

Her free hand pressed my hip down into the couch until it stayed. “We go again, and this time your ass stays on the cushion.”

She matched the clicks with her fist, tight enough that I felt every ridge of her fingers. The oil made a soft sound I hated how much I liked. My balls had been heavy since I walked in, and they drew a little with each pull. I stared at the foam, because her hand was going to finish me if I watched it.

“Eyes on me,” she said.

I looked. She watched my cock the way she watches a take she might keep, mouth soft and a little wicked.

“You’re dripping already, two days off it, and that is cute, Cal. Say it out loud for me.”

“I’m dripping.”

“Louder, sweetheart, and tell me whose cock this is tonight.”

“Yours.”

“And what does it do when I tell it to wait?”

“It waits.”

“We’ll see about that.” She tapped the control on the speaker, and the click jumped faster, and her fist went with it. Oil warmed on my cock, and I jumped in her grip every time she came up over the head. I moaned and did not hide it, and my hips tried to follow her hand. She pinned them with her forearm and kept talking like we were only picking dinner.

“You can feel that ache in your balls, can’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Give me the whole sentence, sweetheart, because I want the words with the fist.”

“I can feel it in my balls,” I said, thinner than I wanted. “Hope, if you keep that pace, I am going to go over.”

The click died, her hand opened, and air hit the wet head of my cock. The climb broke so hard I swore, hips chasing nothing, cum not quite there. I hated it.

“Not yet,” she said, easy as anything. “This week you don’t come for me, Cal. You leak for me.”

I lay there shaking, cock twitching on my stomach, a thin string already on my skin. She watched that.

“We start from the bottom,” she said, and the slow click came back.

She took me again, one stroke to each click, patient and almost kind, which was worse. I tried to breathe with it and keep my hands where she had put them. Oil sounded at the head, the metronome kept its stupid time, and my breath went ragged under both. She saw my fingers curl.

“Leave that hand where it is,” she said.

I did not mean to move, and that does not make it better. My right hand came off the cushion and reached for my cock, for one pull that would be mine. She caught my wrist before I got a grip, put it back until the cushion creaked, and left her hand there. Her other fist never lost the click.

“You don’t touch it,” she said near my ear, still stroking. “Not tonight, not tomorrow, and not until I say so. You had two days with that ache, and you don’t get to cheat because your cock is pretty and desperate.”

“I was not going to finish it,” I said.

“You were reaching, and we both know it.” She squeezed my wrist once, sure of herself. “Keep it on the cushion, because if you lift it again I stop for longer, and you will still thank me, won’t you?”

“Yes.”

My breath caught hard, and the hand stayed where she had put it.

“That’s my sweetheart, and I like hearing you give it up.”

The praise hit, and my cock jumped in her fist, a thick pulse she felt and hummed over. She slowed the stroke so I would miss the fast one, wrist still pinned, click still going. Oil ran over my balls and onto the couch. I was leaking in earnest, a clear strand on every upstroke, thighs shaking where she could see.

The click stayed slow and mean, and each stroke felt longer than the last, oil warming until her fist slid like she owned the whole length. I bit the inside of my cheek and still moaned. She heard it. “That sound is honest, Cal, so give me another if it wants out.” Another moan left me, thin and real. My balls drew up and eased when she slowed, and I felt how close the line was without being allowed over it. No control.

“Look at the mess, and I have not even been mean yet,” she said. “Tell me if you are close.”

“Close.”

“Are your balls drawing up on me?”

“Yes.”

She let the next click pass with her fist still, then pulled off, and the edge snapped. I groaned, and my hand jerked under hers, and she held it down without a lecture. She waited. The twitch eased into a throb, and then her fist closed on a slower click, dragging the whole length of me.

I stopped trying to measure it, and she worked me until my stomach pulled tight and I dripped on her knuckles. Oil and click and breath ran together in one knot. Then she stopped dead, hand open, click gone, and I made a noise that was not a word.

“Hope,” I said.

“I am right here, and I am not touching you.”

“No, don’t stop there.”

It came out raw, a bad take, and both hands left me at once. She sat back on her heels, oil on her fingers, and did not touch me. The metronome was dead. The room was my breathing and the wet sound of my cock on my stomach, still hard, still leaking. She did not scold. She glanced at the folder on the far screen, the one named This week, like she might edit instead. Then she looked back, and the quiet held until my pulse climbed down. I stayed quiet.

“You don’t get to steer it, Cal,” she said, and her voice stayed mild. “You lie there and leak, and when you are quiet I start, not a second before.”

I nodded. I did not trust my mouth, and I knew copper would end the night clean and cost me nothing. I still did not want that word. I wanted her hand. So I kept still, and I let the ache sit where she had left it.

She gave it a few breaths, until the edge sank into a deep throb. Then the click came back slower, and her oiled fist closed around me, and her other hand rested on my wrist.

“That is better,” she said. “You can shake and drip and make those sounds, but no grab, and you don’t tell me where to stop.”

“Okay.”

“Then we keep going, sweetheart.”

She stroked me to the click, over and over, and I let it happen. I stopped fighting my hips, because her forearm was there, and I stopped reaching, because her hand weighed on my wrist. I took the slow pull, the squeeze at the head, and the slide back down. Precum ran steady. It pooled under the head and spilled up her palm, stringing between her fingers. My balls drew and eased and drew again, and my thighs shook until the couch answered.

She did not rush the upstroke, and she did not soften it either, and the oil made a small filthy sound I felt in my teeth. My cock was so hard it ached in her fist, the head swollen, the slit giving up a steady clear leak she smeared back down. I could hear my own breath over the click. Shaking already. She watched my face more than her hand, the way she does when she is deciding whether to keep a take, and she smiled when my thighs jumped. “Stay with the click, Cal, and don’t you chase it.” I tried. The next stroke still pulled a sound out of me I did not plan.

“That is the leak I wanted,” she said. “You are a mess, Cal, so say it.”

“I’m a mess.”

“And whose mess is this?”

“Yours.”

“God, I like you like this.” She nudged the click faster, and the pleasure climbed so clean I could have cried. “Don’t finish until I open my hand, and tell me if you feel that edge.”

“Yes.”

“Hold it for me, shaking, and still on my side of the line.” Her voice went lower, filthy and fond together. “Two days of being good, and I get a hard dripping cock that jumps when I praise it. Your balls are trying to climb into your body, and I can feel that in my fist. You going to leak for me, the way I said?”

“Yes.”

“Then give it to me that way.”

She held the stroke at the edge, tight and perfect, through one more click and then another. I was gone. The rush started low and mean, the kind that usually shoots, and at the last second she opened her fingers. Her palm stayed under me, loose, not gripping, only there to catch it. The orgasm broke wrong and weak, a spill instead of a shot.

The first pulse was thick and slow, barely leaving me, and it sat in her loose palm instead of shooting. The second followed weaker, then a third, and my cock jerked like it still expected a fist that was not there. I could see it, shiny and stupid, gathering while I shook and could not push it any harder. She did not close her fingers. She did not stroke. She just held still and let the ruin finish itself, a dribble over her fingers and down onto my balls. So ashamed. I heard the wet little sounds of it and hated how much I still wanted her to squeeze. My balls throbbed, empty of the shot and still full of the ache. Not enough.

I made a broken sound. It felt like coming and like being robbed, pleasure flooding me and then thinning before a crest. There was no fist left to fuck, only the twitch, and the click still going where I could not use it. I shook through all of it with my hands flat on the cushion, because she had put that into me before the night was half done.

“That is all you get tonight,” she said, watching it spill. “Look at this sad little load, because you wanted to shoot and I let you dribble. Do you feel the difference?”

“Yes,” I got out. My cock was still hard, still giving weak pulses into her loose palm, and the ache had only changed shape.

She held the palm where I had to see it, shiny and wasted, a puddle that should have been a shot. Then she laid my right hand flat by my hip and straddled it, and her cunt was already wet. I felt the heat before I understood. She pushed two of my fingers up inside her and sat down on them, and the sigh landed in what pride I had left.

“Keep those fingers straight for me,” she said. “Don’t curl unless I tell you, because this part is mine and you are only where I sit.”

The metronome still ticked under the wet sound she made, and she rode my hand to it, a heavy grind. Then she went faster because she wanted to. Two fingers deep in her cunt, clit dragging on the heel of my palm, her other hand braced on my chest.

She was soaked around my fingers, slick and hot, and the heel of my palm caught her clit on every roll. I could hear it, a wet sound under the click, her breath breaking when she dropped her weight. She groaned. She took them deeper and held there, grinding, and I felt her cunt grip and ease and grip again. My ruined cock twitched against my stomach, useless, still wet with what she had wasted. She looked down at that and laughed, soft and wicked, and rode me harder for it.

“That sad little spill got me this wet, sweetheart, so you stay exactly like this.”

I stayed. Her thighs shook against my wrist. The click kept time she had already left behind.

I lay there ruined and hard, useless except for that hand, and it felt filthier than the fist had been. She soaked me.

“You hear that?” she said, breathless, with a laugh in it. “That is me getting what I came for, while you leaked all over yourself. Stay still, keep the hand flat, and don’t move those fingers unless I ask.”

“I won’t.”

“Do you feel how wet I am on you? That is from watching you shake, and from letting it spill out weak.” She rolled her hips, took my fingers deeper, and her breath broke on my collarbone. “Ask me if I am close.”

“Are you close?”

She ground down hard. “Yes.”

She laughed, wrecked and happy, and rode harder, click under the wet sound of her cunt. “Stay flat while I use you, right on the spot I wanted.”

She came with her forehead on my shoulder, cunt gripping in long pulls, hips jerking against me. A rough moan hit my neck, and I felt it in my teeth, and I did not move or curl. I let her take it until the grip eased and she was only breathing, still full of my fingers, the only way she would allow.

She stayed heavy a moment while the click went on, as if it had not noticed us. Then she lifted off. My fingers shone. She wiped what was left of my cum slow across my chest, a warm streak from collarbone to stomach. She smiled the way she smiles when a file lands where she wanted it.

“Friday,” she said, “I’ll feel it from the inside.”

❦

The heat ticked in the vents, and that was the only sound in the bedroom. The red light over the studio door was already dark behind me. The bed was turned down. Her wand lay on the sheet where she’d left it.

Hope stood at the foot of the bed in a T-shirt and nothing under it, one hip cocked. She kissed me with tea still on her breath. “There you are, sweetheart. Get that shirt off. I want you naked before you start thinking.”

I pulled the shirt over my head. She took it and dropped it on the chair, then hooked her fingers in my waistband and worked my jeans down without any rush, like she was clearing a desk. My cock was already thick and lifting before the denim hit my ankles. She saw it and gave me a small smile, mean and fond at once.

“Look at you,” she said. “I haven’t even touched it and it’s standing up for me. Shoes and socks next. Then I want you on your back.”

I kicked the rest off, and she pushed me onto my back on the cool sheet. The blinds were drawn. The wand was a hard shape against my thigh until she picked it up and set it on the pillow by her knee. She climbed up and knelt beside my legs, not on me yet, and looked down at my cock like she was checking a level.

“Rules for tonight,” she said. “You say now when you’re close. Not a second late. If you cheat me on the timing, I stop and we start the whole thing over, and you still don’t get to finish in me. You hear me, Cal?”

“I hear you.”

“Out loud, then. What do you say, and when?”

“Now, when I’m close, and not late.”

She laughed once, low in her chest. “Say it again so I know it’s sitting in your mouth.”

“Now. When I’m close.”

My cock jumped at that, a small twitch I couldn’t hide. She watched it move against my belly and shook her head, pleased.

“There it is,” she said. “Your body snitches on you every time. Hands stay on the sheet. You don’t touch your cock, and you don’t grab my hips unless I tell you. Same deal as the rest of the week. Copper ends it, and it costs you nothing. Nod if that’s all still true.”

I nodded. She waited, eyebrows up, until I gave her the word.

“Yes. It’s all still true.”

“I like hearing that.” She pulled the T-shirt off and dropped it. Her breasts swung free, nipples already tight, and she reached for the wand. “Wednesday I told you I’d feel it from the inside. I meant every word of that. I’m going to come on your cock, and then I’m getting off it, and you’re going to spill on your own stomach. Are you ready, sweetheart?”

“Hope.”

“That’s not an answer.” She leaned in until her hair brushed my chest. “Are you ready?”

“Yes.”

She swung a leg over and settled above me, knees in the mattress, wand in her right hand. The head of my cock bumped her cunt, hot and already wet, and she rubbed herself along the length once, slow, so I felt her open and slide. I grabbed the sheet. She lined me up and sank down in one long push, and the sound I made was ugly and grateful. She was tight and slick and warm all the way to the root. She sat there a second with her weight on me, breathing through her nose, eyes half shut.

“Oh, that’s nice,” she said. “You’ve been good all week. I can feel how hard you are. Don’t move yet.”

She clicked the wand on. The buzz was a small mean sound in the quiet room. She set the head of it against her clit, right where she liked it, and her whole body went tight around my cock for a second. Then she started to ride, slow, not bouncing, just rolling her hips so I slid almost out and then back in, deep, grinding at the bottom. Every time she came down she pressed the wand harder and made a little sound in her throat.

I was already close. Four days of not touching myself will do that, and two ruined ones before this, and her cunt working me in that slow roll. My balls drew up. My hands twisted in the sheet.

“No, stay on, please,” I said, and it came out before I could pretty it up.

She stopped the roll of her hips, but she didn’t lift off. She leaned all the way down to my face. The wand buzzed between our stomachs, still on her clit, and her breath was hot on my cheek.

“That isn’t yours to choose,” she said, calm as if she were telling me the take was bad. “You don’t get to keep me on you because it feels good. You get to lie there and let me use your cock, and you get to say now when I tell you to say now. That’s the whole job, Cal. You can beg prettier than that if you want, but the answer is still no.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, almost sweet, and sat back up. The wand went right back to her clit. She started again, slower than before, meaner, a long drag up and a hard settle down. Every settle knocked a sound out of me I didn’t mean to make.

“There, that’s better,” she said. “Look at me. I want your eyes while I take this.”

I looked. Her mouth was open. Her free hand was on her own breast, thumb rubbing the nipple, and she rode me in that same unhurried grind, the wand humming, her cunt clutching every time the buzz hit right. I could hear how wet she was, a soft slick sound under the buzz, and I could hear my own breathing getting worse.

“You feel that?” she asked. “That’s me getting close on your cock. You don’t come yet. You hold it.”

My thighs tightened under her weight.

“Answer me.”

“I feel it.”

“What do you feel? Use your words, Cal.”

“You, tight around me. And the wand. I’m right on the edge of it.”

“Not yet.” She smiled like she’d caught a bad edit and liked the cut. “You wait for me. I’ve been thinking about this since Wednesday, sitting on you, coming with you all the way in. Don’t you ruin it by spilling early. You say now when it’s real, not when you’re scared.”

She ground down and stayed there, circling her hips, wand pressed flat, and her thighs started to shake. I felt her cunt flutter, then clamp, and she made a broken little laugh that turned into a moan. She came hard. I felt it from the inside, just as she’d promised on Wednesday, a long squeezing pulse around my cock, her hips jerking, the wand buzzing straight through both of us. She cursed once, filthy and happy, and kept grinding through it, riding the aftershocks, wetness slick on my balls, her head tipped back.

“Fuck,” she said, breathless, still moving. “That’s one. God, Cal, you feel good. Stay hard. I’m not done using you.”

She didn’t lift off. Her hips kept going, lazier now, deep little rocks, the wand still on her clit because she liked the edge of too much. I was right there. The heat had climbed into my stomach and my cock was throbbing inside her, and every grind shoved me closer to the point where I wouldn’t be able to speak. I held the sheet so hard my fingers hurt. I watched her face, flushed and smug and soft, and I did what she’d told me.

“Now,” I gasped. On time. Not a second late.

She lifted off.

No hand on me. She just rose up on her knees and let my cock slip out, shiny and red and jerking in the air, and she stayed above me with the wand still humming against her own clit, watching. The loss of her was so sudden I arched after her, back coming off the bed, hips chasing nothing. My cock twitched hard, untouched, and the first spurt hit my stomach in a weak hot stripe, then another, thinner, dribbling over the head and down onto my belly while I shook and couldn’t stop it. It wasn’t the full tight snap of a real finish. It was the ruined spill she’d been saving all week, cum leaking out of me in pulses while I gasped at the ceiling. My balls ached with how much was still left unspent, and with how little I was getting.

“Look at that,” she said, voice low and delighted. “All that cum, and I just let it dribble out of you.”

I looked down. It was a mess on my stomach, white and thin, still welling out of the slit every time my cock jumped. She hadn’t touched it. She was kneeling over my legs now, wand set aside on the sheet, two fingers on her clit, rubbing in tight circles while she watched it leak. Her cunt was swollen and shining, and she was already breathing hard again.

“Don’t you wipe it,” she said. “Leave it. I want to see it run. You came just from me getting off you. Say it back to me.”

“I came just from you getting off me.”

“And how does it feel, sweetheart? Be honest with me.”

“Empty,” I said. My voice was rough. “Good and not enough. Still coming out.”

“I know. I can see it.” She rubbed faster, eyes on my cock, on the weak pulse still drooling onto my skin. “God, that’s pretty. You twitching like that with nothing on you. You want a hand so bad I can see it in your face, and you’re not getting one. Keep your hands on the sheet.”

I did. Another thin string slid out and pooled in my navel. She laughed, soft, not unkind, and her fingers worked her clit in the quick sure rhythm she uses when she’s close and doesn’t want to be teased anymore. Her other hand braced on my thigh. She was watching the leak like it was the best part of the night, mouth open, hips rocking against her own hand.

“Tell me what you see,” she said. “I want it while I come.”

“You, on your knees, fingers on your clit. My cock’s still dripping. There’s cum on my stomach, and you’re staring at it.”

She came again before I finished, a sharp little cry, thighs clamping around my legs. Her fingers pressed and circled through it while she stared down at the mess she’d made of me. She rode her hand until the shake eased, then slowed, then stopped, breathing hard, a sheen on her chest. A last weak drop slid out of me. She watched that too, smiling like she’d saved a file she liked.

“There,” she said. “That’s two for me and another ruined one for you. You’re doing so well, Cal. I mean that.”

The praise hit, and my spent cock gave one more hopeless twitch. She saw it. Her smile went wider.

She clicked the wand off. The room got quiet except for both of us breathing and the vent ticking. She wiped her fingers on the sheet, not on me, and then she lay down next to me on her side, one arm across my chest above the streak of cum, her face close to mine. She didn’t talk at first. She just looked at me, thumb moving once on my collarbone, easy and warm.

“Sunday,” she said, quiet. “You still want a real one?”

“Yes.”

She kissed my shoulder, slow. “Then you ask properly when it’s time. Not tonight. When it’s time, you look at me and you ask like you mean it, and maybe I let you have it. Maybe. You understand?”

“I understand,” I said, quiet.

“Good, Cal.” She settled her head on the pillow beside mine, close enough that I could hear her smile.

❦

The afternoon light came through the half-down blinds in clean stripes. The first thing I heard was Hope’s thumb on the rim of her mug, a soft tap, patient and almost idle. She lay on the bed beside me with one knee cocked up, and she watched my face without hurrying me. My cock was half hard under the sheet. I had not put a hand on it since the week started, and she knew, because she always caught the breath I left out of a sentence.

“Sweetheart,” she said, easy and almost lazy. “You’ve been lying there with a speech stuck behind your teeth. I can hear it. Say the thing.”

I looked at the stripes on the wall and bought myself one more second. “I’m getting there.”

“You’re already there.” She set the mug down beside the wand, and the mug clicked once against the wood. “Your cock came up while I was still drinking tea. Look at me. I want your mouth, Cal. Every word, out loud. I’m not guessing today.”

I turned my head. She was close enough that I could see the little line at the corner of her mouth, the one she gets when she’s enjoying herself and not sorry. Her hair was pushed behind one ear. She didn’t touch me. She watched my mouth, patient and a little wicked, and my cock finished getting hard against the sheet before I had the first word ready. She saw it. Of course she saw it.

The want sat right there with her. It had started long before her, under a cheap pair of headphones with the dryers thumping up through the floor, and I had kept it shut for years. She only found it because I finally dropped it in her queue.

“Hope,” I said, lower than I meant and steady enough to finish. “I’m asking you. I want a real one. Not ruined. I want to be inside you, and I want to come in you, all of it, because you said I could ask when it was time. It’s time. I’m looking at you. I mean it.”

Her eyes stayed on my mouth like she was checking the edit. She didn’t blink.

“You skipped a piece,” she said. “Say what you want me to do with that cock. Plain. I can see you trying to be polite, and polite isn’t what you asked me for.”

Heat went up my neck. I could hear my own breath, and a car under the window, and the sheet shifting when my hips tried to move. I made them stop.

“I want you to let me fuck your cunt,” I said. “Slow, the way you say, until you tell me otherwise. And then I want to come deep inside you. Please, Hope. I’ve kept my hands off my cock all week. I’m asking properly.”

Something in her face went warm, not soft exactly, more like she’d gotten the line she wanted and was pleased with both of us. “There he is,” she said.

The praise hit so fast my cock jumped under the sheet, and a yelp got out of me before I could catch it. She laughed, short and bright. “Oh, sweetheart. One nice little phrase and you’re twitching. That’s almost rude.”

“You asked for the words.”

“I did. And you gave them to me.” She sat up, pulled the sheet off me in one easy drag, and looked at my cock like I’d left her a note. “Hard already. Balls tight. You really did keep your hands to yourself.”

“I did.”

“I know. I would have seen it on you if you hadn’t.” She lay back in the striped light and opened her legs, unhurried, one heel sliding on the sheet until her cunt was right there between sun and shadow. She was wet enough that I didn’t need her to tell me. “Today you get to come inside me. But I drive. My heels, my voice. You stop when I say stop. You don’t get clever, and you don’t finish until I put it in your mouth as an order.”

“All right.”

“Come here, then.”

I moved over her. The bed gave under my knees. She reached between us, took my cock in her hand, and lined me up, the head of it nudging her hole, hot and slick. Then her heels came up and hooked behind my thighs, firm, steering, not letting me drop my weight and sink. I felt the tendons in her ankles against me, and the quiet little sound of her breath when the head pushed at her.

“Go slow for me,” she said. “I want to feel the head, not a shove.”

I pushed in slow. She made a small pleased sound, and my own breath left me in a shaky piece. She was tight and wet and warm. After a week of her letting go right when I got close, and lifting off me the last time I was in her, being inside her felt like too much and exactly the thing I’d asked for. I got about halfway, and her heels tightened.

“Stop right there,” she said. “Don’t you chase it.”

I stopped. My cock throbbed in her, and I held still with my arms braced, looking at her face. She watched me, mouth a little open, enjoying the way I obeyed before I had a joke ready.

“That’s it,” she said. “Stay in me. Feel how wet I am, and keep your hips where I put them.”

“I’m staying.”

“You are. Say what you feel, since you like words so much all of a sudden.”

“Hot,” I said. “Tight. Your cunt’s gripping the head of my cock, and if I move I’m going to lose it.”

“Then you won’t move.” She rolled her hips once, a mean little circle that slid me in another inch, and then she went still herself. “Slow again. Deeper. I want to feel you, not a polite visit.”

I sank in further, slow as she said, until I was most of the way buried and my balls brushed her. The feeling ran up my spine so hard I had to lock my jaw. She smiled up at me like she’d heard the lock.

“Stop,” she said. “Hold it. I didn’t tell you to finish the slide.”

I stopped. Not all the way in, not pulling out, just held there in the middle of her while my arms shook a little. She reached to the side without looking away from me and found the wand. She set it on her stomach for a second, the head of it cool against her skin. She wasn’t using it yet. She was just letting me know it was there.

“You want to shove in,” she said. “I can see it in your stomach. Don’t.”

“I won’t.”

“Good. Now go slow again, all the way, until your balls rest on me. And if you come before I say, I’ll know, and you can spend the rest of the day explaining it to the ceiling.”

“Hope.”

“That wasn’t a question.” Her heels tugged, steering me in. “Slow. I want every inch, and I want you quiet about it.”

I went the rest of the way, inch by inch, until I was buried and my balls rested against her ass. She was so wet I could hear it, a soft sound under the quieter tick of the blinds in a draft. I stayed there, full and deep, because she hadn’t given me the next word yet. My cock pulsed inside her like it had its own bad ideas.

“Stop,” she said, even though I had already stopped, and she said it so I’d hear it again. “Good hold. Look at you. Shaking, and you haven’t fucked me at all. I like that more than I should.”

The praise went through me, and my hips tried to jerk. Her heels answered before her mouth did, digging in and holding me still.

“I said stop,” she told me, calm as anything. “You feel that pull in your thighs. Leave it there.”

“I stopped.”

“You did. Barely.” She was grinning, unbothered, crude and fond at the same time. “Stay in me. I’m going to come on your cock before you get to move like you want, and you’re going to feel every bit of it and keep your cum where it is. You understand me, Cal?”

“Yes.”

“Out loud, then. What are you going to do?”

“Stay inside you. Not come. Not until you say.”

“There.” She picked up the wand and brought it down between us. The hum started low, a soft buzz against the quiet room, and she pressed the head of it to her clit, right where we joined. I felt the vibration travel into my cock through her. “Don’t move yet. You move when I say. Right now you stay in me and you watch my face.”

“Hope, if you clench on me I’m going to have a hard time.”

Her heels dug in harder, a clearer order than any sentence. “Stay buried. I didn’t ask you to solve it.”

So I stayed. The wand buzzed. She worked it in small circles on her clit, and her cunt fluttered around my cock, little grips that made my vision go narrow. I could hear the wet sound of the wand against her, and her breath getting shorter, and the low hum, and my own pulse loud in my ears. Her free hand came up and rested on my chest, not pushing, just feeling how hard I was working not to thrust.

“You feel that?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Say it. I want the filthy version, not the polite nod.”

“Your cunt. Gripping me. The wand on your clit. I’m so close and I’m not moving, and my balls ache in the good way, and if you tell me to stop again I’ll stop.”

“I’m telling you now.” Her voice went a little rough, but she was still herself, still teasing. “You aren’t coming. Not till I have mine. Look at my mouth if you have to hide from the rest of it. But you hold that cock still inside me.”

I held. It cost me. Every flutter tried to pull the week out of me early, all those ruined spills she’d taken with a still hand or a lifted one, and this was the opposite problem. I was buried in her and not allowed to finish. I kept my hips locked because her heels said still, and because stopping was the only way I was going to get what I’d asked for.

She laughed once, breathless. “God, Cal. You’re shaking like the speakers are too hot. That’s sweet. That’s a little pathetic. I love it. Don’t you dare fix it by moving.”

“I’m not.”

“You want to.”

“I want to.”

“And you’re not.” The wand pressed harder. Her heels locked behind my thighs so I couldn’t pull out and couldn’t thrust. Her clit was right there under the buzz, swollen, and her cunt kept taking these greedy little squeezes around the base of my cock. “Right there. Stay in me. Stay with me, oh, fuck, stay right where you are.”

She came with her head tipped back into the pillow, a rough sound, not pretty. Her cunt clenched hard around my cock in long pulses. I felt every one of them. Hot, tight, gripping me like she meant to keep me, her heels holding me buried while she shook. The wand buzzed on her clit, and she got wetter, a slick rush around me that I could hear. I didn’t move. I couldn’t have, not with her legs locked and her order still in the air. I was so close to spilling that my arms nearly gave, and my balls pulled up tight against her.

“Don’t,” she got out, even while she was coming. “Don’t you come. This one’s mine. You feel it and you wait.”

“I’m waiting,” I said, and the word cracked in my throat.

She rode it out on my cock without letting me thrust, gasping and smiling through it, wicked even while her cunt milked me. The pulses went on longer than I thought they would, hard and then softer, her thighs trembling against my hips. The wand slipped a little because her hand shook. When the clenching eased she clicked the wand off. The hum died. The room was just our breathing, and the blinds, and the wet sound of me still buried in her.

She looked at me, bright-eyed, cheeks flushed, and she saw exactly how close I was. “You didn’t,” she said. “Look at that. Whole week of me ruining you, and you held a real one because I told you to. I’m almost impressed, sweetheart.”

My cock jumped inside her at the word, and she felt it and laughed.

“Almost,” she said. “Don’t get proud.”

Then her hands came up and took my face, both palms warm on my jaw, thumbs at the corners of my mouth. She made me look at her. Her cunt was still fluttering, softer now, soaked, holding me deep.

“Now,” she said. “All of it.”

I thrust into her. Not careful anymore, because she’d taken the careful away with those words. Her heels stayed hooked, but they steered instead of stopping, pulling me in each time I drove deep and letting me draw back just enough to fuck her properly. I pushed into her cunt the way the week had been pushing at me, messy and grateful and too much, and she held my face so I couldn’t hide in her neck.

“That’s it,” she said, filthy and warm, watching my mouth while I lost the rhythm. “Fuck me. Give it to me. All week, Cal. I want it in me. You asked. So give it.”

“Hope, I’m right on it.”

“I know. I can feel your cock getting harder. Come. Now. Deep. All of it, sweetheart, don’t you hold a drop back.”

I came. It hit so hard my thrusts broke, and I shoved in and stayed deep and shook, cock pulsing, cum spilling out of me in long thick spurts inside her cunt. A week of ruined ones sat behind it, all the times she’d let go or held still and I’d spilled weak and aching onto my own stomach or her fingers. This was the other thing entirely. Full, hot, and long, my balls tightening and emptying while she held my face and her heels kept me buried. I heard myself, a rough broken sound I would have been embarrassed by if I’d had any room left for it. I heard her saying my name like she was proud of the mess.

“There you go,” she said, thumbs stroking my jaw while I shuddered. “That’s the one. Feel it. You’re still coming. I can feel you kicking inside me. Don’t stop. Give me the rest.”

I kept coming. It rolled through me in waves, my hips jerking even when I tried to hold, more cum pushing into her and slicking us both. Her cunt took it and gripped me through the aftershocks. My arms shook. I dropped my forehead toward hers, and she didn’t let me look away. Her hands stayed firm on my face. Her eyes stayed on my mouth, like she wanted to see the shape of it when I couldn’t talk. A last few pulses came, weaker but still real, and then cum leaked around my cock where we were joined because there was so much of it. It was warm on my balls. Every twitch made a wet sound.

“All of it,” she said again, quieter. “That’s what you asked for. That’s what you get when you ask like you mean it. Look at you. Shaking. Cock still trying to give me more. I like you like this, Cal. Wrecked the right way.”

“Thank you,” I said, and I meant it so plainly it was almost funny, even to me.

She kissed me once, quick, almost laughing against my mouth. “You’re welcome, sweetheart.” She unhooked her heels at last and let her legs fall open, but she kept her hands on my face a second longer, like she wasn’t done seeing me. “Stay a minute. I like you in me when you’ve actually finished. Don’t pull out and get polite.”

I stayed. My cock softened slowly inside her, cum warm between us, her cunt still fluttering now and then like an afterthought. The striped light lay across her breasts and my wrists. I could smell her tea, gone cold on the nightstand, and sex, and the clean cotton of the sheet. She petted my cheek once, idle, pleased with herself.

“You did ask properly,” she said. “I’ll give you that. Don’t let it go to your head.”

“Too late,” I said.

She laughed, low, the laugh I already knew I was going to hear again.

❦

Monday the downtown studio was dark the way I like a room. The long desk of sliders sat in a dim row, and the glass of the booth threw my headphones back at me in a faint curve. I sat down. I didn’t touch the tea I’d brought. I opened the queue, and a new file sat at the top, short, from her, named Week two. The note under it said only “Want it?” Just that, sitting there like she’d reached into my work and left a hand on my chest.

I typed back one word, yes, sent it, and put the headphones on. The cups settled, and the room went quieter than quiet. My cock stirred in my jeans before I even pressed play, which felt unfair and exactly like her. I pressed play.

Her laugh came first, close and wicked, the same one from the bed. Then her voice, plain as an order.

“Don’t touch it.”


His Wife Paints His Mouth and Pegs Carly in Her Own Lace — Wife-Led Sissy

The bell over the door rang before I had the box of new novels all the way open. The floor answered with that long creak it saved for opening. It started at the threshold and ran back to the till. Nobody stood there. The wind had taken the latch again, because I had forgotten the little wedge.

I nudged the wedge in with my shoe and knelt by the carton. I was thirty, and the quiet before the first real customer still suited me. The novels were cool from the box, spines stiff under my thumbs. I shelved them in a low run by the window, where the light flattered the covers. Dust came up when I slid one home. I wiped it on my jeans and kept going.

The card on the counter was only half done. I had been trying to say why a certain paperback had stayed with me, and the sentence kept turning into a lecture. I hate a lecture. So I left the card, opened the till, and worked the drawer until it stopped sticking. If you rush that drawer, it bites. I wanted it willing before anyone asked for change.

A woman I knew by her canvas bag came in on the next ring of the bell. She had a title she could nearly name, and she was already laughing at herself for it.

“Don’t let me wander,” she said. “I will wander, and then I will buy three things I don’t need.”

“I won’t,” I said, and I walked her straight to the shelf.

The book was where I had left it yesterday, a little proud of itself between thicker neighbors. I put it in her hand. She made a small pleased sound, paid at the till, and told me I had saved her morning. I smiled and meant it. When she was gone I bent over the card again and finished it in a smaller hand. I did not read it aloud. Some things I can write and still not say.

That was the shape of the day. Shelve the box. Ring the sales. Write the card. Walk a person to a thing they already wanted. What I did with my own wanting, I kept where the cards didn’t go.

❦

Dusk sat in the kitchen, lamps not on yet. Two mugs waited on the table where I had set them before work. Her alarm had just gone off in the bedroom, a blunt little sound, and then it quit. A moment later she came through in a soft old shirt, hair half up, scrub pants not on yet. The scrubs were dumped over the chair. Her badge reel was clipped to the pocket so it would not vanish in the wash.

Lori was thirty-two. She had a freckled throat and strong hands, and she looked at me as if she already knew the end of my sentence. She was my wife. She worked nights. Most weeks we passed in doorways, a kiss that tasted like toothpaste or coffee, and a promise to talk properly later.

She dropped into the chair and wrapped both hands around the empty mug. Then she tied her hair the rest of the way up, elbows out, and grinned.

“All right,” she said. “Last shift. A fender-bender comes in, perfectly fine, more embarrassed than hurt. We get his shirt up to check his ribs, and he’s wearing the prettiest black lace I’ve seen all week. Then he asks me, dead serious, if his wife will be angrier about the car or about me having seen them. I told him if she’s angry about the lace, she’s aiming wrong. He looked at me like I’d handed him a pardon.”

I laughed. It came out before I could dress it up. Then the heat hit my face so fast I felt it in my ears. She watched that happen. She missed very little, except the things I was desperate for her to miss.

“I’m red,” I said. Pretending otherwise would have insulted us both. “I can feel it. I don’t know why.”

“You’re red,” she said. Her smile was warm and a bit wicked, not unkind. “My delicate bookstore man.” She flicked my cuff, friendly, nothing more. “You alphabetize worries too, I bet. Right next to the novels.”

“I don’t alphabetize,” I said.

The worst of the heat eased. She had let me off without the question under the question. She never asked that question. I held the edge of the table and let the subject die.

I boiled the water and pushed her mug back full. She drank, sighed, and pulled the scrubs on over her shirt. The reel went where she liked it. She filled her travel mug, the one with the white lid that never quite shut unless you pressed the middle. She kissed me on the mouth, brief and ordinary and dear.

“Don’t wait up,” she said.

The house took the sound of her key with her. The quiet changed shape as soon as the lock caught.

❦

I know where it started, even when I pretend the drawer invented it.

A donation box had come in near closing, back when the shop still felt new under my hands. I was shelving returns with the lights half down, twenty-five and too proud of my own key to the till. Under the paperbacks sat a thin catalog, lingerie, pages soft from other hands. I should have dropped it on the discard pile. I didn’t. I stood there with a black lace page open and my face hot, and a cough from the front almost made me drop it. I shoved the catalog under the counter. I rang out the last sale like a man with nothing on his mind. Then I walked to my first apartment with the want sitting on my chest like a second shirt.

Nobody else had a key to that place. The mirror hung crooked on the closet door, because I didn’t own a level. I couldn’t sleep. At three in the morning I ordered a pair of black lace panties, and the dangerous part was wanting them before I clicked, and wanting them after. I opened the package in the kitchen with the blinds down. My face went hot before I even touched the lace.

They were smaller than I expected, and finer. I put them on anyway.

❦

Under my jeans, at the till, they were a fact nobody could see. I rang people up and shelved books and felt the lace move when I walked. Shame and heat lived in the same inch of me. They refused to take turns. A customer asked if I was all right, and I said the shop was warm. It wasn’t. I was.

❦

Stockings came into it after the lace had survived a week of daylight. The red lipstick came after the stockings. I bought a cheap one, drew it on badly, wiped it off, and drew it on again until my mouth looked ready for a different kind of sentence. That night I stood at the crooked mirror with the lace on, the stockings on, and my mouth red. I took hold of my cock and watched my own face. The shame was so bright I could hardly breathe. I came anyway, biting my lip so I wouldn’t make a sound, because the walls were thin. My face stayed red long after. I folded the lace into the back of a drawer under a sweater and told myself that was the end of it.

It wasn’t.

❦

After the wedding, her nights brought the want back dressed as her things. Worse, and better.

We had a small rented house by then. A kitchen table. A hall mirror. A bedroom where the long mirror on the closet door hung straight, because Lori owned a level and believed in using it. Her lingerie drawer was on the left. Black lace. Stockings. A red lipstick and a liner for when we went out.

On her shifts the house was empty and the drawer was right there. I would stand with my hand on the wood and bargain, palm flat, heart stupid.

Just the one pair. Just to feel it. Then back, exactly, so the fold matches.

Her black lace was softer than the pair I had ordered, and warmer for having been hers. I put them on. I took them off. I matched the edges the same fold she used, stretch hidden. Another night the stockings were in my hands too, rolled to mid-thigh, and I told myself the lace had already crossed the line, so the stockings hardly counted. Another night it was her lipstick, just a little, wiped off with the care of a man hiding a crime nobody had reported. Every time I did a little more. Every time the long mirror showed me someone I had never shown anyone. Every time I shut the drawer and swore this one had been the last.

It never was.

I got better at the folding. That frightened me. I had become competent at putting her life back. Then I made tea I didn’t want and sat at the kitchen table, waiting to feel like a husband who had not just worn his wife’s panties in the dark.

I called that version of me Carly, in my head, and only there. It was the private word for the person in the glass when the lace was on and my mouth was red and I could stand to look. I had never said it out loud. I had never written it on a card. Lori didn’t know it. As far as I believed, nobody knew any of it. That belief was the beam I walked on.

❦

The beam shook on a laundry day. A stupid place for a life to tilt. That was where it happened.

We were on the bed with the basket between us, sorting. Towels, shirts, the soft wreckage of a week. She talked while her hands worked, a story about a coworker who stole yogurts and then denied the yogurts existed. I kept my eyes on the towels. Matching corners. Grateful for a job that needed eyes.

Then she went quiet in a different register. I glanced up. She was holding a pair of her black lace panties to the window light.

She frowned, just a little. Not angry. Puzzled, the look she gave a bill that didn’t add up. The lace at one side sat stretched, a small pulled place that hadn’t been there when the pair was new. She turned them. She checked the seam. She said nothing. She folded them carefully, set them on her pile, and reached for the next thing.

My ears were hot. My hands kept moving, because stopping would have been a confession, and she had not asked a question. I matched a washcloth to its twin. I said something witless about the yogurt thief. She snorted and let the subject stay the yogurt. The lace sat folded between us like a closed book I had written notes in.

I was sure, sitting there, that I would never open the drawer again. The want sat in me anyway, patient as a closed shop.

❦

A rare night out arrived on an evening her rotation gave back. I stood in the hall trying not to pace, jacket on, keys biting my palm. The hall mirror was where she did her mouth when she cared about it. She had the liner in one hand and the red lipstick in the other. She was precise, the same care she used on a dressing. She pressed her lips together, opened them, and checked the line. Her eyes came up and found mine in the glass.

I had been staring. I knew it the second she caught me.

“You okay there?” she said. Not sharp. Curious, a little teasing.

“I’m fine,” I said.

I was not fine. I went red to the ears, a full stupid flush, and I could see it beside her finished mouth. She capped the lipstick and turned to me, not to the glass. She smiled.

“You look like you’re about to review the restaurant before we’ve sat down,” she said.

I laughed, because laughing was a door out, and I took the door. I offered her my arm. We left. I watched her mouth and tried to look like a man who only loved his wife, which was true, and not like a man watching a color he had put on his own mouth in an empty house, which was also true. I still couldn’t tell what she had seen. A husband being odd, or something nearer the bone. I chose the kinder reading.

The kinder reading did not last.

❦

Her next run of nights came, and I broke the promise on the first of them. I waited until the house had been quiet long enough that her key wasn’t going to turn by mistake. Then I went into the bedroom and opened the left-hand drawer. The black lace was where she had folded it after the laundry. The stretched place was hidden on the inside. That felt like a courtesy I didn’t deserve. I took the panties. I took the stockings. I took the lipstick, and the liner too, because I had watched her hands and I wanted a clean edge for once. Not the clumsy red from that first apartment.

I undressed completely. No half measures by then. No jeans ready to yank up. I rolled the stockings to mid-thigh and smoothed them. The grip at the tops made my legs feel claimed by the mirror before the rest of me agreed. The lace came last. I stepped into it and drew it up. My cock was already hard. It had been hard since the drawer opened. The lace held me tight and sweet and slightly wrong for the cut of the thing. The head of me showed under the black. My balls sat snug and obvious if I looked down. I looked. Then I made myself look up, into the long mirror on the closet door.

I lined my mouth slowly, lower lip first, and filled it with the red. My hand shook. The line still wasn’t hers, but it was better than it used to be. I pressed my lips together and opened them. The man in the glass had a mouth that failed to match his body, except that it didn’t fail. The lace matched it. The stockings matched it. The flush climbing his chest matched it. Carly, I thought, and I didn’t say it. I never said it. The house was empty. I was the only one who could have heard. I still didn’t give the word any air.

I put one hand flat on the glass, fingers spread. I needed the cool of it. I wanted the man in the mirror touched by somebody, even if the somebody was me. My other hand settled on my cock through the lace. I stroked slowly. Shame liked it slow. Fabric dragged over the head, and the wet of me started to darken the black. My face was red. My chest was red, blotchy down to the lace. I watched all of it and didn’t look away. That rule came from the first apartment, and I had never managed to break it. If I was going to do this, I was going to see myself do it.

The want had a shape, and the shape was her, even when I tried not to aim it. Not a plan. A picture I had no permission for. Lori in a doorway, not angry, just looking, the same look from the hall. Her red mouth. Her hand where my hand was, calm, as if she had decided this was hers to handle and I could stop gripping quite so hard. I thought of her voice saying my name. Then, worse and hotter, not saying it. Saying nothing while she saw the lace and understood the stretch. My cock jumped under my palm. I bit my lower lip and tasted the lipstick, waxy and sweet. The bite smeared the red a little. That undid me more than the neat line had.

I slipped my hand inside the lace. Skin on skin. My cock was thick in my fist, and I dragged the panties aside so I wouldn’t ruin them worse than I already had. Even then some clerkish part of me was minding the merchandise. My other hand stayed on the glass. I stroked properly, root to head, thumb over the slit. My balls tightened. My ass clenched. I was aware of my hole with a sudden bare clarity, empty and wanting, and I didn’t follow that thought with a finger. Both hands were spoken for. I was not going to turn this into more than I could fold away.

The mirror held the whole of it, red mouth and red chest, stockings gripping mid-thigh, black lace hauled aside around a cock I was fucking into my own fist. I looked like a man who had stopped arguing with himself. I also looked like a man who would have to start again in a minute. Both were true enough to soften my knees.

I came into my own palm. I kept it clear of her lace on purpose, cupping it, spilling over my fingers and not onto the black. A small useless decency. It mattered anyway. The sound I made was ugly and quiet, caught behind my bitten lip. My hand left a fogged print on the glass when I finally dropped it. For a few breaths I just stood there, spent. My cock softened in the ruined set of the panties. My mouth was smeared. My chest was still blotched. Shame didn’t cancel the relief. Relief didn’t cancel the shame. They sat down together. Neither offered to leave.

Then I finished the ritual, because it wasn’t done until the house was hers again. I eased the lace off without letting my palm touch it. In the bathroom I washed my hands. I used one of her makeup wipes, and then another, until the red was gone and my mouth was only chapped from the bite. Back in the bedroom I folded the panties with the stretch inside, edges matched. Stockings in their roll. Lipstick cap-out. Liner where it lived. If you didn’t know, you wouldn’t know.

I shut the drawer. I told myself that was the last time. I even got into bed on my own side and slept, which felt like proof.

It wasn’t proof.

❦

Another of her nights, I did it again. Of course.

The drawer came open under my hand. Her black lace went on, and the stockings, rolled to mid-thigh. I lined my mouth and filled it red, and I stood at the long mirror with one palm just meeting the glass. I was hard in the lace. My face was already heating. Carly stayed unnamed in the room with me. I told myself I would be quick and careful and exact, the worn-out story of a man who knows better and does it anyway.

Then I heard her key in the front door.

She was hours early. The sound was hers and nobody else’s, that particular hitch in the lock. My whole body went cold and hot at once. I could not get the lace off, or the lipstick off, or the drawer shut, or myself into a man who had been reading. There wasn’t time. There was the hall, and her steps, and the bedroom door coming.

I bit my lip without meaning to. The red smeared. My hand stayed flat on the glass, useless.

The bedroom door opened.

❦

The bedroom door opened, and I was still at the long mirror, with her red lipstick smeared on my mouth, and there was no time left to fix any of it.

Lori stood in the doorway in her scrubs, badge clipped to the pocket, bag in her hand, and the house was dead quiet around her. Her shift had been canceled, and I had known she was home from the key in the lock, but I had stood there anyway, hoping the glass might take me. She set the bag down and looked me over from my mouth to the stockings, and she did not laugh.

Heat climbed my face and then my neck, and I could feel how red I was, so I said so, because I always do. “I’m blushing. I know it.” My hands came up to cover the front of me, but they were late. My cock stayed hard in her black lace panties, thin enough that she could see the shape and the wet spot I had already made. The stockings were hers, black, with the seam up the back, and the lipstick sat crooked where I had put it on and then bitten it.

She came in and sat on the end of the bed, still in the scrubs, and she looked at me in the glass.

“How long,” she said.

I stayed at the mirror, because turning around felt worse. “Since before you,” I said. “Since my first apartment. I ordered a pair of black lace panties at three in the morning, and I’ve never told anyone. Not you. Not a soul.”

My cock didn’t go down while I said it, and that felt like telling on myself twice.

Her thumb caught the badge, tugged it out on the reel, and let it snap back against her chest. “You’re thirty and I’m thirty-two,” she said. “I’ve seen everything a body can do, and this isn’t even strange, Carl. It’s lace. It’s my lipstick. It’s you, hard in my drawers, looking at me like I’m about to pack a bag.”

I let out a breath that shook. “I look like an idiot in your things.”

“You look like my husband who got caught,” she said. She held up a hand and counted it off on her fingers, calm as a list she already knew. “Next time, I do it. Properly. My lace, not a panic grab. My lipstick, lined, not smeared on in the dark. A name, if you’ve got one.”

I had one, and I had never said it out loud, not once. “Carly,” I said. It came out small. “That’s the name.”

She nodded like I had handed her something she could use. “Carly. All right. If you ask for more, there’s more. My rules. A cage, and I keep the key. A strap-on, if you want me in your ass. You don’t have to want all of it tonight. You do have to say what you want, out loud, where I can hear it.”

“I want you to do it properly,” I said. My cock twitched in the lace, and she saw it in the mirror, because of course she did. “I don’t know about the cage yet. Or the rest.”

“Then we leave the rest until you know,” she said. She stood. “Kitchen. I’m not settling this while you’re hiding in a mirror. Robe if you want it. Or don’t. It’s your house too, and I’m not your boss.”

I pulled her robe on over the lace, because the hall felt longer than it was, and I went anyway, stockings and all. She was already at the table. She poured two mugs of tea and set one in front of me, and she sat down like she was going over a shift, not like she was angry.

“Listen to me,” she said. “You can say no. If you say no, I hand you a makeup wipe, we go to bed, and nothing between us changes. I don’t have a hold on your job. I don’t have a hold on the house. Saying no doesn’t cost you a thing, and I’m not going to sulk about it in the morning.” She tapped her mug. “If we start and you want it stopped, the word is marigold. You say marigold, same thing. Wipe, bed, nothing changes. You’re sober. I’m sober. This is tea. So tell me yes in your own words, or tell me no.”

I looked at the tea and at my hands, which were steady, and at the fact that I was still hard under the table. “Yes,” I said. “I want this. I want you to paint me and dress me in your lace and call me Carly. I’m saying yes. I’m not drunk and I’m not guessing. Yes.”

She smiled then, a real one, warm at the eyes. “Beautiful,” she said. Hearing it made my cock jump against the lace so hard I had to shift in the chair, and she saw the shift. “There you are. Finish the tea. Then we go back and I do it right.”

We drank. She didn’t rush me, and she didn’t fill the quiet with a speech. When the mugs were low she stood, and I followed her, robe open, the stockings whispering on my legs.

At the long mirror she took a wipe from the packet on the nightstand and cleaned my mouth, and the red came off in streaks. I watched it go, and my stomach dropped.

“Don’t look at me,” I said. “I look stupid.”

She stopped with the wipe still in her hand. “Is that a no? Because if it is, this wipe finishes the job and we go to bed, and nothing changes.”

“It isn’t a no,” I said. “It’s my face being a coward. Yes. Do it properly.”

She took my chin then, gentle, and held it. “Hold still.”

I held still.

She got her liner and the red lipstick from the nightstand. She lined my mouth first, slow, the pencil cool on my lip, and then she filled it in and pressed, and she did the edges again until they sat even. She turned me to the mirror and stood behind me, so I had to see it.

The mouth was right this time. The lace was hers, and the stockings were hers, and my face was still red, and my cock pushed at the panties like it had an opinion of its own.

“That’s my sissy,” she said, close to my ear, and she wasn’t laughing at me. “My princess. Say it back so I know you heard me.”

“I’m your sissy,” I said. “I’m your princess. And I’m hard. You can see it.”

“I can.” She sat on the edge of the bed and peeled the scrub pants off, and she left the top on, badge still clipped. Nothing under the pants, or she had taken it off with them. She pointed at the floor between her feet. “Down, Carly.”

I went to my knees. The rug bit a little through the stockings. I knew marigold, and I left it unsaid, because I didn’t want it.

She spread her knees. Her cunt was right there, already wet, her clit a little swollen, and the smell of her hit me before my mouth did. She put a hand in my hair.

“Suck it like you mean it, princess, and then I’m fucking you in my own stockings.”

I leaned in and kissed the inside of her thigh first, because I wanted the print, and the lipstick left a clean red ring on her skin. She made a sound that was half a laugh and half a curse.

“You see that?” she said. “Say what you just did.”

“I kissed your thigh,” I said. “Your lipstick is on you now. My mouth did that.”

“Again. Higher. I want the rings where I can look down and see them while you eat me.”

I kissed her again and again, working up the soft skin, and each kiss left red. She held my hair and didn’t let me rush. When I got to her cunt I licked her, a long slow stroke through the wet, and then I put my painted mouth on her and kissed her there too. The red smeared into the crease. She tasted like salt and skin, and I still tasted the tea under her, which was ridiculous, and I noticed it anyway.

“Lick my clit,” she said. “Don’t get shy now that you’re actually doing it.”

I licked her clit. I used the flat of my tongue, and then the point, and she rolled her hips to meet me. Every time I pulled back to breathe, another ring sat on her inner thigh, and then another, until both thighs were marked and the newest prints were wet at the edges. My cock leaked in her lace. The panties cut across me every time I shifted on my knees, and my balls ached with it.

She looked down and said it plain. “Red rings, Carly. All up my thighs. That’s my lipstick and your mouth, and you’re kneeling in my stockings like you were built for the floor.”

“I want more,” I said against her.

“Look at you, Carly. My lipstick all over my cunt, and you still want more.”

“I do,” I said. “Please.”

“Then stop talking and suck.”

I sucked her clit, and she ground against my mouth and took my head in both hands, and one of them stayed tight in my hair. She talked the whole time, blunt and close, fucking my mouth while she did it.

“That’s my princess with a painted mouth. That’s my sissy eating me like you thought about it for years and never asked. Did you practice this, Carly, or did you only hide?”

“Only hid,” I said, and it came out muffled in her cunt. “I thought about your mouth on me. I thought about mine on you. I never asked.”

“Ask now.”

“Please let me make you come,” I said. “Please, Lori. I want to lick you until you come on my mouth.”

“You will,” she said. “Stay on my clit. Hands on my thighs. I want to feel you there.”

I stayed. I licked and sucked and kissed, and when my jaw started to complain I kept going anyway, because her hand in my hair was the answer and her hips were the rest of it. The red on her thighs got messier, rings overlapping, some smeared where my chin dragged. Her cunt got wetter until it was on my mouth and my chin and what was left of the lipstick. She said Carly over and over, and then she gave me the sentence that undid me.

“That’s perfect, princess. Right there. Don’t you move.”

My cock throbbed so hard I thought I might come in the lace from her voice alone, but I didn’t. I kept my mouth on her clit and sucked, steady, and her thighs closed on my ears. She came holding my hair, shaking, cunt pulsing against my tongue, and a rough sound broke in her chest and turned into a laugh, warm, like she couldn’t help it. I licked her through it until she tugged my hair and told me enough, and I stopped, breathing hard, lipstick wrecked, chin slick.

She looked down at herself. “You wrote all over me,” she said. “I can see every place your mouth was.”

“You told me to,” I said.

“I did.” She pulled me up by the hair, not enough to hurt, and got me onto the bed beside her. She didn’t climb on my cock. She put the heel of her hand on the lace over it, slow, and she felt how hard I was, and how wet the panties had gotten. “Still want more, or was that the whole show?”

“More,” I said. I was blushing again, and I told her. “I’m red. I know. Rub my cock. Through your panties. I want to come in them.”

“Say it like you mean the mess.”

“I want to come in your lace,” I said. “I want you to feel it. Please.”

She pressed harder. The heel of her hand worked the length of my cock through the black lace, slow first, and I felt every bit of the fabric drag over the head. Then she went hard, once she’d decided the job was hers, and my balls tightened, and I grabbed the sheet. She watched my face and my cock both, scrub top still on, thighs still printed red, and she talked while she did it.

“Look at that. Hard in my panties, mouth a mess, and you’re going to soak my lace like getting caught was the plan.”

“It wasn’t the plan,” I said, and it broke on a groan. “I just, Lori.”

“Carly,” she said, and her hand went harder, grinding the lace against me. “Give it to me. In the lace. I want to see it come through.”

I came. It hit fast and thick, and cum pumped into her black lace panties, hot against her palm, and it soaked through so she could feel the wet spread under her hand. She kept the heel of her hand there and worked me through it, slow again, once I started to shake. I twitched, too sensitive, saying her name and Carly in the same breath, and I caught her wrist when I couldn’t take another stroke. She let me.

She looked at the ruined lace and at my mouth, and she smiled like we’d gotten away with something together. “There,” she said. “That’s properly, for tonight. I meant the rest of what I said. I’m going to fuck you in these stockings. Not while you’re half gone, and not while a shift might still happen. You’ll wait, and so will I.”

She kissed my forehead, a strange tender thing after all of that, and then she wiped my mouth clean again, gentle.

Morning came in on the kitchen table, where her keys sat next to a small wrapped box, and a note in her handwriting. Open it with me. Tuesday.

❦

Tuesday was her night off, and the lamp was already on. I sat on our bed with the small wrapped box in front of me on the quilt. Plain brown paper. Her note was still under the ribbon, right where I had left it since morning. I had walked past that box all day and not touched it. That felt like the hardest thing I had done since I said yes at the kitchen table.

Lori came in from the hall in an old shirt and soft pants. Her hair was damp at the ends. She dropped down across from me, and she looked rested for once. That almost never happened on a night off. Her thumbnail slid under the tape.

“You really waited,” she said.

“I really did,” I said. “I stood in the kitchen with a mug and stared at it. I kept thinking it might open itself. It didn’t. I figured you’d know if I cheated.”

She laughed, low and easy. “I would have. Hold it steady.”

I held the box. Her thumbnail split the tape in one pull. She peeled the paper back and folded it aside, neat, the way she folds everything. Tissue paper. Then a small steel cage, bright and closed, smaller than I had let myself picture. The heat hit my ears so fast I knew my face had gone with it.

“I’m red,” I said. “To the ears. I can feel it burning.”

“You are.” She grinned and lifted the cage by the ring. She held it up to the lamp and turned it so the light ran along the bars. “Look at that, Carly. Little piece of steel, and you’re already the color of my lipstick. You scared of it, or just embarrassed I bought it?”

My cock thickened in my shorts while she was still talking. It was a slow heavy swell I could not hide, and the cotton pulled tight over it. She glanced down. Her grin did not change.

“Answer me,” she said.

“Both,” I said. “And I’m hard. You didn’t even touch me. You’re holding it up like a prize at a fair, and my cock decided that was enough.”

“It’s a prize,” she said. “Mine.” She set the cage back on the tissue and got up. “Stay put.”

She went to her lingerie drawer and opened it. I knew that drawer. I had stood at it in the dark more times than I was going to confess again tonight. She took out a pair of her stockings, the sheer ones with the darker band at the top, and shook them once so they hung from her fingers.

“Wait,” I said. “Not you putting them on me. My legs are hairy. Up close you’ll see every hair, and I’ll look ridiculous.”

She laughed, warm, not at me, just delighted by the whole picture. “Hairy doesn’t scare nylon, princess. And I like them that way.” She came back to the foot of the bed with the stockings hanging from her fingers, and she didn’t reach for me yet. “Is that your legs talking, or is that a no? If it’s a no, these go back in the drawer and nobody sulks.”

“My legs,” I said. “It’s not a no. Yes. Put them on me.”

“Then the shorts come off,” she said. “Your hands, not mine.”

I lifted my hips and pushed the shorts down myself. My cock stood up against my stomach, flushed, a bead already at the tip. The long mirror was right there on the closet door. I looked at the ceiling because I was not ready for it.

“Eyes on me,” she said.

I looked. She sat at my feet and gathered one stocking in her quick hands. She rolled it. The nylon went over my foot, caught on the hair of my calf, and she smoothed it up anyway, palm flat, unbothered. It clung. It showed every dark hair. I made a face at my own shin.

“See?” I said. “It’s stupid. You can see all of it.”

“It’s mine, and it’s on you, and I like it,” she said. She did the other leg the same way, slower, working the sheer fabric past my knee. When the band settled high on my thigh she ran her thumb under it and let it snap against the skin. I jumped. My cock jumped with me. “There. Out loud. What’s that feel like on you?”

“Soft,” I said. “Too soft for how I look. And my cock won’t go down, which is rude of it, considering what you just unwrapped.”

“Considering I’m about to lock it,” she said. “If you want it locked. Last night you didn’t know about the cage yet, and I meant it when I said we’d wait until you did. So tell me. Yes or no, Carly?”

“Yes,” I said, and I kept my eyes on hers while I said it. “Lock me.”

“Then lie back,” she said. “Hands on the quilt.”

I lay back. The stockings pulled a little at the hair when I moved, a strange constant reminder. She took the cage. Her hands were steady, quick and sure, the same hands she uses when something matters. I was too hard for it. She knew. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and stroked once, slow, just to watch my stomach pull in. Then she waited, thumb under the head, until I eased enough that she could feed me into the steel. The bars were cool. My balls sat heavy under the ring when she settled it behind them, and she checked the fit with two fingers, gentle and sure. The lock found its place. It clicked.

That sound was small. It still went all the way through me.

“God,” I said.

“Breathe,” she said. She had her black lace panties in her other hand, the pair that had been hers first. She worked them up my stockinged legs, careful over the nylon, and drew them up over the cage until the lace sat snug across the steel. My cock pressed the bars and the lace pressed back, and there was nowhere for it to go. A thin shine of wet already marked the black.

“How’s that feel, my sissy?” she asked.

“Tight,” I said. “Caught. I can feel every bar, and the lace is yours, and I already know I’m going to make a mess in it.”

“That’s the idea.” She stood beside the bed. The retractable badge reel was clipped at her hip, the one she wore to work, plain plastic and a cord. She took the little key, clipped it on beside her badge, and drew the cord out until the key hung in the air between her hip and my face. “You see it?”

“I see it.”

She let go. It snapped back against her hip with a hard plastic crack. I flinched. She watched me flinch and smiled.

“That’s the sound you get instead of the key,” she said. “You want out, you ask me. Out loud. And if anything ever stops feeling good, you say marigold, and this key comes off the reel right then. No asking nicely. No waiting. Can you do that?”

“I can ask,” I said. “If I want out, I ask you. If something’s wrong, I say marigold.”

“And right now?”

“Right now I don’t want out,” I said. My face was hot again. “I want whatever you’re doing. I’m just embarrassed that you can see how much.”

She took the red lipstick from the nightstand, the same tube, and she took my chin. “Up. Mirror.”

She walked me to the long mirror on the closet door. I stood in her stockings and her lace, the cage obvious under the black, my cock trying to swell and meeting steel. She stood behind me, close, her shirt against my bare back, and she uncapped the tube. The smell was waxy and sweet. She painted my mouth, slow, filling it in, then lined the edge until the red was clean and bright. She capped it, set it down, and put her hands on my hips so I could not turn away from the glass.

“Look,” she said. “All of it. Name it for me, Carly.”

I saw a bookish man with hairy legs shining through her stockings. I saw a red mouth, black lace, and the blunt shape of the steel under it. I saw her chin near my shoulder and her eyes in the glass, pleased, a little wicked, fond.

“I see your stockings on my hairy legs,” I said. “Your lipstick. Your lace over the cage. I can’t pretend any of it isn’t there. It all shows, and I’m red again, if you were wondering.”

“I wasn’t wondering,” she said. “It’s supposed to show. You look like mine.” She kissed the side of my neck, not my mouth, and her hands stayed on my hips. “Bed. On your back. I want that red, but I want it on me while I use you.”

She walked me back, and when my knees hit the mattress she pushed. I went down. She pulled her shirt off over her head and shoved her pants down and stepped out of them. She had nothing on underneath. Breasts bare. Cunt bare, a dark trim of hair, already a little shiny between her thighs. She had unclipped the reel from her pants on the way down and kept it in her fist, and the key swung against her wrist when she moved. She climbed over me and straddled my right thigh. Her hands came down on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed.

“Stay, Carly,” she said. “My sissy doesn’t get to rut. You lie there and let me have this leg.”

“Okay,” I said, and my cock strained at the bars the second her weight settled, useless and aching.

She lowered herself. Her cunt met the nylon, hot and wet, and she dragged herself up the length of my thigh, slow, so I felt every bit of her. Her lips spread on the sheer fabric. Her clit caught and slid. The stocking went dark where she was wet. She did it again, a longer grind, and the muscle in my thigh jumped under her. Then she leaned down and kissed me.

Her mouth took the red off mine. I tasted lipstick and her, waxy and warm, and she kissed me open, tongue against mine, while her hips kept working. She ground down harder. I felt her cunt open a little against the nylon, slick and soft and sure of itself, and she rolled forward until her clit dragged a line I could feel through the sheer stocking. My hands stayed on the quilt. Not grabbing her was its own ache.

“Lori,” I said into her mouth.

“Carly,” she said. “My sissy. Say what I’m doing. I want it out loud.”

“You’re grinding your cunt on my leg,” I said. “On your stocking. You’re getting it soaked. I can feel how wet you are, and your clit keeps catching, and you’re kissing your lipstick off my mouth while you do it.”

“And what are you doing?”

“Nothing I can finish,” I said, and it came out almost a laugh, wrecked. “My cock is trying. It’s pushing the cage. The lace is wet from me already. I’m leaking, and I can’t even get a hand on myself, and I don’t want to.”

She looked down between us without stopping her hips. A slow string of precum had pushed out through the bars and the lace and hung there, clear, shining, stretching when I breathed. She watched it, still grinding, and she smiled against my cheek.

“Look at you, Carly,” she said. “Locked up in my panties, making a mess, and I’m the one getting off on your thigh. My lipstick’s all over both our mouths. You like that?”

“Yes.”

“All of it, princess. Don’t get shy on me now.”

“I like it,” I said. “I like your cunt on me. I like that I can’t get hard all the way. I like that you’re using my leg like it belongs to you, because it does tonight. I’m so hard it hurts in the steel, and I don’t want you to stop.”

“Perfect,” she said.

The word hit, and my cock surged in the cage, a helpless throb against the bars. Another bead pushed out and joined the string. The lace clung, damp and black, and the slow leak ran down toward my balls. She felt the jump go through my thigh and laughed, breathless, pleased.

“There it is,” she said. “One nice word and you drip for me. Hold still, my sissy. I’m not done with this stocking.”

She pinned my shoulders harder and rode my thigh in earnest. Her cunt slid up and down the nylon, wetter every pass, the sound of it soft and obscene in the quiet room. I could smell her, warm and sharp, mixed with the lipstick. Her clit dragged, a small hard point through the sheer fabric, and she chased it. Shorter strokes. Then longer, grinding the whole of her pussy along me until the band of the stocking was soaked and stuck to the hair underneath. She kissed me again, messier, red smeared on both our mouths and a little on her chin, her breath hot. Her breasts brushed my chest. I kept my hands where she had put them, fingers twisted in the quilt, and every time she ground down I felt the cage bite just enough to remind me I was not going to come.

“Talk to me,” she said. “Don’t you go quiet under there.”

“You feel so good,” I said. “Hot. You’re shaking a little. I can feel it in your thighs. Your clit is right on the nylon, catching every time you rock. Carly’s just lying here with a caged cock and a red mouth and your cunt using him. Use me. Please. I want to feel you come on my leg.”

“My sissy,” she said, and her voice had gone rough. “My pretty locked-up sissy. Stay right there. Say whose stocking this is.”

“Yours.”

“Whose lace?”

“Yours. And the key’s yours. On your reel. I’m not asking for it.”

“Sweet of you, not asking,” she said, and even that landed, a fresh throb in the steel. More precum welled out in that same slow string until it broke and soaked a darker spot in the black lace. She felt me jerk and grinned into the kiss. “Sensitive, aren’t you. I’m close. Keep talking.”

“I can feel you getting tighter,” I said. “Your cunt’s slipping. You’re so wet, and the nylon’s hot under you. Come on me, Lori. Come on your sissy’s thigh. I want the stocking ruined. I want to lie here locked while you finish.”

She ground down and stayed, rolling her hips in a tight circle, cunt spread wide on the nylon. Her thighs started to tremble against my hip. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. She kissed me through it, open-mouthed, a broken sound in her throat, lipstick and breath and the wet sound of her cunt on the stocking. Then she came. I felt it, the clutch and the pulse of her against my thigh, a rush of wet that soaked through the nylon onto my skin. Her whole body went tight and then shook. She kept moving through it, smaller, greedy, kissing the last of the red off my lower lip, saying my name the way she had settled on.

“Carly,” she said, wrecked and warm. “My sissy. Fuck. That’s it. Stay.”

She rode the last of it out on me, hips twitching, cunt fluttering against the sheer fabric, until the shaking eased and she was just breathing hard against my mouth. My thigh shone under her. The stocking was dark and stuck to the hair, her wet all over it. Between my legs the lace was a mess, the cage stark under it, and the string of precum had leaked down and soaked the black. My cock throbbed in the steel and could not finish. I was red to the ears again, and I was about to say so when she climbed off and stood. Her chest was still rising. She was bare and flushed, smiling like she had won something small and filthy.

She drew the cord out of the reel in her fist until the key winked in the lamp, bright and close and not mine. She let it snap back. The crack was the same as before. Final.

“You stay locked,” she said. “I come. You leak. That’s tonight, Carly.”

I nodded, mouth still tasting her and the lipstick. “I know.”

“Say it so I can hear it.”

“I stay locked,” I said. “You came on my thigh. I leaked in your lace. The key’s on your reel, and I’m not asking.”

She looked at me, fond and filthy at once, and laughed under her breath. “Red again.”

“I know,” I said. “I can feel it.”

❦

The next night she was on shift. I was reading in bed, still in her lace, the cage a constant dull ache, when my phone lit up with one photo from her break room. Our quilt. A strap-on lying across it in its harness, blunt and waiting in the lamp light I knew. Under it she had written, Sunday, princess.

❦

Sunday morning leaked in at the edges of the blinds, thin and pale, and I was already on the bed in her stockings when the bedroom door opened. Lori set her travel mug on the dresser with her badge reel still clipped at her hip, and she took me in with that nurse look, the one that means she already knows the chart.

“There you are,” she said. “My sissy, waiting like I told you.”

Heat climbed my face before I had a word ready. “I’m blushing,” I said, because I always do, and because she likes it said out loud. The steel cage sat snug around my cock and balls, and that dull ache had lived with me since Tuesday, while over the lock her black lace was pulled up as far as it would go. The sheer stockings snagged on the hair of my legs every time I shifted.

She didn’t rush. She peeled her scrub top off, kicked her shoes under the chair, and stepped out of the scrub pants. Then she clipped the badge reel to the band of her panties and stood in her own black lace. The harness was on the quilt, so she picked it up, and the strap-on was blunt and heavy in her hand. She stepped into the straps with those quick steady hands, buckled it over the lace at her hips, and gave the base a small tug so it sat flat against her.

“Eyes up, Carly,” she said.

I looked, and the toy jutted out over her panties while the key on her badge reel swung once against her hip and went still. My cock tried to swell in the cage just from watching her buckle it, and she caught that too. A small smile pulled at her mouth.

“Already? I haven’t even touched you.”

“I know,” I said, “it’s been doing that since the photo.”

She laughed, warm and low, and came to the end of the bed. “Sit up and face the mirror, because I’m not fucking you with a bare mouth.”

I sat where she pointed, knees apart, so the cage hung between my thighs, and the long mirror on the closet door gave me both of us at once. Daylight laid a pale line across the rug. She stood between my knees with the lip liner and the red lipstick, and the reel tapped my thigh every time she leaned in.

“Hold still,” she said.

She lined my mouth first, slow and exact, and the pencil was cool at the corners while I could smell the end of her shift on her skin, soap and coffee and the hallway. Then came the lipstick. She painted the top lip, then the bottom, and pressed them together with her thumb so the color would set. In the mirror the red looked borrowed, and I had no idea what to do with it.

“There,” she said. “Say something.”

“I look ridiculous,” I said, and even I heard how thin it was.

“You look like mine,” she said.

One kind sentence and my cock shoved hard against the steel, so a thick ache made me shift on the quilt. She watched it happen in the mirror and didn’t bother hiding her grin.

“See? Princess hears one nice thing and the cage tells on you. Open.”

I opened, and she checked the corners, wiped a smear off my chin with her thumb, and capped the lipstick, while the key swung when she straightened.

Her finger came down and pointed at the rug. “On your knees, Carly, and the stockings stay on, because I want the cage where I can see it.”

I went, and the stockings slid on the wood for a second before my knees found the rug, while the lace tugged where it was caught under the cage. From down there the toy sat right at my mouth, and the harness straps cut neat lines over her hips, with her cunt still covered by the black lace behind the base. Past her thigh I had the mirror, and my own red mouth in it.

She took the shaft in one hand and brought the head to my lips.

“Wait,” I said, and it jumped out before I had a plan. “I’ll smear it everywhere, and you just did all that.”

She stopped with the toy still in her hand and looked down at me. “Is that a stop, princess, or are you just fussing over my handiwork?”

“Fussing,” I said. “It’s not a stop. Yes. Give it to me.”

Her hand came to the back of my head, light and certain, with her fingers in my hair. “The mess is the point, Carly,” she said. “I didn’t paint you so you could keep it neat for the closet door, and I painted you so I could watch my color come off on this, so open your mouth.”

I opened. The toy was warmer than I expected from her hand, smooth too, and thick enough that my lips had to stretch while the lipstick dragged and I felt it go.

“Get it wet,” she said, “because I want that red mouth working before I put this in your ass. My stockings, my lipstick, my toy. You hear me, princess?”

“Yes,” I said around it, and the word turned into a wet mess.

“Louder, and look,” she told me, turning my face with the hand in my hair until the mirror had me. I saw the red already printing on the shaft, a soft ring where my lips had been, and I saw the cage between my thighs. My cock was fat and trapped, leaking a clear thread onto the lace. I sucked, and she didn’t thrust at first. She let me set my mouth and work down the shaft, and every time I came back up the ring got darker. It was a real print of her lipstick on the toy she’d buckled on for Sunday.

“That’s it,” she said. “Pretty already, and you’ve barely started, so take more.”

I took more, and my jaw ached in a clean way while spit shone on the shaft. The red smeared wider when she rocked her hips just enough to meet me, and the harness creaked, while her free hand stayed at the back of my head, guiding and not shoving. When I glanced up she was watching the mirror, not my eyes, watching her sissy on his knees in her stockings, putting her color on the thing that was going to fuck him.

“You hiding from it?” she asked.

“No,” I said. She told me to say what I was doing, out loud.

“I’m sucking it,” I said, and I had to pull off to get the words straight, with a string of spit hung between my lip and the head. “I’m getting your lipstick all over it, and I’m hard in the cage, and I can’t help it.”

“I didn’t ask you to help it.” She tapped the wet head against my lower lip, once, and the red transferred in a blot. “Back on. I want a ring I can see from the bed.”

I went back down, and she held my head and turned me a little more toward the glass, so I had to watch myself do it. My cheeks hollowed, and the stockings had wrinkled at my knees, while the badge reel swung by her hip with the only key in the house. I sucked until my lips burned, and the shaft wore a clear red band, uneven and filthy, right where my mouth had lived. She made a small pleased sound and pulled me off by the hair, gentle as a nurse and not gentle at all.

“Up,” she said. “On your back. I’m not done looking at that mouth.”

I climbed onto the bed and she followed, with the toy bobbing and the red ring catching the thin daylight. She pushed the lace down my thighs so it bunched over the stocking tops, and the cage sat bare between us, shiny with the leak I couldn’t stop. Then she took my ankles, one in each hand, and lifted my stockinged legs up onto her shoulders. The nylon slid under her palms, and my ass came off the quilt a little, open to her. I felt stupid and wanted, and so hard the steel hurt.

“Lube’s on the nightstand,” she said. “Don’t make me reach.”

I got the bottle without dropping my legs off her, and that took more coordination than a bookstore clerk should admit to. She smiled at the effort, and my cock twitched in the lock, useless and obvious. She slicked the toy in long strokes until her hand went shiny, and the red ring went darker where the lube smeared through it. She pressed the head to my hole and waited.

“Ask,” she said, “and if it’s too much once I’m in, you say marigold and I’m out of you before you’ve finished the word.”

“Fuck me,” I said, and my face was hot again. “Please. I want it.”

“There she is,” she told me, pushing in slow.

The stretch took my breath and gave it back in pieces, and she went in a little and held, so I could feel the width of it. Her hands locked around my ankles, and I couldn’t fold away from her. Face to face like that, I had nowhere to put my eyes but on her. The lipstick on her own mouth was a little worn from the shift, and mine was already a wreck, while the toy sank deeper, slick and steady. When she bottomed out, the harness pressed the lace of her panties right up against me, and the base sat flush.

“Oh,” I said, which was not witty.

“Yeah,” she said. “Oh. Christ, Carly, legs up, mouth painted, cock locked, and you’re taking it like you waited all week to get ruined on a Sunday.” She drew back slow and pushed in again, deeper, and the second stroke found the spot that made my whole body answer before I could talk. My cock jumped in the cage, and a thick drop slid down the steel and onto the lace bunched at my thighs.

“Don’t lose that spot,” I said, and she told me she wouldn’t.

She fucked me like that for a while, slow enough that I felt every inch on the way out and every inch on the way back in. Her hips rolled, and the harness straps creaked, while her breasts shifted above the lace. Then she changed the pace, and her hands tightened on my ankles as she drove in deep and stayed deep. Short hard strokes knocked a sound out of me each time, not pretty, just honest. The cage knocked lightly against my belly, and I couldn’t touch my cock, while she didn’t touch it either and watched my mouth instead.

“You’re smearing,” she said. “Lipstick on your chin, on your teeth, all over my strap-on. You know how pretty you are like this?”

The praise landed, and my hole clenched around the toy so hard she grunted.

“Say it back,” she said. “What are you?”

“Pretty,” I got out. “I’m pretty like this. I’m your princess. Your sissy. Don’t stop.”

“Wasn’t going to,” she told me, leaning over me and folding my stockinged legs tighter to my chest. The angle went mean in the best way, deep and then deeper, and the head of the toy stroked that spot until my thighs shook on her shoulders and my hands fisted the quilt. She kissed the corner of my ruined mouth and laughed against my cheek.

“Leaking all over my lace,” she said, “and I haven’t put a finger on that cock. You going to come for me in the steel, Carly? Just from getting fucked in the ass?”

“Yes,” I said, and it was already starting, with a hot pull sitting low in my balls and the cage suddenly too small and exactly right. “Lori. I’m close. I can feel it in the lock.”

“Then do it. Let me see. Keep your eyes on me.”

She pegged me through it, deep and steady, and her eyes went from my face to the cage and back. I came hands-free with a broken noise I didn’t try to swallow, and I would have been ashamed of that noise if she hadn’t looked so pleased to hear it. Thick pulses forced out through the steel, stripe after stripe, and hot cum landed on the black lace she’d pushed down my stockinged thighs, while more of it striped the inside of one stocking. It was messy, and a lot of it. My cock jerked helpless in the lock while she kept the toy buried and didn’t give me a hand, not one finger, just the fuck and the look on her face. I shook under her, and she didn’t speed up or pull out. She watched the cum spill and watched my mouth fail. The lipstick smeared further when I bit my lip and still couldn’t keep quiet.

“That’s my sissy,” she said, soft. “Look at all that. Locked since Tuesday and you still made a mess for me.”

The last of it throbbed out onto the lace, and I was panting while my hole kept clenching around the toy.

She wasn’t finished, and her hips changed again, less for me and more for her. She ground the base of the harness hard against her clit through the lace, and the toy stayed deep in my ass, so I could feel the difference in that roll, how she chased the pressure instead of the stroke. Her breath came shorter. One hand left my ankle and braced on the mattress by my head, and the badge reel swung and tapped my ribs.

“Stay open,” she said. “Right there. Let me use you. You can still talk. Tell me you want it.”

“Use me,” I said, and my throat was rough while I was still twitching around her. “Come on me. Come in me. I want to feel you get there. Please.”

She ground down, as deep as the harness would let her, and her clit rubbed the base in tight circles while her mouth fell open over mine. I watched her face go loose and intent at the same time, and the jokes left her as she just took what she wanted, grinding and buried, so the base could work her clit. A low sound broke out of her, not words, just her coming, and her hips stuttered while the toy jerked inside me with every pulse as she rode it out. She pressed her forehead to mine and laughed once, breathless, and stayed buried until the shaking left her thighs.

For a minute the room held only our breathing, and the blinds ticking in a little draft, while cum cooled on the lace. My hole held the toy and didn’t want to give it up yet. She kissed my smeared mouth, careless of the red, and eased out slow enough that I felt every inch leave. A small noise left me at the empty. She patted my stocking, fond and a little smug, like I’d closed the till clean.

Then she reached to her hip, and the reel clicked as she unclipped the key, the first time I’d seen it come off that clip since Tuesday. She set it on the nightstand beside the lube and the capped lipstick, and it made a small bright sound on the wood.

She looked at me, flushed and wrecked and still in her harness, and she smiled like the rest of the day was already hers.

“Tonight,” she said. “If you ask nicely.”

❦

I stood at the bedside in her black lace panties and both of her stockings, and my mouth was painted again, liner first and then the red. The key sat by the lamp between us, where she had left it that morning, and it was Sunday night, with the cage still on me, warm steel I had worn since Tuesday. Lori sat on the edge of the mattress in her own lace, hair damp from the shower, and she looked at me like she had the rest of the night and meant to spend it.

“Ask me nicely, and out loud, because I don’t unlock you for a stare,” she said.

Heat climbed all the way to my ears, and I could feel it under the lipstick, hot and stupid, so I told her, because I always do. “I’m blushing, and you can see it from the pillow.”

“I can,” she said, smiling with me and not at me. “So use that mouth, Carly, since I painted it so you’d talk.”

My cock tried to thicken in the cage while she was still talking, and the steel held, and her eyes dropped and came back up, fond and filthy at once.

“Please unlock me, and take the cage off, because I want you on me, riding,” I said, and it sounded thin, and I let that stand. “I’ve been locked since Tuesday, and the key’s been right there, and I never touched it, so please, Lori, I want your cunt on my cock, and I’ll say it as plain as you want.”

Her head tipped. “Please who.”

“Please, Lori. Please, my wife. I’m your sissy, and I’m asking you nicely,” I said, and I went redder, which I also told her.

She laughed, warm and low in her chest. “There you are, princess, and that was almost pretty.” Her fingers took the key off the nightstand. “Hands on the sheet, and don’t help me with the lock.”

I set both palms on the bed and left them there, and she drew my lace aside, fit the key and turned it, and the lock gave with a small click I had been hearing in my head for days. She eased the cage off, slow enough that the steel didn’t catch, and my cock came free, heavy and already hard, with the head slick from wanting, and my balls were tight from a whole day of wanting since that morning. She set the empty cage beside the lamp, open, with a little warmth still in the metal.

“Look at that,” she said. “All that fuss locked in a little piece of steel, and the second it’s off you’re standing up for me.”

“I was hard before you touched the key, because you were talking, and that was enough, and I’m ridiculous, and I know it,” I said.

“You’re mine,” she said, and it landed cleaner than a speech ever could. She put a hand flat on my chest and pushed me back onto the bed. “On your back, Carly, because I want that painted mouth where I can see it.”

I went, and the lace rode up and bit a little at my waist, and one stocking had slipped at the thigh, and I left it, because she hadn’t told me to fix it. She got over me with her knees planted on either side, and two fingers hooked her own black lace and drew it aside, no fuss at all. Her cunt was right there, wet already, with her clit flushed and bare, and she sank onto my cock in one slow take, and the heat of her knocked the air out of me.

She took me all the way and held there, with her hands spread on my chest, and she was breathing hard and smiling down at the red on my mouth.

“Oh, Carly,” she said. “You feel that? That’s my cunt around you, and you were locked all week, and this is what asking gets you, instead of you hiding at the closet mirror with my drawer pulled open.”

“I feel it, God, Lori, and you’re so wet I can hear it,” I said, and I was shaking a little under her weight.

“Say it the way I like to hear it.”

“Your cunt is soaked on my cock, and I’m red again, and I can’t help it, and the lace is cutting my hips, and I don’t even care,” I said, and the heat came back into my face, so I named it.

“I like it when you can’t help it.” She rolled her hips in a long drag, up until just the head stayed in her, and then down again, and she did it once more, talking the whole time, blunt and easy, while she fucked me. “Look at you, princess, with lipstick on that mouth, and my lace on those hips, and my stockings on those legs, and your cock buried in me like shy left the room. Did you miss this?”

“Yes.”

“The whole thing, Carly, because I asked you a real question.”

“I missed your cunt, and I missed being inside you, and I thought about it at the till, and I thought about it while I shelved the new fiction, and I thought about it every time your badge reel clicked in the hall,” I said. “I’m saying all of it, because I missed you, and I missed this.”

She laughed, out of breath, and ground down so her clit dragged on me past the lace she’d pulled aside. “Bookish even like this, and I love that about you.”

The praise landed, and my cock jumped inside her before I had a word ready, and my hips tried to chase it, and she felt the jump and set her palm flat on my stomach.

“There it is,” she said. “One nice word from me and you jump, so hold still, because I’m the one riding, and you don’t get to help.”

“Yes, and I’ll stay where you put me,” I said.

“You’ll stay because I told you to.” She worked me slow for a long stretch, up and then down, so I felt every inch of her, and her cunt gripped on the way up and opened for me on the way down. She kept her eyes on my mouth, like the lipstick belonged in the fuck. “Say what you are, while I’m looking at you.”

“Your sissy, Carly, your princess, in your lace, with your red on my mouth, and my cock’s in you because you let me out,” I said.

“That’s my princess,” she said, warm and not sharp, and my whole body answered before I could, and the throb was so sharp I whined. “I heard that, so say what you want, while I’m still being sweet.”

“I want you to fuck me harder, and please use me, and come on my cock, because I want to feel you clench around me,” I said.

“Since you asked so nice.”

She planted both hands on my chest and rode me hard. Slow was over. Her hips worked, wet and loud, and the lace of her panties bunched to one side and stuck to her thigh. Her breasts moved with every drop, and her cunt took me deep each time she came down, and the empty cage sat by the lamp and caught a little light, where I kept seeing it. I fisted the sheet so I wouldn’t grab her hips, because she hadn’t given me that.

“Look at my face, and not at the cage,” she said. “Whose cock is this?”

“Yours. It’s yours, and I’m yours, Lori,” I said, and my breath caught.

“And whose cunt are you in?”

“Yours, and fuck, Lori, your cunt, and I’m going to come if you keep dropping like that.”

“Not yet, princess.” She slammed down and stayed there, grinding, with her clit on the base of me, and her voice went rough and happy. “You wait for me, because you asked to be ridden, and you’re getting ridden, and you don’t come until I say you can, and I want the feeling in words, so give them to me.”

“Tight, and hot, and mean about it, and you’re dripping down onto my balls, and the stockings are slick where my thighs keep sweating,” I said. “I can taste the lipstick, because I keep licking my lip, and I know I shouldn’t, and I’m so close I can feel it in my teeth, so please don’t stop on me.”

“I’m not stopping. I’m coming on you, so stay in me. I want you deep for it,” she said.

She bore down and came, clenching hard around my cock, a long rough pulse I felt all the way into my belly, and her mouth opened, and the laugh stuck, and her fingers dug into my chest and stayed. She rode the rest of it in smaller rolls, still talking, wrecked and pleased. “That’s my sissy. Feel what you did. God, Carly, you fill me up. Look at that face, the red mouth and the red ears, trying so hard not to spill in me.”

I was right on the edge, shaking under her, with my cock kicking inside her, and she felt that kick too, and her hips lifted off me in one clean motion. My cock slapped wet against my belly, shining with her, and losing her cunt pulled a groan out of me.

“I know. I know how close that got. Hands stay down, and you don’t touch it. Not with your hand,” she said.

“Lori, please.”

“I heard you.” Her hands answered for her. She peeled one stocking down my leg, slow, over the knee and over the calf and off my foot. The nylon came away warm from my skin, a little damp at the thigh, and she shook it once and looked at my cock. “You want to come.”

“Yes, please, because I’m right on the edge of it, so please let me come.”

“Into this. Into my stocking. You ask for the wrap, and then you take what I give you,” she said.

“Please stroke me in your stocking until I come,” I said, and the flush hit my scalp, and I told her. “I’m blushing again, and I’m saying it anyway, because you like it said.”

“That’s my princess.” She wrapped the nylon around my cock, soft and a little clingy, and her fist closed over the shape of me, and she stroked me through the stocking, steady, with quick sure hands that weren’t mean. The nylon dragged sweet over the head, and it was slick with her and with me, and my balls pulled tight, and my hips wouldn’t stay on the bed.

“Look at you,” she said. “My lipstick still on your mouth, and my wet all over your cock, and you’re fucking my fist through my own stocking. Are you close?”

“Yes, Lori, and I’m right on it.”

“Come, Carly, and come into the stocking, because I want to watch it soak through the nylon.”

I came hard, spilling into the nylon, thick pulses that darkened the stocking and ran warm over her fingers, and my cock jerked in her hand, and she stroked me through every bit of it, talking low and pleased. She didn’t let go until I was empty and twitching and stupid with the relief, and she held the wet stocking a second longer, and then she eased her hand off. I lay there breathing hard, with the lace crooked on me, and one leg bare, and my mouth still red, and the empty cage sat bright beside the lamp.

“Messy,” she said, and her smile was fond. “My sissy made a mess of my good stocking, and we’ll deal with that in the morning, so sleep now.”

She kissed my painted mouth once, light enough that she wouldn’t smear the whole job, and the lamp went out.

Before her Monday shift I was at the bedside again, and she had tugged the lace up around my thighs, and the other stocking was on, and my mouth was painted for her. She had sat me down with the liner and the red and done the job properly, while the tea went cold in both mugs, and the cage waited open on the nightstand. I was already half hard from her fingers on my chin, and she saw it, and she waited.

“Ask me again,” she said.

“Please lock me again, and I’m blushing, and I want the cage back on me, and I want your lace pulled up over it, and I’ll wait until you say I can come out, so please,” I said, and my ears were hot, and I said so.

“Since you asked me nicely.” She took my cock in one hand and eased it down, and she closed the steel around me until it sat snug, and she turned the key until the lock held. Then she drew her black lace up over the cage and smoothed it with her palm, and the panties sat pretty over the lock, wrong and exactly right. “There you go, my sissy, put away for me, and you don’t touch that key, and asking waits until I offer it. Marigold never waits, though, so you text me that word from anywhere, at any hour, and I’m in the car with this key before the phone is even down.”

“I know, and I won’t touch the key, and I’ll wait,” I said.

At the front door she was already in her scrubs, and the badge reel sat clipped at her hip, and the travel mug was in her hand, with the white lid on. She had taken the key off the nightstand before we left the bedroom, and she clipped it back onto the reel, and it sat snug against the plastic, and then she held the mug out.

“Kiss the lid for me, because I want your mouth on my coffee halfway through the night, when I’m thinking about you locked up in my lace,” she said.

I leaned in and pressed my painted mouth to the white lid, and it left a clear red print, a little crooked and bright, and she looked at it and smiled, with the secret already in her pocket.

“Be good, Carly,” she said.

The front door shut behind her, and the key was on her badge reel, and my red lip print sat on the white lid of her travel mug. I stood there in her lace with the cage snug under it, already wanting the next time she would make me ask.


She Collars Her Pet and Rides His Mouth on a Short Leash — Femdom Pet Play

Before dawn the cold room was the only quiet I trusted. I was twenty-seven, and the rest of the shop was still dark, and that suited me. The radio sat on the shelf above the bench, turned low. A man talked about the weather as if talk could make it behave. Buckets of tulips and eucalyptus stood at my feet. The water smelled green and cold, faintly like pennies.

I liked the hour. Nobody wanted a florist before the street woke. The work was plain enough that my hands could do it while the rest of me stayed quiet.

I cut stems at an angle so they would drink. Then I built wedding flowers nobody would remember I had made. I wired roses until they looked as if they had grown that way. Eucalyptus went in deep, so a sleeve would not knock the whole thing over. I was good at it, which still surprised me. I could make a thing look inevitable. Then I swept the cuttings into the bin and started the next slip.

The radio crackled. I turned a tulip in my fingers. The petal was cool and a little waxy. Green smeared my thumb. I wiped it on my apron and kept cutting.

There was a rhythm to it. Snip, turn, set the stem in the foam. Stay in that, and the shoebox at home stayed put. Stay in that, and I did not have to picture Simone’s hand. The cold helped. It kept my head small.

A bride wanted white that was not quite white. Her note said ivory, then cream, then a word that sounded like an apology. I built three versions and lined them up. None of them would matter once the cake was cut. I still moved a leaf until it sat right. That was the job. You care, and then the thing leaves without you.

Wire nicked the side of my finger. I tasted metal and sap. Eucalyptus oil clung under my wrist. When I leaned over a bucket, the cold rose into my face. My breath showed, and then it didn’t. The radio slid into a song I half knew. I let it. You talk back to a radio when the only other voices are order slips.

I stripped thorns with a short knife. They flicked into the bin, pale and mean. One stem split on a bad cut. I cut it again, shorter, and it drank. A bad cut can be saved if you will lose an inch. I was always willing to lose an inch at the bench. Other kinds of losing, I put off.

The sympathy bunch needed a gentler hand. People can tell when grief flowers look rushed. They rarely remember a wedding piece, but they remember if you were careless with the other kind. I set pale stock among the tulips and didn’t rush the ribbon. My knuckles were already going green. A thorn had left a thin red line on one finger. I didn’t mind. The marks meant the morning was real.

Delivery notes stacked beside the foam. I filled them one by one. A driver would take the boxes and not look at my face, and that was fine. The flowers were the face of the work. I was only the hands. Centerpieces went into low boxes with paper between the blooms so they would not bruise on the ride. I checked each one the way I always did, turning the box, looking for the stem that would fail first. There was usually one. I fixed it, and then I fixed the next, and the radio kept talking as if the day were ordinary. It was. That was the mercy of it.

❦

By the time I locked the door, my hands were green to the knuckles and scratched along the sides from wire and thorns. The green had worked into the lines of my skin, the way it always did. I walked home with my jacket zipped and my fingers curled in my pockets, so nobody on the sidewalk had to look at them. The stairs up to the studio smelled like someone else’s dinner. When I got the door open, the plants were waiting, which was my own fault.

I rescued things from the shop’s bin. A fern with one good side. A pothos that had been soaked and then forgotten. Stems that still had a chance if you cut them again and gave them a jar. They sat on the table and the windowsill and the floor by the bed. The place looked less like an apartment and more like the back of the shop had followed me and refused to leave.

There was a bed, a table, and a sink that complained when I turned it on. Not much else. I stood at the sink and scrubbed. The soap went white, then green, then white again, and the green on my knuckles didn’t care. It lived in the creases. I scrubbed until the skin around the stains was pink and sore. Then I gave up, the way I gave up most nights, and dried my hands on a towel that had also given up.

The plants knew the light in that studio better than I did. They leaned toward the window even when I forgot to turn them. I envied them for that. A plant wants one thing, and it shows you. I had a harder time being that plain.

On the top shelf of the closet, behind a spare apron, there was a shoebox I did not enjoy thinking about. I thought about it anyway. I thought about it with wet hands and the tap still ticking into the basin, because the green wouldn’t leave and the quiet had nowhere else to go.

The collar inside had a start I could still see if I let myself. After a long wedding cleanup, stems in the sink and my apron dumped on the chair, I had been twenty-five and idle on my phone with sap still under my nails. A photo came up that I had not gone looking for. A man on his knees at a woman’s feet. A plain leather collar. Her hand in his hair, easy, as if that was where it belonged and he had stayed because she wanted him there. The crop of the picture cut the room away. What remained was the kneel, and the collar, and the hand.

Heat moved through me so fast I got angry at it. I cut flowers for a living. I was not supposed to want that. I wanted it anyway. My mouth went dry, and my cock stirred against my thigh before I had given it any say, and the shame arrived with the want, tangled so tight I could not have said where one ended. I turned the phone over. I turned it back. I looked until the screen went dark, and then I lit it again, sitting there with green still in my knuckles and the wedding stems going soft in the sink.

I ordered the collar before the week was out. Black leather, plain, a brass tag on the front with nothing stamped on it. I told myself it was curiosity. I told myself I would look once, feel foolish, and throw it out. When it came I opened the package at the table, with the fern watching, and my hands shook a little, which was ridiculous. I put the collar in the shoebox. I put the shoebox on the shelf. I did not take it out that night.

The leash came after, still folded, still never clipped to anything. I slid it in beside the collar like a sentence I was not ready to finish. Nobody knew. Not the woman who covered my days off, not anyone I drank with, not a single person who had seen my hands. The shoebox stayed a shoebox. I stayed a florist. Most days that was enough to live inside.

Then Simone happened, and enough stopped being a true word.

I took the box down anyway, the way I did when the want got louder than the shame. The leather was cool. The blank tag knocked softly against the buckle. I held it a moment, loose in my hands, and pictured her fingers at the nape of my neck. Then I put the collar in my bag, under a folded shirt, and set the leash in beside it, still flat. I zipped the bag. I stood there with green hands and a dry mouth and told myself this was the week I would show her.

I had told myself that before. Every week I packed it, and every week I lost my nerve before I reached her street. I would unzip the bag in the stairwell, or on the corner, or with my key already out, and the collar would go back in the shoebox, and I would arrive with nothing but flowers and a joke. The want did not shrink for being put away. It got her face. It got her voice. It waited.

This time the bag stayed zipped. I left it by the door while I changed my shirt, and I did not open it again. My heart knocked like I had done something already. I hadn’t. Not yet.

❦

The market where I met her was the loud kind. Too many people, coffee in paper cups, somebody playing a guitar badly near the vegetable stalls. I wasn’t working. I was walking because the studio had felt small, and I stopped at a flower stand that wasn’t mine, because I can’t help myself.

A tall woman with a sharp haircut held a tulip up to the light. She was thirty-two, I learned later, and the cut of her hair looked as if she had said exactly what she wanted and the person with the scissors had been wise enough to listen. She turned the bloom once. I must have been staring, because she looked over and smiled like we already had a joke.

“This one’s a show-off,” she said. “I’ll take it.”

“It knows,” I said, before I could decide if that was clever or just strange. “The red ones always do.”

She laughed, short and warm. A real laugh. “You sound like you have opinions about tulips.”

“I have opinions about most flowers. It’s a professional hazard.” I put my hands in my pockets so she wouldn’t see the green that never quite left. “I’m Andre.”

“Simone.” She paid for the tulip and didn’t walk off, which surprised me more than the laugh had. She tipped her head at the buckets. “If I wanted something that wasn’t showing off, what would you tell me to buy?”

“Eucalyptus,” I said. “It doesn’t care if you look at it. It just smells like it knows a secret.”

“Dangerous recommendation.” Her eyes were bright. “Now I want both.”

We walked the rest of the market with one tulip and a bunch of eucalyptus and no plan. She told me she designed rooms for people who had more money than patience. Half her work, she said, was standing in a beautiful space while someone explained why it felt wrong and couldn’t say how. I told her I made wedding flowers nobody remembered. She said that was a tragic waste of a pair of hands.

I looked at my hands then, green in the creases, scratched along one knuckle. She looked too. She didn’t flinch.

“Do they ever come clean?” she asked.

“They negotiate,” I said. “The green usually wins.”

She smiled at that and asked if I ever brought work home. I said the plants followed me whether I invited them or not. She asked if she could see them sometime. I said yes before I had time to think about the shoebox, and then I spent the walk back wishing I had said it more slowly, like a man who owned his own mouth.

“You rescue them,” she said, when I tried to explain the fern with one good side. “That’s either very kind or a little unhinged.”

“Both,” I said. “Mostly the second, if you ask my sink.”

She laughed again, and the sound settled somewhere under my ribs. We stopped at a stall selling bad pastries and she bought one and tore it in half without asking if I wanted it. I wanted it. I also wanted to keep standing there while she talked, which was a worse tell than the green on my hands. She noticed the tell anyway. She didn’t name it. She just walked slower, so I could keep up with the story she was telling about a client who wanted a room to feel like a hotel and couldn’t remember which one.

“So you guess,” I said.

“I guess, and then I make the guess look like it was their idea.” She glanced at me. “Don’t look so impressed. It’s a cheap trick.”

“It’s a good trick,” I said. “I do it with roses.”

“Then we should be dangerous together,” she said, light, and bit her half of the pastry, and I felt the day tilt.

❦

She didn’t come to the studio in that first stretch. She asked me to bring flowers to her townhouse instead, because a client couldn’t decide between three shades of white and was making it everyone’s problem. I stood in her front room with a bucket and tried not to look like someone who had practiced sentences on the stairs. The place was calm in a way my studio never managed. Good light. A chair she actually used. A table with sketches, pencils, a cup of tea gone cold.

“Put them there,” she said, and pointed, and I did. She lifted her camera. I shifted my weight, because standing still has never been a talent of mine. She lowered the camera and looked at me over it, not unkind.

“Stay right there,” she said. “Don’t move.”

I stayed. It was nothing. She was framing a shot, and I was in the edge of it, and the sensible thing was to hold still until she was done. My pulse didn’t care about sensible. It kicked up into my throat and stayed there while she took the picture, and another, and told me, milder, that I could breathe if I wanted to.

I laughed, because I had in fact stopped. She smiled without looking away from the screen.

“There,” she said. “That’s the one. You can move now.”

I moved. For a second I also didn’t want to. I tucked that second away with the other things I didn’t say out loud.

She made tea after, and we drank it standing up because the chairs had fabric on them. She asked what the eucalyptus was doing in a photo about white, and I said it was there so the white would have something to argue with. She liked that. She wrote it in the margin of a sketch, which made me foolishly proud. When I left, she touched my wrist, just once, over the green that hadn’t come off, and said I should come back when the client hated it. I said I would come back even if the client didn’t. She smiled like she had expected that, and like she was glad to be right.

❦

After that I was at her place more than made sense for a man who was only dropping off flowers. We were together, properly, before I found a way to say the quiet part, and I kept not saying it. She would sketch in the evenings, lamp on, street noise far off, and I would end up on the floor beside her chair because the other seat was covered in samples and because, if I was honest, the floor was where I wanted to be.

“The chair’s taken,” I said, the first time.

“Evict them,” she said. “They don’t pay rent.”

“They look comfortable.”

She laughed and went back to the page. My back disagreed with the arrangement. I stayed anyway.

She rested a hand on the back of my neck while she worked, absent and warm, the way you rest a hand on something that is yours and not in the way. Not looking down. Still drawing. Her thumb moved once, slow, at the hairline. Then her fingers slid up into my hair and stayed. I went so still I could hear the pencil. I never asked her to do it. She never made a speech. It was just her hand, and my neck, and the fact that I would have sat there until my legs went numb if she kept it where it was.

Sometimes she talked while she drew. A client wanted a room to feel like a hotel he had stayed in and still couldn’t name. Light changed a color after noon, and she hated when people pretended it didn’t. I answered from the floor. The talk was easy. Under it, my whole body was listening to her hand.

“You’re quiet down there,” she said once, pencil still moving.

“I’m being furniture,” I said. “Very high-end. Doesn’t squeak.”

“Mm.” Her fingers shifted in my hair, idle. “Don’t start. I’ll believe you, and then I’ll have to charge more.”

I smiled at the rug. I didn’t trust my voice for a second. Her hand stayed, and the pencil kept its soft scrape, and I thought, with a clarity that shamed me, that I could live in that sound.

One evening she came in from the rain and sat down still in her boots, sketches already waiting. I knelt to unzip them because they were wet and because it gave my hands a job that wasn’t shaking. The zipper was stubborn. I got the first boot off and set it aside, and then the second, and when I was done I stayed down.

A beat too long. Long enough that the room noticed.

I felt her looking at the top of my head. I didn’t look up. My face was hot. My cock had started to thicken against my jeans just from being on my knees at her feet, which was so far past the moment that I wanted the floor to take me. The leather of the boot was still in my hand. Rain ticked at the window. I could smell wet wool and the pencil shavings on her table, and none of that helped.

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t ask. She noticed, I was sure of it, in the small change of her breath and in the way her hand hovered and then settled, light, in my hair, before she took it away. She said nothing. She went back to the page as if the pencil had been waiting. I understood that she had seen me and chosen, for now, to leave it where it was.

I stood. My knees cracked. I carried the boots to the mat like a man who had only been helpful, and she let me have that. I was grateful and ashamed in the same breath. She asked, ordinary as anything, whether I wanted the last of the tea. I said yes. My voice held. Barely.

❦

Back at the studio I didn’t turn on many lights. The plants made their usual shadows. I stood in front of the closet with my hands hanging, listening to the building settle, and then I took the shoebox down. The collar was where I had left it. The leather was cool. The brass tag knocked the buckle, blank, which felt honest and also like a lie I was telling the object.

I stripped. I buckled the collar on. It sat loose, easy enough that I could slide two fingers under it, the way I always fastened it when I was alone. Room at the throat. Nobody there to check. I knelt by the bed.

I was hard before I touched myself. That happened sometimes just from the sound of the buckle, just from the kneel and the knowledge of what I had put on. The rug was thin. My knees found the floor and complained, and I ignored them. One hand stayed on the edge of the bed, gripping the sheet, because I needed something that wasn’t me. The other wrapped around my cock.

I thought about her hand on the back of my neck. I thought about the pencil moving and her not looking down, as if I were settled and she could count on that. I thought about her voice in the front room, low and sure. Stay right there. Don’t move. In my head she said it again, and it wasn’t about a photograph. It was about me, on my knees, held by nothing but the word.

I stroked myself slow at first, from the base up over the head, thumb sliding through the wet at the tip. My balls felt heavy and tight, an ache low in my belly, and my breath went uneven. I kept my eyes on the sheet under my hand. If I looked at the dark window I would have to see a man in a collar kneeling on his own floor. I already knew what that looked like. I had been that man in the quiet for a long time before she held a tulip up to the light.

The shame was right there. I could taste it, metal and heat at the back of my tongue. It didn’t stop me. It never had. I tightened my grip and went faster. The slick sound was loud in the quiet studio. My hips tried to push into my fist, and my knees kept me where I was.

I wanted her hand back in my hair. I wanted her to tell me to stay while I came apart. I wanted, in the part I had never shown anyone, to be used for her pleasure with my mouth. To hold still with my face between her thighs because she had put me there. To take what she decided I could take. Her fingers. Something slick and blunt, worked slowly into my ass while I knelt and didn’t move. The thought of my hole clenching around a thing she had chosen, of being opened because she wanted me open, made my cock jump in my hand.

I said her name once, out loud, to the empty studio. Simone. It came out rough. Hearing it in the room with the plants and the dripping tap made the heat sharper, harder to hold.

I stroked faster, chasing it. The collar shifted when I swallowed, still loose, still buckled, the brass tag ticking once against the leather. My hand on the bed had gone tight enough to pull the sheet crooked. My other hand worked my cock in short hard strokes, wet to the wrist. I could feel it gathering, low and hot, my balls full and close, my thighs shaking with the effort of staying on my knees instead of folding onto the mattress.

I didn’t fold. I stayed. The word sat in my head in her voice, and the kneel was the only answer I had, and when it broke I came into my own hand. Thick pulses over my fingers and my wrist and the heel of my palm. Still on my knees. The collar still buckled. A sound caught in my throat, and I didn’t let it become her name a second time.

After, I stayed down longer than I needed to. The cum cooled on my skin. The quiet pressed back in, ordinary and a little cruel. My knees hurt. The sheet under my other hand was twisted damp. I unbuckled the collar with fingers that didn’t want to, wiped myself clean, and put it all back in the shoebox. Collar, folded leash, blank tag. I stood at the sink again. The green was still in my knuckles, as if the day had not ended just because I had.

I didn’t bring it to her the next evening. I didn’t bring it through the stretch of ordinary days that followed, stems and weddings and her hand in my hair when I sat on her floor and neither of us named what that was. I would leave her place and walk home hard and lit up and ashamed, and I would swear the shoebox could stay shut. Then I would open it. The want got specific. It got her face when she told me not to move, and the weight of her hand, and the fact that she had seen me stay too long at her feet and had not turned it into a joke.

❦

Friday at the shop was the same shop. The radio talked. The buckets stood where they always stood. I built what the slips asked for, and I did not wind anything but ribbon around the stems that left the bench. My hands went green again. I didn’t scrub them hard. At the end of the day I took the collar from the shoebox, and the leash with it, and I put both in my bag under the spare shirt. I zipped it. I did not lose my nerve in the stairwell. I didn’t lose it on the corner. I walked to her townhouse with the bag on my shoulder and my pulse in my teeth, and I still had no sentence ready.

She opened the door in the clothes she wore for sketching, hair a little undone. She smiled the way she had at the market, warm and a little sharp, glad and already curious.

“You look like you argued with a rose and lost,” she said, nodding at my hands.

“The rose won on points,” I said. My voice held. Mostly.

She stepped back. I came into the front hall and set the bag down beside the door, on the floor, where a person sets a thing he is not ready to open. The collar was in it. The leash too. She didn’t glance at the zipper. The light was the good light. On the hall table, something sat under a folded cloth, stems just showing at the edge, and she caught me looking.

“No peeking,” she said. “I mean it.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You were.” She leaned on the doorframe, amused. “Bet you can’t name the flower I chose for that table. No looking. Florist’s honor.”

I huffed a laugh, because my nerves needed somewhere to go. “That’s a cruel game to play with a man who does this for money.”

“That’s why it’s fun.” Her eyes were bright. “Loser does whatever the winner says. One weekend. All of it. No weaseling.”

My stomach dropped and heated at the same time. The bag was a weight I could feel without touching it. I should have said no. I should have made a smaller joke and asked what was for dinner. Instead I heard myself say, “You’re on.”

She grinned. “Go on, then. Name it.”

I thought of her taste. Not the show-off red. Something quieter, something that would hold the hall without shouting. “White stock,” I said. “With a little eucalyptus, because you like a secret.”

She didn’t answer at once. She lifted the cloth.

Tulips. The show-off kind, red and clean, standing in a jar like they had been waiting to embarrass me. No stock. No eucalyptus. Just the flower she had held up to the market light a long time ago, chosen again, on purpose.

“Oh,” I said.

“Oh,” she agreed, delighted. She let the cloth fall and looked at me, really looked, the way she did when a room had finally told her the truth. The smile that came was warm, and sharp at the edges, and it went all the way up into her eyes.

“Wrong,” she said, soft, like a gift. She tipped her head. The hall was quiet around us. My bag stayed where I had put it, zipped, and I knew exactly what was in it, and she didn’t, not yet. “So,” she said. “What would you hate me to ask you to do?”

❦

Simone leaned a hip on the narrow hall table and looked at me, calm as Sunday, which it wasn’t.

“You lost the bet,” she said. “So the weekend is mine. Before I spend it, I want the thing you’d hate for me to ask. Say it plain.”

My bag sat by the door. The canvas was scuffed from the shop, and I knew what was zipped in the side. A joke came up first. I let it die.

“I don’t want to joke this off,” I said.

“Then don’t, sweet thing.”

I crouched and opened the bag. The plain black collar came up in my hand, leather soft from being handled in private, brass tag blank and cool. It knocked my knuckle once. I stood and held it out across both palms. My face went hot so fast I felt it in my ears.

I was hard in my jeans before she touched it. The denim rasped, and I shifted my weight, and she saw. Of course she saw. Simone notices where a thing wants to go before you put it there.

She took the collar. I bent again and brought the leash out too. It hung from my fingers, black and quiet.

“Is this what I think it is?” she said.

I nodded.

“Out loud. I asked you a question.”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s a collar. For me. If you want it.”

She ran the leather through her fingers. No studs. Just that black that swallows light, and a tag with nothing on it yet. Her thumb found the inside, the strip that would sit on skin.

“Come here,” she said, and she set her hip against the table again. “Talk to me before I decide what I’m holding.”

I went. The hall floor was cool under my shoes. She was tall in those wide-leg pants, sharp haircut, easy as dinner talk.

“I’ve wished for this since before I met you,” I said. “Not you, exactly. The kneeling. Being kept. I didn’t know it would be you until it was.”

The leash clicked soft against the table leg while she drew the leather through her hand, once and then again.

“Nobody has ever handed me a man before,” she said. “They hand me floor plans. They hand me excuses. You stood in my hall with this in your bag, and you told me the truth instead of a bit.” She tipped her head. “How long have you been hard?”

“Since I opened the bag,” I said.

“Honest.”

That word hit me low. My cock jumped in my jeans, stupid and plain. She watched that.

“All right,” she said. “Here’s what I’m offering. You can take it. Or you can put this back where you hid it.”

She laid the collar on the narrow table, careful, like a glass she might still pick up. The leash stayed in a loose coil beside it.

“One weekend,” she said. “You’re my pet. When I sit, you kneel. You eat from my hand. You stay off the furniture until I say otherwise. You come only when I give you the word. No costume. No ears, no tail, none of that. Just you, and this, and me.”

Her hand rested on the collar, light, not taking it yet.

“The bet does not count for this,” she said. “Nothing holds you but the yes you give me. I’m your girlfriend. I’m not your boss, and I’m not a client. No job in it. No home, no money. Say no, and the collar goes back in your bag. We still go to the dinner I booked. Nothing between us changes, except I’ll know you thought about it. I won’t be hurt. I won’t bring it up at the table.”

She looked at my mouth. Then my hands. Then back up.

“If you say yes, the stop word is thistle. You say thistle, and I stop. The collar comes off. We still go to dinner if you want dinner. If your mouth is busy and you can’t talk, you tap my thigh twice. Two taps means the same thing thistle means. I’ll check the fit with two fingers. I won’t pull it tight across your throat. Do you understand all of that?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then get on your knees and tell me what you want. Your own words. You’re sober. I can see you are. I want to hear it from down there.”

I hadn’t had a drink. My head was clear. I knelt on her hall floor, on the smooth boards before the wool started. The collar sat on the table at the height of her hand. Cold came up through my knees. My hands stayed on my thighs.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to be your pet for the weekend. I want the collar, and the rules, and I want you to keep me. I’m saying yes.”

She didn’t make a speech. She picked up the collar, came around in front of me, and buckled it on. Her hands stayed gentle on the buckle. She slid two fingers under it and tugged once, testing, and nodded when there was room.

“Loose enough,” she said. “If it isn’t, you tell me.”

“It’s good,” I said.

She clipped the leash to the ring. She didn’t pull. She held the end and looked down, and I was so hard it hurt. I wanted her to see it.

“Living room,” she said. “On your feet until I sit. Then you know what you do.”

❦

I stood. The leash lay easy in her hand. My cock pressed ugly against the denim. Walking felt exposed. Nobody was here but her. The living room curtains were open on the street. The pale wool rug waited in front of her armchair, low and wide, the color of old paper.

“Strip,” she said.

“No, not in front of the windows.”

She didn’t argue. She crossed the room and drew the curtains, both of them, until the light went soft and private and the street was only a rumor. Then she pointed at the pale rug.

“Better?” she said.

“Better,” I said. “Yes.”

“Strip,” she said again.

Her hand was on the leash. Not yanking. Just there, so I knew where I stood.

I stripped. Shoes first, then socks, shirt, jeans, the plain shorts under them. Air hit my cock. I flushed down my chest, balls tight. She nodded, and I folded the heap beside the chair. I can’t leave cut stems on a bench either. She made a small sound that might have been a laugh.

“Of course you folded them,” she said. “Get over here.”

She sat. I dropped to my knees, because that was the rule now. She walked me the last stretch on those knees, leash short, until I was between her shoes on the wool. The rug was thick. It scratched a little. She took my wrists, gentle as anything, and set my hands behind my back.

“Keep them there,” she said. “You don’t get to help.”

She looped the leash once around her wrist so it stayed short. My face was close to her lap. I could smell her skin, and the cotton of those wide-leg pants, and the faint clean soap she uses. My cock stood up against my stomach. A clear drop already shone at the tip. She looked at it interested, not rushed, the same look she saves for a bad paint sample.

“Stay. You don’t touch me, pet. You kneel right there and watch what you’re waiting for.”

“Yes,” I said.

She opened the button on her pants and slid her hand inside. I watched her fingers move under the cloth. Then she pushed the waistband down far enough that I could see. Two fingers settled on her clit and made slow circles. Her other hand held the leash in a loose fist against her thigh.

Her cunt was already wet. She spread herself a little, and her fingers came up shiny. The lips looked swollen and dark in the low light. She dragged those fingers down over the slick folds and back up to her clit.

“You like watching,” she said. “Don’t you.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you’re watching. All of it.”

“Your fingers on your clit,” I said. My voice cracked. I locked my hands behind me until my shoulders shook. “Your cunt. You’re wet. I can see it on your fingers.”

“Mine,” she said.

My cock jerked so hard a drop of precum swung and hit my thigh. She saw that. Her mouth went pleased and mean.

“Stay,” she said.

She rubbed herself slow at first. The pad of one finger rode her clit. Then she slid lower, into her cunt, and back out. The sound was wet. The chair creaked. My face stayed close. When I swayed, the short leash checked me, never across my throat. The collar sat easy. Her two fingers had already proved the room.

She went faster. Her fingers worked her clit in tight circles. Then she pushed two of them into her hole and fucked her cunt with them, thumb staying on her clit. Her breath broke. Her vulva was swollen, lips parting around her fingers.

“Look at me,” she said.

I looked. Her haircut was messed. Her eyes stayed on me. Filthy and calm in the same breath. Just her.

“You don’t touch,” she said. “You don’t come. You watch me get there. If you can tell I’m close, you say so. Out loud.”

“You’re close,” I said. I could see it in the jump of her stomach. Her fingers had lost the slow rhythm and gone greedy. “Your thighs are shaking. Your clit is swollen under your fingers. Simone, you’re right there.”

“Stay,” she said again, softer.

Then she came.

It wasn’t pretty, and it wasn’t quiet. She ground her hand against her cunt and her clit. Her whole body went tight in the chair. A low rough sound sat in her throat. Her fingers shone, her hips jerked, and the wet spread on her hand. She kept moving through it, slower, thumb on her clit, two fingers buried. I knelt with my hands locked behind my back. My cock ached and leaked on my stomach. My mouth was open. I did not touch her.

I could have said thistle. I knew it. I didn’t want the stop. I wanted my mouth on her. She hadn’t said I could.

When she eased her hand out, her fingers were wet to the knuckle. She looked at me, flushed, composed again except for her breath.

“You stayed,” she said.

“You told me to.”

“I did.” She reached down with that wet hand and wrapped it around my cock. Her palm was hot and slick from her cunt. She stroked me once, slow, from the head down to the base. My thighs jumped.

“Hands stay back,” she said. “You come when I say. Not before. If you need thistle, you say it. I’m listening.”

“I don’t,” I said. “I don’t need it. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please stroke me. Please let me come. I’m not going to last.”

She stroked me slow anyway. Her fist was firm, a little loose at the top, careful with me and not sweet about it. Her wetness and mine made a filthy sound. The leash stayed short in her other fist. My face was right there at her lap. I could see her wrist working. The blank tag tapped my collarbone when I shuddered.

She thumbed the head. She spread the precum. She passed light over my balls, and my stomach pulled tight, and then she took my cock in her hand again and kept that same unhurried pace. I shook. I leaked over her fingers. A thin string of it swung and dotted the wool.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hard the whole time I was talking in the hall. Hard while you said yes. Hard while you watched me come and got nothing for it. You’re dripping on my rug, pet.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“You’re not.” She squeezed, slow, and I groaned. “Ask me.”

“Can I come?”

“Not yet.”

She kept stroking. Slow, then a little faster, then slow again when my hips tried to chase her hand. I locked my fingers together behind my back until they hurt. The collar sat easy on my throat. The leash held my face where she wanted it. Her breath hit my hair when she leaned in.

“Sweet thing,” she said.

I almost lost it on that alone. My cock swelled in her fist. She felt it and laughed once, low, and slowed until I was panting and ridiculous on her rug, clothes folded like I still had a bench to clear.

“Simone,” I said. “If you keep that up I can’t hold it.”

“You can. You come on my word. That’s the rule you knelt for.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you need.”

“Your hand. The word. Please. I’m right on it.”

“Eyes up.”

I got my eyes up. Hers were bright, a little mean, fond under it. She stroked me through another long pull. Her thumb swept the head. My whole body tried to curl toward her lap. The leash checked me. I stayed on my knees, hands locked, ass on my heels, cock jumping in her slick fist.

“Now,” she said.

I came the moment she said it. It hit hard, pulse after pulse into her palm, thick and hot. She kept stroking, catching what she could. Some striped her wrist. Some hit my stomach. A little reached the pale rug. I shook. I didn’t grab for her. When it ebbed she milked the last out of me with a gentle pull and looked at her hand like she was deciding where it belonged in the room.

“There you are,” she said.

I couldn’t talk for a second. Chest heaving. Collar warm. Leash still short around her wrist. Shame and relief sat in the same place, and both of them felt like hers.

She wiped her hand on the inside of my discarded shirt. Fair enough. Then she cupped my jaw and made me look at her.

“You did what I asked,” she said. “Both times.”

My cock twitched, spent and stupid. She saw it and patted my cheek once.

“Up,” she said.

She didn’t mean the furniture. She stood and took the leash. I got my feet under me. She didn’t let me dress.

❦

She led me to the stairs with the leash in her hand. Not tight. Just enough that I knew where to walk. The house was quiet. Curtains drawn. The hall table was bare where the collar had been, and my bag sat by the door, open, lighter.

“The rules start properly in the morning,” she said over her shoulder, calm as if she were telling me where the extra towels lived. “Until I say otherwise, you stay off the furniture. Tonight you sleep on the blanket at the foot of my bed. I’ll cancel the table. I’ll bring you up a plate and some water. If you need thistle in the night, you say it. I take the collar off. We’re still us in the morning.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Then come on.”

She started up the stairs, leash in her fist. I followed, naked and collared, my cock already trying to come back, and I did not touch the banister like it was mine.

❦

The tile was cold under my knees, and Simone’s stool put her hip right by my shoulder. She had a paperback open on the counter, a bowl of strawberries at her elbow, and toast torn into pieces on a plate, butter still shining in the cracks. Gray wide-leg pants, a soft shirt with the sleeves pushed up, and that sharp haircut, Saturday or not. The leash lay loose in her left hand. The collar sat easy on me, room for two fingers, and the blank brass tag knocked my chest whenever I shifted.

I was naked except for that. A crumb sat by the stool leg, and the cabinet toe-kick had a pale scuff I had never clocked from standing. My hands were still green in the cracks from Friday’s stems. They rested on my thighs because I had no better place for them.

“Open for me, pet,” she said, eyes on the page.

I opened. She set a bit of toast on my tongue with two fingers and left them at my lip until I took them clean. A strawberry followed, red all the way through. Juice ran down my chin, and she caught it on her thumb and put that in my mouth too.

“Chew. I’m in the middle of a page, so you wait between bites.”

I chewed. She turned a page. The leash did not tighten. It hung in her hand, and when I leaned for the next piece she let the leather slide an inch and then stopped it. The slack belonged to her.

“You slept,” she said. It was not quite a question.

“On the blanket, at the foot of the bed. I woke up before you did.”

“And you stayed.”

“Yes.”

She looked over the book at me, dry and a little pleased. “Sweet thing.”

My cock stirred on the tile before my hands had moved at all. She saw it. Her eyes dropped, came back up, and the corner of her mouth did a small thing I already knew.

“Already. I feed you toast and your cock tries to stand. Were you going to mention it, or kneel there and hope I kept my eyes on the page?”

“I was hoping you’d keep reading,” I said. It came out honest, which felt worse.

She laughed once, low in her chest, and fed me another strawberry. Her fingers were sticky. She wiped them on my lower lip and left them there until I licked them clean, and my cock filled the rest of the way, heavy between my thighs, the head brushing my own leg. I set my palms flat on my knees so I would not touch it.

“Smart,” she said, meaning the hands. “You don’t get that until I say so. You remember.”

“I remember.”

“Say the part you’re sitting on and not saying.”

I swallowed. “I want your hand on it. I’m not asking.”

“Good that you’re not asking.” She turned another page and tore off more toast. “Open your mouth again.”

She fed me berry, then bread, fingertips at my lips the whole time. She asked if the berry was too soft, and I said no. She asked what I was looking at when I was not looking at her.

“The brass tag,” I said. “It’s blank, and it keeps catching the light through the blinds.”

She hummed like that was a fair answer. My mouth was sweet and salty, and her skin tasted like both. I was so hard it ached to kneel up straight. She let me stay that way while she finished the paragraph, calm as anything, one hand on the leash and the other feeding me.

“All right,” she said, closing the book on a finger. “Living room. You crawl, and you stay with me. You don’t get ahead of my feet.”

I went down on my hands. The hall runner was that faded blue she liked, and the hardwood on either side was warm where the sun had already been. She walked behind me. I could hear her bare feet and the soft drag of the leather, and my face was hot from being this hard in her kitchen, like a man with no patience at all.

I got eager. That was the whole of it. The living room was right there, the low sofa and the rug, and I knew where she was taking me, so I crawled out in front of her like I had somewhere to be. Her voice caught me a second before the leather did.

“Stop right there.”

I stopped, palms flat. She drew the leash up until it went taut in her fist. The collar stayed loose at my throat. She was not hauling on me. The leather had simply run out of slack, and I felt the difference in the ring.

“What did you just do, pet?”

“I got ahead of you.”

“And what did I tell you before we left the kitchen?”

“Stay with you. Don’t get ahead.”

“So that’s a rule broken.” She sounded as calm as if she were telling me the kettle was on. “You don’t pull out in front. You don’t decide the pace. I do. Say it back.”

“I don’t pull out in front. You decide the pace.”

“Look at your cock while you say it.” She was not angry. She sounded almost fond. “Hanging there like this is a treat. It isn’t. Beside me, pet. Not in front.”

She walked again, slower, and I crawled at her heel until the leash eased. My chest was flushed because she had seen the whole stupid rush and named it. My cock did not have the sense to go down.

The sofa was low, oatmeal linen, and she sat on the edge with the leash across her thigh. Then she patted her lap. Just a pat, and a look.

I stayed on the rug. My face went hot. “No, not over your knee.”

“Thistle, or nerves?” she asked.

“Nerves,” I said. “Yes.”

She gathered the leash shorter in her fist, leather snug between her hand and the ring, collar still loose enough that I could swallow, and she patted her lap again, the same spot, patient as a closed door.

“Over my knee. I already showed you where.”

I went. I had to shuffle up and lay myself across her thighs, and it was awkward because I am not small and the sofa sat low. My cock pressed into the gray cloth of her pants. My green-stained hands hung toward the floor. She settled me with one palm between my shoulder blades, gentle, the same care she uses when she puts a cushion where she wants it.

“There you are.”

That was all it took. My cock jumped against her leg, and she felt it, and she made a small sound that was almost a laugh.

“I know,” she said. “Shy in the mouth, loud everywhere else. You can count if you want. I’m not keeping a tally out loud for you.”

Her bare hand came down on my bare ass. Not a tap. A real smack, flat and warm, loud in the quiet room. I jerked, and she held me steady, and she did it again, one cheek and then the other, steady as moving a chair until it sits right. It stung. Then the sting spread into heat. She kept on until I was breathing through my mouth and my ass was pink under her palm, hot enough that when she rested her hand there my skin gave the warmth right back.

“What color is it?”

“Pink,” I said, into the side of her thigh. “Hot.”

“I can see that from here.” She rubbed once, slow, which was almost worse than the smacks, because my cock rubbed her pants at the same time. “You took it. Sweet thing. Still with me?”

“Yes.”

“You know the word if you need it.”

“I don’t need it.”

“Then you stay where I put you.”

I heard a cap. Lube hit me cool, and then the slick black plug, blunt and smooth, nudged at my hole. Her other hand lay flat on the small of my back, holding me still without shoving me down.

“Breathe out. I want you to name what my hand is doing.”

“You’re working the plug into me.”

“Slowly. You don’t push back until I say. You open, and you let me do it.”

I tried. My hole had to stretch for the thick part, and she gave me a little and waited, then a little more. Her thumb stroked the hot skin she had just spanked while the plug seated deeper. My balls pulled tight against me. My fingers curled in the rug. She did not rush any of it. When the widest part pushed through and the base settled against me, I made a noise I would never make in the cold room at work, and she patted the base once so I felt it all the way in.

“In,” she said. “You keep it there. If it starts to slip, you tell me. You don’t reach back for it.”

“Yes.”

She let me lie over her lap a second longer, her hand warm on my back, the plug snug, my ass stinging. A wet spot was growing on her pants where my cock was leaking. She noticed that too.

“You’re making a mess on me,” she said, amused. “Down. On the floor behind the sofa. I’m going to kneel up, and you’re going to use your mouth. Your hands stay off me. You hear that?”

“I hear it.”

I got down. The plug shifted when I moved, and I had to clench to keep it, which made my cock swing, wet at the tip. She stood, stepped out of the pants, and pulled the shirt off over her head. She was bare then, tall and easy in her skin, breasts and the dark hair between her legs and that calm face, like she had just decided where a lamp should go. She climbed onto the low sofa and knelt up facing the wall, knees apart on the cushion, and she looped the leash over her shoulder so it hung down her back toward me. Her ass was right there. Her cunt was right there, already shiny, and I could smell her from the floor.

“Come in close, pet. Start where your eyes already are.”

I crawled in. The hardwood was hard on my knees past the edge of the rug. I did not put my hands on her. I put my mouth on her cunt instead, and the first lick was a long one, salt and slick, and she sighed like she had been waiting since the strawberries.

“That’s it. Get your tongue in. Don’t jump on my clit like you’re late for something.”

I licked her open. I tasted her and kept going, long strokes and then smaller ones, and when I found her clit she rocked once and I stayed, soft and then firmer, following her breath. She talked the whole time in that dry voice, telling me when I was too light and when I had the spot, and I answered with my mouth until she asked me something I had to say out loud.

“You like being down there with a plug in your hole?”

“Yes.”

“Say the whole thing, sweet thing. I want the sentence.”

“I like licking your cunt with the plug in me.”

My cock jumped when I said it. She heard the change in my breath and laughed under hers.

“Better. Now the rest of what I want. Lick my ass, every inch of it, and keep that plug in.”

I did. I licked the cleft and the tight rim of her ass and the skin around it, slow, every inch she had asked for, and I had to hold the plug in myself while I did it. If I leaned too far it tried to ease out, so I clenched, and the clench ran straight into my balls and left me groaning against her. My jaw ached. My face was wet. She pushed back on me, slow and deliberate, and her ass filled my mouth.

“Don’t you pick a favorite,” she said. “I asked for both. Do what I asked.”

So I went back and forth, her vulva and then her ass, tongue flat and then pointed, until she was breathing harder and one hand was braced on the wall. The leash slid on her shoulder and bumped my cheek. My cock hung untouched and dripping on the wood. Every time I clenched around the black plug a fresh ache climbed through me, and I kept my hands on the floor where she had put them, fingers spread, green still in the cracks.

“You still with me?” she asked, voice thinner than before.

“Yes.”

“Then stay on my clit. Right there, pet. I want to come on your mouth, and I don’t want you wandering off to be polite.”

I stayed. I licked her clit in steady little passes, and she pushed back on my face, grinding, wet enough that it smeared my chin and my nose. I could hear it. Her thighs shook against my cheeks. Then she came, a long tight shudder, her cunt pulsing on my tongue, her ass flexing, pushing back harder while it took her. She said my name once, and then she said pet, and she held herself there until the shaking eased. I kept my mouth on her until she told me that was enough, her voice wrecked and still composed, which is a trick only she has.

“You didn’t lose the plug,” she said, looking back over her shoulder. Her hair was a little messed. Her eyes were bright.

“No.”

“I felt you working to keep it. I like that on you.” She climbed down and stood over me, and she took the leash off her shoulder into her fist. “Floor. All fours, beside the rug. Hands where I can see them. You come when I say, not before, and not on me, and not in your own fist. On the floor, between your hands. Say it back.”

“On the floor, between my hands, when you say.”

I got on all fours on the hardwood. The plug was deep and slick, and every breath moved it a little. She held the leash taut in one hand, the leather straight from her fist to the ring, the collar still loose enough that I could swallow. Her other hand reached under me and wrapped around my cock.

I almost folded. She stroked once, slow, from the base to the head, and her palm was still warm from my ass. I leaked over her knuckles at once.

“Look at you,” she said. “Pink ass, plug in, collar on, and this cock so hard it doesn’t know where to go. You didn’t want my lap, and then you did. You crawled ahead, and you’re still here. Say it plain. What do you want from my hand?”

“I want to come.”

“Where?”

“On the floor. Between my hands.”

“When?”

“When you say.”

“That’s right, sweet thing.”

She stroked me for real then. Not fast at first. A long pull, her thumb over the head, then down to my balls, cupping them once so I groaned, then back up my cock, slick with what I was already spilling. The leash stayed taut in her other hand. I stared at the wood between my palms, the grain, a pale scratch, and my arms shook. Every time she squeezed near the head my hole clenched around the plug and I got closer, and she felt that, because she laughed under her breath.

“Keep it in,” she said. “Don’t you push it out trying to be good. You can come with it seated. You hear me?”

“I hear you. I’m close.”

“I know. I can feel your cock jumping in my hand. Not yet. You wait for me.”

She slowed down, which was mean in the kind way she has, just enough to hold me on the edge. Her fist was wet. My balls sat tight. The collar was a steady weight and not a squeeze. I panted through it. I did not tap her thigh. I did not say thistle. I waited, shaking, staring at the floor I was about to make a mess of, and she watched the clear spill at the tip and the rigid line of my back.

“Now,” she said. “Come for me.”

She stroked me through it, firm and even, and I came hard. Cum striped the hardwood between my hands, spurt after spurt, my hole gripping the plug, my arms locked so I would not drop onto it. It went on longer than I thought it would. She did not let go until I was empty and twitching, and then she milked one last weak pulse out of me onto the wood and finally loosened her fingers.

I stayed on all fours. Cum on the floor. Plug still in. The leash eased only when she stepped in closer. My ass was hot and my face was hot, and I was smiling at the grain like a fool, which she was going to notice.

She did. She crouched, slid two fingers under the collar to check the fit, and kissed the top of my shoulder, brief and ordinary, like we did this on Saturdays and always had.

“Stay on your hands a minute,” she said. “Don’t you touch that mess, and don’t you reach for the plug. I’m going to start the water.”

❦

I heard the tub filling before I saw her again, a steady pour and then the knock of the faucet. She came back to the doorway with her sleeves still pushed up and steam behind her, and she looked at me on the hardwood, collar on, plug in, the mess between my hands already going dull on the wood.

“Up, pet,” she said, and she held the leash loose in her fist, two fingers’ worth of room still at my throat. “You’ve earned the tub.”

❦

The tub was already half full when she brought me in. Steam sat on the mirror, and the bathroom smelled like the soap she keeps on the little dish, clean and a little sweet. She had her sleeves pushed up past her elbows. The wide-leg pants were back on her, dark and loose.

“Hands on the rim,” she said. “Lean forward for me.”

I did. The porcelain was warm where the water had climbed it. She worked the plug out of me slow, one hand steady on my hip, and I sighed at the slide of it. My hole closed a little behind it and didn’t quite shut. The air on that skin felt cooler than the rest of me. My ass was still pink from her hand earlier, and I knew she could see every bit of it. She rinsed the plug at the sink without any fuss, set it on a cloth, and came back to me.

“Collar off for the water,” she said. Her fingers found the buckle, and it came loose easy. She set the collar on the edge of the tub, brass tag down, still blank. The leather looked smaller sitting there than it felt on my neck. “In you go, pet. It’s deep, so take it slow.”

I stepped in and sank until the water took my chest. It was hot enough that I had to breathe through it. Then it was just good, heat all the way into my bones. She knelt on the mat beside the tub with a sponge in her hand, not hurrying, and wet my hair first. Her fingers worked through it with a patience I know from watching her untie a curtain. Water ran down the back of my neck.

“You were good in the kitchen, mostly,” she said. “You got ahead of me on the way to the rug, and we dealt with that. How does this feel.”

“Hot,” I said. “Good. My ass still knows your hand.”

She laughed once, low in her chest. “It should. Turn a little so I can see the pink.”

She washed my shoulders and my back in long strokes, and she talked the whole time. She asked where the pink was worst, and she asked if the water stung. It didn’t sting. It just reminded me of her palm. When she got to my ass she was gentle with the sponge, soft on the color. Her other hand braced my knee under the water so I wouldn’t drift. I got hard anyway, because of course I did. Her sleeves were wet at the cuffs, and her voice was right by my ear.

She saw my cock through the water. She didn’t make a speech about it.

“There he is,” she said. “Sweet thing. You don’t have to hide that from me. Tilt your head back.”

The name landed in my body before I could answer. My cock jumped, and a breath came out of me that wasn’t a word. She rinsed my hair, then my chest, and the sponge went down over my stomach and around my cock without grabbing. Just clean. I wanted her hand to stay. She didn’t let it.

“You’re hoping I’ll keep going,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Say it right, out loud.”

“Yes. I want your hand on me.”

“Not yet.” She wrung the sponge out and set it on the dish. “Stand up for me. The drain is going to take a minute, and I’m not leaving you in there to invent ideas.”

I stood. Water ran off me, and my cock sat up against my stomach. She looked at it with the same look she gives a chair she’s still placing. Then she held a towel open.

On the mat she dried me herself. Hair first, then my face, then my arms and my back, and she was careful over the pink. The towel was thick and warm from the rack. When she got to my cock she dried it the same as the rest of me, and my knees went a little soft. She saw that, and the corner of her mouth moved.

“Feet apart,” she said. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She dried my balls and the insides of my thighs and between my cheeks, slow enough that I had to lock my knees. I stood with my hands useless at my sides, because she hadn’t told me where to put them. The rug under the mat was a dull green, and I stared at it so I wouldn’t beg. When I was dry she picked up the collar.

“Chin up, pet.”

The leather came back around my neck, snug and not tight. She slid two fingers under it and left them there a second, so I could feel the room she always leaves me.

“Two fingers,” she said. “Same as this morning. You tell me if that changes.”

“It fits.”

“That’s what I want from it.” She buckled it, checked the fit again, and clipped the leash to the ring. The little click was loud in the wet room. She looped the leash once around her hand, loose, and nodded at the door. “You can walk to the bedroom. I’m not making you crawl on wet feet.”

❦

The bedroom was dim except for the lamp by the bed. The sheets were the pale ones. The blanket I had slept on was still folded at the foot, where it had been since Friday. I stopped at the edge of the rug, because that was the rule, off the furniture until she said so. My cock stayed up. Still. The leash hung between us, and the collar sat where her fingers had checked it.

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me, dry and a little amused, already decided.

“Come here,” she said. She patted the sheet beside her hip. “Up on the bed. I want your knees on the sheet. You’ve earned it, and I want you where I can use you.”

I climbed on. The sheets were cool under my knees, and that alone nearly undid me. I had been on the floor and the blanket and the bath mat. This was the first time all weekend the bed had taken my weight. I stayed on my knees. Waiting. She reached over and pushed my chest, not hard, until I went back on the pillows.

“On your back,” she said. “Hands flat, palms down. You leave them there until I move them.”

I put my hands on the sheet and spread my fingers so I would remember the order. She stood and unbuttoned the wide-leg pants, then stepped out of them and out of the rest. She was calm, as if she were changing after a long day. Her cunt was already wet. I could see the shine when she climbed over me, one knee on either side of my ribs, the leash still in her fist. She wrapped it once more around her hand until her fist rested on my chest, just below the ring. The leather sat in a slack loop, so nothing pulled at my throat, and I still felt owned down to my balls.

“I can’t hold still,” I said. My hips wanted up. My cock rested against her thigh, hot, and every breath moved me.

She looked at my face and drew the leash taut between her fist and the ring. Never tight. Just enough that I felt the line of it, a clear little pull that stopped well short of my throat. Two fingers would still have fit under the leather.

“You can,” she said. “You will. I want you to stay, and I want you still.”

She took my cock in her hand and sank onto it in one slow push. Heat closed around me, wet and tight, and I made a noise into the pillow. She didn’t bounce. Not once. She sat all the way down until I was in her to the base, and her weight held my hips to the sheet.

“There,” she said. “That’s where you stay. You don’t lift your hips, and you don’t thrust up into me. You lie there and let me have your cock. If your hands come off the sheet, I get off you and we start over on the floor. Do you understand me.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you’re not going to do.”

“I’m not going to lift my hips. I’m not going to touch you.”

“Sweet thing.”

It went through me at once. My cock throbbed inside her, and my thighs tried to open under her weight. She rolled her hips once, slow, and the drag of her cunt on my cock went all the way up my spine.

“Watch my face if you need somewhere for your eyes,” she said. “Don’t watch your cock disappear, or you’ll lose the hold.”

I watched her face. She rode me unhurried, sure of every inch, with the sureness she has in a room she’s already arranged. Up a little, then down, and when she was seated she ground so her clit rubbed against me. The leash stayed wrapped in her fist, a reminder that never pinched. My hands stayed flat. Palms down. My ass pressed down, and the pink skin woke every time her weight came down. I was so hard inside her I could feel my own pulse.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

“I’m trying not to move.”

“I know you are, and you’re doing it. Stay there for me.”

She leaned in, one hand on the sheet by my shoulder, the other fisted in the leash, and fucked herself on me in longer strokes. I could hear how wet she was. Her thighs tightened when she found the angle she wanted, and my balls drew up under her. I breathed through my mouth and kept my hips down, and it cost me. Every time she sank, I wanted to meet her. I didn’t. She had told me I could hold still, so my body tried to prove her right.

“Look at you,” she said, voice lower, a little rough. “Flat on my bed, cock in me, hands where I put them. You wanted this when I was still washing your hair, didn’t you.”

“Yes.”

“Say it so I can hear all of it.”

“I wanted to be in you. I wanted you on top of me. I didn’t know if you’d let me on the bed.”

“I let you.” She ground down hard and stayed there, circling, and her breath broke. “Stay with me, and don’t you lift. I’m close, pet. Hold that cock still for me while I take it.”

I held. My thighs trembled against the sheet, and my fingers curled, then flattened, because she had said palms down. She rocked smaller and smaller, clit against me, cunt gripping in little pulses, and then she came. I felt the clench first, hard around my cock, and then the shake through her stomach and her thighs. Her mouth opened. She made one quiet sound and didn’t dress it up. She stayed seated on me, leash slack in her fist, and I did not move. Cum pressed at the base of my cock, hot and close. I kept it back.

When the shaking eased, she looked at my face. She was flushed, and her sharp haircut had gone a little out of line. She smiled like she had caught me at something.

“Still with me,” she said.

“Barely.”

“I can see it on you.” She started to rock again, slower, and she watched my face the whole time. The leash shifted in her fist and stayed slack, never across my throat. “You didn’t lift. I’m proud of that, and you can feel it, can’t you. You’re right on the edge.”

The pride hit my cock before I answered. It jumped inside her, and my stomach went tight.

“Yes. Please, I need it.”

“Not please. You wait for the word.” She rolled her hips deep, and my cock stayed buried in her cunt. Her eyes stayed on mine. I could see her deciding. My hands made fists for a second, then went flat. My hips wanted up so badly I could taste it, and I kept them down.

Thistle was still the stop, and two taps on her thigh would have done the same. It would have cost me nothing. I didn’t use it. I wanted the word.

She rode me through another slow grind, watching my mouth and the jump in my stomach. Then she leaned in, leash slack in her fist, collar loose enough that I could breathe. She put her mouth near mine and didn’t kiss me.

“Now.”

I came deep inside her, pulse after pulse, and I did not lift my hips. I lay there and let it happen. My cock jerked in her cunt, and cum spilled into her while she stayed down and watched my face. My hands stayed on the sheet. A sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. She didn’t rush. She held me there and rocked the smallest bit, taking it, until I was empty and shaking and still inside her.

“There,” she said, softer. “That’s mine too.”

She stayed until my cock began to soften, then lifted off slow. I felt the wet of both of us on my stomach. She unwrapped the leash, unclipped it, and coiled it on the nightstand. She left the collar on and checked it with two fingers, loose as ever.

“You can breathe,” she said. “You did the hard part.”

I laughed once, shaky, hands still flat because she hadn’t moved them. “I thought I was going to fail you.”

“You didn’t.” She kissed my shoulder, brief, and pulled the sheet up over my legs. “Sleep if you want. The blanket’s still at the foot if you roll off, but tonight you can stay up here. Don’t get ideas about the morning.”

I slept hard. Harder than all week.

❦

Sunday morning the light came in low across the rug. She was already dressed, sitting on the edge of the bed with a cup in her hand, and the collar was still on me. The leash lay coiled by her thigh. She set the cup down and pointed at the floor.

“I want you on your knees,” she said.

I got down. Cool under me. She turned the brass tag so the blank face caught the light, and she held it where I could see it.

“What goes on this,” she said.

I looked at the bare metal, and at her hand, and at the bed she had let me onto and then called me off of. My cock stirred, honest and useless. I didn’t reach for the tag.

“That’s yours to choose,” I said.

She nodded once, as if that was the answer she had wanted, and she let the tag fall back against my chest.

❦

The little steel stamps stood in a row on her worktable, the ones she uses when a brass pull needs a name, and the blank tag lay in the middle of the wood with the ring already off my collar. I knelt by her stool. Sunday light sat flat on the pale top. Behind my heels the rug started, pale wool, so my knees had the harder floor, and the grain came up through my skin.

She didn’t look at my cock. She looked at the brass.

“Stay. You don’t touch me, pet.” She lined the hammer up while she said it, calm, the same calm she uses when she decides where a lamp belongs. “Hands on your thighs. Eyes on the metal. You watch every letter, and you keep your hands off me and off yourself.”

“I can do that.”

“I didn’t ask if you could.” She picked up the S, seated it, and tapped once. The letter came up bright in the brass. “What do you see?”

“An S. Start of your name.”

“Don’t get ahead of the hammer.” She set the I so close to the S that I held my breath, which was dumb of me. Her hands don’t miss. The tap was small. Brass dust jumped. The hammer made a neat little tick, more clock than bang, and the brass took each letter as if it had been waiting on her.

“You’re hard already,” she said, still not looking down. “I hear your knees shift on the floor. Say it, so you stop hiding it.”

“I’m hard.” Heat climbed my face. I almost laughed at myself, because steel letters should not have done that, and they had. “You haven’t finished the word.”

“I know.” The dry smile reached her eyes and left. “Stay that way. Honest looks better on you than patient.”

She took the M, then the O. I watched each one bite, and I watched the bright cuts fill with shadow when she tipped the tag toward the window. She held the N and looked at me at last.

“You said the tag was mine to choose. Does watching the letters change that?”

“No. Put what you want on it. I meant it on the bed. I mean it on this floor.”

“Better.”

That one word hit my cock like a stroke. I jerked. She saw it, and she still didn’t touch me there. She set the N and struck. Then the E. The apostrophe needed a careful turn so the stamp wouldn’t skate, and she made a small pleased sound in her throat when it bit clean. One tap for the last S. She blew the dust off, and it drifted onto my knee.

SIMONE’S. I read it from the floor. My mouth had gone dry.

“Read it.”

“Simone’s.”

“Again. Like the metal means it.”

“Simone’s. Yours.”

“There you are.” Soft, and my cock throbbed hard enough that I had to flatten my palms on my thighs. She lifted the tag by the ring. “Chin up. It goes back on. I check the leather once, and you talk me through the fit.”

The ring slid home. The tag fell against my chest, warm from her hand and from the work, heavier than it had been blank. She fitted two fingers under the leather at the side of my neck and left them there until I felt the give.

“Talk.”

“Two fingers. There’s room. I can breathe. I can swallow. You’re not pulling.”

“And I won’t.” She took her fingers out. For a second I thought that was the end of her hands on me, the way the bath had been, soap and care and nothing for my cock. Then she set her palm on the back of my neck, and her other hand came up into my hair.

I had wanted that since the market. Weeks of it. Her choosing a stem, her knuckle brushing my wrist, and me standing there with a bucket handle cutting my palm because I wouldn’t reach. Sunday, on her floor, she finally put her fingers where I had been waiting for them. She didn’t tug. She just held, warm at the nape, and her fingertips moved once through the short hair above my ear, slow, as if she was learning the grain of it.

My cock jumped so hard I had to shut my eyes.

“There,” she said. “That’s what you’ve been hiding. Not the plug. Not the tag. This.”

“Yes.”

“The plug goes back in your ass before you get my cunt, and before you get your own hand. You about to tell me you can’t?”

A little, I was. The bath had left me soft back there, and the black plug on the corner of the table looked thicker than my nerve. “I don’t know if I can take it and stay still.”

Her hand in my hair answered. Not a speech. A firmer hold, still gentle, turning my head so I had to look at the plug and not at the floor.

“Is that a no?”

“Nerves,” I said. “I want it.”

“Then you get my hands while you take it. Chest down. Ass up. Forehead on your arm.”

I folded. The tag clicked once on the wood and hung quiet. She kept one hand in my hair the whole time, not steering, just there, and the other slicked the plug until the black shone. A thumb spread me. Lube cooled my hole, then warmed fast. The plug pressed and waited.

“Say where it is.”

“At my hole. Cold, then not. I want it, and I’m clenched anyway.”

“Unclench. I’ve got your hair. I’ve got your neck. Nothing else happens until this sits.”

She turned it in by small pushes. Wait, push, wait. She didn’t rush the wide part. When I hissed she held still, and her fingers worked the back of my neck in a slow circle until my hole stopped fighting her. The stretch burned. Then it gave. I groaned into my arm when the wide part passed, and the plug seated with a thick final pressure. My cock leaked on the floor. Her hand never tightened in my hair. She scratched once, light, at the scalp, and the pleasure of that ran down my spine and met the plug and made both of them worse.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for putting it in my ass.”

“And the rest.”

“For going slow. For your hand in my hair while you did it. I’ve wanted that since the market, and I never asked.”

“I know you didn’t ask.” She scratched again, and I pushed back on the plug without deciding to. She felt that and laughed once, low, not mean. “Greedy already. Up. Rug. Hard floor’s done with you.”

She clipped the leash under the tag. The click was bright. She didn’t tug. I crawled the short way onto the pale wool, and the plug shifted with every move of my knees, deep and rude, impossible to ignore. The rug was soft after the wood, oatmeal-colored, and it held the smell of her soap from the bath.

“On your back. Plug stays in. Hands at your sides until I put them somewhere.”

I lay back. The base pressed up into me from the wool, and I had to breathe around it. She stood over me and stepped out of the wide-leg pants, one foot, then the other, folding them onto the chair before she did anything else. Nothing under them. Her cunt was already wet, trimmed, flushed dark at the center, and the shirt hem brushed the tops of her thighs. Even then, she chose where a thing went.

She wound the leash short around her fist, knuckles close to the ring, and left the last of the leather slack at my throat. She didn’t check it again. She didn’t have to. I could feel the room in it when I swallowed.

“Open your mouth, pet.”

She lowered herself. Her vulva met my mouth, hot and slick, and the taste of her cunt filled me, salt and skin, soap clean under it. I licked before she told me to, a long stroke up to her clit, because I couldn’t not. She exhaled and settled her weight, and then her free hand came down into my hair and stayed.

That was the thing. Not the leash in her fist, though I felt the leather tick my collarbone and stay slack. Her fingers. Spread at my scalp, holding me to her cunt as if she had finally decided I could be touched the way I had been wanting. I made a mess of her on the first pass and didn’t care.

“Eager. I’ll allow it.” Her voice had gone lower. “Slow. Tongue soft. You don’t rush what I’m sitting on.”

I licked her slow and learned her again, the swell of her clit and the give of her when I pressed my tongue flat. Wet smeared my mouth and ran toward my ear. Her shirt brushed my forehead when she leaned, and under the soap I could smell her skin, warm and a little sharp. I circled her clit, soft, then a little firmer when her breath caught. She didn’t praise me yet. She didn’t have to. My cock lay on my stomach, hard and leaking, no hand on it, and it jumped when her fingers tightened in my hair. A thin string of wet cooled on my skin. Every small rock of her hips drove the plug deeper in my ass.

“Hands. On my thighs. Hold me where I put you.”

I set them there. Two fingers of my right hand lay flat on the warm skin, ready if I needed them, and I left them. I was not going to tap. She felt the rest of my grip and rolled her hips once, a small sound in her chest that might have been approval.

She rode slow, a long drag of her cunt over my tongue that brought her clit back to the point of it. I followed. I didn’t chase. She talked the whole time, low, a little amused, filthy without raising her voice, and her hand in my hair kept time with it.

“There. Circle it. Don’t poke at me like you want this over. You in a hurry, sweet thing?”

I hummed no against her. She laughed, breathless, ground down once, then eased, and her fingers scratched my scalp as if to say she had heard me.

“That noise is your answer until I give you air.”

She lifted. Cool air hit my wet mouth. She shifted forward on her knees, and I was under her ass instead of her cunt, the leash still slack, her fist braced on the rug by my head.

“Now my ass. All of it, slow, and that plug stays where I put it.”

I licked. I went over the crease and the heat, the whole of what she gave me, patient and thorough, and I clenched so the plug wouldn’t slip. That pressure made my cock jump on my belly. Two fingers stayed flat on her thigh. No tap. She sighed and rocked on my tongue, and her hand never left my hair. Then she slid back, and her cunt sat on my mouth again, wetter, clit hard against me.

“Slow’s done.”

She rode hard. Her hips snapped, and I held her thighs to keep her clit on my tongue. She had the leash wound so short her knuckles brushed my jaw, and still the leather at my throat stayed loose. I got my tongue under her clit and held it there while she used my mouth, and the plug in my ass shoved up every time her weight came down. I sucked when she paused and licked when she moved. The wool scratched my shoulders. Her wet and my spit mixed on my chin. I heard the soft slap of her against my mouth, and under that the small tick of the tag on my chest, and over both of those her breath, breaking.

Her fingers fisted in my hair. Not cruel. Certain. She held my mouth where she wanted it and fucked down onto my tongue in short hard rolls, and I let her, mouth open, tongue firm, plug thick in my ass, cock aching and untouched.

She didn’t give me a word for the first one. She just bore down. Her clit flattened to my tongue, and her hand locked in my hair, and she came on a sharp breath that turned into a laugh, surprised at itself. She didn’t lift off. She stayed and let me feel the pulse of her cunt, small tight squeezes, and her thighs tried to close and couldn’t, because my hands held them open. I kept licking. I kept those two fingers flat. I could have tapped. I didn’t want air. I wanted her hand to stay in my hair, and it did, loosening only enough to pet me through the shake.

“Again,” she said, when she could talk. “You can take another. Right there, sweet thing. Same spot. Don’t go soft on me.”

The second built slower. She tasted stronger, thicker, and I stayed on her clit because she had put me there and her fingers kept reminding me. My jaw ached. I wanted her to use it anyway. She swore once, quiet, then rode like she meant to wear my mouth out. I held on. I licked her through every snap. Her free hand left the rug and joined the other in my hair, both of them, and the leash slipped a little in the fist she no longer needed, still slack at my throat, ticking my collarbone and going nowhere tight.

She came harder. Her whole body went tight over me. Her cunt flooded my tongue. She said pet and my name in the same breath, and that was the cue, not a command so much as the sound of her giving it up. I swallowed what I could. Those two fingers stayed flat and still on her thigh. My heartbeat sat in my cock. I groaned into her, gone on the taste and on her hands, and that groan pulled a last shudder out of her that ran all the way down to where I held her.

“Enough.” Her voice was wrecked, and fond. She lifted enough for me to breathe, but she didn’t take her hands out of my hair yet. She petted me, slow, while I blinked up at the wet shine on her. “Both of those were yours to give me. You hear me?”

“I hear you.” My face was a mess. I didn’t care. “I didn’t tap.”

“I know.” The heel of her hand rested on my cheek, gentle, and the praise landed in my chest and in my cock at once. “That’s my sweet thing. You waited all that time for my hands, and you still did the job.”

She slid down my chest, careful of the leash, careful of the tag. It knocked my sternum. She lay back on the rug and opened her legs, knees up, shirt rucked, stomach bare and a little flushed from the ride. Her cunt was still swollen and shining from my mouth. The leash spilled loose across my ribs. Her fist was empty. One hand stayed in my hair until I had to sit up to follow her, and then she let go, and the lack of it was its own ache.

“Kneel between. You don’t get my hand on that cock. Stroke it yourself. Wait for me. Come early, and you don’t finish on me.”

I knelt between her legs. The plug sat deep, and every shift of my knees pushed it. My hand closed around my cock, and the first pull was so good I had to stop and breathe through my teeth. I was wet at the head. She watched, one hand on her own thigh, holding herself open, the other reaching up to catch the hair at my temple again, as if she had decided the rule about not touching my cock didn’t cover this.

“Slower. Look at me while you do it. Say where your eyes are.”

“Your cunt. Your stomach. The skin I want to come on. And your hand. I keep looking at your hand.”

“Want isn’t the word yet.” She flicked the tag with a finger. It chimed on my chest. “Keep going. I like you honest with your fist busy.”

“I’m close. The plug pushes me there every time I squeeze. Please.”

“Not yet. From the base. I want the whole stroke, so I can see it.”

I did it as she said, from the base, slow enough that she could watch the head swell and darken. Pre-cum slicked my fist. The sound was small and wet, and I was too far gone to mind it. She watched my hand the way she watches a hinge she just set, checking the swing, and her fingers stayed in my hair, a light hold that got firmer when I sped up without meaning to.

“Easy. I didn’t say faster.”

“Sorry. I’m right on it. Your hand in my hair is making it worse, and I don’t want you to stop.”

“I won’t stop.” She scratched once at the scalp, mean and sweet at the same time. “One more ask. Then you listen.”

“Please let me come. On your stomach. I’ll wait until you say it. I’m right there, Simone. Waiting’s costing me, and I can feel it in my cock and in the plug and everywhere your fingers are.”

“I see you.” She held my eyes. Her hand stayed off my cock. That was the rule, and it was also what made it unbearable. Her other hand petted through my hair, slow, and I had to grit my teeth around another pull. A drop beaded at the head and held. I looked at her clit, still thick from my tongue, and at the bare skin of her stomach, and at the shine of her still drying at the corner of my mouth. That almost undid me. I stopped my fist at the base and shook.

She let me take one more shaky stroke. I thought I’d lose it on the rug. Then she said it, easy and clear, the only time she used that word.

“Now.”

I came. The first pulse was thick and hot across her stomach. The next striped higher, toward her ribs. I kept my hand moving, because she hadn’t told me to quit. Cum landed in heavy lines on her skin. A last weaker spill dripped to the wool between her thighs. I groaned, head tipping into her hand, ass clenched on the plug so hard the pleasure went white at the edges. Her fingers didn’t leave my hair. She held me through it, and that was the part I had been waiting on since a Saturday market and a bucket of stems and her wrist brushing mine.

“Stay.” She said it while I was still emptying. “Hand off when you’re done. Look at it.”

I let go. My cock twitched and gave up one more drop, and it fell on her stomach with the rest. The lines of cum started to cool at the edges. One of them had caught in the fine hair below her navel. She didn’t wipe it. She let me see it sit there, hers, the same as the letters. Her face was warm, a little smug, and in no hurry. Her thumb moved once along my hairline.

“That’s mine too. Same as the brass. You with me?”

“I’m with you.”

She didn’t check the collar again. She didn’t need to. The leash lay slack between us on the wool. I leaned into her hand, and I didn’t tap, and I didn’t have one reason to.

The next Friday I stood at her door with tulips, stems cold from the shop buckets, leaves still beaded. I had wound my collar around them for a band, the leather snug on the green, the brass turned out so she would see it before I opened my mouth. She opened in the same wide-leg pants, hair sharp, and she looked at the flowers first, then at the tag. The small smile showed.

“Collar on the stems,” she said. “That’s a choice.”

“It holds better than twine. I wanted you to see the letters before I said a word.”

“Hand them over, pet.”

I did. Her fingers found the buckle before she turned, the same fingers that had been in my hair, sure and unhurried. She carried the tulips to the narrow table in the front hall and set them where the light off the mirror could hit the brass. SIMONE’S caught and flashed. Black leather sat on the stems. The flowers leaned a little, cream at the base, pink at the tips, and she didn’t fix them yet. Her thumb was already on the buckle.

She looked at me over the tulips. “Every Friday. You bring them like this. I shouldn’t have to ask.”

“You won’t have to ask.”

She nodded once, as if that settled the hall with the same calm she brings to a room, and her fingers stayed on the buckle while the tag turned in the light.


Caged, Plugged and Pegged, Her Husband Leaves the Estate as Sienna — Sissy Transformation

Ispend my days at a light table in the mapping office, under tall windows that throw a clean light across the glass. At thirty-seven I still like the weight of a pencil behind my ear. That morning the county lay under my hands, and I had a road to move.

The wash had shoved it in the spring. A pale scar of gravel no longer sat where our printed line said it should. I eased it over with the pencil, a hair at a time, because the land had already made up its mind. All I could do was admit it.

A hill sat on the north edge of the sheet, and nobody climbed it. The contours bunched and then quit. The old name had been some rancher’s joke, the kind that doesn’t belong on a map a person might trust with a truck. I rubbed it out and wrote a smaller one, something quiet, so it wouldn’t shout at the roads around it. Then I noted the correction in the margin, a reason and my initials, so the next person would know the ground had moved and a man had agreed with it.

The room had that quiet you get when the others drift off to the coffee pot and leave you with the work. I could hear the building tick. I could hear the low hum under the glass, and my own breath. I can look at a place I’ve never stood on and tell you where the ground falls away, and where a road is lying about itself. What I have never been any good at is saying the thing I want. I name hills for people who will never know I did it. I keep my own mouth shut.

I went home with graphite on my fingers and the hill still turning over in my head. That’s how I usually come through the door, a little absent, already half back at the table.

❦

The kitchen was the opposite of the office. Greta was forty, headset on, the little mic near her mouth, and she was walking a wedding around the room as if the guests were chairs she could pick up and set down somewhere better. A hundred of them. She was settling the whole crowd without ever raising her voice. She laughed out loud at something the other end said, a real laugh, bright and a bit wicked, and she caught my eye and waved her clipboard at me like a flag.

“No, she can sit with the band if she wants a view. I’m not moving the cake for a view,” she said into the mic. Then she grinned at me, because she knew I was listening and she liked an audience. She paced between the counter and the table in her low heels, pen already migrating toward her ear. I washed my hands at the sink and listened, because she’s better at rooms full of people than I will ever be, and I like the sound of her when she’s winning.

The call ended. She pulled the headset off and dropped it by the fruit bowl, and the pen stayed behind her ear, which made us a matched set in a way I didn’t say out loud. We ate at the kitchen table, something simple I’d started while she finished. She told me about a florist who had cried, and a groom who wanted doves and had been talked down to candles. She teases when she’s happy. She nudged my foot under the table.

“You look like a man who argued with a road and lost.”

“I moved it,” I said. “The road lost.”

“Serves it right.” She laughed, then flipped a page on the clipboard and made a face at a box near the bottom. “They want my age on the insurance rider. As if writing it in a little square is going to keep a tent from blowing over.” She printed something in and moved on, half annoyed and half amused, which is her with anything that wastes her time. Then she looked at me in that useful way she has, which is most of the time. “If you ever decided what you actually wanted for once, I’d make it happen. You name it, I’ll build the night around it. That’s literally my job.”

I smiled, because that’s what you do. I told her I wanted the last of the bread. She threw a crust at me and called me a coward in the fondest voice she has. She didn’t know how close she’d come. She never does. I sat there with the crust in my hand and the want sitting warm and stupid under my ribs, where it has lived for years, and I didn’t give it to her.

Not then.

❦

It didn’t start with her. I used to tell myself it was only a mood, something that would pass if I kept my head down and drew enough roads. The thrift store smelled like old wool and lemon polish. I had gone in for a lamp, the year I turned twenty-nine, after a breakup left the rented apartment quiet enough that the drawing board in the corner was the only company I wanted. My days were already maps. Evenings were the same board, the same pencil, a coastline nobody had asked me to finish.

I found the lamp. Then I found the slip, pale silk on a hanger between tired shirts, folded so small in my hands it could have been a scarf. My face burned at the checkout. The woman at the register didn’t even look up, which was worse, because then the burning was all mine and I had no one to blame it on. I paid. I left. I didn’t breathe right until I was on the sidewalk.

Back in the apartment I stood with the blinds down and pulled the silk over my head. It was cool. It was nothing like anything I owned. I sat at the drawing board in it because I didn’t know what else to do with myself. I tried to work. I drew a coastline I didn’t need. The silk moved when I moved, and every time it touched my thigh I lost the line. The shame was so thick I could taste metal at the back of my tongue, and under it there was a heat that didn’t care what I called it. I didn’t take the slip off for a long time. I folded it afterward and hid it in a drawer under paper, and I told myself that was the end of it.

It wasn’t.

❦

At that same board, on other nights, I added things the way you add a road you swore you weren’t going to survey. Stockings came from a shop where I couldn’t meet the cashier’s eyes. A lipstick, a soft color, which I put on with a hand that shook and then wiped off so hard my mouth stayed pink anyway. And in the margins of my notebooks a woman started to appear, drawn over and over, auburn hair, a silk blouse, the line of a shoulder I kept getting wrong and then right.

I didn’t mean to give her a name. Names are my job, and I know what it means to put one on a blank place. One night the pencil did it without asking me.

Sienna.

I looked at the letters and the want moved through me so hard I closed the notebook like I’d been caught, even though nobody else was there.

❦

Then I met Greta. It was a cookout at a mutual friend’s place, the kind of afternoon where everyone stands around with a drink and pretends they know what to do with their hands. She walked up to me as if we’d already agreed to like each other.

“I’m Greta,” she said. She had a cup in one hand and the other already out, like the handshake was a formality she was willing to get through so we could talk. “I plan parties for people who can’t agree on anything, and you look like a man who came here to stand near the fence.”

I told her my name. She laughed and said the fence was a good call, and we talked until the light went, about nothing important, her work and my maps. I liked her immediately, without any of the usual armor. I married her because I wanted the life, the kitchen, the laughing, the way she fills a room. I didn’t marry her to be cured.

The slip and the stockings and the lipstick and the notebooks went into a map tube, the long cardboard kind we use for sheets that aren’t ready to be seen. The tube went to the back of the closet, behind the winter coats. It comes out on the rare nights she works late. The rest of the time it sits there, and I walk past it in the morning and put on a man’s shirt and go name other people’s hills. I thought I was careful. I thought careful was the same as safe.

❦

Not long before all this came to a head, we were walking back from a lunch she’d stolen out of her calendar. I stopped at a shop window downtown without meaning to. A silk blouse hung on a form in the glass, a pale one, the color of the slip, and I looked at it a second too long. Greta followed my eyes, because she misses very little, and she laughed.

“That’d look good on you.”

It was a joke. I knew it was a joke. She was smiling, easy, waiting for me to smile back and say something about my shoulders or the pencil behind my ear. I didn’t laugh. I stood there with the want naked on my face for one heartbeat, and then I tried to put it away, and I was too slow. She looked at me one second longer than the joke required. Not angry. Not mocking. Just looking, the look she gives a room when the plan and the room have stopped agreeing.

“Come on,” she said, gentler. She took my arm. We walked. Neither of us mentioned the blouse again. I felt the print of that look on me all the way home. She had seen something. She didn’t have a name for it yet.

I did.

❦

After that I started drawing the house.

It was for rent in the hills, a big stone place with more rooms than two people need. The listing had a floor plan that was wrong in the cheap way, so I pulled it onto my board and drew it properly, the honest work I’d do for a client who was paying me. I gave the walls their real thickness. I put the windows where the light would actually fall.

Greta found me at it. She stood in the doorway in her robe, headset finally off, hair down.

“Still up at midnight,” she said, fond and exasperated, the voice she uses when she loves me and also wants me in bed.

“Almost done,” I said, which was a lie of the small domestic kind.

“Don’t let the house win.” She blew me a kiss and went down the hall. I listened to her moving in the bathroom, ordinary and beloved, while I drew every room. The kitchen, with its long run of counters. The front hall. The stairs, and the turn at the landing. A sitting room I had no use for, drawn anyway, because a map that skips a room is a lie. The bedroom I drew more carefully than the kitchen. The listing had mentioned a four-poster as if a bed could sell a house, and I put it in true, posts and all, at the far end of the room.

The rooms were honest. I put a dotted line on the sheet. It started at the front door. I lettered Spencer there, small, in my ordinary hand. The dots ran through the hall and up the stairs and into the bedroom and ended at the four-poster, and at the end of the line I lettered Sienna. I sat with that for a while. The house was quiet. My pulse was not.

In the corner of the sheet I made a list, neat as a legend, so it would read as part of the map and not as a confession, which was a joke I was telling myself. Silk. Stockings. A wig. Breast forms. A cage. A plug. Her strap-on. I wrote her and not a blank, because the last item wasn’t a thing I could buy and hide in a tube. It was Greta. It had always been heading toward Greta, even back in that rented apartment, when I told myself the silk was a private weather that would pass. I looked at the list until my ears got hot. Then I slid the sheet to the side of the board, turned the lamp down, and went to bed beside my wife. I lay awake wanting her and lying to her, which had started to feel like the same act, and I kept my hands to myself.

❦

The night she worked late, the map was finished. She’d kissed me on her way out, clipboard under her arm, keys in her hand, and said not to wait up. A venue manager needed to be charmed into a refund, and it might take all evening. I said I wouldn’t wait up. I waited until the car was gone and the house had settled into that particular quiet, and then I went to the closet.

The map tube was where it always is, at the back, behind the coats. I carried it to the drawing board like a man carrying something that could spill. The pale slip came out first, cool from sitting in the dark, and the smell of it was just silk and the closet, nothing that would give me away if I was careful. I set the finished map on the glass and turned the lamp up. The dotted line ran from Spencer to Sienna. The list sat in the corner. I looked at it, and I was already hard, standing there in my ordinary clothes with a pencil groove still faint behind my ear, before the slip ever touched me. That’s the part I never get used to. My body gets there ahead of my nerve.

I took my clothes off and left them on the chair, a man’s shirt and trousers, the life I walk around in. Then I pulled the slip over my head. It settled on my shoulders and down my chest and over my hips, pale and a little loose, the hem brushing my thighs. Shame came up hot in my face. Want came up under the shame and didn’t apologize. I was alone in the house. I said the name out loud, once, because it had been living in the margins for years and the rooms were empty enough to hold it.

“Sienna.”

It sounded like a person. It sounded like me.

I put my palm on my cock through the silk. The fabric was thin enough that I could feel the heat of my own hand and the shape of myself under it, already hard, the head nudging the pale cloth until a small dark spot started there. I stroked slowly, trying to make it last, and also trying not to think about how I looked. A man at his own drawing board in a thrift-store slip. A finished map in front of him like evidence. My balls tightened when I closed my fist. The silk dragged, sweet and a little rough, and a groan slipped out of me, the kind I would have been mortified for Greta to hear. Then I thought of her anyway, because I always do, and the mortification didn’t win.

I pictured her hands. Not the clipboard. Not the pen. Her hands at my mouth, steady, doing a small precise thing, painting my lips with the lipstick I keep in the tube. In the picture she wasn’t laughing the shop-window laugh. She was close. She was looking at me with that extra beat, and she was doing it on purpose, tilting my chin, working the color on slowly, her thumb at the corner of my mouth to keep the line clean. I said her name then, because Sienna was the want and Greta was the person I wanted it from. Both of them were in my head. Only one of us had a body in the room.

“Greta.”

My hand went under the hem. Skin on skin, my cock hot in my fist, the silk bunched at my wrist. I stroked myself in full view of the map, the dotted line, the four-poster, the list I had been too much of a coward to hand her at dinner when she offered me the whole of her competence. I thought of her mouth near my ear. I thought of her seeing the slip, and seeing me in it, and not looking away. I thought of her hands leaving my mouth and finding the rest of me, my balls, my ass, the tight hole I never let the day know about. My ass clenched. My thighs shook. Shame and heat had become the same feeling, and I didn’t have a separate name for either of them anymore.

I came into my own hand under the silk, hard enough that I had to brace the other hand on the edge of the board. I kept my eyes on the map while I did it, on the place where Spencer ended and Sienna began. In my head her hands were still at my mouth, finishing the color, unhurried, as if she had all the time she ever has when a thing matters and she has decided to do it right.

After, I stood there breathing like I’d climbed the hill nobody climbs. The slip was a mess at the hem. I cleaned myself. I washed. I put the slip back in the tube, and the tube back behind the coats, and I stood in the closet with my forehead against the doorframe until my face cooled. The map I did not put away. I left it on the board, face down, and I went and made the kind of supper you make when your hands need a job.

❦

She came in while I was setting the table, tired in the good way, shoes off already. She kissed my cheek and stole a bite off the board and said the venue manager had folded, which I had never doubted. We sat. The kitchen was warm. She talked about the refund and a parking problem she had already solved in her head. I listened. I loved her. The map was in the other room because I hadn’t yet decided if I had the nerve.

I thought about the blouse in the window, and the look she had given me, and the line she’d said at this same table. You name it. I’ll build the night. I thought about how long I had been naming everything except myself. The sheet on the board was the first honest map I’d drawn in years. Leaving it face down was just another way of keeping my mouth shut.

I got up. I went to the board. I brought the sheet back in both hands, careful of the corners, the way I carry work I’m about to show a client. My heart beat in my throat hard enough that I could taste it. She looked up, curious, just Greta at the end of a long day, waiting to see what I’d drawn.

I slid the finished map across the kitchen table to her.

❦

Greta’s hand rested on the map, and she read the list in the corner out loud, calm as a run of show, with no laugh in it yet.

“Silk, stockings, a wig, breast forms, a cage, a plug, and her strap-on.”

The kitchen still smelled like supper. I kept both hands flat on the wood so they would not shake and give me away. Under the table my cock was already hard, thick against my thigh, while she was only reading. My face heated. She saw it.

She put a finger on the dotted line and followed it from the front door, the one I had marked Spencer, through every room I had drawn, until it stopped at the four-poster.

“And this one,” she said. “Who’s Sienna?”

I could have told her it was only a name I liked. I didn’t. My ears burned, and my cock gave a stupid little jump when she said it out loud. She had already done the math. I saw it in her mouth.

“Me,” I said. “If I ever got far enough to wear all of it. Sienna is me in that bed, in those things, with you running the weekend.”

She laughed then, out loud, warm and easy, the laugh she saves for a plan that walks in already drawn. She pulled the pen from behind her ear and clicked it once on the list.

“I’ll plan it,” she said. “You drew the route. I’ll run the rooms.”

❦

Friday had gone dark on the windows, and the stone house gave us that big empty sound. The lockbox key was cold in my hand. The caretaker had left it and gone home off the grounds, and nobody else was due until Monday. Greta set her clipboard on the long kitchen table and slid the rental form to me. It asked each guest for a name and an age. I wrote Spencer and filled the age line. She wrote Greta and filled hers, then tapped the pen like the booking was done.

“Tea first,” she said, and she put the kettle on.

She dropped the car keys into my pocket and patted the cloth once, so I would feel the weight of them.

“Those stay with you,” she said. “Say meridian at any step and you get a long bath, this big empty house, and a drive home, with nothing changed between us. Are you sober right now?”

“I’m sober,” I said. The tea was hot and plain, and my hands had gone steady on the county road. “Yes, I want this. I want you to plan it, and I want the first room tonight.”

“Say the stop word back, so I know you’ve got it.”

“Meridian,” I said. “I have it, and I’m not using it.”

She smiled, touched my cheek, and let her hand be the whole answer. Then she picked up the clipboard.

“Bathroom next,” she said. “Come on, darling.”

The clawfoot tub took up half the room. She ran the water hot and set a razor and a cake of soap on the stool. I stood in my shorts with my cock already lifting, because she was still only laying out the night.

“In you get, darling. The water’s hot.”

I stepped out of my shorts and climbed in. The water came up around my ribs and loosened my shoulders. She rolled her sleeves and reached for the razor. I put a hand over my face, as if that could hide the rest of me.

“No, don’t watch me,” I said.

“Meridian, or nerves?” she asked.

“Nerves,” I said into my palm.

She dragged a second stool right up to the iron, sat with her knee against the tub, and took my ankle in her hand.

“Leg on the rim, darling. I want it where I can work.”

Meridian pressed at my teeth. I kept it there and did not let it out. A bath alone and a drive home were on offer, and I did not want either one. My cock answered her before my mouth did. I set my leg on the rim and looked at her.

“Other leg stays under the water until I tell you,” she said. “Say so if the razor pulls. Whose legs am I shaving?”

“Mine,” I said, thinner than I meant. “Sienna’s legs, yours to do.”

“Beautiful.”

My cock jumped at that one word, up through the water, shameless where she could see it. She smiled and soaped my shin. The first pass of the razor was slow and sure. Her free hand followed the blade, palm flat on the wet skin, wiping soap and hair away. I was fully hard before she reached my knee.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

“The map,” I said. “The route, and the list in the corner. It isn’t helping.”

“I can see that from here. Your cock is up, and the head keeps breaking the water. Say what my hand is doing to you.”

“It’s making me throb,” I said. “I’m hard from your palm on my leg, and I can’t hold the map in my head.”

She did the other leg just as slow, her hand chasing the razor from ankle to knee and then higher, up the inside of my thigh. Her wrist brushed my balls. I sucked in a sharp breath. My ass tightened against the tub. She rinsed the razor, set it on the stool, and slid her soapy hand under the water until it closed around my cock.

“Oh,” I said, which was not a clever thing to say.

“Hush a second,” she said. She stroked me once, root to tip, slick with soap, and watched my face. “That’s the face I wanted. Are you going to come for me in this water, my girl?”

“Yes, if you keep your hand on me.”

“No rush. I asked you a question, so use the full words while I stroke you.”

Her hand kept moving, slow, a firm pull and then a looser one, her thumb over the head each time she came up. Balls drew tight. The soap made her fist slick, and every upstroke dragged a sound out of me that I did not plan. She watched that, too.

“Feel that?” she said. “Every ridge of my fingers, and your pulse jumping in my fist.”

“I feel it,” I said. “My hips want to chase you, and the water keeps hitting the iron.”

She only tightened her fist and kept the same slow pull. “I’m going to come,” I said. “Greta, please. I’m going to come in the bath if you keep stroking me.”

“That’s the plan, darling. Look at me. I want it loud, and I want to hear my girl.”

She stroked me steady after that, not fast, just sure, her soapy fist working my cock under the water. Her other hand rested on my shaved thigh so I could not drift.

“I can’t stay quiet,” I said. “My breath is gone.”

“Then don’t be quiet. Come for me right now, darling, and give it to me in the water.”

I came with a gasp that filled the bathroom, loud and helpless, my cock kicking in her hand. Cum pumped out into the bathwater in thick pulses, cloudy around her fingers, and she did not let go until the last weak spurt jerked through me. I shook with my head tipped back on the iron. My face burned. My smooth legs trembled, one on the rim and one in the water. I could taste the shame and the want together, soap-bitter on my tongue.

“There,” she said. She rinsed her hand and patted my thigh. “That was lovely. Stay in the water a minute, because I’m not done with you.”

She stood, stepped out of her skirt and underwear like the next line on her clipboard, and sat on the tub rim with her knees open. Her cunt was right there, flushed and wet, hair trimmed short, clit already swollen. One hand settled on my wet head and guided me in.

“Up on your knees, Sienna. Lick me slow at first. You know it.”

I knelt up in the water, cock soft and too sensitive between my thighs, and put my mouth on her. I licked from her hole up to her clit, flat of my tongue, and she sighed and opened her knees so I had all of her.

“You taste like salt and heat,” I said into her.

“Dirtier than that.”

“Your clit is swollen on my tongue, and I want you to come on my mouth.”

“Perfect.”

That word went straight through me. My tongue pressed harder, and my hands found her hips.

“Right there,” she said. “Don’t rush it. I want your mouth working until I tell you to stop.”

“Like this?” I asked, and I sucked her clit. Her thighs jumped against my ears.

“Yes, just like that. More tongue.”

So I licked. I held her hips and worked my tongue through her cunt and back to her clit, over and over, following her breath. I circled her clit, then licked down to her hole and back up, and her hips rolled to meet my mouth. Water ran off my hair onto her fingers. Her hand stayed on my head, firmer when I drifted, softer when I got the spot.

“Hear that?” she said. “That wet sound, and I’m losing every plan I wrote, right on your tongue.”

“Fuck,” she said, warm and breathless. “Somebody taught you.”

“You did,” I said against her. “Only you. Do you want it harder?”

“Harder, darling. Stay on my clit when I start to shake, and don’t get cute.”

I pressed in and licked her faster, messy and plain, my nose against her, my tongue steady on that swollen clit. Her hand tightened in my wet hair. Her thighs closed on my ears and opened again. She rocked on my mouth, and I held on, licking and sucking, letting her use my face. My jaw ached, and I did not care. She was shaking, and I wanted the rest of it.

Her breath broke above me, and her knees shook against my shoulders.

“Oh, darling, that’s the spot, so don’t you stop.”

“Tell me you’re close,” I said against her clit, and my voice shook with it.

“Close,” she said. “Right on the edge, darling, so don’t you drift.”

She came with her hand clamped on my head, a rough sound in her throat, her cunt pulsing on my tongue. Her hips jerked, and I followed so I would not lose her. I kept licking until she tugged me back by the hair, laughing, flushed down her chest, knees still open, breath coming hard.

“Enough,” she said. “Look at you, mouth all wet and legs all smooth. Come out of that water.”

She dried me at the vanity, slow on the new skin of my shins, brisk on my chest and my ass. Then she took a silk nightgown off the hook and slipped it over my head. It fell cool over my cock, which twitched once at the silk and then went quiet. She turned me to the mirror. Still pink. Mouth still bare.

She uncapped a lipstick and painted my mouth, careful at the corners, the same care I use on a line. She capped it and met my eyes in the glass.

“Look at her in the mirror, darling. That’s the start of Sienna. Say goodnight to her.”

“Goodnight,” I said. The word cracked, and I almost laughed at myself.

She walked me to the bedroom, the first room past the bath on the route I had drawn, and turned down the sheet. On my pillow lay a page from her clipboard, the ink still fresh.

Saturday morning: the dressing room.

❦

The dressing room was already bright when I walked in. Three mirrors threw the same morning back at me from three angles. Greta had the glass-topped table laid out like a place setting for someone she meant to keep. Silicone breast forms sat in a lace bra, and the auburn bob lay just past them. Seamed stockings and a garter belt came next. Then the pencil skirt, the silk blouse, the low heels, and the clip-on pearls in a little dish. At the front of the row, closest to my hands, was the small steel cage. Silk panties lay beside it, with a plug no bigger than my thumb and the lube. Her makeup was lined up too, and a bottle of red polish. Her clipboard waited at the end with the pen under the clip.

She stood behind it in a plain skirt and a soft shirt with the sleeves pushed up. She was smiling like the day had already agreed with her.

“Nightgown off, darling,” she said. “I want you bare for the first part. Come here.”

I pulled the silk over my head and let it fall on the chair. My legs were still smooth from the night before, and the cool air found every inch of them. My cock stirred before she touched me, from the look she gave the row and then me.

She laughed, warm and loud, and the little room filled up with it.

“There it is. I was still talking and you’re hard. Were you hard in the hall too?”

“Yes.”

“Out loud, my girl, give me the whole thing.”

“I was hard in the hall,” I said. “I was walking past the bath, and I knew what was on this table.”

“I know you did.” She came around the table and took my cock in her hand. Heat sat in her palm, and my balls tightened under it.

“Pretty thing,” she said. “We’re putting it away now, so you can stop pretending this morning is still about Spencer’s cock.”

She fitted the ring behind my balls, slow and sure. I was still thick from her hand and from her voice, and the tube was small. A wet cloth came off a bowl at the end of the row, and she pressed it against me. I groaned into the bright room, short and rough.

“Easy,” she said. Her other hand pressed flat between my shoulders until I bent a little. “Breathe. Think about the insurance rider. It only goes on soft.”

The cold did its job in a hurry. When I had gone half soft she worked me down into the steel.

“There.”

The lock clicked shut against me. She clipped the key to the clipboard and gave the board a pat. “Key stays with me. Say if you feel that.”

“I feel it,” I said. “It’s tight. I can’t get any bigger, and I keep trying.”

“That’s the idea.”

She drew the silk panties up my legs and settled them over the cage. The cloth was so thin I could see the shape of the steel through it. Then she turned me, one hand flat on my back, and bent me over the near edge of the table. She drew the back of the silk down under my cheeks.

“Plug now,” she said. “Hold still, and say if it’s too much. I want the words, not a wince I have to guess at.”

Lube came next, cool on her fingers, and then those fingers were at my hole, slicking me open. Even so, the wide part made me clench around nothing and then around the toy. She worked it in without a rush, and I felt every bit of the stretch. She stayed steady, and she did not shove it. Her hand stayed flat on my back the whole time.

“In,” she said. She seated it with a little turn of her wrist. “Where is it now, darling?”

“In my ass,” I said. “It’s in, and I can feel it every time I breathe.”

“Lovely.”

That one word hit me low and mean. My caged cock jumped against the silk before my mouth could catch up. She saw that jump and tugged the silk back into place over the steel and the plug.

“Oh, she liked that,” she said. “Stand up. We’re dressing Sienna from the skin out.”

The lace bra came first, warm from her hands. The forms were heavier than I expected when she settled them into the cups and fastened me. She buckled the garter belt at my waist and sat me on the little stool. Then she rolled the seamed stockings up my shaved legs, slow, and snapped each clasp. The pencil skirt went on next, zipped at the side, and the silk blouse followed. Clip-on pearls bit my ears, a small cold pinch.

Then she lifted the wig off the glass.

“Not yet,” I said. “I’ll look ridiculous.”

Her hand came to my jaw, firm, and turned my face up. “Meridian, or vanity?” she asked.

“Vanity,” I said. “Do it anyway.”

She set the auburn bob on my head and fitted it, fingers sure at my temples, while that hand kept my chin where she wanted it. The hair fell to my jaw in a shape I knew from the margins of my notebooks.

“Chin up,” she said.

She turned me toward the three mirrors and held me there.

All three mirrors had the same woman in them. Auburn hair framed a silk blouse, a pencil skirt, and pearls. Her cheeks were red enough to see from the door. She was the woman from the margins of my notebooks. My mouth was open a little, like I was about to apologize to myself.

“Look at her in all three,” Greta said, close to my ear. Her hand stayed on my jaw so I couldn’t duck the glass. “That’s Sienna. Say her name so I can hear it.”

“Sienna.”

My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

“Again, and tell me what she’s doing in that glass.”

“That’s Sienna,” I said. “She’s red in the face, standing in your clothes. She’s got a cage on under her skirt and a plug in her ass. She looks exactly like the drawing in the margin.”

Greta’s mouth went soft with pleasure at that. My cock pushed the steel again before I could enjoy the joke of it.

“My clothes, my girl, my plan,” she said. “Sit. I’m only doing one eye, and the other one is yours, so pay attention.”

At the glass she lined one eye and softened it with shadow. Her breath sat warm on my cheek the whole time.

“Open your eye and look up for me. Don’t blink at me, darling, because I’m not finished with you.”

Then she put the pencil in my hand and closed my fingers on it.

“Copy me on the other eye,” she said. “And say it out loud if you’re shaking.”

“I’m shaking,” I said.

I did the other eye anyway, in small strokes, with the same care I use on a coastline. It wasn’t as clean as hers, and she didn’t fix it.

“Leave it,” she said. “I want to see that Sienna did it herself.”

Lipstick came next, a color that made my mouth look like it had opinions. Then she took my hands and painted the nails red, one finger at a time. She blew on each nail until the shine set. While they dried she read the next line off the clipboard, calm as a host between courses.

“Now the hallway, in the heels, down and back. I want to see how she walks before I feed her.”

The low heels changed the map of the house the minute I stood up in them. Down the long hall the tall windows threw stripes of light across the floor. I counted the doors as I went. The bath came first, then the bedroom where she had left the note. After that came the turn toward the stairs. Greta’s hand sat at the small of my back, warm through the silk. Her hand did not push. The plug shifted with every step, and the cage rubbed inside the silk. The pearls clicked when I turned my head toward a window.

“Smaller steps,” she said. “You’re not late for anything in this house. How does the plug feel when you walk?”

“It moves,” I said. “Every step. I can feel it in my hole, and my cock keeps trying to get hard against the steel.”

“I hear you,” she said. “And will you say it if you leak in those panties on the way back?”

“I’ll say it,” I said. “I’m close to it already, and the heels make it worse.”

“I can see that in your face,” she said. She sounded as fond as if I had handed her a good story at a long table. “Back to the mirrors, darling. I want her bent over her own table.”

She walked me back in and stood me in front of the glass. Then a hand between my shoulders bent me over the dressing table. The glass was cool through the silk blouse, and my red nails spread on it. In the mirror the auburn hair fell forward around a flushed face. Behind me Greta watched what she had made, one hand already gathering the pencil skirt.

“Watch her,” she said. “That’s Sienna, and she’s about to make a mess for me. Keep talking while I do it, because I want every bit out loud.”

She hiked the skirt to my waist and eased the silk panties down to mid-thigh. She was careful of the stockings and the clasps. The cage hung under me, steel around a cock that had nowhere to go. The plug sat dark between my cheeks, easy to see if I looked back. She put one hand on my hip and took the base of the plug with the other.

“Say the want out loud,” she said. “I will not guess it for you.”

“I want you to move it,” I said. “Please. In and out, because I can feel how ready my hole is.”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

She drew the plug out slow, until the wide part stretched my hole. Then she pushed it back in, and my whole body went tight and then loose. Out again, and the cool air hit my wet hole. In again, a steady fuck of that small toy, while she watched me in the glass.

“There she is,” she said. “Taking it like she was meant to. You feel that up in your cock, darling?”

“Yes.”

My voice cracked on the word, thin in the bright room. “Every time you push it in, my cock shoves the cage. I’m leaking already, and I don’t know if I can come like this.”

“You can.”

She didn’t spend any more words on the question. Her free hand came under me between my thighs. One fingertip stroked the underside of the cage, right where I was swollen against the steel. The drag was light, and my knees went soft over it. She kept the plug moving, out to the stretch and back in deep. It traced the trapped length through the bars, slow as a tease. It found the wet slit at the tip and rubbed there until my thighs shook.

“Look at her in the mirror, darling,” she said. “That’s Sienna, leaking for me through her cage. Name the mess on my glass.”

“Cum,” I said. “I’m leaking cum on your table, and I can’t hold it. Greta, if you keep doing that, I’m going to go over.”

“Say her name when you do.”

Her finger pressed firmer under the cage and rubbed the underside of my cock through the steel. She seated the plug hard and left it there, nudging something deep inside me. My balls pulled tight against the ring and stayed there. The orgasm did not break free like a bare one. It crowded into the cage and stayed, pulsing, mean and sweet at the same time. Then it spilled. A locked rush of cum leaked out of me in thick pulses onto the glass. My hand slipped in the wet and smeared it. Red nails cut through the mess and left streaks on the glass. I shook so hard the pearls clicked against my jaw. I said her name into the mirror because she had told me to.

“Sienna.”

All three faces looking back were wrecked, lipsticked, and red.

“That’s my girl,” she said, close to my ear.

More cum hit the glass at the praise. She worked the plug once more, slow, until it was seated deep. She left the panties down around my thighs.

“Don’t you wipe that,” she said. “I want it there while I use your hand. Stay bent until I tell you otherwise.”

I stayed bent over that cool glass with my face hot. My hole fluttered around the plug and would not settle. My cock throbbed in the steel, spent and still trying to swell. A last thin string of cum slid off me and onto the table. In the mirror the skirt was rucked up, the stockings straight, my mouth open.

She sat up on the glass beside the mess I had made and hiked her own skirt high. She had been bare under that plain skirt all morning, and the proof of it showed. I could smell how much she had enjoyed the work, warm and musky over the lube and the powder. She took my wrist and brought my red-nailed fingers to her cunt.

“Inside,” she said. “Two fingers, slow, and you watch my face, not the floor. Name what those fingers find.”

I slid two fingers into her cunt and felt the heat take them. She was slick enough that I went in easy, and she sighed when I was seated to the knuckle. I wanted to laugh. Her hand covered mine and showed me the curl and the pace. In and a little out, then up against the front of her, where she tightened around me.

“There. Stay on that spot and do not get clever.”

“You’re wet, and you’re gripping me hard,” I said. “I can feel your clit under my thumb if I move it up.”

“Do it.”

She laughed, breathless, and rocked onto my fingers. “God, those nails are careful and filthy at once, and that’s Sienna’s hand in me. Say it while you fuck me with it.”

“Sienna’s hand is in you,” I said.

I rubbed her clit with my thumb while my fingers worked in and out. She pulled me up by the blouse and kissed my lipstick mouth. Her mouth was open and warm, and she laughed into the kiss when I got the rhythm right. I curled my fingers the way she had shown me. She made a low sound against my teeth, and her cunt clutched, wetter with every stroke.

“Don’t you stop,” she said. “Right there, and look at me while you do it. Whose mouth am I kissing? Say it.”

“Sienna’s.”

She came on my fingers like that, hard, a rush of wet over my hand. Her clit jumped under my thumb and would not stay still. Her breath broke against my mouth in short hits. She kissed me through the whole of it, one hand fisted in the auburn wig so I could not pull away. Her hips rolled and used my hand until the hard clench eased into little aftershocks. I kept moving until she caught my wrist and held me still inside her.

“Enough,” she said against my mouth. “You did that perfectly.”

The praise went through me before I could answer it. My hole clenched on the plug all on its own. A last tired throb hit the cage and faded. She kissed me once more, slower, tasting of my lipstick and of hers. She wiped my fingers clean with a tissue and ran her palm down my back.

“How’s the plug?” she asked. “And the cage, is anything pinching?”

“Sore,” I said. “Good sore, and nothing pinching.”

“Then we keep going.” She slid off the table and straightened her skirt, as calm as if she had just finished the napkins. “Panties up. Skirt down. Fix your mouth in the mirror. We’ve got dinner tonight, and I’m not serving it dressed like the help.”

I did every bit of what she told me. The plug stayed in me when I stood. The cage stayed locked, and the key still hung from her board. Cum dried on the glass where she had told me to leave it. I tried not to look at that shine too long.

❦

The long dining room smelled of roast, and nothing on the table was fussy. I waited in silk and pearls, heels off under the chair on her wave. Wig on, lipstick as good as a shaking hand could make it. The car keys sat in the skirt pocket, moved from my trousers, hard against my thigh. The house was quiet, with nobody else on the property. I could have walked out to the car and did not. I shifted instead, and the plug reminded me why I was staying. I still had meridian, and I did not use it.

She came down in a man’s dark suit and a tie, hair pinned back. She looked so pleased that I had to smile.

“Don’t get up,” she said. “You look right where you are. Pour the water, and say if the turn by the bedroom matched your dotted line.”

“It did,” I said, and I poured. “Almost. The windows are taller than I drew them.”

We ate the roast she had timed and left alone, and she asked how the cage felt under the silk. I was sore and half hard, and every look from her made my cock try the lock. She nodded at that.

Over the chocolate she had bought in town, she set her fork down. She had the clipboard face on, the one she saves for a line she has been keeping.

“The strap-on is upstairs,” she said.

❦

I watched Greta take the suit jacket off and drop it over the chair, then pull the tie loose and let that go too. The curtains were drawn. The lamp by the bed was the whole light, and the stone house sat outside it, already mapped in my head. She stepped out of the trousers and her underwear and left the shirt open. I could see her breasts and the soft of her stomach. She picked the harness up off the quilt, stepped into it, and buckled it low on her hips the way you close a latch you mean to trust. The strap-on stood out from her, plain and thick. She gave the base a small tug, laughed once under her breath, and lay back on the pillows with her knees apart and one arm behind her head.

“Come over here, darling,” she said. “I want a look at my girl before I put you to work.”

I was at the bedpost in the wig, the auburn bob against my jaw, the silicone forms heavy in the lace bra, the stockings clipped to the garter belt. The cage was still locked on my cock, the way it had been since morning, and the plug was still deep in my ass. My balls hung under the steel. One hand stayed on the post. My knees had gone unreliable the second she lay down.

She found the lube, slicked her palm, and stroked it down the strap-on in long easy pulls. She looked me over the whole time.

“Turn,” she said. “Slow. I want the plug, and I want that cage. God, Sienna. Your cock is fighting the lock and you haven’t even touched the bed. Is it aching?”

“Yes. My cock is aching in the cage.”

“And what’s in your ass?”

“The plug. I feel it every time I move.”

She grinned and patted the mattress. “Then get to the foot of the bed. I have a better use for that hole than a plug, and I’m not chasing you around the post.”

I went. The rug was cool through the stockings. She had planned the pillows, the light, and me, which I already knew. Her shirt hung open. The strap-on shone with lube. She patted her own thighs.

“Climb up.”

“No,” I said. “You do it. I can’t be on top.”

Meridian sat on my tongue, the one word that would end the weekend and cost me nothing. The car keys were still in the pocket of the clothes I was not wearing. I kept the word. I did not spend it.

Greta did not argue. She patted her thighs again, a harder flat sound, held out her hand, and waited.

“Climb on, my girl. Both knees. Up here. Now.”

“Yes,” I said, thin and fast. “Pull me up. I want it.”

Her hand closed on my wrist and drew me in until my knees hit the bed.

My cock shoved at the steel so hard the cage clicked, and she saw it. Her eyes went bright.

“There you go,” she said. “Get over my hips and take the plug out with your own hand. I want to watch you do it.”

I climbed up. The forms shifted in the lace, and the wig brushed my cheek. I knelt between her legs, reached back, found the base of the plug, and eased it out of my hole. It stretched me, held, and then left me empty so fast I gasped. I set it on the sheet because I did not know the right place for it. She laughed out loud.

“So tidy. Leave it, darling. I don’t care. Straddle me. Knees wide. That toy is under you for a reason.”

I knelt astride her hips. The strap-on stood up under my open hole, slick and blunt, and my caged cock pointed down at her stomach, throbbing and useless. Her hands settled on my hips. Not on the cage. Just on me, warm and sure, holding me where her plan said I belonged.

“You scared?” she asked.

“A little.”

“Of what? I want the real answer.”

“Of wanting it this much. Of having to be the one who sits down on it.”

“Then sit.” Her fingers pressed into my hips. “Sit down on it, my girl. All the way, and let me watch you ride your wife.”

I lowered myself. The head pushed at my hole, and for a second I hovered, careful, trying to chart a feeling that would not hold still. Then I breathed out and bore down, and it opened me. She did not rush me, and she did not let me stall. She guided my hips and I took it, bit by bit, the stretch bright and deep, until my ass met the harness and the whole strap-on was inside me.

“Oh,” I said. It was not precise. It was all I had.

“Perfect,” she said, soft and pleased, and that one word landed in my cock before I could answer. It jerked in the cage. A wet bead pushed out at the tip of the steel. “Stay there. Feel it. Tell me.”

“It’s all the way in my ass. My hole is stretched around it. My cock is leaking and I can’t touch it, and I don’t want you to let go of my hips.”

“I’m not letting go. Ride. Slow first. I want those forms bouncing in that bra, and I want your eyes on me.”

I rose a little and sank back down. The drag in my hole was thick and filthy and good. I did it again, then again, finding a pace. The stockings rasped her sides. The lace shifted, and the silicone forms moved with every drop of my hips. Greta watched my face, then my chest, then the place where the toy disappeared into me. She kept talking, like this was her favorite event and I was the whole program.

“That’s it. Up and down. Don’t you hide in that wig. Are you fucking yourself on me?”

“Yes,” I said. “God. I’m riding you.”

“Riding your wife,” she said, low and happy. “Look at that locked cock bobbing over my stomach. You stood at the foot of the bed and told me you couldn’t be on top, and now you’re doing all the work. How does that sit with you?”

“It shames me,” I said, and my hips did not stop. “And I want it harder.”

“Then give it to me harder. Use your thighs. Sit all the way down every time, and let me hear it.”

I rode her harder. My ass met the harness with a wet slap, and each drop drove the strap-on deep enough that my balls drew up under the cage. The forms bounced in the lace, heavy and obvious. Sweat gathered under the wig. Her shirt had fallen wide open. Her breasts shifted when she started to meet me, and I could see the base of the harness seated right against her clit.

“Faster,” she said. “Come on. I didn’t buckle this on so you could be polite.”

I put my hands on her ribs, careful of her, and rode in short hard strokes. I took it to the base. My hole clenched. The cage knocked lightly when I came down. She groaned, not for show, just from the grind, and her fingers dug into my hips.

“Tell me what you need,” she said. “I already know, but I want it in your mouth.”

“I need to come. Please. Pull me down. Fuck up into me. Don’t let me stop.”

“Whose girl is asking?”

“Sienna. Your girl. My wife is under me and I need it.”

“Then take it.”

She clamped both hands on my hips and yanked me down onto the strap-on. Then she planted her heels and thrust up into me, hard, again and again. I shook on top of her while she fucked me from below. The toy drove into my hole and lit up everything behind my cock, and I had no hand on myself and no need of one. The cage pressed and knocked. My cock strained at the lock until the only way out was through the steel.

“There,” she said, breathless and fond and filthy. “Give it to me, darling. Come on my stomach. Let me see it spill out of that cage while you sit on your wife.”

It took me all at once. My ass clenched around the strap-on, my balls pulled tight, and I came hands-free, pulse after pulse. Cum forced through the cage and striped her stomach in hot messy lines. A raw noise broke out of me, the kind I would have cut from any other room, and I kept coming while she held me down and fucked up into the clench. More cum leaked over the steel and onto her skin. I was so wrecked I could taste the shame and the relief in the same breath, and I did not want either one to end.

She was not finished. Under my weight she rolled her hips and ground the base of the harness against her clit, using the pressure of my ass seated on the toy, using me exactly where I was. Her hands stayed on my hips and kept me heavy and full. Her mouth opened. Her breasts rose under the open shirt.

“Stay,” she said. “Stay right there, my girl. You feel so good on me. Look at you. Beautiful. Wig crooked, stockings twisted, cum all over my stomach, hole still stuffed. That’s the prettiest thing I have had in this bed, and I’m going to come looking at it.”

She ground harder, breath breaking, and told me again how beautiful I looked, how sweet my weight was, how she could see every bit of what I had just done for her. I watched her face because that was the part that mattered. The harness jumped. She laughed once, startled and happy, right in the middle of it. Then she groaned and held me down and came with her clit rubbed against the base, shaking under me, still talking, still calling me beautiful, still calling me her girl. When it eased she did not push me off. She held me there until my breathing slowed, then lifted me off the strap-on slowly, one hand under me, and laid me on my side. The room smelled of lube and sweat and her. She unbuckled the harness, came back from the bathroom with a warm wet cloth, and cleaned her stomach and then me, gentle at my sore hole. She held a glass of water to my mouth until I had drunk half of it. Then she ran two fingers around the ring of the cage, checking the skin.

“Is it rubbing anywhere? Tell me the truth.”

“Nothing’s rubbing,” I said. “Sore, but good sore. I want to sleep in it.”

“Then you will, and I’ll check it again in the morning.” She kept her hand over the steel and kissed the wig where it had gone crooked. Only then did she reach to the nightstand, turn a page on the clipboard, and set the board on the pillow by her head so the next line was waiting where I could not miss it.

Sunday’s page had one line, in her plain hand: Sienna dresses herself.

❦

I sat at the dressing table with morning light on my knees and the cage still locked on me. Steel held my cock down and ringed my balls, warm from the night, and I felt the bars whenever I shifted. Three mirrors faced me, and nobody else was in the room. Hall door on the left, window on the right, and I checked both before I looked at my face.

A careful man, a steel cage, and a lace bra waiting. I almost laughed. Then I got to work, because Sunday’s line was still in my head in her plain hand. Sienna dresses herself. Greta had laid every piece out in a row I could have copied onto a map, so the order was already there, and I did not need her hands for it.

I fitted the breast forms into the lace bra and hooked it, and the weight sat strange and steady on my chest. Silk panties next, worked up over the cage so the steel showed through for a second before the fabric covered it. The garter belt went on at my waist. I took the stockings slowly, left leg first, seam set straight with my thumb, then the right with the same care. A crooked seam would be the first thing Greta named, and I wanted it right before she ever saw it.

The pencil skirt sat smooth over the cage, and the silk blouse buttoned clean to the throat. I tucked my own hair up and set the auburn bob, then clipped the pearls on. They tapped my neck when I swallowed.

Makeup I did alone, which was the whole point of the page. Both eyes. I lined the left, then the right, same pressure, and I turned through all three mirrors so a smear could not hide in the angle I liked. A little shadow, even on both lids. Lipstick in a true red, blotted on a tissue, put back on. My hand stayed steady. When I sat back, the three of me matched, wig neat and mouth done, cage hidden under silk and wool. I let a breath out. I had dressed her myself. No one had held the brush.

The low heels nudged the cage at every step down the hall. I noticed the gap in the library door before I noticed her. Greta was on the deep window seat with two cups of coffee and the clipboard on her knee, pen behind her ear, skirt creased, bare feet in the sun. She looked up and laughed out loud, like I had walked in on a joke she had been saving.

“There you are,” she said. “Come here. Let me see what my girl did with a whole morning and no one hovering.”

I walked over, and she turned me with a hand at my waist, slow, looking at the seams, the blouse, the bob, the mouth.

“Both eyes match,” she said. “That was you. Tell me how.”

“That was me. Left, then right, then the side mirrors so I couldn’t cheat. I blotted the lipstick and put it back on.”

“Seams are straight too. I was ready to tease you and you’ve robbed me of it.” She grinned. “Say the line.”

“I dressed myself,” I said. “The lipstick is mine. Nobody helped.”

“Well done,” she said quietly, and she meant it. Heat climbed my throat under the pearls before I could answer. My cock pushed at the bars, stupid and eager, just from those two words. She saw the shift in my skirt and her smile went wider.

“There it is,” she said. “One bit of praise and she swells in the steel. Did you feel that?”

“Yes. The second you said it.”

“Coffee first, Sienna. Left cup is yours. Then I’m taking that cage, because I can see it fighting you and I’m tired of it winning.”

I sat and drank. It was strong and hot, and it steadied my hands more than I cared to admit. She unclipped the key from the board, held it up so the morning caught the teeth, and slid off the seat onto her knees on the rug. Her face came level with my lap.

“Skirt up. Panties down. Ask me for it.”

I hiked the pencil skirt and worked the silk down my thighs. The cage shone. My cock pressed thick through the bars, the head flushed and wet at the slit, my balls tight under the ring. She looked at all of it and did not hurry.

“Ask.”

“Unlock me.”

“Full sentence, darling. It’s just us, and I still want the words where I can hear them.”

The ache was sharp enough that I knew what would end it. Meridian. I did not use it. I wanted her hand more than I wanted out.

“Unlock me, Greta. Take the cage off. My cock aches, my balls ache, and I want your hand on me.”

“That’s my honest girl.” She fitted the key and turned it. The lock clicked against my skin. Her fingers eased the tube off my cock, careful of the sore places, and she worked the ring free of my balls. The whole cage came off into her palm, warm from my body. Air hit the head. I got hard while she was still kneeling there, still talking, not even stroking me yet.

“Look at that,” she said, low and happy. “All night locked up, and she stands the second I allow it. Leaking on my wrist already. What do you want, out loud.”

“Your hand. Then you. I want my cock in you.”

“Hands on the cushion. Don’t you touch. I’ll put you where I want you.”

I put my hands on the cushion. She set the cage on the clipboard, clipped the key back beside it, and stood. One firm hand on my chest pushed me back into the deep window seat. I went. Shoulders in the cushions, stockings sliding, blouse open at the throat. Morning light fell across the pearls and across my cock, standing bare out of the hiked skirt. My ass sank into the old velvet. She hiked her own skirt to her waist, bare under it again, and the scent of her came up warm over the coffee and old paper. Slick already shone on her inner thigh.

“You see how wet I am?” she said. “That’s from watching you walk in dressed. Say yes.”

“Yes. I see it.”

She climbed on astride me, knees outside my hips, and the seat creaked under both of us.

“Hands on my hips,” she said. “That’s your whole job. I put this cock where I want it.”

I held her hips. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around me, and stroked once from root to tip, thumb spreading what I had leaked. I jerked under her and made a sound I had not planned.

“Where am I putting you, Sienna?”

“In you.”

“In what. Dirty and clear, while you look at my face.”

“In your cunt. I want my cock in your cunt, Greta.”

“Then lie back and let me have it.”

She rubbed the head through her wetness, slow, up over her clit and back down, until I was slick with her and my thighs trembled in the stockings. Then she notched me at her hole and sank. Her cunt opened around the head, hot and tight, and she took me on a long breath, deeper, until her ass settled on my thighs and I was in her to the balls. I groaned and gripped her hips and did not thrust. I could feel my own pulse in the grip of her.

“Oh, darling,” she said, a little breathless already. “Look at you. Dressed, made up, pearls on, skirt at your waist, and your cock buried in me like this seat was on my list. Stay on your back. Watch my face. I’m going to ride you in this light until I come, and you don’t get to rush a second of it. You hear me?”

“I hear you. I’ll stay on my back.”

She rose until just the head held her open, her lips clinging and shiny, and she sank again, a long wet slide. She did it again, and again, slow enough that I felt every inch. I watched her mouth, then the place we joined, my cock gleaming when she lifted, her clit dragging me when she ground down. Light laid a stripe across her throat and across my knees. Her breasts moved under the blouse. I kept my hands on her hips and let her choose the pace.

“Talk to me,” she said. “What’s it feel like, being in me like this.”

“Tight. Hot. I can hear how wet your cunt is every time you drop. I’m all the way in, and if you keep that grind I’m going to come before you say I can.”

She shook her head, still riding slow. “You won’t. Not until I tell you. Hold it for me. Stay hard, keep those hands where they are, and wait. Can you do that?”

“Yes. I’ll wait.”

My cock throbbed inside her at that, and she felt it, because her smile went sharp and pleased.

“There. I tell you to wait and you jump in me. You like being told, don’t you.”

“Yes. I like it. I like your cunt on me and your voice in my ear.”

She braced a hand on the back of the seat and changed the ride. Harder now, shorter strokes, her ass meeting my thighs with a plain slap, skirt bunched and forgotten. Each drop drove my cock deep into her cunt. She fluttered and clutched around me. Slick ran down over my balls and into the crack of my ass on the velvet. I held her hips and took it, the pearls clicking when my chin tipped, and I dragged my eyes back to her face because she had told me to watch.

“Eyes up, Sienna. I want that painted mouth open when I come on this cock. Don’t you look away. Tell me whose cock this is right now.”

“Yours. It’s yours while you ride it. I’m not looking away.”

She ground down, clit against me, and rode harder, breath breaking, chasing it in the morning light. Her whole body went tight. She came with a rough cry, and her cunt squeezed me in long pulses I felt all the way down. She did not climb off. She shook, laughed once into the feeling, and kept moving, a few slow strokes, then deep again, using my cock through the aftershocks. Wet sounds filled the quiet library every time she took me to the root.

“Don’t you soften,” she said, sweat at her hairline, voice warm and still in charge. “I’m not finished with you. You’re going to come in me. I want your cum deep in my cunt, Sienna, all of it, while I ride. Tell me you will. Then give it to me.”

“I’ll come in you,” I said, and my voice cracked on it. “I’m going to come in your cunt. Deep. I’m right on it, Greta. I can’t hold if you keep moving.”

“Then do it, my girl. Come in me. Now.”

She slammed down and stayed seated, grinding, both hands on my shoulders, mine locked on her hips. The order hit harder than the friction. My cock swelled, and I came up into her, thick pulses of cum shooting deep in her cunt while she rode the jerks out of me.

“I’m coming,” I said, right into her mouth. “It’s going deep. I’m filling your cunt, Greta, I can’t stop it.”

It went on, hot and messy, until I shook under her and she was full of me. Cum already leaked out around the base of my cock, over my balls, onto the hiked skirt in the sunlight.

She stayed astride while it ebbed, forehead against mine, laughing soft, wrecked and glad. She kissed my painted mouth once, unhurried, and she did not turn it into a speech.

“Breathe, darling,” she said. “That’s my girl. I felt every pulse of that cum. You still with me?”

“Yes. I’m with you.”

The praise twitched through my spent cock, one last helpless spurt inside her, and she smiled against my mouth because she had felt my body answer before I could speak.

“Felt that too,” she said. “Even spent, she answers me.”

She lifted off slow. More cum slid out of her cunt onto my thigh. She looked at the mess the way she looks at a finished line on the clipboard, calm, a little amused, then tugged her skirt down and picked up the board.

“Go up and pack your own suitcase,” she said. “Silk on top. I’ll rinse off and meet you at the car. Keys stay in your pocket. You good?”

“I’m good. Silk on top. Keys stay with me.”

I worked the panties up over my soft, sticky cock and let the skirt fall. The wig stayed. The pearls stayed.

❦

In the bedroom I did not linger. I folded the spare blouse, the nightgown, the extra stockings, and I laid the pale silk slip on top of everything, soft over the harder things, and zipped the bag. I carried it down myself, hall to stair, stone step to gravel.

Greta was by the car, hair finger-combed, clipboard under her arm, a travel cup in her other hand. She watched me set the suitcase in the back and she did not take it from me.

“Seams still straight after all that,” she said. “You good to drive us home?”

“I’m good to drive.”

“Then you hold the keys. I’ll ride. Say it so I know you heard me.”

“I hold the keys. You ride.”

I put my hand in my own pocket and took the car keys out. They were warm from my body the whole morning. I held them a moment before I opened the door. No one passed them over. They had been mine since Friday.

At the gate I stopped. The light was bright on the hood. On the dashboard lay the map I had drawn of the stone house, every room in place, the old dotted line from the front door marked Spencer to the four-poster marked Sienna. One new road ran off it in my pencil. I had added that line at the kitchen table before I ever sat down to dress, and I had carried the sheet out here before I lost my nerve. It ran from this house to our own front door. At the end of that road I had labeled our house Sienna.

“You added a road,” she said, leaning in, warm and pleased. “Read me the label.”

“Sienna,” I said. “Our house. The way home.”

I sat there with the engine running and my own keys in the ignition, and I looked at that word in my own writing. The way home was right there on the dash.


He Worships Her Heels, Feet and Ass Until She Lets Him Come — Femdom Worship

Iwas on my knees in a stranger’s garden, forty-one, with mud on my boots and both hands in the soil. The midday sun sat on the back of my neck. The kneeling pads had gone thin under me. I reached into the wheelbarrow for another river stone, turned it until the flat face sat right, and pressed it into the bed so the line would hold when the rain came.

The hedge had to be perfect. Chalk marks sat at each end of the run, and between them I set little shrubs dead straight, because a hedge that leans is a thing you notice every time you look out a window. From the house I could hear the couple who owned the place still arguing about the bench. Neither of them had picked. So the bench stayed in the truck at the curb, and I planted the things that didn’t argue back.

I kept my head down and worked. That’s most of what I am, out in the world. People hire me to make a garden look like it decided to be that way, and I do it on my knees with dirt in the lines of my hands. I don’t mind the work. Not really. What I mind is the drive home, radio off, nothing left to set straight except the want I carry in my chest.

I finished the row and stood. My knees complained about the thin pads. They always do. The river stone had been the easy part, pale and heavy, each one seated so it looked like it had always been in that bed. The shrubs were what showed a mistake. I stepped back and sighted the line from the curb, then from the far edge of the lawn, and I shifted one plant so it would read true from the house. A client never thanks you for that. They only call if the hedge leans. I wiped my hands on my jeans. Soil stayed in the creases. I thought of another kind of careful, the kind waiting at home, and I put the thought back in my chest. Then I loaded the empty trays into the truck and left the couple to their bench.

❦

I came in by the back door, the way I always do. My muddy boots came off on the mat before I touched anything else. Irene will forgive a lot, and tracked mud is not on that list. The kitchen smelled like coffee made early and forgotten. On the fridge, held by a plain magnet, sat the card from my birthday last month. Happy forty-first, my patient man.

I didn’t need to read it again. I already knew it. I washed my hands at the sink and watched the dirt go down the drain. Patient. That was her word for me, and she wasn’t wrong, and she didn’t know the half of what I was patient about. Or she did. I had never been sure.

She was in the sunroom. Irene is thirty-nine, and she was bent over the drafting table with her hair pinned up and a pencil behind her ear. The wooden foot forms stood in a row on the table. Leather swatches were pinned to the board beside them. She had the sketch of the new heel in front of her, the line she couldn’t get right, and she rubbed out the same mark again with the side of her hand. She sat back. She looked at what was left. Almost nothing. She didn’t know I was in the doorway yet, or she was pretending not to. Her mouth was set in that concentrating way, not unhappy, just occupied. One bare foot was hooked around the rung of the stool.

“You’re home early for a man who was supposed to be arguing about a bench,” she said, without looking up. Of course she had heard the door.

“They argued without me,” I said. “I planted the hedge and left them to it.”

She glanced over. She smiled, a real one, the kind that reaches her eyes before it reaches her mouth.

“Come here a second,” she said. “Tell me if this looks like a shoe or like a mistake I keep making on purpose.”

I went and stood beside her. I’m no good at her work, the same as she’s no good at mine, but I know when a line is fighting her. This one was.

“It looks like you’re tired of it,” I said.

“That’s not a design note, Patrick.”

“It’s the only one I’ve got.”

She laughed, low, and bumped her shoulder into my arm. Warm. I liked that more than I let on, which is a stupid thing to hide from your own wife, and I hid it anyway. I went to change my shirt, because a man shouldn’t stand around in garden dirt while his wife is trying to invent a shoe.

The long hallway runs the length of the house. The boards creak in the same places every time. Her newest sample sat on the low bench by the stairs, where she leaves a shoe when she wants an opinion that isn’t about the look of it. Irene cares how a shoe sounds. I have always liked that about her. A practical want, with a private ear in it.

I knelt on the boards and picked the sample up. It was black, a newer one, still stiff at the strap, with a fitting tag looped through the buckle. I slipped the tag off and set it on the bench. When she came down the hall I was already on my knees with it ready. That was only practical. You buckle a shoe onto a person who is about to walk it, and you do it from down there, or you make a mess of the strap. She put her hand on my shoulder for balance and slid her foot in. I drew the strap across and fastened it. I did not let my hands linger. Lingering is how a practical thing stops being practical, and I have spent years pretending I don’t know that.

“Walk it,” I said.

She walked it. Down the hall and back, unhurried, head tipped, listening. The boards answered her. She stopped in front of me and looked down.

“How does it sound?” she asked.

“Like a shoe,” I said. “A good one. It doesn’t knock.”

“That’s your whole review.”

“You asked how it sounds. It sounds like it fits you, and like the floor is glad about it. If you wanted poetry, you married the wrong man.”

“I married the patient one,” she said. She smiled again, softer, and went back to the sunroom with the sample still on. I followed. I wasn’t done looking at her, and I told myself I was only being company. At the drafting table she sat, crossed one leg over the other, and went back to the sketch. The shoe hung off her toes while she worked, loose enough that the heel dipped and the sole turned a little each time she shifted. She didn’t seem to notice. I stood in the doorway with a clean shirt in my hands and watched that shoe move, and the old heat came up under my ribs, quiet and stupid and entirely mine.

I should have gone and changed. I stayed.

It had started on this same hallway floor, in our first winter in the house, with my thirty-second year still new on me. The ground outside was frozen, so my work had stopped, and the truck sat useless at the curb. Her samples had come home too stiff to walk, new leather with no kindness in it yet, and the client wanted them soft by morning. She sat on the bench with one knee up and asked if I had any bright ideas. So I knelt. I worked the leather with my thumbs, slow, over the toe and along the strap, while she wore them, one and then the other. The house was cold enough that I could see my breath. It was warm enough under my hands that I forgot the cold. I kept my own knee up between us so she wouldn’t see what the work was doing to me. I knew what I was hiding. I hid it. My thumbs kept going. When the leather finally gave, she sighed like a problem had been solved.

The next Sunday I volunteered for the polishing. I told her it was because she hated the mess. That was true, and it was not the whole truth. I had gone to bed that night with my cock aching and my hands still smelling of her leather. I had not touched myself. Some stubborn idea said the want would dry up if I refused it. It didn’t. It learned the house instead, and it learned my job too. After that my hands knew soil, and they knew her shoes.

Sunday nights turned into the quiet game. I spread newspaper on the kitchen table, opened the polish tin, and folded the soft cloth. She brought whichever pair had scuffs, and sometimes the samples, and she put her foot in my lap while I worked. She laughed, low in her throat, at how slow I was. She did not move her foot.

“You’re polishing them or you’re proposing to them,” she said once, chin in her hand. “I can’t tell.”

“If I rush it, you see the streaks,” I said. “You hate the streaks.”

“I do hate the streaks. My patient man. Even with the shoes.”

I kept my eyes on the leather. That was safer. When she laughed like that, I felt it low in my stomach, warm and ashamed at the same time. The tease was about care. It was also standing right next to the thing neither of us would name. I worked the cloth in small circles until the black came up deep and quiet. Her foot stayed heavy in my lap, warm, bare or in a black stocking, depending on the night. I took longer than any shoe needs. She let me. We have both known for years what this is. Neither of us had said it out loud. Saying it would have made it a decision, and we had been living very comfortably inside a habit.

I went and changed my shirt before my face could sell me out. When I came back, the sample was off her foot and she was rubbing her own arch, the sketch still wrong, her mouth tired.

“Fitting’s done,” she said. “If I stare at that heel any longer I am going to set the page on fire. Come sit with me.”

We sat on the sofa. She put her foot in my lap, because that was where it went after a long day on the boards. I took it in both hands. I rubbed, slow, thumb along the arch, fingers cradling the heel. I took my time. That was the only way I got to keep touching her without explaining why my ears had gone hot.

She watched me, head tipped back, eyes half shut.

“You have good hands for a man who digs holes all day,” she said.

I couldn’t find a word back. Not one. I smiled, or I think I did, and I kept my thumb moving. I looked at her ankle instead of her face. If I had looked at her face, she would have seen the want and the shame braided so tight I couldn’t pull them apart. She wiggled her toes against my wrist, comfortable and a little teasing. I made the small sound a husband makes when he is trying to be ordinary. My cock was thick against my thigh. I kept that to myself. I did not shift her foot off it. I did not ask her to stay, either. When she shifted, I felt the weight start to leave, and then she didn’t take the foot away. She left it in my hands.

I sat with that. My thumbs kept working, because if I stopped, the quiet would turn into a question. We didn’t do questions. We did Sundays. Her heel fit my palm. Her toes flexed when I pressed the arch, and I felt that flex in my cock, which is a ridiculous wiring for a body to have. Mine has had it for years. I wanted my mouth on her. I wanted to say so. The words stayed behind my teeth. So I rubbed her foot, and I was patient, and I burned.

❦

She was the one who said it.

“Patrick.” Her voice was easy, almost fond. “Look at me.”

I looked. Her foot was still in my hands. Neither of us had been drinking. I was sober, and so was she, and the evening was plain and clear.

“I know,” she said. “I have always known. Sunday polishing is not just polishing. Your hands on my feet after a fitting are not just kindness. You go somewhere when you do it. You think I miss it. I don’t. I like it. I have liked it for years, and I want more. I don’t want the guessing. I don’t want you hiding a hard cock behind your knee and calling it care. I want more of it, with me, on purpose.”

Heat climbed my face. Under the shame, the want stood up so fast I went light in the chest.

“If you don’t want it, you say no,” she said. “No costs nothing. Not our Sundays, not the house, not me. We eat. I go back to a heel I can’t draw. I will not punish you for the truth. Do you understand?”

“I understand.”

“And if we start, and one of us needs to stop, the word is linen. You say linen, I stop. I say linen, you stop. No questions in the middle. No cost after. Linen ends it, and we come back. Can you hold that?”

She waited. Her toes rested in my palm, warm, the joke gone out of them.

The want had lived here since the winter my work froze and my thumbs learned her samples. She was asking to hold it with me. I knew my answer.

“Yes,” I said. “I want this. I want you to take more of me, and I want to give it on purpose. If I need to stop, I will say linen. If you say it, I stop. That is my yes.”

Her face eased. Then it went sure. Not mean. Clear.

“All right,” she said. “Then we start.”

She lowered her foot to my mouth.

I kissed the arch. That was all it took. My cock went hard against my thigh, and I made a small sound into her skin. I stayed there, because she had set her foot on my mouth and I had said yes. She tasted of clean skin and the day. I kissed her again, slower, and sucked at the arch, both hands under her heel so she could give me the weight.

“There you are,” she said. Her fingers came into my hair. Not a yank. A hold. “So that is the place.”

“Yes.”

“Use your mouth, then. Toes too. Be as slow as you are with the cloth. I want that.”

I took her toes in my mouth, careful with my teeth, tongue on the pads. Shame was in the taste. My cock ached, thick and urgent. Neither feeling canceled the other. She sighed and sank into the sofa. Her fingers tightened in my hair when I went back to the arch and stayed, kissing it, sucking it, giving that skin what I had only ever spent in secret.

“Shirt off,” she said. “Then mine. I want you bare.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. She lifted her arms and I took hers off. She stood and pushed her skirt down. I got my jeans off, hands shaking. We were both naked. The sight of her still stopped me, breasts and belly and the dark hair over her cunt. My cock stood thick and flushed. My balls hung heavy. I didn’t cover them. She looked, and she smiled, pleased.

“On the rug,” she said. “In front of the sofa. Mouth on my foot, then on the rest of me. I come first. You don’t touch your cock until I allow it.”

I knelt. She gave me her foot, and I kissed the arch with my mouth open. My cock jumped when I moved. I sucked her toes until they shone. I licked the arch in long strokes. I pressed my mouth to her sole and breathed her in, cloth and Sundays and all of it turned into skin.

“Higher,” she said.

I kissed her ankle and the inside of her knee. She opened her thighs. I smelled her cunt, warm and wet, and my mouth watered. I know her body. This was the same woman, finally letting the quiet game speak.

I licked her pussy, slow, no showing off. She moaned, and the sound went through me. I found her clit and stayed with it, softer, then firmer when her hips asked. Her fingers knotted in my hair. I sucked her clit and licked into her cunt and back up, tasting her, not rushing. She was slick on my chin. My cock leaked on my belly. I kept my hands on her thighs. She had not said I could touch myself.

“Stay,” she said. “Right there.”

I stayed. I slid my fingers into her cunt and curled them, because I know what makes her breath catch, and I kept my tongue on her clit. Her thighs shook. Her ass lifted. She came on my mouth, cunt pulsing around my fingers, my name broken out of her. I licked her until she pushed me back, tender, finished.

“On your back,” she said. “I want my hand on your cock, and my foot on your chest.”

I lay on the rug. She came down beside me. She set her foot on my chest, sole over my heart, a steady light pressure. I could have come from that. I didn’t. She hadn’t given the word.

Her hand wrapped my cock. I flinched, then held still. She stroked me, slow, thumb over the head, slicking me with my own wet. Her foot stayed on me. She watched my face.

“This is mine tonight,” she said. “Sunday polishing will never be just polishing again. Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

She stroked faster, then slow, because she knows my edge. My hips wanted to fuck her hand. I kept them down. My ass clenched on the rug. My hole tightened each time her palm crossed the head. I let her see it. Hiding was finished.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please let me come. I’ll wait for you.”

She held me at the shake in my thighs. Her foot pressed firmer.

“Come.”

I came on that word. Pulses spilled over my belly and my chest. My cock jumped in her fist. My ass went tight, and my hole fluttered, and I groaned without swallowing it. She stroked me until I was empty. Shame and relief arrived together. I kept them. She had wanted this.

She took her foot away and set her hand in the cum on my stomach, calm about it.

“We can live with the truth,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you,” I said. My voice was wrecked. I didn’t care.

“Stay.”

She got up and went to her studio. I stayed on the rug, bare, cock softening, her taste on my tongue. A drawer moved. A heel tapped wood. The rooms were dim. She came back with the black sample pair in her hands.

“I want these on,” she said, “for what comes next. I am in charge. You don’t rush me, and you don’t choose what happens. I do.”

❦

Irene held one black shoe out from the low velvet chair. The strap hung against her wrist. The lamp over the drafting table put a shine on the toe. I still had her taste in my mouth from the rug. My jeans were back on and only half buttoned, and she had pulled on her robe and nothing else. She had the other shoe in her lap. Both were polished to a mirror. Two cups of cold coffee sat on the sill, and neither of us touched them.

“Before you put a hand on me,” she said, “say the word, and say what a no costs.”

“Linen,” I said. “If I say it, the shoes come off. Sunday polishing stays Sunday polishing. Nothing else changes, and it costs me nothing. I don’t owe you a reason, and you don’t take a thing from me if I use it.”

She watched my face, warm and exact. “You’re sober, and I can see it. Say yes again, out loud, in your own words, or the shoes stay in my lap and we sleep.”

“Yes,” I said. I put a dry joke under it so I would not shake yet. “I want the shoes on you, and I want you in charge, and I’m saying yes.”

She nodded and pointed at the floor in front of the chair. “Kneel and buckle them on.”

I knelt. The boards were warm under my knees, the heat a path stone keeps after dusk. Then her foot was in my hands. I set the first black sample on her, drew the strap across, and the buckle clicked. She flexed, and the leather answered.

“Proud at the ankle,” she said. “Ease it so the strap follows the bone.”

I moved the buckle one hole. She pointed her toe, set the heel, and gave a small sound that was almost a laugh, low in her chest. “Now the other.”

I took the mate from her lap and buckled it. My thumb paused on the strap, that pause I give a stone before I call a path done. She watched the thumb.

“You always stop on the left strap,” she said. “You did it in the hallway. Did you think I missed it?”

“I hoped you missed it,” I said. “That hope is dying.”

“It is,” she said, and she smiled, small and real. “I notice a foot, and I notice the hand on it.”

She took a blank fitting tag from her robe pocket, pencil with it. She wrote, and she read it in the tone she uses when a size is settled. “Worn by Irene. Polished by Patrick.” She tied the tag to the strap. Our names hung on the black leather.

Heat climbed my neck and sat in my ears. My cock went hard in the same breath. Denim dragged across the head of it. There was no hiding that from her.

She looked at my lap while the tag still swung. “Hot and hard at once. I wrote our names, and your cock answered before your mouth did. What do you want tonight, all of it, out loud?”

The hedge and the stone could stay in my head. She had asked for the want. “I want to worship your heels,” I said. “Your feet and your ass. And I want to come only when you let me. You say when, not before.”

Her eyes stayed on the shape of me. It got worse while she was only sitting there, still talking, still not touching my cock.

“That is exactly what I had in mind,” she said. A low laugh sat under it, not mean. “Slow, with rules, like a fitting. You don’t rush me, and you don’t pick the next thing. I do. Kiss it like you’ve wanted to every Sunday night for years, because you have.”

I kissed the toe of the left shoe. Polish and leather met my mouth, and a faint grit in the seam. I kissed the right toe slower, because the wanting had been patient and mine, and she had just named it. Then I licked the leather, and the strap where it crossed, and the soft worn place her foot had worried through Sundays. My breath went rough on the shine. My cock throbbed in my jeans from that first kiss. She had done nothing but sit and watch.

“Look up at me,” she said.

“No.”

I kept my mouth on the strap. I did not want her to have my face while I did this. Her toe came up under my chin. The shoe lifted me until I had nowhere else to put my eyes, and the tag brushed my throat.

“Look up at me.”

I looked, and she was calm. She watched my mouth with the attention she saves for a last that might finally be true.

“Beautiful.”

My cock jumped hard against the denim. My hands locked on my thighs. She saw the jump. One word from her, and my body had already told on me.

“You’re shaking,” she said. “You didn’t say you would. Are you?”

“I’m shaking,” I said. My throat had gone dry, which is my tell when a joke can’t cover the truth. “Yes, and my hands too.”

“Open your mouth and suck the spike,” she said. “Slow. I want your lips on it, and I want you to tell me what you taste.”

I took the heel’s spike into my mouth and sucked. “Polish,” I said around it, “and leather, and heat off your foot.” The tip was narrow, and the leather was firm under my tongue. I worked along it with the patience I use when I seat a stone so it will not rock. She watched and did not rush me. She let me have that spike until my lips were wet and my jaw had settled into the work.

Then she drew the robe open over her thighs. No panties. Her cunt was right there above the shoe, flushed and bare. She set two fingers on her clit and rubbed, small and exact, while my mouth stayed on the spike.

“You see what you’re doing to me,” she said. “Say it, and don’t hide in the shoe.”

“I see your fingers on your clit,” I said, clumsy around the leather and still true. “I see you getting wet. I see your hole shine. I want my mouth on your heel while you come.”

“You will.” Her other heel came down on my shoulder and pressed. It pinned me to the worship, not enough to hurt, and enough that I knew I was not getting up. “Don’t stop sucking. Look at my hand. Can you keep your eyes there?”

“Yes,” I said. The spike nudged my tongue. “I can, and I’m looking.”

I sucked, and I watched. She rubbed her clit in slow circles, then faster, and her thigh tightened beside my cheek. The heel on my shoulder bore down when the feeling climbed. I could smell her. I could see her cunt shine, and the wet at her hole, and her toes curling in the other shoe. My cock ached in my jeans. My balls drew up tight. I did not touch myself. She had not said I could.

“Where is your tongue?” she asked.

“On the spike, under the tip. I’m sucking.”

“And your cock?”

“Hard in my jeans. Leaking. I won’t look away from your hand to check.”

She rubbed harder, and her breath shortened. I took the spike deeper, until my lips met the breast of the heel. Her clit was swollen under those two fingers, and I could see the shine on them. Her cunt clenched once, and then she went still, the still a body takes right before it gives.

“Stay,” she said, rough and warm at once. “Right there. Your mouth on my shoe. That’s what I want to come on. Tell me you’re staying.”

“I’m staying,” I said. “Your heel has my shoulder. I’m not moving. I’m here.”

She came watching me. I saw it. Her fingers pressed and rubbed and stayed. Her hips tipped in the chair. Her breath broke into a low sound that was not a laugh. The heel bore down and held me through it. Her cunt clenched, wet slicking her fingers and her thigh, and she kept her eyes on my lips around the spike until the shake left her leg. A second wave took her, smaller. Her toes curled hard in the other shoe, and I felt that curl come down the heel into my shoulder.

She took her fingers off her clit and rested them on her knee. She looked at me with the close attention she gives a seam.

“You didn’t look away,” she said. “Your cock is trying to climb out of those jeans. It jumps when I talk. On your back.”

I went down on the boards, and they met my shoulders. She leaned from the chair and opened my jeans. She pulled them and my shorts down. My cock came out hard and flushed and lay flat on my belly. My balls were bare to the air and to her eyes. The head was already wet. I had not come. I had only kissed her shoes and sucked a heel while she used her hand.

“There it is,” she said. “Hard from a shoe. All those Sundays with a cloth and a tin, and this is what the polish was for. Did you know I’d have you like this?”

“I hoped,” I said. “After the rug, I hoped. I know now.”

She set the sole flat on my cock and pressed it against my belly. The leather was smooth from my own work, cool for a second, then warm. She rubbed slow, a long drag from the base, up over the head, and back. I felt the seam, and the give of the leather, and the weight of her foot setting the pace. My ass tightened on the floor. The other spike rested near my shoulder, and the tag tapped my chest when she shifted.

“Please,” I said. “Irene. Please let me come. I’m going to lose it under your shoe.”

“Not yet.”

Linen sat on my tongue. I held it there under her sole while she said it, and I did not hand it over. I could have. The shoes would have come off, and Sunday would have stayed Sunday, and nothing else would have changed. I wanted her sole on my cock. I wanted her word.

“What did you almost say?” she said. “Don’t lie.”

“Linen,” I said. “I had it, and I didn’t use it. I don’t want the shoes off. I want to come when you say.”

“Then you wait.” She rubbed slower, which was worse. The sole pinned my cock to my belly and worked the head until I leaked on my own skin, a wet streak under the leather. “Look at that. Mess, and I haven’t let you finish. Beg properly. I want the words.”

“Please let me come,” I said. “My cock is under your sole and I can’t think. My balls hurt. I want to shoot across my stomach while you hold me down with that shoe. I’ll wait if you say wait. Just tell me.”

She watched my face, and my cock jerking under the leather, and my fists on the floor. She pressed a little harder, one more long rub, careful and filthy. Then her voice went crude and warm.

“Come,” she said, “now. Shoot under my shoe. All of it, across your stomach. I want to see it.”

I came on her word. I could not have held it. My cock jerked under her sole, and I spilled in thick pulses, cum striping my stomach and catching on the edge of the leather. She kept rubbing, slow, through every kick, so the sole worked it out of me. I said her name. I laughed once, dry and wrecked, because a private Sunday habit had just obeyed one sentence from her.

She watched the mess. She did not lift her foot until I was empty and twitching and too raw for another drag.

“Look at you,” she said. “All of that, and you still waited. Are you finished?”

“Finished,” I said, “and empty. You haven’t told me when I get to thank you, so I’m holding it.”

She lifted the shoe. Cum clung to the sole, bright on the black I had polished. She held it over my mouth.

“Lick your mess off my sole, every drop, and then you can thank me for it.”

I licked. Salt and leather and my own cum, every drop along the sole and the worn edge. I did not rush. She watched my tongue, and I knew she would send me back for a smear I missed. I found one near the ball of the sole and took it. I found another at the edge and took that too.

“Clean?” she asked.

“Clean,” I said. “Every drop I can find.” She nodded once, and that was my when.

“Thank you,” I said. “For the shoe. For saying when. For the toe under my chin when I said no. Go ahead and laugh.”

“I don’t laugh at a true measurement,” she said.

❦

She stood and took her sketchbook off the drafting table. The new heel sat there still without its line. She sat again, slipped one sample off, and set the arch of her bare foot in my hand. It was warm, and I held it with the care I use on a stone that has to sit true in a path. She drew. The pencil found the rise from heel to ball, the place a strap wants to live. I felt her arch press when she got it.

“There,” she said. “That’s the line. It was in the foot. I needed the weight of it in a hand.”

The new heel finally had its line, the curve of her arch in my palm, one clean stroke on the page.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “the shoes come off.”

❦

I was already on the floor at the foot of the bed when Irene stopped in the bedroom doorway. Saturday had run late, and the factory showroom had kept her in fittings until her voice was tired and her feet were worse. She came in with both heels hanging from two fingers, the black leather swinging a little as she shifted her weight. Her bare feet were red where the straps had sat, a pale band over each instep and a hotter mark at the ankle bone. I had set the basin of warm water there, and the towel beside it, before she asked. She looked at the water, then at me, and the corner of her mouth went soft.

“You put that out.”

“I did.”

“I had not said a word about a basin.”

“You said last night the shoes come off today.” I stayed on my knees. “I figured your feet would want the water first.”

She came in and sat on the edge of the bed. The heels went down on the rug, not back on her. She held one foot out over the water and watched me, exact and warm and in no hurry, the look she saves for a last that is almost right.

“Put them in for me.”

I took her ankle, careful of the sore spot, and lowered her foot into the basin. Then the other. The heat climbed her skin. A breath left her and turned into that low laugh.

“Better. They have been mean to me since the last fitting.” She nodded at my hands. “Those strap marks. Say what your thumbs find. I want it out loud.”

My thumbs went into her arches and worked the tight place the same as I work stiff sample leather until it gives. The left fought me, then let go. Her skin was hot along the red line, a little swollen, and the ball of the foot was tender under my thumb.

“Sore,” I said. “Left more than the right. You carried yourself on this one. The heel is dry at the edge, and the arch wants to stay clenched.”

“And you’re hard,” she said. “I can see your cock from here, thick against your thigh, and I have not given you a rule or a toe. You got hard while I was still in the doorway.”

“Yeah.” There was no point dressing it up. “You walked in with the heels in your hand and your feet bare, and it came up before I found a sentence.”

“I know it does.” She leaned back on her hands and let me work. “Wash them. Get all of the day off. Soles, heels, between every toe. I walked a showroom floor in those, and I am not putting that grit in your mouth.”

I soaped her slow. The cloth went under the arch, around the heel, and down between each toe until her foot flexed in my palm. A small noise left her, and she did not bother to hide it. I rinsed. I lifted one foot clear and dried it on the towel, then the other, and my cock stayed up the whole time, answering her voice more than the work. When I pressed my thumb along the center of her right sole, she watched my face.

“You like that.”

“I do.”

“Say the part you like. Don’t make me guess.”

“Your foot in my hand. The arch. It moves when I press, and then it gives.”

“Honest.”

The word hit, and my cock jumped hard enough that I felt it against the seam of my pants. She saw that too.

“Up on the bed with me.”

She swung both feet onto the towel I had laid over the sheet and lay back into the pillows, her dress rucked a little at her thighs, her ass settling into the mattress. She looked down the length of herself at me, and her voice stayed warm and exact.

“Rule for tonight. You only get what my feet give you. Not my hand. Not my mouth. Not my cunt, and not my ass, even if you can tell I want you there. If you come, my feet did it, and only when I say. Tell me you have it.”

“I only get what your feet give me. I come when you say.”

“Again, slower, like you mean to live with it.”

“I only get what your feet give me. I don’t come until you say.”

She nodded the same as she does when a strap finally sits where she drew it, and she lifted her left foot and held it to my mouth. Her toes were a little curled. The sole was still warm from the water.

“Kneel up here. I want your mouth on this foot, and I want your cock where I can see it.”

I shoved my pants and shorts off and got onto the bed on my knees at her feet. Cool air hit my ass and my balls, and my cock stood up thick, the head already wet. She had taken the wand from the nightstand drawer. She pushed her underwear aside, and she set the wand on her clit. The low hum started. Her foot stayed at my lips.

“Open your mouth for me.”

I opened, and she set her big toe on my tongue. I sucked it in slow. Clean skin, a little soap, the faint salt the basin had not quite taken. She watched my mouth, and she watched my cock, which had no interest in waiting on either of us.

“Every toe. Don’t skip the little one because it hides. You have had this foot in your hands on Sunday nights for years, and tonight you get the bare skin. Put your mouth on it.”

I sucked each toe on that foot, one after another, tongue under the pad, lips at the base. Between them I licked the soft fold of skin until she swore, quiet and pleased, and her heel pressed my chin.

“There. That little place between them. Stay on it until I move you.”

I stayed. Her hips had started a small roll against the wand. I could hear how wet her cunt was under the hum, and her stomach jumped when I pressed my tongue harder between her toes. My own breath was loud in my nose. A strand of wet had already fallen from the head of my cock onto the towel, and my balls hung heavy, aching with how long I had been up.

“Turn it. I want the sole. Heel to the ball, and then you can say what you taste.”

I licked her sole in long strokes. Smooth where I had washed it, a little rough at the ball, warm under my tongue.

“You,” I said against her skin. “Soap. Skin. Not the floor.”

“Other foot now. I should not have to ask twice.”

I took the right foot and did the same work, every toe in my mouth, the little one held until she laughed low.

“Gentle isn’t shy. Suck it.”

I sucked. I licked between those toes until her thigh trembled, and then I licked the sole, heel to ball and back, pressing into the arch the same as my thumbs had in the basin. She had the wand firm on her clit. Her free foot hooked behind my neck and held me there. The foot in my mouth pushed deeper, toes on my tongue, the sole curving over my lip.

“Look at you,” she said, voice rough and still exact. “Hard, mouth full of my foot, dripping on the towel, and you have not asked me for a thing. I can see the wet on your cock from here.”

A rough noise caught in my throat around her toes. She heard the ask in it before I got any words out.

“Not yet. This one is mine. Tongue on the arch, and don’t stop when I start.”

She started. Her hips rolled up into the wand, small and then not small, and her breath broke. The foot in my mouth curled, toes pressing my tongue flat, and I kept licking where she had told me, steady, the same as holding a line while the ground moves. She came with her eyes open, watching me. A low sound turned into my name and then into breath. I could see it move through her belly and her thighs, her cunt clenching, her foot shoved against my mouth and held there until the last of it passed. The wand clicked off. She lay back, flushed, one hand loose on the wand, the other still offering me her foot.

“Out of your mouth. You did that well.”

My cock jerked at the praise, a visible twitch, and she smiled like she had measured it.

“On your back. On the sheet.”

I lay back. The sheet was cool under my shoulders and my ass. She sat up, reached for the oil, and rubbed it over one sole and then the other until both feet shone. She looked at my cock, thick on my stomach, the head dark and slick.

“You want to come.”

“Yes.”

“Ask me.”

“Please let me come.”

“No.” She said it the same as she says a line is off, not angry, just true. “Not on the first ask.”

She set her oiled soles on either side of my cock and wrapped her feet around it, arches hugging the shaft, toes curled over the top. The oil made it hot and slick. She stroked once, a long pull from the base toward the head, and my hips tried to follow.

“Stay down. My feet move. You take what they give you.”

She stroked me like that, slow, the soles sliding, the toes catching just under the head and letting go. It was so exact I had to bite the inside of my cheek. My balls pulled tight against me. She saw it and stopped dead, feet still wrapped around me, holding me with no friction at all.

“There they go. Tight already. You were about to spend on my toes, and I had not said a word. Breathe for me.”

I breathed. The need sat in me like a stone that wanted to roll and could not. She waited until they dropped a little, then she started again, a little faster, the head of my cock nudging between her soles. My breath hitched loud enough for her to hear. She laughed, low, and kept the stroke mean and even. A clear bead welled at the slit and slid onto her arch. She looked at it and did not stop until my balls climbed again. Then her feet held me still.

“No. Let them drop.”

She took me through another long stretch like that, stopping every time I got close, until I was shaking and nowhere near finished. My hands came up without my say-so and reached for her ankles. I wanted to hold her. I wanted the stroke to stay.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

“No.”

It was out before I could make it nicer. I did not want to take my hands away myself. I wanted her to make me.

“Is that linen?”

“Not the word,” I said. “Yes. Make me. Keep going.”

She smiled. One foot came off my shaft and pinned my cock flat to my stomach, the oiled sole heavy over the length of it, the arch right across the head so I could not thrust up. Firm, not cruel. My eyes closed for a second, and my thighs shook under her.

“Hands behind your head,” she said again, the same tone, like she was telling me where a strap should sit.

My hands went. I laced them behind my head. She felt the give and eased the pinning foot just enough that I knew she had seen it. My cock jumped under her sole anyway.

“Your hands went for my ankles the second your balls got tight,” she said. “I liked that you wanted to hold on. If you want something now, you use your mouth.”

“Please let me come.” My voice was not steady. “Irene. Please. I’m right there.”

“No.”

She kept one foot pinning me and brought the other up, and she rubbed the head of my cock with the ball of that foot, small circles, slick, so sensitive I let out a broken breath. She watched my face, then my balls, then the shine she was working over the slit.

“Red, dripping, and your hands stayed back. That’s the part I wanted.” She rubbed slower, her sole sliding over the head, catching the ridge. “Where do you feel me. Say it.”

“On the head. The ridge. Your sole. I can’t hold it.”

“You can. Not until I say.”

She kept me pinned and rubbed until my thighs shook and my balls had pulled up so tight they ached. She stopped just long enough for me to fall back from the edge by a breath, and then she started again. I did not move my hands. Her foot was on my cock, and the path and the stone and the rest of the yard were nowhere in it. Another bead slid out of me and onto her toes. She spread it with the ball of her foot, slow, watching my stomach jump.

“Still with me?”

“Yes.” The word came out thin. “Barely.”

She looked at me, warm and exact, and she said, “Now.”

I came. The first spurt striped her toes, hot and thick, and the next landed across the tops of both feet. She kept the pinning foot and the rubbing foot where they were, so I spent on her and not on my own stomach. Another pulse, and another, until it was dripping between her toes and shining on the oil along the tops of her feet. A rough noise tore out of me, and then I was only breathing, hands still behind my head because she had not moved them.

She looked at the mess the same as she looks at a line she has just got right.

“All over my toes. All over the tops of my feet. You made a job of it.” She lifted her left foot to my mouth, a string of cum between two toes, the top of the foot wet. “Kiss this one clean. Every toe, and the top. Don’t wipe it on the sheet like you’re sorry for it.”

I kissed her foot clean, one toe at a time, my tongue taking what I had left there, salt and oil and her skin under it. When I missed a streak on the instep she tipped her foot so I could see it.

“That bit. You walked past it.”

I kissed it off. A small pleased sound left her, and my spent cock twitched, weak and stupid, and she saw that too. Then she lifted the right foot, a stripe across the top and a drop at the little toe.

“This one now. Slow. I want to feel that you mean it.”

I kissed that foot clean as well, toe by toe, then the top, then the place near the arch where the oil and the cum had mixed. I did not rush it. When I was done she rested the sole against my mouth for a second, warm, and then she set both feet on the towel.

“Hands down.”

I let my arms fall. She looked at me the same as she looks at a fit she is not finished with, and her voice stayed easy.

“Tomorrow night you leave the polish tin on the kitchen table,” she said. “There will be no polishing.”

❦

Sunday night I walked into the kitchen at the hour I always did, and the table looked almost bare. The polish tin sat closed in the middle of the wood, with the soft cloth folded on top, neat, just as she had told me to leave it. No newspaper. No shoes. My hands came up on their own and then hung empty, and that felt worse than looking foolish, because on a Sunday night those hands usually know the work before I sit down. The lid had a dull shine under the kitchen light. My thumbs wanted the cloth, and there was nothing to open.

I stood a minute and listened to the house. From upstairs she called my name once. Just Patrick, easy, as if she wanted a light put out.

I went up.

❦

The bedroom door stood open. Irene lay face down on the bed in black stockings and the black sample heels and nothing else, and a pillow under her hips had her ass lifted a little, quiet and set. The stockings stopped high on her thighs. The heels were the pair she had shed on Saturday, straps still creased where they had marked her. Her hair was down on the sheet. She turned her face, looked at me over her shoulder, and smiled, warm, with all the time she wanted.

“There you are,” she said. “I was starting to think you had taken up with that tin.”

“It is closed,” I said. “Cloth on top. I did not know what else to do with my hands.”

“I do.” Her eyes dropped to the front of my pants, and a low laugh came out of her, soft. “You are hard already. I only said your name.”

“You said it from the stairs.”

“Clothes off,” she said. “All of them. You start at my ankles and you work up, and you do not hurry. If I feel you rushing, you go back down and sit with that closed tin until I feel like calling you again.”

I stripped where I stood. By the time my shirt hit the chair my cock was out and up, thick and flushed, and a clear drop already shone at the tip. She watched that drop gather and fall onto the rug, and she did not tell me to wipe it.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“Hard from your voice,” I said, “and from nothing else.”

“On the bed,” she said. “Both hands where I can see them. Leave your cock alone.”

I put both hands on the mattress and bent to the back of her left ankle, just above the strap. The stocking was warm against my mouth. I kissed it, and she pointed her foot a fraction, checking whether the heel still sat true. I felt the small roll of bone under my lips.

“You caught that,” she said.

“You pointed.”

“What else.”

“The strap pulled, and your arch lifted.”

“Keep going, and tell me when something changes.”

I kissed up the back of her calf, slow, the weave of the stocking rough and fine against my lips, and then I moved to the other ankle so I would not slight it. She made a small sound when I reached the hollow behind her right knee, and her heel shifted on the sheet with a dry little scrape.

“Stay on that spot,” she said. “What do you feel.”

“Heat, and the stocking is thinner here. You are pushing your foot down.”

“Because it feels good. Do not get proud about it.”

I stayed until my jaw started to ache, kissing that soft place, and my cock hung heavy between my thighs, hard the whole way, another drop sliding off the head onto my own knee. She did not have to look. She heard the change in my breath.

“You are dripping,” she said, “and you have not even reached my ass. Say where.”

“On my knee, from my cock.”

“Leave it there, and come higher.”

I worked up the backs of her thighs. The stockings ended, and her skin was warmer after that, bare, and I kissed the crease where her thigh met her ass, then the left cheek, then the right. I licked, long and unhurried, and she pushed back into the pillow with a sigh I felt under my mouth.

“Both cheeks,” she said. “I can tell when you favor one. You always take the left first when you think I will not notice.”

“I was getting there.”

“You are there now. Open your mouth more.”

I licked both cheeks until they shone, kissing the undersides, then up over the curve, my nose full of her skin and the faint clean smell of the stockings. My hands stayed on the bed. My cock ached, untouched, and every time she flexed a foot in those heels I got harder.

“Your cock is aching,” she said, still facing the sheet. “I can hear it in your breath. Tell me.”

“It aches. I have not touched it.”

“Now your hands,” she said. “Spread my ass, slow. I want your tongue on my asshole, and I want it deep, and I want you to stay there as if you have nowhere else to be.”

I put both hands on her cheeks and opened her. Her asshole was small and tight and right in front of my mouth. I licked it once, light, and she shook her head against the pillow.

“That was polite,” she said. “I did not ask for polite. Put your tongue in my hole.”

I pressed in and licked her slow, circles first, then a point, and then I pushed my tongue into her asshole as far as it would go. She tasted warm and clean, with a little sharpness under it. I kept at it, in and out, flat and then deep again, my thumbs holding her open. My cock was so hard it throbbed where it hung under me, and a thin string of it swung and broke against my thigh.

She reached under herself. I heard her fingers find her clit, already wet, and she started to rub in small tight circles while I worked her asshole. The pillow shifted under her hips. One heel scraped, then the other, when her feet flexed in the straps.

“Do not change what your mouth is doing,” she said, and her voice had gone lower. “If you speed up I will feel it, and I will stop you. Tell me where your tongue is.”

“In your ass.”

“How far.”

“As far as I can get it.”

“Then keep it there. I am close, and I want to come on your mouth, not on the idea of it.”

I held her open and licked her asshole slow and deep, steady, the same patience I use when I seat a stone and wait for it to stop rocking. She rubbed her clit harder. Her ass pushed back onto my face. I felt her hole start to flutter around my tongue, a small tight pulse, and her calves went hard above the heels.

“Stay in my ass,” she said, “and do not pull off while I finish on your mouth.”

She came shaking against my mouth, her asshole clenching, her fingers still on her clit, a low broken sound pressed into the pillow. Her whole body went tight and then loose. Wetness from her hand smeared my chin. I kept licking, because she had not told me to stop, and my cock dripped a thin string onto the sheet between my knees.

When she could talk she laughed, warm and a little wrecked, and looked back at me with her face flushed.

“Patient,” she said. “I felt that, and you did not rush.”

The praise hit so fast my cock jumped, and she saw it in my shoulders even if she could not see the rest of me.

“On your back,” she said.

I went. She rolled me the last of the way, and I landed with my cock standing off my stomach, red, wet at the head, a clear shine already running toward my navel. My hand closed around it before I thought. Just a grip. Just the need, hot in my palm.

“Take that hand away,” she said, “or I move it for you. Your call.”

“No.”

It came out with a grin. I wanted her to move it, and she could see that. I also did not let go.

She did not take it yet. She looked at my face and asked, “Is that linen, or is that the game?”

“The game,” I said. “Yes. Move it for me.”

She pulled my hand off my cock by the wrist, laid it up beside my head, and pinned it to the mattress under her knee. Then she turned and settled her ass on my face. The weight came down at once. Stocking against my cheek, heat, the cleft of her right over my mouth. My other hand lay useless at my side, because I knew better than to try the same trick twice.

“Open your mouth,” she said. “Tongue out, and put it in my asshole. Tap my thigh and I am up that second. This is the only time you get me sitting on you, so be useful.”

I opened and pushed my tongue up into her hole. She ground down on it, slow at first, then harder, working my tongue deeper with the weight of her hips. I could not see anything but the dark of her and the black stocking at the edge of my sight. She reached between her legs, above my mouth, and I heard her fingers slide into her cunt, wet, two of them by the sound, fucking herself while she rode my tongue.

“Deeper,” she said. “You are holding a little back, and I can feel it, so stop holding it.”

I pushed as far as my tongue would go into her asshole, and she groaned and ground harder, her ass heavy on my face, her knee still locking my wrist so I could not touch my cock. It lay on my stomach, hard and dripping, a clear line sliding down my skin, and every shift of her made it jump. I still could not get a hand on it.

“Breathe when I lift,” she said. “I will not smother you. Keep your tongue in my hole either way.”

“Where is my knee,” she said.

“On my wrist.”

“Why.”

“Because I chose it.”

“And what are you going to do about it.”

“Nothing. I am going to lick you.”

“That is the first smart thing you have said since you grabbed yourself.”

She fingered her cunt faster. I could hear it, slick and close, right above my chin, and her asshole gripped my tongue each time she pushed her fingers in. She was heavy and hot and already shaking a little, and I licked her deep, not clever, while my balls drew up and my cock leaked on my stomach.

“You want to come,” she said. “Say it while your tongue is in my ass.”

“I want to come.”

“From what.”

“From this, and from you, and from my cock, if you would let me touch it.”

“Not from your hand, and not tonight. Keep your tongue where it is.”

She came again on my face, harder than the first time, her asshole tight around my tongue, her cunt so wet it ran out over her fingers and down onto my chin and my neck, hot and messy. She kept her fingers moving until the shake went through her and out, grinding my tongue into her hole the whole time. Then she lifted, and I took a long easy breath of the cooler air. She looked down between her thighs, flushed and exact, and she saw the mess on my neck and the state of my cock, and she smiled.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hard, dripping, and you still did not get to finish. All that cum is still in you.”

She let my wrist go. I did not grab my cock again. My fingers were numb, my mouth tasted like her ass and her cunt, and I was so close a wrong word would have finished me.

She moved off my face and lay down on the pillows beside me, on her side, and she set one heel on my chest. The sole was warm. The strap was still done.

“Feel that sole,” she said. “Warm from my foot. That is all you get to hold tonight.”

“Please, Irene, let me come,” I said.

“No.”

“I am right there. My cock hurts.”

“I know. I can see it. It is dripping on your stomach, your balls are tight, and you look like a man who would promise me the whole yard if I said the word. So ask again, if you need to, and then hear me.”

“Please let me come. I will do it however you want. On your heel. On the sheet. I do not care.”

“Not tonight.” She pressed the sole down a little, not cruel, just so I would feel it. “You had my ass. You had your tongue in my hole while I came twice, and you came nowhere. That was the night. Your cock stays where it is, and your hands stay off it.”

“Say it back to me,” she said. “What is the night.”

“I do not come. My hands stay off my cock. I had your ass, and that was the gift.”

I lay still and breathed. The heel rose and fell on my chest. She watched my face the same as she watches a last she is not finished with.

“You are angry,” she said.

“A little.”

“And you did not say linen. You are still hard.”

“No to linen. Yes, still hard.”

She laughed, low, and her hand came to rest on my shoulder, warm. She just looked at the heel on my chest, and at my cock lying wet and useless on my stomach, and at whatever I was not saying, which was that I would have stayed there all night if she told me to.

“Friday,” she said. “The first pair of the new heel comes from the factory on Friday. You get to come when I am wearing it. Not before.”

She settled the heel more comfortably on my chest and closed her eyes, easy, as if the rest of it could wait.

❦

The tissue paper was already folded back when I walked into the sunroom. The factory box sat open on her drafting table, and the first pair of the new heel lay in it, black and quiet. It was the line she had drawn from her foot in my hand a week ago. I stood with my hands in my pockets and checked the edge and the set of the leather, and whether it would hold.

Irene came in behind me in her skirt and a soft shirt, barefoot, and she laughed low when she saw my face.

“You can touch them,” she said. “They aren’t going to bite you. I might.”

I lifted one. The leather was smooth and a little cool, the strap narrow, the spike thin as a stake in wet ground. She took the pair from me and sat in the low velvet chair. I went down on the rug without being told, because that was my place when she had a shoe in her hands.

She worked her foot into the first one, slow, fitting it like a last. The strap closed over the top of her foot. She flexed once, watching the toe, then put the other one on and stood.

“Stay on the rug,” she said. “I want you to hear every step.”

She walked out into the long hallway. The heels were loud on the boards. I stayed on my knees by the chair and listened to her go the length of the house. Each step was clean. I was hard before she turned at the end. She came back smiling, and at the doorway she looked at the front of my pants.

“Already,” she said. “I haven’t even sat down.”

“I heard you,” I said. “That was enough.”

She sat and crossed one leg over the other, the new heel hanging, and she studied me with the care she saves for a sketch that is almost right.

“Tonight you may worship all of me,” she said. “Feet, ass, all the rest. You come when I say, and you come inside me, not on the rug and not in your hand. Linen still ends it if you need the word, and Sunday stays what Sunday is. Do you understand me?”

“Yes.”

“Say it back to me.”

“I come when you say, inside you.”

She saw what that did to my cock, since she misses nothing, and her mouth went soft. She pointed at the floor in front of the chair.

“On your knees, and put your hands on the shoes where I can watch them.”

I knelt and set a hand on each new heel. The leather was warmer now from her feet. She tipped the crossed one toward my mouth.

“Kiss it like you’ve wanted to every Sunday night for years,” she said, “because you have.”

I kissed the toe, then the strap, then the sole where it met the spike. New leather sat under the smell of her skin. I licked the strap where it crossed, slow, and she made a small pleased sound. She uncrossed her legs so I could reach the other shoe.

“How does it smell to you?” she asked.

“New,” I said. “And like your skin under it.”

“The spike too,” she said. “You have been staring at it since the box was open.”

I kissed down the heel to the tip and held it to my mouth. My cock pressed hard against my pants. She opened my belt and pushed my pants and shorts down, just her hands, no lecture. I got them off and knelt bare from the waist down, mouth still on her shoe. My thighs were tight. My breath was not steady.

“Name what you want next,” she said. “Out loud, and nicely.”

“Your feet, bare.”

“Ask me better than that.”

“Please take them off and give me your feet.”

She slipped the new heels off and set them side by side on the rug, neat as tools she meant to use again. Then she put one bare foot to my mouth.

“Which toe have you been thinking about?” she asked.

“The big one,” I said. “Same as always.”

I kissed the top, the arch, and the ball, and I sucked that toe, then the next, then each one, until she shifted in the chair. Her other foot came up on my shoulder. I did those toes too, slow, my hands careful on her ankle.

“Now the sole,” she said.

I turned her foot and licked the sole from heel to toe, flat and wet, while she watched. I did the other sole the same, until she laughed that low laugh and pressed her heel into my chest. She watched every pass of my tongue, and my hands were not quite steady on her arch.

“You’re shaking,” she said. “Are you going to ask to come?”

“No, because you haven’t said.”

“That’s the whole trick, Patrick. Stand up and come to the drafting table.”

I stood, cock out and heavy, and followed her. She bent over the table among the sketches, skirt up, nothing under it, and she looked back at me.

“On your knees behind me,” she said. “I want your hands on my ass and your mouth where I put it.”

I knelt and put both hands on her. She was warm, already a little open from the walk and from having me down there. I kissed one cheek, then the other, then lower. She spread herself with two fingers, so I could see her asshole and the wet of her cunt under it.

“Kiss me there,” she said, “and then lick. Don’t rush the hole just because you want the rest.”

“Is it good?” I asked, which was bold for me.

“I’ll tell you if you do it right. Start.”

I kissed her ass, both sides and the crease, and then I licked her asshole in slow circles, patient as soil work. She breathed out and pushed back. I licked until she was wet from my mouth, and my cock ached, untouched, between my thighs.

“How does my hole feel?” she asked.

“Soft,” I said. “And you’re pushing into my tongue.”

“Lower for a second. I want that tongue on my cunt, and then back up.”

I licked her pussy in one long stroke. The sound she made ran all through me. Then I went back to her asshole and stayed until her hand found my hair.

“That’s enough,” she said. She turned and pulled me down onto the rug. “On your back. I want to see your cock while I get these on.”

I went down. My cock stood up off my belly. She stripped the skirt and the shirt and stood over me in nothing, then stepped into the new heels. The spikes bit the pile. She looked at the wet tip of my cock and smiled.

“You held,” she said. “I’m going to ride you, and you don’t come until I say. If you get close, you tell me out loud. Do you hear me?”

“Yes.”

“And if I ask, what will you say?”

“That I’m close. My cock doesn’t get a vote.”

She laughed, low and warm, and straddled me. She took my cock in her hand. A slow stroke tightened my thighs. She rubbed the head through her cunt and over her clit, slicking me, and she watched my face the whole time.

“You’re dripping,” she said. “Has it been like this since the hall?”

“Since before you turned.”

“I know. I saw it.”

She sank down on me in one long push. I groaned. She was hot and tight, slick from my mouth, and she took me until I was buried in her cunt. The new heels dug into the rug beside my hips and held her there. She put her hands on my chest and rode, grinding hard, her clit on me with every roll.

“Don’t grab,” she said. “Your hands can stay on me, but you don’t rush.”

“I won’t.”

My hands rested on her thighs, and I kept them there.

“Eyes on my face,” she said. “Not on the shoes. I want you here.”

I looked. Her mouth was open. Her tits moved with the grind. The rug shifted under me, and the spikes creased the pile beside my hips each time she bore down.

“Feel that?” she said. “That’s the heel I drew off my foot in your hand. You’re inside me in it. Say what you are.”

“Hard,” I said. “Inside you, and waiting.”

She made a warm sound, and my cock jumped in her. She felt it. She laughed and ground down harder. Her cunt clenched. She rode until her breath broke, and then she came, shaking, a rough sound in her throat, wetness spreading on my cock.

“Stay deep,” she said. “I’m not done with you.”

She kept grinding, slower, eyes on my face, heels dug in beside my hips.

“I want your thumb on my clit,” she said. “Small circles, and don’t lose me.”

I set my thumb where she was swollen and rubbed while she rode. She swore, warm and filthy.

“God, your cock,” she said. “Right there, and don’t you move.”

Her heels dug deeper. The second one took her fast. She came again, head back and then forward, cunt gripping me in pulses.

“Close.”

She stopped and held still, full of my cock. She took my face in both hands and watched me, the attention she gives a foot settling into a shoe.

“Not yet,” she said. “Breathe, and look at me.”

I breathed. My balls ached. Her thumbs stroked my cheeks. She rolled her hips once, mean and slow, and smiled when I groaned.

“Now,” she said. “Come deep in my cunt. I want your cum.”

I came. It tore through me, and I pushed up and spilled my cum deep inside her while she held my face and watched. I could feel it hot in her, and she stayed down on me so it would not slip out yet. My hands shook on her thighs. The new heels stayed planted beside my hips. She did not look away until I was done and shaking under her. Then she kissed my forehead, easy, as if the rest could wait, except this time it did not have to.

“There,” she said. “That’s what you were waiting for.”

“I was,” I said. “Every bit of it.”

She laughed and stayed on my cock a moment longer, heels and all, before she climbed off and left me on the rug.

❦

Sunday night the polish tin sat open on the kitchen table, cloth beside it. Irene sat above it in the new heels, sketchbook open, one foot on my thigh and the other crossed, both of them mine to shine. I was on my knees with the cloth, working the heel on my thigh until the leather took the light.

“Slower on the strap,” she said, eyes on the page. “You rush the pretty part.”

“I rush because I like it.”

“I know you do.”

She shifted and gave me the other foot, and I started that strap the same slow way. Her hand came down into my hair and stayed there, warm, while I polished the heel on her foot. Down the hall her desk lamp was lit, and the fitting tag hung from it, the one that said Polished by Patrick. I kept the cloth moving. She did not take her hand away.


On Her Orders His Sissy Mouth Serves Her Lover’s Cock — Cuckold Sissy

Iwas thirty-three, and the dictionaries were open on the desk by the window. The slow novel I loved lay face down beside them. I was not going to read it instead of earning my keep. Through the wall, Jade ran her scales, that patient climb and fall she saved for concert mornings. Across the courtyard, Omar’s plane hissed over a length of wood. The window stood open above the cobbled courtyard. Under the tree, the empty bench still held the night. Damp sat in the cracks between the stones. I was hunting a plain word for spin cycle.

The manual was due Friday. Someone had preferred a long word whenever a short one would do. I had to make it into speech a person could use with the drum roaring. I liked that work more than I let on. You learn to hear what a sentence refuses to say. A warning talked about unexpected behavior. It meant a wet kitchen floor if you got careless with the door. I could find the plain version for a stranger. Not for me.

Jade came in from her scales, thirty-five and warm from the work, violin still in her hand. Her hair was pinned up for practice. A few pieces had come loose at her neck. The bow hung loose against her leg. She was barefoot, so the dark red on her toes reached me before her face did. She set the violin on the chair and came around the desk. Her fingertips landed on my cheek. Those calluses were hard little pads from the strings. They were warm.

“There it is,” she said. Her smile was a real one, and it made her eyes go narrow. “Dictionary face. I could hear you losing from the other room. The whole apartment goes quiet, as if the words might spook if anybody breathes.”

“I’m trying to say spin cycle without sounding like I swallowed the manual,” I said.

“Then say spin cycle.” She tapped my cheek once, fond of me even while she thought I was being ridiculous. “The clothes go around. The machine complains. People have understood that for a long time without your help.” She glanced at the novel lying face down and shook her head. “You hid it from yourself. That’s how I know it’s bad. Do you want coffee, or are you going to sit here and suffer on principle?”

“Suffering’s already on the page,” I said. “Coffee can wait.”

She laughed, low in her throat. She had another joke ready. Then Omar’s voice came up from the courtyard, easy and loud enough to carry over the plane.

“Jade,” he called. “You took the slow part too fast. I heard it from down here. You don’t have to outrun the music to prove you still own it.”

She went to the window and leaned on the sill. I looked past her because I could not help it. He stood by the workshop door, thirty-six, a big man with broad shoulders and a short beard. His work shirt was open at the throat, and the sleeves were rolled. A plane sat in one hand. Sawdust had caught in the hair on his forearms. He grinned up at her like a man who knew he was about to be told off. He was looking forward to it.

“Those aren’t musician’s ears,” she called back. “If you think it’s so easy, come and try it with those clumsy hands. See how slow you are when the notes are actually looking at you.”

He held up the free hand, sawdust and all, pleading guilty and not sorry. “My hands make tables,” he said. “They don’t make apologies. I’ll be on the bench later, if you want to explain my failings over lunch. Ivan, you’re invited too, unless the washing machine has you in a headlock.”

“It does,” I called. The words stayed ordinary, and I was grateful for that.

“Bring the headlock,” he said. He laughed, warm in his chest, and went back to the wood.

Jade pulled the window down a little against the draft. Not all the way. “He’s been waiting to say that about the slow movement,” she said. “I rushed it on purpose yesterday just to give him something to do.” She kissed the top of my head on her way out, quick and wifely. She went to put the violin away. She was still talking about the program as she crossed the hall.

I sat with the manual and did not see it. I had been watching his hands. I told myself it was nothing. Anyone who works with their body is worth a look when your own days are paper and a window. Sawdust in the dark hair of his forearm. The plane looked lighter in his grip than it had any right to be. The want moved in me anyway. Small, and hot, and badly timed. I looked down before she could turn and catch my face. I was not ready to call it by a plain word. I had not been ready in years.

❦

The catalog page had a smear of pencil where I had worried the same line too long. Black satin, cut on the bias, meant for evenings at home, as if a slip were a kind of lamp. That job ate the winter after I turned twenty-eight, page after page of cloth I was paid to make plain. The rented room at the end of those days had a narrow bed. Heat knocked in the pipes. Nobody came up the stairs looking for me.

I was a translator with a deadline, and I was not supposed to want the thing I was being paid to describe. I stayed on the black satin longer than the line required. I found plainer and plainer words for the way it would lie against a body, and for the small private sound it would make if you walked in it. Shame did not cool any of it. So I ordered the one I kept writing about.

It came in a plain box. I waited until the building was quiet, and then I put it on and wore it to bed. The satin was cool at first. Then it was not. I lay in the dark with my heart going too fast, hard under the cloth, ashamed enough that I could taste it. I still would not take it off. In the morning I told myself it had been a joke, a translator lost in the merchandise. I folded it small. I kept it. Through the end of that job, and the move, and marrying Jade, it lived in the bottom of my dictionary bag, under the spare notebooks. She had no reason to look. This was the year it stopped staying in the bag. I had a wife and a desk by a window, and no excuse left that I believed.

❦

She had a concert that night. She dressed with the bedroom door open, talking about the order of the pieces, and the black went on over a black satin slip. I saw it when she lifted her arms. The shine was close to the one in the bag, and not the same. Hers was for a room full of people. Mine was a secret I had ordered out of a catalog. She came to the door with her coat over her arm. Her face was already somewhere in the music.

“Don’t wait up if the reception runs long,” she said. “And don’t let that manual win. It’s a washing machine, Ivan. It isn’t a philosophy.”

“I’ll tell it you said so.”

She kissed me, ordinary and warm, and then she was gone. The apartment kept her perfume, and the particular quiet that comes in after someone has left for work they love. I stood in the bedroom like a man who might still choose the dishes. Then I went to the bag.

Her polish was on the dresser, the dark red she wore on her toes, left out from before she dressed. I don’t know why I reached for it, except that my hand was already unsteady. I wanted one small proof that this was our room and not the rented one. I painted a single nail. The color looked wrong on my hand. It also looked like something I had been wanting. I could not have said which feeling was louder. I took the slip out, creased from being folded too small for too long. I put it on. I knelt on the bedroom rug in the dark, with only the courtyard lamp in the window.

I did not let myself go further than that. I knelt there and felt the satin on my thighs. I said her name once, under my breath. The want sat so close to the shame that I could not pull them apart. Then I heard a step on the stair, or thought I did. Fear went through me colder than the cloth. I got the polish off with the remover she kept in the dresser drawer, clumsy and fast. I watched the red go pale, and then gone. The slip was back under the notebooks. The rug looked like a rug again before her key turned.

She was earlier than she had threatened. She was tired and happy. She told me the slow movement had held, really held. I made her tea and kept my raw nail out of the light. She did not notice.

❦

I started taking lunch down to the courtyard, timed to theirs, which I called neighborly in my own head. The bench was warm where the sun had found it. Omar came out of the workshop wiping his hands on a rag. Jade came down with her hair still pinned. They sat in the shade and argued about tempo, as if it were a sport they were both good at and both unwilling to lose. I brought a plate and sat at the end of the bench. On the better days I talked, because he was easy to talk to.

He asked what the manual was doing to me. He laughed when I told him. He said his own machines were simpler, a plane and a clamp and a piece of wood that either became a table or it didn’t. No translation required. He had a habit of including me that did not feel like manners. He was our friend. He had carried a bookcase up our stairs the week we moved in, and he had refused to be paid in anything but dinner. He still knocked before he borrowed a tool he could just as easily have bought.

Jade laughed with her head tipped back, the way she did when a joke actually landed. I had always liked being the one it landed on. That laugh went out, and then Omar looked at her longer than the joke needed. Not a leer. Nothing I could have named without sounding like a fool in my own kitchen. His eyes stayed on her mouth after the laugh had finished. Something warm and unhurried sat in his face. Then he looked down at his hands, as if he had remembered the sawdust.

I was hard behind my plate. I shifted on the bench and kept my napkin where it was. I ate a piece of bread I did not taste. Shame came up so hot I felt it in my teeth. She was only laughing. He was only our friend, a man who made tables and teased her about tempo and asked after my work. And I was sitting there wanting, with a clarity that scared me, to watch him look at her like that again. I wanted to be the one who had to sit still while he did it.

I left them with the last of the bread and walked to the little shop at the end of the street, the one with the bell and the wall of bottles. I bought the dark red she wore on her toes. The woman asked if it was a gift. I said yes, and that was not entirely a lie. I also knew whose nail it was likely to find first. I carried it home in my pocket, as if it might go off if I thought about it too directly. I put it in the bag under the notebooks, next to the slip. Then I went back to the manual and made the spin cycle into plain words, because a deadline does not care what you knelt in the night before.

❦

I meant to throw the slip away. That was the clean plan on the next night she had a concert, the kind I was good at making and bad at keeping. The bag was open on the bed. The bottle I had bought was in my hand, still sealed. If I had any sense I would have put both of them in a sack and taken them down to the bins before she was even in the cab. I sat on the edge of the bed instead. I broke the seal. I painted the first nail again, the one I had scrubbed bare, and then a second beside it. The dark red went on slow and careful, because I wanted them to match. While I was still calling it a small sin, I was already pulling the slip over my head.

The apartment was dark. Her music stand stood by the open window with the slow movement on it, the page Omar had said she rushed. Her pencil marks sat in the margin where she had argued with him on paper. I knelt on the bedroom rug in the satin. I was hard before I put a hand on myself. The slip was cool against my cock, and then it warmed, sticking where I leaked. My balls sat tight and heavy under the cloth, as if they had been waiting on this longer than I had. I slid my hand underneath. Those dark nails showed against my own skin, her color. I wrapped my fingers around my cock and stayed on my knees. The rug was rough under me. My ass settled back on my heels.

I whispered her name. I pictured her hand on my head, not rough and not quite gentle. The same fingertips she put on my cheek when she teased me, only in my hair this time, holding me where she wanted me. Then, because the want had already crossed a line on the bench, I whispered Omar’s name into the dark. There was no honesty left in pretending it had not.

I pictured his cock in front of my mouth. Not instead of her. On her word. She would say it plain, a little amused, the same tone she used when she told me to stop suffering over a washing machine. I would open my mouth because she had told me to. He would be there, hard, the sawdust washed off those hands. I would take him while she watched, her palm steady on my head. My hole tightened at the thought of being used that way in front of her, and for her. My hips moved into my hand. I stroked myself under the slip, still kneeling. The satin dragged over my knuckles. Every time I got to the part where she told me to open up, I said her name again, and then his, quieter, like a line I was afraid to mistranslate.

My ass clenched. I came into the satin still kneeling, shaking, cum striping the inside of it. My cock pulsed in my own hand, so none of it hit the rug.

I stayed there a moment because my legs would not take me. Then the fear came back, practical and cold, the fear of a key in the door. I got up. I cleaned myself. I rinsed the slip in the bathroom sink until the water ran clear, wrung it out, and hid it damp at the bottom of the bag, where it had lived since that rented room. The remover was in her drawer. I got the polish off, rubbing until the red was gone and my fingertips smelled sharp and clean. I was in my ordinary clothes, on the ordinary rug, when her key turned.

She came in humming the slow movement under her breath. She kissed the top of my head. She told me it had gone well. She did not look at my hands.

❦

I did not sleep. In the morning the dictionaries were still open, and she ran her scales like a woman who had no idea. Her husband had knelt on the rug and said another man’s name into a slip he had ordered years before he met her. I finished the manual. I sent it off. Then I sat with a blank sheet and did the other translation, the one nobody had hired me for, and I could not put it down.

I wrote it in two columns, the habit I used when a line had a surface and a meaning and I needed both of them where I could see them. On the left I put the careful words, the ones that could still pass for almost nothing. Omar’s nice. I like your old slip. On the right I put what I meant, as plain as I could stand to make it. I want you to have him, if you want him. I want to wear the slip for you, mine, the one you have never seen. I want your hand on my head. I want you to tell me to use my mouth on him, and I want to be yours while I do it.

My hand was steady, which surprised me. I read it over and did not let myself soften the right-hand side. Softening it was how I had kept it in a bag for so long. Then I went to her music stand by the window and slipped the note under the slow movement. She would find it the next time she played that page. I left for a walk I did not need, so I would not be standing there when she did.

❦

A quiet week followed, and it had a weight I could feel in my shoulders. She practiced. We ate. Omar’s plane hissed across the courtyard. Some afternoons their voices came up from the bench, her laugh and his answer, nothing I could call a change. She did not put the note on my desk. She did not ask me what I had meant by a slip. I started to think she had not found it. Or she had found it and chosen to let it die of silence, a mercy I did not deserve and did not think I could live inside.

I kept the bag closed. I did not open the polish. In the evenings I translated a few pages of the slow novel I loved, and I was careful with her. She was the same with me, warm and ordinary, a little tired from rehearsals. Her toes were dark red on the rug when she stretched. I carried the quiet from the desk to the bench and back. I did not ask her to put it down. Asking would have been another confession, and I had already written the one I could manage.

Then the courtyard was bright, and the workshop door stood open, and it was Sunday. I was at the sink rinsing a cup when she put the coffee on. She set a pen on the kitchen table, and a clean sheet of paper beside it, and she did not explain either of them. Her hair was down. She moved around the kitchen with the settled calm of a phrase she had already decided how to play.

“Omar’s bringing something over,” she said, light in the voice and not light at all underneath. “I told him we’d be in.”

I dried the cup. My mouth was dry anyway. I heard his step on the stairs, heavier than hers, and then the knock. Paper rustled on the other side of the door. Pastries, from the smell that came through, butter and sugar, with the cold of the courtyard still on them. She had the coffee on. The pen and the paper waited on the table. She looked at me once before she went to the lock, not unkind. I understood that the quiet week was over.

❦

I saw the cage before I saw the pastries.

It sat in its open box beside Jade’s cup, small and steel, on the oak table in the Sunday light. My face went hot before I had the chair under me. My cock stirred in my jeans. Omar was already there, big and easy in a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled, sawdust caught in the hair on his forearms. The plate smelled like butter and sugar, and the cold off the courtyard still sat on the paper. Coffee was poured. Jade had a pen and a clean page, and my two-column note lay next to her cup, where I could not pretend it had stayed in a drawer.

She tapped the note with the pen. “Omar’s read it.”

“Front and back,” Omar said. “You write neat for a man hiding all that in a column.”

He looked at the open box and laughed, low and easy. “That’s all of it? I’ve pulled bigger splinters out of my thumb.”

I sat down. Heat climbed my neck. “Neat is the job,” I said. “I translate. The page is supposed to behave.”

“The page behaved,” Jade said. Her voice was low and teasing, fond, never sharp. Her short nails were bare, with callus showing on the fingertip, and she already had that concert look, past the point where anyone talked her out of the bow. She put the pen to the clean page and wrote while she spoke, so the room had to keep up with her hand.

“House rules,” she said. “I read every line as it goes down, so nobody gets to say he missed one.”

Omar took a pastry and nodded. I held my cup. The coffee was strong, and I was sober, and my cock had not settled just because we were still in the kitchen.

She wrote our three names at the top and read them out, calm as a scale. I kept my eyes on the pen.

“Omar,” she said, and she glanced at him.

“That’s me,” he said, easy, checking his own line. “Write it.”

“Fridays,” she went on. “That’s the night. Not a surprise, and not a maybe.”

“I can do Fridays,” Omar said, wiping sugar off his thumb onto his flannel. “The plane’s hung up by then. Shop’s quiet.”

“Your test results stay by the sugar until I put them away,” Jade said, and she nodded at the folded paper next to the bowl. “I read them. They’re fresh. If that changes, Friday doesn’t happen.”

“Works for me,” Omar said.

She wrote the next line slower, and I watched the letters because they were easier than her face. “Omar touches Ivy only on my order, and only after Ivy says yes again, right then, every time. Not because we signed. Because Ivy says it out loud when I ask.”

The name was on the paper and in my lap at the same time. My cock pushed at the zipper. Jade saw my face change and did not look away.

“Ivy,” Omar said, trying it, not unkind. “All right.” He glanced at my note, and the tease came easy. “You put all that in two columns like you were filing a report.”

“Omar,” I said, and it came out thin. He laughed, easy, not mean.

Jade’s mouth did that small almost-smile, and she did not scold him. She wrote the word and read it. “Cedar. Any of the three of us. Me, Ivan, Omar. If anyone says it, everything stops. Once we start, no is part of the game. Cedar is the word that ends it.”

Omar set his cup down, and the joke left his face. “Yes,” he said. “I’m saying yes. I stop the moment anyone says cedar. No questions. I don’t need a reason, and I won’t ask for one.”

She looked at me, and her hand stayed on the page. “If anyone says cedar, it all stops. Say no and Omar walks back across the courtyard, still our friend, and we finish the pastries.”

The refrigerator hummed. I looked at the cage, and at Omar waiting in his chair, and at the pen in her steady hand. I wanted what I had put in those two columns. Shame sat hot in my throat, and it did not shrink any of it.

“Yes,” I said. “I want this. I want the Fridays, and I want you writing the rules and keeping them. I want him only when you give the order and I say yes again. I’m saying yes.”

Omar signed first, a thick scrawl under his name. Jade signed hers, small and sure, and then she slid the page to me and waited. She did not add a line, and she did not hang a cost on the word.

I read the last clause out loud, because it had to be the last thing before I signed. “If anyone says cedar, it all stops that minute, and saying no costs nothing: Omar walks back across the courtyard, stays our friend, and nothing changes.”

I signed under it, and the pen shook on the last letter of my name. Jade took the page, folded it once, and set it beside the test results. She left the clause exactly as I had read it.

Omar teased me through the rest of the coffee until I laughed, and he never put a hand on me. He finished his cup, tipped the crumbs into his palm, and stood. He said he would be across the courtyard if the page still meant Friday. The door shut behind him. Jade rinsed the cups. I stood at the sink with my heart in my throat, and she looked at me once, not unkind.

“Bedroom,” she said.

❦

The lamp was low. She had the dark red polish on the nightstand and her black satin concert slip on the chair, and she set the cage box on the bed like it belonged there. My cock was already thick in my jeans from the kitchen and from her voice. It got worse the second I saw the steel again.

“Shirt off,” she said. “Jeans too. Sit.”

I got out of my clothes and sat. The air on my cock made me hiss. She took my hand, sure as she is with a bow, and she painted dark red, nail by nail. Her callused fingertip braced me while the brush left a wet shine.

“Careful,” I said. “That stuff gets on everything, and I still have the job in the morning.”

“You’ll be red until I say otherwise,” she said. “Hold still. I’m not painting you for the job.”

When both hands were done she stood me up. The polish was tacky, so I held my fingers out, and she gathered the satin and slid her concert slip over my head. It fell cool against my thighs. My cock stuck out under the hem, hard and small and impossible to miss.

She took the cage out of the box and held the cold steel against me, patient, until I had gone soft in her hand. She fit me into the steel without hurrying, and there was room, and we both knew it. “Yes?” she asked, her thumb on the lock.

“Yes,” I said.

The lock clicked. My cock tried to get hard again, and the cage answered. A noise broke out of me that I had not planned on.

“Ivy,” she said.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Can’t, or cedar?”

“Can’t,” I said. “Not cedar. Make me.”

Her hand came up and held my chin, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough that I felt the callus. “Say your name.”

My cock throbbed in the cage, answering her before I could. “Ivy,” I said.

“Perfect.”

That one word hit me before I had time to hide from it. My cock jumped against the steel, a wet bead pushed out and touched the satin, and she saw it and stroked her thumb once under my chin.

“Foot of the bed,” she said. “Knees. Hands behind your back, and they stay there until I say different.”

I knelt, and the slip whispered around my legs. She sat back on the bed and spread her legs, bare under the shirt she had not buttoned, and her cunt was wet enough to shine in the lamp. I locked my hands behind me. Another drop leaked through the cage onto the black satin.

“You don’t touch me, and you don’t touch you,” she said. “You watch, and you answer when I talk to you.”

“Yes,” I said.

She slid two fingers into her cunt, calluses and all, and the sound was wet and close. She fucked herself slow, looking at my face, then at the cage, then at the dark red on the nails I held behind my back.

“Tell me what you see,” she said.

“Your fingers in your cunt,” I said. “And me leaking on your slip. I can’t help it.”

“You can’t,” she said. “Say what you want on Friday.”

My face burned, and my cock pushed at the steel anyway. “I want you taking his cock. I want to watch it go in.”

“Friday,” she said, and her voice went lower, teasing, because she already knew what my body was doing. “Omar’s coming across the courtyard, and I’m taking his cock. All of it. He’s big, Ivy, and you wrote his name down because you already guessed. I’m going to open my legs like this and put him in my cunt. I’ll ride him until I can’t talk clean. You’re going to kneel right there in my slip, in that cage, and watch his cock go into me. You don’t get a hand on either of us unless I order it and you say yes again. You just watch where he goes.”

“Please,” I said. “Let me touch. Just a hand. I’ll stay on my knees.”

“No.”

She did not argue it. She drew her fingers out, shining, and she took the wand from the nightstand drawer and set it on her clit. The buzz started low, and her hips rolled into it. I knelt there with my shoulders burning from keeping my hands back. I watched her cunt take the hum, and I leaked a thin string onto the satin.

“He’s going to hold my hips,” she said. “I’m going to tell him how deep to fuck me, and you’re going to hear his cock in my cunt from the floor. When I want your mouth I’ll put you on me. When I want you dripping on my slip while he fucks me, you’ll do that too. You kneel, and you watch, and you leak.”

Cedar sat under my tongue. I was ashamed, and I was aching in the cage, and I kept the word shut behind my teeth. I did not say it. I stayed on my knees.

She turned the wand up. Two fingers went back into her cunt beside the buzz, and she fucked herself while she looked at the wet mark I was making on the black satin.

“Look at you, Ivy, the whole thing fits in that cage with room to spare. Omar’s going to laugh.”

She laughed when she said it, soft and fond, and her hips did not stop. My face went hotter. More leaked out of me, slick and helpless, spotting her concert slip while she watched. She came like that, hard, thighs shaking, her cunt clenching around her fingers, and she kept her eyes on me and on the cage and on the mess I could not stop. The sound she made was low and real. It went on while the wand buzzed and her hips jerked, and she rode her own hand through it.

When it eased she shut the wand off. She swung her legs over and sat on the edge of the bed, cunt open and wet, right at my mouth, and her hand found my hair and held.

“Now you use your mouth,” she said. “Not your hands. Lick my cunt, and stay on my clit when I put you there.”

“Yes,” I said, and I leaned in.

She tasted like salt and heat. I licked her cunt in long strokes, and then I settled on her clit because her breath changed and her hand tightened in my hair. She held me where she wanted me. My hands stayed behind my back. The cage pressed my little cock every time I shifted, and I kept leaking on the slip, and I licked her until her thighs started to shake again.

“Don’t stop,” she said, and my body answered before I found any words. She spread wider and pulled me in by the hair, and I worked her clit until she ground against my mouth and came on my tongue, wet and sharp, her voice breaking on the name.

“Ivy.”

I stayed until she eased me back. My chin was wet, and my dark red nails were locked against the black satin behind me. She looked at me, fond and flushed, and then she stood and took the key.

She hung it on a cord and tucked it into her violin case beside the rosin.

“Friday,” she said. “Ivy answers the door.”

“I will,” I said.

❦

I stood at the front door with the living room window open behind me, and the courtyard air came in cool on the backs of my legs. Jade’s black satin slip hung off my shoulders. Under it there was nothing but the cage, a small hard shape I could feel every time I breathed. My dark red nails wrapped the handle. I had been careful with them all week, because a chip would have meant doing the whole set over, and Jade notices a chip like she notices a missed note.

Omar knocked once, easy, the knock he used at the shop when he wanted a person and not a favor.

I opened the door.

He filled the frame, tall, heavy in the arms, gray starting in his beard, sawdust stuck in the hair on his forearms. He still smiled like the evening was already a joke he liked. His eyes went down the satin, slow, and stopped on the shape of the cage. Then they came back up to my face. The look was warm and crude at the same time.

My cock pushed against the steel. It had been locked since Sunday. It had nowhere to go. It tried anyway, because he was looking.

“Evening, Ivy,” he said, low and a little rough from the day. “Jade said you’d get the door. She left out the interesting part.”

My mouth was dry, so I reached for a joke, the old trick from the catalog job, the winter a black satin slip off the lingerie pages came in a plain box and I wore it to bed because those pictures had already said too much.

“She likes a reveal,” I said. “Come in. Coffee’s ready. Nothing stronger. I’d hate to get careless.”

He laughed and stepped past me. I smelled oak and the oil from the plane. I shut the door. The slip slid on my thighs. The cage bumped me when I walked.

Jade was by the music stand at the open window, the violin case shut on the chair, the key inside beside the rosin where my hands were not invited. She had a dark dress on. Her short bare nails caught the light. Calluses showed on her fingertips. She looked at the front of the slip before she looked at my face.

“Don’t cover it,” she said. “I already saw you push. Omar, sit. The old green sofa complains, but it holds.”

“I’ve sat on worse benches in the shop,” he said, and he dropped onto the cushions with that easy grin.

I carried the cups over and set his in his hand. Coffee, nothing stronger, pastries already on the table, just as she wanted the night. She reached past the music stand and pulled the window down, all the way this time. Then she sat close to him, her knee against his thigh, and kissed him like the week had been long.

I stood there with empty hands. The wet started in the cage before she spoke to me again.

“Kneel by the table, Ivy.”

I knelt. The rug was rough under my knees. Satin pooled around my legs, and the steel made a ridge I could not smooth down.

“Jade,” I said, and I heard how soft it came out. “Will you unlock me? It’s been since Sunday. I can feel every bar. I’ll do whatever you write after. I just need a minute out of it.”

She kissed him, slow, her hand on his jaw. Between that kiss and the next she said, “No.”

His hands stayed on the cushions. He knew the page as well as I did. He didn’t reach for me. Somehow that made it worse, being looked at and not touched.

“The key’s in the case,” I said. “You could have it out before the coffee cools. Please.”

“No,” she said against his mouth, fond, almost laughing. “You asked out loud. That’s the part I wanted. The answer is still no.”

She drew back and looked at the wet darkening the satin between my thighs. “You’re leaking, and nobody’s touched you yet. Say what your body is doing, since your mouth keeps asking for the wrong thing.”

“It’s trying to get hard,” I said. “It can’t. The cage is too small, and I’m pushing anyway, because you’re kissing him and he looked at me like that in the doorway.”

“I thought so.” Her hand settled on my head. The callus on her finger caught in my hair. She petted me once, steady, and the kindness of it landed in my cock. I shivered. She felt it. “Take him out for me, princess. Get him hard.”

Omar spread his knees a little and left his hands where they were. “Your order,” he said to her, easy. “I’m furniture until you say otherwise.”

“Mouthy furniture,” she said. She smiled.

I had to give it back in my own words. The rule was clear, and my throat knew it even with my face hot.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll take him out. I’ll get him hard for you, Jade, and you can watch the whole thing.”

I moved between his knees on the rug. The slip dragged behind me. My painted fingers found his belt, and I went slow because the red nails caught the leather and I did not want to scratch him. I unzipped him. He was warm and heavy in my hand, not fully hard yet, thick enough that my fingers did not meet around him. The size of that made my caged cock jerk against the steel, like it had been insulted.

“There he is,” Jade said, stroking my hair. “Hold the base. I want those nails on him while you work.”

I wrapped my hand around the base. Dark red against his skin. I licked a long stripe up the underside, salt and clean skin and a little of the day’s sweat, and then I took the head into my mouth.

Omar breathed out hard. “Fuck. That’s a hello.”

“Don’t rush her,” Jade said, low and pleased. Her hand stayed in my hair, guiding, never shoving. “I like how she starts. Get him wet, Ivy. All over.”

I sucked him in a rhythm I could keep. Tongue under the head, cheeks hollow, then deeper until my lips met my own fingers. Spit gathered and ran down the shaft and over my knuckles, slick and warm. He thickened on my tongue. The head grew blunt and hot. The shaft filled until my jaw had to work to stay around him. I came up for air. A string of spit held between my lip and his cock. I went back down before it broke. Messy on purpose, because she had said wet, and I hear a word when she means it.

“You hear him?” she asked.

I pulled off just enough to answer, voice rough, chin already shining. “Yes. I hear every sound he makes. He’s getting hard. I’m not finished.”

“Then don’t be finished.”

That landed in me like a hand. My cock shoved at the bars. I moaned when I took him again, and the sound went into him. Omar’s thighs tightened on either side of my shoulders.

“Jesus,” he said. “She moans and I feel it in my stomach. Jade, I’m hard. I’m past hard. You keep that mouth on me and I’m going to come down her throat, and I don’t think that’s what you wrote.”

“It isn’t,” she said. She laughed softly, the laugh she saves for an ending she already knows. “Hands on the cushions. Let her finish the job.”

“They’re staying,” he said. “I’m being so well behaved I ought to get a pastry out of it.”

“Later, if I say so.”

I worked him until he was fully hard and shining, wet from the head down to where my nails ringed the base, a thick vein standing under my tongue. Drool slipped off my chin onto the black satin at my chest. My eyes watered. My jaw ached, and I did not want that ache to stop. I held him and looked up. He was grinning, crude and fond, breath uneven, his hands still obedient on the green cloth.

Then his eyes dropped to the cage under the slip.

“That’s all of it?” he said, the same joke he had made over the open box on Sunday. “I’ve pulled bigger splinters out of my thumb.”

Heat climbed my face so fast I felt it in my ears. I kept my hand on his cock. I did not lift the cloth. I stared at the pastry plate like it might save me.

“Lift the hem,” Jade said. “He asked. Let him see.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“Cedar, or nerves?”

“Nerves,” I said. “Not cedar.”

Her fingers tightened in my hair. Not a yank for its own sake. A hold, firm, the set of her hand when a note has to reach the back of the hall.

“Show him.”

Cedar sat right there under my tongue. I kept it there. I lifted the hem with my free hand. The satin bunched at my waist. The cage was small and bright and honest, and my cock was stuffed into it, flushed dark at the tip, leaking through the opening, straining and still not much beside what I held in my other hand. My balls sat tight under the steel. Shame sat on my tongue under the salt of him.

Omar’s grin went wider, low and easy, not the kind that cuts. “Hell, Ivy. That little cock is working overtime for a crowd of one, and the whole show still fits in my palm. Small thing. I’d lose it in a closed fist.”

“You would,” Jade said. She looked at what I had uncovered, fond, flushed from his mouth on hers. She said the part I had not said. “Small, leaking, and still trying to stand up for company. She said she wouldn’t, and her own hand lifted the hem anyway. That’s what I see.”

“Yes,” I said, because lying would have been stupid with both of them looking. “It’s little. I’m embarrassed. And I’m still pushing. I can’t stop it.”

“I know.” She took his cock from my fingers, wet with my spit, and she climbed onto his lap on the old green sofa. Her dress fell open. She was bare under it, slick already. She fit him against her cunt and sank down in one slow taking. The sound she made was raw and glad, not pretty. I felt it in my own stomach.

I knelt at the arm of the sofa, close enough that my shoulder touched the worn cloth, and I watched him disappear into her. She took him to the base. Her hands settled on his shoulders, short nails and calluses pressing his shirt. She rolled her hips, a grind first, her clit catching on him, then a rise and a fall that made the sofa creak under their weight.

“Say what you see,” she said, breathless, eyes half on me.

“I see your cunt around him,” I said. My voice was thin and honest. “He’s thick, and you’re wet down his cock, and your hands are tight on his shoulders. I’m at the arm, just as you wanted, and I’m hurting in the cage because I got him ready and I don’t get any of it.”

“That’s the shape of the night,” she said. She didn’t soften it. She rode him harder.

Omar groaned. His hands came to her waist at last, big and careful, sawdust still ghosting his wrists, and they stayed on her, not on me. “Fuck, you’re tight. She got me dripping and you took every inch. You going to come like this, with Ivy right there watching where I go?”

“I’m going to come because I want to,” Jade said. A laugh broke in the middle of it, fond even then. “Stay, Ivy. Don’t rock. I can hear the cage click when you do.”

“I’ll stay,” I said.

I tried. My cock pushed anyway, a helpless shove against the steel, and a drop slid through the opening and down my thigh. She saw it. She didn’t scold. She just used him, and that was worse and better at once.

The rhythm went short. Her brow tightened. She ground down, clit on him, cunt gripping, and Omar held still, careful as a man holding a piece of oak so it doesn’t split. She came with her mouth against his neck, shaking, a raw sound she didn’t dress up, her thighs tight around his hips. I saw it move through her stomach. I heard how wet she was on him. The want in me had nowhere to go, so it sat in the cage and ached, and I kept my eyes open because she had told me to watch.

She breathed through the end of it, flushed, a little laugh caught in her throat. Then she lifted her head.

“Out,” she said. “On my belly. Not in me. I want it where a mouth can reach.”

Omar lifted her just enough and pulled free. His cock was huge and shining with her. He stroked himself twice, rough, and came across her stomach in thick pulses, hot and white, landing under her ribs and sliding toward her navel. One streak reached the open edge of the dress. He groaned through it, then huffed a laugh, wrecked and easy.

“Messy,” he said. “You said belly. I heard you.”

“I said belly.” Her hand found my hair again. She didn’t wipe a thing. She looked down at me, fond and flushed, and her fingers petted through the mess she had made of my hair. “Ivy. Every drop, off my skin, with your mouth. Say it again before you start.”

“Yes,” I said, and it came out shaky and clear. “I’ll lick every drop off you. I won’t leave a shine.”

I leaned in from the arm of the sofa. My red nails braced on the cushion so I wouldn’t mark her. I started high, where a thick line had landed under her ribs, and I licked it clean in one slow pass, bitter and salt, with the heat of her skin under it. I swallowed. I took the smear beside it, tongue flat, careful near the dress, then the pool at her navel, working until the shine was gone and the skin was pink from my mouth. A drop had run toward her hip, and I chased it. A thin thread sat near the soft bottom of her belly, and I got that too. I was thorough because she had said every, and that is a word I don’t blur.

“Pretty work,” she murmured, stroking my hair the whole time, her voice low and warm and teasing. “You’re the prettiest thing in the room. Satin, red nails, on your knees, cleaning him off me like it’s the only job you wanted tonight.”

The praise hit. I whimpered against her stomach, and my cock shoved the steel hard enough to make me gasp. I kept licking. I didn’t stop until her belly was clean, and then I rested my mouth there, breathing, waiting to be told I was done.

“All of it?” she asked.

“All of it,” I said. “If I missed a drop, tell me. I’ll get it.”

“You didn’t miss.” Her hand stayed on the back of my neck, fond, steady. “Breathe. Then you can get up.”

We let the room settle while I did. The window was shut on the courtyard, and the old green sofa creaked once as it settled. Omar tucked himself away and zipped up, slow, like a man putting a tool back where it belonged. He drank half a cup of cold coffee and made a face.

“Next time I’m drinking that before anybody takes their clothes off,” he said.

“Next time you can have it after, if you still want it,” Jade said. She closed her dress and wiped my chin with her thumb, slow and careful. “Walk him to the door, Ivy.”

I stood. The slip dropped over the cage and hid the steel, though the shape of it was still there if you knew where to look. My knees were unreliable. I would have made a joke about the rug if my mouth hadn’t still tasted like both of them.

At the door he paused. The hall light showed the sawdust in his forearm hair, and the grin he gave me was easier than the one on the sofa, still a little crude at the edges, but kind.

“Goodnight, Ivy,” he said.

“Goodnight, Omar.”

Jade stood with her shoulder against mine and watched him start across the courtyard toward the workshop. She didn’t raise her voice. She never has to.

“Next Friday,” she said, “we use the bed.”

I nodded. I didn’t ask for the key. The want sat quiet and huge in me, already aimed at a mattress instead of that old green sofa, and the cage held the rest until she decided otherwise.

❦

My knees were on the rug and the bed edge sat against my chest, and the black satin slip had stuck to the backs of my thighs. Jade was up on her hands and knees in the middle of the mattress, naked, hair fallen forward. Omar knelt behind her with his shirt off. His cock was thick in his fist, heavy and flushed, the head already wet. A curl of oak still clung in the hair on his forearm, the kind a plane leaves when you don’t bother to brush it off. I saw that before I caught my own breathing. The cage sat tight around my cock. Small steel. No give. The want had been sitting in me since she said we would use the bed, and now the mattress was right under her hands.

“Please,” I said. It came out neat and shaky, which is how I get when I want something too much. “Unlock me. Just tonight. I’ll do the rest of whatever you say. I only need it off for a while.”

She looked back over her shoulder. Her nails were short and bare, because the violin won’t take polish, and the callus on her fingertip showed when she pushed her hair behind her ear. Her voice stayed low and fond, like she was placing me in a room I already knew.

“No,” she said. “Not tonight.”

“Jade.”

“You asked me on the sofa and I said no. You asked again and I said no. A mattress doesn’t rewrite a thing I already wrote.”

“I can feel every hour of it,” I said. “If you just turned the key for a minute, I could stand the rest.”

“Ivy.” She tasted the name and kept it. “Look at Omar. Is he hard?”

He was. My own cock tried to swell while she was still talking, and the steel didn’t give me anywhere to go. The ache sat right at the tip and stayed there, mean and hot.

“Yes,” I said. “He’s hard.”

Omar laughed a little, low in his chest. “I’m in no rush. She talks, I listen. Hands stay here.” He set both palms on her hips, wide and warm, and left them. “You want a different deal, you say so. I’m not grabbing anybody who didn’t ask.”

“I want the cage off,” I said.

“And I want you to put him in me,” Jade said. “Those don’t cancel out. Say yes if you’re doing it. I’m not going to kneel here and debate you.”

I wanted her order more than I wanted out. The other word could wait. I wasn’t spending it on this.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll put him in you.”

“Whole sentence. He should hear it.”

“Yes, Omar. I’m going to take your cock in my hand and put it in her cunt. Your hands stay on her. Not on me.”

“Clear as a drawing,” he said. “Most folks I work with mumble worse than that, and they’ve got the oak measured.”

Her mouth curved. “Up here, then. Painted hand on him. Slow. I want to feel your fingers while he opens me.”

I climbed onto the mattress beside them. The slip rode up. The cage knocked my thigh, a small cold tap. Omar let his cock go so I could take it, and he was hot in my palm, heavy, soft skin over something that didn’t yield when I squeezed. My nails were dark red against him, still even from when she’d painted them. They looked fussy and exact on a cock that size. He glanced down at the color and huffed, pleased.

“Pretty,” he said. “Didn’t expect the red to do anything for me. It does.”

“Tell me how he feels,” Jade said.

“Hot,” I said. “Heavy. My hand doesn’t cover him. The head is wet already.”

“Ask me if I’m ready.”

“Are you ready?”

“I’m wet. You’re going to feel it on your fingers. Put him in.”

I set the head of him against her cunt and held my breath, the same hold I use when a line on the page is about to go wrong. Careful. I guided him forward. She opened around him, hot and slick on my knuckles, and I went with him for an inch, then another, until my hand met her and I had to pull free or ride the rest of the push. Omar groaned, easy and wrecked at once. His hands stayed spread on her hips. Not a thumb drifted toward my wrist. Not a finger found my hair.

“There,” she said.

That landed in me before I could answer it. My cock jumped in the cage, a noise broke out of my throat, and my face went hot. I had to put a hand on the sheet to stay upright.

“All the way,” she said. “Your hand can leave. His cock doesn’t.”

I drew back. Omar sank in until his hips met her ass. She dropped her head and breathed out like a phrase had finally landed under the bow.

“God, that’s good,” Omar said. “Tight, and she’s shaking already. You hear her?”

“I hear her,” I said.

“What do you see?” Jade asked.

“Him, all the way in. Your ass against his hips. His hands where you put them.”

“Under me,” she said. “On your back. I want your tongue on my clit and on the base of his cock while he fucks me. Say yes before you move.”

I looked at the space under her. Her breasts hung down. The shine where he disappeared into her was right there, and my hips lifted off the mattress on their own.

“Yes,” I said. “I want my mouth there. On you, and on him where he goes in.”

“Don’t get clever with it. Hands on the sheet. Lie down.”

I turned onto my back and slid up between her knees until my head was under her. Satin bunched at my waist. The cage pointed at nothing. Her cunt was right above my mouth, stretched around him, and the smell of the two of them together made me throb so stupidly I laughed once, nervous, into her skin.

“Something funny?” she asked.

“I’m locked up under my own wife while I line up a lick like it’s a job,” I said. “It’s a little funny.”

“Then do the job.”

Omar drew back and pushed in, slow. The thick base of his cock slid over my lips. I put my tongue out and found her clit, flat and steady, because she wants it exact when she doesn’t want me chasing. She gasped. A real catch. Not a show.

“Yes. Stay on that.”

I stayed. Every thrust dragged him across my tongue for a second, salt and her wetness, and then he buried himself and I had her clit again. The little jump of it. The small push of her hips to keep me exact. I licked the seam where he entered her, too, because she’d asked for the base of him. My chin got slick. My hands twisted in the sheet so I wouldn’t grab. From underneath I could see his fingers on her hips, sawdust in the hair on his wrists, nowhere near my face.

“Talk,” she said, rough now. “What are you doing?”

“Licking your clit,” I said against her. “And his cock, where it goes in. He’s deep. I can taste you on him.”

“Is that little cock of yours hard?”

“Yes. It hurts. The cage won’t let it get any bigger, and it’s trying.”

Omar’s voice came down warm and crude. “Listen to it strain. Working like it got invited and then finding out the door’s locked.”

“He’s being good,” Jade said. “You can laugh later. Ivy, faster. I want to come on his cock with your tongue on me, and you don’t quit until I do.”

“Yes.”

I worked her and didn’t wander. Omar found a pace, deep and even, and each stroke bumped my mouth and left me her clit again, swollen and easy to lose if I got greedy. Her thighs started to shake around my ears. She swore once, quiet. Then she came, grinding down, clit pulsing under my tongue, a low broken sound that went on while Omar held still inside her. Both hands stayed firm on her hips. I kept licking because she hadn’t freed me from it. She got wetter. It ran over my lip. I swallowed what reached me and stayed until the shake in her legs eased.

When she lifted off a little she was laughing, breathless.

“Sweet,” she said.

My whole body answered before I did. Heat climbed my chest. The cage bit. I arched under her like she’d put a hand on me, and all she’d done was praise me with that.

Omar pulled out slow. His cock shone, still hard, a string of her wetness hanging off the head. He sat back on his heels and shook his head like a man who’d just set down something heavy.

“Come out,” Jade said. “On your knees, up by the edge. I want both of you where I can hold you.”

I crawled out, dizzy, slip stuck to my stomach, and knelt on the mattress while he stayed behind her a second longer, then shifted around to face me. She reached down. Bare nails. Violin calluses. Her hand closed around the cage and lifted my cock. The other hand took his and brought them close, an inch apart, not touching. Mine locked and small and uselessly eager. His thick, wet from her, resting in her palm like it had a right to the space.

She laughed, soft, not mean. It still burned.

“Hold still,” she said. “I want them next to each other so you can’t talk your way around it. That little cock is doing its best in there, and it still looks like spare hardware next to him. You see what I see?”

I shut my eyes. “No.”

“Look.” Her fingers caught my chin and turned it, steady, the same set she uses on a bow when the note has to land. “I said look.”

Cedar sat on my tongue. I knew the shape of it. I knew it would end the night clean and cost me nothing, and I kept it. I looked. The difference was plain and ugly and hot. My cock pressed the end of the cage and got nowhere. My balls drew up. Omar’s curved in her hand with a drop at the tip. He glanced down and laughed, low and honest.

“Hell,” he said. “I’ve turned chair pegs with more girth than that, and I was being kind about the pegs. You still with us, Ivy?”

“I’m with you,” I said. My voice shook, so I made it a joke, because that’s what my mouth does. “The pegs probably didn’t have to watch.”

“Oak doesn’t blush,” he said. “You do. It’s a good color on you.”

Jade didn’t let go of the cage. “You said no, and then you looked, and you kept the other word to yourself. Good choice. Now you finish him. Off the bed. On your knees. Mouth until he comes, and you swallow. I want a yes I can hear.”

I got down onto the rug. The slip was cool on my thighs. The cage was a mean little weight, and I was so hard inside it I could feel my pulse there.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll suck him. I’ll swallow his cum. I want to.”

“Omar, hands on the bed or on me. Not in her hair. She didn’t give you that.”

“Copy,” he said. He sat on the edge and braced his hands behind him on the mattress, cock out in front of my face. “Your pace. I’m close. She’ll do that to a person.”

Jade stretched on the pillows where she could see all of it. She took the wand off the nightstand, clicked it on, and set it to her clit with a sigh that was almost lazy. The buzz sat thin in the quiet of the room.

“Go on,” she said. “I want your mouth working, and I want to come again while I watch you take him.”

I opened and took him in. Salt and her, thick enough that my jaw had to mean it. I used my tongue along the underside, then around the head, then sank until my eyes watered and I had to pull back to breathe. Spit strung from my lip to him. My red nails hovered, and I put them on my own knees, because she’d said mouth. He groaned and kept his hips mostly still, which was kinder than the size of him and still a lot to hold.

“Deeper when you can,” Jade said. Her breath was already changing under the wand. “Wet. Don’t rush the head. He likes it messy and slow, and then he likes it deep.”

“She knows my tells,” Omar said, rough. “God. Soft mouth, cage on, slip rucked up. I’m not going to last if you keep looking at me like that, Jade.”

“Then don’t last,” she said. “Ivy, are you going to swallow?”

I came off him long enough to answer clean. “Yes. I want it in my mouth. I’ll take all of it.”

“Then earn it. And tell me where he is.”

“On my tongue,” I said, and I took him again. “At the back. I’m going to stay there.”

I earned it. I sucked him steady, one long pull after another, tongue pressed up, throat opening when I could stand it, chin wet, the slip clinging to my chest. My own cock ached so badly I rocked on my heels, fucking nothing. Steel clicked faintly when I shifted. Omar’s thighs tightened. His hands stayed on the mattress, knuckles pale, not in my hair. A drop of spit hit my knee. I didn’t wipe it.

“Jade,” he said. “I’m there.”

“Give it to her. Ivy, stay on him. Don’t you pull off.”

He came in thick pulses, hot and bitter, a lot of it, and I swallowed because I’d said I would. My throat worked, once and then again, not spilling. A last weaker spill hit my tongue and I took that too. I stayed down until he eased out, softer, and I swallowed what was left and breathed through my nose like I’d just set a weight down.

On the pillows Jade’s hips jerked. The wand buzzed hard against her clit and she came with her eyes on my mouth, one bare foot dug into the sheet. The sound was lower than the first time and longer. She didn’t look away until it let her go. Then she shut the wand off and lay there, chest rising, a smile at the corner of her mouth that was fond enough to undo me.

Omar dropped back on an elbow. “Hell of a Friday,” he said, and he didn’t reach for me.

I stayed on my knees. My mouth tasted like him. The cage held every bit of what I hadn’t been allowed to do, and the slip clung where my chest was damp.

❦

Jade got up without hurrying. She crossed to the chair and opened the violin case. Rosin smell came up, sharp and clean, and the key hung on its cord right beside it, where it had lived since she locked me. She lifted the cord out. She didn’t put it back. She carried it to the bed and laid it on her pillow, steel and cord against the pale cloth, out of that case for the first time.

I looked at it and didn’t ask.

“Next time,” she said, and her voice stayed low, “Ivy gets something too.”

Omar was quiet on the edge of the bed. I was still on the rug. The key sat where I could see it and not touch it, and the want in me shifted, huge and patient, toward whatever she meant by something.

❦

The lamps were low, and I was already kneeling at the foot of the bed. The black satin slip clung, and the hem sat warm where it stuck to my thighs. Earlier Fridays had put me on that rug before Jade even had to point. She stood by the chair with the violin case open, calm as she gets before a concert. She had put the key back in the case that week, and now she lifted it on its cord out from beside the rosin. Calluses showed on her fingertips, and her nails stayed short and bare for the strings.

There.

Omar watched from the edge of the mattress, a big man with broad shoulders. His beard was going gray at the corners, and his flannel sleeves were rolled. Sawdust still sat caught in the hair along his forearms. He looked like the plane was waiting on a piece of oak across the courtyard. He could go back to that board if we kept him too long. My hands rested flat on the tops of my thighs.

I tried to look like a man who had read the page and knew the line. The satin pulled up a different page from a lingerie catalog job. A black slip had come home with me that winter, and I wore it to bed because the picture would not leave my head. That want still lived in the cloth. It answered to her now, not to the printed page.

“Over here, Ivy,” Jade said, and her voice stayed low, almost fond. “Foot of the bed. I want him to see the lock come off.”

I shuffled in on my knees until I was right in front of her. The satin dragged on the rug and bunched at my hips. She crouched down, steady, and fitted the key into the little steel cage. The click was small in the quiet room. She worked the steel off me and set it on the rug by her knee. My cock sat in the open air, soft and little, pale where the bars had held it.

Omar leaned on one hand and looked, and he didn’t bother to hide the look. “Hell,” he said, easy and crude. “You turned it loose and it still wouldn’t fill a soup spoon. I’ve knocked bigger curls off a board with the plane.”

Heat hit my face before I could answer him. My cock stirred anyway, while Jade was still settling on her heels, and it didn’t get far. It thickened a little and then stopped, the head barely past where my fingers might have covered it. I had thought about covering it. I didn’t.

Jade saw it before I found a word to put in front of it. Her mouth went soft at the corner, fond in a way that still left me nowhere to hide. Not cruel. “There it goes,” she said. “That’s the whole brave it has in it, even free. Omar’s going to keep laughing, and you’re going to let him.”

She took a handful of my hair, just enough to tip my face up to hers. Not a yank. “Eyes on me. Here’s the night, and I want it back in your own words.”

“All right,” I said. It landed smaller than I meant, but it was still mine.

“Omar’s going to put me on my back at the edge of the bed,” she said. “My legs go over his shoulders. He fucks me until I come, and you kneel beside us and give me this hand.” She tapped the dark red on my nails. “You hold on. You don’t touch your cock. When he pulls out, you say yes again if you want his cum on these fingers and on your mouth. Then you get on my lap, and I stroke you in the slip until you make a mess in it. That’s the something I promised you. Do you want it?”

I had the answer, and it stuck for a second, a word afraid of how it would look on the page. Her hand stayed in my hair. She didn’t argue with the silence. She only tightened, steady, and gave me the next order.

“Out loud. Now.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want it. I want to hold your hand while he fucks you. I want his cum on my mouth if you tell me to take it, and I want you to make me come after. Please.”

“Sweet,” she said. One word, and it was warm.

My cock jumped at the praise before I could swallow it. A thin shine of wet gathered at the head, and Omar huffed a laugh down in his chest. “Look at that,” he said. “Praise it once and it tries to stand up. Still not much of a stand.”

Jade laughed too, soft, and let go of my hair. She stroked once under my chin with those callused fingers, then stood and nodded at the bed. “Edge. Omar, off the mattress. I want my back on it.”

He grinned and got off so she could sit, then lie back with her ass right at the edge. The lamps threw a low gold over her stomach and the soft line of her hips. She drew her knees up. Omar caught her ankles and set her legs over his shoulders, easy, from enough Fridays to know the angle she liked. I knelt up beside the bed, hip against the frame, and put my painted hand in hers.

Her bare nails pressed my palm. Her other hand reached down and opened her for him, two fingers spreading her cunt, the clit already swollen and shining. “Take a look, Ivy,” she said. “Say it out loud before he puts it in.”

“He’s hard,” I said. “His cock is thick, and the head is wet. Your cunt is open for it. My hand is in yours, and I’m not touching myself.”

“Close enough,” Omar said. He set the head of his cock against her and pushed.

I watched it go in, the stretch of her and the long piece of breath that left her. His balls drew up tight as he sank to the root. She was wet enough that the sound stayed plain, a soft slick catch every time he drew back and fed it to her again. Her legs flexed over his shoulders. Her heel bumped his back, and I held on while the callus on her fingertip dragged my knuckle.

“Deeper,” she told him. “Don’t be polite about it.”

He wasn’t. He fucked her in long strokes that rocked the mattress, hips meeting her ass, the wet sound getting louder. I could see his cock shine when he pulled halfway out, her cunt holding the thickness of him. Her clit rubbed the base on the deep ones. My own cock ached under the slip, little and hard and no help to her at all. I kept my free hand on the bed frame so I would not cheat.

“Talk,” Jade said. Her throat had already gone rough. “What is he doing to me.”

“He’s fucking you,” I said. “All the way in. Your legs are over his shoulders, and his balls are right against you. You’re so wet I can hear it. Careful. You’re squeezing my hand.”

“I know I am.” She turned her face toward me, eyes half shut, a smile in it. “You stay right there. You watch where he goes.”

Omar glanced over, crude and easy, sweat starting at his hairline. “She’s taking the whole thing, Ivy. Every bit I brought over from the shop. You can see it disappear in her.”

I could. He drove in and stayed a second, grinding, and Jade’s mouth opened on a sound that was not a word yet. Her hips tipped up to meet him. The bed edge creaked under the both of them. I smelled her, and I smelled him, and I smelled the warm satin on my own skin. My cock leaked a small wet spot into the slip. I hoped they would leave that alone until she wanted it named.

“There,” she said. “Right there. Don’t you dare change it. Ivy, don’t let go.”

“I won’t.”

Omar kept that angle, shorter strokes now, the head of his cock working the same place inside her. His thumb found her clit and rubbed in tight circles. Jade’s voice went loud, and she didn’t tidy it for the neighbors or for me. She swore. She said his name, and she said mine, Ivy, because she wanted me in the room with the noise. Her hand crushed my painted fingers. Her thighs shook over his shoulders. I watched her cunt clutch at him, and I watched the flush run up her chest. She came with her head tipped back and her mouth open, loud enough that I was glad the window was shut.

She rode it out on his cock, shaking, one bare heel knocking his shoulder blade. When the loud part broke into smaller sounds, she laughed once, out of breath. She tugged my hand up and kissed the red nails. “Pull out,” she told Omar. “Not in me. Beside the bed.”

He eased out, slow. His cock hung heavy and slick, and a string of her wet shone between them before it broke. She stayed open and flushed, still breathing hard. He stepped back half a pace, fist loose around himself, and looked at her for the next word. Not at me. That was the rule, and he kept it without being told twice.

Jade turned my face with two fingers under my chin. “Hand up. The painted one. Mouth a little open. He’s going to come on your fingers and your lips. Say yes if you want it. If you don’t, you say cedar, and we stop.”

“Yes,” I said. It shook, and I didn’t take it back. “Yes. I want it on my fingers and on my mouth.”

“Give it to her,” she said.

Omar stroked himself twice, rough, and came with a low grunt. The first hot stripe hit my lower lip and my chin. The next landed across my fingers, thick and white over the dark red polish, and another streaked my mouth again. Salt hit my tongue. I held still for all of it. Cum slid warm down one finger and dotted the satin at my chest, and the slip went wet there, a small dark spot spreading. He milked the last onto my knuckles and let go, breathing hard, grinning like a man who had just made a clean cut.

“Messy work,” he said. “Looks good on you, though. Better than it looks in a rag at the shop.”

I could taste him, sharp and salty, with a little bitter under that. My lips were coated, and I didn’t wipe them. Jade watched my face the way she watches a bow when she wants the note exact. “Up,” she said. “On my lap. You’ve been good, and I said you’d get something too.”

She sat back on the bed with her legs apart and pulled me up by the wrist, careful of the wet fingers. I ended up straddling her thighs in the slip. The satin was damp against my stomach, and damper where my cock had been leaking. Omar’s cum sat on the front of it too. She kissed me before I could get shy about any of that. Her mouth opened over mine, and she licked the taste off my lip, slow, then took more. Her tongue was plain against mine. I made a sound into that kiss that I would have cut out of any other page.

Her hand went under the wet satin. Callused fingers found my little cock and closed around it, slick already from how long I had been hard. She stroked me inside the slip, not fast, a steady pull from the root to the head. The fabric dragged with her palm on the way back. I shook. My painted hand, still streaked with cum, hovered until she caught my wrist and set it on her shoulder.

“Keep kissing me,” she said against my mouth. “I want the rest of him off you.”

I did. She licked the corner of my lip and sucked lightly at the lower one, and her hand kept working me under the satin. Omar stood a few feet off, tucking himself away, watching because she had not told him to turn. I didn’t look at him long. Jade’s mouth was warmer than the shame, and the shame was right there anyway, bright as a lamp. My cock fit in her fist with room around it. She felt that, and she smiled into the kiss.

“Little thing,” she murmured. “All of it in my hand, and it’s jumping like I praised it again. You going to come in my slip, Ivy? Say it.”

“Yes. I’m close. Please don’t stop. I want to come in it.”

“Then come.”

She stroked faster, thumb rubbing just under the head through the cling of the satin. Her other arm stayed around my back so I could not fold away from it. Omar’s taste was still on my tongue when she kissed me again, deeper, cleaning it off me while her hand pulled me over. I came hard. It hit in a rush that shook my thighs and my stomach, and I spilled in the slip, pulse after pulse, soaking the satin against her fingers.

I shook, and I kept shaking, and a sound left me that was not a word. She didn’t let go. She stroked me through it, wetter every second, kissing my mouth until the salt of him was mostly gone and what was left was her. When I slumped, she held me. Her hand stayed under the slip, loose around my spent cock, not teasing now.

I could feel the cum cooling in the fabric, and my face was hot against her shoulder. I laughed once, nervous, into the warm of her. “Careful,” I said. “I’m going to drip on you.”

“That’s what the slip is for tonight,” she said. She kissed my temple. “You did what I asked. Every bit of it.”

Omar had his sleeves rolled down again. He came close enough to touch her ankle, a question in the reach, and she nodded, so he squeezed once and let go. He didn’t touch me. “I’m going to head back,” he said. “Got a piece of oak that won’t plane itself, and you two look settled. Dinner next Friday?”

“I’ll put it in writing,” Jade said.

I heard the door, and then his steps crossed the courtyard, easy, going home to the workshop. The lamps were still low. Jade eased me off her lap and onto the bed, and the wet satin peeled a little where it had stuck to my skin. She crossed to the chair without hurrying, because the night was already decided. She picked the open cage up off the rug and set it on the nightstand. She laid the key back in the violin case, right beside the rosin, and shut the lid on it.

❦

The desk by the window held a note in her hand, two columns and no extra words around them. On the left she had written Omar’s coming for dinner. On the right it said Paint your nails, Ivy. The dark red polish stood beside the paper, cap on.

My nails had chipped at the corners overnight. The key was in the case where she had put it, next to the rosin. I sat with the paper and the bottle, and I didn’t need her in the room to know what Friday was.


She Paddles Him Red and Cages Him for the Drive Home — Strict Mistress

Isat down at the drawing board while the presses thumped under the floor. The knock came up through the stool and settled in my elbows. I liked it. It meant the shop was open and the day had a shape, even if that shape belonged to somebody else’s job. A sharpened pencil lay square to the edge of the board, point toward the window. I left it there until my hands felt ready for a line.

The sheet was a library staircase for a house out past the river. Private work, narrow and meant to be quiet. The handrail had to land where somebody else had already decided. I had penciled those heights in the margin. I was checking each of them against the printed rules clipped to the side of the board. Other people’s rules. I was good at those. I could hold a dimension in my head and feel when a line was a hair off. I could fix it before a client saw the sheet and decided I let things drift. Most mornings I still could not name what I wanted, not when nobody had written it down.

The man who ran the presses brought the proofs up himself. Shouting over the machines never worked, so he climbed. He set the proofs on the corner of the board and shook his head at my crowded margins. It was the look he saved for me most weeks. In his view, forty-four was old enough to stop fussing, and I had simply refused the hint. I thanked him anyway. The handrail did not care.

Ink came up the stairwell in warm little breaths. I worked until every height in the margin agreed with the sheet. Then I agreed with it too. On the windowsill a cardboard house stood with every wall square. I had cut it so a client could walk the rooms with a finger before any wall existed. I touched one corner. Still true. I turned the model a fraction so the little roof sat true to the window frame. Pointless, maybe. It settled me. The day could be measured, and I needed that. The presses kept their patient knock under my shoes, and I let out a breath I had not noticed holding.

❦

The apartment was a short walk from the office, and I had drawn every wall of it before I ever slept there. A man who hates a surprise in a room will do that. The rooms were square, and so were the windows. The kitchen could be crossed in a few steps.

I rinsed the one cup and the one plate and stood them in the rack. I turned the cup’s handle until it sat square to the edge of the shelf. I don’t know why that mattered. It mattered. One coat hung on the hook by the door. The rest of the hooks were empty. The rooms stayed quiet, because I had arranged them so nothing had to speak to me.

The tile was cool under my socks. I had laid it myself, and the grout still ran straight, which pleased me more than it should have. One lamp burned in the front room. The sofa held the dent of me and nobody else. I usually ate standing at the counter, mail in one hand. People who stopped by for a drawing called it a calm little place. They weren’t wrong. Calm was what I had built. Some nights that calm felt like a lid on a pot I had forgotten was still hot.

❦

The sofa gave under me, and a folder of stair drawings slid toward my thigh. I should have been checking a rise I did not trust. Instead a story lay open on my knee. I had picked it up on the walk home, and I should have left it in the shop. This was years back, in the year I turned thirty-eight, when the practice finally had my name on the door. I still carried drawings to the cushions, because the office felt too loud once the presses stopped. The work lost.

A strict woman lived in those pages, and a bench, and a voice that did not rush. I kept reading. When she was finished with the man, she spoke as if closing a book. One word would not leave me. Satisfied. I read it again. My face went hot. I wanted to be the man that word landed on. Morning was waiting, and so was a rise I had not checked. Too much want for a printed page.

My thumb worried the corner until the paper softened. The bench in the story was plain wood, nothing like the fine rail I had been drawing. That plainness was what stuck. She did not ask the man what he felt. She looked, and then she was done, and the word closed over him. I shifted on the cushion. The hardness under the pages did not ease. A name on a door did not help. Neither did the unchecked rise. I told myself the story would go out with the rubbish. I didn’t. I read the ending again. The lamp burned until my eyes hurt.

❦

The bathroom light was harsh. The box on the sink still had a crease where the tape had been. A month in the back of the closet, and I knew the spot by feel in the dark. I had bought the paddle online, late, clicking like a man who did not want the room to hear him. Plain cardboard. No markings I would have to explain. I had not thrown it away. I had not used it either. The mirror changed that.

I took my shirt off because the room was warm. Then the trousers, because a half measure felt worse. The leather was heavier than I had pictured. I turned so I could see. I brought the paddle across my bare ass. The first swing was clumsy and too light. The second was not. The crack came short off the tile. Heat followed, deep and bright. I was harder than I had been in years. My cock thickened against the edge of the sink. My breath stuck.

I didn’t finish. Shame sat so close to the heat that I could not part them. I put the paddle back in the box. I stood until I could meet my own eyes. That face checked other people’s heights for a living and had just broken a private rule. The box went back into the closet. I left the light on. The sting could fade without my help.

❦

Coffee smell hit me before the talk did. The back room was warm, lamps low, adults only, and nobody playing. I knew that rule, and I was glad of it. Third evening for me. I had sat at the edge the first two, hands busy and mouth mostly shut. Sugar packets lay dumped beside their holder. I was lining them up, edges even, because my hands wanted a job.

Boots stopped across the table. Tall ones, dried mud pale at the tops. The woman in them did not look sorry about the mud. She did not look sorry about watching me, either.

“I’m Lucia,” she said. Her smile was warm and a little crooked. The evening had already amused her, and she looked willing to share it. “You’re making the sugar behave. I don’t think it asked you to.”

“Eddie,” I said. My ears went warm. They do that when I am caught at something small. “They were crooked.”

“Were they.” She pulled out the chair and sat. Her cup went down without lining up with anything. I noticed. Then I wished I hadn’t. Her hair was pulled back. Sun lived in the lines at the corners of her eyes. Her hands were strong, a little rough at the knuckles. Outdoor hands. “I teach riding. I’m thirty-seven, and cold mornings are my real office. I tell people where to put their heels, so I come here at night to be somewhere I don’t have to.”

“Do they listen?” I asked.

“Some of them. The honest ones.” She nodded at the packets. “You do that at home too, or only when you’re nervous?”

“Both,” I said.

She laughed, low and easy. Some of the tightness left my shoulders. She was laughing with the fact of me. We talked about the presses under my office. We talked about coffee that never quite got hot enough. She had a horse that tested a new rider, then settled once the apologies to the saddle stopped. She teased me when I squared a napkin without looking. I told her I drew houses, and that a crooked line followed me home. She called that tiring, and also useful.

“Useful keeps the lights on,” I said.

She grinned. “So does mud. Don’t tell my boots.”

I laughed into coffee that had already gone lukewarm. I let the packets sit a moment without fixing them. She tipped her head. The smile stayed.

“I’ve got attic stairs that would drive you mad. Nothing up there is square. I measured once and gave up, which isn’t a thing I do often.”

I held the pause longer than manners liked.

“Gave up,” I said.

“The house is old. It settled, and I let the stairs keep their opinions.” She looked at me over the rim of her cup. “You’d be up there with a pencil, wouldn’t you. Trying to argue with a wall.”

“Probably,” I said. It came out quieter than I meant. I could already see those stairs. I could already see her boots on them. Neither picture was square. Both sat warm under my ribs.

❦

The library handrail was finished. The presses had gone quiet under the floor. I should have packed the board. Instead I pulled a scrap to the edge and tried to draw her attic stairs. Every line wanted to be true. I made them crooked on purpose. They looked like a mistake I was ashamed of. So I tried again, and then again. The result was almost wrong enough, and still not quite.

The pencil felt dishonest in my hand. A true line is a kindness in my work. Clients pay me so a stair will not surprise an ankle. Crooked on purpose felt like lying with a tool I respected. I erased until the paper thinned. Graphite on my thumb looked like guilt. I held the scrap to the window. The cardboard house sat there with honest corners. The drawn stairs leaned away from it. Let them lean, I thought. My ears warmed in the empty office. I slid the drawing into the drawer. I did not throw it out.

❦

I took the chair across from the empty one. It felt like a larger decision than it was. She came in on the same boots, a little cleaner. Her jacket smelled of cold air and horse. She dropped into the seat as if the room had saved it.

We were already fond of each other’s voices. She told me about the stable in the early cold. Riders climbed out of their trucks already slouching. Shoulders sat up by their ears. They made themselves small so the morning might pass over them.

“I don’t yell,” she said. “I look at them until they remember they have a spine. Most of them sit up. The ones who don’t, I send to walk the rail. They get bored of being folded in half.”

She looked at my shoulders. Not a hard look. A plain one, interested. The same attention she had given the sugar. I felt a slouch I had not known I was wearing. The long day was in it. So was the habit of taking up less chair than I needed. I sat up. My back met the wood. She did not praise me. She nodded once. A thing had been set where it belonged. Then she went on about a mare that hated the wind. A woman there kept her heels down and her chin up. She rode better for it.

The room thinned. The other tables went soft. She set her cup down. She looked at me properly.

“What do you come here for, Eddie?”

I could have said the coffee. I could have said curiosity. It was true, and it was a door I could still shut. Instead I heard myself.

“Rules.”

The word sat between the sugar packets. I went red to the ears. Hot in the scalp. I looked at my hands. Her face was too much information at once. She did not laugh. She did not lean in. She had not trapped me. A small thoughtful sound followed. Then she spoke.

“All right,” she said.

❦

Cold tile came through my socks. My coat was still open. I stood at the rack and left the cup’s handle crooked. Then I turned it square. My hands wanted the old job. Her voice was in the quiet. All right. Not the word from the story. It still sat low in me. Steady as a dimension I trusted.

❦

Same table. Fresh coffee. Her boots were crossed at the ankle, almost clean. She spoke more plainly. She had decided I would not bolt at a real noun.

“I have a playroom in the attic,” she said. “My own. I built what I wanted up there. I don’t take a cent for it, and I never will. Money would stop it being mine. It would turn into a job, and I already have one.”

She smiled that crooked smile. “I’m not recruiting. I’m telling you because you said rules. You went the color of a brick. I think you meant it. Come for coffee on Saturday if you want the daylight test. See whether you can stand any of this. Farmhouse at the end of the gravel. Crooked roof. You can’t miss it. Nothing there is square. You can leave whenever you like. I won’t chase you down the drive. I won’t be wounded if you sit in the car and go home. I’d rather that than a performance.”

I looked at her boots. I looked at her hands on the cup. She waited. She did not fill the silence for me. My heart was loud and foolish.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“That’s fair,” she said. She meant it as words, not as a hook.

We finished the coffee. She told a short foolish story about a gate that would not latch. The horse had opinions. I laughed. When we stood, she did not touch me. She said Saturday, if I decided. She would be up. Morning, she added. Then she was gone into the cold in those tall boots. I stayed with the empty cups a moment. Home held a drawer of crooked stairs. A box waited in the closet. The morning was offered, not agreed. An offer can weigh more than a yes.

❦

The paddle was in my hand before I had a speech ready. I set it on the kitchen table, as if it were a tool for a paying job. I stood there like a fool. Then I carried it to the drafting stool. That stool was the right height for work brought home. It was also the right height for this. I knew the gladness before I would admit it.

I shut the door anyway. Clothes came off from the waist down. Cool air hit my cock and my balls. I felt more naked than the undressing explained. A stupid distinction. Also a true one. I bent over the stool. Wood cooled my forearms. My ass was up and bare. I could feel how open I was. My hole tightened in the cool room. My balls hung heavy. My cock was already thickening. All I had done was arrange myself.

The first swat was clumsy. The angle was wrong, and the leather glanced off. A laugh broke into a curse. Even here I wanted a true line. I set my feet and reached back. The paddle came down across my own ass. Harder. The crack was clean. Heat bloomed a second later. My cock jumped. I struck again. And again. No rhythm in it worth respecting. A man over a stool meant for railings. Panting. Wrong, and then less wrong. Both cheeks went hot and stinging. My hole clenched at each strike. My cock ached. The head was wet. It bobbed where I could not see it. I could not ignore it.

One swat caught low, where ass met thigh. The shock ran into my balls. I hissed through my teeth. I struck higher, a fuller patch of cheek. The leather sounded cleaner. My knees softened. The stool took my weight. I smelled sweat, and oil from the paddle. Pencil dust lived in the wood. Work and this, sharing a grain. The shame of that made me harder. I wanted the shame. I hated that I wanted it.

I gave myself another, poorly spaced, louder than the small room liked. The heat stacked. My hole winked at the cool air, shameless. A thin strand dripped from my cock toward the tile. I was red and ridiculous, and closer than I wanted to be. Graphite in the grain, leather in my fist, and no one to blame but me.

I dropped the paddle. My hand closed on my cock. I stroked slowly, hoping it would last. I was shaking, so it did not. Faster, then. Thumb over the wet head. Fingers tight. Balls drawing up. In my head the hand was not the whole of it. I was still bent. Lucia had put me there. Calm. Boots on the floor behind me. She studied my bad aim as she would study a slouching rider. No soothing. No hurry. She would not let me hide my face in my arm. She wanted me presented. Ass up, hole clenching, cock dripping on my proud tile. No praise in it. Just that patient look from the café. I had to quit performing a settled man. My hand was a poor stand-in for being kept. I knew it. I stroked anyway.

Her voice came when I was red and open and past pretending. Low and warm. Finished with me. Satisfied.

I came on that word. It hit hard. The pulse started in my balls and ran the length of my cock. Thick streaks hit the tile. A warm drop struck my ankle. I flinched. I kept spilling. Cum striped the grout I had wiped straight. My tile. I had laid that floor myself, square and careful. A level floor had seemed the same as a settled life. I stayed bent while it emptied. Gasping. My ass throbbed. My hole fluttered. My hand was wet. The word stayed in my head. It did not reach my mouth. Nothing about the mess was square. Nothing about it was sorry, not while it lasted.

When I could stand, I looked at my own floor. A short ugly laugh got out of me. Of course it had landed there. The one surface I had made perfectly true. I cleaned it. The paddle went back in the box. Then it came out again. I left it on the chair. Hiding it was a lie I had already spent.

❦

Gravel popped under the tires. The seat found the tender skin of my ass. I shifted. The sting woke under my clothes. A private fact. My hands were steady on the wheel. Nerves had moved past shaking. What remained was quieter. A scrap sat in the sun visor, Saturday written in the neat hand I use for margins. I had written it from what she told me. No number to hide behind. Only a crooked roof and a lane. After the turn I did not need the scrap. I left it there.

Fences ran beside wet fields in a thin morning light. The sky had not chosen a mood. I was driving to her kitchen. She had looked at my shoulders. She had asked a plain question. The door back was still open if I wanted it. A horse called from somewhere past the barn. The sound was ordinary, and that helped. My mouth was dry. The coffee ahead looked like mercy. It also looked like a test. I could not tell those apart yet.

The farmhouse showed at the end of the drive. She had been right. The roofline crooked hard to one side. The house did not look ashamed. I stopped on the gravel. The engine ticked. Lucia stood at the kitchen door in her boots. Two cups of coffee rested in her hands. Steam lifted off them in the cool air. She did not wave. She waited. Patient. She watched me as if I had not yet decided to sit up. I had not opened my door. The gravel between us was not square. Neither was I. My pulse was loud. The engine had gone quiet. My ass throbbed once when I eased my weight. Want rose with the sting. Shame sat beside it. Both were mine. She held the cups level. I stayed where I was.

❦

I stepped off the gravel onto the flat stone, and Lucia was in the kitchen doorway with a cup in each hand. Mud sat on the heels of her boots. She tipped the blue cup at me, so I took it, and the heat went into my palm before I could stand there deciding.

“Come in,” she said. “Don’t stand out there working it over. The sheet is on the table, and we don’t go up until it’s done.”

The kitchen was warm, and it smelled like soap and coffee. She pointed at the near side of the long scrubbed table, and I sat where her finger landed. The negotiation sheet lay face up beside a pen, and paddle was written first, in a straight hand.

She sat across from me with her back straight. She didn’t smile yet. She looked at me the same way she had from the door.

“Names and ages on the top line,” she said. “Out loud, while you write. You’re not mumbling into the cup.”

She took the pen and wrote her name and her age beside it, plain and a little fast. I wrote mine under it in block letters, because my usual hand gets fancy when I’m nervous, and I didn’t want fancy on this.

“Eddie,” I said, and put my age beside it. I sounded drier than I meant. “That’s the whole of it. Architect, if you were collecting jobs, which you aren’t.”

A short laugh came out of her and was gone. “I wasn’t collecting anything. Read the list with me. Yes, no, or maybe, and I have to hear it. A shrug means we start that line over.”

“The paddle is first,” she said, and she tapped it with the pen.

“Yes,” I said, and the word was barely out before my cock was hard under the table, pressed up against my fly like it had been waiting in the car. I shifted. The edge of the seat dug into my thigh, and it did nothing useful. Lucia’s eyes went to my lap, not unkind, just accurate.

“You’re hard already,” she said. “We’re still on coffee. Don’t hide it, and don’t apologize for it. The cane is next, and I need a real answer.”

I looked at the word, and my mouth went dry in a different way. “Maybe. I’ve never had one. I don’t want to sit here and pretend I know what I’m marking.”

“Honest,” she said.

That one word landed, and my cock gave a stupid grateful twitch in my trousers. She saw it. Of course she did.

“The cage,” she said. “I want it out loud.”

“Yes,” I said, and I kept my hands on the cup so I wouldn’t fuss with my fly.

“My heel is next. Say it plain.”

“Yes, I want that,” I said. “I mean the weight of it.”

“And me riding you. Not a shrug.”

I had to swallow. “Yes. I want you on me.”

“Your mouth on me, if we get there, and my gloved hand on you when I decide.”

“Yes,” I said, and it came faster than any of the others.

She sat back, planted her boots, and looked at me over the cup. “I’ve never taken money for this, not a cent, not a favor, not a drawing of my stairs, though I know you’ve got one in that careful head of yours. We met over lukewarm coffee at an adults-only munch, and that’s the whole of what’s between us. The door up there is never locked. You can come down those stairs any time, dressed or bare, and the kitchen still opens on the gravel.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m here because I want to be, and I’m sober, unless you count this coffee, which is stronger than anything I drink at the office. I want the paddle, and the rest of what I just marked, and I want it from you.”

She slid the sheet to me and put her finger on the last clause. “Read that. It’s the last thing you do before you sign, and I don’t add a word to it.”

I read it the way I read a spec when I want the owner to hear every part. “If anyone says marble, it all stops that minute, and saying no costs nothing: he finishes his coffee and drives home, and she still says hello at the munch.”

The kitchen went quiet after it. She didn’t speak. I signed below her name, and my signature looked like itself. She took the pen back and nodded toward the crooked stairs.

“Leave the cups,” she said. “The attic is up those stairs, and I’ll be right behind you.”

❦

The stairs were crooked, and the turn was tighter than the one I had drawn after the munch. My shoulder brushed the plaster. There was a handrail, but it didn’t run true, and I kept my hand on it anyway. At the top the door stood open. Nothing was locked. My chest loosened when I saw that, and then it tightened again because of the room.

Soft lamps lit a rug, a wide armchair, and a rack with a leather paddle and one rattan cane. The bench sat in the middle, leather she had re-covered herself, seams straight. Then the fear of it caught up.

“Clothes off,” she said. “Fold them where I can see. I know you will, so let me see the habit and not the apology.”

I undressed and folded as I went, shirt on the chair, trousers lined on the seam. It was ridiculous. It was also the only way I know how to be naked in a room that isn’t mine. The shorts went last. My cock stood out heavy, and a clear drop gathered at the tip, fell, and hit the rug by my bare foot. I almost joked about her rug.

Lucia walked around me with her hands behind her back. Her boots were quiet on the boards, and then quieter on the rug. She looked at my shoulders, my stomach, my cock, my balls, and the way I was holding my ass in, like I could tidy that too.

“Relax that,” she said. “I want to see your hole, not a clenched opinion about it. And I want to know what those hands are doing.”

“Trying not to cover myself,” I said. I let my hands hang, and I let my ass ease. The air on my hole made me harder, which I hadn’t thought was still available.

She stopped in front of me and pressed my shoulder until I knelt on the rug. One boot came up between us. The heel settled, light and exact, on my cock, pressing it and my balls down toward the rug where I was already dripping.

“That’s my heel on everything you own tonight, and you’re dripping on my rug.”

A noise left my throat. My thighs shook. She lifted the boot, looked at the wet on the leather, and didn’t wipe it. Then she let me get back on my feet, and she pointed at the bench.

“Over it,” she said. “I want your chest on the leather and your ass up.”

“No, not yet,” I said. It came out careful, the way I refuse a bad change order.

She stopped where she stood and put her hands behind her back. “Marble, or nerves?” she said. “Either one is fine. I need to know which.”

I let the breath out. “Nerves. Yes. Put me over it.”

Her palm landed on the back of my neck, warm and sure, and she bent me over the bench. It was not a shove. My hands found the leather, my chest came down, and my cock hung in the open air under the bench. My ass was up where she wanted it.

“There,” she said. “That’s where you stay until I move you.”

The paddle was in her hand when I turned my head. She laid it on my bare ass first, just the weight of it, so I would know the size. The leather was cool against skin that already felt too awake.

“I’m starting slow,” she said. “I don’t want a count, and you don’t give me one. If marble is what you need, you say it, and I stop that minute. Until then I decide.”

The first strike was a sting more than a blow. I jerked. The bench creaked under my chest. She worked one cheek and then the other, patient, letting the heat build into a burn I could breathe through. I heard my own breath and the small shift of her boots. My cock swung and tapped the leather under me. Every tap made me more ashamed and more hard.

Then she hit harder.

The sound changed. It was a crack, and the pain went deep, a heavy heat that sat in the muscle instead of flicking off the skin. I grunted. My fingers curled on the far edge of the bench. She hit again and again, and she never asked for a number, and I never gave one. Marble sat in my mouth like a stone I could have spit out. I wanted the next one more than I wanted it to stop. I stayed bent. I kept the word where it was.

“Color’s coming up over the pink you brought with you,” she said, almost to herself. The paddle came down hard enough that my hips jolted. My hole clenched every time the leather met me. I dripped in a thin string onto the rug, and my eyes watered. I blinked it back, because I am a man who wipes a counter before he leaves a kitchen. She saw the blink anyway.

“You’re staying,” she said. “I can see it in your back. I’m not asking you to be quiet, and I’m not asking if it’s enough.”

She kept on until my ass felt swollen and bright. Each strike landed on skin that was already shouting, slow ones mixed with the hard, so I couldn’t brace for a pattern. I pushed my forehead to the leather. I said her name once, not as a stop, just because it was the only word that wasn’t marble. She laid the paddle flat on the hottest part of me and held it there. The weight made me shake.

“I stop when I’m satisfied with the color, Eddie, not when you think you’ve had enough.”

She stopped. I heard the paddle go back on the rack. My ass throbbed in the open air, red and hot. I didn’t move. She hadn’t told me to.

❦

Behind me her skirt rustled, and she hitched it up around her hips. The bench shifted as she straddled it, boots planted wide, her bare thighs warm against the outside of mine. Then her cunt came down on my paddled ass, hot and wet. The shock of that soft skin on the burn pulled a raw noise out of me. I gripped the far edge. I didn’t rise.

“Don’t you lift up,” she said. “You stay put, and you let me use what I just colored. Tell me what you feel.”

“Your cunt on my ass,” I said, and the words broke on the way out. “It’s sore, and you’re wet, and I can feel your clit when you grind.”

“That’s what I wanted out of your mouth,” she said.

She rubbed herself on me, bare, slow at first, and she dragged her pussy over the heat she had just put there. Every pass made the burn flare, and then the wet set it off again. I could hear the slick sound against my skin. I could feel the swell of her cunt, and the harder little press of her clit when she worked her hips. My cock hung under the bench, aching, dripping, jumping every time she bore down. I wanted a hand on it. I didn’t ask. She hadn’t given me that yet, and I still had enough sense to wait.

She went faster. Her breath shortened on my back, and her fingers dug into my hip, a hold and not a spank, so I wouldn’t shift off the spot. She ground down hard, pussy spread on my red ass, and she said my name once, low and crude. Then she came. I felt it in the clutch of her thighs and the sudden flood of wet, and in the way her body went tight and then shook. She rode the heat until the shaking eased. She stayed on me a moment, cunt still pressed there, catching her breath. I was so hard it hurt.

“Stay where you are,” she said.

I heard leather. She pulled a glove on, snug, and her hand came under the bench and found me. The glove was cool for a second. Then it wasn’t. She wrapped my cock and stroked, slow, from the head down to the root and back, and her thumb spread the wet at the tip. My balls sat heavy in her palm and pulled tight on the way back up. A messy noise went into the bench.

“Lucia,” I said. I had to swallow. “Can I come?”

“No, not yet,” she said, and her hand didn’t pause. She kept the stroke steady, glove slick with what I was leaking, fist snug, her other hand on my hip so I couldn’t rut. I shook. My ass burned where her cunt had been, and my cock throbbed in the leather, and the no sat in me worse than the paddle. I asked again. It came out thin.

“Please, I’m right on it, can I come?”

“Not yet,” she said, calm, and she didn’t stop. “You come when I say. Breathe, and tell me where you are.”

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to come on your glove,” I said. “Please say it before I lose it.”

She stroked me through another long pull, and then another. I bit down. I held. My whole body stayed tight over her bench. My hands slipped. I got them back. Then her mouth was near my ear.

“Come for me now,” she said. “I want it on the leather, not on my glove.”

I came hard. My cock jerked in her fist, and cum striped the bench in thick pulses while she worked me through them. It didn’t finish neat. The first stripe was heavy and hot, and more followed close, until I was empty. I heard myself. I didn’t care. She squeezed once, gentle, and let go. The smell of my cum was right under my face.

She handed a cloth over my shoulder.

“Wipe all of it,” she said. “I re-covered that leather myself, and you’re not leaving it like that.”

I wiped the bench clean, the way I wipe a table at the office, and my hands weren’t steady. I did it anyway. When I straightened she was looking at me, skirt down, glove off, her face warm in a way the paddle hadn’t been.

“How does it feel back there,” she said, “and was any of it more than you marked?”

“It was what I marked,” I said. “I feel steadier than I have in months, which is not what I expected to say with my ass like this.”

She smiled. It was the crooked one, and she didn’t tidy me. I got my shirt on and left it open. I stood half dressed, cock bare and softening, and the want for the rest came up clear.

“The cage,” I said. “For the drive home. I want it on before I go.”

“Come over here and stand still,” she said. “Let me see what I’m locking.”

She took the small steel cage from the side of the rack, and the key with it. She handled me without fuss, cock and balls settled in, the ring snug. The lock clicked. The weight was immediate and strange, and it was exactly what I had marked yes to. She dropped the key into an envelope, pressed her red lipstick to the flap until the mark was clear, wrote her number small on the back, and put the envelope in my hand.

“Open it whenever you like. I’ll see next Saturday if you did.”

❦

I stood at her kitchen door with the envelope in my hand, her lipstick still whole on the flap, and I held it out before I even got my coat off. I had looked at that red mark every night and never put a nail under it.

“Here,” I said. “I didn’t open it.”

Lucia took it with two fingers and no fuss. She was already in her tall riding boots, mud dried on the heels, and she laughed once, dry, like I’d told her the weather.

“I can see that from the door,” she said. “Get in. The coffee went cold, which is your fault for being exactly on time.”

She walked to the window over the sink and held the envelope up to the light. She didn’t talk. She turned it, looked at the seal from the side, then looked at it straight on, and she kept looking until the cage started to pull. The steel was the same steel I’d worn since last Saturday. My cock had nowhere to go, so it shoved at the rings and ached, and she hadn’t even put a hand on me.

“You really didn’t,” she said.

“I thought about it in the office, middle of the week,” I said. “The drawing of your attic stairs was on the desk, the one where the handrail doesn’t meet the newel, and the envelope sat in the drawer under it. I shut the drawer because I’m tidy, and that’s a problem.”

“Honest,” she said.

That one word hit my cock before I could joke again. The cage jumped, and she saw it the way she always does.

She slit the flap with a kitchen knife, shook the little key into her palm, and dropped it into her shirt pocket like it was a mint.

“Up the stairs to the corner,” she said. “Clothes off on the landing, folded, since you can’t help yourself, and nose in until I call you.”

I went. The stairs were the ones I’d redrawn, and the handrail still missed the newel by a finger. I noticed it even with my cock locked and my face hot. I left my clothes in a neat pile because I can’t stand a mess I made, and I stood where the two walls don’t meet square. An architect shouldn’t have to put his nose in a bad angle, but it was her attic, and I did it.

The rug sat behind me. I could smell the wool and the leather of her boots, and she didn’t say a word. I heard her cross the room, and I heard the wide chair take her weight, and then nothing came that was meant for me. My balls hung heavy in the ring, and a little leak had already started at the tip. I was so ashamed I could taste it, wanting her to say my name that badly. The walls were close enough that my breath fogged the paint. I counted the boards I could see, and then I stopped, because counting wasn’t going to get me out of the corner.

“Eddie.”

I turned. She sat in the armchair with her back straight, boots planted, skirt still down, and she pointed at the rug in front of her.

“On your back,” she said.

“Not on your clean rug,” I said. “No. I’m leaking like this, and I’ll get it on the wool, and then I’ll think about it all week.”

She pointed at the floor again and said it slower, each word set down by itself.

“On your back, now,” she said. “If this is more than the rug, you say marble and we go downstairs. If it’s only the rug, you tell me yes, and then you lie down.”

“It’s only the rug,” I said. “Yes.”

She kept that finger aimed at the floor until I moved. I lay down. The rug was soft under my shoulders and my ass, and I could already feel a wet spot starting under my balls. I hated that. I wanted it too. She looked at me a long time, the same long look she’d given the seal.

“You were so worried about the wool,” she said. “Now you can worry about this instead.”

Then the heel came down.

The mud-dried edge of her boot found the cage and settled on it, right over my cock and my balls, and she pressed. She didn’t stamp. It was a slow, sure weight, the kind she uses when she asks a horse to stand. The steel bit into me and the rings held, and my cock tried to get hard inside a space that would not give. I grunted. It came out helpless. She rolled the heel in a little circle, and the cage rolled with it, dragging over the head and then down onto my balls, and back up again.

“Look at you,” she said. “A whole week in steel, and it still thinks it gets a vote.”

“Lucia,” I said, and my voice came out thin. “That’s a lot.”

“A lot is allowed,” she said, and the heel held still. “Marble is right there if it’s too much. Is it too much?”

“It’s not too much,” I said. “Yes, keep going.”

She pressed harder and rolled again. A string of precum pulled out of the tip and lay across my belly, clear and warm and shining in the lamp. I watched it because I couldn’t look anywhere else, and she saw me watching.

“Are you leaking on my rug?” she said.

“Yes.”

“Say it plain for me.”

“I’m leaking precum on your rug,” I said, and my face went hot, and my cock shoved at the cage like the words had a hand on it.

She rolled the heel once more, slow, and the string broke and another one started. The pressure sat on my balls and climbed into my gut. I got my hands flat on the wool so I wouldn’t grab her boot. I knew better. I wanted to anyway. The lamp caught the wet on my belly, and I could smell leather, mud, and my own leak.

“Please,” I said. “Unlock it. Just for a minute. I can’t hold this.”

“No,” she said, and she didn’t raise her voice. She kept the heel where it was and looked at the color in my face, and at the dark, trapped swell of my cock behind the bars. “I’ll take the heel off when that flush is deep enough for me, Eddie. You don’t get to pick the shade from the floor.”

I shut my eyes. She tapped the cage with the heel, once, not hard, just enough to make the lock knock against me.

“Open your eyes,” she said. “You don’t get to hide the mess you’re making.”

I opened them. She pulled her skirt up with both hands, slow, and she wasn’t wearing anything under it. Her cunt was right there above me, already wet, the hair trimmed neat and no nonsense, the same care she gives her tack. She spread her knees in the chair, and the boots stayed planted, one heel still bearing down on the cage from above.

“Kneel up between my knees,” she said. “Don’t you lose that heel. If it comes off the cage, you go back in the corner and we start the rug over.”

I got my knees under me in an awkward climb, because the steel was full of me and precum still hung off my belly. I knelt up between her knees. She slid that boot forward between my thighs so the heel sat under the cage, and she pressed from below. The whole locked weight of my cock and balls sat on that muddy heel. It hurt in a clean way, and it made my mouth water.

“Come closer,” she said. “I want your mouth on me now.”

I put my mouth on her. She tasted like salt and skin, and I licked up her cunt, found her clit, and stayed there, since she hadn’t told me to wander. Her hand came down on the back of my head, easy and in charge. The heel rolled under the cage at the same time, and I groaned into her. The steel rocked. It ground on my balls. More precum leaked. It slid over the leather.

“Right there on my clit,” she said. “Don’t drift.”

The praise in her voice hit the steel before I could answer. My cock surged, useless, and the leak kept coming, down over the heel and onto the rug. My face burned. Her taste filled my mouth.

“Don’t you stop just to be embarrassed,” she said. “I want your tongue flat on my clit, slower than you think.”

I did what she said. I licked her flat and slow, and she opened her knees another inch, and her other boot pressed my hip and held me in. The heel kept a steady mean pressure on my balls. Every time I got the stroke right she made a small sound, not a speech, just a breath that told me to stay put. I stayed. My jaw started to ache, and I didn’t care. Her clit swelled under my tongue, hard and slick, and her thighs tightened against my ears.

“You want that key,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You’re not getting it,” she said. “Say that back to me.”

“I’m not getting it.”

“And what are you doing instead? I want it out loud, while you’re still licking.”

“Licking your cunt,” I said into her, “while you stand on my cock.”

“Call it a heel,” she said. “Don’t get cute. Say the whole thing again.”

“I’m licking your cunt while your heel is on my cage.”

“That’s better,” she said, and my cock shoved at the bars like she’d put a hand on it.

She came the first time without warning me. It was a hard pulse against my tongue, her hand tight in my hair, her boot driving up so the cage knocked my balls. I saw white. It lasted a second. She didn’t let me pull off. She held me there through it, wet all over my mouth and my chin, and she laughed once, that dry laugh, while she was still shaking. Her cunt fluttered on my tongue. I kept licking because her hand said so, and the heel never eased.

“Don’t you dare wipe your face,” she said. “I want your tongue inside me, deep, and you stay locked, and you stay useful.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, and she was hot and tight and still clenching, and I worked my tongue in slow, then deeper, as far as it would go. The heel never left me, and she rolled it while I fucked her with my tongue, and precum kept sliding out of the cage, down my balls, onto her boot, onto the rug I’d been so worried about. I could feel the wool going damp under my knees. I thought about the clean spot I’d ruined, and I got harder, which was a joke the steel refused to laugh at.

“Look at you,” she said. “My neat architect, dripping on my rug, tongue in my cunt, and still asking with his cock. My boot is on your cock and your balls, Eddie, and that wet mark is yours.”

I made a noise into her and licked deeper. She put both hands on my head and rocked, not fast, just enough to use my mouth. The chair creaked. The heel ground a slow circle under everything I had. My balls drew up tight against the ring. My cock was a trapped ache, leaking in a steady string I could feel cooling on my belly whenever I shifted.

“Please,” I said, the word muffled in her. “Unlock me. I’ll do whatever you want, and I’ll lick you all afternoon. Just take it off.”

“No,” she said. “You had a week to open that envelope, and you didn’t. So you stay in it, and you finish what you started.”

She pulled me in harder, and I got my tongue as deep as it would go and curled it, and she swore once, quiet, and came again, longer this time. Her cunt gripped my tongue, her thighs shook against my cheeks, and a rush of wet ran over my mouth and down my chin onto the rug. I stayed in her until she eased her hand and let me breathe. I was still locked and still leaking. The heel was still under the cage. When she lifted it at last, the skin under the steel throbbed like it had a pulse of its own.

She looked down at the wet wool, at my mouth, at the cage shining with precum, and she nodded once, pleased with herself, which was worse than any speech.

“That’s done,” she said. “Get dressed on the landing, and leave the rug. I’ll deal with the wool.”

I dressed on the landing with shaky hands, my cock still straining at the bars, and I waited because she hadn’t told me to go down alone.

❦

Outside, the gravel drive was bright and ordinary, and the mud on her heels looked the same as it had in the kitchen. She had a fresh envelope in her hand. She took the key from her pocket, dropped it in, licked the flap, and pressed her lipstick to it until the mark was clear and red. Then she opened my car door herself and set the envelope on the passenger seat, square to the edge, mean in a tidy way.

“Think all week about the maybe on my sheet,” she said. “Cane, maybe. You know where the word is if you need it.”

I sat with my hands on the wheel and didn’t touch the envelope. The cage ached. Right under my belt. Her lipstick was whole on the flap, and cane, maybe, sat in my head where the key should have been. I knew it was going to sit there until I saw her again.

❦

Lucia turned the sheet around on the long kitchen table. She put her finger on the line that had sat in my head all week. The sealed envelope sat between our two cups, her lipstick still whole on the flap. The coffee had gone cold while we talked about the driveway and the mud on her boot heels.

“Cane, maybe,” she said. She tapped the word once. “I asked you to think about it, so I’m asking you now, plain as I can. Do you want it once, or do you want it left where it is?”

I looked at her finger and not at her face, with my hands flat on the wood. I do that when I am trying not to fidget. “Marble still stops it,” I said. I needed the rule in my own mouth.

“Marble still stops everything,” she said. “It costs you nothing. You say it, and I put the cane back on the rack, and we finish this cold coffee. That’s the whole of it.”

The cage under my belt had been a dull ache since I sat down. It got sharper while she waited, which was rude of my body and completely in character. I cleared my throat and gave her the answer. “Yes. I’d like it once.”

She didn’t smile. She uncapped the pen and wrote once beside maybe in that small tight hand, then turned the sheet so I could read it. “Then that’s what we do. Finish the coffee if you want it. Leave the envelope. We’ll go up when you’re done being careful with the cup.”

I drank what was left, cold and a little bitter, and set the cup square on the coaster. Some habits don’t quit just because your cock is locked and your mouth has agreed to a cane. She watched me square it, dry and amused, and a short laugh came out of her from nowhere.

“You lined that cup up like it was on a drawing,” she said.

“If the coaster sits crooked, I can’t think,” I said.

“You can think on the stairs,” she said. “Bring nothing but yourself. The envelope stays on this table until I carry it up.”

She stood straight in those tall boots and nodded at the stairs.

❦

Soft lamps were already on, and the rug was where I remembered it, along with the bench she had re-covered herself. The wide armchair sat beside the rack that held the leather paddle and the rattan cane. She shut the door and held up the envelope she had carried from the kitchen. She slit the flap with a thumbnail, tipped the little steel key into her palm, and dropped it into her jeans pocket like spare change.

“Shirt, belt, pants,” she said. “Fold them tidy. The cage stays on until I say otherwise.”

I folded along the floorboard lines, because that is how I get when I am nervous, and she let me finish the stack. “You could grid a site with those shirtsleeves,” she said.

“It keeps my hands busy,” I said.

Down to socks and the cage, I stood on the rug with my clothes in a square by the bench. She took the cane off the rack. It was longer than I had pictured, and lighter in her hand than it had any right to be. She laid it across my open palms and stood there while I held it.

“Feel the weight,” she said. “That’s what you asked for. Are your hands shaking, or are you only pretending they’re steady?”

“They’re steady,” I said. They weren’t, quite. The cage was another story. It strained the second the cane touched my skin, a stupid eager pull I could not hide. She looked down and saw my cock fighting the steel.

“There it is,” she said, calm as if she had checked a girth. “You get hard while I’m still talking. Put the cane on the bench, then bend over it. Hands on the far edge. Feet on the marks.”

I set the cane down carefully, which was ridiculous, and then I bent. The leather was cool under my chest. She picked up the paddle, not the cane, and rested the flat of it on my ass so I would know where she was.

“Color first,” she said. “Lines after. You can count if you want to. I don’t need the numbers.”

The first strokes were firm and even, and heat spread across both cheeks instead of cutting. I breathed through them and kept my hands on the far edge. She worked one side, then the other, then the sit-spot. The cage knocked the front of the bench every time I shifted.

“You’re clenching,” she said. “I can see your hole tighten on every stroke. Don’t hide that. I already saw it. Tell me the color you think I see.”

“Red,” I said. “Getting redder. My ass is hot, and my cock is useless in the cage.”

“Then you know I’m not done with the paddle.”

The burn stopped being simple warmth. It turned into a steady red I could feel down in my balls. I made a noise I had not planned on.

She paused with the paddle flat against me. “What comes next, Eddie?”

I knew. I had agreed at the table, and my mouth still would not give it to her. “It won’t come out. I know it, and it won’t come out.”

Her hand came up and took my jaw, not hard and not gentle either, and turned my face to the rack. The empty hook was right there. “Look at it,” she said. “I’m asking again. What comes next?”

The paddle stayed on my ass. My cock tried to swell in the cage and failed, and my stomach dropped with it. “The cane.”

Those two words left me, and my hips pushed back into the leather before I could stop them. She felt that push. One last solid stroke landed across both cheeks, harder than the rest. Then she set the paddle on the armchair.

“Stay as you are,” she said. “If you need marble, you say it. If you move your hands, we stop and we talk. I’m not after broken skin. I want lines you can feel on the drive home. I stop when the color and the lines are what I came up here for, Eddie, not when you decide the set is finished.”

She picked up the cane. I heard it cut the air once, a thin sound, not on me. Then it came down across the lower curve of my ass, slow and sure. The pain arrived a full second late and went white behind my eyes. I cried out. I kept my hands on the edge.

She waited. “Still with me?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me where it landed.”

“Low,” I said. “Left of center. It burned straight into my balls.”

The next one sat just above the first, the same unhurried weight, and I made a worse sound without moving my feet. She gave me time between them. I could feel the lines rising while she waited, heat stacking on the red the paddle had already laid down. Another landed, and then another, each one placed like a line on a drawing before she committed to it. I lost any tidy count. I just held on, breathing hard through my teeth, and the cage bit every time my hips jerked.

“Breathe,” she said. “You’re holding it. Let it out. Are you still here?”

“Yes,” I said. “I’m here.”

“And marble?”

“It’s in my mouth,” I said. “I’m not using it.”

I tasted the word and kept it there. I didn’t say it.

She laid the last one lower, right where I would have to sit on it. Then the cane went back on the rack with a small click. Her bare hand ran over the lines, light, checking for splits. “Raised,” she said. “Not split. That’s the once. You held.”

Her palm stayed warm on me. Then she gave me the one word I had been carrying around for years. “Satisfied.”

It went into me deeper than the cane had. My cock jumped in the locked cage, stupid and immediate, while she was still only saying it. My eyes stung. I put my forehead on the leather and breathed, because there was nothing left to check and nothing to fix.

I was shaking a little, and I tried not to show it, which never works with her. She unlocked the cage while I was still bent over the bench. The relief hit so fast I swore out loud. My cock filled in her hand like it had been waiting at a locked door. My balls dropped, sore from the steel, and then drew up tight again.

“On your back,” she said. “The leather is going to sting. That’s the point. Can you take it on your stripes?”

“Yes.”

I turned over. The stripes met the bench, and I hissed when every line lit up at once. She unzipped the tall boots and stepped out of them. Jeans and shirt came off without any ceremony. She pulled the boots back on, mud still dried on the heels, and climbed onto the bench over me.

One hand rested on my chest. The other took my cock and set the head against her cunt. I was dripping already, a clear thread running off me onto the rug. Her heel came down on the folded stack of my clothes, right at the edge of that rug.

“That’s my heel on everything you own tonight, and you’re dripping on my rug,” she said. They were the same words as the first Saturday, and this time the heel was on my clothes.

Shame and want hit together. I was so hard it almost hurt.

“First time I ride you,” she said. “You don’t move until I tell you. You come when I say, and not before. If the leather is too much, you say so. You don’t grit through it just to be brave. Do you want this?”

“Yes,” I said. “I want you to ride me. It’s a lot. The good kind.”

“Then hold still for me.”

She sank down on me in one slow push, hot and slick around my cock. I grabbed the edges of the bench because my hands needed a job. The sting under my ass flared every time her weight settled on the stripes. She rolled her hips once, testing how deep she had me, and then she started to ride in earnest. She ground down so her clit dragged on the base of my cock. One hand braced on my shoulder. The other went between us, fingers working her clit in tight wet circles. I could feel the pad of them bump me on every pass.

“Whose cock am I on?” she said.

“Yours.”

“Say the whole thing while I rub my clit.”

“It’s your cock tonight,” I said. “I’m holding my cum until you order it.”

“You feel my cunt take you?”

“Yes. Hot. Tight. I can feel your clit jump.”

“Stay with it,” she said. “Don’t chase. I didn’t tell you to come, and you don’t fuck it into me yet.”

She breathed hard against my neck. “Deeper,” she said. “Stay right there. Don’t you dare finish before I do.” I answered with my hips only when she allowed it, small thrusts that made the stripes burn like new. Her cunt slid and gripped. Boot leather pressed my thigh. The bench printed every cane line back into me.

“Look at me,” she said.

I did. Her face was flushed, and her hair stuck to her neck. She was close. I could see it in her mouth before she said a word. She rubbed faster and rode harder, her clit slick under her fingers, right against me. She came on my cock with a low rough sound. Her cunt pulsed around me, tight and hot. Her hand stayed on her clit until the last of it shook out of her. She stayed down through it, breathing hard, and the leather under my ass felt like fire.

I was right at the edge, and I held because she had told me to. “Lucia.”

She opened her eyes. “Now,” she said. “Come. Deep. I want it in me.”

That was all I had left. I came hard, gasping, hips jerking up into her while the stripes screamed under my ass. She took every pulse of it, one hand flat on my stomach so I would not bolt off the bench. Cum pumped deep in her cunt, hot and thick, and I felt it slick around my cock while she stayed seated on me. It went on longer than I expected. When it let go of me I was swearing under my breath. Then I laughed a little, that stupid relieved laugh I get when a thing hurts and finishes together.

She stayed until I softened, then climbed off and stood beside the bench, flushed and practical again. A little cum dripped from her onto my stomach, and more of it hit the rug when she shifted her heel off my clothes. “Don’t sit up yet,” she said. “Let me look.”

She checked the lines with her fingers and nodded once. While I was still soft she picked the cage up, fitted it back on, locked it, and tugged once to be sure. The click was small and final. My cock tried to stir and had nowhere to go.

“Rules for this week,” she said. “You don’t pick at it. You don’t try the lock with a paperclip just because you’re an architect. You call me if anything pinches. Understood?”

“I won’t pick at it,” I said. “Yes.”

She had me roll onto my side on the rug, my head against her knee, while she sat in the armchair. A glass of water went into my hand, and she didn’t take it back until it was empty. Her palm moved over the lines, light and cool. “How do the stripes feel?”

“Loud,” I said.

“And your head?”

“Quiet. Quieter than it has been in a long time.”

“Then that’s what you take home.” She left her hand there until my breathing stopped catching.

She took a fresh envelope from the side table, dropped the key in, licked the flap, and pressed her lipstick on it in one clean mark. Then she set it in my hand. “That rides home with you. Not in a pocket where you’ll fuss with the seal. On the seat, where you can see it.”

I got dressed slowly. Sitting to pull my pants up was its own event, and every line complained. She walked me down, handed me my coat, and didn’t make a speech at the door. “Text me when you’re in your driveway,” she said. “Not before. I want you feeling the seat the whole way.”

❦

The car was cold. I set the envelope on the passenger seat, lipstick up, and pulled out onto the road. Every line met the upholstery the second I settled, a bright repeating sting that didn’t fade when I shifted. The cage sat heavy under my belt, and what had dripped out of her was still drying on my stomach where I had not wiped well enough. The sealed flap didn’t move. I drove with both hands on the wheel and felt all of it, and the seat kept finding every line. The envelope sat beside me. I left it there.

❦

I held the envelope out at her kitchen door before I spoke, seal unbroken, and the rolled drawing sat under my other arm like a set of plans I had no right to bill for. Lucia stood straight in the tall boots, a little mud still dried on the heels, and she took the envelope and turned it once in the light.

“You didn’t pick at it,” she said.

“I wanted to, most nights,” I said. “Then I thought about that library handrail I checked until it was true, and picking at your seal felt like the same sloppy habit. So I didn’t.”

She gave that dry laugh, the one that shows up out of nowhere and ends before you can join it. “You can come in without building a case.”

“This too.” I offered the roll. “Your attic stairs. Not to build from. They crooked on me and I couldn’t leave it.”

She didn’t open it in the kitchen. She nodded me toward the stairs, and I went up behind her, watching the third tread kick left the way it always did, the handrail pretending the wall agreed with it. In the attic the lamps were soft, the bench waited in its new leather, and the rack held the paddle and the cane that was already done with me. She unrolled the paper and looked a long time, longer than I look at my own work when I’m being vain about it.

“You left the lie in,” she said. “The stair wants to be square and it isn’t. I climb that every day.”

“I straightened it on the first pass,” I said. “It looked like a guest being polite. So I put the crook back, and the handrail where it actually argues with the plaster.”

She took a pin and fixed the drawing beside the rack, high enough that the cane didn’t cover the bad tread. She stepped back, checked it hung level, and gave one small nod. That nod hit me before I had a sentence ready. Inside the cage my cock tried to swell and found steel, and she looked down because she doesn’t miss a thing.

“Already,” she said. “I haven’t even got the key out.”

“It was the nod,” I said. “Not the stairs. I’m not going to dress it up.”

“Don’t.” She slit the envelope with her thumbnail, shook the key into her palm, and dropped it in her pocket. “Over to the bench. Clothes off. Fold them if you must, but don’t build a little office out of it.”

I stripped and made a pile that was neater than she wanted and messier than I liked, which felt like losing on purpose. The cage had lived on me since last Saturday. The cane lines were gone. I knew that because I had checked, the way I check a corner for dust. She took the paddle down and pointed.

“Over it. Chest on the leather. Ass up where I can watch the color come in.”

I bent. The bench was cool on my stomach, and the cage knocked the edge when I settled. She set a boot between my feet and nudged them wider.

“Say what you came up those stairs for,” she said.

“The paddle,” I said. “Your mouth on the rules and your hand on that. And I didn’t say the rest in the kitchen.”

“Say it now.”

“I wanted to kneel for you. I wanted you to take the cage off only when you felt like it.”

“There.” The word was small and it went through me anyway, a jerk I couldn’t tidy. She saw it. “You’re leaking a little already, and we haven’t started. Leave it. That spot on my rug can stay.”

She laid the paddle across both cheeks and let me feel the weight. “Breathe out.”

I did. The first stroke was slow, a deep push more than a crack, heat sinking in under the skin. She waited until I unclenched, then gave me another, lower, where my ass meets my thighs. I made a sound into my arm.

“Count until I take the count away,” she said.

“One. Two.”

She kept her own time. Three and four were firmer, still not fast, and the warmth started to stack into a sting that didn’t leave when the leather left. I counted. Around seven my voice thinned and my hole tightened, and she said so.

“I can see it,” she said. “Your hole’s gone small and your balls are trying to climb into the cage. Open up.”

“I’m trying.”

“Then do it while I hit you, not in the pause.”

The next one landed while I was still answering, harder, and my toes curled in the rug. She worked one side and then the other, slow strokes turning hard without a speech about it. The sound changed. My ass went hot, then hotter, a bright red I could feel in the air of the room. I lost the number. She didn’t hand it back.

“Lucia, that’s…”

“I’m looking,” she said, calm as if we were talking about a fence line. “You don’t get to call it finished because your voice went thin. You call it with marble, and I hang the paddle up. Are you calling it?”

“I’m staying,” I said. “Yes.”

“Then the color is mine to judge, not yours. I hang it up when that red is the one I came up here for. Not a stroke sooner because you flinched.”

I shut my mouth. She put a hand on the small of my back, holding, not striking, and gave me three that blurred. I yelled. The cage knocked wood every time I jerked, and a thin string of me fell to the rug, which I hated on sight.

“I should wipe that,” I said.

She laughed once, dry, the way she does when I square a cup. The paddle came down harder, twice, right where I was already sore, and her boot stayed planted by my calf, mud-heel and all.

“That boot stays planted until I’m done looking, and the drop stays where it landed,” she said. “You can hate the mess. You still don’t touch it.”

“Yes.”

She hit me until the heat was even, no pale patch left to hide in, and my thighs shook. Then she stopped. The quiet rang. She crouched, I think, because her voice came from near my ass, crude and satisfied.

“That’s the red,” she said. “Hot across both cheeks, hole soft now, and you’re dripping like you can’t file it away. Stay a second so I can have it.”

I stayed. My cock ached in the steel. When she told me up, I got up badly, and the praise in her tone made the cage bite all over again.

“Come over to the armchair and get on your knees for me.”

She sat in the wide chair, boots planted, and hooked her panties aside with two fingers. Her cunt was wet, the hair darkened, her clit standing out, and she spread her knees like she was making room at a table.

“Now your tongue. If I ask you something, you answer out loud, even if you have to leave me to do it.”

I knelt on the rug and sat back on my heels, and they met the burn in my ass and I hissed, which made her laugh once, short. I started at the inside of her thigh, where the skin was warm and a little salt, and worked up until my tongue met her cunt. She tasted sharp and clean, a long afternoon still on her, and I licked through her folds with more care than she wanted.

“Flatter,” she said, and took a fist of my hair. “Don’t peck. You’ve got a whole tongue.”

I flattened it and stayed on her clit, slow pressure, then a suck that made her hips roll. She was already wet enough to slick my chin. I pushed my tongue inside her and felt her clench, then came back up because that was where she chased me. The cage swung and tapped my thighs. My jaw started to complain. I didn’t stop.

“You hid this in the kitchen,” she said. “Seal, stairs, your tidy little speech. Meanwhile this was going on. Wasn’t it?”

I lifted off her just enough to speak. “Yes. I was hard in the cage before you laughed. I didn’t say it.”

“Back down.”

I went back. Her thighs began to close around my head, warm and heavy, and the attic got small. I licked her cunt in long messy strokes and stayed on her clit when her hand told me to, nose buried, breathing her. One heel knocked my calf. She was rougher now, hips working, not pretty about it.

“Look at the picture you make,” she said. “Red ass sitting on your heels, steel on your cock, mouth soaked, and a spot on my rug you still want to clean. Don’t you dare get clever. Stay on it.”

“I’m staying,” I said into her, the words wet and stupid, and then I couldn’t talk because her thighs locked. I heard my own breath and the soft sound of my tongue and nothing else. She came hard, a pulse I felt against my mouth, her cunt gripping, a rough sound torn out of her that she didn’t smooth over. I kept licking until she pushed my forehead back with two fingers.

“Enough. You did that right.”

The word hit and my whole body answered, a helpless jerk, hole clenching, the cage biting so sharp I groaned. She watched it and looked pleased in that spare way, warm after the fact, no speech attached.

“Stand between my knees. Hands on the arms. You don’t touch it.”

I stood. She took the key out, fitted it, and the cage came off. Air on my cock was almost too much. I was thick and leaking before she could finish a sentence about it, and she looked at it with that dry almost-smile.

“I hadn’t told you to get hard,” she said. “You did it while I was still talking. I can see every bit of that. Don’t apologize. I like the evidence.”

She pulled the leather gloves on, slow, and the smell of them mixed with the smell of her cunt still on my mouth. One gloved hand closed around my cock and held it still. Not a stroke. A fist, firm, thumb set so I couldn’t slide unless I did the sliding. My balls hung heavy under her wrist.

“I don’t move,” she said. “You do. Fuck my fist. Start slow, and say what you’re doing while you do it.”

“I’m going to move into your hand,” I said, and my voice was careful again, which was funny even to me. “Slow. Because you said slow, and because if I go fast I’ll wreck your timing the way I wreck a rug.”

“Then move. Less joke.”

I rocked forward. My cock slid through the leather, drag tight, then slicker from what I was leaking onto her glove. She didn’t help. She held. I had to find the stroke myself, out to the head, back in until her fist met my body. Every roll of my hips woke the red in my ass. I watched her face because looking at the glove made me want to rush.

“Is that your slow,” she said, “or is that you pretending?”

“Pretending a little.”

“Drop it. Fuck my hand like the slow is the point.”

I did. Long strokes, the leather heating, a small wet sound in the quiet. My balls tapped her wrist. She kept that fist exactly where it was, a still place I had to hit over and over, and the stillness made me desperate faster than a stroke would have.

“I want to go faster,” I said.

“Not yet.”

I groaned and stayed slow, shaking with it, cock so hard the head ached, a week’s lock and her thighs and the paddle all stacked in my belly. She watched a drop run over her thumb and didn’t wipe it.

“Now,” she said. “Faster. And keep your hands on the chair.”

I went faster. My hips snapped. The glove was hot and soaked and she still didn’t pump, she just held, and I fucked that stillness like it was the only thing in the room. The burn in my ass flared every time I drove in. I lost the tidy. I was close, too close, and I got the question out before I lost that too.

“Can I come?”

She didn’t answer. Her fist tightened at the base and stayed there, and she made me wait through one breath, hers, slow, while I shook and didn’t thrust because she hadn’t said to keep going. My cock jumped in the leather. Cum was right there. I held.

“Now,” she said. “Come in the glove.”

I drove in and came, hard, pulse after pulse into her fist, striping the leather, welling over her thumb, a groan I didn’t clean up. My ass clenched and the paddle-heat roared back through me. She held still through all of it and watched my face, then the mess in her palm.

“All of it,” she said. “Don’t save a polite last drop for the drive.”

I gave her what was left. My knees went weak. She didn’t let go until I stopped twitching, and then she turned me with the same calm she uses on a horse that’s already decided, and wiped the glove clean on my red ass. Leather dragged cum across the hot skin, one cheek and then the other, spreading it where she had colored me. I hissed and stood there and took it.

“Bench,” she said. “Before you dress.”

I bent again, and the sticky heat on my ass went cool in the air of the room, and I bit down on a sound. She fitted the cage back over my cock while I was still half hard and too sensitive, and I had to breathe through the close of it. The lock clicked. She tugged, checked it, and nodded once.

“You’ll feel that seat the whole way,” she said. “And you won’t have a hand on this.”

She took a fresh envelope, dropped the key in, and sealed the flap. Then she pressed her lipstick across it, a red mark I could have picked out in the dark. She held it up.

“Sun visor. It’s yours to open, same as always, but this week I’d like it to stay shut unless something pinches. If Saturday already feels close, you carry that. You don’t pick at my lipstick because the week looks long.”

“I won’t.”

“You can get dressed now.” She watched me pull my clothes on over the cage and the mess she’d left on my ass, and she almost let me leave without another word. At the attic door she touched the pin in the drawing, not me. “You drew the stairs true. I liked that.”

My cock tried to swell in the steel, useless and immediate. She glanced at the jump of it and laughed, warm this time, and pointed me down.

❦

The road was dark by the time the farmhouse dropped behind the hill. The envelope rode tucked in the sun visor, her lipstick a red slash across the flap, the seal unbroken. I kept my hands on the wheel and didn’t let one of them wander up. My ass was still warm against the seat, a living heat that flared when I shifted, and the cage sat closed under my belt with nothing left for me to bargain with. I thought about her fist not moving, and about the pin beside the rack, and about Saturday, which already felt close enough to lean on. The flap didn’t get a fingernail. I left it exactly as she had made it, and I drove on with the red still in me.


She Shows Off Her Caged Sissy, Then Takes Him Behind the Curtain — Sissy Public Dare

Ihad flour worked into the creases of my knuckles, and the big mixer was turning with that low patient sound it makes when the dough is almost ready to give up and become bread. At thirty-nine I still took the nights, because the quiet suited me and because the other thing suited me too. I did not say the other thing out loud, not even to myself. The radio sat on the shelf by the proofing cabinet, turned so low it was more a presence than a song. Outside, the street was empty. Just dark glass. My reflection floated up in it whenever I passed close enough for the ovens to catch me.

The want lived under the baker’s whites. Heat stays in an oven after the last tray comes out, not gone, only shut in, and this felt like that. I scored the next round of loaves and wiped the bench. Busy hands help. They are a kind of alibi, and I needed one, even with nobody there to question me.

The first delivery van pulled in at the back door while the sky was still more black than gray. I loaded the crates of warm loaves, the paper bags soft from the heat, and wiped my hands on my apron. Then I was in the car. Flour was still pale on my forearms. I drove home across town as the sky went the color of unbaked dough, both hands on the wheel, trying to arrive as the man who had only been baking.

❦

Greer was in the kitchen in her robe, thirty-seven, with the first coffee already poured. She tilted the lamp over the table before she sat, a small habit from years of making light behave, and the glow made a warm little country between the cups. I stood in the doorway with the night still on me.

“You’re wearing the dough,” she said. She brushed the flour off my forearm with her thumb, unhurried, as if it were a scuff on a gel frame. “How were they?”

“The crust came out right. The rye took its time and then decided to behave.”

“My ladders took theirs too.” She smiled into the cup. “I was in the grid until my calves filed a complaint. One unit kept throwing a hot spot no matter how I begged it.”

I watched her turn pages in a notebook full of little drawings of beams and angles. For a while the want stayed where I had left it, back in the dark window over the ovens. She looked content in that small pool of light. I almost was.

❦

The back room smelled of yeast and hot steel, and the apron was still on its hook. Lace panties sat in my bag, bought on a plain afternoon and carried through a whole shift like a secret that could get warm. I shut the door, and the whites were already on. I had turned thirty-one that winter, with night baking already settled in my hands, and I pulled the lace on under the cotton anyway. No good reason. The mixer turned in the next room, patient as ever, and I went back out and worked.

Every step between the ovens and the racks reminded me. The lace sat against me while I shaped loaves and listened to the radio and felt ashamed and lit up together, so close I could not have told a friend which feeling was winning. By the time the sky grayed I was flushed under the collar. I was certain I would never do it again.

❦

I did it again on the next lonely shift. After that I learned a ritual, so the evidence would not survive the morning. I washed the lace at the shop in a basin and dried it over a chair, where the heat off the ovens finished the job before anyone else had a key in the lock. I told myself it was only cloth. Cloth doesn’t argue. Cloth does not tell your wife.

❦

Last year the blackout curtains were drawn, and the Sunday outside them was already loud. We were in bed with the day shut out. I told Greer. I said I had been wearing lace under my whites on the night shifts, and that I wanted her to know, because not knowing had started to feel like a lie I could taste. My voice went thin in the middle. I waited.

She was quiet for a moment, the quiet she keeps in a theater when she is deciding whether a cue is early or only nervous. Then she put her hand on my chest, over the sternum, not lower. “All right,” she said. “Thank you for saying it in a bed and not in a parking lot.” A little laugh came out of her, warm and uneven. “Lace under the whites. I wondered why some mornings you looked like you had gotten away with something.”

“I did get away with it,” I said. “Until now.”

“Now you have an accomplice,” she said. “If you want one. I’m not going to make you a project, Warren. I’m going to look at you and see if I like what I see. That’s the whole offer.”

I lay there with her hand still on my chest and felt the secret change shape. It was still mine, and it was no longer only mine.

❦

She stood behind me at the bathroom mirror, still in her robe, and painted my mouth. The lipstick was a soft red she had chosen without asking my opinion. Her hand stayed steady on the lipstick. Mine was not. I watched my face change by degrees, the mouth first, and then my eyes, once the mouth was no longer only mine. She capped the lipstick and met my gaze in the glass.

“There,” she said. “Now I know what I’m looking at. Do you?”

“I think I have known,” I said. “I just never had a witness.”

“You have one.” She rested her chin near my shoulder, not quite a kiss. “Weekends, if you want them.”

“I want them,” I said, out loud, so she would hear it. The idea of a stranger’s eyes on any of it made my stomach drop and my skin go hot in the same breath. That part I filed. I did not say it.

❦

Saturday came, and the name came with it. She asked what I wanted to be called once the lipstick was on, and Lacey came out of me and fit, snug and a little surprising, like a good loaf in the right pan. There was lipstick, and stockings, and lace. A small steel cage lived in a tin in her drawer through the week, and from the hour we’d agreed the weekend had started, it lived on me. The key stayed on her lanyard with the theater keys, a small bright tooth among the larger ones.

That first Saturday she opened the tin and held the cage up where I could see it. “Do you want this on you?” she asked. “Yes,” I said. “Lock it on me.” She fitted it, and she turned the key until the lock settled, and she looked at me in the bedroom mirror with a considering softness. “You’d look lovely in a pink gel, Lacey,” she said. “Not red. Red would shout. Pink would make the room hold still.” She tucked the lanyard back under her collar. “Don’t get ideas about an audience. I like you where I can see you, and I like the door locked.”

I nodded. I meant the nod when I gave it. I also felt the sentence land lower than agreement, in the part of me that had stood in lace at the ovens and imagined the dark window filling with faces that never came. I let her see the blush. Not the rest.

I was in the stockings and the lace and the cage when she passed me in the hall, and she said, “Morning, Lacey,” with no extra weight. Then she asked whether we had milk, and the ordinary was what undid me. She spent her nights making strangers look at exactly what she wanted them to look at, and she came home and brushed flour off my arm as if that were also a kind of focus. I loved her. I was also in trouble.

❦

Before my shift I was still in my day clothes, unmarked, a man about to go make bread. She told me about a show she had lit earlier in the week, turning her cup in her hands at the kitchen table.

“There was a moment,” she said, “where I brought up one spotlight and killed everything else, and the whole house went quiet. You could feel them holding their breath. The actor just stood there in that one circle, and nobody in the dark moved. I thought, this is the job. Not the grid or the ladders. The breath.”

I got up. Sitting there any longer was going to show on me, in my lap and in my face, and my knee had started to jump. I took my cup to the sink and ran the water longer than the cup required.

“You all right?” she asked, not unkind.

“Fine,” I said. “Thinking about the rye.”

“You’re a bad liar about bread,” she said. She let it go, which was worse and better than being pressed. “Drive safe. Leave me some of the dark.”

❦

At the ovens I could not leave her any of the dark. Every time I passed the window I pictured faces in the glass, adult strangers in a dark house, holding their breath the way she had described. I pictured her hand on a console I had never seen, and my own body in a circle of light, lace where the apron should have been. The cage would be a small bright fact. Her voice would sit somewhere behind the black, saying nothing louder than my name. I scored one tray too deep and had to start those loaves again. My hands shook. Shame kept my eyes on the dough. I was so hard under the whites that I stood at the mixer until the feeling climbed down enough to let me work. Nobody was there. That had started to feel like a waste, and the waste frightened me more than the want.

❦

On a break I did not need, in the back room, I found the club’s page on my phone. It was plain. It showed a door, and a membership, and a line about watching that made my mouth go dry. I closed it so fast I nearly dropped the phone into a bin of scrap dough. Then I stood with my heart knocking and told myself that closing a page was the same as not having opened it.

❦

I opened it again before the week was out, because telling myself a lie had not made the lie true. I read the rule on opt-in watching, the part that said nobody’s eyes got to land unless the people in the light had asked for them. A no stayed a no, even after a yes had been printed on a card. I read the whole thing from the top again. I did not join anything. I wiped the history with the same care I used to rinse lace in the basin, as if care could make a thing unhappen.

❦

On Thursday, on the way home, I bought a short black robe in a shop that smelled like cedar and did not ask questions. I told the clerk it was for after the shower, and the clerk only nodded, which was a kindness I had not earned. Greer did not know about the page. She did not know about the robe. She did not know that the breath she had described had moved into my body and started making plans.

I kept the robe in the back of the closet, behind a coat I never wore. Already a step. I have never been good at pretending a step is the same as standing still.

❦

The house was empty in the middle of the day, on a day that was not a weekend, and that mattered. The cage was in its tin, and the key was on her lanyard at a theater across the city. What I did next I did with my own hands, and with nobody’s permission but the permission I had stopped being able to refuse myself. I drew the blackout curtains until the bedroom forgot the hour. I set the lipstick on the desk, cap off, color true, copied from the afternoon she had painted me.

In the mirror I painted my mouth. My hand was steadier than it had been in that bathroom, and the steadiness felt like a confession all by itself. The lace panties were the good pair, the ones that sat high on the hip and went a little sheer when they were warmed. I stepped in. The old shock came back, the shop-night shock, except the room smelled like our sheets and not like yeast.

I did not put the robe on. I wanted the lamp to find skin and lace, and nothing that could be mistaken for getting dressed to leave.

The desk lamp had a narrow shade. I turned it on and angled it until the circle sat on me and the rest of the room fell away. The bed was a dark shape. The door was a darker one. In the mirror I saw a broad chest, a belly a little soft from years of tasting dough, bare thighs where the stockings would have been if this had been Saturday. It was not a weekend. I was alone. I was already hard under the lace, the shape of my cock plain against the cloth, my balls drawn up, my ass clenching every time I shifted my weight on the rug.

I thought of the window at the shop, and then I let the thought grow a room around it. Not the bakery. A darker room, with adult members in it who had opted in, who had come to hold their breath. I thought of Greer’s voice when she is working, calm and sparing, warm enough that you trust the next cue. In my head she did not touch me. She lit me. She only said, quieter than the lamp’s hum, that they could look at what was hers.

My own hands did the rest. One of them angled the lamp a fraction lower, so the circle caught the lace and the line of my cock and the shadow under my belly. The other slid down and stroked me through the cloth, slow at first, because the lace dragged in a way that made my knees think about folding. I watched it in the mirror. A mirror will flatter you and then refuse to. I looked like a man who had been waiting to be seen, and who had built the seeing out of a bedroom lamp and a closed door.

“Greer,” I said, once, to the empty room. Her name came out rough. After that I kept my mouth shut and let the fantasy talk. Her voice stayed in my head only, telling the dark that this was the cue, that they could look, that the lace was not a costume so much as the truth with the apron taken off. I stroked harder. The head of my cock pushed at the lace until the cloth was damp and tight, and every pull dragged a sound out of me that the curtains were kind enough to keep. My balls tightened. My hole clenched on nothing. I braced my free hand on the edge of the desk. The lamp wobbled. The circle of light shivered over my stomach and then settled again, and I watched myself as I had imagined a room would watch, hungry and a little reverent and unable to look away.

I came in the panties, under the lamp, alone. It hit hard enough that I bent over the desk and kept stroking through the wet lace, because stopping felt impossible. Cum soaked the cloth and slicked my fingers. My cock pulsed against my own palm. My face in the mirror went open and stupid with it. The lipstick held. That was the detail that undid what was left of my pride. My mouth was still neat, and the rest of me was a mess in a circle of light, shaking, saying nothing, because I had already spent her name.

When it was over I turned the lamp off and stood in the dark until my legs remembered their job. I cleaned up. I hid the lace in the wash, where a weekend pair would not look strange. I put the lipstick back. The robe stayed in the closet, unwrinkled, a step I had bought and not yet taken. The want had stopped being a private heat I could rinse out of a basin. It had a sentence now, and that sentence wanted out of my mouth and onto something she could hold.

❦

I waited through another night of loaves and another dawn of ordinary coffee, because some cowardices are just timing. Then, with flour still on my forearms and her cup already on the table, I tucked one of the bakery’s order cards under it. The club’s name was on the front, copied in the pen I use for order lists. One sentence sat on the back, the letters careful so they would not look like a panic: I want them to see what’s yours.

I went to bed before she came into the kitchen. I heard the cup move. I heard nothing after that for a long time, which is its own kind of answer, and not the one that ends you.

❦

She took a week. Over coffee on a morning when I was barely upright, she told me she had read the card again, and that she was not angry. Anger would have been easier, she said, than the feeling she actually had, which was interest with a long shadow on it.

“I light people for a living,” she said. “I know what a room full of eyes can do. I’m not handing you to a room because you had a brave half hour with a pen.”

“I know.”

“Do you?” She looked at me with the look she saves for a practical that might be beautiful or might be a mistake. “I’m going to their members’ evening alone,” she said. “I’m going to read the rules until I’m bored of them. If I hate it, the card goes in the trash, and we don’t speak of it on Saturdays. If I don’t hate it, we’ll talk, and the talk will be the kind where you can still walk it back.”

“All right,” I said. My voice did the thin thing again.

❦

She went. I stayed with the ovens and baked. I wore nothing under the whites but myself, and the nights felt strangely loud.

She came home smelling of a room that had been full of people and then emptied. She set two membership cards on the counter and did not slide them toward me like a prize.

“I didn’t hate it,” she said. “I took the cards so we could decide with paper in front of us, instead of with your sentence burning a hole in my pocket.” She touched my wrist, flour and all. “Saturday. Not tonight.”

Saturday found us anyway, and the kitchen held the late light. She set her laptop on the table, and the club’s form stood open on the screen, bright and plain and waiting. I stood with my hands damp from the sink. The whole week sat in my chest, ready to be said out loud or walked back, and not yet either.

❦

The kitchen still smelled like coffee and the flour that lives in my clothes no matter how long I stand under the shower after the ovens. Greer had the club’s form open on her laptop between our two cups. Beside it sat the two membership cards, my card with the one sentence on the back, and her lanyard, the little steel key hanging in among the theater keys.

She typed while she talked, quick and steady, already picking the spot where the light ought to fall.

“Greer,” she read out. “Warren.” She filled the age lines the form wanted and didn’t bother saying the numbers. We both knew them. My cock thickened in my jeans before I had a word ready. She looked up, saw the shape of it under the denim, and smiled like she’d just marked the place for the key light.

“House rules,” she said. She read them twice, slow enough that I couldn’t pretend I’d missed one. “Members opt in to watch. Nobody touches anyone but the partner they came with. The exit stays open.”

I shifted on the chair. The seam dragged over me and made it worse, and she saw that too.

She wrapped both hands around her cup. “We skip the bar. Coffee only, same as this. You say no and we eat pancakes, watch a film, and Lacey’s still Lacey next weekend. Lantern means clothes on and we go home. No scene. You still want it, you say so in your own mouth.”

The sentence on my card sat face down, and I could feel the ink anyway. I want them to see what’s yours. My ears went hot. I set the cup down flat so my hand would quit shaking.

“Yes,” I said. “I want it. I’m sober, it’s coffee, and I’m saying yes. I want them to see what’s yours.”

“All of it?” she asked.

“All of it.” I tried to make the next part a joke, and it came out shy instead. “Even the part the bakery apron usually hides.”

My cock didn’t get the joke.

She didn’t argue, and she didn’t make a speech. She shut the laptop, picked up the lanyard, and nodded at the hall.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Bring yourself.”

The desk lamp was already on. The mirror caught both of us, me in my Saturday clothes and her with that key against her dress. She sat me on the edge of the bed and tipped my chin with two fingers, no fuss at all.

“Hold still for me.”

The lipstick was a deep pink. She painted my mouth with a steady hand, the same hand she uses when she clips a gel over a lamp and wants the whole room to go warm. I watched it happen in the glass. My mouth looked like someone else’s. My cock pushed at my fly like it had been invited.

“Jeans off,” she said. “Shorts too.”

I got them off and stood there with flour still ghosted on my wrists. My cock was out in the bedroom light, hard, not much to look at, which we both already knew. She didn’t laugh yet. She rolled the stockings up my legs, slow, the nylon catching on the hair until she smoothed it, and then she held out the lace panties.

“Step in,” she said. “Both feet.”

I stepped in, and she held the lace at my knees. She took the small steel cage out of its tin in her drawer and waited, one cool palm on my thigh, until I had gone soft enough for it, while I tried to breathe like a man who bakes bread for a living. The ring settled behind my balls. The tube closed over my cock. It didn’t have far to go. She turned the lock. The click was small and final, and the key went back onto the lanyard with the theater keys. Then she drew the lace up over the steel.

“There,” she said.

That one word hit me lower than the lock did. My cock swelled against the steel and had nowhere to go. A thin slick bead pushed out at the tip and caught in the lace.

I fetched the short black robe from behind the old coat in the closet, the one thing she had not known about. She tied it over everything without a word, loose, so the belt barely held, and looked me over in the mirror like she was checking a cue.

“Heels next.”

I got into them. They made me taller and less sure of the floor, which felt about right. She walked once around me, tugged the robe straight, and met my eyes in the glass.

“Still yes?”

“Yes.”

❦

The lobby of the old warehouse was dim except for the desk lamp. A sign by the inner door said members’ night was adults only. A calm woman, fifty-six, with a stack of wristbands checked the two cards Greer had brought home, looked at our coffee-sober faces, and slid the bands across. Greer put mine on first, then her own. The plastic sat snug on my wrist, right above the place the oven mitts usually sit.

She didn’t rush me past it. She tipped her head, one more time, the exit in sight behind us and the lounge noise already low through the inner door.

“Yes or home,” she said. “Your mouth, Lacey.”

“Yes,” I said again. My heels clicked once on the concrete when I shifted. “I’m in.”

She took the collar out of her bag, the one I had asked her for on a night when the dough was resting and I couldn’t look at her while I said it. She buckled it on, snug, not choking, and clipped the leash. The click sat right under my ear.

“Walk with me,” she said, and she didn’t pull hard. She didn’t have to.

The lounge was low sofas and warm lamps and regulars who had opted in, a crowd that had been coming for years, the youngest of them well past thirty, talking quiet, watching without getting up. We went once around, past the bar without stopping, the bottles bright and none of them for us. I smelled citrus peel and somebody’s cologne and the heat of too many bodies in one room. Every look landed on the robe and the leash and the heels. My caged cock ached in the lace with every step. Greer kept the leash short enough that I stayed at her hip. She checked the room the same way she checks a stage, where the light fell, where the exit was, who had turned a chair.

“You feel them looking?” she asked, close to my ear.

“Yes.”

“Good place for it,” she said. The praise ran through me so fast my cock nudged the steel. “Keep walking. Chin up when we hit the light.”

The small platform was the brightest thing in the place. She led me up into it, and the heat of the lamps hit my face and my bare thighs. For a second I thought about the bakery, the ovens throwing light when you open them in the middle of the night. Then she was in front of me, and there was no dough to hide behind.

She untied the robe and opened it with both hands, wide, so the lace and the steel sat in the brightest part of the light. A murmur moved through the sofas. Nobody stood. Nobody reached. They only watched, which was the rule, and which was somehow worse and better at the same time.

“Lift your chin,” she said.

I didn’t. Shame kept it down. My cock jumped in the cage anyway, a stupid little tug against the steel, and the slick at the tip smeared the lace.

She didn’t scold. Her hand came up under my jaw, not a slap, just a hold, and her voice stayed easy. “Still yes?”

“Yes,” I said, and she said, “Then lift it. Let them see your mouth.”

I lifted it. The leash tugged once when I did, and the collar held me there in the light, lipstick shining, face hot enough to feel from the inside.

“Open it, Lacey,” she said, though she was the one holding the robe. “Let them see what I keep locked up, all of it, such as it is.”

Somebody on a sofa laughed, low, not mean, just honest. I heard it, and my balls pulled tight, and the cage had so little work to do that the steel barely shifted.

“Hear that?” Greer said, fond and crude, close to my ear and loud enough for the front row. “That’s the sound of a room looking at a cock I can lock in one hand. Pretty lace. Not much under it. You hiding, or are you going to stand there and let them look?”

“I’m standing,” I said. My voice shook. I tried to make it funny, because that’s what I do when the loaves come out small. “The show’s the show.”

“It is,” she said. She smiled, and my cock leaked another bead into the lace because she had smiled.

Lantern sat right behind my teeth. I could taste the want to say it, hot and plain, the same taste I get when a tray comes out wrong. I didn’t give it air. The exit was open. I stayed in the light with my robe held wide and my caged cock on display, and Greer let them look until the murmur settled into quiet again.

She closed the robe only enough to walk me. She led me off the platform toward the velvet curtain at the side of the lounge. The private room behind it was smaller, a padded bench, one lamp, the curtain heavy enough to hide us and not heavy enough to hide sound. She didn’t unclip anything yet. She put her palm flat on my chest and pushed, and I went down on my back on the bench, heels skidding, robe falling open again so the cage and the lace were right there between us. My ass planted on the pad. My hole clenched around nothing.

“Stay down,” she said. “Hands on the bench.”

I put them there. My breath came short. She hitched her dress up. Nothing under it. I saw her pussy in the low lamp, already wet, the hair trimmed, her clit flushed. The smell of her hit me before her skin did, warm and sharp and hers. She swung a knee over and sat, thighs on either side of my face, and her bare cunt came down on my painted mouth.

A groan broke out of me into her. She ground once, slow, and the lipstick smeared off my mouth onto her lips and the soft inside of her thigh.

“Tongue,” she said. “On my clit. Don’t get shy now. They already saw the rest.”

I licked. The first stroke was messy because my mouth was full of her and my own heartbeat. Then I found the swollen tip of her clit and stayed there, flat tongue, then the point of it, the stroke she always wants when she’s already close from running a room. She tasted salt and skin and the heat of the lounge still on her. Her fingers slid into my hair and held me there, not yanking, just keeping. She rolled her hips so my nose pressed her and my tongue had to work under the grind.

“That’s it,” she said. The praise landed in the cage. My cock strained, trapped, and a slick string pushed out and dropped onto the lace over my balls. I couldn’t see it. I could feel it, cool then warm, a little shameful thread I couldn’t wipe away. Both my hands stayed on the bench where she’d put them with one look.

She lifted just enough that I could breathe and talk. Her cunt shone an inch above my mouth, lipstick already streaked on her thigh.

“You want out of that cage?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, raw, stupid with it. “Please. Let me out. I’m dripping on the lace, Greer, please. I want to come, and I can’t even get a hand on it.”

She laughed, low, and sat back down so the laugh turned into a gasp against my tongue.

“No.”

I licked her clit again because that was the order still in her hand, in her weight, in the way her fingers kept my hair. She ground harder. The bench creaked under my ass. Her thighs tightened around my ears and then eased, and I heard the lounge on the other side of the curtain, glasses, a voice, somebody shifting on a sofa to listen. Greer heard it too. She always hears a room.

“Hear that?” she said, breath breaking, still teasing, still fond. “The whole lounge is listening to you lick me. Keep your tongue on my clit. Don’t you dare go polite.”

I didn’t. I sucked, then licked, then pressed my tongue flat and let her use my mouth. Lipstick smeared wider over her lips and down the crease of her thigh every time she rocked. My hole clenched again. My balls ached under the lace. The cage held my cock in that small cruel curve. Every time she praised me with a sound instead of a word, I leaked more, a string, then another, soaking a dark spot into the panties. I couldn’t touch myself. Nobody else was allowed to.

“Say whose it is,” she said. She lifted half an inch so I could get the words out against her wet skin.

“Yours,” I said. “The cock, the cage, the show. Yours.”

“Again, while you lick.”

I said it into her cunt, muffled, filthy, true. She ground down and took the rest of the sentence. Her clit jumped under my tongue. Her fingers tightened in my hair. She rode my mouth in short hard rolls, not pretty, just need. I kept my tongue where she wanted it while my painted mouth slipped and smeared and my chin got soaked.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Right there. Right on it. You feel how wet I am?”

“Yes,” I got out. The word lost itself under her.

“Then stay useful.”

I stayed. She came like that, loud, a broken shout that carried through the velvet and into the lounge. Her cunt pulsed on my tongue. Her thighs shook around my face. A rush of wet ran over my lips and down my chin. I licked her through it because her hand was still in my hair and she hadn’t told me to quit. She jerked and laughed once, wrecked, and pressed down again until the last of it shivered out of her.

When she finally sat up on my chest, dress still hitched, my mouth was a mess of her and the lipstick she’d put on me at home. She looked down at the cage. My cock was red against the steel, straining, useless, and a slick string hung from the tip to the lace, shining in the lamp.

“Please,” I said again, hoarse. “Out. Just out. Let me come.”

She laughed, warm and steady, and the laugh was the answer before the word was.

“No,” she said. She tapped the cage once with two fingers so I felt it in my balls. “It stays. They heard you. They don’t get to touch. I do. You don’t get to come in my lace tonight.”

She swung off me, stood, and smoothed her dress down over her wet thighs like she was resetting a light. Then she unclipped the leash from the collar, looped it around her wrist, and looked at me still on my back with my robe open and my mouth wrecked.

“We’re not leaving yet,” she said.

I lay there and tasted her, and the steel didn’t give.

❦

The music on the other side of the velvet was only a muffled thump, the same dull beat I get from the ovens when I’m out in the alley and the door is almost shut. The members were still out there on their sofas, not one of them under thirty. I was still on my back on the padded bench, robe open, mouth wrecked, lipstick dragged down to my chin. Greer sat beside me with the leash looped around her wrist. She studied that smear like a light that had missed its mark.

Her thumb came up and pressed the color back toward my lip, slow, fixing the line. The pad of it was warm. Under the waxy lipstick I could still smell her cunt on my own mouth, and my cock pushed at the bars of the cage before she had said a word about it.

“Hold still, Lacey,” she said. “You wore it down to your chin. They heard you do it.”

“They were listening that close?”

“Close enough to talk.” She kept her thumb on my lip and gave it to me plain, not softer. “A woman by the platform said, ‘Look at that little cage. There’s hardly a cock in there at all.’ The man with her said, ‘He’s leaking through the lace and she hasn’t even put a hand on him.’ Then somebody just behind them said, ‘She came on his mouth. You could hear how grateful he was for it.’ I heard every word. You didn’t. You were busy.”

Shame went through me so hot I could taste it. My cock swelled against the steel until the bars pinched, and a drop pushed out and soaked the lace. She watched it happen. The corner of her mouth went soft, fond and mean at the same time.

“There,” she said. “I tell you there’s hardly a cock in there and you strain like I handed you a prize. Did you?”

“Yes.”

“Say what she said. I want it out loud.”

“There’s hardly a cock in there at all.” I tried to make it a joke, because if I didn’t I was going to hide my face in the robe. “The bakery never did me any favors. All those nights with the dough and the loaves and the light on the ovens, and this is what I brought to the show.”

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t argue with it either. Her thumb left my mouth. She tapped the cage once through the lace, and I felt the tap all the way up in my balls.

“You want something,” she said. “Ask me for it.”

“Can I taste you again?” It came out before I had a plan for it. “Please. I can still taste you. I want more.”

She looked at my mouth, then at the wet spot darkening the lace. She shook her head once.

“Not with your mouth this time.”

She stood. The leash slid off her wrist, and she clipped it back onto the collar. The click was small and hard in the quiet. She put her back to the wall beside the bench and set one heel up on the padding, so the dress rode and I could see she had nothing under it. Her pussy was right there in the low light, swollen, still shiny from my mouth. She wrapped the leash around her fist and looked down at me.

“Get up against me,” she said. “Close enough that I can smell the lipstick.”

I got up. The cage tugged when I moved, and my knees felt loose. I stepped in until her raised knee was against my hip and the heat of her was on my hand. She shortened the leash until the collar sat snug under my jaw. I could not have stepped back. I did not want to.

“I want two fingers in me,” she said. “Go slow for a second, then stop being careful. Talk to me while you do it.”

I slid two fingers into her. She was wet enough that they went in easy, hot and soft and then tight around the knuckles. A low noise left her that was not a word. My cock jumped in the cage so hard the bars clicked against each other. She felt that against her leg. She laughed low in her chest, the laugh she saves for a show that is going the way she drew it.

“Hear that?” she said. “That’s you, locked up, knocking on your own cage because your fingers are in my cunt. Tell me where they are.”

“In your cunt.”

“Push them deeper for me.”

I pushed them deeper. My palm sat flush to her, and I could feel her clit before she told me to find it, a small hard point under the heel of my hand. She was shaking a little already, not coming, just taking it. Her back stayed flat to the wall. Her heel stayed planted so I had the angle. The room smelled like her, and like warm skin, and a little like the club’s old carpet. The music kept thumping, far off. Nobody was in here with us. Just her fist on the leash, and my fingers in her, and the cage biting me every time I got harder. That was every time she breathed.

“Put your thumb on my clit,” she said. “Don’t you lose those fingers.”

I set my thumb on her clit and rubbed in small circles, the ones she likes when she is already wet and telling me what to do. She tightened around my fingers. Her free hand was on the wall, then on my shoulder. Then she used it to hike the dress higher so the light fell on what I was doing. I watched my hand. I could not help it. Three was not the order yet, and already I was so hard in that little cage I thought the lock might complain.

“That’s perfect,” she said.

That one word hit me like a hand. My hips jerked, and another drop leaked through the bars and stuck the lace to me. She saw it and did not even mention it yet. She just took it in, reading me like a room she already knew.

“You can give me three,” she said. “I can take them.”

I worked a third finger in beside the two. It was a stretch. She hissed, and her heel scraped the padding. Then she opened for it and took me to the knuckles, hot and soaking. I could hear it, a wet sound every time I pushed, and her cunt gripped and let go and gripped again. I kept my thumb on her clit and tried to hold the rhythm. My own cock throbbed uselessly against steel, leaking, going nowhere.

“Look at my face,” she said. “I don’t want your eyes on your hand.”

I looked down. I wanted the shine on my fingers. I wanted to see how open she was, and how my hand disappeared into her. “One more second,” I said, and I kept my eyes on it.

The leash went short so fast the collar yanked my chin up. No speech came with it, and no reason either. Her fist sat under my jaw, the leather creaking, until my eyes had nowhere to go but hers. She held me there. Her face was flushed, mouth open, eyes sharp on mine. She was still moving on my fingers, and the look was part of the fuck.

“That’s where you look,” she said. “You can feel what your hand is doing. You don’t get to hide in it. Are you looking at me?”

“Yes.”

“Keep your eyes on mine.”

Her free hand came down and closed over the cage through the lace. She squeezed, and it was not a pat. Her fingers found the bars and the small hard shape of me inside them. She held the whole of it in her palm while I fucked her with three fingers and my thumb worked her clit. The leash stayed tight in her other fist. I was close enough to smell her breath.

“God, Lacey,” she said. Her breath was harder now, and her voice was still steady enough to be crude. “I can fit all of it in my hand. The cage and the cock. Feel that? That’s the whole show, such as it is. A small thing, locked up, leaking on my fingers, and your hand is the only part of you inside me.”

My hips jerked again. I could not stop them. The squeeze and the word small and the grip of her cunt all landed at once. A fresh drop pushed through the bars and wet the lace against her palm. She felt it. She laughed that low laugh, fond, and she did not let go.

“There it is,” she said. “One drop. That’s your whole speech. Tell me how small it is.”

“It’s small.” My voice cracked. I kept my eyes on hers because the leash was still short, and because she had put them there. Looking at her face while she said it was worse than looking at my hand, and better. “It’s so small. You can hold all of it.”

“I can.” She squeezed again, rolling the cage in her palm. Her hips started to work on my fingers in short grinds, her clit fat and slick under my thumb. “Don’t you slow down on me. I want it faster, and I want those fingers curled. You know the spot.”

I curled my fingers and fucked her with them, three of them, wet to the wrist. I watched her face because the leash demanded it. Her mouth opened wider. Her eyes went a little unfocused and then came back sharp, checking that I was still on her and not on my own hand. The heel on the bench started to slip. She did not care. She chased the feeling, back knocking the wall, dress bunched at her waist. The key on her lanyard ticked against her chest, where I could see it and not touch it.

“Right there,” she said. “Stay with me. Don’t you look away. I’m going to come on your fingers, Lacey, and you’re going to watch my face while I do it.”

“I’m watching.”

She came hard. I felt it before the sound, her cunt clamping down on my three fingers in long pulses, hot and tight, slick running over my knuckles onto my palm. Then she shook, a real shake, her shoulders hitting the wall. Her breath broke into a rough noise she did not pretty up. Her heel slipped off the padding and hit the floor. She caught herself on the leash and on my shoulder, still coming, still grinding down on my hand. I held still inside her and kept my thumb on her clit until she grabbed my wrist and stopped me. It was too much. She laughed once under the wreck of her breath.

For a second the only sound was both of us breathing, and that far thump of the music through the velvet.

She pulled my hand out slow. It shone. She held the three fingers up between our faces, wet with her, and she did not let the leash go.

“Clean them for me,” she said. “I want all of it, and I want your eyes on mine while you do it.”

I licked. My own fingers, her taste, salt and slick, a little of the heat still on them. I took them into my mouth one at a time and then together, tongue between them, and I kept my eyes on hers the whole time. My cock throbbed in the cage, still leaking, still locked. A wet spot spread in the lace under where her hand had been. She watched my mouth work, and she did not rush me.

“Hear that?” she said, quieter, almost pleased. “That’s you, licking me off your own hand, and the whole lounge is on the other side of a curtain. They already know what you sound like when you’re grateful.”

A noise caught in my throat around my fingers. It was not a word. She smiled, small and fond, and she let me finish, every bit of it, until my mouth was clean of her and full of the taste again anyway. When she took her hand back she looked at me a moment. Lipstick fixed. Chin still a little pink. The cage was a dark spot in the lace. She did not unlock anything.

Then she reached into the bag on the bench. She took out a small plug and a tube of lube and set them on the padding, neat, side by side, like a light she had already decided where to put.

❦

The plug and the tube of lube sat on the padded bench right where she had set them, neat and side by side, and my lace was dark at the front where the cage had leaked. The curtain held the lounge down to a murmur, a roomful of members out there and not one of them under thirty. The lamp was warm on the padding. I could smell her on my mouth, and the sweet plastic of the lube, and a little flour smell still caught in my own heat from the week at the ovens.

“Over here, Lacey,” Greer said, and she tipped her chin at the bench like she was aiming a light. “Robe up over your back, knees on the bench, chest down on the padding. I want your back in the lamp, and I want that lace out of my way.”

I went. The short robe slid up and bunched at my waist, and the air hit my ass before she even touched me. The wet lace clung to my cock and the cage under it. She hooked two fingers in the panties and drew them aside, slow, so the lace stayed twisted against one cheek. The cage swung free between my thighs and clicked once against itself. It was small and steel and heavier than it looked, and the tip was already shining.

“Look at you,” she said, and her hand settled on the small of my back, steady and warm. “Hanging there like a prop I forgot to strike, such as it is.” She laughed low. “You feel how dark that lace got from you leaking through my show? You still haven’t said the thing you came back here to say.”

“I can feel it,” I said, and the words were thinner than I meant. “Greer, please, I need to come. You’ve come twice, and I’ve been locked since we walked in, and I’m right on the edge of it. Please.”

“No,” she said, and one finger ran down the bars, slow, bar to bar. My cock tried to swell into steel that would not give. She saw it while she was still talking, the same as she always does. “Not here, and not yet.” She pressed the pad of her finger where I was wet. “Say it back to me.”

“Not here,” I said, and my hips jerked anyway. “Not yet.” I laughed a little, shaky, because if I did not laugh I was going to beg worse. “The loaves don’t argue with me like this. They just proof and get on with it.”

“They don’t leak on my bench either,” she said. She picked up the tube and slicked her fingers, and the lube was cold for a second and then it was not. “What do you want, out loud, all of it.”

“I want to come,” I said. I was already hard in the only way the cage allowed, thick at the root and useless past the steel. She saw that too, because my cock pushed at the bars while I was still talking. “I want your hand on me, and I want the key, and I want out of this thing. I want to finish on your fingers, or in your mouth, or on the floor, and I don’t care which.”

“The key stays on the lanyard,” she said. She circled my hole with two slick fingers, easy, like she was checking a mark on a set. “You get this instead. Breathe, and tell me when it stops being a surprise.”

She pressed one finger in, slow, and a groan tore out of me that I would have mocked at the bakery. She waited. She added lube and a second finger, opening me, and her other hand came under to the cage. She stroked the bars and the balls behind them, rolling my balls in her palm while the steel ticked. The contrast made my knees soft. Cold bars, a warm hand, her fingers working deeper in my ass. The leak started again before I could stop it.

“Tight,” she said, and her fingers stayed buried. “You been staring at that plug since I set it down. Haven’t you.”

“Yes,” I said into the padding. My face was hot. “In my ass, and in the cage. Both. I can’t pick which ache is worse.”

“You don’t get to pick,” she said. She set the small plug against me, blunt and cool, and pushed. She did not rush it. When I tightened she stopped, and her hand on my balls went still. She waited until I pushed back for her. The wide part burned sweet, and then my hole closed on the neck, and the base sat flush against me. Her fingers never left the cage. She smeared what I leaked along the bars and kept stroking, gentle and mean at once.

“There you are,” she said. “Full of a small plug, Lacey, for what I keep locked up. You can take that. Thank me for it.”

“Thank you,” I said, and I meant it, and I hated how fast it came out. “It’s a lot, and it’s good. Please don’t stop touching me.”

“Hands on the edge of the bench,” she said.

I had already reached back, and I did not plan it. My hand found the cage and held the bars like I could pull my cock free of them. The plug shifted, and a string of precum swung off the tip and broke.

“Please,” I said. “Just a second, let me hold it. I’m so close I can taste it, Greer, please.”

She took my wrist and put it back on the padded edge. She pressed it flat with her palm and held it there until my fingers stopped trying to curl under.

“Your hands stay on the edge,” she said, quieter. “What are your hands doing right now.”

“Staying on the edge,” I said, and I was shaking so hard the padding creaked. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” she said. “Be where I put you.” She pressed once more, so I felt the weight of her choice in my wrist. Then she let go only far enough to climb.

Her knee hit the bench, and then her weight came down on me. She settled astride my ass like she had already measured the spot. Her pussy was hot and slick against me, and her clit found the base of the plug. She rolled her hips once, testing, and the plug pressed deeper. I groaned into the padding so hard I felt it in my chest.

“Hear yourself,” she said. “That curtain is only cloth. Do you want the lounge to hear you drip, or do you want to be quiet for me.”

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do,” she said. “Answer me out loud.”

“I want you to use me,” I said. “I want you to come on it, and I don’t care who hears. I just need you to let me come after, please. I’ll be quiet on the way out, and I’ll do the walk however you want.”

“No,” she said, and she ground down so the base knocked the plug in. My hole clenched around it. “Not here, and not yet. You leak, and that’s the part you play. Say what the cage is doing.”

“It’s holding me,” I said. “It’s too small, and I’m pushing at it, and I can’t get hard the rest of the way. I’m dripping on the bench. Greer, my balls ache. Every time you roll, I feel it in the plug and in the bars at the same time.”

“I know,” she said. She rode the base in slow rolls, her clit dragging over that hard circle, pressing me deeper on every pass. The lanyard swung, and the keys tapped my back, theater keys and the little cage key among them. They were cold and then warm, a tick against my skin each time she came forward. “Such a small cock, and it still makes a mess. Long strings already. You proud of that.”

“A little,” I said, and I laughed, wrecked. “Don’t tell the ovens.”

She laughed too, low, and the laugh broke into a harder grind. Her thighs clamped my hips. Her hand checked my wrist, two fingers on my knuckles, keeping me flat. Then she trusted it and used both hands on my waist so she could work her clit where she wanted it. The plug seated and reseated. I could smell her, sharp and sweet, and the lube, and the heat of the lamp on my shoulder. Under all of that sat the faint bakery smell I never quite wash off. Precum gathered at the tip of the cage and let go, a string, and then another. They tapped the bench in a soft little rhythm I could hear, because the rest of me had gone quiet except for breath.

“You’re dripping on my set,” she said. “Stay right there, and don’t you reach. If your hand leaves that edge, I stop.”

“I’m staying,” I said. “I swear. Greer, it’s too much and it’s not enough. I can feel every bar, and I can feel your clit on the base. Please, I’m going to shake apart.”

“Then you can shake,” she said, and her hips sped up. Small circles, then a hard press that shoved me forward on the padding. My chest slid, and my hands had to grip the edge or I would have gone over it. “Hold that edge and let me have this. You don’t get the ending. I get it.”

“Yes,” I said, and I meant the whole of it. “I’m here, and I’m not moving my hands. Please just don’t stop touching the cage. I need your hand on it.”

She reached under again without losing the grind. She stroked the bars and the balls behind them, slick with me, and that undid the last of my pride. I shook. My knees tried to give. She came grinding on the plug base, hips rolling through it. Her clit pulsed against that hard little circle while she pressed me deep and did not let up. Her breath broke. She said my name like a handle, Lacey, Lacey, and kept riding the aftershock instead of climbing off. She used me and kept the plug seated, and she kept my wrists where she had put them.

I did not come. The cage would not let me. Long strings of precum poured out of it and swung and broke on the bench, one after another. A noise came up that was almost a sob and almost a laugh. My whole body tried to chase a finish that the steel kept just out of reach.

“Honest,” she said, when she heard it, and the praise hit harder than the plug. My cock jumped in the bars. Another string fell. She felt it, and she laughed low against my back, and she did not unlock anything.

“Please,” I said. “That’s cruel, and you know what that word does. I’m right on it. One more roll and I might go over.” I could have said lantern and stopped the whole night, and I did not.

“You might leak harder, and that’s all,” she said. She stayed on me, weight on my ass, still rolling slow. Her clit caught the base in little aftershocks that pressed the plug and made my hole flutter. Her hand stroked the cage once more, lazy, and my balls drew up and had nowhere to go. “You shake, and you drip, and you stay locked. That’s the show, and you’re doing it. What did I tell you about coming.”

“Not here,” I said, and the words cracked on it. “Not yet.”

“And your hands,” she said.

“On the edge,” I said, and I looked at them so I would believe it. They were flat. They hurt from holding. “I didn’t reach, and I wanted to, and I didn’t.”

“I saw that,” she said. She ground once more, deep, like she was signing the spot. Then the sharp part of it left her and she just breathed, still astride me, still keeping me there. The keys tapped my spine and did not turn. I trembled under her until the tremble ran down to a fine shake. The last string of precum swung and held and finally fell. She watched it go like she had placed the light on purpose.

❦

When she eased off, the air felt cold where her cunt had been. She worked the plug out slow, with the same patience, and my hole clenched on nothing. I whimpered, and she set the plug on the bench beside the wet spot I had made.

“Get up off the bench,” she said. “We’re done in this room.”

I stood on legs that did not trust me. She drew the lace back over the cage, and the dark spot showed through, and she looked at it and left the lock alone. The collar stayed on. She coiled the leash into her fist, fixed the robe, and tied it. She wiped my chin with her thumb where the pink had smeared again. She checked the lamp before she left it, the same check she gives a set.

“Chin down a little,” she said. “You look used, and you didn’t get to finish, and I like that on you. Can you walk out of here.”

“If you hold on,” I said. “The cage shifts when I step, and I’m still a mess. The dough never gives me this kind of trouble.”

She smiled, quick and fond, and took my hand. “Walk with me, and don’t let go.”

We went out through the velvet into the lounge. Members’ night was adults only, and it was still going, the bar bright, the room full of talk that dipped and came back. I felt eyes without looking for faces. Nobody touched us. The cage moved with every step, the lace stuck to me, and the ache in my ass was a bright little reminder. I could still feel the base of that plug and the grind she had come on. Greer kept my hand in hers and did not slow. She nodded toward the exit like she had known the path before we ever sat down.

The lot was cooler. In the car she did not start it right away. She held my hand on the console, and the cage was still locked, and the key was still on the lanyard against her chest. I was still hard in the steel and still leaking into lace that would show if the wrong light hit it.

“The rest happens at home, in my light,” she said.

I nodded, and I did not trust my mouth with anything smarter than that. She squeezed my hand once, and that was the whole answer. I sat there locked and shaking a little, waiting for her to drive.

❦

The house was quiet after the drive, and the blackout curtains were shut. The bedroom had no dawn in it at all. I stood by the bed in the short black robe, stockings still up, lace wet against the cage. Still locked. The collar and leash were back in her bag. My heels lay in the hall where I had kicked them. Under the club smell on my skin I could still catch flour. It lives in me, and it doesn’t care how far I get from the ovens.

Greer set her bag on the chair and looked at the bedside lamp. She was already choosing where the light ought to fall. Her mouth had that quick, fond set she gets when a show is not finished.

“Stay on your feet,” she said. “I carried something home for you. I want the room right before you sit.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said. “My legs think we never left the show.”

She smiled at that, quick and fond. She took a square of pink lighting gel and a little clip out of the bag. She fitted the gel over the shade, neat as a cue she had been saving, and switched the lamp on.

The dark went pink. It was warmer than the hard wash from the club. It landed on the curtains, then the sheet, then on me. My face heated before she had turned all the way around.

“There,” she said. “Step into it. Robe open. I want the stockings and the lace in the glow, not swallowed up in that black.”

I opened the robe and let it hang off my arms. I stepped where the pink was strongest. The wet patch in the lace showed at once, and so did the small hard shape of the cage under it. She walked a slow half circle around me. I felt her looking even when she stood at my shoulder.

“What do you see?” she asked.

“The light,” I said. “And a baker who should have been asleep, standing in wet panties like he planned the whole night.”

“You did plan it. We both did.” She tipped her head, teasing and steady. “I see the lock I haven’t opened all night. I see the mess you made in the lace anyway. You started getting hard while I was still clipping that gel. Don’t deny it. The cage tells on you, and so does your face.”

She was right. It had started while she was still talking about the light. A dull push found steel and had nowhere to go. I shifted my weight, and the cage pinched. No use pretending.

“I wasn’t going to deny it,” I said. “There’s nowhere to put a lie in this color. The dough does the same thing if you leave it too near the ovens. It just rises because the room got warm.”

“Better,” she said.

My cock shoved at the steel the second she said it. My knees went soft under me. She saw the whole of it and smiled like she had been waiting for exactly that.

“Come here,” she said. “To the side of the bed. I want you in the pink while I do this, not in the shadow by the door.”

I went. The lamp heat was close on my skin. The pink sat on my chest, on the tops of the stockings, and on the dark wet of the lace. She hooked her fingers in the waistband. She slid the panties down with both hands, slow, so the damp cloth dragged over the cage and then off my thighs. The air on me was cooler than her hands. She held the lace up where I could see the stain.

“All night,” she said. “Nobody touched this key. Not in that room, and not in the car. You told me not here, not yet, and you meant it, and you leaked into these anyway. Look down. Tell me what I’m holding.”

“My panties,” I said. The joke I wanted fell apart on my tongue. “Wet from me. And the cage you kept shut while you had your three and I had none.”

“And what’s in the cage?”

“My cock,” I said. “Locked up. Such as it is.”

“Such as it is,” she repeated, fond, not cruel, which somehow made it worse. “You still walked through that whole show like it was the only thing worth lighting. Hold still.”

Her lanyard was crowded with theater keys. She found the small one without hunting, because she always knows which key opens which lock. The click was quiet in the pink room. She worked the cage off, careful with me, and set the steel on the nightstand beside the lamp. For a second I just stood there with nothing holding me. My balls were drawn a little tight from the long night. My cock was soft for one breath, and then it was not.

It filled out in the light while she watched. It lifted and flushed, nowhere near impressive, and impossible to hide. The pink made the skin look warm enough that I almost laughed.

“Oh,” she said. “There you go. I told you once you’d look lovely in a pink gel, and you just nodded like I’d asked about the weather. Look at you now. That little cock is blushing harder than your face.”

“It hears you,” I said. “It always does the rude thing while you’re still talking. I was going to say something funnier about the loaves, but it beat me to the answer.”

“Don’t hide in the bakery.” She was smiling. “Stay in the light and let me see it. Hands at your sides. I like watching it try to be brave.”

It jumped when she said that, a small throb she could not have missed. Shameless. Her mouth went soft at the corner, pleased and nowhere near finished.

She shook the lace out. It was cool and slick where I had soaked it. She pulled it back up with both hands, working the cloth over my cock until the head pressed the wet panel. The waistband sat where it belonged. The damp clung. I could see the shape of myself through it, not hidden, just covered. The pink lamp made the wet places darker, and the dry lace looked almost pretty.

“Up,” she said, though I already was. “I like it better this way. Locked, you’re a secret I carry on a lanyard. In the lace, you’re something I can sit on. On the bed.”

“Greer.”

Her hand landed flat on my chest and pushed, gentle and final. That is how she answers me when I stall. I went back onto the mattress, robe half off my arms, stockings sliding on the sheet. She dropped the lanyard on my stomach. Theater keys and the little cage key sat there, warm from her neck. They made a small living weight right above the panties I was straining.

“Leave that there,” she said. “I want it on you while I use you. If your mouth gets shy, your body can keep answering. It already does.”

She got out of her clothes without making a show of it. I lost the order of buttons and cloth. I only caught the end, when she climbed onto the bed bare. The pink fell across her thighs, her stomach, and the dark between her legs. She swung a leg over and settled astride me. Her pussy came down along the lace, hot and already slick, and she did not take me in. She set her cunt on the length of my cock through the cloth and stayed there. Both palms were flat on my chest. Her weight was easy, and her eyes were on my face.

“Feel that?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Out loud, all of it. I didn’t drive us home so you could nod at me.”

“Your pussy,” I said. “On my cock, through the lace. You’re hot, and I’m so hard it almost hurts. The keys dig into my stomach every time I breathe.”

“I like that,” she said. She laughed a little, low, so I would know she was teasing the urge and not scolding me. “Slow. We’ve got dawn and a shut room and nobody in the hall. At the club I made you wait. Here I want the sound of it. I want you talking while I take my time.”

She rolled her hips, a long drag from the base up over the head and back. The wet lace slipped between us and caught and let go. I felt every bit of her, the heat and the soft give. Her clit caught on the ridge of me through the panties and then slid past. My hands wanted her hips. I kept them on the sheet. The lanyard ticked when I breathed too hard.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

“I’ve been locked all night and then some,” I said. “You came and came, and I stood there leaking into lace that would have shown if the wrong light hit it. This is the right light. I’m going to fall apart in it.”

“I kept the count on purpose.” She rocked again, slower, almost mean with how unhurried she was. “Look at me.”

I looked. Her hair was in her face a little, and her eyes were steady. She was smiling like the night had landed where she had drawn it. On this bed. Under this lamp. Not a foot to either side.

“You were so good in that room,” she said. “Bent over, saying not yet like you meant it. I pinned your hand because you reached anyway. I could have let you finish on that bench. I wanted this color on you when you did. Does hearing that make you harder?”

“Yes.”

“I can feel it. Little as it is, it kicks when I praise you. Do it again while I talk. Don’t you go shy on me now.”

“I can’t just make it.”

Her palms pressed flatter on my chest. The weight of them was the order, and there was no argument in her face at all.

“You can,” she said. “You’re already doing it. Stay hard under me and answer when I ask. Who’s in the lace?”

“Lacey.”

“And what’s Lacey lying in?”

“Your light.”

“And what’s Lacey going to do with that eager little cock?”

“Lie here,” I said. “Let you grind on it. Ask before I come. Not hide in a joke about the dough, even if I’ve got three of them ready.”

“Save me one for after,” she said. The fondness in it hit as hard as the order. My cock throbbed against her so plainly that she laughed under her breath and bore down. The lace went slicker between her cunt and me. “See? I don’t even need my hand on it. The panties and my pussy and one decent sentence. You’re trying to push through cloth you’ve been leaking into for hours.”

She kept the grind slow. I stopped trying to measure it. The pink did not change. Her hands stayed on my chest, warm and steady, and she rocked. Sometimes she stopped at the top of the stroke and just sat, letting me feel how wet she was. The cloth had gone thin with it. I could smell her, and the lace, and a faint trace of the club still on her wrist. Under all of that was the ordinary smell of our room, sheets and the warm lamp and me. Her clit dragged a slow line up the underside of my cock. I felt my balls pull tight. I made a sound I would have been ashamed of if anyone else had been in earshot. Nobody was. She was the only one looking, and she liked the sound.

“Talk to me,” she said. “What does it feel like? Don’t clean it up.”

“Hot,” I said. “You’re so wet the lace almost doesn’t matter, except it does. I can feel every thread dragging on me. Your clit keeps catching right under the head. I’m close, Greer. If you go faster I’m going to lose it in these panties, and I’m going to let it.”

“Not yet,” she said. She slowed even more, a long filthy slide that made my hips try to rise. She pushed me back down with her hands and kept her cunt right on me. “Stay with me. You smell like the ovens, you know that? Flour under the sweat and the lace. I like it. You’re my baker, locked all night, walking around with a wet spot. A face like you might die if the light landed wrong. And now the light is mine. You’re spread out in it. That cock is doing exactly what I kept it for.”

“They looked,” I said. “At the show. I felt every one of them.”

“They looked at what I let them see.” She rolled her hips again, slower, dragging the whole of her pussy along the whole of me. “This part’s mine. The shake in your thighs. The mess you’re about to make. You get harder when I say you’re doing well. Ask me something. I can hear it sitting behind your teeth.”

“Can I touch you?”

“Hands stay on the sheet. Ask the other thing.”

I was close enough that my stomach went tight and my breath went stupid. The lace was a wet grip, not a hand. It was cloth and her weight and the heat of her cunt, working me without ever letting me in. The keys shifted toward my ribs. I heard them tick against each other. I heard how wet we were, a soft sound every time she rocked. It made my face burn worse than the pink did.

The stop word sat in the back of my mouth. Lantern. I didn’t use it. I didn’t want any of this to stop.

“Say it again,” she said, still slow, still mean with the pace. “Tell me what my cunt is doing to that little cock. I want it in the room, not just in your head.”

“It’s sliding on me,” I said. “Hot and open, right along the lace. Every time you rock, your clit catches and I leak a little more. The panties are a mess already. I’m trying not to come until you say the word, and I’m failing at the edges of it.”

“Failing pretty,” she said, and the praise went straight through me. My cock kicked under the cloth. She felt it and smiled, fond and a little breathless. “There it is. One kind word and you jump. Keep talking. What are you hiding from me right now?”

“How bad I want your hands lower,” I said. “And how glad I am you won’t. If you touched it bare I’d be done in a second. This way I have to feel all of you through the lace, and it’s worse, and it’s better. I can smell flour on myself under your pussy. It’s ridiculous. I don’t care.”

“I care,” she said. “I like the bakery on you. I like the shake. Stay right there and let me use the whole length, such as it is. Don’t you lift those hips until I tell you the speed can change.”

I tried to stay flat. She dragged herself up until her clit sat on the head, then back down until I felt her wet against my balls through the cloth. The lanyard slid an inch toward my ribs and ticked. Her palms were warm and heavy. The pink sat on her throat and on the shine between us. I was so ashamed of the noise I made that I could taste it, and the shame only made me harder.

“Greer,” I said. “Please. I need to come. I’ve been holding it since the bench. If you keep doing that slow thing I’m going to come anyway, and I’d rather you said it.”

She looked down at me in the lamp glow. For a second she didn’t move. I thought she might hold me there again, the same hold from the bench, when my hand reached and she pinned it. Then she smiled, small and sure. Her thumbs stroked once across my chest, a yes that arrived before the word.

“Yes,” she said. “You can come. In the panties, under me. Don’t you hold a drop of it back once I start. I want it soaked through. I want to feel you go while I’m on you.”

She sped up. The grind went from that long teasing roll to something faster and shorter. Her cunt worked along my cock through the soaked lace, and her hands braced so she could put her weight into it. The bed answered with a soft knock against the wall. I didn’t care. The house was only us. The light was hers. I was done being quiet about any of it.

“That’s it,” she said. Her voice was thinner now, still teasing, still fond, a little breathless between the words. “Right there, hear that? That’s the lace giving up, and you under it, and me. Nobody else. Come on, Lacey. Let me have it. You’ve been so good, and this is the part I saved.”

“Please,” I said again, even though she had already given it to me. My mouth needed the shape of the ask. “Greer, I’m…”

She ground down hard and shook. I felt her come, the stutter in her hips, the sudden hotter flood against the lace. Her thighs went tight on my sides. A low sound pulled out of her that she didn’t dress up or swallow. Her palms pressed me into the mattress. She kept moving through it, not stopping to be pretty about it, riding the shake. Her clit pulsed against me through the cloth in little grabs I could feel one after another. That was what finished me.

I came in the panties under her. Hard. It was the kind of come you get after a whole night of being kept. Pulse after pulse went into the lace until the cloth couldn’t hold it. It went hot and heavy and soaked through, smearing between her cunt and my cock, messy and plain. There was so much that I jerked and made a wrecked noise. I felt it run down over my balls and into the sheet. She felt every bit of it. She stayed on me while I spilled, still shaking, grinding through her own aftershocks. Each throb of mine dragged another small sound out of her. The pink light sat on both of us. The lanyard had slid to my side. I could smell cum and her pussy and the warm cotton of the lace gone thin. I kept coming in short helpless kicks until nothing was left but the ache and the wet and her weight.

“There,” she said, soft, when she could talk again. She hadn’t climbed off. Her hands were still on my chest, looser now. She was breathing like she had taken the theater stairs two at a time. “That’s what I kept you for. Look at the mess you made for me.”

I looked down between us. The lace was ruined and clinging, cum soaked through it and shining in the pink. My cock was still half hard inside the cloth, twitching every time she shifted. I was so wrung out I could taste the shame and the relief in the same breath. Neither one of them wanted to leave.

“I made a loaf of it,” I said, because I can’t help myself even then. My throat had gone to gravel. “The ovens would be proud, or horrified. Hard to say.”

She laughed, low and warm, and kissed my mouth once, quick. It was the kiss you give someone you are not done being fond of. “You did. Such as it is. And it was exactly enough. I felt you soak them while I was still coming. That was the show I actually wanted. Not the lounge. This.”

We stayed like that until the shaking eased out of her thighs and out of my stomach. The lamp hummed. The curtains held the dawn off. She climbed off, careful of the keys, and I lay there in the stockings and the soaked lace. The pink was on my skin. The taste of her was still in the air. My cock was sensitive, and my balls were wet. I was too tired to do anything but breathe and look at the gel on the shade.

She picked up the lanyard.

❦

In the kitchen, a thin line of real morning showed at the edge of the blinds over the sink. She opened the drawer and laid the two club wristbands inside. The bands were curled from our wrists. She set the lanyard of theater keys on top of them, cage key and all, and shut the drawer. It was the same motion she uses when a scene is done and the props go home.

We walked back down the hall, and I stopped in the bedroom doorway.

“Leave the gel,” I said. I already knew she would. I asked because I wanted to hear it in the quiet.

“I’m leaving it,” she said. She looked at the lamp, then at me. Her smile was the one she uses when a light cue lands clean. “Every weekend, if you want it. You lie down in the lace when the house is quiet, and I turn that lamp on. We don’t need a room full of people to make it a show. Just my light, and you in it.”

I nodded. I got back on the bed in the lace, stockings crooked, robe on the floor where it had fallen. The glow found me. She had planned that. The square of pink stayed clipped to the bedside shade. The wristbands were in the drawer with her theater keys. I was home, and I was hers. For once I didn’t have a joke about the dough ready. The light was enough. Dawn could stay outside as long as it liked.


The Groom Wears the Dress, the Bride Wears the Strap-On — Sissy Bride

Ihad the camera at my eye and a nervous groom in the frame. I was thirty-two that Saturday, still the one who never steps into the picture. I lifted my free hand and waved him two steps to the left, so the church door would sit behind his shoulder instead of cutting him in half. He shuffled over. He smiled like a man who did not know what to do with his hands. I told him he belonged. That is a lie I tell every Saturday, and it usually works. The light on those steps was the good kind, hard and a little gold. I took the shot before he could think about it.

“Chin up a touch,” I said. “You’re not in trouble. You’re getting married.”

He laughed, which was the picture I wanted, and I stayed with him until the best man started fussing with a boutonniere. I let them fuss. Fussing reads well if you wait for the moment after. Shoulders drop. The real face shows.

Then the bride came out and the whole step went quiet in that particular way, and I did what I always do. I ran. Two cameras across my chest, the long lens banging my hip, the strap already warm from the morning. I got to the hall ahead of the car so I could be inside when the doors opened and the light changed. You learn the buildings after a while. Which hall has a window that will blow out a white dress. Which one has a carpet that eats the hem. Which doorway will frame a couple if you stand just left of the coat rack and do not breathe.

She turned in that light, and the skirt moved because she had forgotten to hold it still. The lace at her hip caught the sun and let it go. I shot it. Of course I shot it. I am good at that part. I am in none of those pictures. I never am. I stand where the light is useful and I tell people where to put their feet, and afterward I go home with a bag full of other people’s days.

❦

Weekdays I sit at the desk in my apartment and I edit. The room is small and it faces the alley, and the screen is the brightest thing in it. One wedding follows another across that glass. Bride after bride. All of them turning in lace. I crop the guest who wandered into the aisle. I warm a face the church light made too blue. I send the galleries off, and the work is honest work. I like it. I like the quiet, and I like how a picture can be kinder than the minute it came from.

Evenings I climb the stairs above the shoe repair shop.

The shop smells like polish and leather. The stairs smell like steam and warm cloth. At the top, Bridget’s studio is always a little too bright. Dress forms stand around like patient guests. A tomato pincushion sits on the cutting table, red and stuck full. The steamer hisses in the corner while she hums something without the words.

❦

She had pins in her mouth the day a hem gave out between the church and the hall. Chalk dusted her wrist. She was thirty, and she already ran that bright room like the forms answered to her. She looked at my cameras and then at me.

“You’re the one who keeps sending me brides with the back gaping,” she said. She smiled so I would know it was a tease. “I’m Bridget.”

“Aaron,” I said. “I keep telling them not to sit down in the car.”

“They sit down in the car.” She nodded at the skirt. “Hold this.”

I held the skirt while she sewed, and her hands were quick and sure. She talked as if I were going to be standing there a while and she might as well have the company. She asked if I liked the work or only the paying part of it. I told her I liked the moment when people stop performing and just look at each other. She said that was a nice way to make a living. Then she laughed at herself for sounding like a card. I laughed too. The seam held under her fingers, and she looked pleased with both of us. She put the kettle on before I could leave, the one she keeps on the back shelf. We drank the tea. Too strong. She did not apologize, which I liked more than the tea.

“You can say it’s awful,” she said.

“It’s awful,” I said. “I’ll come back for another cup.”

She laughed, and she poured. Somewhere in that cup the job fell away. I already wanted the stairs again.

❦

I came back with a tear I could have fixed with a safety pin. She knew it. She fixed it anyway, and the kettle went on without a discussion. The studio smelled like steam and orange peel from her tea, and the forms watched us like they had opinions. We talked about nothing important. A sleeve that fought her. A hall carpet that ate hems. I stayed until the mug was empty, and the staying felt easy, which was new for me.

She set a fresh mug by my elbow another evening, chalk still on her thumb. We had the date by then. Our wedding was going to be small, a Thursday morning at the town hall, no guests and no party, which suited both of us. She said she had spent enough Saturdays inside other people’s gowns. I said I had spent enough Saturdays outside the frame. We were easy about it. That was the surprising part. She was easy to be with. She would look up from a seam and say something dry and kind, then go back to the seam.

The want sat under all of that, and I did not say a word about it.

❦

A gown on its form filled the screen one night when I was twenty-seven, the alley dark past the window, and I was only supposed to be fixing a guest’s blink. I had shot the lace because the light loved it, the same reason I shoot anything the light likes. Then I zoomed until the frame held nothing but thread, little flowers and a net, the hip of a dress nobody had put on yet. My hand went to the glass before I chose to let it. I touched the screen where the lace would have met skin. The monitor was warm. My face went hot. I sat with one finger on a stranger’s gown. Caught. No one was there to catch me, and the alley had nothing to say. Under the shame there was a pull so plain I could not call the touch an accident.

I made a folder that night. Dress details. Hems and cuffs, the inside of a bodice where the boning showed, a row of covered buttons, the place a skirt pooled on a step. Gowns on their forms before anyone stepped into them. Shots no couple ever orders. I kept them. I told myself it was reference, swatches for the eye, and some nights that was even a little true. Other nights I opened the folder and sat with it and did not touch myself. Not touching felt like a rule I could still keep.

The rule did not last.

❦

A hotel room waited after a Saturday that ran until the hall lights came up and everybody looked startled to still be in their shoes. A garment bag sat in my case. The week before, I had bought a white lace slip for myself, simple, meant to live under a gown and never be seen. I had packed it and sworn I would not open the bag. I opened it. I locked it. I lay on the bedspread in the slip, lace cool and then warm, the hem against my thighs, and I shook so hard the headboard ticked. Not long. I got up and folded the slip away with hands that did not feel like mine. I zipped it under my shirts before I drove, so I would not have to look. I bought panties too, white lace, in a shop where I kept my eyes on the counter. I hid them in a drawer under the winter sweaters. For a long while the drawer was as far as it went.

❦

My phone made a small circle of light on a split bodice behind a wedding tent. That was two summers ago. A bride had laughed too hard at her own toast, and Bridget was there with a needle and a calm face. She sewed the woman back into the dress while I held the light steady and tried to be nothing but useful. The bride cried a little from relief. Bridget told her she had seen worse before the cake was cut. The bride laughed. The seam held. When we were alone, Bridget wiped her hands on her trousers.

“You didn’t flinch,” she said. “Most people flinch when the dress comes apart.”

“I’ve seen a lot of dresses,” I said.

“You’ve seen a lot of brides.” She held my eye a beat longer than the words needed. Then she bumped my shoulder with hers, easy, and we went back in to the noise.

I thought about that look for weeks. I thought she had almost seen me. I also thought I was inventing it, because shame makes you vain. You start believing the secret shows on your face, when all you did was keep a light steady.

❦

Last spring she measured me for the suit I meant to wear to the town hall. The studio was warm from the steamer. She had me stand on the little box she uses so a hem falls where she wants it. She shook the tape out with a flick of her wrist. She ran it across my shoulders and down my arms, talking about a sleeve she was fighting and a client who wanted pearls on a neckline that could not hold another pearl. Her voice stayed ordinary. The tape stayed ordinary. I watched her hands and tried to be a man getting fitted for a plain suit.

Then she brought the tape up the inside of my thigh for the inseam, because trousers pull if you guess at them. Her knuckles brushed me, brief and professional. I went hard. Her knuckles were already gone. The room tilted.

She felt it. The tape was right there. I stared at the top of her head and waited to die of the whole thing. Heat climbed my neck. Shame sat on my tongue, thick enough to taste.

She laughed, low, not unkind. “Hold still or I’ll pin you to it.”

“I’m holding still,” I said. It sounded thin, even to me.

“Good effort,” she said. She wrote the measurement on the order pad, and she let the moment pass without another joke. She did not make it a problem. She stood, squeezed my wrist once, and told me the suit would be plain, and that plain was harder than people thought. I went down the stairs with my jacket held in front of me. Shame and heat rode in the same seat all the way home. Her line stayed with me. Hold still or I’ll pin you to it. I heard it over the editing desk. I heard it over a mug in the sink. I never said it back. She never brought it up. We kept being ourselves, which was worse and better than a talk.

❦

An ivory gown stood on a form near the window, lace over a long full skirt, and the room went quiet around it. She was in the back with the steamer. I had the gown to myself, which was already too much. I set my fingers on the lace at the hip, the same reach I had made at a screen years before. The cloth was real. Raised flowers. Thread scratched my skin, fine and a little mean. I did not hear her return. She was in the doorway with the tomato pincushion in one hand, and she had seen. She did not smile. She did not frown. She set the pincushion down and asked me to move the form closer to the light, because the bride was coming in the morning for a final look. I moved it. My hand stayed warm from the lace. She said nothing about where it had been. That careful nothing sat in my teeth.

❦

Pins rested between her lips while she worked a muslin mockup. The iron ticked as it cooled on its stand. She took the pins out so she could speak, and a little red mark showed where they had pressed. She looked at me over the cloth.

“I’ve been thinking about a wedding gift,” she said. “Since I sew. I could make you something. A better suit than the plain one, or a shirt, or whatever you’d actually wear. I don’t want to guess and hand you a thing you’ll only be polite about.”

“You don’t have to make me anything,” I said.

“I know I don’t have to.” She tilted her head. Chalk smudged her thumb. “I’m asking what you’d like.”

I almost said it. Dress was right there, ridiculous and huge. I swallowed it. I told her I would think. She nodded as if I were a reasonable man with a reasonable delay, and the pins went back between her lips. She returned to the muslin. She hummed. I stood with my plain life still intact and my pulse loud in my ears. I knew I would answer her. I did not know yet that I would tell the truth.

❦

The night before I answered her, I sat at the editing desk with the folder open.

The apartment had that late quiet. No one else. No step on the stair, only the alley and the glow of the screen. I had taken the panties from the drawer under the sweaters. White lace, bought and almost never worn. I stripped to them and nothing else. The chair was cool against my thighs and against my ass, and the lace sat snug, a little rough, already warming where I was getting hard. On the screen a row of covered buttons ran down a gown still on its hanger. Next, a lace cuff. Next, nothing but lace, cropped so close there was no bride in it at all, only flowers and thread and light. I looked until looking was not enough. I put my hand on my cock through the lace.

Hard already. The lace dragged when I stroked, a fine catch over the head, and I went slowly because I wanted every thread. My balls tightened in the seam and pressed warm against my palm when I cupped them through the cloth. I spread my knees. The chair creaked. I kept my eyes on the folder until the folder stopped being the point and the studio rose up instead. I pictured her hands on the tape. The pins. I pictured her behind me, close and businesslike, fitting a bodice to my ribs while I stood in nothing but the panties. Chalk on my skin. Lace coming up over my chest. My cock pushing at the white cloth she had not told me to take off. I pictured her noticing, as she had noticed in the spring, and staying.

“Hold still,” I said under my breath, trying for her voice, “or I’ll pin you to it.”

My hand closed. I stroked through the lace, up and down, and the fabric went damp where the head rubbed. My other hand braced on the desk beside the open folder. I said her name. Just that. Bridget, quiet, as if the shop downstairs might hear through the floor. Shame was in the room and it did not win. The heat was larger. I thought of her mouth near my ear while she pinned, and of that low laugh, and of the silence she had chosen when she saw my hand on the gown. I thought of bending for the pins at the small of my back, my ass bare above the panties, her chalk near the cleft. I clenched my hole and the lace pulled tighter over my cock, a sweet mean drag, and I stroked harder.

I rocked in the chair and the lace bit sweetly along the underside of my cock. I could smell the detergent in the panties and the warm skin under them, and my hole fluttered again when I thought of her tape sliding, innocent, up the inside of my thigh. In my head she did not laugh me out of the room. She pinned. Stay. I heard it in her voice. She set a strap of lace over my shoulder and told me, calm as tea, to keep my arms where she had put them. My balls ached in the damp cloth. I stroked slower, then not slower, thumb pressing the head through the flowers of the lace until my legs shook and the desk edge dug into my wrist.

The screen still held that empty lace, and I did not look away from it even when the picture blurred. I wanted her chalk on me. I wanted the pins, careful, the little clicks, her breath on my shoulder while she closed a bodice over a body that was not a bride’s and was mine. My cock leaked through the flowers until the lace stuck to the head, and each stroke made a wet sound I was glad nobody else could hear. I shifted and felt my ass against the chair, bare, the panties pulled a little between my cheeks, and the thought of her seeing that made my hole clench again. I said her name into the desk. I said the line again, softer, and my hand did not stop.

I came in the panties. It took me hard enough that I curled over the desk, still working my cock through the wet lace while I spilled, pulse after pulse, until the cloth clung and went sheer. I kept my hand there until the pleasure tipped into too much. Then I only breathed, forehead near the keyboard, the folder still open, her name still hanging in the quiet though I had stopped saying it. Ruined. A mess. I sat in it anyway, because standing up meant washing a thing and hiding it and deciding, in the ordinary light, what I was going to do. Enough. I knew.

❦

The next evening the shoe shop had its gate down, and the stairwell was dim, and her light showed at the top, on as it gets when she stays to finish a thought in cloth. I climbed with a small box in my pocket. Years back I had bought what was in it, a little steel cage and the key that belonged to it, and I had never worn the thing. I did not take it out on the stairs. The weight against my thigh was enough, a private knock with every step, while I went up toward her humming and the smell of warm cotton.

She was at the cutting table, chalk in her hand, muslin spread in front of her. The dress forms stood off to the side, patient as ever. She looked up and smiled, the real smile, the one that reaches her eyes.

“You’re late for tea,” she said. “I poured yours and then I drank it. You’ll have to forgive me, or make your own.”

“I can forgive you,” I said.

She waited, because she is good at waiting. The chalk stayed lifted. A smudge of it marked her thumb. The steamer had been busy and was quieter now, ticking as it cooled. I put my hand in my pocket and felt the box, and I did not bring it out. My heart was so loud I was surprised the quiet machine covered it.

“I thought about the gift,” I said.

“All right,” she said. Easy. She was ready to sew me a shirt if a shirt was the answer.

I looked at her hands. Then the chalk. The table was where she makes things fit the body in front of her. I gave her the truth in the smallest words I had.

“Make me a dress.”

She put the chalk down.

❦

She put the chalk down on the cutting table, between the white dress forms. The small box from my pocket sat beside it. The steamer ticked as it cooled. I stood with empty hands and a dry mouth. I had just asked the woman I was going to marry to make me a dress, and she had not laughed. The room still had to catch up to my mouth.

Bridget looked at the box, then at me, easy and warm. She had that face she gets when a bride finally says the true size.

“Blinds first,” she said. “I don’t sew a secret in a shop window.”

She pulled them down, one and then the other, until the shoe repair sign on the street was gone. The lamps were the only light left. She filled two mugs from the studio kettle and set them on the wood.

“Drink,” she said. “Your hands need a job.”

I took the chipped one. My hands shook on it anyway. That fine shake hits me when a shot matters and I pretend it doesn’t. She opened the box. The hinge clicked. The steel cage lay on a bit of cloth, small and clean, the lock beside it. She lifted it in one small strong hand and turned it so the lamp could see.

“You carried this in your pocket,” she said.

“All day,” I said. “Like a ring I was too much of a coward to show you. Funny, since you already have the real one.”

She set it back in the box, still open. She didn’t offer a joke to take the heat off it.

“And you’re hard in your jeans,” she said, calm as anything. She looked at my face, and then she looked plainly at the front of me. “I haven’t touched you. I’m still talking, and there it is.”

I glanced down. No point lying to a woman with a tape measure. My cock was a thick ridge against the seam. Shame went hot up my neck and settled, somehow, as more want.

“Yeah,” I said. “It does that when you talk. Even about blinds.”

She laughed low, and the sound sat warm in her chest.

“Sweet,” she said.

One word. My cock jumped so hard I had to put the mug down.

She pulled the order pad from under the chalk. It was the same pad she uses for every bride who comes in with a hem and a date. She wrote, and then she read it back so the room would have it.

“Bride: Aria,” she said. “Aaron, right beside it. Seamstress: Bridget.” She had filled in how old we each are, where the pad always asks, and she didn’t make a show of it.

A ticket, with my name and hers, and a bride’s name I had not tried out loud yet.

“Aria,” I said, and it came out smaller than I meant.

“If you want a different one, say so now,” she said. “I don’t recut a name.”

“Aria is right, and it fits.”

“What else goes on it?” She tapped the pencil. “From you. I don’t guess a bride’s order.”

The tea was too hot, so I drank it anyway.

“White lace,” I said. “A veil, short, so I can still find the shot if I look. The cage. You holding the key.”

She wrote each thing with the same care she uses on a waist.

“Lace over a long skirt,” she said. “Ivory, not costume white. I’ll cut that when it’s time. Tonight is muslin, if you still want the night after you hear the rest.”

“I want the night.”

“Wait for the rest,” she said, gentle and not a scold. “Stop word is thimble. You say thimble, here or at home, and the dress comes off. Your suit is on the hook by the door. You put it on. We still get married on the Thursday. Same plan. Town hall, and my hand in yours. Saying no costs nothing. Not money, not the wedding, and not me going cold after. You hear that?”

I looked at the hook. My plain suit hung there, dark and ordinary, the one I wear when I am the man beside the camera.

“I hear it.”

“Are you sober? I need that in the room, not assumed.”

“Sober,” I said. “Tea and nerves, and that’s the list.”

She held my eyes. A little pink had come up her throat. The tomato pincushion waited by her elbow.

“Then give me a yes that’s yours,” she said. “Your words. Before I measure you for anything but a shirt, and before I put a hand on you, which is what you’re hoping.”

I set the mug down so I couldn’t hide behind it. My cock ached. That was not helpful, and it was also the honest thing in the room.

“Yes,” I said. “I want you to make me the dress. I want the lace and the veil and the cage, and I want the key on you. I’m saying yes, Bridget, sober, on purpose, out loud.”

She nodded, and the pencil went behind her ear.

“Then up on the box,” she said. “Shoes off.”

The fitting box creaked, a polite wood sound. The three-way mirror took me from the front and both sides before I was ready. Bridget came around me with the tape.

Chest first. The band sat snug, and her knuckles were warm through my shirt. She wrote it down. Waist next. Her arms circled me, and her cheek came near my ribs, and I held my breath like an idiot until she spoke.

“Out,” she said. “I don’t pin a lie.”

I let it go. The tape settled. Hips last, and the measure had to cross the hard line of my cock. She didn’t flinch, and she didn’t joke it away. She shifted the tape a fraction, so she’d get the bone and not the want. She chalked a mark at my side, light as dust.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

“I know.”

“Jeans off, or are we pretending the lace will fit over a zipper?”

“Off, please.”

I stripped, and I folded the jeans, because I am that kind of nervous. My cock stood out in the lamp, flushed and heavy, a clear drop at the tip. My balls sat tight from the wait. Bridget looked at me with quiet respect.

“Sit.”

I sat on the warm wood. She stepped between my knees with the lipstick in her small strong hands. She tipped my chin and painted my mouth in slow strokes, bottom and then top. It was a soft bride shade, and it turned my face into somebody I shoot and never am. She blotted me on a scrap. When she drew it away, I saw the mouth in the glass. My cock twitched against my thigh, hard enough to tap skin.

“Hold still for the stockings,” she said, soft. “I don’t want a run before we’ve started.”

She rolled them up herself. Cool at the ankle, then the warmer grip of her palms, over the calf, the knee, the thigh. She smoothed as she went, patient with a hem that has to hang. The lace tops held. She held the panties open at my feet.

“Step in.”

I stepped, and she slid the white lace up and settled it over my cock and balls. The head pushed an obvious shape into the cloth. I made a noise, and she smiled, and there was no meanness in it.

“That’s the lace,” she said. “Say what you see.”

“The lace, on me,” I said. “I can see my cock through it.”

“That’s the shot you never take,” she said.

“Yeah, that’s the shot,” I said.

She brought the muslin off the form, a long full skirt and a plain bodice, pinned and unfinished, cream under the lamps. I could already see a train in the length, if she let the hem drag. She put it on me and pinned it to my body, shoulder and side and waist. Two pins sat in her mouth while her hands worked, and a low sound came out of her when a seam sat right. The skirt fell past the box and hid the stockings, and it did not hide how I stood up under it. Every pin made it realer. I was a bride with raw edges and a man leaking into lace, and both were true in the same glass.

“Look,” she said.

“I can’t,” I said, and it came out before I could dress it up. “I can’t look. I’ll see the hem and the pins and my face, and I won’t be able to pretend I’m the one holding the camera.”

She didn’t argue. Her hand came up under my chin, firm and warm, and turned me to the middle mirror. The other hand went up under the muslin. I felt the skirt lift along the backs of my thighs and then over my ass.

In the side glass I caught my ass, bare above the stocking tops. I would have cropped that frame out of any job I was paid for. Then her fingers hooked the panties and drew the lace down. It dragged over my cock, caught a second on the head, and let me spring free into her palm.

“Fuck,” I said. A pretty word was not going to live through her hand.

“Watch,” she said at my ear, soft and sure. “All three. I want my bride looking at herself while I stroke her cock.”

She stroked me slow. Base to tip, a pause at the head, then back down, her fist snug and patient. She gave my cock the same patience she gives a hem. The muslin rustled at her wrist. A pin ticked. My balls pulled tight against the lace bunched under them. My hole clenched, empty and obvious, every time her thumb crossed the wet slit.

I looked, because I wanted to, and because can’t had only been fear. The middle mirror had my painted mouth open and my eyes too bright. The left had her shoulder and my cock in her hand, dark against the pale skirt. The right had the tender truth of it, white stockings on a man shaking with want. I looked twice. The second time, I didn’t hunt for the floor.

“Ask me,” she said.

“Can I come?” I asked her.

“Not yet.”

She kept the same slow stroke, and she did not go faster. I could hear her palm on me, wet in the quiet. I could see a thread of it shine and vanish under her thumb. My knees tried to quit. The box held. Her mouth stayed near my ear, and the questions came one after another.

“Whose hand?”

I didn’t have to think. “Yours.”

“Whose cock am I holding?”

“Mine, and Aria’s, and yours if you want it,” I said. “Bridget, please.”

“Not yet,” she said, softer than before. “You stand in the skirt I pinned, and you watch yourself leak, before I let you come. Say what you need, out loud.”

“I need to come,” I said, and my voice broke on it, raw, with no camera to hide behind. “Please. I’m going to stripe your skirt, and I can feel it in my balls. Please let me come, and I’ll stay in the mirror, and I won’t look away.”

“I see you,” she said. “Look at my bride, lace down, cock in my hand, mouth painted, and still so careful about asking.”

The praise hit, and my cock jumped in her fist, a thick pulse she had to feel. A sound came out of me, half laugh and half plea. Thimble sat bright behind my teeth the whole time she worked. One clean word would take the skirt off and put the suit back on. I kept it there. I did not give it to her. I wanted the next pass of her hand more than I wanted a door.

“Please,” I said. “I can’t hold it, Bridget, and I’m begging. Yes, I’m saying yes. Please let me come in your hand.”

“Yes,” she said.

It broke on the next slow pull. I came in spurts across the muslin skirt, hot stripes on the pale cloth. My cock kicked in her hand, and cum landed where the pins held a fold, and then lower. It was a mess I would have spent an hour taking out of anyone else’s picture. She stroked me through it, steady, not chasing, just taking what I gave. All three mirrors got the same fact. White stockings, an open mouth, and me coming on the mockup with no hand of my own on my cock. My knees buckled. She held my chin and kept me up until the last weak pulse dripped onto the lace and her fingers. I shook so hard the pins trembled.

“There,” she said, quiet and almost proud. “That’s what you were hiding.”

I couldn’t answer yet. She waited, which is her gift, and when I softened in her palm she let go, careful of the head. She took the cage from the box. The steel was cool on me. She fitted it on my softening cock, snug behind the balls, with the care she uses on a zipper that has to lie flat. The lock clicked once, and that small sound went all the way down my spine. I throbbed, useless, against metal that was not going to give.

She cut a length from the spool of white ribbon, threaded the key, and tied it at her own throat. It sat in the hollow there, bright against her skin, mine and not mine.

“Look at my bride,” she said, soft and sure. “All that lace, and you locked up under it, and the key’s on me.”

I stared at the ribbon.

“I see it.”

“How’s the lock?” she asked.

“True,” I said. “I feel every bit of it. Thimble was right there, and I didn’t say it.”

“I know.” She touched the ribbon, checking a stitch, and her hand was the whole answer. It rested on the key a second, and then it left the ribbon where it was.

The want didn’t leave just because the steel was on me. It sat in my chest, and in my ass clenching on nothing, and on her throat, where I kept looking. My caged cock ached with the after, a sweet trapped hurt. She said nothing, and I almost asked for the key like a fool. I didn’t. She would have answered with her hand, and I knew which answer I wanted.

She sat on the fitting box and drew her skirt up. Her panties were plain work cotton. She took them off, one ankle and then the other, and set them by the chalk. Her cunt was flushed and wet, and her clit stood out, a firm little point in the lamp. She spread her knees and looked down at me, patient and a little wrecked. I loved that so hard I felt it knock against the cage.

“Kneel in the pins,” she said. “Don’t tear my mockup worse than you already have. Mouth on me.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want to.”

I knelt on the floor, and the stained muslin pooled around the stockings. She put both hands in my hair and drew me in, a hold and not a yank, and my mouth met her cunt and stayed. I licked a long line through the wet, and then I settled on her clit. She sighed, the low sound she makes when a seam finally lays flat.

“Just like that,” she said. “Don’t perform. Stay on it, and tell me what you taste.”

“You,” I said against her, and the word came out messy. “Salt and heat, and you’re wet from what you did to me, I think. Am I right?”

“You’re right, so stay,” she said.

I licked her clit in small even passes, and then broader when her hips rolled. The taste of her filled my mouth. Her thighs were warm at my ears. The key bumped my brow when she leaned in. Both hands kept me there, fingers spread, thumbs at my temples, so I couldn’t wander and didn’t want to. The cage held my cock quiet and aching while I worked. That split, her on my tongue and me locked, pulled a groan out of me and into her.

“You feel what you’re doing?” she asked, and her breath was starting to fray.

“I feel you shaking,” I said, without lifting my mouth. “Is it the spot?”

“It’s the spot,” she said. “A little harder, so ask me.”

“Harder?”

My tongue paused on her.

“Yes,” she said.

I licked her harder, mouth open, tongue flat and then pointed, with a light suck at her clit when her hands pressed me closer. She rocked against my face and used me, and the wet sound got loud between her thighs. The steamer still ticked. I let her set the pace. Her breath went thin, and her fingers tightened, both hands, no meanness in it, just the hold. She kept my mouth where she needed it while her cunt got wetter and her clit swelled under my tongue.

“Don’t stop,” she said, and her voice finally went thin. “Aria, don’t you stop, right there, just like that. I’m right on it.”

She came against my mouth, a long tight shudder, her cunt pulsing on my tongue. Her thighs closed around my ears, and both hands locked my head there. I licked her through every wave until she twitched and eased. The low laugh came back, wrecked and fond, into the lamps.

“Look at you,” she said, soft, and she petted my hair once.

I stayed on my knees until she let go, mouth wet, lipstick ruined. The cage was a steady truth between my legs. She stood, and the skirt fell. She unpinned the muslin, pin by pin, and the tomato filled up again. She did not wipe the skirt. She folded the mockup with my cum still on it, neat as a pattern she meant to keep. Then she touched the key at her throat.

“Monday,” she said, easy and warm, already seeing the cloth. “I cut the real lace on Monday.”

❦

The finished dress hung on the wardrobe door, ivory lace over a long full skirt, and the hem lay on the rug with nobody in it yet. Bridget already had her hand on the hanger. She lifted the dress off with both hands, slow, in case a pin was still hiding in the seam. She turned with all that cloth in her arms and looked at me.

I had the white stockings on, and the lace panties, and the cage. The steel sat small and locked under the lace, warm from my skin. Locked. My plain suit hung on the other side of the wardrobe for the morning, dark and ordinary. Town hall tomorrow, no guests, just our first names on the license. I gave it one glance, a shot I already knew I would not take, and I let it go. The lamp was warm on the ivory. My face went hot before she said a word.

“Arms up, Aria,” she said.

I put my arms up. She brought the dress down over me, careful of the lace, and the skirt fell in a long full rush around the stockings. The bodice settled on my chest. Her hands were small and strong at my back, working the hooks one by one. A pin sat in the corner of her mouth from nothing but habit. She took it out and stuck it in the tomato on the nightstand. Her eyes stayed on the seam.

“Breathe in for me.”

I breathed in and the lace held. In the wardrobe mirror the lamp turned the ivory almost the color of the tea she drinks in the studio. I had spent years pointing a camera at other people’s dresses, and I had never been the thing in the frame. Foolish. It was also true, and I could feel it in my face.

“You made it too well,” I said. “I’m going to be useless in it.”

She laughed, low, and smoothed the skirt over my hip. “Turn.”

I turned. She walked me the last step to the mirror and stood behind me. She took the lipstick and painted my mouth with a steady hand, the color going on soft and even. I watched her face in the glass more than mine. The white ribbon sat at her throat with the key on it. Every shift made the cage press, and my cock tried to swell into steel that would not give.

“Hold still,” she said. “You’re going to smear it.”

“I’m not moving.”

“Your mouth is.” She finished the lower lip and studied what she had done. Then she took the short veil off the hook and set it in my hair. She pinned it with two pins, patient as ever, and the tulle came down just to my cheekbones. I could still see. That was the trouble. I could see the bride she had made, and when the skirt shifted I could see the cage, a small hard line under the lace panties.

She met my eyes in the mirror. “Look at my bride. Veil on, mouth painted, and still locked for me.”

My cock shoved against the cage so hard a noise broke out of me, the kind I would have cut from any shot. She saw it, the way she always did.

“Bridget,” I said, and my voice came out smaller than I wanted. “Let me out. Please. With the veil on I can’t think. I can’t. Just for tonight.”

“Not yet,” she said.

She did not give me a reason. She reached up and untied the ribbon from her throat, slow, the bow coming loose under her fingers. The key slid down into her palm on its little loop of white. She held it up where I could see it in the glass.

“Say it out loud,” she said. “What you want.”

“Out,” I said. “I want out of the cage. I want you to take it off me.”

“That’s my bride,” she said.

The praise hit so fast my knees softened, and the lace trembled on my chest. She watched that happen. Her mouth curved, soft and sure.

She reached under the skirt. The panties were already a little damp at the front, from how long I had been locked and wanting. She eased them down my thighs, over the stockings, careful of the lace tops. The cage sat warm in her hand. She fitted the key. It turned with a small clean click, and the cage came off into her palm. My cock fell free and got hard in one long ache, standing up into the froth of skirt. The head was already wet.

I looked at the bed, and at the dress, and the worry came out before I could stop it. “Not on the bed. Bridget, the dress will crease. The skirt, the train, I can see the crush from here. You spent a month on that lace.”

“The bed,” she said, “or standing against the wardrobe. Or thimble, and the dress goes back on its hanger. You choose.”

“The bed,” I said. I wanted her more than I wanted the lace safe, and I knew it, and I said it anyway. “Yes. Put me on my back.”

Her hand came flat on the bodice, right over my ribs. She pushed, and I let her.

I went back. The mattress took me, and the skirt rose in a froth around my hips and my chest, ivory everywhere, the veil tipping over one eye. She said nothing else about creases. My ass hit the quilt. My cock stood up out of the lace, waiting on her and not on me. She set the cage on the nightstand, steel bright on the wood. She pulled her shirt off over her head and stepped out of the rest. Then she climbed onto the bed and under the skirt, and the lace came down over her shoulders and over us both.

“Open your legs,” she said, soft, from under the cloth. “I want your cock.”

“It’s right there,” I said, and I almost laughed, because it was, ridiculous and hard, with her bare thigh warm against it. “You don’t even have to look.”

“I can feel it.” She got a hand around me once, just to set me where she wanted, and then she sank down.

Her hole was wet and hot. She took the head of my cock, and then the rest, slow, and I felt her open around me. I groaned into the veil. She did not bounce. She settled, full of me, and put both hands flat on the bodice, palms over the lace on my chest. She held me there so I would not shift under her.

“Don’t you thrust yet,” she said. “You answered me in the mirror. Now you stay where I put you. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” I said. My voice cracked on it. “Yes.”

She ground down. Small circles, her weight on me, the lace rustling every time her hips moved, her cunt slick and tight around my cock. I could feel the hard little point of her clit when she tipped forward and dragged herself on me. Her hands stayed flat on the bodice, pressing, so I could not arch up even though my body wanted that. My balls pulled in close against her. The skirt was a cloud. I could not see her face, only the shape of her under the ivory, and the veil stuck to my lipstick when I turned my head toward the mirror.

In the glass I was a froth of skirt and stockinged legs and a short veil, and she was a moving weight on top of me, and my cock was buried where I could not see it. I would have framed that shot if I had been anybody else in the room. I was not. I was under her, trying not to shove up into her, and failing a little, and she felt the fail.

“The hem,” I said, because my mouth needed something that was not a plea. “Bridget, the hem is under your knee.”

“The hem is fine,” she said. She rolled her hips harder, a slow grind that took me deep and held me there. “You feel how wet I am on you. That’s for the dress. That’s for you in it. I want the words. What do you feel?”

“I feel your pussy,” I said, plain, because she likes things said plain. “I’m in the dress you made, and you’re on my cock, and the lace is all over us. I’m so hard I can feel it in my balls. I can feel you dripping on me.”

“Again. Who’s in the dress?”

“I’m your bride,” I said, and it came out raw, and my cock jumped inside her.

She laughed, low, against the bodice, and the sound went through the lace into my chest. “There you are. I’m going to fuck you in the dress I made you,” she said, low. “You stay still for it.”

She rode me like that for a long while. Not fast. She rose a little, just enough that cool air hit the wet length of me, and then she came back down and took me to the root. The sound under the skirt was wet and close. Her hands never left the lace over my chest. I could feel each finger. I could feel her breath getting shorter, and the grind getting smaller and meaner, like a stitch that had to sit exactly right. My ass clenched on the quilt every time she seated herself. The veil clung to my mouth. I tasted lipstick, and I tasted how close I was, and I did not come. She had not told me to. Her palms on the bodice were answer enough.

“Bridget,” I said. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to.”

“Not yet,” she said, softer. She ground down and stayed there, full, and rolled her hips in a tight circle. That circle rubbed her clit on me and kept my cock deep. “You wait. You watch me. Can you see me in the mirror?”

“A little,” I said. “The skirt. Your back. My legs in the stockings. I can’t see your face.”

“You don’t need my face.” Her voice had gone thin and sure. “You need to stay hard inside me and let me use you. Say yes.”

“Yes.”

She rode harder then, still not fast, but deeper, her hands pressing the bodice flat so I felt every shake before it reached her mouth. The lace whispered against the quilt. I got a hand in the skirt because I needed something to hold, and she let me, and the ivory bunched in my fist, warm from both of us. Her cunt tightened around me, and her breath broke on my name. She said Aria, almost kind, and then she came, grinding down hard, a low sound in her throat, her whole body shaking over the lace. I felt her pulse around my cock, wet and gripping, and she soaked me. My balls were slick with her. I held still, because she had asked, and because if I moved I was going to spill before she was done with me.

She did not climb off. She stayed seated on me, shaking, my cock still hard inside her, and she slid one hand off the bodice and down between us, under the skirt. I felt her fingers find her clit. She rubbed, quick and sure, a thing she had already decided, and she kept me deep so every circle of her fingers moved her on my cock as well.

“Stay in me,” she said. “Don’t you dare go soft. I want another one, and I want it around you.”

“I’m not soft,” I said, and I laughed once, helpless. I was so hard it almost hurt. The veil had stuck to my cheek. The dress was creased all to hell under us, and I had stopped caring about the train somewhere in that first grind. “I couldn’t go soft if you asked me to. You feel that?”

“I feel it.” She rubbed her clit faster, her other hand still flat on the lace over my heart, and she rocked in little helpless shifts, taking me and rubbing herself at the same time. “Talk to me. Where are you?”

“On my back,” I said. “In the dress. Veil on. Your cunt around my cock, your fingers on your clit, and the cage is on the nightstand where I can see it if I turn my head. I don’t want it. I want this. I want you to come on me again.”

“Say it again,” she said. “Whose bride?”

“Yours,” I said. “Yours, and I’m not going to last if you keep your fingers there, but I will if you tell me to.”

“You will,” she said. “You do what I ask, once I have a hand on you. Good girl.”

One soft bit of praise, and it hit so hard my hips jerked up into her before I could stop them. My cock swelled. She felt that and made a small pleased sound and rubbed harder.

She came again around me. Sharper this time. Her clit jumped under her fingers, and her pussy clenched in long pulls, milking my cock. She cried out once, quiet, into the lace at my shoulder. More wetness ran down over my balls and onto the quilt under my ass. She kept rubbing through it, shaking, grinding the last of it out on me. Her hand on the bodice pressed me down so I took all of her weight. I was shaking too. The veil was damp. My lipstick was a mess. I could feel the cum I had not spent yet, heavy, right at the edge. I waited with my mouth open under the tulle, because she had not said the word.

She lifted her head. I still could not see her face, only feel her breath on the veil. Her fingers left her clit and came back up to join the other hand, both palms flat on the bodice again, holding me.

“Now,” she said, close and sure. “Come. I want it in me. Come for me, Aria. Deep. Let me have it.”

I came. It took me all at once, a hot rush up from my balls, and I thrust up into her, which she had not let me do before. She took it, her hands pressing me down, her cunt still fluttering from her own second time. I pulsed inside her, thick and long, cum spilling deep where she had told me to put it. I said her name, and then I said Aria, or she was saying it, and I could not tell. The skirt frothed up around my fists. The veil stuck to my open mouth. I kept coming. She stayed on me and squeezed, and I felt it leave me in hard jerks, filling her. A little of it slipped back out around my cock and down over my balls, hot on my skin. I laughed into the lace, small and wrecked, because I had worried about a crease and now I was soaking the dress she had made me.

She did not move until I was done. She sat on my cock while it softened a little inside her, both of us breathing, the ivory a warm weight over her back and my chest. Then she climbed off, slow, and my cock slipped out of her, wet with both of us. She let the skirt fall back over my thighs, covering me like a hand over a lens.

She stood beside the bed and looked at me. Lipstick smeared, veil crooked, the dress creased and damp. She did not scold it. She touched the cage on the nightstand and left it there. She picked up the white ribbon and tied it back at her throat, the key settling where it had been, small and bright against her skin.

She looked at me like a hem she was not finished with.

“Tomorrow,” she said, already seeing the morning. “After we’re married. I lock my bride.”

❦

Town hall on Thursday morning was just the two of us and a clerk in her forties who never looked up. No guests. I wore my plain suit, and under Bridget’s blouse the key sat on its ribbon where only I knew it was.

❦

Her studio over the shoe repair shop was empty when we got there, and the shop below had its gate down, closed for the day. She locked the door and dropped the blinds. Light came through in thin stripes across the three-way mirror and the fitting box. I stood in the middle of it in that plain suit and felt, as I always do before a shot, like I was about to miss it.

“Take the coat off for me,” she said, easy, pins already in her mouth. “The shirt too. I’m not leaving you in that.”

I did it. My hands were steady enough for the buttons and then not, because she watched my chest with the patience she gives a hem, already seeing the next thing. She set the suit on a chair like it was done with its job. Under it I was just a man in socks, married as of an hour ago, and my cock was already starting to thicken while she was still talking about lipstick.

“Hold still for me,” she said. She uncapped the lipstick and painted my mouth, slow, the color going on warm. “There. That’s the mouth I want on my bride.” She tipped my chin with two fingers. “Say your name for me.”

“Aria.”

“Say it again, so I can hear you mean it.”

“Aria.” It came out smaller the second time, and my cock lifted against nothing. She saw it before I did.

“Look at that,” she said, soft, not cruel. “I haven’t even got the lace on you and you’re already answering me.” She kissed the corner of my mouth so she wouldn’t smear the color, and her low laugh sat in her throat. “White stockings first, then the panties, then the dress I made you.”

She rolled the stockings up my legs herself, thumbs sure on the backs of my knees, and the lace panties went on after, snug over my cock and balls. The lace scratched just enough that I had to breathe through my mouth. She didn’t rush the dress. Ivory lace over the long full skirt, petticoats under it, the train pooling when she turned me. Pins at the shoulders where the fit wanted them. The short veil last, wound once and left to fall.

I looked at myself in the three-way and didn’t know where to put my eyes, the hem or the lace at the hip or my painted mouth. The hard shape of me under the panties showed if you knew to look, and the skirt didn’t quite hide it.

“You can look,” she said. “That’s what the mirror is for.”

She stepped out of her own clothes without any fuss and into the white pantsuit she’d made for herself. The blouse stayed open at the throat so the ribbon and the key sat against her skin, small and bright. Pants on, not buttoned yet. She came back to the mirror and stood beside me, and for a second we just looked like what we were, married, her in white and me in the dress.

“Our vows,” she said. “Not the town hall ones. Ours.” She took my shaking hands and set them on the lace at my waist so I could feel what I was wearing. “I keep the key.”

My throat did something stupid. “I wear it.”

“Your hands are shaking on the lace,” she said. “I see that. I see what you didn’t say at the town hall, too. You wanted this before the clerk finished the papers.” She reached into her bag and brought out the small steel cage. “Arch a little for me. Let me have you.”

I did. She eased the panties down just far enough, and my cock was hard in her hand, hot, already wet at the tip. A noise caught in my throat that I would have laughed at if I’d had any room for it. She didn’t argue with the hardness. She waited, one palm warm on my balls, the other stroking once, then again, until I softened enough for the steel. Then she fitted the cage, patient as a hem, and locked it. The click was small. The key went back on the ribbon at her throat.

“There,” she said. “Look at my bride. All that lace, and you locked up under it, and the key’s on me.” She looked at me in all three mirrors. “How does it feel?”

“Tight,” I said. “Honest, like you can see every thought I was going to hide.”

“I can.” She smiled, warm, the real kind. “Ask me what you want to ask.”

“Please hurry. I can’t stand here in the lace and not have you.”

“No.” She said it like she was refusing a bad dart in a seam. “I’m taking my time with my wife.” Her hand settled on the back of my neck, warm and steady, and she walked me to the fitting box. “I want to bend you over this box and fuck you in the dress, and I want you to stay in it while I do. Is that a yes? Thimble is still yours if it isn’t.”

“Yes,” I said, and it came out steadier than anything else that morning. “Yes. Fuck me in the dress.”

“Then bend over for me, and put your hands on the box.”

I bent. The train and the petticoats came up over my back in a rustle, and the air hit my ass. I was suddenly very aware of the cage hanging under me, of the lipstick, of the veil slipping forward over one eye. She pulled the white lace panties aside, not off, so the lace stayed against my skin while my hole was bare.

“The lube’s cold,” she said, and it was. She worked it over me with two fingers, slow circles, then one finger in, then two, and she didn’t shove. She opened me with the patience she uses on a seam, a little, then a little more, talking the whole time so I had to answer.

“You feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me where.”

“In my hole, and in the cage. Bridget, I’m…”

“I know what you’re doing. You’re getting hard again and the steel won’t let you. That’s all right. You don’t need a hand for what I’m going to do.” She curled her fingers and I jerked, cock pushing uselessly at the bars, a drop already forming at the tip. “Beautiful,” she said, and my whole body answered it at once, back arching, hole clenching on her fingers before I could decide to.

She took her fingers out. I heard the harness buckles under the open front of her pantsuit, the strap-on settling against her, and then the blunt head of it, slick, at my hole. She held it there and asked if I was still with her. I said yes, out loud, into the wood. Then she pushed in slow, one long stroke, and I groaned into the fitting box. It was thick, and she was taking her time, and the dress was all around me, lace and petticoat and the smell of the steamer still in the fabric.

“Arch for me, Aria.” Her voice stayed low. “I’m going to fuck you in the dress I made you, and you’re going to come in it without a hand on you.”

“I can’t,” I said, and it was already a lie my body wasn’t interested in. “Not like this, not locked.”

She went still, deep in me, and waited. “Can’t come, or do you want me to stop? Thimble, and I’m out of you, no hard feelings.”

“Can’t come,” I said. “Don’t stop. I want it harder, yes.”

She drew back and came in harder, and the fitting box knocked once against the mirror stand. One hand wound in the veil and held my head where she wanted it. The other stayed on my hip for a while, guiding, and then she was fucking me in earnest. Slow strokes went deep, and then harder ones shoved a sound out of me every time. The cage swung and tapped my thigh. Pre-cum leaked from the tip and strung down toward the hem, and I reached under myself without thinking, fingers scrabbling for the bars, for any touch on my cock.

“I can’t come like this,” I said. “Bridget, I need to touch it. Let me.”

“Hands flat on the wood, or I hold them flat for you,” she said, slowing. “Do you want me to hold them?”

“Hold them,” I said. “Yes.”

Her free hand caught both my wrists and pinned them flat on the fitting box, one grip, firm, exactly what I had asked for. The veil stayed wound in her other hand. She didn’t speed up to punish me. She just kept fucking me, deep, and leaned over my back so her mouth was near my ear. The key on its ribbon brushed the lace between my shoulder blades.

“You will come like this,” she said. “You don’t get a hand on yourself. You get me, and I want the answer out loud. Who’s fucking you?”

“You are.”

“In what?”

“In the dress, in the veil. Bridget…”

“And where are you going to come?”

“In the cage, and then on the hem,” I said, and my voice broke on it. “I can feel it starting. Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping.” She ground in and stayed there, the base of the harness rubbing her clit, her breath going thin and hot against my neck. “Stay with me right there and let it happen. I want to see my wife come in the lace.”

She fucked me through it, hard enough that the petticoats shivered, and her voice stayed soft enough that I wasn’t anywhere but under her hand. The cage ached and my balls drew up. I couldn’t stroke, couldn’t even close my fingers, both wrists flat on the wood, and the pleasure built anyway, mean and bright, from my hole and from the steel and from the sound of her starting to come. She ground against the harness base and came with a low sound, hips jerking, the strap-on seated deep in me, her hand tight in the veil. That was what finished me. Her coming, and that one word of praise still sitting in my skin, and no hand on my cock at all.

I came through the bars. It hit in pulses I couldn’t aim, cum spilling out of the cage and dripping, hot, onto the hem of my own dress, spotting the ivory lace she’d spent weeks on. I shook under her and said her name and something that wasn’t a word, and she held me there until it finished, wrists pinned, veil in her fist, her own breath ragged against my shoulder.

She stayed in me a moment after, both of us listening to the quiet shop below and to my breathing. Then she eased out, unlocked nothing, and let my wrists go one at a time, kissing the inside of one wrist like she was checking a measurement. The panties she left crooked. She looked at the hem and laughed, low and pleased.

“Don’t you dare apologize,” she said, before I could. “I watched you do that. I asked you to.”

I got upright on legs that didn’t trust the floor, lipstick smeared at one corner, veil askew, cage wet. The dress was ruined in the one place she’d see every time she looked down. I felt wrecked and married and so tender I almost couldn’t look at her, so I looked at the light on the lace instead.

She took the dress off me with the same patience she’d used putting it on, pins back in the tomato, veil folded, stockings rolled down and set aside. She didn’t wipe the hem. She hung the dress on the form by the mirror, cum drying into the ivory, and stood there with her hand on the lace like she was deciding a last stitch.

“I’m never cleaning that hem,” she said. “That’s ours, that’s the morning.” She unbuckled the harness and set it on the fitting box, buttoned her pantsuit, the key still at her throat, and held out my plain shirt. “Come on home with me. I’m taking my bride home.”

❦

Sun came through the curtains in a wide soft bar and landed across the bed. I woke up inside it with the veil still on my head, where she had pinned it again at bedtime. One edge of the tulle had slipped over my mouth in the night. It tasted like sleep, and a little like her lipstick from yesterday. The white stockings she had rolled back onto me were still up. The cage was still on, small and steel, and my cock had been arguing with it for hours. That is a fight a man does not win.

Bridget was on her side, facing me. The white ribbon with the key on it lay on the pillow between us. She had put it there so I would see it before I saw anything else. We had been married since yesterday morning. That still felt like a caption I had typed under somebody else’s picture.

Her eyes were already open.

“Morning, Aria,” she said. Her voice was low, the voice she uses when she is not going to hurry a hem or a person.

“Morning.” The veil moved when I talked.

She looked at my face, and then she looked at the cage. She always finds the place where my body has answered before my mouth has. “You slept in it.”

“I did. All night, and I felt every minute of it.”

“Did you wake up wanting out of that cage?”

“Twice. Maybe three times. I stopped counting, which isn’t like me at all.”

“And you stayed locked up anyway.”

“You had the key.” I tried to make it light and did not quite manage it. “Also I like my life, and I like you in it.”

The word thimble sat in the back of my head, the one word that would have ended all of this and cost me nothing. I left it there. I wanted the morning more than I wanted an exit.

She smiled with the corner of her mouth and reached over and picked the ribbon up. The key tapped her ring. “I still have it,” she said. “Say the whole morning out loud for me. All of it, no jokes.”

I could have talked about the light, which was honestly beautiful, the kind I charge people for. What came out was plainer. “I want you to unlock me. I want to kiss down you and put my mouth on you until you come. And I want to come after, if you say I can.”

“Perfect,” she said, one soft word, and it hit me so hard my cock shoved at the cage. I made a sound I had not planned on. She heard it. Her laugh was low and warm, not unkind. “There you are. Come closer to me.”

She sat up. The sheet fell off her, and she was bare, the ribbon still in her hand and not yet at her throat. She leaned over me and fitted the key into the little lock. The click was small and very loud in that quiet room. The cage came off. My cock filled so fast it ached, and she set the steel on the nightstand the same careful way she sets down a pin she might want later. Then she lay back on the pillows with her knees open and one arm loose above her head.

“Kiss me on the way down,” she said. “Don’t skip a single place. I want to feel where you are.”

I went. The veil dragged over her chest as I moved, and I kissed her mouth first, slow, because she had said not to skip and because I wanted that kiss more than I wanted to be clever about it. She tasted like sleep. I kissed her throat, the place the ribbon usually sat, and she tipped her chin up a little to give it to me. Then the soft skin under her breast, and the breast itself, and I took her nipple in my mouth until she breathed out and put her hand in the veil at the back of my head. Not pulling. Holding, so I would know she was there.

“Come lower for me,” she said.

I kissed down her ribs. Her skin was warm where the sun had been on it. I could feel her breathing under my mouth, and I could feel my own cock hanging heavy and free, brushing the sheet. That was almost too much after the night I’d had. At the curve of her belly I stopped, because I am a coward about wanting things in daylight, and I rested my cheek there like I was lining up a shot I was afraid to take.

“Aria.”

“Yeah. I’m here.”

“You’re hiding from me. I can feel it in your cheek. Look up and say what you’re going to do.”

I looked up through the tulle. Her face was calm. Her hand was still in the veil. “I’m going to lick your clit,” I said, and the words came out rough. “I’m going to put two fingers in your pussy, slow, and I’m not going to rush you. I want you to come with my mouth on you.”

“That’s my bride,” she said, and my cock jumped against the sheet like she had stroked it. She had not touched it. She had only said the words. “Go on, then. Take your time with me. We don’t have anywhere to be.”

I put my mouth on her. She was already wet, which undid me more than I wanted to admit, the plain fact of her wanting this before I had done anything worth wanting. I licked her clit with the flat of my tongue, slow, and she sighed and opened her thighs another inch. The short veil brushed her belly and fell across my shoulders, tulle in my eyes and on my tongue when I turned my head. I licked her again, longer, and I listened for the change in her breath, because that is the part of my work I have always been good at, hearing what people do not say. Only this time I was not behind the camera. She was my wife, and her hand was in the veil, and my cock was hard against the mattress like it had opinions of its own.

“Slower on the left,” she said. “Right there. You feel how I move when you get it?”

“I feel it. You tilt when I hit the good spot.”

“Then stay with it. I want to hear if you like the taste.”

“I like it.” I licked her clit again so she would know I meant the words and the work both. “I like how wet you are. I like doing this in the veil. I could stay down here until the sun moves off the bed.”

She laughed once, quiet, and the laugh turned into a softer sound when I did not stop. “Use your fingers now,” she said. “Two of them. Slow. Don’t show off for me.”

I slid two fingers into her cunt, easy because she was wet, and the heat of her around them pulled a shiver straight through my stomach where I knelt. I kept my mouth on her clit and moved my fingers in the same unhurried rhythm, in and out, curling a little when she tilted her hips to show me where. She was tight and slick and very sure of what she wanted, and I followed that, because following her is the only thing I have ever been graceful at. The wet sound of it was plain in the room. I did not try to make it prettier than it was.

“That’s it,” she said, almost under her breath. “Stay in me like that. Your mouth doesn’t leave my clit.”

“It won’t. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Do you want to fuck me with those fingers until I come, or are you getting impatient for your own cock?”

“Both,” I said, honest, a little ashamed of how honest. “But I’m not leaving until you come. You can feel I’m hard. I’m still staying right here.”

“I can feel you shaking,” she said, and her hand closed in the veil, tulle bunched white in her fist at the back of my head. “Good. Stay shaky for me. Don’t speed up. I want it slow, and I want the veil in my hand when I go.”

So I stayed. I licked her clit in small steady strokes and fucked her with two fingers, deep and slow, and every time I pushed in she made a sound that started like a laugh and did not end like one. The stockings were warm on my knees. Sun sat on my back. I could hear myself breathing inside the tulle, and I could taste her, and my cock ached where it hung untouched, dripping a little onto the sheet. None of that mattered as much as her thighs trying to close and then opening again because she wanted more of my mouth. I curled my fingers and held them there and licked her through it, patient with her the same patient way she is with a hem, which I had learned from watching her hands and was now trying to give back with mine.

“Aria,” she said, and my name in her mouth was enough to make my hips jerk at nothing. “Right there. Don’t you dare get clever on me.”

“I won’t. I’ve got you. I’m staying right on it.”

She came with the veil tight in her fist. I felt it around my fingers first, a long gripping pulse, and then in the shake of her belly under the tulle, and she did not let go of the veil until it had all gone through her. I kept my mouth on her clit, softer at the end, because she gets sensitive and I know that, and I eased my fingers and stayed between her legs until her hand opened and the tulle spilled back over my head, warm where she had held it.

She lay there breathing. I kissed the inside of her thigh, once, because I could not help it.

“Come up here to me,” she said.

I kissed her belly on the way, and she caught my arms and pulled me on top of her, and the veil fell around both our faces so the light went the color of lace. My cock lay against her stomach, hard, wet at the tip, and the mess of how much I wanted her was right there between us with nowhere to hide. She looked down at it, then at my face, and that small smile came back.

“Look at you,” she said. “Unlocked and already leaking on me. Kiss me.”

I kissed her. She tasted like her own cunt on my mouth, and she did not shy from it. While we kissed she wrapped both hands around my cock, one above the other, warm and sure, and stroked me from the base up over the head, slow, so I felt every inch of the freedom I had spent the night without. I groaned into her mouth. My hips pushed into her grip before I had agreed to let them.

“Easy,” she said against my lips. “I’ve got your cock. Both hands. You don’t have to chase it. You kiss me, and you come when I tell you to.”

“Bridget.”

“What is it, Aria?”

“I’m close. The cage all night, and then my mouth on you, I don’t have a long fuse left. I’m a little embarrassed about it.”

“I know you are.” She stroked me again, both hands working together, a little tighter, her thumb sliding through the wet at the head. “You think I can’t feel how hard you are? You think I didn’t see you get like this while I was still talking? Answer me out loud.”

“You saw it. You always see it before I do.”

“Say what I have in my hands.”

“My cock.” The word broke in my throat, which would have been funny if I had not been about to come apart. “Your hands on my cock. I’m going to come if you keep that up.”

“Not until I say so.” She slowed the stroke, not a punishment, just a hold, keeping me there the same way she keeps a pin between her lips until the place is right. She kissed me again, deeper, and her thumbs passed over the head together, and everything in me pulled tight against her wrist. “Whose cock is this?”

“Yours. It’s yours.”

“And who are you, in the veil, on top of me, shaking like this?”

“Aria. Your bride. Yours.”

“Then you can come,” she said, soft as if she were telling me a seam was straight. “Come for me. On my belly. I want to feel it. Now.”

She stroked me with both hands, firm and even, and kissed me while she did it, and I did not last past the next pull. The feeling ran up from deep in me into her fists, and I came across her belly in long hard pulses, cum striping her skin and catching on her fingers and on the edge of the veil where it had fallen between us. I shook with it. I said her name into her mouth, or something close to her name, and she did not let go. She worked me through it, slower, drawing the last of the cum out of me onto her, and then she wrapped her arms around my back and held me down in it, my cock still lying in the mess, the tulle stuck to both of us, the white stockings soft against her legs.

“Stay right here,” she said. “Lace and all. I want my bride in it with me.”

I stayed. I was breathing hard into her neck, and the shame of how fast it had been was already trying to make a joke, so I let it, because that is what I do when I am tender and wrecked at the same time.

“That wasn’t a patient sitting,” I said. “If I were shooting it, I’d have missed the frame.”

She laughed into my hair under the veil, low and warm. “You spent the night locked up, and the morning with your tongue on my clit and your fingers in me. I wasn’t clocking you.” Her hand moved on my back. “You came when I told you. That’s the picture I wanted.”

We lay there until the cum started to cool on her skin and on me. Then she kissed my temple and shifted me just enough that she could sit up, not sending me away, only making room for her hands. She found the ribbon on the pillow. She wiped her fingers on the sheet without any fuss, chalk off a table in her own mind, and she tied the ribbon back at her throat, neat, the key settling in the hollow of it. Nothing else on her. Sun on her shoulders. Cum still shining on her belly, which she left where it was. She looked at me in the veil and the stockings, spent and a little stupid with it, and she touched the key once, checking it the same careful way she checks a last stitch.

“Still mine,” she said.

“Yeah. Still yours.”

“I want it in the room, not just in your head.”

“Still yours. The key’s on you. The cage can stay on the nightstand. I’m yours with it off, too.”

She nodded, satisfied, and that one nod went through my chest and, unfairly, twitched in my spent cock, which had no business agreeing with anything. She saw it. She did not make a speech. She put her hand on my thigh, over the stocking, and left it there, and that was the answer.

I looked at the dresser. The camera was sitting where I had left it, because I cannot break a habit even on the morning after my own wedding, and the light on the bed was the light I spend other people’s Saturdays chasing. The dress from yesterday was back on its form in the studio, ivory lace, and I was not in it, only the veil and the stockings, which felt like the shot after the shot, the one you take when the formal ones are done and everybody is finally real. I thought about all the brides I had stood in front of and never been, and about a hip in white lace I had zoomed in on alone at night, a working photographer who did not yet know her name.

“I want a picture,” I said.

“Of you running in a veil? That I have to see.”

“Of both of us. Timer on the camera. I’ll look like a fool.”

“You look like my bride,” she said. “Go set it. And come back laughing. I want that in the frame, not the careful face you give clients.”

I got up, veil crooked, one stocking a little loose at the thigh, and I set the camera on the dresser and aimed it at the bed and started the timer the same way I have started it for nervous people a hundred times. Then I ran, which is not a dignified way to cross a room in lace, and I got onto the bed beside her just as she started laughing at me for it, low and real, the key bright at her bare throat and nothing else on her. I was laughing too, because I had missed the graceful version and I did not care. Her hand found the veil. I turned my face toward her instead of the lens, which is the opposite of every wedding picture I have ever made. The camera clicked while both of us were still laughing.

❦

I put that one in a plain frame and set it by the bed. In it we are a mess and we are married, and she has the key, and I am in the veil, and it is the first wedding photo I have ever been in.


THE END
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I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, female control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.
I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.
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