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Before You Begin
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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
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Chapter 1: The Empty Passenger Seat

Istepped through Mommy Delphine’s front door with my shoulders set and my jaw locked, the suburban heat at my back and the cooler hush of her house closing over me like a lid.

The guest-room side of the hall smelled of wet paint. Fresh white on the walls. The weekend that was supposed to end tomorrow had already stretched past that lie, and I still told myself I was only here to pull my brother out. I told myself that hard enough my teeth ached.

Corinne stood in the guest-room doorway with a tape measure looped over her wrist. She did not smile. She waited like furniture that had learned to breathe. Thick carpet under my boots. A fan ticking somewhere deeper in the house. The air on my arms was cool enough to raise gooseflesh while my neck stayed hot.

“On the rug,” Mommy Delphine said from behind me. I had not heard her come close. Her voice was calm and low and it filled the room before I turned. “Shoes off. Hands where I can see them. You came to stage a rescue, Dean. Fine. Rescues get scheduled. They do not get to rewrite the house.”

I set my boots by the baseboard. My palms stayed open at my sides because pride wanted them fists and dread already knew better. Corinne clicked the tape open. The metal tongue snicked free. That little sound went straight through me.

“You will stay the night,” Mommy Delphine said. “You will sleep where I put you. You will answer when spoken to. You will not argue in front of Corinne. You will not touch the locks. You will not call anyone without asking. And when I tell you to open, you open.”

She stepped into my space. Warm perfume under the paint smell. Cool air from the fan and the heat of her body both at once. My cock stirred against my zipper for no reason I liked. The pull hit mid-rule, stupid and sudden, like a hook behind my navel.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

I swallowed. “I’m here for him.”

“You’re here,” she corrected. “That is all that matters for the next hour.” Her eyes dropped to the line of my jeans. “Already? Good. Shame looks pretty on a big man. Corinne, measure him.”

Corinne’s fingers were cold. She ran the tape around my chest, my waist, my hips. The metal kissed my belt. She measured the inside of my thigh and I flinched. The tape snapped back with a bright whip of sound.

“Strip,” Mommy Delphine said. “All of it. Fold it on the chair. Slow.”

My throat worked. Dread sat heavy under my ribs while my cock thickened against the denim like a traitor. I pulled my shirt over my head. Cool air tightened my nipples. I shoved my jeans down, then my shorts, and my cock slapped up against my stomach, hard and stupid, a wet shine already at the tip.

Corinne jotted a note on a pad. The pen scratched. That sound burned my ears.

“On the bed,” Mommy Delphine said. “Face down. Knees wide. Ass up. Present the hole like you mean it.”

“I didn’t come here for…”

“You came into my house. That is the only consent I need for this conversation.” She snapped her fingers once. The sound cracked. “Present.”

I climbed onto the guest bed. Fresh sheets. Cool cotton under my palms. I got my knees under me and shoved my ass up. The position pulled my balls low and heavy. My cock pointed down into the mattress, trapped and throbbing. Paint smell and fan tick and the wet click of a bottle opening behind me.

“Listen to me,” she said. “This room is not a guest room anymore. It is where boys who show up proud learn what pride costs. Corinne will hold you if you thrash. I will take your ass until you stop pretending you are still in charge of your own spine. Say yes, Mommy Delphine.”

Heat flooded my face. “Yes, Mommy Delphine.”

“Louder. Like a slut who knows the camera is running.”

There was no camera. She only needed me to feel watched. “Yes, Mommy Delphine.”

Cold lube hit my crack. I jerked. Her fingers followed, blunt and sure, spreading me open. One thick finger pushed at my asshole and the ring gave with a wet, dirty sound. The stretch burned. My cock jumped against the sheet.

“Tight,” she said, mean and pleased. “You came to demolish an arrangement and you cannot even keep your hole from sucking my finger. Beg for two.”

“Please,” I said, and hated how fast it came. “Please, two.”

A second finger forced in. The wet noise was loud in the quiet room. She fucked them into me in short strokes, scissoring, opening me. Cool gel, hot walls, the fan’s soft tick under every obscene squelch. Corinne’s hand settled between my shoulder blades, light and final.

“Tell me what you are,” Mommy Delphine said.

“A man who…”

She twisted her fingers and found a spot that cracked white light behind my eyes. My cock leaked a string onto the sheet.

“Try again.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “Your hole. A fucking hole.”

“Better. Say you came here proud and now you’re presenting your asshole like a bitch in heat.”

I said it. Word for word. My voice broke on bitch. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not tell which one had me shaking.

She pulled her fingers free. Emptiness. Cool air on my open, wet rim. Then the blunt head of something thicker pressed me. Not a cock. Harder. Smoother. A strap, thick enough to make my stomach drop.

“Breathe out,” she said. “Take it. You do not get to refuse the shape of this stay.”

She pushed. My asshole stretched and burned and took her. The slide was slow and merciless. Full. Too full. The sound was a wet, deep suck as she bottomed out against my ass. I moaned into the mattress, high and ugly.

“That’s it. Good little toy. Clench for me so I can feel what a liar’s hole does when it finally gets used.”

I clenched. She groaned soft and mean and started to fuck.

Hard strokes. Short at first, then long, dragging the thick strap over that place inside me until my cock throbbed and spit more wet into the sheet. The bed frame knocked the wall in a dull rhythm. Corinne’s palm stayed firm between my shoulders. Cool room. Hot skin. Sweat prickling down my ribs.

“Ask for it deeper.”

“Deeper,” I said. “Please fuck my ass deeper. Please.”

She slammed in. My teeth clicked. My balls swung. The slap of her hips on my ass was wet and loud.

“Filthy boy. Came to save your brother and the first thing you do is drool on my guest sheets while your ass gets wrecked. Say you’re a whore.”

“I’m a whore.” The words scraped out. “I’m your whore. Fuck my ass. Please.”

She reached under me and wrapped her hand around my cock. Tight. Mean. She stroked in time with the strap, and the double beat tore a sound out of me I did not know I owned.

“You do not come until I count,” she said. “You hold. You beg. You take.”

She edged me hard. Stroke, stop. Stroke, stop. The strap never quit. My asshole fluttered and burned and sucked. My cock was purple and leaking and every denied peak twisted the dread in my gut into something hungrier.

“Please,” I panted. “Please let me. I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Because I said so.” Her thumb smeared over my slit. “Ask me to ruin this proud little rescue cock.”

“Ruin it,” I begged. “Please ruin my cock. Please fuck my ass and wreck me.”

She stroked fast. The strap pounded. The wet sounds stacked, ass and fist and my own broken breath.

“Come,” she ordered. “That’s one. Loud.”

I came hard. Thick ropes tore out of me onto the sheet. My asshole clamped the strap in hard pulses. My vision blanked. The sound that left me was a raw shout. She kept stroking through it, cruel, stripping every drop until my hips jerked and my thighs shook.

“That’s one,” she said, voice cool over my wrecked breathing. “Count it.”

“One,” I gasped.

She did not pull out. She fucked me through the aftershocks, slow and deep, while my cock twitched and tried to soften. The oversensitive burn drove me to crawl forward. Corinne’s hand pressed me flat.

“Stay,” Mommy Delphine said. “You think pride gets a rest? No. You came into my house. You open until I am done.”

Her hand stayed on my cock. Too much. Skin too tight. She stroked the wet, spent length anyway and the strap kept grinding that spot inside me. Pleasure came back wrong and sharp, stacked on top of the first orgasm like a second wave that did not care if I was ready.

“No,” I moaned. “Too much. Please.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please don’t. Please do. Fuck. Mommy Delphine, please, my ass, my cock, I can’t…”

“You can. Whore holes don’t get to decide.” She sped up. The bed frame knocked harder. My cock stiffened in her greased fist against my will, oversensitive and aching, and the second climb was meaner than the first, dragged out of raw nerves.

“That’s two,” she said when my balls drew up. “Say it as you spill.”

“That’s two,” I choked, and I came again, weaker volume, harder pain-pleasure, body locking around the strap while thin spurts jerked out of me. My voice cracked on the count. Drool wet the sheet under my mouth.

She laughed once, low and dirty. “Listen to you. Two already and still stuffed. Corinne, feel how he shakes.”

Corinne’s cool fingers touched my hip. I shuddered.

Mommy Delphine pulled almost out and slammed back in. My empty, used cock slapped the mess I had made. She stroked me again. No mercy. The third build started before I could breathe right. Every thrust landed a wet smack. Every stroke on my cock was sandpaper and heaven.

“Say what your ass is for.”

“Fucking,” I sobbed. “My ass is for fucking. For your strap. For taking it. Please.”

“And what are you now that you crossed my threshold?”

“A toy. A bitch. A matched fucking problem you get to schedule.” The words fell out ugly and true. Dread sat under them, because I meant them.

“Good boy.” She hammered me open. Her fist worked my cock in short, brutal tugs. “One more. That’s three. You do not hold this one. You give it like the slut who measured out for my house.”

“That’s three,” I cried as it ripped through me. Almost dry. Body convulsing. Asshole spasming on the thick shaft. The orgasm was longer, uglier, dragged out while she kept fucking and stroking, milking the peak until I was shaking and making high broken noises into the mattress.

She still did not stop.

“No,” I whispered. “I’m done. I’m done.”

“You think you’re done.” Her tone went colder. Meaner. “I count. Not you. You will give me one more after you thought you finished. That is the lesson. Going back costs more than going on, Dean. Feel it.”

She pulled the strap free. My rim gaped a second, wet and loose, cool air kissing the stretch she left behind. Then she pushed two fingers back in, then three, and curled them hard against that spot while her other hand slapped my cock once, twice, then gripped and stroked the oversensitive mess of me without pity.

I screamed into the sheet. Not loud. Raw.

“Beg for the fourth like you want it.”

“Please,” I said, wrecked. “Please make me come again. Please use my asshole. Please break me down. I need it. I need your fingers in my ass. Please, Mommy Delphine.”

“That’s it. Dirty mouth on a proud man. Take it.”

She worked me past sense. Fingers deep. Wet sounds obscene. Cock jerked in her fist. The fourth climb was pure overstimulation, pleasure so sharp it was punishment, and when she said, “That’s four. Count it. One more after this if you waste my time,” I came with a broken yell.

“Four,” I gasped. “Fuck. Four.”

Almost nothing left in me. Body still tried. Asshole fluttered around her fingers. Sweat cooled on my back while my face burned. The fan ticked. My pulse hammered in my ears.

She finger-fucked me through it and kept going, cruel and steady, until a fifth weak, forced pulse wrung out of my cock and I sobbed the count because she made me.

“Five. That’s five. Good boy. Say thank you for being used.”

“Thank you for using me,” I said. My voice was shredded. “Thank you, Mommy Delphine.”

She eased her fingers out. The empty, open ache left behind felt permanent. Corinne wiped her hand on a towel. The fabric sound was gentle and it still made me flinch.

I stayed ass-up because no one had told me to move. Cum cooling under my belly. Asshole throbbing. Dread sitting quiet and deep now, not panic, something heavier. I had walked in guarded and proud. I could not refuse the same way again. The shape of no had changed in my mouth.

Mommy Delphine stood. Fabric rustled as she straightened her clothes. Cool air moved as she walked around the bed into my sightline. Her eyes were calm. Satisfied.

“Look at me.”

I looked.

“You will sleep in this room tonight. Sheets stay as they are. You will not clean your ass. You will not touch your cock. In the morning you will present on this rug at six, knees wide, ass bare and available, and you will ask me out loud to schedule the rest of your stay like the rescue you failed to run. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy Delphine.”

“Repeat the instruction.”

I swallowed paint-smell air and shame. “Tomorrow morning at six I present on the rug. Knees wide. Ass bare and available. I ask you to schedule the rest of my stay.”

“Good.” She touched my hair once, not kind, claiming. “You will do exactly as I say. And Dean? The man who drove here tonight would not recognize the sounds you just made. You felt that. Do not pretend you did not.”

She turned to Corinne. “Lock the guest side when you leave. Lights out in twenty.”

Corinne’s tape measure clicked shut. That small metal sound sealed the room.

Mommy Delphine paused at the door. “Six o’clock, Dean. Ass up. Mouth honest. We continue then.”

The door closed. The fan kept ticking. Cool air licked the sweat on my spine and the open, used ache in my ass, and I stayed where she left me because tomorrow already owned me.


Chapter 2: Guests Wear What's Provided

Iwas bent over the padded bench when the clock in the hall struck seven, my cheek mashed to the leather and my hips hitched high like a job half done. The lube between my cheeks had gone tacky. My balls hung heavy and used. Whatever she had put me through before the hour turned still throbbed in my gut, a raw ache that kept my breath short.

She stood behind me with the notepad. Her perfume cut over the reek of sex and sweat, something sharp and powdery that clung to the back of my tongue when I breathed through my mouth.

"Honesty check," she said. "Did you come here to free your brother?"

"Yes."

"And now?"

I swallowed. The taste of earlier sat in my throat, salt and latex. "I do not know."

"Better." A flat palm rested on the small of my back. "Guests wear only what this house provides. That is the first rule. You do not keep street clothes. You do not keep underthings from outside. You put on what is laid out, and you keep it on until I say otherwise."

I tried to lift my head. She pressed me down again.

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

Corinne came in from the side door with a tray. Two uses. That was all she would get from me in my head. She set the tray on the side table and stepped back without looking at my face. On the tray: a folded pink slip, thin as tissue. A pair of white briefs two sizes too small, with a front pouch that was mostly decoration. Soft cuffs with metal rings. A plastic tag on a thin chain, blank side up. Sizes written in neat ink on a card. No belt. No pants. No shoes that looked like mine.

"Those are your options," the landlady said. "All of them. Get up."

I pushed off the bench. My legs shook. Cum from the earlier work had dried sticky along my thigh. I smelled myself, thick and shameful, under her perfume. When I stood, the room tilted for a second.

She pointed at the tray. "Dress."

I reached for the briefs first because they looked like the least of it. They snagged on the mess of my skin. The waistband cut in. My dick got shoved sideways into the pouch until the head peeped out over the elastic, ugly and half hard from being handled. The fabric bit my balls. I had to hop once to get them settled, and that hop was worse than the squeeze.

"Ugly fit," she said. "Good. Pretty would make you proud."

The slip went over my head next. It stuck to the sweat on my back and rode up until my belly showed. The hem stopped mid thigh. Every draft found my crack. The tag went around my neck last. The chain was short. The plastic sat cold against my collarbone.

"Cuffs," she said.

I held out my wrists. She buckled them herself, snug, then clipped a short lead between them so my hands stayed linked in front of my crotch. The whole set made me look like a joke left on a bed. I hated how hard I was inside the tiny pouch. Defiant curiosity poked at me, the same itch that had gotten me into this house. I wanted to know what the rule bought. I wanted to see if I could take it and walk out.

She watched my face.

"Do you accept the outfit and the rule."

Not a question shaped for comfort. A gate.

I looked down at the pink cloth, the strangling briefs, the tag. My throat worked.

"Yes," I said. "I accept them."

That was the inch. It went. After that I could not pretend the clothes were a prop I would peel off at the door. They were the terms now. Peeling them off later would mean handing back the yes I had just spent.

"Good little guest," she said, mean and soft. "On the bench again. Face down. Knees wide. Under the dress code, you present for use."

I climbed back up. The slip rode up over my hips without me touching it. The briefs were so tight that when I spread my knees the seam crawled into my crack and left my hole bare enough to feel the air. She tugged the fabric aside with two knuckles and spat. The spit landed hot. I smelled it before the second drop landed, thick and personal.

"Primary rule still holds," she said. "Guests wear what is provided. Right now what is provided includes my strap."

The buckle clicked. The scent of warmed silicone and more lube hit me a second later, chemical sweet under her powder. Something blunt and heavy nudged my rim.

"You will take this in your ass," she said. "You will keep your mouth honest while I fuck you. If you try to be brave and quiet I will stop and leave you stuffed with nothing."

"I hear you."

"Beg for the first push."

My face burned against the leather. Curiosity and shame twisted together until I could not tell which one made my dick leak into the pouch.

"Put it in me," I said. "Fuck my ass. I want the first push."

She gave it to me in one slow drive. The head forced me wide. I grunted. Fullness shoved the air out of my lungs. She bottomed out and held there, hips flush to the backs of my thighs, while my body tried to decide if it was pain or hunger.

"Slut," she said. "Brother came to smash the arrangement and ends up on the guest bench in house panties with a strap in his guts. Say what you are."

"A slut," I got out. "Your slut. A whore in the clothes you gave me."

"Better."

She started to move. Long pulls, hard seats. Each thrust made the bench creak. The wet slap of lube and skin filled the room. My dick ground in the tight pouch, trapped, getting no real stroke. Every time she drove deep, pressure punched my prostate and my vision went white at the edges. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the leather. I tasted salt and the cheap gloss of the bench cleaner.

"Tighten," she ordered.

I clenched. She laughed once, short.

"Greedy hole. Listen to it. Sucking like it wants a paycheck."

I wanted to snarl. Instead I pushed back onto the next thrust because the fullness scratched that defiant itch. I needed to know how deep the rule went, whether I could hold a line while she used me.

She set a mean rhythm, not frantic, just relentless. The strap dragged on the way out and packed me full on the way in. My balls drew up. The edge came fast, dirty and sudden, a hard climb I had not earned.

"I am close," I gasped.

She stopped buried to the hilt.

"No."

I shook under her. The denied peak left me raw. My dick pulsed and leaked and got nothing.

"You do not finish because your body wants it," she said. "You finish if I grant it, and only after you plead like a guest who understands the house."

She pulled almost free, then shoved back in hard enough that I barked.

"Start."

"Let me come," I said. "I need to come with your strap in my ass."

"Weak. Filthier."

I squeezed my eyes shut. The smell of sex was thick enough to taste. My own pre had soaked the front of the briefs until the fabric clung cold.

"I am a bitch in your clothes," I said, voice rough. "A hole you dressed and bent. Fuck me until I break and let me shoot. I will say anything. I will keep the outfit on. Just give it to me."

She reached under, found the head of my dick where it poked from the pouch, and rubbed the slit with her thumb in slow circles. Not enough. A torment.

"Again. Meaner. Own it."

"Choke me on the rule," I panted. "Make me take it. I am your obedient little toy and I am asking permission to cum while you pound my ass. I want to ruin these panties. I want to feel you own the mess. Grant it. I am asking."

She held the thumbwork light. The strap stayed deep, grinding in short nasty rolls that kept me right on the cliff.

"One more," she said. "Name what you cannot refuse now."

The inch I had given earlier rose up in my throat like a second cock.

"I cannot refuse the clothes," I said. "I cannot refuse the rule. Guests wear what is provided. I wear it. I take what comes with it. Please let me come."

That was one. I would not spend another.

She hummed, almost pleased.

"Permission granted. On my count. You do not start early. You hold until I say, and you thank me when you spill."

She fucked me then for real. Hard, claiming strokes that shoved me up the bench. The cuffs bit my wrists when I clawed at the leather. My dick dragged and slapped inside the soaked pouch. The whole world narrowed to the thick piston in my ass and the cruel little friction at the tip of my dick.

"Now," she said.

I broke. Orgasm ripped through me in ugly pulses. I shot into the briefs in thick ropes until the front went hot and heavy and sticky against my skin. My ass clamped on the strap so hard my legs shook. Short crude fragments tore through my head. Full. Used. Her toy. No take backs. I made a broken noise into the pad and came until it turned sharp and oversensitive.

"Thank you," I got out, hoarse. "Thank you for letting me."

She left the strap seated while the last twitches ran out of me. Then she eased free. The sudden emptiness made me wince. Cool air hit the stretched rim. That was one for cool. Cum from my dick was soaking through the pink slip where the fabric clung.

She wiped me with a cloth from the tray, not gentle, not cruel, just thorough. Outside. Between. The tender ring she had used. She checked the cuffs, adjusted the tag so the blank face sat center, tugged the slip down as if it could hide anything. The soaked briefs stayed on. That was the point. I stayed dressed as required, marked and leaking into house fabric.

"Aftercare is procedural," she said. "You are checked. You are adjusted. You remain in what was provided. Street clothes would sit on you like a costume now, and we both know it. You already said yes to the rule with a load in your panties. That does not unhappen."

She was right. The inch had become a step. The itch burned inside the outfit now, not outside it.

She wrote something on her notepad. "For the rest of the day you keep the set on. Meals at the guest table. Bathroom with the door propped. If you need to speak to staff you use guest voice, soft and clear. At three you report to the front parlor for the next scheduled item. You will be open enough by then for it."

Open. That was two. I filed the word away and did not reach for it again.

"What is the next item," I asked.

"You will find out when you kneel for it." She capped the pen. "Curiosity got you this far, Dean. Do not pretend it is gone. Feed it under the rules and it stays useful. Feed it against them and I will put you in something tighter."

I pushed up on my elbows. My ass ached in a deep used way. The smell of my own spend mixed with lube and her perfume until I could taste the whole room on every breath. I wiped my mouth with the back of one cuffed hand and got a smear of drool and salt.

"I still came here for my brother," I said.

"And you are still wearing my tag." She almost smiled. "Both can be true until one wins. Stand. Walk the hall once so the fit settles. Then sit on the low stool by the window until I call you."

I stood. The briefs squelched. A thin line of my own mess slid down the inside of my thigh under the slip. Walking made everything shift, the sore stretch, the sticky pouch, the sway of thin pink cloth. Ritual had teeth. I had answered the checks. I had put on the provided set. I had pleaded for the right to finish with a strap buried in me. None of that peeled off with a shower.

I took the hall walk like she ordered. Past the narrow table with the bowl of spare tags. Past the closed door that smelled faintly like powder and old wood polish. My bare feet slapped soft on the runner. When I turned back, she was already resetting the bench, wiping leather, setting the strap aside on a clean towel as if the act were only another chore on a list.

I sat on the low stool. The position tugged at my used rim. I kept my linked hands in my lap and tried not to press for more friction. The tag rested against my chest each time I breathed. Outside the window the yard looked ordinary. Inside my head the ordinary world had a higher price now.

She finished with the bench and washed her hands at the small sink. The soap cut through the sex smell for a second, sharp and clean, then the room's thicker scents rolled back in.

"Guest voice when you answer," she said without looking up. "Today is not private anymore."

"Who else is here."

Footsteps answered before she did. Light ones, from the inner hall, down the carpeted stairs. A tread I had known my whole life, the same one that used to pass my bedroom door growing up. Wrong rhythm now. Softer. Placed.

She dried her hands, smoothed her skirt, and glanced at me the way a landlady glances at furniture that must stay in place.

"Stay on the stool. Keep the set visible. Do not cover yourself."

My brother came around the corner with a laundry basket balanced on one hip.

Wes. The one I had driven here to drag out. He wore a pale blue dress with a white hem that swung at mid thigh, ribbon straps over bare shoulders, white knee socks, a collar with a stamped tag where mine hung blank. His hair had grown out and been pinned back with two small clips. He moved like the floor had rules and he knew every one of them.

He saw me on the stool in the pink slip and the soaked briefs and the cuffs, and he stopped dead with the basket still on his hip. He did not look shocked at the house. He looked shocked at me in it.

"Dean," he said.

"Wes." My voice cracked on the one syllable I was allowed. He had known I was in the house. One night under the same roof and he had not come to find me. That told me more about the arrangement than the bench had.

"Names only," she said. "Wes, set the basket by the stairs. Your refit is the three o'clock item. New wardrobe for the new arrangement. You may speak to your brother at the fitting and not before. Tell him the one thing you told me this morning. Then go."

Wes's free hand smoothed his hem flat, a small trained motion that hit me harder than the strap had.

"I said I want to stay," he said. "And I asked her to be patient with you."

He picked the basket back up and went, knee socks flashing under the swing of the hem, and the sealed little frame of her and me cracked wide enough to hold a household.

"Three o'clock," she said. "Both my boys in one room. We fit the pair."


Chapter 3: A Shade Not Chosen

"Hold still, Wes. The hem sits crooked when you twitch."

I stood where she put me, tag clipped to the collar of the robe they had given me, and watched my brother lift his arms before the order had finished leaving her mouth, trained and easy, while I still treated standing as a choice. Mommy Delphine walked a slow circle around him with pins between her teeth and a tape measure draped over one shoulder. Corinne knelt at his ankles, smoothing fabric that clung wrong, too soft, too thin for any man who meant to leave.

Wes looked at me over her head. His mouth shaped my name without sound. I shook my head once. That was all I had left that felt free.

"Dean is not here to interrupt," Mommy said, mild as weather. "Dean is here to learn the next station. Speak when spoken to, both of you."

I tasted metal from biting my cheek. The robe dragged against my thighs. Under it the cage sat cold and locked, a weight I had bargained against all morning and lost. My dick strained inside the ring and got nowhere. Shame prickled up my spine and settled behind my ears, hot.

Wes tried again. "You said fitting only. You said I could talk to him."

"You can talk," she answered, and did not look up from the pin she set. "You cannot reframe. Protocol names the next station before either of you invents a softer word for it." She straightened, brushed her hands clean on her apron, and pointed past the fitting stand to the long padded bench under the high window. Light from the yard cut across the leather. Straps hung loose from the rails, thick, scuffed, used. "Edging bench. You both hear that. It is not optional. It is not a suggestion. It is the next station."

My stomach dropped. I had spotted the bench from the hall the day before and told myself it was for someone else. Now the room shrank around it. Texture of worn leather, dark where sweat had lived. Brass buckles with weight enough to clink when Corinne rose and crossed to them without being told twice.

"That is for him," I said. My voice cracked. "Wes is the one in the dress. I came to get him out."

"You came," Mommy said, "and the house assessed you, and the tag says guest under training. You do not get to decide that anymore."

The line hit like a palm. Wes flinched as if it had been for him. Corinne already had a hand on my elbow. I pulled once. Her grip did not change. She walked me to the bench while Wes stood half in the soft gray slip they were pinning, chest bare above it, nipples tight from the room and from watching me get moved like furniture.

"I can stand," I said. "I can watch from the wall. You do not need the straps for a lesson."

"The lesson is the straps," Corinne said, flat and practical. She pushed my shoulders down. The leather took my weight and held it. Padded rails under my forearms. A center board between my knees forcing them wide. My robe rode up. Cool air found my caged cock and the bare skin of my ass where the fabric no longer covered. She buckled my wrists first, then my ankles, then a wide belt across my lower back that pinned my hips flat. Each buckle closed with a dull final sound. Resistance stayed in my mouth. Need started lower, a leak of heat I hated and could not stop.

Wes took a step toward us. "Delphine, stop. He is my brother. This is not what I agreed."

"You agreed to the house when you stayed past the first night," Mommy said. She came to the bench and set two fingers on the base of my cage, light, almost tender. My hips tried to lift into the touch and the belt said no. "Wes, hands at your sides. You will hold still and learn the house tempo. Dean, you will take the count. Bargaining is allowed as noise. It does not alter the schedule."

"Let me up and I will do the count standing," I said. "I will say whatever you want. I will wear the tag. Just not flat on my belly while he stares."

"You are already flat." Her fingers rolled the cage once, slow, and my dick shoved uselessly against steel. Precome smeared the slit of the ring. Metal, smooth and absolute. "Corinne, oil. Wes, eyes on Dean's face when he starts to break. Not on the window. Not on the door."

Corinne's palm landed on my ass, slick and warm, then lower, two fingers sliding the crease and pressing my rim with oil that smelled like nothing fancy, just clean and thick. I clenched. She waited. When I breathed she pushed both fingers in to the knuckle and twisted. The stretch burned sweet. Weight of her hand on my cheek kept me from squirming off the board. Wes grunted like someone punched the air out of him.

“Look at your brother,” Mommy told him. “He came to play the rescuer and now he is stuffed full of house fingers on a training bench. Say what you see, Wes.”

Wes's voice came thin. "I see Dean. I see him taking it."

"Filthier," she said. "Name the parts. Learn the language."

He swallowed. "His… his cock is locked. His ass is…" He stalled. Corinne crooked her fingers and I grunted into the pad. "His ass is open on her hand. Christ."

"Better." Mommy's free hand stroked my hair like I was a dog that had almost sat. "Dean. Tell Wes why you are hard in a cage you swore you would break."

"I am not," I started, and she squeezed the cage and the lie died. My dick throbbed in short stupid pulses. "I am. Because you keep touching me. Because Corinne has her fingers in me. Because he is watching and I cannot cover anything."

"Because you need it," she corrected. "Say need."

I bargained with the word in my head and lost. "Because I need it."

"Good little tenant." She nodded at Corinne. "Edge him on a count of ten. Pull off at nine. Wes does not move."

Corinne's fingers left my ass with a wet sound that made my ears burn. Something thicker took their place, the blunt nose of a plug, heavy silicone, flared base. She worked it in with small turns. My hole stretched around the widest ring and then sucked shut behind the neck. Full. Weighted. Every breath shifted it. She reached under the bench and found the small remote, and a low buzz woke inside me against the prostate like a thumb that would not leave.

I jerked in the straps. Buckles bit my wrists. "Too much. Turn it down."

"Count," Mommy said. "Out loud. From one."

Corinne's oiled fist closed around the outside of the cage and worked what little she could, short, mean strokes that dragged the steel against my shaft. Vibration and pressure stacked. My balls drew tight. "One," I gasped. "Two. Three." By five my voice had gone high. By seven I was rocking against the belt that would not give. At nine she stopped dead, hand gone, vibe cut, and the climb crashed with nowhere to go. Cum did not come. Need did. It flooded my gut and left me shaking, cock fat and useless in the ring, plug heavy as a fist in my ass.

Wes had not moved. Sweat shone at his temples. The slip hung crooked where he had forgotten to hold still.

"Again," Mommy said. "Longer hold this time. Count to twelve. Wes, if you step closer without permission, Dean's next edge gets wasted in your mouth and you will swallow what leaks."

"I will not," Wes said, and it sounded like a man arguing with a tide.

I started the count because the alternative was pleading first, and some scrap of pride still wanted the numbers before the words. Corinne brought the vibe back, higher. Her other hand cupped my balls and rolled them, slow, mean. Texture of callus on soft skin. "One. Two." My bargaining started mid-count, private, then not private. "If I finish the twelve, you let me up. If I take the plug without fighting, you send him home. Three. Four. I will stay a week if you cut him loose. Five."

"You do not trade him," Mommy said. "You trade yourself, and the house already owns that contract."

"Six. Seven." The edge rose faster. Spit wet the pad under my mouth. "Eight. Fuck. Nine. I cannot."

"You can. You will."

"Ten. Eleven." My whole body went rigid. The crest sat right there, white and close. Corinne ripped the stimulation away at twelve and left me hanging over nothing. A thin string of precome dropped from the cage to the leather. Wasted heat. My hips jerked in empty little fucks against the belt.

I heard myself break.

"Keep me here," I said. The words came raw and wrong and true. "Do not let me up. Keep me on the bench. I am done asking to leave it."

Silence took the room for half a breath. Then Mommy's hand settled on the back of my neck, heavy, approving.

"There," she said. "First real surrender. Say it again so Wes hears the shape of it."

My face burned. My cock throbbed. The plug sat fat and cruel. "Keep me here. I am asking. I need the edge. I need you to decide when I come."

"When you leak," she corrected. "Coming is a privilege. Leaking is a lesson." She looked at Corinne. "Tighten the protocol. Longer holds. Shorter breath. He gets air on my count, not his. Wes, finish stepping into the rest of that fitting. You may watch with your hands behind your back. If your mouth is needed, I will say so."

Corinne shortened the wrist straps another notch. My arms pulled tighter to the rails. She set a soft strap across my chest that limited the rise of my ribs. Breathing turned shallow on purpose. The vibe returned in pulses, on, off, on longer, off shorter. Her hand worked the cage in ugly little tugs. I tried to count and lost the numbers to the clamp of my own throat.

"Beg for the ruin," Mommy said near my ear. "Not for the finish. For the mess. Tell me what kind of slut asks to be edged in front of his brother."

"A house slut," I forced out. "A locked bitch. A hole with a plug and a cage. I want the edge pulled away. I want to drip for you while he watches."

"Shameless boy." Pride in her voice cut as deep as the shame. "Wes. On your knees by the bench. Hands stay behind you. You may put your mouth on Dean's balls when I snap. Not before."

I heard Wes kneel. The slip whispered. His breath hit my inner thigh, hot. My dick kicked in the steel. Corinne edged me again, slower, meaner, vibe grinding the plug against that swollen spot inside until my vision speckled. I did not bargain out loud anymore. The bargains had all collapsed into one request: stay under her hand. Stay on the leather. Stay wrecked.

Mommy snapped.

Wes's mouth closed over my balls, clumsy, wet, too gentle at first. Mommy's fingers in his hair fixed that. She pushed him on harder. His tongue dragged the seam. Spit ran down toward the pad. Mouth below and vibration deep shoved me straight at the cliff.

"Hold," Mommy said.

Corinne froze. Wes froze with his tongue still flat on me. I hung there, shaking, right at the lip, cock jerking with nothing, plug a dead weight, breath cut short by the chest strap.

"Now ask for the punishment-reward," she said. "Ask me to ruin you."

"Ruin me," I said. "Pull it off at the crest. Make me spill for nothing. Use me as the lesson."

She smiled. I caught it in the way her hand gentled on my neck before it turned cruel again. "Corinne. Bring him up. Wes, suck. Dean, you do not get to decide the end of this. You only get to take it."

They piled it on. Vibe high. Fist on the cage. Brother's mouth greedy now because fear and arousal had nowhere else to go. My hole clenched on the plug in helpless rhythm. Sweat stuck my chest to the strap. The climb went vertical. White noise. Balls tight. I was there, right there, crest breaking.

Corinne yanked her hand away. The vibe died. Wes was pulled off by the hair. For one sick second nothing touched me except the plug's bulk and the air, and then the orgasm ripped through unfinished, ruined on purpose, cum pumping out the cage slit in weak, wasted pulses that streaked the leather and my own thigh. No stroke to ride. No grip to milk. Just the empty throb and the mess dripping while Mommy watched with calm interest, like a landlady checking a repair.

I made a sound I did not know I owned. Half sob, half moan. My cock kept twitching, trying to finish a job past saving. A last thick bead welled and fell. Wes stared at it with wet lips and wide eyes. Corinne wiped her hand on a cloth, unhurried.

The bench did not release me. Buckles stayed shut. Plug stayed seated. Cage stayed locked around a dick that had just spent itself into humiliation. No blanket. No soft voice. Only the inventory of what I had become in the last hour, laid out in the smell of cum and oil and sweat.

Mommy walked to Wes and tipped his chin up with two fingers. "You saw the house tempo. You will match it tomorrow when the pair fitting runs full. Tonight you sleep in the new slip. Dean sleeps on the bench cover in the side room. He earned the restraint he asked for."

Wes nodded once, dazed. Pins still glittered along the unfinished hem. His fitting waited half done, a problem scheduled into the routine like everything else.

Corinne loosened only the chest strap so I could drag a full breath. Wrists and ankles stayed. She cleaned the mess from the leather with a rag that came away shiny, then left the smear on my thigh where it cooled and stuck. Mommy's palm rested on my nape again.

"You stopped bargaining mid-edge," she said. "You asked to be kept. That changes what you can refuse. The door out grew heavier while your mouth was busy asking. You feel that."

I did. The truth of it sat heavier than the plug. I had said keep me here with my brother on his knees and my cock locked and my ass full, and the house had filed the sentence as permanent.

She left me strapped while they moved Wes off the stand and pinned the last loose edge of his slip. Public. Exposed. My bare ass up, wasted spend drying on my skin, tag still clipped where anyone in the corridor could read guest under training if they glanced through the open arch. I could have asked for the robe. I did not. The asking had a new price now, and I was already calculating what I would trade next instead of how to claw the last trade back.

Quiet took the room after they led him out. Corinne checked one ankle buckle and found it snug enough. Her fingers brushed the sole of my foot, almost kind, then she was gone too. Mommy's steps faded toward the kitchen where something ordinary was boiling, life continuing around the fact of me on the bench.

I lay in the straps and ran the inventory the way she had taught without meaning to. What I let happen: the public count, the plug, Wes's mouth on my balls, the waste on the leather. What I asked for: to be kept, to be edged, to be denied the clean finish. What still wanted more sat low in my gut, stupid and honest, already tilting toward the next depth like a man leaning into a fall he had chosen.

Tomorrow they would run Wes through the full pair fitting. I knew the words now. His refit had begun and I had become the demonstration piece beside it. Leaving meant pretending I had not asked for the bench. Staying meant walking myself deeper before anyone shoved.

I chose on.

In the dark of my own skull, with cum drying on my thigh and the plug a steady blunt reminder, I set the next step myself. When they took me off this leather I would not demand the street. I would ask for a place in the room when they finished what they had started with him. I would stand tagged and caged and ready to be used as proof again if that was the price of staying inside the schedule. The rescue had flipped. I was no longer here to pull him out. I was here to go under with him, and the part of me that used to call that failure had gone quiet under the weight of what I had already requested with my own mouth.

The bench held me. The house ticked on. Tomorrow waited with its pair fitting and whatever station came after the one I had just broken myself across. I breathed through the chest strap's ghost and kept the decision private, sealed, already spent into the only direction I had left.


Chapter 4: The Duffel Unpacked

Ifroze in the middle of the upstairs corridor with my hand still on the duffel strap. Three days into the new schedule and I still tried to treat the place like a job site I could walk out of. The cage had come off the morning after the bench, a reward she wrote into her ledger like rent received. Mornings ran me. Afternoons ran me. Evenings put me where someone else decided. I had told myself the bag stayed packed as proof I was still free. I had sworn it would never open for her.

Mommy Delphine stood at the landing with a clipboard against her hip and that flat, patient look that always meant I had stepped wrong. Heat climbed my neck. The hall was warm from the afternoon sun through the high window, and my skin went hot under the guest clothes like I had been caught stealing.

“Dean,” she said. “Show me.”

“It’s just my stuff.” My voice came out thin. “Clothes. Tools. Nothing that matters.”

“Open it.”

My pride tried to hold. It lasted one second. I set the bag on the runner and pulled the zipper. The teeth stuck, then gave. Private gear spilled onto the floor like evidence. My spare keys. The phone I was not supposed to keep. A slim black remote case I had bought months ago for a joke that stopped being a joke the night I packed it. A plug still in its plastic. A bullet vibe with a full charge light. My own toys. My own plan. All of it still holding the heat of being pressed to my side like a secret.

She did not raise her voice. She never needed to.

“You swore that bag would stay shut,” she said. “To yourself, every night you slept beside it. You swore no one would ever get the right to run you. And here you are, mid-hall, still pretending you own the exit.”

I swallowed. The corridor closed in. My pulse thudded low.

“I wasn’t going to use any of it.”

“Liar.” She nudged the remote case with her shoe. “This is the line you vowed never to cross. Remote control of your body. Handing the switch to someone else. Every locked zipper since you arrived has been you swearing you would never surrender it.”

Behind her, soft footsteps stopped. Someone stayed to watch. I did not look up. The eyes stayed on my back. Witness enough.

“Pick up the plug and the vibe,” she said. “Leave the keys. Leave the phone. Bring the bag.”

I obeyed because the alternative was worse. The plastic was warm in my palms. She turned and walked. I followed with the open duffel hanging from my fist, gear clacking, pride cracking under every step.

She took me into the sitting room off the main hall. Sun had heated the rug. The air sat thick and close. She pointed at the floor.

“Knees. Pants down. Underwear off. Face forward.”

I dropped. Fabric dragged over my thighs. My dick sprang free, half hard from the shame of being found, the hot air licking the bare skin of my hips. I hated that it showed.

Mommy Delphine set her clipboard down and opened a small kit she kept on the side table. Lube. Wipes. Her handset, matte black, buttons clean. She took the plug from me, coated it with a thick shine of gel, cool for half a second, then warm against her palm.

“You will take this,” she said. “Then the vibe goes under, snug against your cock and balls so every buzz hits both. Then I pair both to my remote. You do not get a soft version. You get the version that proves the vow was already broken.”

“Please. Not the remote. Anything else.”

“Anything else is easy.” She pressed the tip of the plug to my entrance. “This is what you said never. So this is what I take.”

The plug pushed in. My body fought, then gave. Stretch burned hot, then settled into a full, heavy pressure that made my thighs shake. She seated it deep and twisted once. The base sat flush. Warm. Inescapable. Then she fitted the vibe, a short thick bullet in a soft sleeve, and strapped the sleeve so it cradled my shaft and rested firm against the underside of my balls. The contact was intimate and mean. My dick twitched against the rubber. A thin line of wet already shone at the tip.

She held up the handset. One soft click. The plug woke first, a low deep throb that rolled heat through my gut. Then the vibe joined, a surface buzz that made my cock jump and my balls draw tight.

“Pair complete,” she said. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

“I don’t.”

She thumbed a dial. The throb climbed and turned sharp. My mouth fell open and a sound came out I did not choose.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“A guest. A…”

The vibe spiked. My hips bucked.

“A slut who packed his own leash,” she said. “A whore who brought toys and pretended they were for travel. Say it.”

“I’m a slut who packed his own leash.” Heat flooded my face. “I’m a whore. I brought them. Fuck. Please turn it down.”

“No.”

The first test hit while my protest still hung in the air. She did not warn me. She did not count. Her thumb pressed and both toys jumped hard at once. The plug pulsed deep. The vibe hammered the root of my cock and the soft heavy skin of my balls. Pleasure tore up through me so fast I had no time to brace. My back arched. Spit wet my lip. I tried to close my knees and she kicked them open with the side of her shoe.

“Take it,” she said. “Beg for it if you need to come. Or choke on the denial. Your choice is theater.”

“Please. Fuck. Please let me come. I can’t…”

She held the level. The pressure under my skin turned wet and bright. My cock jerked in the sleeve, leaking a thick string that hit the rug. The plug worked my insides in a dirty steady rhythm. A whimper slipped out of me. Someone in the doorway shifted. The sound of it made my stomach drop and my dick pulse harder. Shame and heat fused so tight I could not pull them apart.

“Filthy little toy,” she said. “Getting hard for a bag of your own lies. Say you need the remote.”

“I need the remote.” My voice broke. “I need you to run me. Please. Make me come. Make this bitch come.”

She smiled with no kindness. “Good.”

Her thumb moved.

The first climax slammed through me with no countdown and no mercy. My cock spat hard against the sleeve, thick ropes of cum forced out in ugly pulses while the vibe kept grinding the head of my shaft and the plug throbbed inside me like a second pulse. My vision blurred. My mouth hung open. Drool hit my chin. I shook on my knees and tried to push the pleasure out by clenching and that only made the plug feel bigger. Cum kept coming until my stomach hurt. The toys did not stop.

“Again,” she said.

“I can’t. I just…”

She raised both channels. The overstimulation hit like heat poured straight into my nerves. My spent cock twitched and tried to soften and the vibe would not let it. Every buzz scraped raw. The plug found a spot deep and worked it without pause. Tears pricked my eyes. My pride folded in half. I begged in a voice I did not recognize.

“Please stop. Please don’t stop. Fuck. Use me. Run me. I’m your hole. I’m your good little toy. I’ll say anything. Just…”

“You will say the truth.” Her thumb rolled. “You will come when I force it. You will keep your hands on the floor. If you touch yourself I add time.”

I planted my palms. Sweat ran down my spine, slick. The second orgasm built ugly and fast, a clawing pressure with no clean rise. My balls ached. My cock stiffened against the sleeve in short painful jerks. When it broke I shouted. Cum pumped out thinner this time, messy, forced, my whole body locking as the plug hammered that deep place and the vibe chewed the underside of my shaft. Spit and breath and wet sounds filled the room. I smelled my own release, lube and heat.

She did not let me drop.

“Third,” she said.

“Mommy Delphine, please.”

“Louder.”

“Please force it. Please use the remote. Please make this slut break. I need it. I need you to take it.”

She took it.

The third stacked on the raw nerves of the second. No recovery. No soft space. Just her thumb and the paired toys and the wet slap of my own body trying to thrash while I held position. My mind started to slip. I tried to track the peaks and lost the thread somewhere past four. Numbers turned to heat. Heat turned to white noise. My cock kept jerking, dry pulses and small wet spurts mixed with the mess already cooling on my thighs. The plug kept going. The vibe kept going. My mouth ran without permission.

“Fuck. Fuck. Can’t. More. Stop. Don’t. I’m a whore. I’m a bitch. Please run me overnight. Please keep the switch. Please.”

She eased one channel and spiked the other. The change made me sob. The forced overload stripped the last clean edge off my pride. I was not a contractor staging a rescue anymore. I was a man on a warm rug, ass full, cock sleeved, leaking and shaking while a landlady worked a handset like she was checking a furnace.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I opened. She stepped in close, set the handset against my cheek so I felt the plastic and the heat of her palm, and pushed two of her fingers onto my tongue. I sucked because she wanted the picture of it. Spit ran down my chin. She fucked my mouth with those fingers slow while the remote in her other hand kept the toys alive. Gagging sounds. Wet sounds. My throat worked. My cock gave another weak spurt that hurt so good I almost blacked out.

“Swallow your noise,” she said. “Guests who pack leashes learn to wear them.”

I moaned around her fingers. She pulled them free and wiped the spit on my chest.

“On all fours. Present.”

I turned. The plug shifted and I gasped. She knelt behind me, checked the base with a firm press that sent a fresh wave of heat through my gut, then picked up something from her kit. A slim strap-on harness. She stepped into it with practice, the shaft a thick silicone she had kept warm against her body. She coated it. The gel warmed fast against the silicone. She set the head at my mouth first.

“Get it wet. Then you take it in that greedy ass while the toys stay on. Remote stays mine. You stay open.”

I licked. I sucked. I gagged when she pushed deep and held. Drool sheeted off my lip. She pulled free and lined up behind me. The plug stayed. She did not remove it. She pressed the strap beside the base and worked the pressure so I felt packed and owned, the plug deep, the shaft grinding the rim, the vibe still chewing my cock from below. Then she drove in past the stretch and fucked me in short hard strokes that made the plug shift and my empty pride finally collapse.

“Say who owns the remote.”

“You. Mommy Delphine owns the remote.”

“Say what you swore never to give.”

“Control. Remote control of my body. Overnight. All of it. I give it. I gave it. Take it.”

She pounded. The strap filled me. The plug throbbed. The vibe buzzed my spent cock into another broken peak I could not name. Cum did not come clean. Pleasure did. It ripped through in messy waves while she used me and the handset clicked in her grip. I lost count for real. Past four, past whatever came next, past the place where a man keeps score. My mind went to short crude scraps. Hot. Full. Hers. Break. More. Please.

When she finally eased the levels down, I sagged onto my forearms. Sweat cooled on my back in the close room. My hole clenched around the plug. The strap slid free with a wet sound. My cock hung red and sticky in the sleeve, twitching at every leftover buzz.

She shut the vibe off first. The silence felt loud. She left the plug in.

“Stay down.”

I stayed. She unclipped the sleeve, wiped me with a cloth that felt almost kind and then deliberately not, and set my spent mess aside like trash. Then she went to the spilled gear on the floor. She took the duffel’s lock. The small brass thing I had kept as a private joke of control. She held it up so I had to see it leave my ownership.

“This is what you swore never to give,” she said. “Not the orgasm. Not the noise. This. Custody. Overnight remote rights. The bag does not close for you again. The switch stays with me.”

I tried to find a refusal. Nothing solid rose. The vow was gone and something truer had already moved into its place. It settled in my gut, hot and final.

“Yes,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Keep it. Keep me on the switch. I won’t pack out.”

She dropped the lock into her pocket. Then she emptied the rest of the duffel onto the side table, sorted what stayed and what did not, and left the bag itself gaping and hollow on the rug by my knee. She paired the house remote to the plug still seated in me with one last click. The light on her handset glowed a steady warm amber.

She set the handset on a laminated station card she had placed near the door for the next rotation. The card’s print faced up. The remote rested on top of it, lit, waiting, a small bright threat and a promise in one clean shape.

I stayed on the floor with the empty duffel open beside me and the amber glow fixed in my sight, plug still heavy inside, body shaking, pride in pieces, and the small light burned steady, patient as a landlady who has already been paid.


Chapter 5: Measured for the Set

The bell reached me from the corridor before anyone spoke my name. Three hard hits, then a pause, then one more. My gut went tight. I still wore the thin lace and the thing seated deep inside me from earlier, and the amber remote sat on the next-rotation card by the door station like a threat that had not finished its work.

I walked to the station because the house did not care if I wanted to stall. A card had been turned face out. My name sat on it in clean black ink under a single line of duty. SET BAY. DISPLAY. NOW.

Delphine’s voice came from behind me, calm and close.

“Dean. Hands off the frame. Eyes on me.”

I turned. Mommy Delphine stood in the hall light with a black ledger under one arm and the amber handset loose in her palm. She looked me over the way a landlord looks over a repair she means to bill for twice.

“You rang for me,” I said. My voice came out rough. “I showed up.”

“You were summoned. There is a difference. Walk.”

I tried to dig my heels in. One step back. One stupid scrap of will left in me after everything she had taken the night before. She watched that step happen and smiled without warmth.

“Do that again and I will have the whole floor watch you crawl. Move.”

I moved.

She led me past the familiar rooms and through a side passage I had not seen. The air changed. Cooler. Sharper. Somewhere ahead came low talk and the soft scrape of chairs. Taste hit me first when she opened the second door: polished wood, warm skin, a faint clean soap cut with the salt of sweat. Sound came next. Whispers. A laugh. Fabric shifting. Someone sucking a breath through their teeth.

The set bay was built for looking, not hiding. Mirrors ran along two walls. Marks had been laid on the floor in pale tape. A raised platform sat under harsh light. Seats ringed it in a half circle. People already filled some of them. Residents. Staff. Faces I knew and faces I did not. Every pair of eyes turned when we entered.

Heat climbed my neck. My pulse hammered in my ears.

“Stand,” Mommy Delphine said. She set the ledger on a side table and lifted the amber remote so the room could see it. “Your body is not private property tonight. It is stock.”

I bared my teeth. “I am not stock.”

A soft ripple went through the seats. Someone muttered my name like a joke.

She stepped in close enough that I smelled her perfume under the soap, dark and sweet. Her free hand took my chin and forced my face up.

“Say that again where they can hear you.”

I swallowed. “I am not stock.”

“Good. Now you get to learn what a liar looks like on a stage.”

She pressed the remote.

The first public pulse hit the seated plug hard and deep. It was not a tease. It was a shove. The buzz tore through my ass and up my spine so fast my knees buckled. A raw sound ripped out of me before I could stop it. Spit flooded under my tongue. My cock jumped against the lace and left a dark smear.

Laughter. Soft. Mean. Close.

“There,” she said, loud enough for the ring of seats. “He answers on the first touch. Note that.”

I tried to straighten. Tried to spit something hard back at her. The buzz cut off and left me shaking, empty and furious at once.

“Walk the marks,” she said. “Slow. Chin up. Hands behind your back. You are the piece, not the guest.”

I hated how my feet moved. I hated how the eyes tracked each step. The tape marks felt like traps under my soles. When I hit the center X she stopped me with one word.

“Hold.”

I held. Lace stuck to my thighs. The base of the plug sat thick and shameless between my cheeks. My cock strained, half hard, leaking. Someone in the front row whispered loud enough for me to catch it.

“Look at him drip.”

Shame burned. Under it, something worse woke up and licked its teeth. I wanted them to look away. I also wanted them to keep staring until I broke.

Mommy Delphine circled me with the ledger. She did not rush. She measured with her eyes first, then with a cloth tape she pulled from her pocket.

“Chest,” she said, and looped the tape under my arms. She read the number out for the room. “Waist. Hip. Inner thigh. Throat.” Each call landed like inventory. Cold. Exact. “Base width of the seated plug is standard set size. He takes it without pushback now. Cock length at rest, note later under load. Balls full. Good color. No fight left in the stance even when he pretends.”

“I am fighting,” I said.

She pinched my nipple through the lace hard enough to make me jolt.

“Then fight louder. The set likes a show.”

She snapped her fingers. A woman I did not know brought a low stool and a tray. On the tray sat oil, a thicker harness, and a black gag with a ring. The woman set them down and stepped back into the ring of watchers without a word.

“Protocol,” Mommy Delphine said. “Display piece remains on the marks until release is earned. No covering. No turning away. No coming until I say the room has seen enough. If he drops the pose, we start the count of the ordeal over. If he comes early, we start over with the gag on and the plug on a harder setting. Clear?”

I stared at her. “Clear,” I said, and hated how ready the word felt.

She took the harness from the tray. Not the thin lace work. This one was built to show. Straps framed my cock and balls and left nothing soft to the imagination. She oiled her palm and stroked me once, twice, three times until I was rigid and shiny under the lights. The taste of my own spit sat thick on my tongue from how hard I was swallowing.

“Hands behind. Feet on the tape. Shoulders back. Present.”

I set my feet. Locked my hands. The whole bay watched me stand there like a product pulled from a shelf.

She pressed the remote again.

The plug woke in a low brutal rhythm. Pulse. Pause. Pulse. Each hit drove a wet sound out of me I could not smother. The room heard every one. My cock bobbed and leaked a long string that stretched and broke on the floor.

“Disgusting,” someone said, almost fond.

“Pretty,” someone else said.

My face burned. My hips tried to chase the buzz and I forced them still. That was the first real flicker of defiance I had left: hold the pose. Do not give her the rock. Do not give them the bounce.

Mommy Delphine caught it and smiled like she had been waiting for exactly that.

“There he is. The little rebel who came to tear this place down. Look at him. Holding so hard his thighs shake.”

She walked in front of me and spit on her palm. Then she slapped that spit down the length of my cock with a wet smack the whole bay could hear. The sound went through me worse than the hit. Taste of copper rose in the back of my throat from how hard I bit my cheek.

“Beg to stay hard for them,” she said.

“No.”

The buzz climbed. The plug kicked deeper. My eyes watered. A moan broke out of me raw and high.

“Say it,” she said, “or I turn it up until you piss yourself on the marks.”

My throat worked. The eyes. All those eyes. My whole world had shrunk to tape under my feet and the sound of my own breathing and the lewd wet slap of her hand when she stroked me again.

“I want to stay hard,” I said. “For them. Keep me hard. Use me. I… fuck. I need it.”

The word need came out wrong. Too true. Too hungry.

A murmur rolled through the seats. Approval. Hunger. Amusement.

Mommy Delphine leaned in so only I should have heard her, but she did not drop her voice.

“Craving tastes better on you than pride ever did.”

She stepped back and addressed the ring.

“He will hold until I decide the room has had its fill. No one touches him but me. You may talk. You may laugh. You may tell him what he is. He will answer when I point.”

A woman in the second row spoke first, cool and clear.

“What are you, Dean?”

Mommy Delphine pointed at me.

My jaw locked. Then the plug hit a hard pulse and my answer fell out like spit.

“A hole. A toy. A piece for the set.”

“Louder.”

“A hole. A fucking toy. A piece for the set.”

Someone clapped once. Slow.

She kept me there. The ordeal stretched. Low buzz. Hard buzz. Cut to nothing until I almost sobbed from the drop. Then back on. Oil and spit on my cock. Mean strokes that stopped every time my hips jerked. The taste of my own drool when it ran down my chin and I licked it without thinking because my body had stopped asking permission for small shameful things.

Time turned strange. My legs shook. Sweat ran into the crease of my thighs and made soft wet sounds when I shifted a fraction on the tape. Every tiny noise turned huge under the lights. Someone in the front said my balls looked tight enough to burst. Someone else said the plug must be wrecking me from the inside by now. The wet clench of my ass around it carried when the pulse changed. Obscene. Public. Mine.

I tried one last flare of fight. When she told me to call myself a good little whore for the set, I shook my head.

“Make me,” I rasped.

She did not raise her voice. She turned the remote up and left it there.

The plug roared. Deep. Continuous. My vision spotted. My cock jumped and spit a clear string onto the floor. A broken sound tore out of me, half growl, half whine. My hands almost came apart behind my back. I locked them harder until my shoulders ached.

“Make you,” she said. “Listen to him. Still playing tough while his hole hums for strangers.”

The craving hit then, ugly and huge. Not want. Need. The fight curdled in my gut and turned into a hunger so sharp it scared me. I did not want to win. I wanted the ordeal to keep going until she let me break in front of all of them. The man who walked into this house had gone thin as a costume, and the marks under my feet fit better than he ever had.

“I am a good little whore for the set,” I said. The words tasted like salt and defeat. “I am a bitch on display. I am a hole that begs. Let them see. Let them hear. I need it. I need to stay like this. I need you to ruin me where they can watch.”

My voice cracked on ruin. The room went quiet enough that I heard my own breath drag.

Mommy Delphine’s eyes shone.

“There. That is the true sound. Again.”

I said it again. Filthier. Meaner toward myself because she wanted that and because some raw place in me wanted it too. I told them my asshole was full and hungry. I told them my cock was leaking for their eyes. I told them I would hold the pose until my legs gave if that was what earned the end. Spit ran down my chin. I did not wipe it. The taste of it mixed with the salt of sweat on my upper lip.

She edged me with her hand while the plug worked. Long slow pulls. Tight twists under the head. A cruel pause with her thumb pressed to the slit until I shook. The wet sound of her fist on me filled the bay. Slick. Rhythmic. Shameful. I stayed on the marks. Feet glued. Chest out. Cock presented like an offering I could not take back.

“Do not come,” she said. “Earn it.”

I nodded too fast. “I will earn it. I will hold. I will… fuck… I will take it.”

The minutes dragged. Pulse after pulse. Stroke after stroke. Everything narrowed to the taste of drool, the buzz planted deep inside me, the slap of oiled skin, and the soft dirty comments from the seats. Someone said I looked bred for this. Someone said the matched set would look better with me on my knees later. I moaned at that. I hated that I moaned. I moaned louder anyway.

When my thighs started to fail she stepped in and braced two fingers under my chin to keep my face up. Not kind. Display.

“Look at them while you break,” she said. “They paid for this view in patience.”

I looked. Faces. Smirks. Hunger. A woman biting her lip. A man with his hand on his own thigh. All of them on me. The power in the room was not abstract anymore. It was the air in my lungs. It was the only law left.

Another piece of my defiance died mid-show. Not with a speech. With a sound. A raw, needy, animal noise I did not choose. It came up from my gut when she squeezed the base of my cock and the plug kicked at the same time. The room heard it. I heard it. There was no way back through that noise to the man who thought he could stage a rescue and leave clean.

“I need to come,” I said. Not soft. Not pretty. “I need to come for them. I need you to let your toy empty on the marks. I am begging. I am your bitch. I am your piece. Use me up.”

She held my eyes.

“Hold.”

I held. Shaking. Cock dark and shiny. Balls drawn tight. Plug grinding deep. Every breath a wet hitch. The craving crowded out nearly everything else. No one in those seats would ever unsee what I had just asked to be.

She stroked me in long mean pulls and kept the remote high.

“When I say, you come hard enough they hear it in the next hall. You do not close your eyes. You do not hide your face. You thank the set when you are done dripping.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes. I will. Let me. Please…”

I bit the word off, angry at myself for how thin it sounded, and shoved something cruder in its place.

“Let your whore paint the floor.”

Her smile cut sharp.

“Now.”

The orgasm hit like a wall. Not a quick spurt. A long cruel haul up through my gut that dragged every scrap of fight out with it. My cock jerked in her fist and shot thick ropes onto the taped floor with wet heavy sounds the whole bay could hear. Pulse after pulse. My ass clenched hard on the plug and milked it while I bawled out broken filth without meaning to. Yes. Fuck. Taking it. Good toy. Empty. Theirs. The taste of spit and salt flooded my tongue as I gasped. My knees tried to fold and I locked them because the pose was the price and I would not fail it now. Cum kept coming, messy and loud, striping the marks, stringing from my tip to the floor. My vision swam. My ears rang with my own wrecked voice and the soft applause that rose around us like a verdict.

It went on until I had nothing left but shakes and the thick taste of my own breath. Cum cooled on my skin and on the tape. The plug still hummed low, cruel, keeping me twitching through the aftershocks while they watched every last spurt and drip.

She slowed her hand and wiped her palm on my stomach like she was cleaning a tool.

“Thank them,” she said.

I dragged air in. My voice came out wrecked.

“Thank you. Thank you for watching. Thank you for taking me as stock.”

She cut the remote. The sudden quiet inside me made me flinch. She stepped close, wiped a smear of cum from my cock with two knuckles, and pushed those knuckles against my lips.

“Clean.”

I sucked. Salt. Bitter. Warm. The room heard the wet pull of it. Shame and craving braided so tight I could not tell them apart.

She took her hand back and spoke to the bay.

“Measured. Logged. Display complete. He held. He earned. He stays in the set rotation.”

Then she leaned in so her breath hit my ear and pitched her voice for every seat.

“Next station is the matching rack. Collar, tags, and pair assignment. You walk there on your own legs, Dean, with your mess still on the floor behind you.”

My pulse kicked hard. Pair assignment. The words landed like a door swinging shut and another one swinging open at the same time.

She straightened, ledger under her arm again, amber remote loose at her side, and gave me the line that sealed the night’s next beat like a trap springing home.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Little Brother Watching

Iwalked myself to the matching rack with the mess still drying cold along the backs of my thighs and the smell of it trailing me like something I could not wash off. The hallway light hit the metal hooks and the empty tags waiting in a shallow tray. My bare feet made almost no sound, and the quiet felt like part of the uniform. I had promised I would come. I kept that promise with my jaw locked and my hands empty.

She was already there.

Mommy Delphine stood with a clipboard and a short strip of black leather coiled in her palm. No rush. She looked me over the way a woman looks at a repair that has finally been scheduled, not like a man who still thought he could leave.

“On the mark,” she said. “Face the wall. Hands behind.”

I stepped onto the painted line. My cock sat thick and stupid against the thin fabric they had put me in, and the plug sat deep enough that every shift set the claim deeper. I put my wrists together at the small of my back. The leather came around my throat. The buckle bit. Tags clicked once as she fixed them under the ring.

“Name,” she said.

“Dean.”

“Role.”

I swallowed. The collar made the swallow loud in my own ears. “Matched pair. Second sissy. Household use.”

“Good.” She wrote without looking up. “You walk yourself when you are told. You present for fitting. That is the start of keeping your word, not the end of it.”

She fitted the pair assignment next. A second tag, shorter chain, a number stamped deep enough to catch a fingernail. The metal was cool. Then it warmed against my skin. She turned the tags so they hung clean and readable.

“Inspection,” she said. “Open.”

I opened my mouth. She checked teeth, tongue, the soft place at the back where gagging lived. Two fingers pressed down. I drooled around them before I could stop it. She wiped my chin with the side of her hand and put the spit back on my lower lip like a mark.

“Lower.”

I dropped my shorts. My cock sprang free, already leaking a thin line that cooled on the head. She lifted my balls, weighed them, rolled them once. The weight of her hand made my knees soften. She turned me by the hip and parted my cheeks with two firm fingers. The plug shifted. My face burned.

“Still seated,” she said. “Still sticky. You came here filthy on purpose, Dean. That is either honesty or a bid for attention. Either way, it gets used.”

I stared at the wall. Terror of being seen sat under my ribs like a second heart.

Then the door behind us opened.

I knew the sound of those soft steps before I knew the voice. Matching interrupted mid-station. A breath. A small, shocked noise, bitten off.

“Stay,” she told me. “Do not cover.”

I could not cover. My hands were still behind me. My shorts were at my ankles. My cock stood out in the open air, shiny at the tip, and the plug held my hole open enough that every draft reached me.

“Come in, little one,” she said, calm as a schedule. “You are early. That is fine. Look.”

Wes stopped just inside the doorway. I did not turn my head all the way, but he stood at the edge of my vision. Smaller frame in house clothes. Collar already on. Eyes wide. My little brother, the one I had come to pull out of this place, staring at my bare cock and the tags on my throat and the mess streaked down the backs of my legs.

The terror rose so fast I almost laughed. It came out as a choked breath instead.

“Dean,” he whispered.

My name in his mouth made everything realer. Not a private failure. Not a secret between me and the woman who owned the keys. A witness with my blood in his face.

“He is mid-fit,” she said to him. “You will watch the rest. Quiet. Hands to yourself unless I say.”

Wes nodded too fast. He looked like he wanted to run and like he could not look away.

She finished the pair lock. The short chain clicked into a ring on a second set hanging from the rack, then she unhooked that set and held it up so I could see the matching stamps.

“This ends solo,” she said. “You are assigned. When I say pair, you answer with his name and your place. Say it.”

My tongue stuck. The tags chimed when I swallowed.

“Wes,” I got out. “I am second. Matched to him.”

“Louder.”

“Wes. I am second. Matched to him.”

Wes let out a broken sound. Shame hit me in the gut and went straight into my cock. I hated that. I was hard enough to ache.

She stepped aside so nothing blocked the view. “Hold still, Dean. Hands stay. Chin up. Let him see what you walked in here to become.”

I lifted my chin. The collar dug into the front of my throat. My cock twitched in the open. A bead of clear fluid stretched and fell. Wes watched it drop to the floor between my bare feet.

“He is shaking,” Wes said, almost to himself.

“He is afraid of you seeing him,” she answered. “Fear is useful. It tells the truth faster than pride.”

She walked a slow circle around me. Weight of her steps. Scent of her skin close, soap and something darker underneath, like leather left in a warm car. She stopped at my side and took my cock in her hand without asking. One stroke. Two. I jolted. Spit had dried at the corner of my mouth. Fresh spit rose to replace it.

“You do not get to hide this from him,” she said. “You came here to carry him out. Instead you will learn what matching means with your mouth full and your brother in the chair.”

She pointed. Wes sat where she indicated, spine stiff, hands on his knees.

“Negotiation,” she said, and the word landed like a contract. “Dean. You have one clean chance to speak before service starts. What do you want reduced, and what will you trade for it.”

My brain scrambled. This was not a fight. Not a stacked punishment. A bargain laid out while my cock dripped and my little brother stared.

“I want,” I started, then had to breathe. “I want him out of the viewing. I will take extra service. Longer. Dirtier. Just send him out.”

She smiled with no warmth. “Denied. He stays. Counter.”

Wes flinched like he had been struck by kindness and cruelty in the same second.

I tried again. My voice scraped. “Then I want the plug out for the service. I will beg out loud. I will say anything you put in my mouth after. I will not look away from him.”

“Better.” She considered. “Plug stays. You get something else. No counting. No stacked peaks. One long use. One release if you earn it with your tongue and your throat. You will look at him when I say. You will answer every question crude and clear. Trade accepted if you kneel now without another stall.”

My knees wanted the floor. That was the trap of it. The offer looked like mercy because it was slower. Slower meant longer on display.

I knelt.

The floor was cool through the thin fabric bunched at my ankles. I kicked free of it. Bare knees. Bare cock. Tags hanging heavy against my chest when I bent. The scent of my own sweat rose off me, sharp and animal. Hers mixed with it when she stepped close.

“Open,” she said.

I opened. She unfastened her trousers with practiced ease and freed herself. Thick strap, dark, already slicked. The weight of it slapped once against my cheek. Warm. Smelling of cleaner and skin and the faint salt of earlier use.

“This is oral service,” she said. “Not a treat. Work. You suck until I am satisfied, then you keep sucking while I decide if your balls get to empty. Wes watches the whole thing. If you hide your face, I add time.”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Mommy Delphine.”

She fed the head past my lips. Stretch. Salt. The blunt push to the soft palate. I gagged on the first deep press and drooled down my chin in a thick string. She held my hair and kept me there through the cough.

“Breathe through your nose. Eyes up.”

I looked up. Tears pricked. Beyond her hip I saw Wes, mouth open, cheeks flushed dark. He was watching me take it. Watching his older brother choke and slobber on command.

Shame fused with heat so hard my cock jerked untouched.

She set a slow pace. In. Hold. Out to the tip. In again. No rush. Respite meant drawn out, not soft. My jaw started to ache within a minute. Spit built and spilled. Wet sounds filled the space, ugly and honest. She fucked my mouth in long strokes and talked mean over the top of them.

“Look at you,” she said. “Rescue man on his knees, throat open, brother counting every gag. Tell him what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak. Spit connected my lip to the strap.

“I am a slut,” I said. The words scraped. “I am a whore with a plug in my ass and a cock in my mouth.”

“Filthier.”

“I am her good little toy. I came here to break this house and now I am sucking for it while you watch.”

Wes made a noise like a sob cut short. His hands clenched on his knees. The tent in his clothes was obvious, and I hated how it hit me. Hated how my own cock leaked a steady line onto the floor.

She pushed back in. Deeper. My nose pressed to the base. I gagged hard. Spit sprayed. She held me through it until my throat fluttered and accepted the stretch.

“Hands behind,” she reminded when my fingers twitched toward my cock. “You do not touch. Mouth only.”

I locked my wrists again. The denial made every suck sharper. My balls felt full and tight. The plug sat heavy inside me, shifting when my hips tried to rock. Weight low in my gut. Scent of spit and sweat and rubber thick in my nose.

She slowed further. Almost gentle, which made it worse. The head rested on my tongue. I had to work for it. Lick the underside. Seal my lips. Hollow my cheeks. She praised nothing. She corrected everything.

“Sloppy on the left. Fix it. Good. Now take more. Choke on it if you have to. That sound is honest.”

I choked. I took more. Drool soaked the front of my collar. Tags rattled when she tugged my hair and set a new angle.

“Wes,” she said without looking away from my face. “Tell your brother what you see.”

Silence. Then, thin: “I see Dean on his knees. I see him dripping. I see him trying not to come from sucking.”

“Dean. Answer him.”

I pulled off, gasping. “I am trying not to come from sucking your strap while my little brother watches. I am failing. My cock is throbbing. I feel like a bitch in heat.”

“Beg for the right to finish,” she said. “Out loud. To both of us.”

The words stuck. The dread of exposure rode me, but the need under it was bigger now. My hips jerked. A clear strand hung from my cockhead to the floor.

“Let me come,” I said. “I will keep sucking. I will swallow. I will stay on display. Just let me empty while he sees it. I need it. I need to be seen needing it.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“Please let this slut come with a mouth full of cock and his brother staring. Use my throat. Call me what I am. Do not let me hide.”

She pushed in deep and held. “Earn.”

I worked. Slow. Obscene. Tongue flat. Throat open. Spit everywhere. My jaw screamed. Tears ran freely. Every time I almost closed my eyes she tapped my cheek and I opened them to Wes’s face, to the way he could not look away, to the proof that going back now would mean explaining this forever.

There was no clean exit left. It settled cold and did not move.

She reached down without breaking the rhythm of my mouth and took my cock in a firm grip. Not fast. Matched to the suck. Stroke on the thrust. Squeeze on the hold. My whole body went tight.

“Do not rush it,” she said. “You get one. You will feel every second of it. If you try to hump my fist I stop.”

I forced myself still. Only my mouth moved. Only my throat worked. The climax built like a slow flood, not a snap. My balls drew up. Heat pooled low. My thighs shook.

“Look at him,” she ordered.

I looked at Wes as the edge took me. His eyes were wet. His mouth was a soft shocked O. He whispered my name again like a prayer he did not want answered.

I broke.

The orgasm dragged out of me in long, ugly pulses. I moaned around the strap, the sound muffled and animal. Cum striped the floor, then her knuckles, then more, thick and hot, while she kept stroking me through it at that same merciless slow pace. My vision spotted. My cock jerked and jerked until it hurt. Spit poured down my chin. I kept sucking because she had not said stop, because stopping would mean facing the quiet after with nothing in my mouth to hide behind.

She milked the last weak spurt from me and left her hand shining. Then she wiped those fingers across my cheek and pushed them past my lips with the strap still stretching my jaw.

“Clean.”

I licked. Salt. My own spend. Bitter and real. My body still shook. Tags chimed with every tremor. Wes had both hands over his mouth now, eyes fixed on the mess I had made and the way I licked her fingers like a trained dog.

She finally pulled free of my mouth. A string of spit snapped. I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, cock softening in sticky air, jaw on fire.

“Stay open,” she said. “Tongue out.”

I held my tongue out. Cooling spit. Humiliation complete and still somehow not finished.

She fastened herself away and crouched so her face was level with mine. Her hand found the collar and gave it a small, exact tug. The bite of leather on my throat made me gasp.

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

The line went through me cleaner than the orgasm. Not a threat. A placement. It locked somewhere behind my ribs where refusal used to live.

Wes gave a small sound. She glanced at him once.

“You saw the fit,” she told him. “You saw the service. You will not pretend later that he was forced into a corner by surprise. He walked. He knelt. He bargained and lost the only terms that would have saved his pride.”

To me, softer and worse: “Every road out of this house runs through what he just watched. You know it. Your brother knows it. The tags know it.”

I could not argue. My mouth still tasted like rubber and cum. My knees ached. The plug kept me open and aware. Every breath pulled the collar tighter for a second, then released.

She stood. “Maintenance. Stay kneeling five more minutes with your hands behind you and your mess on your face. Wes stays seated. No talking unless I ask. After that, you both rotate to the evening station. Pair drill. Matching holds through dinner service.”

My stomach dropped, then tightened with a sick heat. Forward. Named. No fade, no reset.

The five minutes stretched. Sweat cooled on my back. The scent of sex hung heavy between us, mine and the strap’s and the sharp edge of fear-sweat from the doorway. My jaw throbbed in time with my pulse. Salt crusted at the corner of my mouth. The collar’s bite stayed present even when she was not pulling it, a circle of ownership that tightened when I swallowed.

Wes watched me the whole time. I watched the floor most of it, then made myself look up once because hiding felt like a lie I could not afford. His eyes said he understood the new shape of the house. So did mine.

When she clapped once, soft, I almost flinched.

“Up, Dean. Leave the shorts off. Tags visible. Plug stays. You will walk to evening rotation with your brother one step behind you. If your cock tries to rise on the way, you will report it out loud.”

I stood. Legs unsteady. Fresh air hit the sticky skin of my belly and the spent, sensitive head of my cock. The tags knocked against each other. Salt on my tongue. Leather tight at my throat.

I took the first step toward the evening station with Wes’s soft footfalls following, and the ache in my jaw would not let go.


Chapter 7: Cocoa Gone Cold

Istood in the foyer with my shorts in my fist and the metal tags already cold against my sternum. The house had set the route before I could argue. Collar buckled. Plug seated. Nothing left to put on except the walk itself. Wes waited one step behind me, quiet as a second shadow, and the old pride in me flinched at how neat the whole picture looked.

Mommy Delphine checked the tags with two fingers, then the base of the plug with the flat of her palm. Warm. Thorough. No hurry.

“Report if it rises,” she said. “You know the rule.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

The first stretch of gravel bit my bare feet. Night air moved over my thighs. The plug shifted when I stepped, a thick pressure that dragged my attention inward every few yards. I hated that it worked. I hated how my cock already sat half-up under the tags, answering the road like a trained animal.

Halfway to the station the old heat of refusal climbed my spine. I almost stopped. I almost turned and walked for the gate like a man who still owned his evenings.

“It’s rising,” I said instead, and the words left a sour taste. “I’m hard.”

“Good boy. Keep walking.”

My jaw locked. I walked.

The station lights were low. A padded stool waited in the center of the floor with a folded cloth on it. A mug sat on the side table, cocoa steam already gone thin, the surface skinned over. False comfort, laid out like a joke with manners. Towels. Lube. A timer. Gloves she would not need for this, only the clean square of soap and a basin of warm water.

She had prepared the room while I was still pretending the walk was exercise.

“Up,” she said.

I climbed onto the stool. Knees spread because she pointed and I obeyed before thought could dress itself up as choice. Wes stayed by the door. One step behind the threshold now, watching. That second presence made the inventory worse. I was not alone with my shame.

Her hands started at my collar. Fingers under the leather. Checking the fit. Checking the pulse in my throat. She dragged a nail along the tag chain until the metal warmed against my chest. Then she went lower. Palms along my ribs. Over my belly. Down to the spent skin of my hips where earlier use still left me tender. She cupped my balls and rolled them, slow, like she was weighing produce she already owned.

“Sore,” she said.

“Yes.”

“And still eager. Look at that.”

My cock stood for her inspection, flushed and leaking a thin thread that caught the light. She did not touch it yet. She circled the base of the plug instead, pressing until my breath hitched, then twisted a half turn. Heat bloomed through my gut. Texture of latex against stretched muscle. The room smelled like soap and cocoa and my own sweat.

“You thought the walk would earn you the cup,” she said. “You thought obedience was a trade.”

I said nothing. My throat worked.

She took the mug, held it near my face so the ghost of chocolate reached me, then set it back on the table out of reach. The surface had gone dull. Cold already.

“Mercy first,” she said. “Then we see.”

Her hand closed around my shaft. Warm palm. Dry at first, then wet with a drop of oil she rubbed between her fingers. Short stroke from root to head. Stop. Another. My hips jerked. She pinned one thigh with her free hand and kept the stroke measured, lazy, as if she had all night and I had none.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line sank into my gut and stayed. I heard the old Dean in my head, the man who fixed roofs and signed contracts and did not beg for cocoa or for permission to spill. Grief for him rose sharp and useless. He would have stood up. He would have left. He was already thinner than steam.

“Please,” I said, and hated how small it sounded. “Let me drink. Let me finish. I’ll be good.”

She smiled without kindness. “That was almost pretty. Again. Filthier.”

“Please let your whore spill. Please let me use your hand. I’ll say anything. I’ll show Wes how wet I get when you touch me. Just, God, let me.”

“Wet where.”

“My cock. My hole around the plug. Everywhere you left me ready.”

She gave me three firm strokes and stopped dead at the edge. My balls pulled up. I made a sound I did not choose. She held me there, thumb pressed under the head, and counted under her breath.

“Hold. One. Two. Three. Four. Five.”

The peak backed off by inches, not enough. Sweat ran down my spine. She started again. Short pulls. Friction that was almost kind and then not. Her calluses caught the thin skin. Warmth that flooded and then stalled.

“You do not get release because you walked,” she said. “You get release when I take it out of you.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will. And you will count.”

She worked me to the brink a second time and left me hanging, hips twitching, the plug a constant thick reminder that nothing in me moved without her schedule. The cocoa sat on the table, skin thick now, useless. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. I wanted the heat of it more than I wanted dignity. That was the point. She had made the comfort into a lever.

“Report,” she said.

“Close. Too close. If you stroke again I’ll go.”

“Then you will hold it until I say go.”

She stroked again.

I broke into a raw noise and tried to freeze my whole body. Failed. Her fist tightened just under the head and denied the last inch of friction. Tears stung. Not from pain. From the grief of how fast I folded, how little of the old refusal still had teeth.

“Look at you,” she said. “Contractor hands empty. Brother rescue turned into an evening route with your dick out. You still think you can refuse me tomorrow after this?”

“I don’t know.”

“Wrong answer.”

She stripped her hand away. Cool air hit the wet shaft. I shuddered. Empty stroke of nothing. Denial with a face.

“Ask for the edge again.”

“Please edge me. Please put your hand back on your slut’s cock and deny him. Please use me like a toy that only comes when you decide.”

“Better.”

Her fingers returned, freshly oiled, and the warmth punched a moan out of me. She set a cruel rhythm: six short strokes, hold, six, hold. Each hold longer. Each climb steeper. My thighs shook on the stool. The plug’s base rubbed when I clenched, sending sparks up through my gut into the base of my shaft. Hands and inspection first, she had said without saying it. Now the hands were the whole world.

“When I tell you to give it, you give it,” she said. “You count out loud. You do not hide the mess. Ready.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Go.”

She stroked full and mean, twisting at the head, and the first climax ripped out of me before I could brace. Thick ropes hit my belly. My vision speckled. I heard myself count like a fool under orders.

“First. That’s the first.”

She did not stop.

The oversensitive burn hit immediately. Her palm stayed tight and kept working the spent length while I tried to twist away. She held my hip and milked me through the aftershocks until the pleasure turned sharp and ugly and forced.

“Recovery is not on the schedule,” she said. “Stay up. Stay open to my hand.”

“It hurts.”

“It will. Say thank you.”

“Thank you for forcing it. Thank you for making your bitch spill.”

She slowed only long enough for my cock to twitch back toward swollen, half-spent and sticky, then built the second climb with the same short strokes and counted holds. My balls ached. My hole clenched on the plug in helpless rhythm. Grief flooded me in stupid waves: the man who would have laughed at this scene was gone, and the thing on the stool wanted the next peak more than he wanted that man back.

“Second one,” she said. “You are still shaking. Good. Shake and give it.”

“I can’t yet.”

“You can. Watch.”

Her other hand pressed the plug inward in small pulses while she jerked me. Double pressure. Texture on texture. Warm oil and warmer rubber and the dry heat of her palm. The second orgasm tore through weaker in volume and stronger in force, a dry punch that folded me over her wrist. Cum spattered thinner across the first mess. I sobbed the number.

“Second. One more.”

“Louder.”

“Second. One more.”

Wes made a small sound by the door. I did not look. Looking would have finished off what pride I had left.

Mommy Delphine wiped her fingers on my thigh and left the smear there like a brand. She inspected the head of my cock with a fingertip, spreading the last bead, checking color, checking how it jumped when she blew cool air across it. Inspection first. Always. Then cruelty with a schedule.

“Third,” she said. “You will empty for me. You will not hold a drop back. If you try to fade, I will keep stroking until you scream the count.”

“Please, not yet, it’s too much.”

“Beg for too much.”

My voice cracked. “Please force the third out of me. Please use your hand until your whore has nothing left. Please make me count it while Wes watches. Please, Mommy, take it. Take all of it.”

She did.

The strokes were longer now, dragging the oversensitive flesh through full pulls that made my toes curl and my stomach hitch. Spit hit her palm when she needed more slick. The wet sound filled the station, shameless and plain. I drooled on my own chest without meaning to. Sweat slid into the mess on my belly. The plug felt huge when I clenched through each near-peak she denied, then allowed a fraction, then denied again.

“Hold,” she ordered.

I held, shaking so hard the stool creaked.

“Hold.”

A broken noise left me.

“Now. Give me the third.”

The third climax was almost dry and brutal, a long involuntary spasm that emptied what little I had left and kept wringing me anyway. I counted through gritted teeth while her fist milked the last weak spurts and the empty pulses after.

“Third. That’s the third. I’m done, I’m done.”

“You are done when the cocoa is cold and I say the hour,” she said. “Not before.”

She kept a light touch on me through the ruin, not stroking to a fourth, only holding the spent cock in her warm palm like property she was inventorying after use. My breath sawed. Tears cut clean tracks through the sweat on my face. The grief sat plain in my chest: I had come here to break a household, and the household had just shown me I could not refuse a counted hand without paying more than I could stand.

She let go at last. My shaft dropped, sticky and dark and twitching. She cleaned her fingers on a towel, then tapped the mug.

“Drink.”

I reached. The cocoa was cold, thick, wrong on the tongue. I swallowed it anyway because she watched the throat work. Bitter chocolate. Skin and all. False comfort, taken on command.

“See?” she said. “Even cold, you take what I leave.”

I nodded. Words felt expensive.

She crouched so her eyes were level with mine. Thumb under my chin. Warm. Steady.

“You tried to refuse on the road. You still reported the rise. That is the shape of you now. Refusal has a price tag and obedience has a schedule, and you have already read both. You felt it when I made you count.”

I wanted to argue. The argument died behind my teeth. My body fluttered with aftershocks, hole still full, belly painted. Refusing her tomorrow would mean facing this empty, edged, counted state without the thin shelter of obedience. The math had changed. Permanently. I knew it the way a man knows a broken beam: the old load path was gone.

She stood and pointed at the floor by the stool.

“Knees. Present the plug for check.”

I slid down, turned, braced on my elbows, and pushed my rear back. Her fingers tested the base, pressed, twisted once, left it seated. Then she wiped my belly with the towel in rough, practical strokes that did not pretend to be tender. Terry cloth dragged over spent, tender skin. I hissed. She ignored it.

Wes opened the door wider when she nodded. Night air reached my damp thighs.

“Tomorrow,” Mommy Delphine said, voice flat and final over the dregs in the mug, “you report to the laundry station at six. Kneeling. Tags on. Plug in. Shorts off before you cross the threshold. You will present for hand inspection first, then for whatever load I choose. If you are late, the edge lasts the whole hour and you still do not get the cup warm.”

I stayed on my knees with the cold chocolate taste in my throat and the count still ringing in my skull. Three forced peaks. Mercy withdrawn. Release taken on her terms. The old self grieved in a quiet, useless way, and the rest of me already mapped the path to the laundry door at six.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

“Good. Crawl to bed. Do not wipe yourself. Sleep sticky. Dream about refusing, if you need the fantasy. Then wake up and be at the station on time.”

I put my palms on the floor and started forward. The tags swung. The plug shifted. Behind me the cocoa sat empty of heat and full of the evening’s lesson, and I crawled away from it with the bitter taste still coating my tongue.


Chapter 8: The Contractor Kneels

Istood past the laundry door at six because she had sent for me. The summons was a knock and my name, nothing else. Last night sat sticky on my thighs. The air in the bay was cool. My skin was not.

Mommy Delphine walked the line of me before she let me speak. She checked the tag on my collar with two fingers. She turned me. She pressed once at the plug and listened to the soft wet sound it made when it shifted. She sniffed the unwashed salt at my throat and logged it out loud for the house.

"Still marked. Still open. Still filthy from what I took. Good. We do not wash a lesson off before we write the next line."

Corinne was already in the bay, sleeves pinned back, laying out towels and a basin of warm water like she had been born to the schedule. Unhurried. Trusted. Heat crawled under my ribs the second I saw her. She got the easy place. She got the calm. She got Mommy Delphine's first look of the morning like it was rent paid in full.

"Down, Dean. Where Corinne can reach you."

I went. Tile cold under my knees. The chill bit. Her voice was warmer than the floor and meaner than both.

"You do not get clean. You do not get soft. You get work."

I swallowed. Corinne did not glance at me. That burned worse than a slap.

Mommy Delphine stepped in close enough that I smelled soap and cunt and the iron edge of coffee. She set her bare foot between my knees and rested her weight there so I felt how little room I had left.

"Worship. Service. Your tongue and your palms are mine for the next hour. Not for your own relief. You do not rub. You do not grind. You serve."

I leaned in because that was the order. My lips met the inside of her thigh. Skin hot. Muscle firm. I kissed higher. She did not praise. She timed me with a clock I could hear ticking on the wall.

"Slower. Use the flat of your tongue. Do not race like a dog off a chain."

I obeyed. I licked a long line up to the crease where her leg met her sex. She was already slick. The taste hit sharp and salt and thick. I breathed through my nose and went back for more. Sounds filled the bay. Soft wet pulls. The small wet click when my tongue left her folds and came back. My own breath, rough. Corinne's quiet breathing behind me as she worked, even and trained long before I ever set foot here, and the jealousy of that evenness knotted in my gut, cold and heavy.

Mommy Delphine's fingers found my hair and locked. Not gentle.

"Open wider. Look at what you are feeding on."

I looked. Pink. Swollen. A wet shine on her lips. Her clit stood proud. I put my tongue there and circled. She exhaled once through her nose like I had finally stopped wasting her time.

"That. Hold that pace. Do not get clever."

I held. Heat from her cunt rolled against my face. The tile stayed cold under me. Two temperatures, stacked, and I sat between them like meat on a board. My cock thickened against my belly with no permission and no use. I did not touch it. The order had already closed that door.

Time stretched. The clock kept cutting the quiet into little bites. I licked. I sucked. I pushed my tongue into her and felt her walls grip for a second before she eased and let me deeper. Spit ran down my chin. It dripped onto the tile and landed in the quiet.

Then she shifted her weight and said, almost bored, "Corinne will finish what you start if you lag. She already knows how I like the left side."

Something in me snapped sideways.

I froze mid-stroke. My tongue stopped on her. My shoulders locked. The old wall rose up full height in my head and I put it into the room out loud before I could dress it up.

"I am not her. I did not come here to be the spare. I came to pull my brother out. I am not doing this forever. I am not your matched set."

Silence hit like a dropped tray.

Corinne did not move. The clock ticked on. Mommy Delphine's grip in my hair turned from hold to claim. She dragged my face back far enough that I had to look up the length of her body into her eyes.

"Say that again."

My throat worked. Heat flooded my face. Shame and arousal twisted so tight I could not tell them apart.

"I said I am not…"

She shoved my face back into her cunt so hard my nose mashed and I choked on her. She held me there. I could not breathe clean. I tasted her. I felt her pulse against my upper lip. When she let me up it was only far enough for air and for the words she had ready.

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

The sentence went through me like a spike. I heard it in the cold of the tile and in the heat of her sex and in the quiet way Corinne kept her station without a ripple.

"You named the wall," Mommy Delphine said. "Good. Now watch me take it."

She did not slap me. She did something worse. She stepped one pace back, pointed at the floor between her feet, and spoke like she was assigning a chore.

"Crawl the half meter you just threw away. Put your face where it belongs. And while you crawl, you say what you are. Not what you were when you drove up the drive. What you are in my bay."

My knees scraped. The sound was ugly. Small. I hated how loud it was in the quiet. I hated more that my cock jerked at the scrape, traitor from root to tip.

"I am…" My voice cracked. I forced it. "I am your toy. I am the hole you keep for service. I am the brother who stayed."

"Filthier."

"I am a cunt-drunk bitch on my knees. I lick when you say. I swallow what you give. I do not get to leave clean."

"Again. Meaner. You do not get dignity in the sentence."

"I am a whore with a tongue. I am spare meat next to a finished piece. I am jealous of how easily Corinne wears this house and I still crawl because you told me to."

"There." Mommy Delphine's smile was thin and pleased and cold. "The wall is rubble. You do not get to stack it again. From here, refusal costs more than obedience. You feel that? Good. Now work."

I put my face back where it belonged. The fight drained out through my spine and left me hollow and hard and shaking. I licked like a tool. That was the point. She used me that way. She set the pace with the pressure of her fingers in my hair, a slow drag, a hold, a push. When she wanted depth she forced my tongue into her and kept me there while she rolled her hips in small mean circles. When she wanted the clit she pulled me up and made me suck in steady pulses. Spit ran. Sweat ran down my back into the crack of my ass and cooled there in the bay air. My jaw ached. My balls ached worse.

"Palms on my thighs. Feel how I tense. Match it. You are not a guest, Dean. You are equipment."

I set both palms on her and caught the muscle jump under my touch when I hit the right angle. I chased that jump. I learned it. The sounds got thicker. Spit and her wetness and the soft lewd smack of tongue on cunt. She breathed through her teeth. Corinne folded towels without a wasted motion and I hated her for one raw second and then the hate flipped into heat because Mommy Delphine noticed and laughed once, short.

"Jealousy looks good on you. Keep it. It makes you try harder. Look at her while you suck me."

I turned my eyes. Corinne's face was calm. Soft. Already trained past the place I was still thrashing in. I sucked harder. I moaned into Mommy Delphine's cunt without meaning to. The vibration made her grip tighten.

"There it is. The broken boy who wants to be useful more than he wants to be right."

She rode my face in that slow deliberate way for a long stretch. No rush. No stacked peaks. One long climb she controlled completely. My cock leaked a string onto the tile. I caught it at the corner of my eye. I did not wipe it. I did not grind. Service only. Worship only. The denial sat on me like a second collar.

"Tell me what you want," she said.

"I want to make you finish on my tongue."

"Ask like a slut."

"Use my face. Cum on it. Ruin me with it. Let me be the thing under you when you go."

"Better."

She sped by a fraction. Not mercy. Mechanics. Her thighs shook under my palms. Her clit swelled against my tongue. I sealed my lips around it and sucked in the rhythm she had drilled into me. Spit bubbled at the corners of my lips. Drool ran down my chin onto my chest. The wet sounds went raw and constant. The clock got louder. The air on my bare back went colder the hotter my face got between her legs.

"Stay. Do not chase. Hold the exact pressure. I will take what I need off you."

I held. She used me. She ground down and pulled up and ground down again. My nose crushed. My lungs burned. I stayed open and serving. The jealousy burned under it all, bright and stupid, because Corinne was right there breathing easy while I drowned and still I wanted Mommy Delphine's next order more than I wanted air.

Her stomach tightened. Her fingers crushed my scalp. She came with a low broken sound and a hard clamp of thighs around my head. Wet heat flooded my tongue. I drank it. I kept licking through the shake because she had not said stop. Her cunt pulsed against my face. Spit and cum mixed and ran. I swallowed what I could and wore the rest.

She held me there through the aftershocks. Forced me to keep the flat of my tongue soft against her while she twitched and hissed. When she finally eased, she did not step away. She kept my face parked against her sex, breath hot, chin dripping.

"You stay kneeling."

I stayed. My cock throbbed untouched. My balls hung full and mean. My jaw shook. The cold tile had gone numb under my knees and the numbness was its own kind of hurt.

Mommy Delphine looked down at me like she was reading a ledger.

"You said the wall out loud. I broke it in front of Corinne so you cannot pretend it was private. You do not get to un-say what you crawled back for. Forward is the only direction left with a floor under it. You know that in your gut. Say it."

"Forward is the only direction left with a floor under it."

"And what are you."

"Yours. Service. The second one. The contractor who knelt and stayed."

"Good little toy." Her thumb smeared spit across my lower lip. "You will finish what you started every morning you wake in this house. Worship is not a scene. It is rent."

I nodded against her thigh. Shame sat thick in my throat. Arousal sat thicker in my gut. The two had fused so tight I could not find a seam. My cock leaked. She ignored it on purpose. Relief was not the point. Being used was.

She stroked my hair once, slow, almost tender. The tenderness was the trap. I leaned into it anyway.

"Breathe. Keep your knees. We are not done with you. We are only done with the part where you thought you could still choose the old shape of yourself."

The bay held still. Clock. Drip of spit off my chin. Corinne's quiet presence like a mirror I did not want. My own pulse loud in my ears. Cool air on sweat. Heat rolling off Mommy Delphine where my face had been.

Then the outer door opened.

Footsteps on the hall boards. A pause. The laundry door we had passed through earlier swung wider. Cooler air rolled in with the person who entered.

She was new to me. Tall. Coat still on. A satchel over one shoulder and a clipboard under her arm like she had been sent from some other wing of the same machine. Dark hair pinned back. Eyes that took in the bay in one sweep: Corinne standing by with the basin, me kneeling, Mommy Delphine over me with my spit shiny on her thighs.

Mommy Delphine did not cover herself. She did not flinch. She lifted her chin and spoke like the woman had arrived exactly on schedule.

"Vivian. On time."

Vivian set the satchel down by the wall. She did not look away from me. Interest, clean and sharp. Assessment.

"This is the brother," Mommy Delphine said. "Dean. He named his last wall this morning. I took it. He stays on his knees while you hear his place."

Vivian nodded once. "I have the transfer notes. And the matched set schedule."

"Read him the next beat. He should hear it with a full mouth taste still on his tongue."

Vivian opened the clipboard. Her voice was calm, practical, almost kind in the way a clerk is kind when the form is already stamped.

"Dean. You are assigned to sustained morning service for the next seven days. You report to the bay at six. You do not wash the prior night off before inspection. You worship first. You take maintenance after. Corinne handles your upkeep and reports on you daily. You are the display body. On day three you will be presented to the front parlor for the contractor review. You will kneel there as you are kneeling now. You will not stand without leave."

The words landed in me one by one. Parlor. Review. Seven days. Secondary body. Each one closed a door I had been pretending was cracked.

Mommy Delphine's fingers returned to my hair, light, owning.

"You heard her. Forward is the only cheap direction left. Vivian will walk you to the wash bay when I dismiss you. Not to clean the lesson off. To set you for the next hour of work."

Vivian closed the clipboard. "I have his collar tag logged. And the plug seal from last night. Ready when you are."

I stayed on my knees. Spit cooling on my chin. Cunt taste thick on my tongue. Cock still aching and ignored. The jealousy of Corinne's calm burning, useless and hot. The wall I had named was gone. I could feel the empty space where it had been. Nothing I had left would buy the old shape back. The new one was already written on Vivian's page.

Mommy Delphine held my gaze one more time.

"Welcome to the part where the house stops arguing with you, Dean. Stand only when I say. Until then, you kneel and you wait for the next order like the tool you admitted you are."

I waited. The clock ticked. Cool air from the open door mixed with the heat rising off my face. Vivian stood in the frame with the satchel and the schedule, already part of the room, already holding the next place they had built for me.


Chapter 9: The Final Fitting

Istayed on my knees because the paper said I would. Vivian’s schedule sat open on the side table, black ink stark under the lamp, and the line for my body read final fitting in the same blunt hand she used for garbage nights and door checks. The house smelled like floor wax and cunt and the soap she scrubbed into the boys after they got used. I breathed it in through my mouth so the salt of it sat on my tongue. Someone had left a cup of coffee going cold by the wall. Bitter steam cut through the musk. I did not lift my head.

“On your feet, slut.”

Mommy Delphine’s shoe touched my shin. I rose. My thighs shook. The plug sat deep and thick in my ass, a heavy claim I could not ignore when I walked. My cock hung hard and stupid in front of me, shiny at the tip, dripping on the runner. Corinne stood in the hall with a clipboard and did not hide her smile. A door was open down the way. A girl in a maid’s bib watched with her hand on her own thigh. I was meant to be seen. The schedule said so.

“Walk,” the landlady said. “Prep bay. Slow. Let them look at what they own.”

I walked.

Each step shoved the plug higher. I clenched around the stretch and failed to hide it. Scent rose off my skin, sweat and ass and the cream she had worked into me earlier, thick and medicinal under the clean soap. I tasted copper where I had bitten my lip. Public carpet. Public eyes. My dick bobbed and left a thread on my belly. I kept my hands at my sides because hands on it meant punishment, and I was past fighting for scraps of pride.

Corinne fell in behind us. “Wes is on laundry,” she said, easy, like weather. “He’ll miss the first pass.”

I did not answer. The prep bay door stood open. Fluorescent light. Steel table. A satchel on the tray, unzipped, contents laid out like tools for a job I had once done for money. Ink. Alcohol wipes. A thin brand iron heating on a little stand. A larger plug, black, flared, with a pulse unit wired into the stem. Measuring tape. A stamp pad. A stencil strip cut to the shape of my ledger line, the name field still blank, set beside the iron so I could see the empty space a title would fill.

No one spoke about relief.

“Kneel on the pad,” she said. “Chest down. Ass up. Hold yourself open.”

I did it. Tile cold under my knees. I reached back and pulled my cheeks apart. The air hit the stretched ring around the plug and I shivered. She put two fingers to the stem and twisted. The drag was slow, obscene, a wet suck as the fat bulb left me. I gaped open for a breath, empty and ugly, the room’s air inside me.

“Look at that greedy gape,” she said. “Still shaped for work. Good. We’re not putting the old size back.”

The new piece was colder. Wider. She pressed the tip to my rim and pushed without a soft word. I grunted. My ring burned. She did not stop. Inch by inch she seated it, and when the flare locked I was full past sense, gut tight, breath short. Taste of spit flooded my mouth. I swallowed hard.

“Hold him,” she told Corinne.

Hands on my hips. Hands on my wrists. Someone else at the door, soft shoes, perfume like cheap flowers and sweat. Watchers. She worked the measuring tape around the stem and along the crease of my ass, calling numbers Corinne wrote down. My ring fluttered and tried to push the thing out. It stayed. She flicked the pulse unit once. A deep thud rolled through my gut. My cock jumped and leaked a clear line onto the pad.

“Pulse protocol,” she said. “Public metronome. Every thirty seconds. You will not hide it. You will not cover. If you cum without leave, you clean it with your tongue while they watch.”

I nodded into the pad. Fabric taste. Dust. Her scent under it, cunt and powder and the leather of her belt.

She wiped a strip of skin at the top of my left ass cheek with alcohol. The sting cleared my head. The blank name strip went down as a stencil. Paper edge, then heat. Real heat. The iron kissed the claim-line where the empty name had lived, and pain went white and sharp. I yelled into the pad. The smell hit next, scorched hair and skin, meat and metal, and it filled my nose until I gagged. She held the iron long enough to make the mark take. When she lifted, the raw brand throbbed in time with the plug’s next pulse.

Ink went in after. Needle buzz. Black lines forced into the burn, sealing her claim into the wound. I tasted bile and stayed still because Corinne’s nails dug into my wrists and the landlady’s free hand rested on the back of my neck like a collar.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.” My throat scraped. “I’m yours.”

“Again. Filthy. Use the words.”

“I’m your hole. Your toy. Your bitch with a branded ass. Yours.”

She patted the raw mark once. Pain flashed. My dick jerked and spat another bead. The plug thudded. My whole body rocked with it. Shame burned up my face and mixed with the hard, stupid gratitude that had been chewing me since the last wall broke. She had not thrown me out. She had scheduled me. She had written me into the house like a fixture. I wanted to thank her for the burn. The thought made my balls pull up.

“Roll him,” she said. “On your back. Legs open. Hands under your knees. Show the room your slut gear.”

I rolled. The plug shifted and dragged a moan out of me. Knees to chest. Everything on display. Cock hard against my stomach. Balls tight. Ass full. Brand shining with ink and clear fluid. The pulse hit again and I clenched loud enough to hear the wet sound of it.

She straddled my chest facing my dick, skirt hiked, and lowered her cunt to my mouth without warning. Wet heat covered my lips. The taste was strong and sour-sweet, deep day scent, not washed, and I shoved my tongue up into her folds because that was the only place I was allowed to be useful. She ground down. My nose crushed to her clit. I breathed her. I drank the mess she smeared on my chin. Behind me, or somewhere above, someone laughed soft.

“Suck like you mean the thanks,” she said. “You came here to tear this house down. Now you eat house cunt while we finish the fitting. Good boy when you’re full. Bad boy when you think.”

I licked. I sucked. I took the thick drip of her and swallowed. The plug pulsed. My ass clenched. My cock slapped my belly, untouched, aching. She reached back and wrapped her hand around it, thumb smearing the leak over the head, then stroked once, twice, mean and tight.

“You do not finish,” she said. “You edge. You leak. When I say stop, you stop, even if it kills you.”

She stroked faster. Her cunt rode my face. Spit and juice ran into my nose. I gagged and kept licking. The heat climbed hard and sudden. My thighs shook. My ass squeezed the plug on every pulse until I saw white. She caught it in my mouth, the way I broke against her, and she pulled her hand off at the crest.

I tried to follow. Nothing. My cock jumped empty and a thin stream of cum leaked out slow, wasted, dribbling down my shaft onto my stomach while the real peak died unfinished. I sobbed into her cunt. She kept grinding, using my face, and the wasted mess cooled sticky on my skin.

“Look at that,” she said, mean and pleased. “Ruined. Dripping like a broken toy. You don’t get the good ones today. You get the shame ones.”

She slapped my dick lightly. Pain and want. Another pulse. My ass fluttered. She wiped two fingers through the mess on my belly and shoved them into my mouth past her own slick. “Taste what you wasted. Swallow.”

I did. Salt. Bitter. Her cunt still on my tongue under it. Gratitude again, crooked and real. She had taken the finish from me and left me marked. I wanted to beg and the word snagged behind my teeth because I was rationing it, saving the scrap of dignity that was not dignity at all, just fear of how small I sounded when I used it.

She lifted off my face. Air cold on the spit. Corinne handed her a strap from the satchel, thick silicone, harness ready. She buckled it on over her underwear, spit on the shaft, and flipped me back to chest-down without asking. The plug came out again in one hard pull. I yelped. Empty. Gaping. She lined the strap up and drove in.

The stretch was worse. Longer. She fucked my ass with short, deep thrusts, hips smacking, the brand on my cheek stinging every time her thigh brushed it. The room heard the wet slap. I did. My cock dragged on the pad, half-hard, still leaking the last of the wasted load. She reached under and gripped me, stroked in time with the pounding, mean grip, no kindness.

“Beg for it,” she said. “Beg to be a hole. Beg to keep the brand.”

“Fuck me. Use my ass. Keep me. Brand me again if you want. I’m your sissy. I’m your second. Don’t stop.”

“Louder, whore.”

“Fuck my hole. Pound it. I’m nothing without this. Thank you. Thank you for taking me.”

She stroked me up hard again. The climb was faster, uglier, built on the first ruin. My balls drew tight. My gut clenched around the strap. She caught the shake and ripped her hand away, then shoved deep and held still while I shuddered through another broken crest. Cum pulsed out weak and wasted onto the pad in little spurts I could not stop, no real finish, no clean empty, just the body dumping what it had while the pleasure got cut out of it. I cried into the floor. Spit strings hung from my lip. The smell of sex and scorched skin and her cunt filled everything.

She pulled out. My hole stayed open, soft and used. She pushed the pulsing plug back in while I was soft enough to take it without a fight, seated it hard, locked the flare. The unit started its count again. Thud. Thud. My ruined dick twitched with each one. She wiped the strap on my face and left a smear of ass and spit across my mouth. I licked what I could reach. I wanted the taste. I hated how much.

“Aftercare is for boys who finish on command,” she said. “You get knees and air.”

She stood. Corinne packed the iron and the ink. The satchel closed. Watchers drifted. Someone’s perfume left last. I stayed down. Ass up because no one told me to close. Brand raw. Plug pulsing in public time. Cum drying on my belly and the pad. My mouth still full of her.

She set Vivian’s schedule on the floor in front of my face so I had to read it with my cheek on the tile. Next line under final fitting: display walk, east hall, then kitchen service on all fours. Time stamped. Name field filled now. Mine. The claim was not a mood. It was ink and burn and a full ass I could not dig out without tearing the work she had done.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.”

She left the bay door open on purpose. Hall traffic. Soft talk. The pulse made my hips jerk every half minute, a public clock no one could miss. I stayed on my knees because the paper said the next station was a walk, and walking would come when she snapped her fingers, not when I decided I was ready.

The gratitude sat heavy under the ache. Not soft. Not sweet. It was the hard kind that shows up when a wall comes down and someone still bothers to write your name into the day. The brand did not care what I pretended. The old life had no line item left for a man with her ink on his skin, and the new one asked only that I keep moving. More claim. More use.

I breathed in the bay, floor wax and sex and the iron’s ghost hanging in the air. I tasted her on my teeth. The unit thudded. My branded cheek throbbed in time with it. I chose the hall before she even called me to my feet, and when the snap of her fingers came I would rise like a thing that had learned its own price, mouth clean enough to say thank you the moment she wanted it said.


Chapter 10: Nothing Left to Rescue

Istood in the east hall with my hands behind my back the way the orders said and Vivian found me before I could invent a pause.

She did not raise her voice. She closed the last stretch of polished floor and looked down at the full weight of the plug that kept me open and quiet, then up at my clean face.

“East hall done,” she said. “Kitchen. Now.”

I walked. The toy sat thick and heavy inside me, every step a dull shove that reminded my body it no longer belonged to the man who had come here to tear this place down. Floor wax and the leftover smell of sex clung to the kitchen tile. The brand on my left ass cheek throbbed in slow pulses. No new work waited on the counter. For three breaths I almost believed the quiet would hold.

Vivian’s palm landed between my shoulders and steered me to the space by the table.

“You do not get to rest just because the hall is finished,” she said. “Mommy wants you claimed past inventory. You will not leave this room the way you walked in.”

I said, “Yes, Vivian.”

She stripped the thin robe off me without asking. Cool air hit bare skin. The plug stayed put, a solid presence that owned me from the inside before anyone touched me again. My cock hung heavy and half-stiff, traitor and evidence both.

Boots crossed the threshold behind us. Mommy Delphine came in without hurry, sleeves rolled, a fresh strap harness buckled over her hips and the thick shaft glossy with slick. She set a folded paper on the table edge and did not look at it yet.

“Dean,” she said. “On the tile. Chest down. Ass up. Present the hole that thinks it still has a vote.”

I dropped. Knees to wax. Forearms flat. The plug shifted as I tilted my hips. Shame rolled through me in a clean wave and under it, for the first time without fight, came peace. No rescue left to stage. No brother to pull free. Only this floor and the woman who owned what was left of me.

She crouched and worked the plug free in one slow pull. My rim clutched at the stretch and then gaped empty, cool and raw. Spit hit my crack a second later. Two fingers shoved in and twisted.

“Still soft from the walk,” she said. “Good. I am not here to warm you up. I am here to seat what you are.”

The head of the strap pressed to my open ring. Thick. Blunt. She did not tease. She drove forward until the fat crown forced past the tight clench of muscle and my breath punched out of me in a broken sound.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Fuck, please…”

“Please what, slut?”

“Please put it in me. Please use my hole. Please keep me.”

She laughed once, mean and pleased, and sank the shaft the rest of the way in one long claim. The weight of it filled me past thought. My guts had to make room. My cock twitched against nothing and leaked a string onto the tile.

“There,” she said. “That is ownership, not mercy. You feel the difference.”

I did. Mercy would have eased. This pinned. This took. Vivian’s hands hooked my wrists and held them at the small of my back so I could not crawl forward when Mommy Delphine started to fuck.

She set a pace that left no room for dignity. Full strokes. Deep. The slap of her hips on my ass filled the kitchen. Heavy wet sounds, obscene and constant, rose with every thrust. I stretched around the shaft and tried to close on the drag out and failed. Drool ran from the corner of my lips to the floor. Sweat stuck my chest to the wax.

“Talk, whore,” she ordered. “Tell me what you are.”

“A hole,” I said, voice shaking. “Your toy. Your bitch. Take it. Take my ass. Fuck me until there is nothing left of the man who walked in here.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck me, Mommy. Use me. Keep me. Please keep me.”

She reached beneath me and wrapped an oiled fist around my cock. She stroked on the same beat as the shaft in my guts. Texture and weight stacked until my vision went white at the edges. The brand on my cheek burned in time with each shove.

“You will come when I drag it out of you,” she said. “Not when you want. When I decide the first one is due.”

I tried to hold. My body did not care. She twisted her fist below the ridge of the head and drove the strap deep and my first climax tore through me like a command. Cum painted the tile in thick ropes. My ass clenched around the shaft and milked it while I shook and spilled raw, stupid sounds into the floor.

She did not pull out.

“Again,” she said.

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. You will thank me when it is done.”

Her fist stayed. The shaft stayed. She fucked me through the aftershocks until the oversensitive spark turned into a second climb I could not refuse. Vivian’s grip on my wrists stopped me from folding flat. My cock, wet and dripping, thickened in Mommy Delphine’s hand against my will.

“Beg for the next one, slut.”

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please wring it out of me. Please make your whore come again. Please don’t stop.”

She pounded. The harness slapped. Spit from her lips hit my back and ran into the crack she was owning. The second finish hit before the shakes from the first had settled. It ripped thinner, meaner, a forced empty pulse that left me gasping and twitching with almost nothing left to spend. My mind tried to number it and slipped.

Past two. Past the one that had broken me open. Past whatever came next.

She kept going.

“Third,” she said, as if she were marking inventory. “The old reverse-life has nowhere left to hide after this one. You feel that, Dean? That quiet under the panic? That is peace. That is what kept feels like.”

It was there. Under the raw burn of my rim and the ache in my balls and the smear of my own mess cooling on the tile, something in my chest unclenched for good. No plan. No exit speech. No brother to save and no self left to smuggle out in the night. Only the heavy shaft filling me and the woman who would not stop until the claim was finished.

She changed the angle and found the spot that jolted my thighs. She stayed on it. Grind and drag. Fist tight. Vivian’s nails bit my wrists.

“Say filthy things back,” Mommy Delphine ordered. “I want the last of the rescue talk out of you.”

“I’m a kept hole,” I said, words cracking. “I’m your good little toy. Fuck my ass. Choke me on how much I need it. Make your bitch come until I can’t think. Please. Please keep me. Please don’t send me back.”

“There is no back,” she said. “Only deeper.”

The third climax did not feel like pleasure so much as a door locking. My cock jerked in her hand and spat weak, desperate pulses. My rim fluttered around the strap. Sound left me in broken fragments. Cock. Full. Hers. Kept. The count dissolved into heat and weight and the thick drag of silicone through a ring that no longer remembered how to refuse.

She fucked me past that one too.

Past four. Past counting. My body kept trying to come long after it had anything left to give. Dry clenches. Full-body shakes. Tears on the wax. Drool. The wet slap of her hips. She held me open and used me until my mind blurred into short crude scraps and the only clear thing left was the peace of being taken all the way down.

When she finally stilled, the shaft was buried to the harness. Her palm rested on the brand.

“Full surrender,” she said, soft and absolute. “Nothing of the prior self left unclaimed. Status is kept. Say it.”

“I’m kept,” I whispered. “Nothing left to rescue. I’m yours.”

She pulled out slow. I stayed open for a beat, empty and throbbing, then fluttered shut around the ghost of the stretch. She wiped the strap on my thigh and left a shiny streak.

“Up,” she said. “On your feet. Gratitude next. Clean shape. The mouth I reserved for it.”

I rose on shaking legs. Cum cooled on my skin. Floor wax stuck to my chest. Vivian released my wrists and stepped aside.

Mommy Delphine pointed to the floor in front of her boots.

I knelt. Not because I had orders left to invent. Because the only remaining status lived down there.

She took my chin and lined my lips up with the shining shaft harnessed to her hips.

“Thank me the way a kept hole thanks the woman who finished him,” she said. “Exact words. No extra pride.”

I opened. The taste of my own ass and the slick she had used coated my tongue. I took the head and then more, gagging once when she pushed past the soft spot at the back of my throat. Spit ran. I did not pull off.

When she let me breathe I spoke against the wet silicone, voice raw.

“Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for fucking the rescue out of me. Thank you for making me your whore until there was nothing left to send home. Thank you for the claim. Thank you for the peace.”

“Again. Shorter.”

“Thank you, Mommy Delphine. I’m kept. I’m grateful.”

She held my face there a moment longer, then stepped back. The strap left my lips with a string of spit that broke and fell on my chest.

Vivian handed her a cloth. She cleaned her hands, not me.

“You will sleep in the marked room tonight,” she said. “Tomorrow the east hall runs again, and the orders on that page already know your name. Going back costs more than going on. You understand that now.”

“Yes.”

She turned to the table and unfolded the paper she had set down when she walked in. Black ink. Walking orders. Lines filled in for the next day and the day after. My name sat at the top in her hand. The next line waited under it, aimed forward, a route through the house that did not include a door out.

I stayed on the tile and looked at that open page while my ass ached and my spent cock hung soft and claimed and the brand on my cheek kept its slow throb. The ink was still drying at the edge of one fresh instruction. The paper did not move. The promise on it did.


THE END
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