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Bimbo Transformation, Book 1

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: Forty One Seconds

Iflipped past page two and stabbed the red pen at the indemnity block before he finished his sentence.

“This clause dumps every liability on the resident,” I said. “You rewrite it or I walk.”

Victor poured water into a glass I never asked for. The tap hissed. Cold glass met the stone counter beside my elbow. He was thirty-nine and patient the way a locked door is patient.

“Initial your version,” he said.

I did. Hard. Ink bled into the paper. My dissertation defense sat sixty days out and my grant money had already run dry. This residency paid enough to cover rent and groceries until I walked into that hall with a finished paper. Easy money. Free room. A man who thought he could train a smart woman into an airhead.

I was twenty-seven. I had out-argued committees older than him.

“Page three,” I said. “Your schedule language is mush. I want defined hours, defined exits, and a withdrawal clause you cannot twist.”

He set the pitcher down. Condensation ran down the glass and pooled on the stone. The fridge hummed low. My pulse sat high in my throat for reasons I refused to name.

“Draft it,” he said.

I pulled the laptop closer and typed Paragraph 14 myself. Dense. Academic. Lawyer-proof. I stacked conditions and cross-references until the sentence needed a second breath to finish. If I ever wanted out, he would have to honor it. I made him initial the margin twice.

“There,” I said. “You let me leave the moment I read that clause aloud, verbatim, in one breath. Full fee. No delay.”

Victor initialed. Red ink. Clean loops.

“Anything else?” he asked.

I added a clause on recording consent, another on compensation timing, and one that barred him from editing my dissertation without written request. He initialed each one. The pen clicked once against the counter.

“You believe the paper protects you,” he said.

“The paper is the only thing that matters.”

He turned the stack, lined the pages, and set a blank signature line in front of me. Then he left the pen uncapped and walked around the island to stand at my back.

“One baseline before we sign,” he said. “You recite your dissertation abstract. Out loud. From memory. While I work you over this counter. I time how long the sentence holds.”

Heat climbed my neck. My cunt gave a traitor throb against the seam of my jeans. I hated that. I wanted to prove the armour held.

“Fine,” I said. “Start your clock.”

He popped the button of my jeans and dragged them down with my underwear in one pull. Cool air hit my ass. The stone counter bit my bare hips when he bent me forward. My tits pressed flat to the cold surface. The glass of water rattled near my cheek.

A drawer opened. Plastic clicked. He set a thick black butt plug and a wand vibrator on the stone in front of my face. Lube bottle next. The cap snapped.

“Abstract,” he said. “Now.”

I started. “This project examines cognitive offloading under…”

Cold lube hit my asshole. His finger pushed in. Thick. Steady. The stretch burned. My voice cracked on the next word.

“Under sustained attentional capture in…”

A second finger. He scissored them. Wet sounds in the quiet kitchen. Squish. Drag. My clit pulsed against nothing and my thighs shook.

“, in adult subjects exposed to…”

He twisted. Knuckles pressed. The burn went deeper. I clenched around his fingers and the clench only opened me more. Shame lit under my skin. My pussy was already dripping onto the stone.

“Keep talking,” he said. “You will do exactly as I say.”

“Exposed to reward-contingent simplification protocols that…”

He pulled his fingers out. Empty ache. Then the blunt tip of the plug shoved against my hole. He worked it in with short pushes. My asshole stretched around the widest point and I groaned raw into the counter.

“, that erode executive function over…”

The plug seated. Full. Heavy. My ass clenched on the stem and I could not close. He flicked the wand on. The buzz cut the air. He pinned the head to my clit.

“Forty-one,” he said later. He held up the phone, stopwatch frozen at forty-one seconds. “That is where the sentence broke.”

I had lost the abstract mid-clause. The words had turned to sludge while the wand chewed my clit and the plug held my ass open. My mouth hung wet against the stone, drool threading down.

“Say what you are,” he said.

“A researcher,” I snapped.

He turned the wand higher. My hips jerked. The plug shifted inside me and dragged a moan loose.

“Say what you are while I fuck this hole,” he said.

He worked the plug out. My hole gaped for a beat, open to the air, then he pushed three fingers back in hard. The wet slap of it made my ears ring. My cunt clenched empty and jealous.

“I’m a slut,” I said. The word tasted wrong and filthy and my clit jumped against the wand for it.

“Louder.”

“I’m a hole. I’m a dirty little whore who came here for money.”

“Good. Count when you come.”

He drove his fingers deeper and curled them. The wand ground down. The heat in my belly snapped. My asshole spasmed around his knuckles. Pussy juice ran down my thighs in a slick sheet. I came hard enough my knees buckled.

“That’s one,” I gasped.

He did not stop. The wand stayed. Everything under it burned. I scrabbled forward and he pinned my lower back with his forearm.

“Beg for the next one.”

“Please. Please make me come again. Use my asshole. Use your whore.”

He pulled his fingers free, wiped them on my tit where it mashed the counter, and reached for a thicker silicone dildo from the same drawer. Lube again. Cold gel. Then the toy shoved into my ass in one long push that emptied my lungs.

“Take it,” he said.

He fucked my asshole with the dildo in deep strokes. Wet squelch on every thrust. The wand ground into my clit. Sweat ran between my shoulder blades. The fridge hummed under the slap of the toy against my rim.

Second orgasm tore through me faster. My hole milked the dildo in ugly pulses. I sobbed into the stone.

“That’s two,” I said. “One more. Please. One more.”

“You do not get to stop at three,” he said. “You get what I take.”

He yanked the dildo out. My asshole stayed open, used, shiny with lube. He added more gel and pressed four fingers together. The stretch burned past sense. I shook my head and pushed back onto his hand anyway, greedy and furious at myself.

“Look at you,” he said. “Smart mouth gone soft. Ass swallowing my hand like a toy.”

His knuckles popped past the ring of muscle. My hole locked around his wrist. Full past what I had planned for. The pressure punched a broken sound out of me. The wand stayed on my clit through all of it.

“Fuck. Too much. Can’t…”

“You can. Come on my fist like the empty bitch you are writing yourself into.”

He worked his fist in short rolls. My guts clenched. The wand’s buzz turned my clit into a raw switch. Third orgasm hit and I screamed it into the counter, cunt gushing, ass clamped on his wrist so hard my vision spotted.

“That’s three,” I choked. “Fuck. That’s three.”

He kept going. No pause. The overstimulated burn stacked into a fourth that ripped me open while I begged him to stop and begged him for more in the same breath. Spit ran from my mouth. My nipples scraped the cold stone. The wet noise of his fist in my ass filled the kitchen.

“Four,” I wept. “Four. Please. I can’t.”

“One more. Say you are my good little toy.”

“I’m your good little toy. Please wreck my asshole. Please make me come again. I’m a hole. I’m nothing but a hole.”

He twisted his fist and mashed the wand harder. Fifth orgasm broke me into fragments. Coming. Can’t stop. Ass full. Brain gone. Pussy dripping onto the floor in thin strings. My whole body jerked and I counted it through clenched teeth.

“Five. That’s five. Thank you. Thank you.”

He eased his hand out. My hole hung open, wet and slack. Lube and slick ran down over my cunt. He shut the wand off. The sudden quiet pressed on my ears. My breath fogged the stone.

I stayed bent there, jeans around my ankles, ass used and leaking, while he washed his hands at the sink. Water ran. Hot this time. Steam lifted.

He dried his hands, walked back, and set the contract in front of my face.

“Sign,” he said.

My hand shook. I signed my name in the line I had cleared for myself. He signed under it. The residency was real. Sixty days. My defense on the last one. Paragraph 14 sat in the stack in my own dense syntax, initialed by both of us.

He wiped my thighs with a warm cloth, then pushed the plug back into my sore hole and fixed a thin remote receiver to the base with medical tape. The wand went into a charging dock on the counter. He pulled my underwear and jeans up over the plug and buttoned me himself.

“Standing upright,” he said.

I stood. The plug shifted. My cunt still throbbed. Shame sat hot in my face. Five times on day one, before the ink dried.

Victor slid a printed schedule across the island. Tomorrow’s block sat at the top in clean type.

“Simplification Session starts at nine,” he said. “You will be in the study, kneeling, plug in, phone face down. You will recite one paragraph of your abstract until I say stop. If you drop a word, the remote goes up one level. You do not touch your clit. You do not remove the plug. You wait for me.”

I opened my mouth to argue about the schedule language.

He tapped the signed stack.

“You wrote the frame,” he said. “Now live in it. Go unpack. Be ready at nine.”


Chapter 2: Two Syllable Girl

Iknelt on the kitchen tile with the laminated card crushed in my fist. Cum cooled on my tongue. My cunt leaked down both thighs in a thin, sticky trail that smelled like sex and the soap he had washed his cock with.

Seven lines. No greeting. I had read them three times before I came downstairs, hunting for a trap, and the trap was that every word meant exactly what it said.

Victor stood over me, his dick wet. He wiped my chin with his thumb and pushed the spit back into my mouth.

“Swallow,” he said.

I did. The taste sat bitter and thick under my teeth. Day three of sixty. Fifty-seven left until my defense. The fee sat in the contract like a bribe I had written myself into, and Paragraph 14 waited in dense clauses I could recite any time I wanted out.

He took the card from my hand.

“Read line four.”

I looked up. Line four said little words only. Nothing over two beats without leave. Orgasm on the clock. Earned. Tied to a clean short line said right.

“Lit-tle words on-ly,” I said, clipping it on purpose, smug about how easy this looked.

Victor’s mouth tipped. He pointed at the fridge. A blank strip of paper hung there under a magnet, five empty slots already drawn.

“That list grows by five entries a week,” he said. “You put a banned word in your mouth, it stays on the door. You need those words for your paper. Choose.”

Heat punched low in my belly before I wanted it. My nipples went tight against the thin dress he had left on the chair. No pockets. No waistband. Soft fabric that clung and gave my hands nowhere to hide.

I told myself I was gathering data. Paid rent. Free hours. A man with rules I could map and break for sport. My pussy pulsed anyway, traitor-wet, and the shame of that wetness made me wetter.

“Stand,” he said. “Hands on the table. Legs wide.”

I stood. The dress rode up. Cool air hit the slick between my legs. He stepped in behind me and dragged two knuckles through my folds, then held them under my nose.

“Smell yourself.”

Musk. Sharp. Mine. I breathed it in and my mouth watered.

He smeared the slick across my bottom lip. “Taste.”

I licked. Salt and heat. My face burned.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

He took a black plug from the drawer. Fat. Shiny. He coated it in lube that smelled like mint and pressed the tip to my asshole.

I clenched. He waited. Then he pushed.

The stretch forced a sound out of me. Burn first. Then the thick pop as the widest part seated and the base kissed my rim. My knees dipped. He caught my hip and held me open against the table edge.

“Breathe,” he said. “You keep that in while we dress you.”

He stripped the dress off over my head. The new one he pulled down had a low neck and no place for a belt, no seam I could pinch while I thought. My tits sat heavy and bare under the thin front. He cupped one and pinched the nipple until I hissed.

“Good,” he said. “Now the list starts. Say a word you use in chapter one of your draft.”

I almost laughed. Game. Easy money. “Heuristic.”

Three beats. Loud. On purpose.

Victor did not raise his voice. He walked to the fridge, wrote HEURISTIC in block letters in the first slot, and came back with a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain.

“Open your mouth.”

I did. He set the chain across my tongue and clipped both clamps on at once. Pain lit white behind my eyes. My cunt clenched around nothing and shoved the plug deeper from the inside. Spit ran over the metal and down my chin.

“Again,” he said. “Same word.”

I should have shut up. The fee needed me here. The defense needed the words on that fridge. Pride shoved past both.

“Heuristic,” I said around the chain, messy and defiant.

He wrote it again in slot two, then dragged me by the clamp chain toward the back room. Each step tugged my nipples. Each step made the plug shift. My pussy dripped onto my own feet.

The room held a low bench and a mirror. Cuffs waited on the posts. He laid me on my back, clipped my wrists up, and pushed my knees to my chest.

“Look,” he said.

The glass gave me back a spread, shiny mess. Plug dark between my cheeks. Clamps biting. Cunt open and glossy.

He took a wand from the shelf and pressed the head hard to my clit. The buzz hit and my hips jerked. Too fast. Too much. I bit down on the chain and moaned through my teeth.

“You do not come,” he said. “You ask. You use little words. You name what you are.”

The wand stayed. He worked the plug in short twists until my rim fluttered. Then he pulled it free. The empty ache made me whine. He set the tip of his cock at my asshole and pushed in on one long slide.

Full. Thick. The burn tore a cry out of me. He bottomed out and held there while the wand kept grinding my clit into a stupid bright point.

“Speak,” he said.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Please…”

He shut the wand off. The drop made my eyes water.

“Wrong length. Wrong ask. Try again.”

I hated him. I needed the buzz back. My asshole clenched on his cock in helpless pulls. The mint lube and my own slick mixed thick in my head.

“Let me come,” I said. Short. Ugly. “I need it.”

“What are you.”

My throat closed. The part of me that owned a draft and a committee desk screamed to stay quiet. My cunt twitched empty and greedy.

“A slut,” I said.

He turned the wand back on. One second. Off again.

“More.”

“A dumb slut. Your dumb slut. Fuck my ass. Let me come.”

He fucked me then. Hard. Deep strokes that shoved air out of my lungs. The bench creaked. My clamped tits bounced and the chain clicked against my teeth. Wet sounds slapped up from where his cock split me open. Squelch. Skin. My own broken gasps.

He spat on my clit and rubbed it with his thumb. Close. So close my belly went tight.

Then he stopped. Cock buried. Wand dark. Thumb gone.

I sobbed. I never sobbed for sex. I never begged men. I was here for money and a quiet house and a joke I thought I was telling on him.

“Beg proper,” Victor said. “Full sentence. Two-beat words. Tell me why you get to come.”

My brain scrambled for short pieces. Big words crowded the door and died there.

“I was bad,” I said. “I said the long word. Twice. I want to come on your cock. I want to be your hole. Please let your whore come.”

He pulled out of my ass. The gape pulsed. Air found the open ring. He pushed two fingers in, then three, then tucked his thumb and pressed.

“Take it.”

My body fought. He kept the pressure steady until my rim gave and his hand slid in to the widest part. The stretch stole my breath. Full past thought. Tears ran into my hair. The smell of lube and ass and cunt hung thick between us.

He fist-fucked me in short rolls. My clit throbbed untouched. I shook apart and could not tip over. He had the gate and he left it shut.

“Again,” he said. “Beg.”

“Please. Please. Fist my ass. Use me. I need to come. I will be good. Little words. Only little words. Make your toy come.”

He worked his hand free. The emptiness dragged a cry out of me. He lined his cock with my pussy and drove in to the root.

Slick. Easy. My cunt took him like it had been waiting all morning. He pinned the wand back on my clit and fucked me through the buzz.

“Hold the line,” he said. “Say: I come when you say.”

“I come when you say,” I gasped.

“Again.”

“I come when you say…”

“Come.”

I broke. My cunt clamped hard and milked him in mean pulls. Pleasure ripped up my spine and blanked the room. Too much. Cannot. Wet. Spurting around his cock in messy floods I could hear. My asshole fluttered open on air. The clamps bit harder as my chest heaved. Short crude noise tore out of me. More. Fuck. Yours.

He kept the wand on through it until I kicked and tried to twist away. Then he pulled out, climbed up, and shoved his cock into my mouth.

“Clean.”

I tasted my own cunt and the mint and the deeper musk of my ass. I sucked. He held my hair and fucked my throat until spit ran down my tits and the chain. When he came it hit thick across my tongue. I swallowed because he told me to. The salt stayed.

He took the clamps off. Blood rushed back in a hot ache. He uncuffed my wrists and sat me up. My hole twitched. Cum and slick smeared the bench under me.

Victor wrote three more words on the fridge while I watched from the doorway, legs shaking: THESIS. METHOD. CLAIM.

Five slots filled. My draft’s spine, sitting on a kitchen door like a joke with teeth.

“Those are gone,” he said. “You want them back, you earn them with clean short speech for seven days. You use another long one, I add five more from your abstract.”

My mouth went dry. The defense sat on day sixty, same day the contract died. Every lost word made that room harder. Paragraph 14 needed a full clean read in one breath if I ever wanted the early door. I had written it dense on purpose. Lawyer-proof. Mine.

I nodded. Small. The nod shamed me worse than the fist.

“Say it in little words,” he said.

“I get it,” I whispered. “My words are yours now. I ask if I need a big one.”

“Good girl.”

He handed me water that tasted like metal and mint from my own mouth. Then he pointed at the schedule on the wall. Orgasm blocks in neat boxes. Morning. Night. None free. Each box had a sentence under it in fat bubbly print.

I read the night box. I am soft and I obey.

My cunt gave a stupid after-twitch. Dread sat under my ribs like a swallowed stone I could not cough up. The first week had been soft around the edges. Warm rooms. Clear rules. A man who paid on time. That softness scared me more than shouting would have.

“Go rinse,” Victor said. “Then you sit at the desk and write your pages with the words you still own. If you reach for a banned one, you raise your hand and ask.”

I walked to the bath on raw legs. The plug went back in before he let me leave the kitchen. Seat it, he said, and I did, face hot, pussy dripping onto the tile in fat ticks.

At the desk my draft looked hostile. Sentences I had loved now had holes. I typed around the missing pieces like someone stepping over gaps in a floor. My hand rose twice. Both times he gave me a short swap and made me say thank you for the loan.

By late light my jaw ached from holding simple lines. He called me back to the kitchen and fed me from his fork. Rich sauce. Garlic. I licked the tine clean because he held it there until I did.

“Tomorrow the wardrobe goes stricter,” he said. “And we add oral drills. You will read your abstract in two-beat words only. We time the gaps.”

Forty-one seconds on day one with a full abstract. Day three already had me hunting for scraps.

I opened my mouth to argue with a clean academic edge and found the edge missing. The sentence I wanted needed three banned stems. I shut it again.

Victor’s eyes warmed.

“There,” he said. “That pause. Keep it.”

A knock hit the front door. Three short raps.

I flinched. The plug shifted. He did not look surprised.

He took a cream business card from his pocket and set it under the fridge magnet beside my killed words. One name. Cass. A phone line. A small ink note on the back in his hand: Sept guest / intake.

“Stay,” he told me. “Knees. Mouth shut unless I point at you.”

I dropped to the tile again, dress hitched, thighs shiny, his taste on my tongue. The knock came a second time, closer, as if the person on the porch had leaned in.

Victor opened the door.

A woman stood there with a tote bag and calm eyes, older than me by a stretch of years, her blouse neat and her smile already measuring the room past his shoulder. She looked at the fridge. At the list. At me on the floor with a dark base seated between my cheeks and drying slick on my knees.

“You must be Nadia,” she said. “I brought the next set of cards.”


Chapter 3: The Pink Recorder

Iheld the pink recorder in both hands while the red light blinked against my palm.

Victor stood over the study desk and tapped the notebook once. “Nine o’clock. Write what you thought today. All of it. Then cut it to eight or fewer. Then you speak the cut version into that. Clean. Easy. Again until I say stop.”

My thighs stuck to the leather of the edging bench. The cuffs around my wrists already bit. A thick silicone shaft sat buried in my pussy to the base. A remote buzzed once in his fingers. My hole clenched on the shaft. Wet ran down and soaked the bench seam under me.

Fifty-one days left until the defense. Until the fee cleared. Until the clause I wrote for myself still meant a way out. I told myself I could play this. I could sound dumb on tape and keep the real thinking in my skull where he could not reach it.

“Start,” he said.

I bent over the notebook as far as the cuffs let me. The pen shook. I wrote the truth first, dense and sharp, the way I wrote when the residency was data for a paper. Power differentials in erotic compliance produce measurable attrition of executive function; the subject retains covert metacognition as a compensatory, Victor took the page, read two lines, and shut the notebook on my knuckles.

“Too long. Too hard. On the bench.”

He flipped a switch. The shaft inside me jolted to a hard pulse that slammed my front wall. My hips bucked. My tits slapped the leather. I sucked air through my teeth and tried to hold still.

“You bargain with yourself,” he said. “You think you can keep the clever part locked away and sell me the silly part. Listen.”

He pressed a button on the pink recorder. My own voice from some earlier drill came out thin and bright: I like simple rules. I like being told.

My face burned. My cunt squeezed the shaft so hard the buzz stuttered. Traitor. I hated that my body answered a tape of me before my brain finished arguing.

“Rewrite,” Victor said. He killed the vibe. The stop left me dripping and empty of any finish. “Eight or under. Speak it after.”

I scratched out a new line. My hand wanted to hedge. I forced it down.

Men take charge. My brain gets soft. It works.

“Read it.”

I lifted the pink recorder. The red light stared. “Men take charge. My brain gets soft. It works.”

“Again. Faster. No pauses.”

I said it four more times. On the fifth, my tongue found the rhythm without me pushing. That scared me more than the shaft. I was teaching my own throat the shortcut.

Victor nodded once. “Better. Still thinking underneath. I can hear it. Knees wider.”

He unlocked one cuff long enough to haul me further onto the edging bench, belly down, knees forced apart on the padded rests. The silicone shaft stayed seated. He slicked two fingers and pressed them to my rear hole.

I jerked. “Wait…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed flat. My gut went cold and then hot. He pushed both fingers in at once. The stretch burned. My pussy fluttered around the shaft. Slick noises filled the study. He worked his fingers in and out until the ring of muscle gave and took him to the knuckle.

“Say the line while I open you.”

“Men take charge. My brain gets soft. It works.”

“Again.”

I said it. He added a third finger. The burn climbed. My eyes watered. Spit ran off my chin onto the leather. The recorder sat on the desk in front of my face, red light on, catching every broken breath.

“Complex speech gets you edged and left,” he said. “Simple speech gets you used until you break. Pick.”

I wanted to spit a full sentence at him, the old kind, the kind that proved I still owned the inside of my head. My tongue stalled. The fee. The defense. Day sixty. The clause I had made thick on purpose so no one could twist it. If I kept talking like a scholar in here, he would edge me raw and leave me. If I talked like a toy, he would fuck me open.

Bargaining. That was all I had left that still felt like mine.

“Please,” I said. “Simple. I can do simple. Let me finish.”

He withdrew his fingers. I stayed open. Cool air hit the ring and I shuddered.

“Write the next cut. Your framework. The thing you came here to study. Eight or under.”

My stomach turned. That framework was the spine of the dissertation. Reducing it was handing him a knife and pointing at my own throat. I wrote anyway, hand cramped:

Men are in charge and it works.

The pen tip tore the paper on the last letter. I stared at the line. Nine days in and I had already sold the thesis for a chance at release.

“Into the recorder,” Victor said. “Twenty times. Clean.”

I pressed record. My voice came out higher each pass, thinner, like the plastic was sanding the edges off me. By twelve I stopped hearing the meaning. By eighteen it was just sound and breath and the wet pull of the shaft when I shifted. On twenty he stopped me with a hand in my hair.

“Good little toy. Now you earn the mess.”

He pulled the silicone shaft out of my pussy in one wet slide. My hole clenched on nothing. He wiped the shaft on my tits, left them shiny, then set a wide flared plug against my opened rear. The weight of it pressed. He pushed. The flare stretched me past the burn into a dull, heavy ache. My thighs shook.

“Take it.”

I pushed back because the alternative was him stopping and leaving me empty. The plug seated with a thick pop. Full. Too full. My clit throbbed against the leather, untouched.

Victor strapped a wand between my thighs with a leather band, head flush to my clit, and switched it on low. The buzz was a grind, not a peak. Enough to make me drip. Not enough to tip.

“Complex line,” he said. “Say one on purpose. Show me you still can. Then I ruin you for it.”

Pride flared. I opened my lips and forced the old register through. “Heuristic saturation produces…”

The wand jumped to high. My hips slammed the bench. The plug jerked inside me. I was right there, cresting, cunt spasming, when he killed the power and yanked the band off.

The climax collapsed mid-spasm. My pussy pulsed and spilled nothing useful, just a wasted flutter and a gush of slick that soaked the leather under my belly. I sobbed once. My clit twitched in the open air, swollen and cheated.

“That is the price of the hard speech,” Victor said. “You want the finish, you speak soft and dumb and you ask like a hole.”

“Please. I need…”

“Name what you are.”

My throat closed. Bargaining again. Give him the ugly label, get the touch back. Keep the label, stay ruined and empty.

“I am a dumb hole,” I said. “A slut who needs simple lines. Please put it back. Please use me.”

He re-strapped the wand and turned it on. Low again. He slicked his cock and rubbed the head against my stretched pussy lips, smearing me, then shoved in to the root in one thrust.

The weight of him drove the plug deeper. Full front and back. My scream cracked. He fucked me hard, hips slamming, the slap of skin wet and loud. The wand buzzed my clit in time with each thrust. Spit strings hung from my lip. The pink recorder still blinked on the desk, red eye open on all of it.

“Read the cut while I rail you,” he ordered.

I gasped it between thrusts. “Men are in charge and it works.”

“Again.”

“Men are in charge and it works…”

He bottomed out and held. The wand climbed. My cunt clamped his cock. I was climbing, shaking, almost. He pulled out. Yanked the wand away. Left me hanging with my pussy gaping and twitching around air.

Ruined again. Slick poured down my thighs. My hole fluttered like it was searching for him. I made a raw animal sound into the bench.

“You do not get the crest until the tape is clean,” he said. “One more rewrite. Smaller.”

I could barely hold the pen. I wrote:

He decides. I obey. Soft brain.

Six. Easy. Ugly. True enough to make my skin crawl.

“Speak it. Then beg for my fist in your ass while I fuck your cunt.”

The demand punched the air out of me. “He decides. I obey. Soft brain. Please. Fist me. Open my rear. Fuck my pussy while you do it. I am a whore who needs it.”

Victor worked the plug free. My hole stayed open, a wet dark ring that would not close. He slicked his hand and pressed his fingertips together. Pressure. Burn. Stretch past what fingers had done. I clawed the leather. The head of his fist found the ring and pushed.

“Push out,” he said.

I did. My body helped him in, and the shame of that went through me hot. Knuckles breached. The stretch tore a cry out of me. Then his fist seated, thick and impossible, and my guts clenched around the bulk of him.

“Fuck,” I choked. Broken. Too much. Cannot. More.

He rocked the fist in shallow pulls while his cock lined back up with my pussy and drove in. Double stuffed. Split. Every shift of him squelched. My tits dragged the bench. Sweat stung my eyes. The pink recorder caught every sob.

“Say the soft line.”

“He decides. I obey. Soft brain.”

“Again. Thank me for using your holes.”

“Thank you for using my holes. He decides. I obey. Soft brain.”

The band came back, buzzing hard on my clit. High. My vision tunneled. Inner voice shredded into scraps. Losing it. Full. Dumb. Need. Please please. He pulled the wand. Pulled his cock out. Left the fist buried.

Ruined a third time. My pussy spasmed empty. Cumless. A drip ran from my clit down onto his wrist where it vanished into my rear. I shook so hard the cuff chains rattled.

“You still think you can keep a private thought after this,” Victor said. Calm. Certain. “You write it. You cut it. You speak it. Tonight I play the best takes into your ear while you sleep. Tomorrow you will hear your own voice first when you try to think. That is the labor. Your mind does the work on itself.”

I turned my face into the leather. The fee. The defense on day sixty. The dense withdrawal clause I had written like a fortress. Every soft line I sold him tonight made that fortress harder to read later. My cunt dripped anyway for the next touch.

“Last chance for a finish,” he said. “One clean take. Eight or under. Then you ask me to breed this stupid pussy while my fist stays in your ass.”

I lifted my head. The red light waited. I pressed record.

“I get dumb for him. It feels good.”

Seven. My own voice. Bright. Empty.

“Again.”

I said it until the syllables slid. Until there was no grit left. Until the woman who had walked into this house with a research plan sounded like a toy reading a slogan.

Victor pulled his fist free in a long wet drag that left me gaping and aching. He drove his cock into my pussy and fucked me brutal, wand pinned to my clit, plug-shaped emptiness in my rear throbbing. “Now. Break.”

I broke.

The orgasm hit and he stayed in me through the first clench, then yanked out at the white peak and painted my open hole and the backs of my thighs with thick ropes of cum while my cunt fluttered on nothing and spilled its own useless slick onto the bench. Ruined on purpose. The crest stolen and smeared on my skin. I screamed into the leather until my throat rawed out.

He held the pink recorder to my ear while I twitched.

My voice, tinny and sweet: I get dumb for him. It feels good.

Again. Again.

He uncuffed my wrists. Left me draped on the edging bench with cum cooling on my thighs and my rear soft and open. He set the notebook under my cheek.

“Nine o’clock every night,” he said. “Write. Cut. Speak. Complex gets you edged and abandoned. Simple gets you used. You will do the dumbing yourself. I only hold the light.”

He clicked the recorder off. Pocketed the remote. Walked out and left the study door open.

I lay there with the smell of sex and leather in my nose and the weight of the empty ache in both holes. Bargains stacked in my head like unpaid bills. Keep one private thought. Keep the clause readable. Keep the defense. Keep something.

My lips moved without sound and shaped the soft line again, because the silence felt wrong now, and because the next finish lived on the other side of saying it.

Nothing I thought tonight had stayed inside. It was on paper. It was on tape. It was going to play while I slept. The hiding place inside my own skull had a door now, and I had spent the evening handing him the key one easy sentence at a time, smiling for the red light, begging for the ruin that came after.

Fifty-one days. I pressed my forehead to the notebook and admitted, only to myself, that I already could not tell which thoughts were still mine and which ones I had practiced until they felt true.


Chapter 4: The Word She Lost

Isat with the laptop open and the cursor blinking in the middle of a half-finished line. The word should have been there. I had typed it a thousand times in papers and drafts and cold seminar rooms. My fingers hovered. Nothing came.

He whistled in the kitchen. Easy. Unhurried. Like day twelve was a soft afternoon and not a hole in my head.

I typed a letter. Deleted it. Typed another. The blank stayed blank. My stomach went tight and hot at once, stupid and hungry, and I hated that my body woke to the sound of him before I found the word.

Forty minutes. I circled the gap with the trackpad. I whispered scraps under my breath. Argument. Power. Structure. All wrong. The right one sat behind a wall I could not climb.

My face went hot. Tears hit the keys. I pulled the pink robe tighter around me and stared at the blinking line like it had teeth.

Floorboards creaked. He stopped in the doorway.

I jerked upright too late. He had me already, wet-eyed over a blank, robe half off one shoulder, dissertation Chapter Three rotting on the screen.

“Stuck,” he said.

I wiped my cheek with the heel of my hand. “I know the word. I used it every day for years. It is right there and I cannot get it.”

He walked in. Set a warm mug on the desk beside the laptop. Soup. Steam rose against my wrist.

“Eat,” he said.

“I have a defense on day sixty. Forty-eight days. If I lose words now, I lose the paper. I lose the fee. I lose the whole reason I signed.”

He brushed hair off my forehead with his thumb. Warm. Steady. My throat closed around the rest of the speech.

“You came here for the money and the study,” he said. “Both still hold. Eat.”

I drank. Salt and heat slid down. My shoulders dropped against my will. He took the mug when I finished and led me to the sofa by the belt of the robe. No yank. Just a calm pull I followed like a dog that already knew the route.

He sat me between his knees and worked a brush through my hair. Long strokes from scalp to ends. The tug at my roots tightened my nipples under the pink cloth. Shame burned low in my belly. I was supposed to be the one taking notes on this house. My cunt pulsed anyway, slick already, traitor to every sharp thought I still claimed.

“You circled that blank for a long time,” he said. “Tell me what you were hunting.”

“A word. The proper one. The one that names who acts and who is acted on.”

He kept brushing. “You mean who is in charge.”

“No. That is too small. It is the…”

My mouth stopped. The big word sat out of reach again. Heat climbed my neck. I dug for it and came up with air.

He set the brush aside. Kissed the top of my head. “Pretty girl lost her big word. That is all right. Small ones still work.”

“Do not call me that.”

He hummed, low, and reached to the side table. A small pink egg vibrator sat in a charging cradle next to a black remote. He slicked the egg with lube from a bottle, parted my robe, and pressed the cool silicone against my entrance.

I sucked in a breath. He pushed. The egg slid into my pussy in one smooth shove and seated deep. My walls clenched around it. Warmth from his hands stayed on my thighs after he let go.

He clicked the remote.

A low buzz woke inside me. Soft. Mean. My hips jerked. He turned it up one notch and the buzz thickened, a warm animal lodged against the spot that smeared my thoughts.

“Lie back,” he said.

I did. The sofa leather stuck to the backs of my thighs. He shrugged out of his shirt, opened his pants, and freed his cock. Hard. Thick. Already wet at the tip. He stroked once and my mouth watered so hard I wanted to bite my own tongue off.

He lifted my ankles onto his shoulders and rubbed the head of his cock along my slit, bumping the base of the egg on every pass. The remote clicked again. Harder buzz. My toes curled.

“Ask,” he said.

“Fuck me.”

“Filthy. Full sentence.”

My face burned. “Please put your cock in my pussy and fuck me while that thing is on.”

He pushed in.

Stretch. Full. The egg trapped between his shaft and my front wall, buzzing without mercy. He seated himself to the root and held still. Heat poured off his belly onto mine. I clenched and the buzz rang louder in my bones.

“Good,” he said. “Easy. Empty.”

“I am not empty.”

He drew back and fucked in again, lazy, deep. The egg dragged and pressed. Slick sounds filled the quiet room. My juice wet his cock and ran down over my ass.

“Pretty,” he said. “Soft little hole. Takes cock like it was made for it.”

I opened my mouth to fix the sentence, to tell him my hole was not little, to throw a clean academic edge at him. The correction died. The buzz stole the shape of it. What came out was a moan.

He smiled like he had watched a lock click.

“There it is,” he said. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

The line landed in my gut. True enough to sting my eyes. I turned my face into the cushion. He clicked the remote higher and fucked me in long slow strokes that ground the egg.

“Say what you are,” he said. Different words than last night. Fresh knife.

“Your slut.”

“More.”

“A dumb hole. A toy that gets wet when you whistle.”

“Good girl.”

He pulled out. I whimpered at the sudden empty ache. He rolled me onto my stomach over the sofa arm, robe shoved to my waist, ass up. Lube dripped cold then warm down my crack. His thumb rubbed my asshole in slow circles.

“I am going to use this,” he said. “You will take it. You will stay soft.”

I nodded into the leather. Pride kicked once, hard, the last clean part of me screaming that a doctoral candidate did not present her ass for this on a Tuesday. My hips pushed back onto his thumb anyway.

He worked one finger in. Burn. Stretch. He pumped it until the ring eased, then added a second. Scissored. The egg buzzed on in my pussy, trapped and ruthless. My clit throbbed against the sofa arm with every shift.

Third finger. I gasped. He poured more lube and pushed. My asshole fluttered and gave. Knuckles. Then the widest part of his hand. Pressure built to the edge of splitting, and then his fist seated inside me with a wet shove that punched the air out of my lungs.

Full. Stuffed. Too much. My belly packed tight. He held still and let me shake around his wrist.

“Breathe,” he said. “Pretty empty thing. Soft for me.”

I breathed. The burn slid toward a thick, filthy ache. He moved his fist in short rolls, fucking my ass with his hand, the remote keeping the egg screaming against my front wall. Squelch. Slap of lube. My thighs trembled.

“Please,” I said. Broken already. “Please let me come.”

“When I say.”

He fucked my ass deeper with that fist, slow, cruel in how gentle the pace stayed. Sweat stuck my cheek to the leather. Drool wet the cushion. Every time I tried to climb toward release he eased the remote down and stranded me twitching.

“Beg filthy,” he said.

“Please fist-fuck my asshole and make your whore come. Please. I need it. I will be good and empty and easy, just please.”

He groaned. Turned the remote all the way up.

The egg went savage. His fist rolled hard. My whole body locked. The orgasm tore through me in raw spasms, cunt gushing around the toy, asshole clamping his wrist so tight my vision spotted. A broken sound ripped out of me, hips jerking, juice running down my thighs onto his forearm. Too much. Cannot stop. Hole. Full. Dumb.

He kept the fist in me and rode out the aftershocks. When I went limp he eased his hand free. My asshole stayed open a second, gaping, then fluttered. Cool air kissed the stretched rim. Shame hit hotter than the orgasm. I had let him fist me in the middle of the afternoon while soup cooled on the desk and Chapter Three blinked its blank at the ceiling.

He wiped his hand on a towel, then guided me onto my back again. Cock hard and shining. He pushed back into my pussy, past the egg, and fucked me with that same lazy rhythm, deep enough to knock the breath out of me on every thrust.

“Empty,” he said against my mouth. “Good. Pretty. Mine.”

I did not correct him.

The thought landed late and sharp. I had always fixed his words. Always. Accuracy was the last automatic thing I owned. Now his labels sat on me and I left them there, because fighting them took a word I no longer had, and because my cunt squeezed his cock like they were true.

He fucked me through a second climb. The egg buzzed without pause. His belly was hot on mine. I wrapped my legs around him and took every stroke.

“Tell me,” he said, voice still calm. “Are you studying this, or living it.”

My throat worked. The researcher story cracked down the middle.

“Living it,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“I am living it. I am your dumb fucktoy. I am not writing a paper right now. I am getting fucked.”

He kissed me, deep, tongue claiming. The remote clicked once more and I broke again, harder, a raw shaking climax that left me sobbing into his mouth while my pussy milked him. He buried himself and came, thick pulses of cum flooding around the egg, hot and messy, leaking out when he shifted.

We stayed locked like that. His weight warm. My hole used and dripping. The buzz finally cut when he powered the remote down and drew the slick egg out of me with two fingers. It left with a wet pop. Cum followed in a slow drip over my asshole.

He cleaned me with the towel in long warm passes. Fed me the rest of the soup from the mug while I sat naked and sticky on his lap. Brushed my hair again, softer now, until my eyes drifted half shut.

“The word you lost,” he said. “You will not need it today.”

I nodded. No argument rose. That absence scared me more than the fist had.

He carried the laptop over and set it on the coffee table where I could see the blinking cursor in the ruined sentence. Then he placed the black remote on top of the keyboard, centered on the blank, a small dark weight pinning the gap where my big word used to live.

Outside, somewhere past the glass, a delivery truck rolled by. Inside, my cum dried sticky on my thighs and the remote sat on the missing word like a claim stake. Forty-eight days left on the contract. The defense date waited on the calendar. I curled into his chest, warm and emptied, and stared at that remote until the cursor’s blink matched my pulse.


Chapter 5: Paragraph Fourteen Fails

The brass bell on the kitchen counter rang once.

I left the sentence half-typed on my laptop and went. Day thirty. Halfway. I had been waiting for this hour since the first night I signed.

Victor stood at my desk with a stack of warm paper. He set it down beside the printer. My own handwriting sat in the margins in blue ink.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat. The chair creaked under me. The top page carried my private file name in clean type: FIELD NOTES, RESIDENCY.

My throat closed. That file lived on a stick I hid in the lining of my bag. The stick that was going to turn this summer into a paper. Into a career. Into proof I had used him.

He turned the page.

Bound. Annotated. Cross-referenced with dates and time stamps in his neat hand. Every “observation” I had smuggled out after dark sat there with a red mark next to a matching line from my nightly Simplification Session.

“Read the first note out loud,” he said.

I did. My voice came thin. The sentence on the page matched the short dumb sentence I had spoken for reward at nine the night before. Word for word.

My stomach dropped. Heat slid between my legs anyway, traitor-fast.

“Again,” he said. “The next one.”

Same match. Same theft of my own work. I had been writing the curriculum for my own emptying, in my own voice, trading smart words for an orgasm every night.

“Victor.” My mouth shaped the start of a fight. “Those were mine. That was research. That was…”

“That was homework you already did for me,” he said. “You never hid anything. You only thought you did.”

He set the residency contract on top of the stack. Paragraph Fourteen sat marked with a paper clip. He walked to the front door, turned the deadbolt, and swung the door wide open. Cool air pushed into the foyer. Street noise rode in with it. A car passed. Someone laughed on the sidewalk.

“Paragraph Fourteen works,” he said. “It has always worked. Read the withdrawal clause aloud, verbatim, in one breath, and you walk out tonight with the full fee. Bag packed. No penalty.”

I stood. My legs shook. Thirty days left on the clock. Defense day sitting on day sixty like a blade. This was the exit I had written myself, dense on purpose, lawyer-proof, a sentence no court could twist.

I took the page.

The nested syntax slid off my eyes. Clauses inside clauses. A stack of conditions I had built like a wall. I opened my mouth.

“Subject to the concurrent satisfaction of…”

The rest fell apart. I lost the hinge of the sentence. Tried again.

“Subject to the concurrent…”

Broke. Third try. Fourth. The words sat on the paper like a foreign code. Copper rose on my tongue. My pulse crowded my ears so loud I almost missed the next car outside.

Fifth try. Sixth. I traced the line with a finger. The grammar would not hold.

“Out loud,” Victor said. “One breath. Verbatim.”

Seventh. Eighth. My voice cracked on a word I used to teach. Ninth. I made a wet sound that was almost a sob and kept going. Tenth. The open door breathed on my bare thighs under the short pink robe. Anyone on the walk could look in and see a grown woman failing her own contract.

Eleventh.

I stopped. The page shook in my hands. I could not parse my own sentence.

Victor took the paper from me. He did not close the door.

“The exit was never locked,” he said. “The key was your comprehension. You sold it back to me nightly at the price of an orgasm.”

Grief hit low and ugly. The woman who wrote that clause was gone enough that she could not read her way out. Every session from here would push Paragraph Fourteen out of reach. Time in this house ran one way now.

My clit throbbed. Shame made it worse. I wanted to spit. I wanted to run through that open door and scream. I stayed.

“On your knees in the doorway,” Victor said. “Facing the street. Robe off.”

I dropped. Knees on the hard foyer tile. I shrugged the robe down my arms. The draft pulled my nipples hard. My ass faced the hall; my tits and face faced the open dark of the porch. Public. On display. A used thing framed by a lit house.

He stepped behind me with the black silicone plug and a bottle of lube. The plug was thick, the flared base cold when it tapped my cheek.

“Open,” he said.

I opened my mouth. He pushed the plug past my lips. Rubber taste, slick and bitter. He fucked my tongue with it, in and out, making me drool down my chin onto the tile.

“Get it filthy,” he said. “Then beg me to put it in your ass where the neighbors can see you take it.”

I sucked. Spit ran. The wet sound of my mouth on the toy carried into the quiet street. A dog barked once somewhere down the block. My face burned.

“Please put it in my ass,” I said around the silicone. Drool made the words thick. “Please. Where they can see.”

He pulled the plug free. Lube poured down my crack, cold, then warmer as he worked it over my asshole with two fingers. He pressed the tip to me and pushed.

The stretch burned. I grunted. He seated it deep in one hard shove and twisted. My asshole clenched around the neck of it. The base sat snug between my cheeks.

“Good little toy,” he said. “Crawl forward. Hands on the threshold. Ass up.”

I crawled. Palms on the wood of the doorframe. Ass lifted. Plug seated. Pussy dripping onto the tile in a thin string I could taste on the back of my tongue when I panted.

He clipped nipple clamps on next. Metal teeth bit. The chain between them swung when I breathed. Pain brightened everything. My cunt clenched on nothing.

Then the wand. He pressed the head of it to my clit and taped the handle to my inner thigh so it stayed put. The buzz kicked on low. My hips jerked. A moan tore out of me toward the open night.

“Stay,” Victor said. “Anyone who walks past gets a look at Victor’s dumb slut with a plug in her ass and a vibrator on her clit. You do not close your legs. You do not cover your tits. You ask for what comes next in the words I give you.”

“What do I ask for?” My voice shook.

“Ask me to fist your ass open while the door stays open. Ask like the whore you paid me to make.”

The word stuck. I used to write grant language. Now I had to ask for a hand in my ass on a public threshold.

“Please fist my ass open,” I said. Loud enough for the porch. “Please. I am your whore. Use my asshole.”

He knelt behind me. Fingers first. One. Then two. The plug came out with a wet pop that made me flinch. Air hit the gape before he pressed three fingers in and worked them.

The stretch sang. Burn and ache. The vibrator ground on my clit, steady and cruel. My nipples throbbed in the clamps. Sound filled the foyer: the slick drag of his fingers, the hum of the toy, my own broken breathing, a distant engine.

Four fingers. Knuckles. He folded his thumb and pressed the thick of his hand to my rim.

“Push out,” he said. “Take it.”

I pushed. His hand sank. The burn went white. My mouth opened on a raw sound that was half scream, half moan. The street got it all. My asshole stretched around his wrist. Full. Split. Used.

“Look at you,” Victor said. His voice stayed calm. Mean. “Door open. Hand in your ass. Dripping on my floor. Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “A dumb hole. Your toy. Please.”

He fucked me with his hand. Short hard thrusts. Each one punched a wet squelch out of me. The buzz drove my clit toward a cliff I was not allowed to fall off yet. My arms shook on the threshold. Spit hung from my lip.

A pair of footsteps passed on the sidewalk. Slowed. Moved on. My whole body clenched. He laughed once, soft, and drove deeper.

“You stay,” he said. “You could have walked. You cannot read your way out. So you stay and you take this.”

He worked his hand a long time. In. Out. Twist. The ache in my ass turned into a deep filthy throb. My cunt fluttered and leaked. The taste of my own drool sat on my tongue. Every sound I made went out the door into the night.

He pulled his hand free. The gape stayed. Cool air. Shame so thick I could choke on it.

He stood, opened his pants, and put his cock to my stretched asshole. Thick. Hot. He shoved in to the root in one go.

I cried out. The wand buzzed on. The clamps bit. His hips slapped my ass. The wet sound of him railing my open hole filled the foyer and spilled onto the porch.

“Thank me,” he said.

“Thank you.” The words broke. “Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for…”

“For owning the exit,” he said. “Say it.”

“Thank you for owning the exit.” Grief and lust braided so tight I could not pull them apart. Paragraph Fourteen already dead in my mouth.

He fucked me harder. One hand in my hair, shoving my face toward the dark street. The other on my hip, yanking me back onto his cock. The plug lay on the tile beside my knee, shiny with lube and my spit. The wand’s buzz climbed when he bumped the dial with his thigh.

Build. Edge. Hold. My orgasm sat right there, huge, and he kept me on the wrong side of it with the angle of his hips and the cut of his voice.

“Beg,” he said.

“Please let me come. Please. I cannot, I need…”

“Name it. Filthy.”

“Please let your dumb slut come with your cock in her ass and the door open. Please. I will stay. I will stay. Just…”

He drove in deep and held. The wand surged. My clit seized. The climax ripped through me in one long pull, no stack, no mercy, a single break that tore sound out of my throat and sent it into the street. My asshole clamped on his cock in hard spasms. Slick ran down my thighs. My vision went blotchy. Short crude scraps of thought: too much. Cannot stop. Full. Ruined. More.

I shook through it while he kept fucking me through the aftershocks, using the clench, using the mess. His cum flooded my ass when he finished. He held there, buried, and let it pump.

When he pulled out, cum dripped from my open hole down onto the tile in a thick string. The wand still buzzed. He shut it off. Peeled the tape. Took the clamps off. Blood rushed back into my nipples with a hurt that made me whimper.

He left me on my hands and knees in the doorway for a full minute. Displayed. Used. Leaking. The night air cooled the sweat on my back.

Then he closed the door. The lock clicked. He did not turn the deadbolt.

“Up,” he said. “Shower. Then bed.”

I stood on soft legs. Cum slid down my thigh. Rubber and salt sat in my mouth. My asshole throbbed, open and sore. The bound field notes waited on my desk like a tombstone for the woman who thought she was clever.

In the bathroom he washed me himself. Cloth over my tits. Cloth between my legs. Fingers careful on my tender rim. I stared at the tile and tried to rebuild the withdrawal sentence in my head. The clauses would not stack. The hinge would not catch.

Grief packed my chest solid. I had paid for this residency with my name and my time and my pride, chasing a fee and a paper. The fee was still on the table. The paper was his now. The exit needed a mind I had already spent.

He dried me. Walked me to the bed. Laid me down on my stomach and pressed a kiss to the small of my back that did not match the cruelty of the hour.

“Thirty days left,” he said. “Your defense sits on day sixty. Every night from here makes that stage harder. Makes Paragraph Fourteen colder on the page. You understand what you chose when you failed the read.”

I turned my face into the pillow. “I could not read it.”

“I know.” His hand stroked once down my spine. “That is the point.”

He clicked off the lamp. The dark settled. My body hummed from the one huge orgasm, empty and sore and wet between the cheeks. Outside, another car passed. Inside, I stayed.

Victor’s voice came from the doorway, calm as a closed deal.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Hour Two Begging

The tap ran full. Steam clung to my skin and glued my thighs to the tile. From the next room my own voice leaked through the wall on a low speaker, soft and bright, cutting long words into dumb little pieces I did not remember saying.

I sat on the bathroom floor with my back to the cabinet and my knees drawn up. Food sat cold on a plate by the door. I left it. Talking took too much. The woman who could read a nested clause had died on the front mat last night at attempt eleven, and the body left behind still smelled like her shampoo.

Victor came in without knocking. He shut the water off with one twist and looked down at me the way he looked at a schedule.

“You are allowed to be sad about it,” he said. “Grief is still work. I am going to take it out of you.”

My cunt pulsed once against the hard floor before I even wanted it. Shame burned up my neck. The old me would have spit. She wrote Paragraph 14 so dense no lawyer could touch it, and yesterday I failed eleven times with the door unlocked and the fee on the table. Twenty-nine days left until the defense. Each night of reward bought me farther from that room of professors.

He filled the tub. Heat rose off the water in a thick sheet. He stripped me where I sat, peeled the sticky shorts down my hips, and lifted me in. The weight of the water pressed my tits flat and my hair hung heavy on my shoulders. He climbed in behind me, bare, his cock hard against the small of my back, and pulled me into his chest.

“Breathe,” he said. “You do not have to think past the next order.”

I tried to hold the grief like a stone. His hand slid under the water, found my pussy, and rubbed two fingers along the slit until slick coated them. My hips twitched. I hated how fast my body sold me.

“There,” he said. “That is appetite. We are going to trade.”

He worked a finger into my cunt and held still. No thrust. No mercy. My walls clenched around him and got nothing back. He thumbed my clit in tiny circles that never sped up. Steam and his skin-scent filled my nose. My mouth opened on a sound I swallowed.

“Hour one,” he said. “You stay on the edge. You do not finish until I say the word. Mouth first.”

He stood in the tub. Water ran down his stomach. His cock bobbed in front of my face, thick, flushed, a bead of precum at the tip. He took my jaw and guided me onto it.

“Suck. Slow. You earn each rub.”

I took him. The salt hit my tongue. I hollowed my cheeks and pulled, and his fingers returned between my legs, lazy on my clit, a rhythm that stacked heat and never tipped it. My throat fluttered. Drool ran down my chin into the bathwater. He rocked deeper until my nose pressed his belly and my eyes watered.

“Good whore,” he said. “Use that empty mouth like it has a job.”

I gagged and stayed on him. The stretch in my throat made my cunt squeeze around nothing. He pulled out enough for me to gasp, then fed it back in. His free hand reached to the shelf and brought down a small remote vibe, slim enough to seat inside me. He pushed it into my pussy until only the flared base showed, then clicked it to a low buzz that lived right against the front wall.

“Hold that,” he said. “If you come, we start the hour over.”

The buzz sat there and gnawed. I moaned around his cock. He fucked my mouth in short strokes while the toy hummed and his thumb kept my clit swollen and denied. Tears mixed with spit. My thighs shook under the water. Every time the crest rose he eased off, waited for my breathing to drop, then built it again.

“Say what you are,” he said, pulling free so the words could leave.

“A hole,” I got out. “A dumb hole that sucks.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a cockslut who cannot even read her own exit,” I said, and the truth of it clenched my pussy around the vibe hard enough that I clamped my teeth on my lip to stop the finish.

He pushed back between my lips. “Hour one is almost done. Stay.”

I stayed. My jaw ached. My clit throbbed under his idle thumb. The grief sat in my chest like wet wool, and under it a meaner hunger chewed the wool away. He pulled out, turned me, and bent me over the tub rim so my tits hung dripping and my rear pointed up.

“Ass now,” he said. “We open you for later.”

He lubed his fingers from a bottle on the ledge. One thick finger pressed my asshole and sank in. The burn punched a grunt out of me. He added a second and scissored, stretching me while the vibe kept buzzing in my cunt. My hands slipped on porcelain. He worked a third finger in and held them there, thick as a knot, while I panted into the steam.

“Take the fist,” he said. “You can.”

My brain kicked once, sharp. I am a doctoral candidate. I do not take fists on bathroom tile. The thought broke against the weight of his knuckles as he tucked his thumb and pressed. The stretch went wide and bright. My rim burned. He rocked until his hand seated past the widest point and my hole locked around his wrist.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Too much.”

“You are taking it,” he said. “Your body already decided.”

He fucked my ass on his fist in slow pulls, the vibe humming, my clit untouched and screaming for contact. Spit ran from my open mouth onto the tub edge. The wet squelch of his wrist in my stretched rear filled the small room. My scent rose off the water, sharp and filthy. I pushed back onto him because stopping meant thinking, and thinking meant the page I could not read.

He eased his hand out. My asshole gaped and fluttered, unable to close. He seated a heavy plug in the gape before it could shrink, the widest one he owned, and the flare locked behind my rim with a dull pop. Full. Obscene. He left it there.

“Back on my cock,” he said. “Hour two.”

I turned and took him into my mouth again. He sat on the tub edge now, legs spread, and fed me deep while one hand held my hair and the other pressed the wand head hard against my clit through the water. The second the wand touched, my whole body jerked. He kept it there at a cruel mid setting, enough to drive me up, never enough to tip.

“Beg when you need to,” he said. “Crying is fine. Coming is not.”

The cry came first. It tore out of me around his shaft, ugly and wet. I shook. Spit strings hung from my lip to his balls. The plug in my ass shifted with every bob of my head. The vibe inside buzzed. The wand ground my clit until white noise filled my skull, then he lifted it off, and the drop tore a harder sob out of me.

“I cannot,” I said when he let me breathe. “I need…”

“You need what I give. Keep sucking.”

I sucked. Wet choking sounds came up out of my throat. He put the wand back. Lifted it. Put it back. My hips chased the head like a dog. Shame sat hot in my face because I wanted the next press more than I wanted the woman on the mat.

Somewhere in that stretch the crying changed shape. The grief loosened. Appetite took the space. I pulled off his cock with a string of spit and looked up.

“Put the recordings on,” I said.

He went still. Water dripped off my chin onto his thigh.

“Say that again.”

“Put them on. The simplification ones. I want them.” My voice shook. “I am asking.”

Something in his face settled. He reached for his phone on the towel shelf, tapped once, and my own recorded voice filled the bathroom from the little speaker by the sink. Bright. Soft. Cutting hard words into easy ones.

“Thank you,” I whispered, and hated how true it landed.

“Hour two continues,” he said. “Mouth. You asked. Now you listen while you serve.”

I took him again while my own dumb little sentences poured over us. Every simplified line sanded another edge off the grief. He kept the wand on my clit in pulses. The plug stayed seated. The vibe hummed. I edged until my legs gave and he had to hold my head by the hair to keep me on his cock.

A knock sounded at the bathroom door.

“Enter,” Victor said.

Cass stepped in. Thirty-four, sharp bob, clipboard already out, eyes that did not flinch from my spit-slick chin or the way I knelt in cooling water with a plug stretching my ass and a cock on my tongue. She had visited once for intake paperwork. She had never stood this close while I was used.

“Observation slot,” Cass said. “You flagged her for witness training.”

“Stand there,” Victor told her. “She stays on the edge until I finish. Nadia, you do not stop for her. You suck while she grades you.”

My face went hot. Cass’s perfume cut through the steam, clean over my cunt-smell. I kept my mouth working. Victor angled me so Cass could see the full mess: lips stretched, drool, the wand head pressed to my swollen clit, the base of the plug between my cheeks.

“Score the oral,” Victor said.

“Eager. Sloppy. Throat opens on command,” Cass said, flat as inventory. “She is leaking down her thigh. Note that.”

I moaned around him. Being talked about like a product shoved me higher. He pulled the wand away right as I started to tip and I screamed against his shaft.

“Hour two,” he reminded me. “You asked for the tape. You stay.”

Cass wrote something. “She requested the conditioning?”

“First time,” Victor said. “Mark it. From tonight the program is hers as much as mine.”

That line hit harder than the wand. If I asked, he had not forced the last turn. I had climbed into it, and spent another piece of the woman who could have walked out.

He fucked my face harder. My nose mashed his stomach. I gagged and stayed. Cass watched without blinking. He pulled the vibe out of my cunt with a slick sound and replaced it with three fingers, curling. The wand came back to my clit at full power for five seconds and left again.

“Name yourself for Cass,” he said.

I pulled off, gasping. “I am a dumb fucktoy who begs for her own tape.”

“Louder.”

“I am a whore who cannot parse a sentence and still wants more.”

Cass made a small check on the page. “Accepted.”

Victor lifted me out of the tub. Water sheeted off me onto the mat. He laid me on the bath rug on my back, knees shoved wide, plug still locked in my ass, and straddled my chest so his cock rested on my tongue again.

“Hands behind your head,” he said. “Cass holds the wand. I use your mouth. You do not come.”

Cass knelt at my hip without a second word. She set the wand head on my clit and held it at a mean buzz. Victor fed his cock back into my throat and set a rhythm. My hands stayed laced under my hair. My hips jerked. Cass tilted the head like she was angling a lamp.

“She is close,” Cass said.

“I know,” Victor said. “Deny.”

The wand left. I sobbed around him. He kept thrusting. My own voice on the speaker said something about short words and soft brains and rewards. I wanted the next press so bad my stomach cramped.

“Hour three,” Victor said. “Last stretch. Then you get what you earn.”

He pulled out of my mouth, flipped me onto my hands and knees, and yanked the plug free. My asshole stayed open, wet, twitching. He lined up and drove his cock into that stretched ring in one long shove. The burn ripped a cry out of me. He bottomed out and held.

“Take it,” he said. “This is where the grief goes.”

He pounded my ass. Hard. Deep. Skin slapped. The wet noise of his cock dragging in and out of my used rim filled the bathroom over the soft tape of my own voice. Cass pressed the wand back to my clit and left it there this time, pinned, relentless. My arms shook. Spit dropped from my mouth onto the rug. Every thrust shoved the last complicated feeling out of my chest.

“Beg,” Victor said.

“Let me come,” I said. “Fuck, let me, I will be good, I will listen to the tape every night, I will ask for it, I will…”

“What are you.”

“Your toy. Your empty-headed cockhole. Put it on every night. Keep me.”

He reached under, pinched my nipple until I yelped, and kept railing my ass while Cass held the wand steady. The build stacked past anything I had ridden that night. My cunt clenched on air. My clit jumped under the head. My brain went short and crude.

Too much. Cannot. Need it. Going…

“Now,” Victor said. “Come.”

I broke. My asshole spasmed around his cock in hard pulls. My cunt gushed onto the rug in a hot splash that wet my knees. My clit throbbed under the wand in ugly jerks. I made a raw sound into the floor while my own recorded airhead voice kept simplifying somewhere above my head. Victor cursed and buried himself and came deep in my ass, hot pulses that landed and started to leak around his shaft as he kept rocking through it.

Cass lifted the wand. Aftershocks kept kicking through me. Cum dripped from my stretched rim down over my empty cunt and onto the rug. I could not close. The ache sat there and glowed.

Victor pulled out. The gape stayed. He wiped his cock once across my mouth and I licked without being told. Cass stood, made one last note, and left with a short nod, clipboard tucked under her arm. The door clicked.

He sat on the cold tile and pulled me into his lap. My head found his shoulder. The speaker still played my soft, ruined sentences. My ass throbbed around the ghost of him. Cum leaked in a slow tickle down my thigh and would not stop.

“You belong in this room now,” he said.

I nodded against his skin. The defense date sat out there at day sixty like a locked gate I had already handed him the key to, one orgasm at a time. Twenty-nine days. I had asked for the tape. That ask lived in my mouth now, heavier than any clause.

He left the recording running. My clit still buzzed with a phantom hum that had nothing behind it, and under that the wet drip of him from my used ass kept marking the rug while my own bright voice taught me how to stay.


Chapter 7: Cass Eats Dessert

Iset the last napkin by Cass’s plate and wiped my palms on my thighs. The dining room smelled like warm butter and roasted garlic. My cunt was already slick from the plug he had seated in me an hour before dinner, and every step across the rug ground it deeper.

Cass stood in the doorway in a soft pink dress that clung to her tits. She was thirty-four, glossy as candy, and she laughed at the host’s greeting before he finished it. His hand settled on the back of her chair the same way it settled on mine.

I took the far seat. The plug shifted when I sat. Heat climbed my neck.

“Nadia, this is Cass,” he said. “She finished here four years ago.”

Cass beamed at me, eyes bright and empty. “Hi! Your house is so pretty. I love the cream walls. We painted ours blue last spring. Or maybe teal? I forget.”

I smiled with my teeth. “Teal is a blue.”

She blinked, still smiling. “Is it?”

He poured wine for her and water for me. The rule held. Sugar for the finished ones. Water for the ones still in training. Twenty-two days left on the contract and my doctoral defense sat on day sixty like a wall I kept selling brick by brick for orgasms.

Cass talked about paint. She talked about her husband’s shirts. She talked about a puppy that chewed a shoe. Each sentence landed soft and round, no sharp edge anywhere. He asked her almost nothing. He did not need to. She filled the air with fluff and glowed doing it.

I cut my meat too hard. The knife screeched.

“You look tense, Nadia,” Cass said. “You should try a face mask. I do one every Sunday. My skin gets so soft.”

“I used to write about power and language,” I said. The words came out denser than I meant. “About how people get emptied.”

Cass tipped her head. “Emptied like… trash?”

He did not look at me. His thumb stroked the wood behind her shoulder. “She means theory. You do not need to track it.”

“Oh. Good.” Cass laughed again, the same bark at nothing. “I get lost so easy. Milo says it is cute.”

Cute. The word stuck under my ribs like a pin. She had been me once. Now she was done. Married. Adored. Unable to follow a hard thought across a table. And she was happy. Radiantly, stupidly happy.

I did not want her freedom. The front door worked. Paragraph Fourteen waited if I could read it in one breath. I wanted her finishedness. The lightness of a brain that did not scrape itself raw every night.

Dessert came out warm. Chocolate. Cass moaned over the first bite like porn. Sauce smeared her lower lip. She licked it off and grinned at him.

“You always did the best dessert,” she said.

“I always did,” he said.

His eyes found mine across the table. I looked down at my plate. My nipples went hard under the thin dress he had picked. The plug pulsed when I clenched. Shame and want twisted together so tight I could barely swallow.

Cass left at ten with a hug for him and a little wave for me. “It was so nice! You are going to love it here when you get to the easy part. The easy part is the best.”

The door shut. The house went quiet.

“Kitchen,” he said. “Rinse. Then bed.”

I rinsed. I dried. I walked to the bedroom on legs that shook. He checked the plug with two fingers, pressed, nodded, and left me there with the night light and the soft sheets. Sleep did not come. Jealousy sat on my chest like a warm animal.

At three I got up.

The study lock had always beaten me. Tonight the key hung on the hook by the fridge where Cass’s old card sat under a magnet. He had left it out. On purpose. My rebellion started with a gift.

I took the key. I took the cold espresso from the fridge and drank it standing at the counter, bitter and thick on my tongue. The printout of my own Chapter Three waited in the bottom drawer where I had hidden it on day one. Theory. Dense clauses. The smart woman on paper.

I sat at his desk in the dark and turned on the lamp. Page one. I read.

The first paragraph held. Subject. Verb. A claim about discourse and coercion. My lips moved. Then a subordinate stack hit, three layers deep, and my eyes slid off it like grease on glass. I started again. Same slide. Heat rose behind my eyes. I drank more espresso. The mug warmed my palms. Grain of the paper under my fingertips.

Three and a half pages. That was all I got. The words sat there. I could sound them out. Meaning would not stick. I had sold that woman off for reward after reward, night after night, and the space where comprehension used to live was swept clean.

Footsteps in the hall. He filled the doorway in a shirt and nothing else. I braced for the stop. For the lecture. For him to take the pages.

He walked to the kitchen instead. The machine hissed. He came back with fresh hot coffee, set it by my elbow, and pulled up a chair.

“Keep going,” he said.

I stared at him. “You are not going to…”

“Keep going, Nadia.”

So I did. Page four. Page five. My cunt ached around the plug. My brain failed in front of him. He sat there warm and still and let me dig. Each failed sentence proved it. He never had to stop me. The sharp version of me had been subtracted. Piece by piece. Sold back at the price of coming.

I quit at four in the morning with my forehead on the desk and the printout crumpled under my cheek. The coffee had gone cold. My thighs were sticky.

“Done?” he asked.

“I cannot…” My voice cracked. “It will not go in.”

“I know.” He took the pages. Stacked them neat. “Stand up. Strip. Hands on the desk.”

I stood. The dress hit the floor. The plug stayed. I put my palms on the wood and bent. Cool air hit my bare cunt. He walked behind me. His hands started at my ankles and traveled up, inspecting, pressing, grading.

“Wider.”

I spread. His thumbs parted my cheeks. He tugged the base of the plug and my hole clung. A low sound left me.

“Still pink. Still tight. Still greedy.” One finger traced the rim where silicone stretched me. “Say what you are.”

“A slut,” I whispered.

“Louder. Full sentence.”

“I am a dumb slut who cannot read her own work.” The shame hit so hard my knees dipped. My pussy dripped onto the desk edge.

“Good.” He twisted the plug free. My hole gaped for a second, empty and aching, then clenched on nothing. He set the toy aside and pressed one slick finger into my asshole. Then two. The burn bloomed warm. Texture of his knuckles. Heat of his skin.

“Take it.”

I took it. He worked me with patience, scissoring, adding a third. His other hand cupped my cunt and held still. No rub. No mercy. Denied at the front. Packed at the rear.

“Please,” I said.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed in my gut. I begged. Filthy. Specific. “Please finger my cunt. Please let me come. Please use my asshole. I am a hole. I am your toy. Please.”

He added a fourth finger. The stretch tore a sob out of me. My tits mashed the desk. Sweat stuck paper to my stomach. He pushed and pushed and my rim yielded around the widest part of his hand, then his knuckles, then the whole fist seated inside me to the wrist.

Full. Split. Held.

“Breathe,” he said.

I breathed. He turned his fist a fraction. My whole body jerked. He reached around with his free hand and pinned the wand hard against my clit. The buzz hit like a slap.

“Count them out loud. You do not stop counting.”

The first orgasm ripped through me in under a minute. My asshole clamped his fist. Spit ran off my chin onto the wood. “One,” I gasped. “Fuck. One.”

He did not pull out. He did not ease off the wand. Oversensitive flesh screamed. I scrabbled forward. His fist held me pegged to the desk.

“Again.”

“I cannot…”

“You can. Say what you are while you take it.”

“I am a ruined whore with a fist in my ass.” The words tipped me into the second climax, harder than the first. My cunt gushed down my thighs. The squelch under the wand went filthy and loud. “Two. That is two. Please…”

He fucked me with his fist in short brutal pumps. Each drag burned. Each shove stuffed me past thought. The wand stayed locked where he held it through the aftershocks. My brain went short and crude. Too much. Cannot. More. Hole.

“Three,” he ordered.

I came a third time with a scream that scraped my throat raw. My legs gave. He held me up on his arm buried in my guts. Piss-warm slick ran down to my knees. The smell of my own cunt filled the study.

“One more.”

“No. No. Please stop. Please…”

“Beg properly.”

“Please make me come again. Please ruin me. Please. I need it. I am your dumb fucking toy. Please.”

He jammed the wand tighter and punched his fist deeper. The fourth orgasm broke me into shaking silence. My asshole fluttered around his wrist and would not close when he drew his hand free. Empty. Used. Aching.

He wiped his hand on my back. Then he fed his cock into that open sore hole in one long shove. I howled. He fucked my ass hard and mean, hips slapping, the wet sound of it ugly and perfect. The buzz kept working my clit through the pounding.

“Five,” he said. “Give me five.”

I shattered on five with his dick buried to the root and my face in my own failed pages. Cum from my cunt striped the desk. He groaned and pumped his load deep into my guts, hot pulses, claiming the wreckage.

He pulled out. Cum dripped from my stretched asshole down my thighs. He turned me, tipped my chin, and pushed two filthy fingers past my lips.

“Clean.”

I sucked his fingers. Tasted myself. Tasted him. My eyes watered.

He shut the wand off. The quiet rang. I sagged against his chest. His palm stroked my hair once, then stopped.

“Look at me.”

I looked.

“You quit on your own,” he said. “I never took the pages. Remember that the next time you tell yourself there is a buried genius under the sugar.”

My throat worked. No argument left. The proof sat crumpled under my elbows.

He pointed at the floor. “Kneel. Hands behind your back. Tomorrow you will record a new Simplification Session about tonight. You will say, in your own voice, that Cass is what success looks like. You will thank me for subtracting what you could not carry. Then you will bring me the recording before breakfast.”

I knelt. Cum cooled on my skin. The desk lamp threw my shadow long across the study. Twenty-two days to the defense. The exit clause waited in dense lawyer language I could no longer hold in my head. I put my wrists behind me and waited for him to tell me I could sleep.


Chapter 8: Six Words Each

The folder stayed open on the table under the fluorescent buzz. I had flipped the cover when I sat down and never put my eyes on a single page after that.

Cold air poured from the vent and stuck my blouse to my spine. Between my thighs the seat had gone slick and sticky. The remote vibe Victor had seated against me before he parked still hummed on a low pulse I could not shut off.

Helen stayed standing after the others pushed their chairs in. My advisor of six years, and her mouth kept working around a soft way to say I had just burned all of it in forty minutes.

“Nadia. Are you alright?”

“I am fine. I am happy.”

Six words. Bright and empty. The rule Victor had put in my ear in the car before I stepped out: answer every question in six words or fewer. No more.

Helen’s face changed. Tess, who had fought me for every grant since year one, looked at me with a pity so gentle my stomach turned over. The chair cleared his throat and talked about medical leave like he was offering me a blanket.

I almost broke the rule then. The old part of me shoved up hard, the part with Chapter Three half-read on Victor’s study floor from the night before. My tongue shaped a longer sentence about scope and method.

The vibe kicked once against my pussy. My mouth shut. Heat climbed my neck.

“I am fine. I am happy,” I said again, because those were the only clean six I still owned.

Nobody argued. Tess touched my shoulder like I might crack. Helen asked a second time if I needed to stop. I gave her the same six. Their chairs scraped. The folder stayed open. My career ended in that room while my cunt leaked through cotton and I sat there soaking for it.

The hallway tiles slapped under my heels. My thighs rubbed and the vibe kept its small mean rhythm. I should have been sick. My nipples were tight instead. Obeying in front of people who used to argue with me landed hotter than any praise they ever gave.

Victor waited with the engine running, the cabin warm after the seminar chill. He took one look at my face and put us in gear.

“Report.”

“They offered medical leave today.”

“And.”

“I said I am fine.”

He drove. My hands stayed on my knees. The vibe idled. Every bump made me bite the inside of my cheek.

“You kept to six.”

“Yes.”

“Good. Fourteen days until the defense. You just taught them what you are becoming. That cannot be taken back.”

My throat clicked. The woman who had sat up to dawn with espresso and her own printout had performed herself into a joke in under an hour. Funding. Standing. Helen’s respect. All of it sliding off the table while I dripped on a university chair.

Victor parked in the garage. He shut the engine off and turned my chin with two fingers.

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

I nodded. Dry mouth. Lower down, a mess.

Inside, he pointed at the floor in front of the low living room chair. “Service. Clothes off. On your knees.”

I stripped. The air hit wet skin and I shivered. The vibe slid out with a soft wet sound and left me open and throbbing. He sat. His cock was hard when he freed it. Thick. Hot. The head shiny.

“Worship it. You do not get to rush. You earn every second of my attention after what you gave away in that room.”

I put my mouth on him. Salt and skin. I licked base to tip and took the head past my lips. He let me work. No hand in my hair yet. Pure service. My jaw stretched. Spit ran down my chin and dropped onto my tits.

“Look at you. Career slut on her knees, happier sucking dick than keeping her name. Say what you are.”

I pulled off long enough to speak. “I am your dumb hole.”

“Filthier.”

“I am a brainless cock sleeve who ruined her defense meeting because obeying made me drip.”

“Again. Keep serving while you talk.”

I took him deeper and mumbled around the shaft. Drool sheeted over my knuckles where I held him. He filled my throat and my eyes watered. The wet gagging bounced off the walls. My empty pussy clenched on nothing. Shame burned. My hips pushed forward anyway, like a bitch in heat.

He let me choke myself on him until my nose hit his stomach. Then he pulled me off by the hair.

“Behind. Present.”

I turned on all fours on the rug. He thumbed my asshole, soft already from the plug he had seated that morning and pulled before the meeting. Lube clicked. Cold gel. One finger pushed in. I gasped into the floor.

“You do not come. You beg when I tell you to beg. Until then you take.”

A second finger. The burn lit up my spine. He scissored me open, then his other hand pressed a fat glass plug to my rim and seated it with one firm shove. Full. Too full. My thighs shook.

He reached under me and clipped nipple clamps on. The bite tore a yelp out of me. A chain hung between them. When he tugged, sparks shot straight down.

“Crawl to the bench.”

I crawled. Clamps swung. The plug shifted with every move. He strapped my wrists to the padded bench and spread my knees with a bar. Exposed. The house held nothing but my breathing and the soft clink of the chain.

He pressed a wand head against my clit and left it there on a cruel buzz, then stepped back.

“Service position with your mouth. You keep that toy on you while you thank me for using your holes.”

I craned. He fed his cock back between my lips. The wand rattled me into a frantic pulse. The plug held my ass open. I sucked and drooled and fought the edge. My belly tightened. I whined around him.

He pulled out. “Already close. Pathetic. Take the plug out and ask for my fist like the ruined whore you showed them today.”

My bound hands could not help. He freed one wrist. I reached back and twisted the toy out. The pop left me gaping. Cool air touched the open ring of muscle. I hated how empty I was. I hated how fast I wanted him back in.

“Please,” I said. First time. “Fist me. Stretch my asshole until I cannot think. Use me.”

“Louder. Specific.”

“Push your whole hand into my ass and fuck me with it until I am a stupid dripping toy. I need it. I need to be open for you.”

He coated his hand. Two fingers. Three. Four. The burn climbed. My mouth fell open on a raw sound. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The widest part of his knuckles dragged the rim. I bore down because he told me to. I gave. His hand sank in to the wrist.

Full. Split. My vision spotted. The wand kept buzzing my clit through it. Spit ran off my lip onto the bench.

“Clench.”

I clenched on his fist. The ache went white-hot. He pumped, short and mean, wrist-deep, squelching out of me on every shove. My pussy fluttered and leaked down my thighs in thin strings. The room smelled thick and animal.

“Name yourself while I fist this greedy ass.”

“Dumb slut. Career whore. Your open hole. I threw my standing away so I could take this.”

“And.”

“Obeying felt better than respect. I came into that room respected and left as a joke and my cunt is still soaked for you.”

He drove his fist deeper. The stretch edged on too much. My thighs jumped. The clamps tugged when I jerked. I was right there, right at the drop, and he killed the buzz.

“No.”

A broken noise tore out of me. He worked me through the denial, slow now, grinding the spot that curled my toes. Sweat cooled on my back in the AC, then heated again under his pace.

“Beg properly. You want to come, you earn it with your mouth first.”

He pulled his hand free. The gape stayed, fluttering open on nothing. Empty and used. He wiped his palm on my tits and stepped in front of my face again.

“Worship. Make it filthy. Then you beg.”

I licked him clean of my own taste and the lube. I kissed the shaft. I took him into my throat and held, eyes streaming, until he tapped my cheek. Service. Gratitude. The last wall in me, the one that had wanted Helen to fight for me, cracked under the simple fact that I wanted this more.

He moved behind me again. Cock this time. He lined up and drove to the root in one shove. The slap of his hips filled the room. He pounded. Hard. Deep. My stretched rim clung to him on every pull. The bench creaked.

He turned the wand back on and pinned it to my clit.

“Now. Beg.”

Words spilled. Ugly ones. “Let me come on your cock. Let your dumb fucktoy cum with her asshole full. I need it. I will say anything. I am a hole. I am your soft-brained bitch who smiled through medical leave talk and dripped the whole time. Give it to me. Allow it. I am begging.”

He fucked me through the speech. Wet meat. My voice broke into scraps.

“Please.” Second time. Last one I got. “Let me cum.”

“Come.”

The orgasm hit like a blow. I locked down on his cock. My pussy gushed onto the wand in hard pulses. I jerked in the straps and screamed into the bench padding. Short crude flashes only: too much, full, cannot, more, gone. Spit and tears mixed on my cheek. He kept railing my ass through it until I shook and went loose.

He pulled out, stripped the clamps in one yank that tore another yelp out of me, and painted my back with thick ropes of cum. Hot stripes. He rubbed them in with his palm.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for fisting me. Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for letting me come.”

“What did the meeting cost you.”

“Everything they thought I was.”

“What did it give you.”

I swallowed. “Proof that I like being empty better.”

He unstrapped me. My wrists tingled. Cum cooled on my back. I twitched and stayed soft. He sat me on the floor between his knees and I rested my cheek on his thigh without being told, mouth open, ready to clean him if he wanted. Service still. The shape of me now.

Fourteen days. The defense date sat on the calendar like a blade. Paragraph 14 waited in the contract drawer, dense as brick, and my mouth could no longer run those lines in one breath. Every reward bought with obedience pushed that exit further from my tongue. Helen’s face kept floating up. Tess’s soft eyes. The chair saying medical leave. And under it, the sick sweet truth: answering in six words in that cold room had made me wetter than finishing my own chapter ever had.

Victor stroked my hair once. “Shower. Then we review your six-word drills for the next faculty call.”

I started to rise.


Chapter 9: Yellow Sundress Sleep

Ilicked strawberry juice off my thumb and swung my bare heel against the cabinet. Sun lay in a warm stripe across the kitchen tiles. Eleven in the morning, and the calendar on the fridge still said day fifty-two.

Victor set another bowl down. More fruit. Cut small. Sweet enough that my tongue went stupid around it.

“Eat,” he said.

I ate.

The yellow sundress he bought me rode high on my thighs when I sat. Thin cotton. No bra. Nipples pushed at the fabric every time I breathed. The skirt stuck a little where I was already slick between my legs. I had been slick for days. Peace did that to me now. Peace and strawberries and a man who cooked eggs like the world had not ended in a committee room six days back.

He cracked an egg into the pan. Butter hissed. The smell of it mixed with sugar from the fruit and the clean soap on his wrists. I breathed through my nose and my belly went soft.

Eight days left on the contract. Eight days until the defense. Eight days until midnight made me free and unpaid and unbound.

I did not want free.

The thought lodged under my ribs and stayed. I pushed another berry past my lips. Tart juice ran down my chin. Victor wiped it with a napkin, then pressed the napkin to my tongue so I cleaned it.

“Good,” he said.

My pussy clenched at the word. Pathetic. Easy. I hated how easy I had become, and my hips tipped forward on the stool anyway.

Six days of this. Quiet. No punishment. No gloating. He made toast. He washed my hair. He bought the sundress and told me to spin, and I spun until the skirt flared and he nodded once, like a man checking a finished piece of work.

At night he sat on the edge of the bed and read me the picture-simple version of my own abstract. Short words. Fat vowels. The research that used to make professors lean forward now sounded like a joke told to a soft, empty girl.

I giggled. I could not stop. The old sentences had left me. What remained made me laugh until my eyes watered, and then he kissed my forehead and turned out the light.

I slept eleven hours. First time in six years. I woke sticky and blank and grateful, and the gratitude scared me worse than any rule he had ever given me.

Fear had made me fight. Gratitude finished the job.

Victor plated the eggs and set them in front of me. “Fork,” he said.

I used the fork. Small bites. Chewed until he nodded. The yolk was rich on my tongue. Salt. Fat. I moaned around it before I could catch myself.

He did not smile. He watched me finish, then took the plate.

“Come,” he said.

I followed him to the living room. The sundress whispered against my thighs. Outside, a lawnmower growled somewhere down the block. Ordinary day. Ordinary house. Inside me, everything was already sold.

He sat in the wide chair and patted his thigh. I climbed into his lap, straddling him, yellow cotton hiked up around my hips. His fingers slid under the skirt and found the tight satin panties he still kept me in for mornings, thick with lace and warm and faintly sharp with the wet mess of my cunt leaking into the silk all through breakfast.

He pressed the soaked silk against me. The squelch was wet and ugly. My face burned. My hips rolled into his palm before I told them to.

“Still soaked,” he said. “Pretty little bimbo whore. Sitting in your own juice at eleven in the morning.”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say what you are.”

“A bimbo slut. Your bimbo slut.” My voice cracked on it. Heat went through my face and my hole at once. “Please.”

He peeled the wet silk down. Cold air hit my pussy. The soaked panties sagged away heavy and warm, and the smell rose between us: slick cunt and the soap he used on me. My thighs shook.

He dropped the wet thing on the floor. Two fingers pushed into my pussy without warning. I gasped. He fucked them in and out until the wet sound filled the quiet room, then pulled free and wiped the shine across my lower lip.

“Taste.”

I licked. Myself. Salt and musk. My tongue chased his fingers for more.

“Tonight we work your other hole,” he said. “All evening. You asked for more. You get more.”

I had asked last night. Out loud. Unprompted. Small words, the only kind I still trusted.

Take more. Add a session. Tighten the schedule. Please. I do not want to finish half-done.

He had looked at me for a long time. Then he said yes.

He stood, lifted me with him, carried me to the training room. The yellow sundress stayed on. He liked that. Pretty dress. Used body underneath.

Cuffs waited on the padded bench. He laid me face-down over it, hips high, knees spread on the lower ledge. Soft restraints closed around my wrists and ankles. The sundress flipped up onto my back. Cool air on my bare cheeks.

He oiled his fingers from a bottle that smelled like coconut and something sharper underneath. One slick fingertip circled my asshole. I clenched. He waited. Pressed. The tip sank in.

Burn. Stretch. My breath went short.

“Breathe,” he said. “Take it.”

I took it. He worked the single finger until my hole softened around it, then added a second. The burn climbed. My pussy dripped onto the leather under me. A thin string of slick hung and broke.

He scissored. Pulled. Pushed. The sound my asshole made was quieter than my cunt and somehow filthier. I buried my face in the crook of my arm and moaned.

A third finger. My thighs trembled. He held me there, stuffed, while his free hand pressed a wand to my clit and switched it on.

The buzz hit hard. My hips jerked. A strap around my hips pinned the head in place so it stayed mashed to me, relentless, while his fingers kept working my ass open.

“Stay,” he said.

I stayed. The wand ground against me. My asshole fluttered around his knuckles. Drool wet the leather under my cheek.

He pulled his fingers free. Something thicker nudged me. A plug, fat and cold with lube. He seated it with one firm shove. My hole stretched around the widest part and then closed on the neck. Full. Aching.

“Hold that,” he said. “While I get the rest.”

He left me there. Bound. Plugged. Wand buzzing. Yellow skirt up. Ass up. The coconut oil smell mixed with my own wet cunt and the faint rubber of the toy. I breathed it in and my brain went blank at the edges.

He came back with more. Anal beads on a string. A thick black dildo. A bottle. Nipple clamps with little bells.

The clamps bit my nipples through the thin cotton of the sundress. The bells chimed when I jerked. He tugged the chain once. Pain bright and clean. My pussy fluttered and tried to come already. He turned the wand down a notch.

“Not yet.”

“Please.”

“No.”

He drew the plug out. My hole gaped for a second, soft and open, before he started feeding the beads in one by one. Each bead bigger. Each one making me grunt. The last one stretched me wide enough that my eyes ran. He left the ring hanging against my cunt.

Then he fucked me with the dildo. Slow at first. Deep. The beads shifted inside me with every thrust of the toy in my pussy. Full front and back. The wand buzzed. The bells on my tits chimed. I was a wet, noisy, stuffed thing in a pretty dress, and the part of me that used to write papers wanted to scream, and the rest of me only wanted him to keep going.

He talked while he worked.

“Listen to that hole. Squelching for a plastic dick. You used to argue theory until men went quiet. Now you drip on my bench and beg with your cunt. Say it.”

“I drip. I beg. I am your hole.”

“Louder.”

“I am your hole!” The words tore out of me. Shame lit me up. The wand took me right to the edge and he turned it off.

I sobbed. My hips chased the dead plastic head. Nothing.

He pulled the dildo free. Pulled the beads out one by one, slow, each pop making my asshole twitch and gasp. When the last bead left, I was empty and lewd and ruined.

His fist came next.

Oiled. Patient. Knuckles set against my rim. He pushed. I pushed back the way he had taught me. The burn went white. My breath shattered.

“Take my fist, Nadia. Take it for me.”

I took it. Inch by inch. The widest part of his knuckles forced my asshole wide, and then his fist was inside me, a hard blunt weight claiming me from the inside. I made a sound I did not recognize. High. Broken.

He held still. Let me feel it. The wand came back on, low. My clit throbbed against the buzz while my ass stretched around his buried fist.

“Mine,” he said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“Mine,” I gasped, wrong, then corrected, frantic. “Yours. I am yours. Please.”

He began to move. Small pumps. My asshole clung and dragged. The noise of it was thick and obscene. Spit ran from my lips onto the leather. Sweat stuck the sundress to my back. Every thrust of his fist shoved me forward into the wand until I was sobbing into the bench, empty-headed, stuffed, bells ringing on my tits.

“What are you.”

“A toy. A whore. Your dumb fucked hole.” The words came easy now. Too easy. “Please let me come. Please use me. Please do not stop.”

He fucked my ass with his fist until my thighs cramped and my voice went raw. Then he pulled free with a wet drag that left me gaping. Cool air on the open stretch. I could not close.

He wiped his fist on my cheek. Oil and my own mess. Then he freed his cock and rubbed the head against my open, aching rim.

“Ask.”

“Fuck my asshole. Please. Breed my hole. Ruin me.” My vocabulary had shrunk to this and I did not care. “Please, Victor. Take more.”

He pushed in.

Thick. Hot. Different from the fist, longer, alive. He sank to the root in one slow drive and held. My asshole fluttered around his shaft. The wand screamed against my clit. He started pounding.

Hard. Deep. The slap of his hips on my cheeks filled the room. Wet. Filthy. Each thrust punched a broken sound out of me. The clamp bells chimed. My tits dragged on the leather. Drool made a dark patch under my face.

“This is what you asked for,” he said, voice calm over the wet slap. “More sessions. Tighter schedule. Eight days left and you want me to empty you faster. Greedy little bitch. Grateful little slut.”

“Yes. Grateful. Please.”

He reached under, pinched my clit against the wand, and I broke.

I came in ugly spasms. My asshole clamped on his cock in hard pulls. Pussy gushed onto the bench in a hot mess. I shook and drooled and came like an animal, brain gone, only the stretch and the buzz and his dick owning my guts. Too much. Cannot. More. Fuck. The words in my head were scraps. No sentences left.

He fucked me through it. Did not stop. Kept railing me while I twitched and cried and clawed at the bench, nowhere to go. The aftershocks kept hitting. He turned the wand up.

“Again.”

“I cannot.”

“You can. You will. You asked for this.”

He pulled out, flipped me onto my back without freeing the cuffs fully, yanked my hips to the edge, and drove back into my asshole from the front. My legs bent wide. He pinned my knees. The wand he held himself now, grinding it on my clit while he plowed deep.

I came a second time with my eyes rolled and my tongue out, ugly and loud, cunt pulsing empty while my ass took every inch. Cum from my pussy slicked down over my stuffed hole, and the next thrusts came louder, wetter, nastier.

He pulled out. Stroked. Thick ropes of his cum painted my gaping asshole and the stretched rim, then he pushed back in and fucked his own load deeper into me. Hot. Claiming. When he finally stilled, buried, he looked down at the mess he had made of me.

Yellow sundress rucked to my waist. Clamps still on. Cum leaking around his cock where it plugged me. Wand still buzzing on a clit so swollen it hurt.

He shut the wand off. Removed the clamps. The blood rushed back and I whimpered. He unlocked the cuffs and rubbed my wrists, then gathered me into his lap on the floor, still inside my ass, softening.

I smelled like coconut oil and cum and my own sweat. He smelled like soap and skin. I pressed my face to his throat and breathed him.

He reached to the side table. A small black marker. He wrote on the soft skin above my pubic bone, letters neat and dark.

MINE.

Then lower, on the inside of my thigh, still wet with slick:

KEPT.

“Look,” he said.

I looked. The ink sat on me like a stamp. Permanent enough for the days we had left. Permanent enough that my stomach dropped.

“This stays until day sixty,” he said. “You do not wash it off. Every time you piss, every time you sit, you read it. Understood.”

“Understood.”

He kissed my temple. Soft. The trap in the softness closed my throat.

“You asked me to take more,” he said. “I am taking more. Tomorrow we add a morning session. Simplification before breakfast. You will recite the six-word rule until you giggle. Then I will plug you for the day. You will thank me for every hour you stay dumb.”

“Yes.”

“And when the contract ends at midnight on day sixty, you will already know what you want to ask for.”

I nodded against his throat. Cum leaked out of my sore hole onto his thigh. I did not move to clean it.

He carried me to the shower and washed me under warm water that smelled like the same soap as always. He left the marker ink. He patted me dry. He put a fresh pair of panties on me, tight and white, and tugged the yellow sundress down over them. The silk whispered when I walked.

Back in the kitchen, the strawberry bowl still sat on the counter. Sun had moved. Afternoon now.

He cut more fruit. Fed me a piece. Sugar and juice. His fingers on my tongue. I sucked them clean because he let me.

“Eight days,” he said.

“Eight days,” I echoed.

Cass’s card still clung to the fridge with a magnet. Guest room key on the hook. Somewhere a September waited for someone else. None of that belonged to me yet. Maybe never.

He sent me to the couch with a picture book of my own simplified abstract and told me to practice reading it aloud until dinner. I did. The words were fat and silly. I laughed in the middle of a sentence that used to be the spine of my dissertation. The laugh scared me. I kept reading.

At dinner he cooked fish. Butter and lemon. I ate with the fork he put in my grip. The tight panties under the sundress made me sit with my knees apart. Every shift smeared the warm wet silk against my used, tender asshole and the sticky mess still leaking out of me. I stayed wet through the whole meal. He checked with two fingers after dessert, nodded, and wiped them on my tongue again.

Bedtime came early. He read me the abstract one more time. I giggled until my stomach hurt. He turned out the light. I slept.

I woke once in the dark, panties heavy and wet, ink still on my skin under the cotton, and the thought that arrived was simple enough to fit the girl I had become.

The degree could burn. The committee could pity me forever. Paragraph fourteen could stay unread and useless in a drawer.

If he unlocked the door tomorrow and told me to leave with the fee and my name, I would break.

I pressed my palm over the word he had written on me and held it there until my pulse slowed. Eight days. I would spend every one of them asking him to carve me emptier. Gratitude had replaced the old bargain. I wanted the schedule tighter, the sessions longer, the words smaller, until midnight on day sixty found me too far gone to perform a defense and too owned to pretend I had ever wanted anything else.

In the morning I would beg for the extra session before coffee. I already knew the words. Short ones. Pretty ones. Mine.


Chapter 10: Signed In Round Letters

Iset the keys in his palm.

The bound book sat heavy on my thighs. One fifty-two on the dash. Faculty lot. Engine idling. His fingers closed around the metal and the weight left my hand like a debt paid early.

“Last chance,” Victor said. “Clarity week. Still on the table. I drive you home or I drive you in. No force either way.”

I had told him no at breakfast. I told him no again with my mouth shut and my chin pointed at the glass doors. The fee sat in an account with my name on it. At midnight the old paper died. I owed him nothing past that hour. My cunt throbbed from the ride, slick against the seat, and the shame of it hit me hotter than the sun on the hood.

He parked. He came around. He took the dissertation off my lap and set it in my arms like a gift I had already refused.

“Two o’clock,” he said. “You walk. I stand at the back.”

I walked.

The hall smelled like old carpet and coffee. Five faces at the long table. My advisor, forty-two, sat in the middle with her pen already uncapped. Six years of seminars lived in those eyes. I set the bound copy on the podium. The weight of it pressed my wrists down. My yellow sundress stuck to the backs of my thighs.

I opened to the first page. The words swam. Long words. Dense words. The kind I used to write for fun.

I shut it.

“I withdraw this dissertation today,” I said.

Six words. Flat. Mine.

A chair scraped. My advisor’s pen froze.

“I thank every committee member.”

Six again. Easy. My tongue liked the short ones now.

“I will not defend it.”

Silence thickened. Someone coughed.

“I am done with this work.”

I lifted the bound copy. I carried it down the table. I set it in my advisor’s hands. The cloth cover dragged across her palms. She stared at me like I had pulled a pin from a grenade and left it in her lap.

“Nadia,” she said. “You can take a recess. You can…”

I turned.

Victor stood at the back wall. Suit. Still. Watching me the way he watched me when I came on command. My pussy clenched around nothing. My neck went hot. The part of me that used to run rooms wanted to scream. It had sold itself for orgasms, night after night, and the receipt was this empty head, this wet cunt in a public hall.

I walked the length of the carpet. Every face turned with me. My heels clicked. My tits bounced under the thin yellow fabric. The remote egg he had slipped inside me before we left buzzed once, low, and a moan almost slipped out. I bit it back. Drool threatened the corner of my mouth. I swallowed.

I stopped in front of him.

“Keep me,” I said. Out loud. In front of all of them. “After midnight. Keep me.”

The rule had been clear for sixty days. I did not ask for more. Asking was greedy. Asking was the old brain reaching.

I asked anyway.

Victor’s mouth did not smile. His hand found the small of my back. He steered me toward the door. Behind us the committee sat frozen with my dead dissertation in their hands.

In the car I put my palm on the dash and spoke to the windshield.

“Contract dies at midnight. You said. Full fee. Free.”

“I said it,” Victor said. He pulled out of the lot. “And you asked to be kept in front of five people who wrote you recommendation letters.”

My face burned. My nipples showed hard through the dress. The egg hummed again and my hips jerked. Slick ran down toward the seat. I pressed my knees together and the pressure dragged a gasp out of me.

“Home,” I said. “Write me new words. Short ones. I can read short ones.”

He drove.

The front door shut behind us. He locked nothing. He never needed to. He took the remote from his pocket and turned the egg up. My knees buckled in the entry. I caught the wall. A thick line of spit left my lip and hit my chin.

“Strip,” he said. “On the desk. Face down. Ass up. You asked to be kept. I am going to use what I am keeping.”

I pulled the sundress off. No bra. No panties. Only the egg buzzing deep in my pussy and the thin silver chain at my throat. I climbed onto his desk. Papers slid. My cheek met cool wood. I pushed my hips back. My cunt dripped a dark spot onto the blotter.

Victor opened a drawer. He took out the thick black plug, the wide base, the bottle of lube. He took out the cuffs. He took out the wand. He took out the nipple clamps on their chain.

“You will thank me when it is done,” he said.

The line landed in my empty skull and sat there like a stone.

He cuffed my wrists to the far edge of the desk. The leather bit. He slicked the plug and pressed it to my asshole. The stretch burned. I pushed out the way he taught me. The flared head popped past the ring and my hole fluttered around the neck. Full. Heavy. The egg and the plug both inside me, pressing, and my brain shorted to static.

“Say what you are.”

“Your whore,” I panted. “Your dumb hole. Your toy. Keep me.”

He clipped the clamps on my nipples. The teeth dug in. I yelped. He flicked the chain and the tug shot straight to my cunt. Then he set the wand against my clit, pinned it there with a strap around my hips, and turned it on high.

I came on the first surge.

My pussy seized around the egg. My asshole clenched on the plug. Spit flooded my mouth and ran onto the wood. My thighs shook. The buzz did not stop. He held it there while I jerked and sobbed and lunged forward, and the cuffs caught me.

“Count,” he said.

“One,” I gasped.

He pulled the egg out. My cunt clutched at empty air. He shoved two fingers into my pussy, scooped out the slick, and wiped it on my tongue.

“Swallow. Two is coming whether you want it.”

He worked the plug in short pumps. In. Out. The drag of it on my rim sounded filthy and wet. My clit stayed pinned and buzzing. I came again, harder, a gush that hit the blotter and ran toward the keyboard. My voice broke into raw noise.

“Two. Fuck. Two.”

“Good little bitch.” He twisted the plug and pulled it free. My asshole gaped. Cool air hit the open ring. He slicked his hand. One finger. Two. Three. He pushed and my rim burned wider. Four. The knuckles. I shook my head against the desk and still pushed back onto him because my body had learned the order of things and the order was take.

His fist pressed. The widest part. I screamed into the wood. The stretch turned my thoughts to scraps. Full. Too full. Cannot. More.

His hand sank in to the wrist.

I came with his fist in my ass and the wand murdering my clit. Past three. Past four. The numbers slid off. My cunt pulsed and spit more slick down my thighs. The room went thick with sex and lube. Slap of his other hand on my hip. Squelch when he fucked his fist in short strokes. I drooled a puddle under my cheek.

“What are you.”

“Hole,” I sobbed. “Used hole. Cum-slut. Yours. Cannot count. Cannot…”

He pulled his fist free. The gape stayed. I clenched and my asshole would not close. Empty ache. Ruined.

He freed his cock. Thick. Hard. He dragged the head through the mess on my cunt and slammed into my pussy in one stroke. Bottomed out. My walls gripped him. He fucked me in long hard drives that shook the desk and rattled the pen cup. The wand stayed on. The clamps tugged with every thrust. My tits scraped the wood.

I came again. No number. Brain offline. Just cunt and cock and the wet slap of him owning me on the day I could have walked.

He pulled out. He lined up at my stretched asshole and pushed in. The burn lit every nerve. He buried himself in my ass and held there while I thrashed.

“Beg for it in the words you have left.”

“Fuck my ass,” I begged. “Breed my hole. Ruin me. Keep me. Stuff me. I am your dumb whore. I am your toy. Pound me. I want it. I want…”

He pounded.

Deep. Mean. His hips cracked against my cheeks. The wand whined. Another orgasm tore through me and then another right behind it, stacked, no space to breathe, past whatever came after four, past the place where counting lived. My mind went white and stupid. Spit strings connected my lip to the desk. Sweat ran between my shoulder blades. My pussy clenched on nothing and leaked in thick drips onto his balls when he sank deep.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for the fist. Thank you for keeping me. Thank…”

He groaned and drove deep and came. Hot ropes flooded my guts. He kept thrusting through it, pushing his cum deeper, and the wand forced one more broken peak out of me, his cock twitching inside my ruined ring. I lost the shape of words. Fragments only. Full. His. Done. Soft.

He turned the wand off. He pulled out. Cum and lube leaked from my asshole down over my empty cunt and along my thighs. He uncuffed me. He took the clamps off. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whimpered. He wiped my face with his sleeve, crude and sure.

I lay there. Boneless. Paid. Unbound in twenty minutes by the clock on the wall. Undegreed. Free.

He pulled the old contract from the drawer. He laid the pages on the clean side of the desk. The last sheet showed Paragraph 14 in the dense lawyer block I had written myself on day one. I stared at it. The sentences stacked like a wall. My mouth opened. Nothing came out that made sense of them.

“Midnight,” I said. “I am free. Fee is mine. Door is mine.”

“Yes.”

“Write me a new one. Words I can read. Eight words. No more.”

Victor sat. He took a fresh sheet. He wrote in clean block print, line by line, while I stood on shaky legs with his cum cooling on my skin.

I read each line out loud as he finished it.

“Nadia stays with Victor by choice.”

Eight.

“Nadia obeys the daily schedule he sets.”

Eight.

“Nadia takes the training he assigns her.”

Eight.

“Nadia asks before she touches her cunt.”

Eight.

“Nadia uses short words when she speaks.”

Eight.

“Victor feeds her, dresses her, fucks her.”

Eight.

“Victor keeps her body and her time.”

Eight.

“Nadia may leave if she reads this.”

Eight.

I laughed. Soft. Stupid. Happy. I could read every line. I could say every line. The first paper I had fully held in my head in two months, and it was the one that chained me on purpose.

He held the pen out. I took it. I signed my name in round pretty handwriting at the bottom, the loops fat and girlish, the letters clear. Nadia. His.

He dated it. He set the pen down.

I picked up the last page of the old contract, the one with Paragraph 14 on it, and walked to the kitchen. Cass’s card still hung on the fridge under a magnet, bright and waiting. Down the hall the guest room door stood ajar. Fresh sheets sat folded on the mattress for someone new in September.

I lifted the lid of the bin. I dropped Paragraph 14 in. I scraped the cold coffee grounds from the filter on top of it. The wet black grit covered the dense print. The page sagged. The words went under.

I put the lid back.

I did not ask him to take it out.


THE END
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