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Over Daddy's Knee



Daddy Dom Ageplay, Book 2

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of Daddy Dom / Little Girl (DDLG) age play, little space, and caregiver power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All little-space and age-regression elements represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: Intake

Iset my bag on the mat and kicked my boots off the way the email said. Cold tile bit my feet. My coat stayed on until he pointed at the hook.

Callum stood in the hall like he owned the air. Forty-one, broad through the shoulders, sleeves rolled once. He held out a palm.

“Phone.”

I put it in his hand. The click of the drawer shutting behind him landed louder than it should have. My pulse kicked hard under my jaw.

“Keys.”

I handed those over too. He locked them in the same drawer. I was twenty-six and I had driven across town for this on purpose, and my mouth went dry all the same, like I had made a mistake.

“You came because soft men fold,” he said. “You push until they quit. You asked for a house that does not quit. Say it.”

My tongue stuck. Heat crawled up my neck anyway, stupid and early. “I asked for a house that does not quit.”

“Good. Coat.”

I peeled it off. The hall stayed cool. Under it I wore the black dress he had named in the intake form, no bra, panties only. My nipples drew tight in the chill. He looked once and nodded toward the living room.

“Kneel on the rug. Hands on your thighs. Eyes on me.”

I went. The rug scratched my knees. He sat in the high-backed chair across from me and set a short list on the side table. Paper. Thick pen. No flourish.

“House rules for intake. You break one, you get corrected on the spot. You have a safeword. Red stops everything. Yellow slows it. You will use them if you need them. Repeat that.”

“Red stops. Yellow slows.”

“You address me as Daddy in this house when we are in correction or training. Outside those hours you may use Callum until I say otherwise. For the rest of tonight you stay in training. Clear?”

“Clear.”

The word came out thin. My cunt was already slick against the cotton between my legs, and the shame of it hit before I wanted it to. I had barely crossed his threshold.

He tapped the paper. “You will do exactly as I say.”

Something in my gut dropped. I nodded.

“Say yes, Daddy.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Stand. Strip. Fold your clothes on the chair. Then bend over the arm of this couch with your ass up and your cheek on the cushion.”

My hands shook on the zipper. I told myself I could walk out. The thought died when the dress hit the floor and cool air licked my bare skin. Panties next. The wet spot in the crotch showed when I folded them. He saw it. Of course he did.

“Sloppy already,” he said. “Come here.”

I bent over the arm. The couch leather stuck to my cheek, cool and smooth. My ass went up. My pussy showed. He stepped in behind me and set one warm palm on my lower back.

“Count of twelve for arriving late by nine minutes and for that wet mess before I touched you. Over my knee after. First you take the plug.”

A drawer opened. Lube clicked. Something hard and cool pressed between my cheeks.

“Breathe out.”

I did. The tip of the plug kissed my asshole. He pushed. The stretch burned. A small sound tore out of my throat.

“Louder next time. I want to hear it.”

He worked it in with steady pressure. My hole fought, then gave. The plug seated with a thick pop, clear in the quiet room. Full. Wrong. My clit throbbed against nothing.

“Clench.”

I clenched. The plug held.

“Good slut. Now over my knee.”

He sat. I climbed across his lap like a woman who still thought she ran her own body. His thighs were hard under my belly. One hand pinned my wrists at the small of my back. The other rubbed my bare ass once, mapping it, then lifted.

The first smack cracked loud. Heat bloomed across my right cheek. I jerked.

“Count.”

“One.”

Smack. Left cheek. Sharper.

“Two.”

He laid them out steady, no rush, each one a hard flat sound that bounced off the walls. My skin went hot. My eyes watered. By six I was panting against his thigh. By nine my hips tried to grind on his leg and he stopped me with a grip on my hair.

“You do not take from me. You take what I give. Count.”

“Nine. Ten.” Two more landed stacked on the same spot until I yelped. “Eleven. Twelve.”

My ass burned. He rubbed the heat in with his palm, then hooked two fingers under the base of the plug and twisted. My asshole fluttered around the stem. A moan slipped out before I could kill it.

“There she is,” he said. “The brat who drove here wet. Get on the floor on all fours. Face the mirror.”

A tall mirror stood against the far wall. I had missed it on the way in. Now I could not miss myself: flushed face, plugged ass, thighs shining already.

He brought a wand vibrator and a thicker dildo, both from a black case. He set them where I could see. Then he knelt behind me, tugged the plug out in one long pull, and spat on my hole.

“Open.”

His finger pushed in. Then a second. The burn lit again. He fucked them in and out, slick and dirty, until I could hear nothing else. My arms shook.

“Tell me what you are.”

I locked my jaw. He curled his fingers and found a spot that made my vision skip.

“Tell me.”

“A slut,” I gasped.

“Louder. Full sentence.”

“I am a slut who came here to get her asshole used.”

“Better.” He added a third finger. The stretch edged toward too much. “Ask for the dildo in your ass like a whore who needs it.”

My face went scarlet in the glass. My pussy dripped onto the rug in a thin string. “Please put the dildo in my asshole, Daddy. Please fuck my hole.”

He lined it up and drove it in to the hilt in two thrusts. I cried out. Full, aching, split. He worked it deep. His other hand pressed the wand hard to my clit and flipped it on high.

The buzz hit like a slap. My arms nearly went. He held me up by the hip and fucked my ass with the toy in long strokes that made wet, filthy sounds against the lube.

“You do not come until I say. Hold it.”

I tried. My thighs shook. The wand ground down on my clit. The dildo pounded my hole. I clenched around it and hated how good the shame tasted.

“Please. I cannot.”

“You can. You will. Breathe.”

I lasted maybe ten more seconds. Then he said, “Now. Come on Daddy’s toy,” and the first orgasm went through me so hard my arms folded. I face-planted into the rug, ass still up, cunt spasming, hole milking the dildo while I made broken animal noises. Cum slicked my thighs. The wand stayed on.

“That is one. Stay open.”

He did not pull out. He kept fucking my ass through the aftershocks until I sobbed. Then he yanked the dildo free, spat again, and pushed four fingers into my stretched hole. The burn went white. I screamed into the rug.

“Take it. This hole belongs in my hand tonight.”

He worked deeper. Knuckles pressed. My rim fought and lost. His hand sank past the widest point and my asshole locked around his wrist. I could not close. Could not think. The wand buzzed my swollen clit without pause.

“Look in the mirror.”

I lifted my head. Saw my own ruined face. Saw his forearm buried in my ass. Saw the wet mess of my cunt.

“Say what you are while I fist you.”

“I am Daddy’s hole,” I choked. “I am a filthy whore with a fist in her ass. Please. Please let me come.”

“Come.”

The second orgasm hit meaner. My whole body locked. I squirted onto the rug in hard pulses, pussy clenching on empty air, asshole convulsing around his fist. Too much. Brain gone. Just hole, just buzz, just the stretch.

He did not stop. He pumped his fist short and steady while I shook and begged for him to pull out. He left it seated and turned the wand up another notch I did not know it had.

“Three. Earn it. Tell me why you stay.”

Words tore out between gasps. “Because you will not quit on me. Because I need this. Because soft hands make me worse. Please, Daddy, I need to come again, I need it, I am your dirty little toy, please.”

“Good girl. Come.”

The third one broke me open. I wailed. My arms gave out. I slumped, cheek in my own slick, ass still stuffed with his fist, clit screaming under the wand. Spit ran from my mouth. Sweat stuck hair to my temples. The wet slap of his fist working my gaping hole filled my ears.

He pulled free at last. My asshole stayed open a second, empty and aching, before it tried to close and failed. Air moved over the gape. I whimpered.

He wiped his hand on my thigh, then pushed the first plug back into me. It went easy now. Loose. Used. He taped the wand against my clit with a strip of medical tape so it stayed put, buzzing on a lower setting that kept me twitching.

“Up. Over the couch arm again. Ass out. You take my cock in that ruined hole next.”

I crawled. My knees left wet prints. He freed his cock, thick and hard, and rubbed the head through the mess on my pussy before lining up at my plugged rim.

He pulled the plug. Pushed in.

His cock stretched me past the fist’s memory. I screamed into the leather. He sank deep and held, hips flush to my burning cheeks.

“Temperature,” he said, almost calm. “Your hole is hot. Clench.”

I clenched. He groaned once, then fucked me. Hard, steady strokes. The slap of his hips on my sore ass rang out with each thrust. The wand hummed on my clit. I was past dignity. Past the woman who had parked her car with a straight spine.

“Please, I cannot, it is too much.”

“Yellow or red, or you take it.”

I shook my head against the couch. No color. I wanted the break even as my body tried to crawl away from it. He gripped my hips and pounded my asshole until the wet filthy sound of it was the only rhythm in the room.

“Fourth. Ask for it like the brat who needs correcting.”

“Please make your whore come on your cock, Daddy. Please use my asshole until I break. Please.”

“Come.”

I shattered. The fourth orgasm tore through raw nerves and left me sobbing, cunt pulsing, ass locked tight around him, vision graying at the edges. He kept thrusting through it. Kept the wand pinned. Kept talking.

“One more. You can give Daddy one more. Say you are nothing but a hole tonight.”

“I am nothing but a hole tonight.” My voice cracked. “Fuck my ass. Breed my ruined hole. Make me come again. I am your slut, your toy, your bitch, please, please, I cannot stop shaking.”

He reached under, ripped the tape, and mashed the wand to my clit at full power while he buried his cock to the root and held.

“Five. Now.”

The fifth ripped me clean out of language. Short broken sounds. Too much. Cannot. More. My body seized and gushed and clenched and I lost the shape of thought entirely. He fucked me through it, then buried deep and came hard in my asshole with a low grunt. Hot cum flooded me in pulses I could count. It leaked when he pulled out and left my hole open and dripping down my thighs onto the leather.

I hung there, wrecked, drooling, shaking. The room smelled like sex and sweat and lube. My ass burned. My clit ached. My throat hurt from noise I did not remember making.

Callum zipped up. He cleaned the wand with a cloth, set it aside, then pressed a fresh plug into my leaking hole to hold his cum in. I hissed. He rubbed my back once, firm, then tipped my chin so I had to look at him.

“Intake is done. You stayed. You used no safeword. That means you sleep here tonight under house rules.”

I nodded. Speech was scrap.

“Bathroom. Pee. Then you kneel by my chair while I finish your file. After that I put you to bed on the cot in the correction room with the plug still in. Tomorrow morning you wake at six, kneel at the foot of my bed, and present your ass for inspection before breakfast. If the plug has slipped, you get the paddle before coffee. If you talk back, you go back over my knee. Clear?”

“Clear, Daddy.”

He pointed down the hall. “Go. And Wren. From this second, going home costs you the only man who will finish what you start. Remember that when your pride wakes up with you.”

I pushed off the couch on weak legs. Cum slid down my inner thigh with each step. The plug sat heavy inside me. The hall tiles were still cold. My ass throbbed with his handprint heat.

At the bathroom door I looked back once. He was already writing on the intake sheet like nothing in the room had broken open.

“Six o’clock,” he said without looking up. “Knees. Ass out. No clothes. Do not make me come find you.”


Chapter 2: The First Rule

Istood bent over the padded bench, palms flat on the leather, shaking from what he had already done to my mouth. Spit ran down my chin. The taste of his cock sat thick on my tongue, salt and skin, and every breath dragged that smell back in.

Callum stepped in behind me. His belt buckle clicked once.

“Rule One,” he said. “When I call you to this bench, you strip. You present. You wait. You do not cover yourself. You do not talk back.”

My cunt clenched on nothing. Heat flushed up my neck. I had signed his paper last night because I kept wrecking every soft man who tried to hold me, and I wanted a Daddy who would not fold. Standing here naked with my spit drying on my lips, that choice sat in my gut like a swallowed stone.

“Say it back,” Callum said.

I swallowed. “When you call me to the bench, I strip. I present. I wait. I do not cover. I do not talk back.”

“Good. Now break it.”

I twisted my head. “What?”

His palm cracked across my bare backside. The sting lit white. I yelped. My knees buckled against the leather.

“You want to know if I mean it,” Callum said. “So push. Talk back. Cover yourself. Give me a reason.”

Defiant heat crawled under my skin. My body already wanted the hit. My mind kept pretending I was above it. I shoved up on my elbows and slapped a palm over the struck cheek.

“Fuck you,” I said. “I am not a dog.”

Callum let out one calm breath. He caught my wrist, peeled the palm away, and pinned both my arms at the small of my back. The leather creaked under my ribs.

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

The paddle landed.

It was wood. Wide. The first strike knocked the air out of me. Fire bloomed across both cheeks. I jerked. He held me down and swung again. Again. The smack filled the whole downstairs. My eyes watered. Snot threatened. I dripped down my slit onto the bench edge, and the shame of that trail burned my face hotter than the paddle.

“Count,” Callum said.

“One.” My voice cracked. “Two. Three.”

By eight my legs shook. By twelve I sobbed into the leather, and my clit throbbed against the padded edge every time I rocked. The smell of me rose sharp and sweet under the wood of the paddle. I hated how much I needed the next blow.

“Twenty,” I choked.

Callum set the paddle aside. His fingers parted my cheeks. Cool air hit my asshole. I flinched.

“Look at this,” he said. “Soaked. Brat mouth, dripping cunt. You fight with words while your body opens for correction.”

“I am not…” The lie died when he pushed one thick finger into my pussy and dragged the slick up to my rim.

He worked that finger against my asshole in slow circles. Pressure. Burn. Then he pushed in.

I gasped. The stretch wrung a raw sound out of my throat. His knuckle sank past the ring and my body clamped down on him.

“Breathe,” Callum said. “Rule One includes this. You present every hole I ask for.”

He pumped that finger. In. Out. The drag made me drool on the leather. Then a second finger joined, scissoring, opening me. The burn went deep. My hips tried to crawl forward. His grip on my pinned wrists yanked me back onto his fingers.

“Say what you are,” Callum said.

I shook my head. He twisted his fingers inside me. Pain and heat braided. My clit pulsed against the bench.

“Say it, Wren.”

“I am…” My throat closed. “I am a slut who drips when you paddle her.”

“More.”

“I am Daddy’s brat hole.” The words scraped out of me. My face went hot. My cunt clenched empty and jealous. “I need you to use me.”

Callum slid his fingers free. A drawer rolled open. The next thing that pressed my rim was cool and tapered, glass or steel, slicked with lube that smelled like mint.

“Plug first,” he said. “Then we see how much of you I can open.”

He pushed. The plug flared. My asshole stretched around the widest part and I cried out, raw, as it popped past and seated. Full. Heavy. My insides fluttered around the stem.

Callum clicked something on. A low buzz kicked in. He pressed a wand to my clit through the mess of my own juice. The vibration slammed through me. My whole body jerked. The plug shifted inside me with every twitch.

“You do not finish,” Callum said. “You beg. Loud. Filthy. If I like the begging, I might let you break. If I do not, you stay denied and stuffed.”

The wand ground harder. Pleasure spiked so sharp my vision blurred. I shoved back onto the plug without meaning to. My mouth opened on a moan I could not swallow.

“Please…” I cut it off. That word came out cheap. “Daddy, I need to break. Let me. I will say anything.”

“Say it properly.”

The wand lifted. The buzz left my clit aching in open air. I sobbed once.

“Daddy, use my asshole,” I said. My voice shook. “Fuck your brat open. Make me take it. I am a dirty little toy who drips when you hit her. Let me cum on your cock like the whore I am.”

Callum’s zipper. The fat head of his dick nudged my stuffed rim beside the plug stem. He tugged it free in one pull. My hole gaped. Emptiness hit like a slap. Then his cock shoved in.

Thick. Hot. He drove to the root in one long thrust. The stretch tore a scream out of me. My ass took him. My belly stretched full to the ribs. He fucked me in deep strokes that slapped his hips against my paddled cheeks. Every thrust dragged fire through the marks.

“Take it,” Callum said. “This is what Rule One buys you. Obedience. Use. No cover. No mouth unless I open it.”

I pushed back. Hated myself for pushing back. My pussy leaked in thick strings onto the bench. The scent of sex and sweat and mint lube filled every breath. I tasted salt on my upper lip where spit and tears had dried.

He reached under and pinned the wand back to my clit while his cock reamed my ass. Too much. My legs kicked. The leather squeaked. My cunt fluttered and the orgasm charged up my spine.

“Ask,” Callum barked.

“Let me finish,” I gasped. “Daddy, let your slut finish with your dick in her asshole. I need it. I will be good. I will strip when you call. I will present. I will hold still. Please, Daddy, please let me…”

He pulled the wand away. The climax died mid-climb. I screamed into the padding, furious, empty, aching.

Callum pulled out of my ass. The sudden gape made me whimper. Cool air stung the stretched rim. Then his fingers returned, three this time, pushing into the loose heat he had fucked open. He packed them in. Twisted. Added a fourth.

“Breathe through it,” he said. “You wanted a man who follows through. This is follow-through.”

His knuckles pressed. My rim burned white. I shook my head against the leather even as my hips tilted to take more. The stretch went past what I thought I owned. His fist worked past the ring in a slow, brutal shove, and then his whole hand was inside me.

I could not speak. Sound broke into scraps. Full. Packed. Owned. My asshole clamped around his wrist. He flexed his fist once inside me and the room tilted.

“Look at you,” Callum said. “Fisted on Daddy’s bench for talking back. Your cunt is dripping on the floor. Smell yourself.”

I did. Sharp arousal. Sweat. The faint copper edge of how hard he had opened me. My mouth watered.

He fucked me on his fist in short pumps. Each motion dragged a wet sound out of me, slick and filthy. The wand buzzed back onto my clit. I climbed toward the edge again, faster, messier.

“Beg,” Callum said.

“Let me cum,” I sobbed. “I am your hole. Your brat. Your paddled little fucktoy. Breed my ass with your fist. Ruin me. Daddy, I need to break. I need to break right now. I will obey Rule One. I will never cover. Just let me…”

He held me there, fist deep, wand pinned, for a long count of breaths while I shook and drooled and tried to grind.

Then he said, “Finish.”

The orgasm broke me. My asshole spasmed around his fist in hard pulls. My cunt gushed, clear slick spraying the leather and running down my legs. I screamed into the bench. Short. Broken. Too much. Cannot. More. My brain went blank while my body jerked and clenched and milked his wrist. Spit strings swung from my lip. The smell of my own release rose thick.

Callum worked me through it until I twitched away from the wand. He eased his fist out. The empty gape made me moan, low and wrecked. Something warm trickled from my open asshole down toward my dripping cunt.

He wiped his hand on a towel, then rubbed two clean fingers through the mess on my slit and pushed them into my mouth.

“Taste what Rule One made of you.”

I sucked. My own juice. Salt. Musk. The faint mint of leftover lube. My tongue cleaned his knuckles because he held them there until I did.

Callum freed my wrists. Blood prickled back into my fingers. He sat on the bench edge and hauled me over his lap, face down, ass up, still gaping and wet. His palm rested on the paddle marks.

“You yielded,” he said. “First inch. You took the fist. You begged. You said the rule. That means from tonight, covering yourself when I call you here earns double the count. Talking back earns the plug overnight. Do you understand what you gave me?”

My cheek pressed his thigh. His skin smelled like soap and sex. Going back to soft men who flinched when I pushed would cost more now. I had named myself out loud. Walking out meant carrying that gape and those words into every empty bed after.

“I understand,” I whispered.

“Address me.”

“I understand, Daddy.”

His palm stroked once over the sore heat of my backside. Almost kind. Then he tipped a small bottle and poured cool oil down my crack. His thumb worked it into my abused rim, sealing the ache, pressing a fresh, smaller plug home until it seated with a soft pop.

“Wear that to dinner,” Callum said. “You sit on it. You thank me for every bite. If you fidget, I take you back here and we start Rule One from the paddle.”

I nodded against his leg. My clit pulsed. Aftershocks fluttered through me, stuffed and sore. Shame sat heavy and hot in my belly, and under it a sick little thrill that I had survived the first test by breaking.

Callum tipped my chin up. His thumb smeared the tear track on my cheek.

“Stand. Dress in the skirt I laid out. No underwear. Plug stays.”

I pushed up on shaky legs. The plug shifted when I straightened. My paddled cheeks rubbed under the thin skirt fabric when I stepped into it.

I was halfway to the kitchen when the front doorbell rang.

Callum’s head turned toward the hall. His voice stayed even.

“Go answer it, Wren. Hands at your sides. Smile. And do not clench around that plug where anyone can see.”

My stomach dropped. The doorbell rang again.

I walked to the door on sore legs, plugged and dripping under a short skirt, and opened it.

A neighbor stood on the step, a misdelivered envelope in her hand. Her eyes dropped to my bare thighs and the short skirt, then came back up with a thin, polite smile. I took the envelope, thanked her in a voice that shook, and shut the door.

Nothing. Nobody. But my face burned like she had seen straight through the fabric to the plug and the slick on my thighs. Callum watched me carry that heat back down the hall.

“Good,” he said, and took the envelope from my hand. “You answered plugged and you did not clench. That is the whole lesson.”


Chapter 3: The First Yield

Ibargained with my mouth still wet from his cock.

“Five minutes,” I said. “Then you stop. Then I get to finish.”

Daddy did not look up from the straps. Leather bit my wrists to the rails of the bench. My knees straddled the padded bar, thighs spread, cunt bare and already dripping onto the seat. The weight of the cuffs held me there. Texture of the vinyl stuck to my skin where I sweated.

“You do not set the clock,” he said. “You take what I give.”

My pulse jumped in my throat. I had signed his rules after I wrecked my last chance at a quiet life alone. Rent I could not cover. A boss I had mouthed off to one time too many. He had offered a roof and a structure if I gave him the brat he already knew I was. I had walked in thinking I could top from the bottom. Two days in, my body kept selling me out.

“At least let me come once for real,” I said.

He picked up the remote and thumbed it. The bullet vibrator taped over my clit kicked on at a low buzz. My hips jerked. Slick ran down my inner thigh.

“You come when I decide,” he said. “And today you do it where people can see.”

My stomach dropped. The glass doors to the courtyard stood unlocked. Afternoon light cut across the floor. Beyond them, the path to the guest cottage sat empty for now. He had told me company was coming. I had told myself he was bluffing.

He was not.

“Daddy, wait…”

“Quiet.”

He coated two fingers in lube and pressed them against my asshole. The burn of the stretch lit up my spine. I clenched. He worked past the ring anyway, thick and sure, twisting. My cunt fluttered around nothing. The vibrator kept humming.

“You begged for correction,” he said. “You got it. Now you stay on this bench and learn what a slut looks like when she stops pretending she is in charge.”

Heat flooded my face. My nipples tightened against the cool air. I hated how fast my pussy soaked the pad under me. I hated that the hate made me wetter.

He added a third finger. The stretch burned deeper. I moaned into the vinyl.

“Too much,” I managed.

“You will take more.”

He pulled his fingers free. Cold gel hit my rim. Then the tapered tip of a thick silicone plug nudged in. He seated it with one steady shove that stole my breath. Full. Heavy. My hole clenched around the base and I could not close.

The vibrator climbed a notch. My thighs shook.

“Count your ruined finishes out loud,” he said. “You do not get a clean one.”

“That is cruel.”

“That is the point.”

Footsteps on the gravel outside. I froze. The courtyard door slid. A woman, thirty-four, stepped in, dark shirt, calm eyes, a leather folder under one arm. She looked me over the way a buyer looks at a tool laid out for inspection.

“Quinn,” Daddy said. “Right on time.”

“Brought the revised contract pages,” Quinn said. Her voice stayed mild. “You said she needed a witness for the addendum.”

My throat closed. Addendum. Witness. I tugged at the cuffs. The leather held.

“She needs to understand she does not negotiate terms mid-use,” Daddy said. “Wren. Tell Quinn what you are.”

I swallowed. The plug sat thick inside me. The vibrator buzzed against my swollen clit. Quinn’s gaze stayed on my spread cunt without flinching.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I am his.”

“Specific,” Daddy said. He turned the dial higher.

My hips bucked. “I am a brat who needs correction. A dirty whore on his bench.”

Quinn set the folder on the side table. She did not look away. “Sign after she breaks,” she said. “I can wait.”

Shame rolled through my gut and landed hot between my legs. He was going to stand there. Watch. Write things down maybe. And my body kept dripping for it.

Daddy gripped my hair and tipped my head back. “Open.”

I parted my lips. He fed me his cock, heavy on my tongue, and I gagged when he hit the back of my throat. Spit ran down my chin. He fucked my mouth in short strokes while the vibrator worked my clit and the plug held my ass stretched.

“Choke on it,” he said. “Good little toy.”

I drooled around him. Tears pricked. My cunt clenched. The edge rushed up too fast, sharp and mean. My belly tightened. I whined around his dick.

He pulled the remote and killed the vibrator at the crest.

The orgasm shattered sideways. Pleasure ripped through me with nowhere to go, a broken spill that left me shaking and empty. Cum I never got to finish leaked out of me in a useless slick mess down the vinyl. My clit throbbed, cheated.

“One,” I gasped when he pulled out of my mouth. “Ruined.”

“Louder. For Quinn.”

“One ruined come,” I said, voice raw. “I did not get to finish.”

Quinn nodded once, clinical. “Noted.”

My ears burned. Bargaining rose again, frantic. “If I take the next one quiet, will you let the third land?”

Daddy wiped my spit off his cock with my cheek. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words landed heavier than the plug. Something in my chest gave.

He clicked the vibrator back on. Medium. Then high. My clit screamed under the buzz. He gripped the base of the plug and fucked it in and out of my asshole in wet, filthy strokes. The squelch filled the room. Quinn stood three feet away and watched my hole swallow silicone.

“Say what you are while you soak the bench,” Daddy said.

I opened my mouth on the old word, then bit it back. Wrong track. This was straps and exposure. “I am a hole. A used slut. A bitch who comes for strangers.”

“Better.”

He worked the plug deeper, then pulled it free. My asshole gaped. Cool air hit the empty stretch. Before I could clench shut he pressed his fingers back in, then more, knuckles breaching, then the thick push of his whole hand working past the ring.

I cried out. The burn bloomed huge. Full past sense. His hand inside my ass, stretching me around the width of it while the vibrator chewed my clit and Quinn watched my face twist.

“Take it,” Daddy said. “Breathe.”

I breathed. The weight of his hand owned the inside of me. Texture of skin and lube and the impossible stretch. My cunt fluttered and dripped. I was going to tip again.

“Ask for the ruin,” he said.

“Ruin it,” I sobbed. “Ruin my come. Make it waste.”

He left the vibrator on. He pumped his hand in my ass in short, deep motions. The wet sound was obscene. My orgasm slammed up.

At the peak he yanked his hand free and shut the vibe off.

I broke on nothing. Spasms hit with no landing. My pussy gushed onto the bench in a useless flood. My empty asshole clenched at air. I shook and whimpered and came sideways again, dripping, unfinished in the only way that mattered.

“Two,” I said. “Ruined. Fuck. Fuck.”

Brain scraps. Too much. Cannot. More. Need.

Quinn shifted her weight. “She leaks well,” she said, mild as weather.

“She does,” Daddy said. “Wren. Thank her for watching.”

I wanted to spit. I wanted to crawl under the bench. My mouth opened on its own.

“Thank you for watching me get ruined,” I said.

“Again,” Daddy said. “Filthier.”

“Thank you for staring at my cunt while I waste my orgasms like a cheap whore.”

Quinn’s mouth tipped. “You are welcome.”

Daddy uncapped more lube. He lined his cock up with my fucked, loose asshole and drove in to the root.

The stretch of him after the hand made me shout. He bottomed out and stayed there, heavy, while he taped a wand head against my clit and locked the strap. The wand roared to life. Brutal. Direct.

He fucked my ass in long strokes. Skin slapped. My tits swung under me. The wand mashed my clit without mercy. Quinn opened the folder and made a note as if this were a meeting.

I tried to bargain one last time, words mashed against the vinyl. “Let one land. I will sign. I will stay. I will…”

“You will sign because you already belong here,” Daddy said. He pounded deeper. “You will stay because walking out costs you the only structure that fits. And you will come ruined because that is what brats earn.”

The third edge built vicious. My whole body went tight. Spit strung from my lip. The wand was too much. His cock splitting my ass was too much. Quinn’s eyes on my face were worse.

“I am going to…”

“Beg to lose it.”

“Please,” I said, and hated the word. “Ruin me. Waste it. Make me drip for her.”

Daddy gripped my hip and kept railing my asshole through the climb. Right as I crested he ripped the wand away and pulled his cock out.

I came on empty air. My cunt spasmed. My gaping asshole fluttered. A thin string of cum and lube leaked from me onto the bench in a pathetic line. My thighs cramped. I sobbed through the broken peak, shaking so hard the cuffs rattled.

“Three,” I whispered. “Ruined.”

Daddy wiped his cock on my inner thigh and left a smear. He shut the wand off and set it aside. My clit pulsed, swollen, ignored.

“Quinn,” he said. “Addendum.”

Quinn brought the pages. Daddy freed one of my wrists long enough to set a pen in my fingers. The text swam. Extra clause. Public correction allowed. Witnesses permitted. Orgasm control sole discretion of the Dominant. My ruined finishes listed as training method.

I signed. My hand shook. Ink smeared where sweat hit the page.

He cuffed me back down. Then he knelt beside the bench so his mouth was near my ear.

“You came here because you could not run your own life without wrecking it,” he said. “You stay because I do not flinch when you push. That addendum means the next time you mouth off, someone else may be in this room. You gave that away.”

I nodded against the pad. Words would not come clean.

He stood. “Quinn. Give us the room. Send the copies over tonight.”

“Done,” Quinn said. She took the signed pages, glanced once more at my used, dripping body, and left the way she came. The courtyard door slid shut.

Daddy freed my wrists and ankles. Blood prickled back into my hands. He left the plug out. My asshole stayed soft and open, aching. He did not wipe the mess. He made me stand on shaky legs with slick cooling on my thighs.

“Kneel by the door,” he said.

I knelt. The floor bit my knees. My cunt still throbbed from the denied finishes. Three wasted peaks sat in my gut like a debt.

He set a glass of water on the floor. “Drink. Then you write what you learned in one sentence in the book on the shelf. No jokes. No bargains.”

I drank. Water cut the raw in my throat. When I stood to reach the shelf, my hole clenched around the memory of his hand and his cock and found nothing. The empty ache made my eyes sting.

I wrote: I do not set the terms when I am on his bench.

He read it. Nodded. Closed the book.

“Dinner at seven,” he said. “You will sit on the plug through the meal. If you brat at the table, Quinn comes back tomorrow for the next clause.”

My mouth went dry. Tomorrow. Another witness. Another page.

He left me standing in the wet spot I had made.

I pressed my thighs together and felt the leftover slick, the sore stretch, the buzz still ghosting my clit. Bargains sat dead in my mouth. I had signed in front of a man who watched me waste three orgasms like a toy on a rail. Going back to my empty flat and my unpaid bills and my loud mouth with no one to catch it cost more now than staying. The door was right there. My feet did not move.

I wiped my chin with the back of my wrist and tasted him. The next rule was already waiting in the book. I could feel the shape of it without reading. Whatever he put on the page after this, I was going to take it on my knees, and the worst part was how wet that left me while I stood there counting the hours until dinner.


Chapter 4: Deeper

Ipulled the remote from the couch cushion the second the doorbell rang. The egg buzzed on inside me, warm and fat against the softest part of my cunt, and my thumb found the dial before I could stop it.

Daddy’s hand closed over mine.

“Caught,” he said.

My stomach dropped. Heat rushed straight between my legs. The egg kicked up a notch under our joined fingers, and a slick sound answered from inside my underwear.

“I was turning it down,” I said.

“You were hiding it.” His thumb pressed mine into a higher setting. “Three days of good behavior, Wren. Then this.”

I tried to pull free. He held me there, and the buzz climbed until my knees wobbled and my pussy squeezed the hard shell. Pride tried to rise in my throat. It came out as a wet gasp.

The door opened without a knock. Rule stepped in, thirty-eight, coat still on, and set a black case on the side table without waiting to be asked.

“She’s already wet,” Daddy said. “Look.”

He yanked my underwear aside. Cool air hit the soaked fabric. Rule’s gaze dropped to the pink egg seated in me, the cord of slick running down my thigh.

“Start the test,” Rule said. “I’ll mark her.”

I shook my head. “No. We talked about this. I said no audience. I said never.”

Daddy’s face stayed calm. “You also said you needed a man who followed through. You asked for correction that stuck. Rule is here to score you. You stay.”

My cunt throbbed around the egg. Traitor body. The part of me that wore office shoes and sharp lipstick wanted to shove past them both. The rest of me dripped onto the hardwood.

“Safeword stands,” Daddy said. “Use it, we stop. Keep your mouth shut if you mean to stay.”

I bit my lip. I did not use it.

He led me to the low bench in the middle of the living room, the one with the leather straps I had laughed at on day one. Heat from the radiator poured over my bare thighs when he stripped me. The egg stayed in. He clipped the remote to his belt.

“Knees on the bench. Chest down. Ass up.”

I climbed. The leather was warm. My nipples dragged across it and peaked hard. Rule opened the case. Metal clinked. A thick silicone plug, a set of graduated beads, a wand with a flat head, cuffs, a remote twin to the one on Daddy’s belt.

“She swore she’d never take a fist,” Daddy said, almost to Rule. “Today we find out if a brat keeps her word.”

My face burned. I had said that. Flat out. Never. Not for anyone.

Rule pulled on thin black gloves. “I’ll count what she can finish. You push.”

The first slap landed across my right cheek, open palm, sharp. The sting spread. Another on the left. I jerked, and the egg shifted deep enough that my moan cracked.

“Hold still,” Daddy said. “Rule is grading posture.”

Rule’s gloved finger traced the line of my spine, then parted my cheeks. “Already twitching. Score her needy.”

Daddy pressed the remote. The egg surged. My hips bucked. Slick squelched around the toy and dripped onto the leather.

“Say what you are,” Daddy ordered.

I swallowed. “A brat.”

“Worse.”

The wand clicked on. He set the vibrating head against my clit through the mess and held it there. My thighs shook. Words tore out of me before pride could catch them.

“A dirty little toy. A hole that soaks itself when Daddy catches her.”

“Better.” He worked the egg out with two fingers. It left with a wet pop. Empty ached. He pushed the thick plug against my asshole, slicked it with my own mess, and pressed.

“Breathe,” he said.

The stretch burned. I pushed back because he had trained that into me, and the flared base seated snug and filthy enough to make Rule hum under his breath.

“Tight,” Rule said. “She’ll fight the fist.”

Daddy pushed the wand back to my clit and turned the new remote. The plug pulsed inside me, low at first, then harder. Warmth flooded my belly. My cunt fluttered empty and greedy.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what?”

“Fuck me. Use me. Don’t make me wait with him staring.”

Rule wrote something on a small card. “Begging early. Point against control.”

Shame twisted hot under my ribs. My pussy leaked anyway. Daddy unzipped and freed his cock, thick and already wet at the tip. He rubbed it along my slit, caught my juices, and pushed into my cunt in one steady stroke.

Full. Stuffed front while the plug throbbed behind. The stretch punched my breath out. He fucked me hard enough that the bench creaked, each thrust knocking the plug deeper, the wand grinding at my clit and never letting up.

“Take it,” he said. “Show Rule how a corrected slut moves.”

I did. God help me, I did. My hips met him. The slap of skin filled the room. Slick sounds. My spit on the leather where my mouth hung open. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head up so Rule could see my face.

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

The line hit harder than the wand. My cunt clamped down. The orgasm hit with no warning, messy and loud, my pussy pulsing around his cock while I sobbed into the bench. Rule marked the card.

“One,” Rule said. “Clean finish. Keep going.”

Daddy did not stop. He kept driving into me through the aftershocks until the pleasure tipped into too-much and my legs tried to close. He shoved them wider with his knee. The wand stayed pinned. The plug kept pulsing. Sweat ran down my back.

“Again,” he said.

“I can’t.”

“You can. Say you’re Daddy’s whore and ask for another.”

My voice broke. “I’m Daddy’s whore. Please make me come again. Please.”

He angled sharper, grinding my clit into the wand on every drive. The second climax slammed harder. I gushed around him, wet enough that it slapped and sprayed his thighs. Rule’s pen scratched.

“Two. She’s losing form.”

Daddy pulled out. My cunt clenched on nothing, dripping. He dragged the wand away. I whined at the sudden quiet.

“Beads,” he told Rule.

Rule handed them over, cool and heavy. Daddy worked the plug free. My asshole gaped for a second, then fluttered. He pressed the first bead in. Then the next. Each one stretched me wider, warming as my body took them. By the fifth I was shaking. By the seventh I was begging him to stop and keep going in the same breath.

“Last one,” he said, and seated the widest.

I sobbed. Full. Open. Ruined already and we had barely started.

He fed his cock back into my cunt and fucked while he tugged the string of beads in tiny pulls. One bead popped free, and the burn watered my eyes. Another. My asshole fluttered and gaped around the remaining chain.

“Tell Rule what you swore,” Daddy said.

“I swore I’d never take a fist. I swore nobody else would see me like this.”

“And now?”

The wand returned. Cruel. Direct on my swollen clit. I came a third time with a bead halfway out, screaming into the leather, pride cracking down the middle like cheap glass.

“Past three,” Rule said. “She’s not tracking.”

Daddy yanked the rest of the beads free in one long drag. The empty burn left me panting. He slicked his fingers in my cunt, then pressed two into my asshole. I clenched. He waited. Added a third. The stretch stole language. Spit ran from my lip to the bench.

“More,” he said.

A fourth finger. The burn went white-hot. The heat of his hand sank into me. I tried to crawl forward. His arm locked around my hips.

“Stay. This is the thing you promised you’d never give. You give it now, or you safeword and we pack Rule’s case.”

I tasted salt. My cunt dripped onto his wrist. The old version of me, the one who negotiated contracts and slammed doors, clawed for air.

She lost.

“Do it,” I whispered. “Fist me. Please. Make me take it while he scores me.”

Daddy folded his thumb in and pressed. Slow. Relentless. The widest part of his hand met resistance and then, with a wet stretch that tore a sound out of my chest, slid past. His fist seated inside me. Heat. Pressure. Ownership so complete my brain shorted.

“Fuck,” Rule muttered. “She’s got the whole thing.”

I could not answer. Full past sense. Daddy held still so I could feel every knuckle. The wand touched down on my clit again. My body seized.

Coming. Coming too hard. No count. Pussy spasming empty while my asshole locked around his wrist. Drool. Tears. The wet smell of me thick in the warm air.

He fucked me with his fist in short, careful pumps. Stretch and drag. Squelch. My holes fluttered and failed to close when he eased out an inch and drove back in. Rule kept writing. I stopped hearing the numbers.

“Past four,” Rule said. “Past whatever came next. She’s gone.”

Daddy’s free hand found the remote and cranked the wand. Overstimulation blew through me. Another climax stacked on the last until they blurred. My mind dropped words. Too much. Can’t. More. Hole. Used.

He pulled his fist free. The gape stayed. Cool air moved over the open ring of me. I sobbed at the emptiness.

He lined his cock up and drove into my asshole in one thrust. Raw. Thick. Filling the space his hand had forced. He pounded me hard, hips slapping, the wet sounds filthy and constant. The wand stayed on my clit. Rule stepped closer, card in hand, eyes on the stretch where Daddy’s cock split me.

“Say it,” Daddy growled. “Name yourself.”

“Your fist slut. Your watched whore. A hole that comes for strangers.”

“Again.”

I said it again, louder, while he railed me open and the wand ruined what was left of my control. Orgasm after orgasm, no numbers, only the slap of skin and Rule’s pen and the heat pouring off the radiator into my shaking thighs. Cum built in my belly and broke. My cunt sprayed the bench. My asshole clenched around him until he cursed and buried deep.

He came hard, flooding me, thick pulses that leaked out around his cock when he kept thrusting through it. Warmth ran down my thigh. He held there, seated to the root, while my body twitched.

“Final score,” Rule said. He held up the card. Black ink. Numbers I could not read through the blur. “She broke. She took the fist. She finished past tracking.”

Daddy eased out. Cum dripped from my open ass onto the leather in a slow, heavy line. He wiped his hand on my back, then turned my face toward Rule.

“Thank him for the test.”

“Thank you for scoring me,” I rasped.

Rule packed the beads and the wand. He left the remote on the side table, red light still blinking. “Next week we raise the bar. She’ll need the gag if she keeps screaming like that.”

The door shut behind him.

Daddy uncuffed my wrists and rolled me onto my side on the warm leather. His palm rested on my lower belly. I stared at the remote he had left within reach on purpose, the egg sticky on a towel beside it.

My phone buzzed once from the kitchen drawer where he had locked it days ago. Work. I did not move for it.

On the side table, next to Rule’s scored card, sat the fist-sized training plug he had lined up for later, dark silicone cool, waiting in the shape of what I had already given away.


Chapter 5: No Way Back

The brass bell on the kitchen wall rang once. Hard. Sharp.

I kept scrubbing the same plate. Soap ran over my wrists. My cunt twitched at the sound anyway, traitor wet before I even turned.

The bell rang again.

I set the plate down loud on purpose. I wiped my hands on my thighs and stayed put. He could wait. He could come find me if he wanted a show.

Footsteps crossed the hall. Callum stopped in the doorway. His sleeves were rolled. His mouth stayed flat.

“I rang twice,” he said. “You know what that means.”

“I’m busy.” My voice came out thin. “Wash your own damn dishes.”

He crossed the kitchen in three steps. His hand closed on the back of my neck. Heat shot straight down my spine and into my clit. I hated how fast it hit.

“You want to play brat tonight,” he said. “Fine. Come.”

I dug my heels in. “No. I’m done being hauled around like a pet. You already took what I swore I’d keep. That was enough.”

His grip tightened. He steered me down the hall toward the front of the house. Toward a room I had only walked past. The parlor. Street windows. Blinds open. Lamps on.

A man stood by the fireplace with a drink. Broad shoulders. Grey at the temples. He looked me over without hurry.

“This is Vance,” Callum said. “Forty-two. He stays. You perform.”

My stomach dropped. My nipples went tight under the thin shirt. I tried to twist free.

“You can’t,” I said. “Not in front of someone. Callum, please.”

“You refused a summons,” he said. “You talked back. Now you get seen.”

Vance sipped his drink. “She looks mean when she wants to run. I like that.”

I spat the words at Callum. “Fuck you. I’m not putting on a circus for your friend.”

Callum’s thumb pressed under my jaw and tipped my face up. “Safeword is still red. Use it and this stops. Anything else is noise.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came. Red sat there like a clean door. I did not walk through it. That was the sick part. I wanted the cost.

He shoved me into the center of the rug. “Strip. Fold your clothes at your feet. Eyes on Vance while you do it.”

My fingers shook on the buttons. I peeled the shirt off. The cool air hit my bare tits. Vance’s gaze locked on my nipples. Shame crawled up my neck and my pussy leaked down my inner thigh anyway.

I shoved the shorts down. No panties. Callum had banned them that morning. I stepped out and stood naked under the street-facing glass. A car passed. Headlights dragged across my hips.

The blinds stood open on purpose. One word closed them. Red. I did not say it. I let the street keep its chance at me and hated how much I wanted the risk there.

“Present,” Callum said. “Feet wide. Hands behind your head. Show him the cunt you soak every time I correct you.”

I spread. My clit stood swollen and shiny. Vance hummed once, low.

“Pretty,” he said. “She drips before you even touch her.”

“She’s been dripping since the bell,” Callum said. “Haven’t you, Wren.”

I clenched my jaw. “Yes.”

“Yes what.”

The word stuck. Then it broke loose. “Yes, Daddy.”

My face went hot. Vance smiled into his glass.

Callum opened a black case on the low table. He lifted a thick leather collar with a short leash. He buckled it at my throat. The buckle clicked. The leash hung between my breasts.

Next came nipple clamps on a chain. Cold metal. He pinched the first nipple and set the bite. Pain spiked. My hips jerked. He clamped the other. The chain swung and tugged with every breath.

“Taste,” he said. He pushed two fingers into my mouth. They tasted like salt and leather polish. “Get them wet. You’re going to need it.”

I sucked. Spit slicked his knuckles. My tongue worked because he told it to. Between my legs I was a slick mess already.

He pulled his fingers free and drove them into my pussy without warning. I gasped. The wet sound filled the parlor. Squelch. Obscene. Vance tipped his head to listen.

“Loud little whore,” Vance said. “I can hear how open she is from here.”

Callum fucked those fingers in and out. My cunt clutched. The clamps bounced. I bit back a moan and failed.

He pulled out and wiped my slick across my lips. “Lick.”

I licked my own taste off. Tangy. Dirty. My stomach flipped and my clit throbbed harder.

From the case he took a string of fat anal beads, black silicone, graded thick. Then a remote vibe the size of two fingers. Then a short, heavy paddle.

“Turn. Bend. Grab your ankles,” he said. “Show Vance that tight rear you’ve been guarding.”

I turned. Bent. The clamps dragged toward the floor. Blood rushed to my head. My cheeks spread under the open window light. Anyone on the sidewalk who looked up could catch a flash of me.

He pressed cold lube to my rim. His thumb pushed in. I hissed. He worked the first bead against me.

“Push out,” he said. “Take it.”

The bead popped past the ring. Then the next. Stretch. Burn. Each one thicker. My thighs shook. A broken sound left my throat.

“Count them out loud so our guest can keep track,” Callum said.

“One,” I gasped. “Two. Three.”

The fourth made my knees buckle. He held my hip and forced it home. Five seated deep. The string hung down my crack like a leash of its own.

He slid the remote vibe into my cunt. It seated against my front wall. He clicked it on low. Buzz hit. My mouth fell open. Spit ran from my lip to the rug.

“Stand up. Hands behind your back,” he said.

I rose. He clipped my wrists with soft cuffs. The leash ran from my collar to his palm. The vibe hummed inside me. The beads filled my backside until I could barely think.

“Walk to Vance,” Callum said. “Kneel. Ask him if he wants to inspect Daddy’s slut.”

My feet moved. The chain between my nipples swung and bit. Each step made the beads shift. The vibe buzzed. Wetness ran down both thighs in shiny tracks.

I dropped to my knees in front of Vance. The carpet burned my skin. I looked up at a man I did not know while my body shook around toys I had not chosen.

“Please,” I said. My voice cracked. “Please inspect Daddy’s slut.”

Vance set his drink down. He took my chin. His thumb pressed my lower lip. “Open.”

I opened. He looked into my mouth like he was checking stock. Then he tugged the clamp chain. I yelped. Fresh wetness poured around the vibe.

“Responsive,” he said. “She’s going to break loud.”

Callum hauled me up by the leash and walked me to the wide ottoman under the window. He bent me over it. Chest flat. Ass up. Face toward the glass. My own breath fogged a circle on the pane.

He cranked the vibe higher. My cunt clenched hard. I rocked into the buzz without meaning to.

“Stay still,” he said. “You move, I add.”

I tried. My hips twitched anyway. He brought the paddle down across my seat. Crack. The burn spread. I cried out. The beads jumped inside me.

He paddled again. Steady. Mean. Each strike shoved the beads deeper and made the vibe grind. My pussy made wet sucking noises around the toy. Vance stood close enough that I heard his breath change.

“Beg for the next one,” Callum said.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please hit me again. Please use me.”

The paddle landed. My skin lit up. My clit pulsed against the ottoman edge. I was so close already it scared me.

Callum stopped. He turned the vibe down to a cruel trickle. Denial slammed into me. I whined into the leather.

“You don’t come until I say,” he said. “And you don’t come quiet. Vance came to hear you fall apart.”

He gripped the bead string. “Push.”

I pushed. He dragged the first thick bead out slow. My rim stretched around it and fluttered. The pop made a filthy wet sound. Vance exhaled through his teeth.

“Again,” Callum said.

Bead after bead. Stretch. Pop. Burn. My legs shook. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the ottoman. When the last one popped free I was empty and aching and wrong.

His fingers returned slick with more lube. One. Then two. Then three. He scissored me open while the vibe teased my cunt on low. I made a raw noise I did not recognize.

“Tell Vance what you are,” Callum said.

“A whore,” I gasped. “A dirty fucking hole. His toy. Please.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a slut!” The shout bounced off the glass. “I’m Daddy’s cock sleeve. I need it. Please open me.”

Four fingers. The stretch stole my air. My rim burned. He twisted his hand and pressed. Knuckles. Pressure. My body fought and then gave.

His whole hand worked into me. I screamed into the ottoman. Full. Split. Owned past the line I had drawn in my head for years. Tears ran hot into my hair.

Vance’s voice came from above. “Look at that. She’s taking a full hand like she was built for it.”

Callum held still deep inside my backside. The vibe kicked up one notch. My cunt fluttered. My empty-full brain shorted.

“Breathe,” Callum said. “Clench on me. Show him you can hold it.”

I clenched. The grip around his hand made me sob. Shame and heat tangled until I could not pick them apart. I had sworn no one would ever see me like this. Now a stranger was scoring me out loud while Callum held me open.

He began to move. Short pumps. My rim clung and dragged. Wet. Loud. Slick. Squish. My own broken moans under it.

“Fuck my hand,” he said. “Work for it.”

I rocked back. The clamps swung and tore at my nipples. The collar bit my throat. The vibe buzzed against my clit from inside. My pussy gushed around it in messy pulses.

Callum pulled his hand free with a slow, filthy slide. The empty ache made me cry harder. He wiped his slick hand across my tongue.

“Taste what your greedy rear gave me.”

I licked. Musky. Raw. My own used flavor. My throat closed and my clit jumped.

He freed his cock. Thick. Hard. Veined. He dragged the head through the mess between my cheeks and pushed into my open backside in one long thrust.

I choked on a scream. He filled every stretched inch. His hips slapped against sore skin. Different sound than the paddle. Wet meat. Heavy.

He fucked me hard over the ottoman. Deep. Steady. The vibe in my cunt climbed and dropped under his thumb on the remote. Up. Down. Up. Every time I got close he killed it.

“Please,” I begged. Spit strings hung from my lip. “Please let me come. I’ll be good. I’ll take anything.”

“Name it,” he said. He pounded in. “Name the filthy thing you are while my friend watches you take cock in your used rear.”

“I’m a public slut,” I sobbed. “I’m a broken whore who gets displayed in windows. I’m a good little toy. Please, Daddy, please, I need to come on your cock.”

Vance stepped closer. Whiskey came off his breath. “She’s gone. Listen to her. There’s no fight left.”

He was right. The rebellion had burned out somewhere between the beads and the open blinds. What was left was craving so sharp it hurt. I pushed back onto every thrust with no shame left in me. My tits scraped the leather. The chain clinked.

Callum reached under me and ripped the vibe out of my cunt. Empty. Then he pressed the broad head of a wand against my clit and held it there on high.

The buzz hit like a brand. My whole body seized. He fucked my backside through it. Relentless. The wand ground my clit until thought left.

“Hold,” he ordered. “You come when I count three. Not before.”

I shook. Sobbed. The edge rose huge and ugly. My cunt clenched on nothing. My rim fluttered around his cock. Spit and tears mixed on the ottoman.

“One.”

Too much. Too bright. My thighs locked.

“Two.”

I made a sound like an animal. Vance’s quiet laugh rolled over me.

“Three. Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm wrung me out in hard, ugly spasms. My cunt gushed onto the leather in a wet rush I could hear. My backside clamped his cock so tight he grunted. I jerked and drooled and came like my body was trying to turn inside out. No words. Just raw noise. Lost. Used. Done.

He kept the wand on me through it until I screamed and tried to crawl away. He pinned my hips and fucked me through the aftershocks. Then he buried deep and came. Hot pulses flooded me. Thick. Claiming. Every spurt landed deep.

He pulled out. Cum leaked from my open rim down over my empty cunt and onto my thighs. He caught some on his fingers and shoved it in my mouth.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed. Salt. Him. Me.

He unclipped the cuffs. Took the clamps off. Feeling flooded back into my nipples with a sharp ache. He left the collar on.

I slid to the floor on weak legs. Cum cooled on my skin. The window still showed the street. My reflection in the glass looked wrecked. Flushed. Soft-mouthed. Owned.

Vance picked up his drink again. “She’ll be fun when you bring her further.”

Callum crouched. He wiped my chin with his thumb. I leaned into the touch before I could stop myself.

I had come here because I could not run my own want without wrecking it. I had stayed because his correction was the only thing that made the noise in my head shut up. Tonight I had refused him and ended up begging a stranger to watch. Going back to the woman who scrubbed plates and pretended she did not drip for a bell would cost more than I had left.

Callum tipped my face up. His voice stayed calm. Certain.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Witnessed

Istood at the kitchen counter buttering toast when the front door clicked and a second set of boots crossed the hall.

My knife stalled. He had not told me anyone was coming. The butter sat cold on my tongue before I swallowed.

“Wren.” His voice came from the doorway, flat and sure. “Put that down. Come here.”

I set the knife on the plate. My bare thighs stuck to each other under the short dress he had chosen that morning. Heat climbed my neck for no fair reason. I smelled like last night’s soap and the faint musk of him.

He stood with another man behind him. The stranger was grey at the temples, coat still on, keys hooked in one finger. His gaze ran over my legs, my mouth, the collar at my throat, and stayed there.

“This is Vance,” he said. “He sits in on training when I say so. He stays for the afternoon.”

My stomach dropped. I took a step back toward the counter.

“No,” I said. “I did not agree to that.”

Vance did not smile. He hung his coat on the peg and waited like a man who had seen this argument before.

“You agreed to correction under my roof,” he said from the doorway. “You asked for follow-through when you started testing every line. A witness is part of that now. You can walk to the car and leave. Or you can kneel and we negotiate what he sees.”

The car keys on the hook by the door tugged at me. Leaving meant going back to the flat where nobody stopped me, where my mouth ran and nothing landed. The thought of staying made me clench on nothing. Shame hit first. Want came right under it, sticky and wrong.

I hated that my body chose before my mouth did.

“What does negotiate mean,” I said.

“It means you name your hard stops once. Then you take what I give inside those stops. Vance watches. He may touch if I hand him a job. He does not take you home. He does not film. Safeword stays the same. Red ends it.”

Vance nodded once. “Forty-two years old and I know how to keep my mouth shut outside this house.”

I licked my lip. The toast lay forgotten. My pulse beat against the collar.

“I do not want him to see my face when I come,” I said.

“Then you will learn to come with your face seen,” he said. “Try again.”

My nails dug into my palm. “No photos. No names outside. And he does not fuck my pussy. Mouth and hands only for him.”

Vance glanced at him. He tipped his chin.

“Accepted,” he said. “My cock still owns that hole. His fingers and his dick use your throat if I say. Ass stays mine to stretch. We are done talking terms. Kneel.”

I stayed on my feet one second too long. A small push. A last scrap of the woman who argued for a living.

He crossed the kitchen in three strides, hooked two fingers in the collar, and walked me into the front room by the leather. The carpet burned my knees when he put me down. Vance followed and shut the door. The latch sounded final.

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

The words sat on my ribs like a hand.

He sat in the wide chair and pointed at his thigh. “Over. Dress up. Panties down.”

I crawled the last foot. My hands shook when I shoved the cotton down my hips. Cool air hit my bare rear. I draped myself over his lap. His thigh was solid under my belly. His hand settled on the small of my back, heavy, pinning me. The scent of his soap and skin filled my nose. Under it I caught my own wet smell already.

Vance stood where I could see his shoes if I turned my head. I kept my face in the cushion.

The first spank cracked across both cheeks. The heat spread wide and sharp. I jerked. He held me down and gave me another, then another, measured, no rush. Each slap drove my hips into his leg. My clit rubbed the seam of his trousers. Slick smeared there. I tried to hold still and failed.

“Count in your head,” he said. “Do not waste my time with noise yet.”

Ten. Fifteen. My rear burned. Tears stung without leave. Between the blows his palm rubbed the hot skin, then struck again. Vance’s weight shifted on the floorboards. Being watched sent wet down my thigh.

“She soaks through a spanking,” Vance said, dry. “You were not kidding.”

“She soaks through worse,” he said. “Up. Strip the dress. On the rug on all fours facing him.”

I stood on shaky legs. The dress went over my head. I dropped to my hands and knees naked except the collar. My spanked rear throbbed in the cool air. Vance crouched in front of me so his face was level with mine. Up close he smelled like coffee and wool.

“Look at him while I work you,” he said behind me. “If you hide your face, we start the spanking over.”

A drawer opened. Lube clicked. Cold gel painted my asshole. One thick finger pressed in. I gasped. My mouth fell open on a sound I did not plan. Vance watched my eyes while the finger sank to the knuckle.

“Tight,” he said. “Say what you are while he opens that hole.”

I swallowed. “I am a brat who needs this.”

The finger twisted. A second joined it. The burn stretched wide. “Filthier.”

“I am a hole,” I forced out. “A dirty hole that gets wet when Daddy corrects me.”

“Better.” He worked both fingers in and out until the ring gave. Then a third. My arms shook. Slick from my pussy ran down and mixed with the lube. His fingers worked me loud and wet. Vance’s pupils were dark. His hand rested on his own thigh, calm.

“Beads,” he said.

The string came cold and slick. The first bead pushed past the ring. Then the next. Each one thicker. My rim fluttered around each one. By the fourth I was panting into the rug. He seated the last and left the ring hanging against my cheek.

“Mouth,” he told Vance. “She practices on you while I keep her full.”

Vance stood and opened his fly. His cock was already hard, thick, the head dark. He held it near my lips.

“Ask,” he said from behind me.

I stared at the vein along the shaft. My tongue pushed against my teeth. The part of me that still had a job and a name screamed to shove back and leave. My cunt pulsed instead.

“I want to suck his cock,” I said. “I want him to use my throat while you own my ass.”

“Good girl. Take it.”

Vance fed the head past my lips. Salt hit my tongue. I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper. He held my hair at the crown and set a pace. Behind me, Daddy’s hand tugged the bead ring. One bead dragged out. My moan vibrated around Vance’s dick. Spit ran down my chin onto the rug.

He pushed the bead back in and pulled the next. In. Out. My asshole clenched and lost. Vance thrust into my mouth until my nose met his stomach. I gagged. Drool spilled. He held me there, heavy on my tongue, while Daddy worked the beads again.

“She gags pretty,” Vance muttered. “Look at her eyes water.”

He pulled back enough for air. I coughed spit onto his shaft. He wiped it across my cheek and pushed in again.

Daddy’s free hand slid under me and found my clit, already swollen. He rubbed in tight circles while the beads stretched me. My hips bucked. Everything pulled at once. Cock in my throat. Beads in my rear. Fingers on my clit. Vance’s scent in my nose, musk and skin, mixing with the lube and my own wet.

“Do not come yet,” he said. “You hold until I say.”

I tried. My thighs shook. Vance fucked my face in short hard strokes. Each time the beads moved, my throat tightened around him. He groaned once, low.

Daddy pulled the whole string out in one slow drag. My hole gaped. Empty. Aching. Before I could close, his fingers returned, four this time, tips pressed together. He pushed. The burn went white. I screamed around Vance’s cock.

“Breathe through it,” he said. “You take my hand today.”

The knuckles pressed. My body fought. Then the widest part slipped past and his fist seated inside me. Full. Huge. The weight of his arm held me open. I could not think. Only the stretch. Only Vance’s dick filling my mouth. Only the shame of his eyes on my face while a fist owned my ass.

“Holy fuck,” Vance said. “She took it.”

“She takes what I give.” He twisted his wrist a fraction. My whole body jolted. “Suck him properly. Show him you are useful.”

I bobbed on Vance’s cock with what rhythm I had left. Spit strings connected my lips to his shaft when I pulled back. He held my jaw and used me. Behind me the fist stayed buried, a thick claim I could not argue with. My clit throbbed untouched now. Need crawled up my spine.

He moved the fist in shallow pulses. My asshole clung. Lube squelched with every push. Vance’s breathing went rough.

“I am close,” Vance said.

“Throat,” he answered. “She swallows. Wren, you thank him when he finishes.”

Vance drove deep and held. Hot cum hit the back of my tongue in thick pulses. I swallowed around him, gagging once, then again, taking it down. Some leaked from the corner of my mouth. He pulled out. A last rope painted my lower lip. I licked it because his hand in my hair tipped my head that way.

“Thank you for using my mouth,” I whispered.

Vance zipped up and stepped back to the wall, still watching.

Daddy eased his fist out. The empty gape left me shaking. Before I could sag, he pressed a thick plug into the loose ring and seated it with a firm shove. The base kissed my sore cheeks.

“Stay up,” he said. He stood, freed his own cock, and sat again in the chair. “Crawl. Mouth on me. Hands behind your back.”

I crawled with the plug shifting inside me on every move. The scent of him hit stronger up close, clean sweat and the soap from his shower. I laced my fingers at the small of my back and took his cock into my mouth. Thicker than Vance. Familiar. I sank until my lips met the base and held.

His hand rested on my head, weight and heat. “Vance rates you while you work. Listen.”

“Eager throat,” Vance said from the wall. “Sloppy. Needs more stamina. Ass takes a fist with noise but she stays. Brat streak is still there in the shoulders.”

Each word landed while I sucked. My nipples brushed the chair leather. Slick ran down my inner thighs onto the rug. I hollowed and stroked him with my tongue. He let me set the pace for a stretch, then took my hair and fucked up into my mouth in deep strokes. Tears ran. Drool soaked his balls.

He pulled me off with a wet pop. “Over the ottoman. Chest down. Ass up. Plug stays.”

I draped myself. He knelt behind me, lined up, and drove into my pussy in one thrust. I cried out. The plug in my rear made everything tighter. He fucked me hard enough the ottoman legs scraped. Each slam shoved the plug deeper. Vance came around to stand near my face.

“Tell him what you are,” he said, hips snapping.

“I am Daddy’s whore,” I gasped. “I am a toy that comes for an audience. I am a used little slut with a fist-stretched hole.”

“Again.”

I said it again as he pounded. The wet slap of his hips on my sore cheeks filled the room. My clit dragged on the leather. The build coiled low and mean.

“Now,” he said. “Come on my cock. Let him see your face.”

I broke. My pussy clamped. Spasms wrung my belly. I made a raw sound into the ottoman. Too much. Full. Coming. My vision went narrow. I shook and kept shaking while he fucked me through it, ruthless, until the clench turned into limp aftershocks.

He pulled out, stripped the plug free, and pushed his cock into my stretched asshole in two thrusts. The burn flared. I moaned into the leather. He fucked my rear with long strokes, using the gape his fist had left. Vance watched my open mouth drip spit onto the fabric.

“Hold her cheeks,” he told Vance.

Vance’s hands spread me. Older fingers, firm, exposing everything. Daddy’s cock punched deep. The weight of both of them on me, looking, holding, using, pressed the last of my pride flat. My cunt dripped onto the ottoman in a dark patch.

He groaned and buried himself. He emptied into my ass, hot and thick. He stayed locked in until the last of it. When he drew back, cum leaked from my hole down over my empty pussy.

Vance released my cheeks. I stayed draped, breathing hard, plug-sore and fucked open.

He rubbed my back with his palm, almost kind. The kindness sat wrong after what they had done. Tenderness as a hook. I leaned into it anyway.

“Water,” he said. Vance brought a bottle. He tipped it against my lips. I drank. My throat ached from cock. My rear ached from fist and dick. The room smelled like sex and sweat and the faint copper of how hard I had bitten my lip.

He sat on the floor beside the ottoman and pulled me into his lap. My spanked skin throbbed against his trousers. It slid out of me onto his thigh. He wiped my chin with his thumb and fed the mess back into my mouth. I sucked his thumb clean.

Vance put his coat on. “Same day next week?”

“If she stays,” he said. His hand stroked my hair. “She heard the terms. She took the fist. She came with her face out. That door is still unlocked until she says she is mine in front of a witness on purpose.”

Vance’s keys jingled. “She will.”

The door shut behind him. The house went quiet except my breathing.

I turned my face into his chest. The collar’s metal tag clicked against his button. My asshole still fluttered around the ghost of his fist, a dull stretch that would not ease. Every shift of my hips put it back in front of me. What Vance had seen. What I had begged for. What I could not pretend was private anymore.

“Next time he brings a list,” he said into my hair. “Tasks. Marks. You will earn them on your knees in this room.”

I nodded against his shirt. The ache in my used hole pulsed in time with my heart, heavy and wet, and it stayed with me when he stood and walked me toward the hall for a cloth, a weight I would carry into whatever he took next.


Chapter 7: Denied and Given

Ilaid the oil bottle on the desk when he told me to and kept my mouth shut for three whole breaths. Then the old grit came up hot.

“You can skip the soft act,” I said. “I know where this goes.”

He took the bottle anyway. Warm oil pooled in his palm. The smell of it hit first, clean and thick, and my thighs locked before his fingers did.

“Hands on the wood. Feet apart. You asked for private correction, Wren. You get the prep that comes with it.”

I planted my palms on the desk. The grain bit into my skin. My bare ass cooled in the air while his oiled hands slid from the backs of my knees up, and my pussy clenched like it had a vote.

It did not.

His thumbs pressed the soft crease where thigh met cheek. Heat from his skin sank in. Texture of callus dragged through the slick. My clit throbbed once, hard, traitorous, and I bit the inside of my cheek until I tasted iron.

“Last night rattled you,” he said. “You want the room empty. You want me soft. That is a mercy. Mercies get earned.”

“I earned it,” I shot back. “I took everything he put on me. I said the words. I stayed.”

His palm cracked across my right cheek. Fire bloomed. I jerked and the desk scraped an inch.

“Tone,” he said.

I shut up. The sting sank deep and turned into that low, filthy ache I hated wanting. Grief sat under it for the girl who used to slam doors and mean it. She was far gone. My nipples tightened against nothing.

He oiled both cheeks until they shone. Then his fingers split me open from behind, slow, and cool air kissed the wet seam of my pussy.

“Inspecting first,” he said. “No talking unless I ask.”

One finger traced my outer lips. Slick already coated them. He made a small sound, pleased, and it pulled low in my belly. I wanted to close my legs. I kept them spread because closing them cost more now than holding still.

Two fingers parted me. He looked. I stared at the far wall and tried to pretend my cunt was not dripping onto his knuckles.

“Sore from yesterday,” he said. “Swollen. Still hungry.” He rubbed my clit in one firm circle and stopped. My hips chased the touch. He slapped my inner thigh. “Still.”

I froze. Oil ran down the cleft of my ass. His thumb pressed my asshole, not entering, only resting there warm and certain, and my stomach flipped.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Please what.”

I swallowed. “Please touch me.”

“You get what I give.” His thumb pushed in to the first knuckle. Burn. Stretch. I moaned into my own arm. He worked the knuckle in a small grind until the ring of muscle eased, then pulled free and left me empty.

Empty was worse.

He wiped his hands on a cloth, then came back with a short strap and a set of nipple clamps linked by a thin chain. Metal clicked. Cold bit both tips at once. I yelped. He tightened until the ache lived in my tits like a pulse.

“Count the strikes,” he said. “You mouth off during prep, you get the strap before the rest.”

The first lick of leather cut across both cheeks. I hissed. “One.”

“Louder.”

“One!”

Two. Three. Four. Heat stacked. My ass lit up and my pussy leaked down my thigh in a thin line he caught with two fingers and pushed back inside me.

“Five. Six.”

On seven my voice broke. On eight I went up on my toes. On nine I almost begged without being told. On ten he stopped and rubbed the welts with the flat of his hand, warm over raw, and the kindness of that touch made my throat close.

Trap. Obvious trap. My body leaned into his palm anyway.

“Good,” he murmured. “Now we see how long you last when I decide you wait.”

He turned me, sat on the straight chair, and pulled me over his knees. My clamped nipples dragged against his trouser leg. The chain swung. Pain spiked sweet. His hand settled on my hot ass, then slid between my thighs and cupped my whole pussy like he owned the heat there.

Because he did.

Fingers parted me again. He found my clit and rubbed in tight, mean circles. Oil and my own slick made filthy little sounds. My breath went ragged. The climb started fast, too fast, shame piled on top of need, and I shoved my face into the crook of his knee to hide it.

He stopped.

I made a broken noise.

“Quiet,” he said. “You come when I say. Not before.”

He started again. Slower. Two fingers fucked into my pussy while his thumb teased my clit, then left it alone, then came back. Edge after edge. My thighs shook. Sweat prickled along my spine. The clamps tugged every time I squirmed.

“Say what you are.”

I gritted my teeth. “Your brat.”

His hand left my cunt and cracked down hard on the strap marks. I cried out.

“Try again.”

“Your slut,” I gasped. “Your dirty little toy. Please. Let me come.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed in my ribs. I hated how fast my mouth opened.

“Please, Daddy. Please let your whore come on your hand. I need it. I need your fingers. I will be good.”

He hummed. “Almost.”

A thick butt plug pressed my asshole. I tensed. He waited until I breathed out, then pushed. The stretch burned wide. My ring fought, then took it, and the base seated flush. My pussy had nothing to grip and tried anyway.

“Full,” he said. “Now you hold that while I work you.”

His fingers drove back into my soaked cunt. Three this time. Knuckles rubbing. The plug shifted with every thrust. Too much. Perfect. Wrong. My clit throbbed under his thumb and the climb roared back.

I was going to break. I could taste it.

He pulled his hand away again.

I sobbed once, ugly. “You said.”

“I said I might.” His palm stroked my burning cheek like praise. Tenderness with teeth. “You still think you bargain. You do not.”

He stood me up. My legs wobbled. He bent me back over the desk, cheek to wood, and kicked my feet wider. The plug weighed inside me. Clamps dragged. He picked up a slim vibe, thumbed it on, and pressed the buzzing head flat to my clit.

My whole body jerked. “Fuck. Fuck, I can’t.”

“You can. You will take the edge until I lift it.”

He held it there. Buzz chewed through me. My hips bucked. Slick ran down to the plug. I clawed the desk edge. The orgasm rushed up and he took the vibe off one heartbeat before I fell.

I screamed into the wood.

“Again,” he said, and put it back.

Edge. Deny. Edge. Deny. My clit felt huge, raw, frantic. Tears cut hot tracks to my mouth. Salt. I begged in scraps. Please. Please. I will do anything. Name it.

He clicked the vibe higher and pushed two fingers into my pussy beside the buzz. “Come.”

I shattered.

The first one broke low and hard. My cunt spasmed hard around his fingers. The plug jumped. My thighs slammed together and he forced them back open with his knee while I shook and drooled on the desk.

“That’s one,” he said. “Say it.”

“One,” I choked. “Thank you.”

He did not let me come down. The vibe stayed. His fingers curled and rubbed that sore front wall. Second climax landed on the first before the first finished. My vision spotted. I howled.

“Two. Count.”

“Two! That’s two!”

“One more.”

“I can’t.”

“You will.”

He yanked the plug out. My asshole gaped for a second, empty and pulsing, and then his slick fingers pushed in. One. Two. Three. He worked me open with a patience that was its own cruelty. The burn spread. I pushed back because holding still hurt more. His other hand kept the vibe pinned to my clit.

“Take my hand, brat.”

Four fingers. Knuckles. The stretch turned huge. My mouth fell open on a silent cry. He twisted, pressed, and my ring gave. His fist seated inside my ass, thick and impossible, and I came a third time so hard my knees buckled. He held me up by the fist in my guts and the vibe on my clit while I gushed down my own legs in messy spurts.

“Three,” I sobbed. “Three. Please. No more.”

“Two more. You do not get to stop on a soft number.”

He fucked my ass on his fist in short, grinding thrusts. Wet squelch filled the room. Smell of sex and oil and sweat. My pussy clenched on air, dripping, ruined. The clamps bounced. Each tug shot lightning to my clit.

“Say what I am doing to you.”

“You are fisting my asshole,” I wept. “You are making your dirty hole take it. I am your used little bitch. Please. Please make me come again.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please force another orgasm out of me. Please ruin me. I need it. I need you to decide.”

He pressed the vibe harder and opened his fist a fraction inside me. Fourth climax tore loose. I screamed his title until my voice cracked. My ass locked around his wrist. Slick poured down both thighs. I lost the words mid-count and he slapped my cunt once, sharp.

“Number.”

“Four! That’s four, Daddy, fuck, four.”

My brain went thin. Short scraps. Too much. Full. Cannot. More. The proud part of me tried to stand up inside my skull and got washed under. Grief for her hit between spasms, blunt and useless. She would have walked out. I stayed bent and open and shaking for the fifth.

He pulled his fist free. The ring stayed open, aching, fluttering. He lined up his cock and drove into my pussy in one hard stroke. I was so slick the thrust slapped loud. He fucked me deep, hips slamming my sore strap-marked cheeks, and the vibe ground against my clit and did not stop.

“Five. Give it.”

I broke.

The fifth orgasm wrecked what was left. My cunt milked his cock. I soaked his balls. My arms gave out. He held my hips and pounded through it, chasing his own, and when he came he buried deep and flooded me in thick pulses. Hot. Claiming. My belly fluttered with it.

He stayed inside while I twitched. The vibe finally clicked off. Silence, except for our breathing.

He pulled out. Cum slid down my thigh in a slow, heavy trail. He caught some on his fingers and pushed it back into my pussy, then smeared the rest over my welted ass like a mark.

“Look at me.”

I turned my head. His face was calm. Mine was a mess of tears and spit.

“You wanted mercy,” he said. “You got denial first. Then you got release on my count. That is the shape now. You do not pick the soft road anymore.”

My throat worked. “I know.”

“Say the part that changed.”

I hated the truth. It still came out. “I cannot refuse your timing. If I walk, I lose the only place that holds me. Going back costs more than staying.”

He nodded once. Unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed into my nipples and I whimpered. He rubbed them with warm palms until the worst spike dulled, and even that care was a leash.

“Clean the desk,” he said. “Then kneel.”

I wiped the wood with the cloth. My hands shook. Cum and slick shone on the grain until I scrubbed it dull. I knelt on the towel again, ass throbbing, asshole sore and loose, pussy leaking his load down onto my heels.

He checked his phone, then set it face down.

“Tomorrow at seven you present in the front room,” he said. “Rule will review you. He is thirty-eight. He keeps score. You will be naked, plugged, and ready for inspection when he arrives. You will thank him for every note he writes.”

Vance had watched. Rule would grade. The circle tightened.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Safeword still stands. Outside that, you do as told.” He tipped oil back into the bottle, capped it, and set a fresh plug and a short written list on the desk in front of my knees. “Read the list tonight. Memorize the posture. If you fail the review, you lose private days for a month.”

I stared at the paper. The letters blurred, then sharpened. My mouth went dry.

“Go shower,” he said. “Cold water only. Then seat the fresh plug and wait on the bench by the door. I will check you at midnight. If you touch yourself before then, we start the edges over, and Rule still comes in the morning.”

I got up. My knees barely held. Plug. Bench. Midnight. Morning.

“Wren.”

I looked up.

“You begged,” he said. “I let you. Remember which of those belonged to you.”

I walked toward the hall on raw feet, his cum cooling on my thighs, the list already burning behind my eyes, and the old version of me stayed on that towel like something I had finally put down.


Chapter 8: The Last Wall

Last night’s mess was drying sticky between my thighs when the phone buzzed once on the counter. One word on the screen.

Come.

My knees locked. The fridge hummed. Cold tile bit my bare soles as I crossed the kitchen, thighs glued together, the plug from hours ago thick in me and shifting with every step. He had left me like that on purpose. Used, denied the soft part, then forced to finish on his terms and told to keep the stretch overnight.

I went down the hall.

His study door stood ajar. Warm air leaked out, thick with coffee and skin. I pushed it wider and stopped.

Two cups on his desk. One still steaming. One half empty, lipstick on the rim. Red. Cheap cherry. Mine was clear balm. Always had been.

My stomach dropped hard.

“Who was here.”

He did not look up from the papers. He sat in the big chair in a black shirt with the sleeves rolled, calm as a locked door.

“Close it behind you, Wren.”

I shut the door. The click was too loud in the quiet.

“I asked who.”

His gaze lifted then. Steady. Cold. My arms prickled.

“Quinn stopped by. She is thirty-four. She brought contracts. She drank coffee. She left.”

Quinn. The name went through me like wire. She had known me before him. Before the rules. Before I started answering to Daddy like my spine belonged to someone else. She had seen me sharp and loud and in charge of my own mess.

Heat climbed my throat. Ugly. Green.

“You let her sit in here while I was upstairs with a plug in my hole and cum drying on me.”

“Watch your tone.”

I laughed, sharp and mean. “Or what. You already took everything last night. What is left.”

He set the pen down. Stood.

The room got smaller.

“You want to try me today. Fine.” He pointed at the floor in front of his chair. “Knees. Now.”

I stayed upright. That was the mistake. The last scrap of the old me flared hot and stupid.

“Make me.”

He crossed the space in three strides. Gripped my hair at the crown and forced me down. My knees hit the rug. The impact jarred up my spine. The plug shoved deeper as I folded, and a raw sound tore out of me.

“There,” he said. “That is where brats who pick fights over lipstick go.”

“She was in your chair.”

“She sat in a guest seat. You are jealous. Say it.”

I clenched my jaw. He tightened his hold until my eyes watered.

“Say it, Wren.”

“I am jealous.” The words tasted like ash. “She got to be a person in this room and I got to be a used hole upstairs.”

“Good. Now you will earn the right to stay on your knees without fighting me.” He freed my hair and stepped back to the desk. Opened the bottom drawer. “Worship. Service. You do not speak unless I ask. You do not come until I decide. Safeword is the same. Use it if you need it.”

I stared at the carpet fibers. My pulse banged in my throat. Cold sweat prickled under my breasts even though the study ran warm.

He set things on the desk one by one. A bottle of lube. The thick black silicone dildo with the flared base. The wand. Leather cuffs. A short paddle with holes drilled through it.

“Strip. Leave the plug.”

I peeled the sleep shirt off. No bra. No bottoms. Just the plug’s base nestled between my cheeks and the smear of last night still tacky on my skin. The air hit my nipples and they tightened at once, traitors.

He hooked a cuff around each wrist and clipped them behind my back. The leather creaked. My shoulders pulled. Helpless in two clicks.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“You walked in here ready to burn the house down over a coffee cup. That ends now. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

The line landed in my gut and sat there.

He unzipped. Drew his cock out already half hard. Thick. Veined. The head flushed dark. He stepped in until it bobbed an inch from my face.

“Worship. Start with your tongue. No teeth. No rushing.”

I leaned in. Licked a slow stripe from the base up to the tip. Salt and skin. He thickened against my tongue. Everything in me clenched on nothing and the plug answered with a dull shove that made me whimper into his flesh.

“Again. Slower.”

I dragged my tongue along the underside. Circling the ridge. Taking the head between my lips and sucking soft, then harder when his breath changed. Spit slicked him. Drool ran down my chin and dropped onto my tits.

He held still and let me work. The room held two sounds. The wet pull of my throat trying to take more, and the heater kicking on. Warm air washed my bare back. My thighs stuck together with fresh slick.

“Deeper.”

I pushed forward. He filled my throat. My nose pressed to the thatch of hair at his base. I gagged. Tears spilled. He held me there until my chest jerked, then eased back enough for air.

“Again. You wanted a fight. This is what you get instead.”

I took him. Gagged. Took him again. Spit strings connected my lips to his cock every time I pulled off. My jaw ached. My cuffed wrists flexed useless behind me. Heat flooded my face and I hated how wet I was getting from being used like a toy on the rug.

He pulled free. A string of drool snapped.

“Turn. Face the chair. Chest on the seat.”

I shuffled on my knees and draped myself over the leather. The chill of it shocked my nipples. My plugged rear stuck up. He kicked my knees wider.

The paddle cracked across my left cheek first. Sharp. Hot. The sound went through the study like a shot. I yelped. The second landed on the right. Third lower, catching the underside where I was softest.

“Count.”

“One. Two. Three.”

He kept going. Ten. Fifteen. The burn stacked. My skin went tight and screaming. Each smack shoved the plug and dragged a filthy wet sound out of my pussy. I dripped onto the leather. The smell of me cut sharp and needy under the coffee.

At twenty he stopped. Set the paddle down. Palmed both cheeks and spread them.

“Look at that. Red and stuffed and leaking. Quinn never saw this. Quinn never gets this. This is mine.”

The jealousy twisted again, but under it something worse. Relief. Belonging that made my throat close.

He gripped the base of the plug and tugged. The stretch flared. He worked it in short pumps until I was panting, then pulled it free. My hole fluttered empty and cold. It would not close. The air got in where he had been.

“Stay.”

Lube dripped down my crack, cold enough to make me flinch. He pressed one digit in. Then a second. Scissored. The burn woke fresh. He added a third and my breath came apart in ragged noises against the chair seat.

“Take it. You picked a fight. Your hole pays.”

He worked me until the stretch eased, then pulled out and pressed four together. The burn spiked white. I shook. My wrists jerked in the cuffs.

“Breathe. Push out.”

I did. He slid in to the knuckles. Held. The pressure was huge. Full past sense. Then he tucked his thumb and the widest part of his fist pressed against me.

“No,” I whispered. “Too much.”

“Safeword or take it.”

I bit the leather. Pushed. He sank in slow. My body fought and then gave. The widest part slipped past and I was full of him to the wrist. Stuffed. Split. A broken cry ripped out of me.

He held still while I shook and drooled on his chair. The heater clicked. Somewhere outside a car door slammed. Inside there was only the wet sound of my hole gripping his fist and my own ugly breathing.

“Good girl. Now you move. Fuck yourself on it.”

I rocked. Tiny rolls at first. Then deeper. The drag was filthy. Obscene squelches filled the study. My clit throbbed untouched. Slick ran down my thighs and cooled on the way to my knees.

He let me work myself. Minutes of it. Every shift sent sparks up my spine. Shame burned hotter than the paddle marks. I was fist-fucking my own ass over his chair because I had gotten jealous of a lipstick stain.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Your whore.” My voice cracked. “Your hole. A brat who needs her ass stretched until she stops thinking.”

“Louder.”

“I am Daddy’s dirty little toy and I get jealous like a bitch in heat when anyone else breathes near him.”

He twisted his wrist a fraction. White blew through my vision. “Better.”

He eased his fist out. The empty ache made me sob. Before I could clench shut he lined up the thick black dildo and shoved it home in one long push. I screamed into the seat. He fucked me with it in hard, even strokes. The wet slap of silicone on skin filled the room. My tits dragged on the leather. My cuffed arms strained.

He reached around with the wand and pressed it straight to my clit. Switched it on high.

The buzz hit like a brand. Too much. Instant. My hips bucked. He pinned me with his forearm across my back and kept railing my ass with the toy while the wand forced me higher.

“You do not come until I say. Service first.”

He yanked the dildo free, hauled me upright by the hair, and sat back in the chair. Pulled me forward by the cuffs until I straddled his lap facing him. His cock stood wet from my spit. He gripped my hips and dropped me onto him all at once.

I took every inch. Stuffed full again, this time in my pussy, and the stretch made me choke on a moan. He was thick enough that the leftover ache from his fist made everything bigger.

“Ride. Worship with your cunt. Eyes on me.”

I rolled my hips. Lifted. Dropped. The wet sounds got louder. Squelch and slap. Sweat ran between my breasts. He watched my face the whole time, calm, while I broke myself on him.

The wand came back. He wedged it between us so every grind mashed the buzzing head into my clit. My thighs shook. The build stacked fast and ugly.

“Ask.”

“Let me come. I need it. I will be good. I will stop picking fights over coffee cups.”

“What are you asking for.”

“Permission to come on Daddy’s cock like the used slut I am.”

He nodded once. “Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore out of me in hard jerks. I clamped and fluttered around him. My empty ass clenched on air. Spit ran down my chin. I made animal sounds, short and crude, lost it, too full, cannot, more, and he held me through it while the wand kept buzzing and dragged the climax out until I was sobbing and twitching.

He shut the wand off. Lifted me, turned me, bent me back over the chair, and pushed back into my pussy from behind. Harder now. Using me. Chasing his own. The sound of him fucking me was wet and relentless. My spent clit rubbed the leather and sparked little aftershocks that made me whimper.

“Mine,” he said against my ear. “Jealous. Soft. Corrected. You do not get to pretend you can walk this back.”

He came with a low groan and buried deep, pumping heat into me in thick pulses. Every pulse of it landed. He claimed the inside of me while my paddle-burned cheeks stung against his hips.

He stayed in me until he softened. Pulled out. Cum slid down my inner thigh, warm, then cooling in the draft from the heater vent.

He unclipped the cuffs. Rubbed my shoulders where they ached. Wiped my face with a cloth from the desk drawer. The tenderness sat wrong after everything. A trap shaped like care.

“On the floor. Cheek to the rug. Rest.”

I folded down. The rug scratched my cheek. My holes throbbed. My skin sang. The study smelled like sex and coffee and sweat.

He crouched beside me and stroked my hair once.

“You crossed a line today. You also learned the cost. Next time you feel that green rot in your gut, you bring it to me before you swing.”

I nodded against the floor. The last wall inside me had cracked when his fist went in and finished collapsing when I said those words out loud. I could refuse small things. Not him. Not cleanly. Not anymore.

A knock sounded at the front door. Hard. Two sharp raps.

He stood. Zipped. Looked toward the hall.

“Stay,” he said.

Footsteps in the entry. The front door opened. A voice I knew too well floated down the corridor, bright and wrong in this house.

“Callum? You said three. I brought the signed copies. And I brought wine.”

Quinn.

He glanced down at me, naked and dripping and marked on his study floor, then toward the sound of her heels.

“One moment,” he called.

The study door was still ajar. Her footsteps came closer.

He stepped out and pulled the door to behind him, not quite shut. I stayed on the rug where he had left me, naked and marked, and listened.

Their voices carried low down the hall. Quinn’s, bright and easy. His, flat. “The copies go in the safe,” he said. “Leave the wine. She is occupied.” A pause, then a soft laugh from Quinn that put the green rot back in my throat for one hot second before I swallowed it the way he had taught me. The clink of a bottle set down. The front door opening, then closing.

By the time he came back I had stopped shaking. He crouched and tipped my chin up.

“You heard that,” he said. “She came, she left, and you stayed exactly where I put you. No fight. That is the difference from this morning.”

I nodded against his hand. The jealousy was still there, small and mean and mine to bring to him now instead of swinging with it.

“Bath,” he said. “Then bed. Quinn will not be the last person who walks through that door while you kneel. You will handle each one the way you handled this.”


Chapter 9: Claimed

Ihad the collar half down my throat when the front door opened.

Callum did not pull out. His hand stayed in my hair. The thick leather bit my tongue and the metal ring tapped my teeth while footsteps crossed the hall.

“Stay,” he said.

I stayed. Spit ran off my chin onto the rug. My knees ached. The blinds were up and the streetlights threw pale bars across the floor, and anyone walking past the bay window would have seen a woman on her knees with a man’s cock stretching her mouth and a collar dangling from his fist.

Rule walked in. He was thirty-eight, tall, coat still on, and he looked at me the way a man looks at a thing already sold.

“She ready?” Rule asked.

“She will be,” Callum said. He pulled free of my mouth with a wet pop. A string of spit hung between his dick and my lip. “Wren. Present.”

I turned. I put my face to the floor and my hips up, the way he had drilled into me for days. My pussy was already soaked. The air hit it cold. I hated how fast my body gave that up for him. I hated how much I wanted Rule to see it.

Callum crouched. His fingers opened me from behind. Two of them pushed into my hole and twisted. I sucked air through my teeth.

“Still tight,” he said. “We fix that.”

Rule took the armchair. He sat back and waited, patient, a man who had already paid for the show. Callum opened the drawer under the coffee table and took out a bottle of lube, a string of fat black beads, and a thick silicone wand. He set them where I could smell the rubber and the clean chemical bite of the gel.

“Ask for it,” he said.

My face burned into the rug. “Please open my asshole, Daddy.”

He pressed the first bead to me. Cold. Slick. It stretched and popped in. The second followed. Each one forced a sound out of me I did not choose. By the fourth my thighs shook. By the sixth I was panting into the carpet and my cunt was dripping onto the wool.

“Taste that,” Callum said. He wiped two fingers through my wet and crammed them in my mouth. Salt. Sharp. Me. I sucked because he told me to, and the shame of liking my own mess made my hips push back for more beads.

He gave me more.

When the last bead sat inside, he flipped the wand on. The buzz filled the room. He pinned it hard against my swollen bud and held it there while the beads sat heavy in my gut.

“Don’t come,” he said.

I tried. God, I tried. The buzz drilled through me. My hole clenched on the string. Heat built fast and dirty in my belly. Rule watched without blinking. I bit the rug. I shook. The crest rose.

Callum yanked the wand off.

The orgasm broke wrong. Empty. My pussy fluttered and spilled a thin trickle down my thigh while I sobbed into the floor, unfinished and leaking for nothing.

“Pathetic,” Callum said. “Again.”

He shoved it back on. Fresh. Mean. I begged without words. The beads shifted when I clenched. Sex and hot rubber, sharp in my nose. My mouth still tasted like my own slick.

He pulled the wand away at the peak again. I came in a wasted shudder, hips jerking, nothing held, nothing given back. Drool soaked the rug under my cheek.

“Say what you are,” Callum said.

“A hole,” I gasped. “Your dirty little hole. Please.”

“Better.”

He started dragging the beads out.

One. Two. Each pop left me gaping for a second before I clenched on air. Three. Four. The burn turned sweet. Five. Six. When the last one left, my rim stayed open. Soft. Used.

Callum poured more lube. His thumb pressed in, then two fingers, then three. He worked me open. Rule sat ten feet away and drank from his glass like this was a normal Tuesday. My cock-starved cunt twitched empty. He gave it nothing.

“Fist,” Callum said.

I went still.

His hand tucked. Knuckles pressed. The stretch stole my breath. I pushed out like he taught me and the widest part of him slid past the ring of muscle and seated inside. Full. So full I could taste metal at the back of my tongue. His wrist turned. I made a broken sound.

“Take it, slut,” he said. “This is what whores get before they get claimed.”

He fucked me on his hand. Short thrusts. Deep. My belly ached. Sweat ran between my tits and hit the floor. The wet squelch of lube and my own mess filled the quiet room. I pushed back onto him. My body had stopped asking permission.

The wand came back. He pinned it to me while his fist stayed buried.

“Come,” he said. Then, right as I started to break, “No.”

He pulled the wand. He held his fist still. I shattered around nothing again, ruined, cunt pulsing, asshole gripping his wrist in ugly spasms while the pleasure drained out of me, wet and finishing nothing.

“Thank him,” Callum said.

“Thank you for ruining it,” I whispered. The words tasted like copper. Gratitude sat ugly and real in my chest. I wanted the next one already. I wanted him to keep taking it from me.

He eased his hand free. The gape stayed. Cool air moved over the open rim. Wide. Owned.

Callum stood. His cock was dark and thick and wet from my mouth. He lined up and drove into my stretched ass in one long shove.

I cried out. Rule shifted in the chair. Callum’s hips met my cheeks with a wet smack. He fucked me hard enough that my knees slid on the rug. Each thrust pushed a grunt out of me. His smell hit me every time he leaned close: soap, skin, the faint salt of sweat.

“Choke on this,” he said, and shoved two fingers into my mouth. I gagged. Drool ran. He used both ends of me. Rule watched. My empty pussy slapped wet against nothing.

“Tell Rule what you need,” Callum ordered.

I spat around his fingers. “I need Daddy’s cock in my asshole. I need to be his toy. Please don’t stop.”

Callum’s pace turned brutal. The wand buzzed back against me. Too much. Too fast. I climbed again, shaking, and he ripped the wand away the second my body locked.

Ruined. Again. I sobbed while he railed me through the wasted climax, and the shame of coming like that in front of another man made me wetter.

“Good little bitch,” he said. “Hold still.”

He pulled out. My rim clenched on empty air and stayed soft. He wiped his dick across my cheek. Then he reached into his pocket and took out a steel lock and a flat tag.

The collar came up under my jaw. Thick. Soft on the inside. He buckled it snug against my throat and fed the lock through the ring. The click was small. Final.

He held the key up where I could see it. Then he put it on his own keyring and dropped the ring back in his pocket.

“Permanent,” he said. “You leave this house, you leave with my name on your neck. You go back to your old life wearing proof you crawled for me. Rule is here so you don’t pretend later that this was a game.”

Rule stood. He walked over. He hooked one finger in the tag and tilted it so I could read the stamped letters upside down.

CALLUM’S.

“Looks right on her,” Rule said. He let the tag fall against my throat. Cold. Heavy. “She smell like that all the time?”

“When she’s been used,” Callum said.

He hauled me up by the collar. The leather dug in. He sat on the couch and dragged me face-down across his lap, hips high, chest on the cushions. His hand came down on my sore cheeks hard enough to sting. Then he spread me and spat on the open hole.

His cock shoved back in.

This angle hit deeper. I clawed the cushion. He spanked me while he fucked me, each strike timed to a thrust, and the wand found my clit again from underneath. I tasted the fabric. I tasted him on my tongue from earlier. The room smelled like sex and leather and the sharp green of Rule’s cologne where he stood close enough to watch my face.

“Beg to be mine,” Callum said.

“Please make me yours. Please keep me. Please don’t give me the key.”

He fucked harder. The collar jerked with every shove. The tag tapped my collarbone. Something cracked open in me, hot and shameful: thank you for locking it, thank you for not asking, thank you for making the choice for me so I could stop fighting.

The wand buzzed. I rose. He pulled it. Ruined me on his cock while I shook and dripped and failed to finish clean. I thanked him for that too, voice raw.

“Mine,” Callum said. His hand fisted the back of the collar. “Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours, Daddy.”

He drove in deep and held. His cock kicked. Hot cum pumped into my open, used hole in thick pulses. Every spurt hit deep and hot. He stayed buried until he finished, then pulled free and watched his load leak out of me onto his thigh.

“Lick it,” he said.

I slid off his lap onto my knees and cleaned his skin with my tongue. Salt. Bitter. Him mixed with lube. My own mess. The tag swung under my chin while I worked. Rule’s shoes stayed at the edge of my vision the whole time.

Callum wiped my mouth with his thumb.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Bath. Then bed. Rule will lock up on his way out.”

Rule nodded once. “I’ll tell the others she’s claimed. No one else puts a collar on her.”

The words dropped into my gut and sat there. Others. A list I had not seen. A world past this room.

Callum hooked a finger in the ring and walked me to the stairs. My legs shook. Cum ran down the inside of my thigh with every step. The collar sat warm against my pulse.

In the bathroom he ran the water. He stripped what was left on me and put me in the tub. He washed me with a cloth, slow, thorough, between my legs and up into the sore rim until I hissed. He did not tease. He cleaned what he had dirtied.

“Drink,” he said, and held a glass to my mouth. I drank. Cool water. His thumb brushed the tag.

He dried me. He walked me to the bed and laid me on my side. The collar stayed. He locked a short lead from the ring to the headboard so I could turn but not leave the mattress.

Then he stretched out behind me and put his palm flat on my belly.

The house went quiet. Rule’s car pulled away outside. My hole throbbed. My cunt ached unused and sticky. The leather at my throat smelled like him and new hide.

I should have wanted the key. I should have counted exits. Instead I pressed back into his chest and the lead went slack, and all I had left was tomorrow: how far I would let him take me if this was what staying cost, and how little of me was left to refuse with.


Chapter 10: Kept

Ichecked the drawer for the spare key and found his palm already closed around it.

The bedroom door stood open behind me. My bag sat open on the mattress, jeans half stuffed in, phone charger coiled on top like I still had somewhere else to go.

He did not raise his voice.

“Put the bag down, Wren.”

My fingers locked on the zipper. Heat crawled up my neck. My pussy went wet so fast it made me hate myself. I should have finished packing. I should have walked out while he slept. The marking on my hip still burned under the waistband of my shorts, and some scrap of me had decided that meant I still got a vote.

I set the bag down.

He took the key from my hand and set it on the dresser. Then he caught my chin and made me look at him.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

My mouth opened on a smart remark. Nothing came out. My thighs pressed together hard enough to ache.

He pointed at the floor.

“Knees.”

I dropped. The carpet bit my skin. He walked around me once, slow, and the weight of his stare sat on my shoulders like a hand. My nipples tightened under the thin shirt. I wanted to cover them. I kept my hands on my thighs because he had already taught me what covering got me.

“You packed,” he said. “After last night. After you asked me to keep you.”

“I woke up and I panicked.”

“Say the rest.”

My throat worked. “I panicked because I meant it.”

He made a low sound of approval. It landed between my legs. He hooked two fingers in the collar of my shirt and pulled me up by it until I stood, then marched me down the hall into the study. Papers covered the desk. One folder sat centered, my first name on the tab in his block print.

He opened it.

A lease addendum. My signature line blank. His already filled. Resident status under his address, no end date, no separate keys listed for me.

“You were going to run back to a flat you stopped paying for three weeks ago,” he said. “I already closed that. Sign.”

The old life had a door and he had shut it while I slept. Peace slid in under the panic, thick and wrong and wanted. I took the pen. My hand shook. I signed.

He closed the folder and locked it in the bottom drawer. The click landed in my bones.

“Clothes off. Over the desk.”

I stripped. Shirt, shorts, underwear in a heap. Cool wood pressed my tits flat when I bent. He cuffed my wrists to the far legs of the desk with soft leather restraints, short enough that my cheek stayed on the blotter. My ass stuck out. Air touched the wet smear already coating my inner thighs.

He opened the side drawer and set things out where I could track them from the corner of my eye. Thick black plug. Wand. A string of heavy anal beads. Lube. A pair of nipple clamps on a short chain.

“You do not get to leave,” he said. “You get to be kept. You asked for it. Now you take what kept looks like.”

Cold lube hit my asshole. I jerked. His finger pushed in without waiting for me to settle, one knuckle, then two, working the ring until it softened around him. The burn woke every nerve I had tried to pack away with the jeans.

“Tight,” he said. “Still fighting me in here.”

“I am not.”

His finger crooked. I gasped. My pussy clenched on nothing and dripped onto the desk edge.

“Lie better next time.”

A second finger joined the first. Stretch rolled through me in a thick ache. He scissored, patient, mean. The plug waited. He seated it instead, the flared base snug against my rim when it locked home. Full. Heavy. My hole fluttered around the stem and I made a broken sound into the blotter.

He clipped the clamps on my nipples. The bite punched a cry out of me. The chain swung and tugged with every breath.

“Name yourself.”

I swallowed spit. “Your slut.”

“Specific.”

“Your kept whore. The one who tried to run and got caught with the key in her fist.”

“Good girl.”

He switched the wand on and pressed the head to my clit. The buzz hit too hard, too clean. My hips bucked against the desk. He held me there with a palm on my lower back, pinning me to the wood while the wand chewed pleasure into me with no warm-up.

“Do not come yet.”

“I cannot…”

“You can. Hold it.”

I held. My thighs shook. Sweat stuck my stomach to the desk. The plug shifted every time I clenched. The clamps throbbed in time with my pulse. He dragged the wand in tight circles until my vision spotted, then pulled it off.

I sobbed once.

He freed his cock and rubbed the head through the mess of my pussy, coating himself, then lined up and shoved in to the root in one stroke. Stuffed. Split. The plug in my ass made the fit brutal, every inch of him crowding against that hard bulk through the thin wall inside me.

“Fuck,” I choked.

He fucked me in deep, even strokes, desk legs scraping the floor. The wet drag of his cock in my pussy filled the study. My tits scraped the blotter. The chain between the clamps jerked and sent bright pain through both nipples.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “A dirty little hole that packed a bag and still got wet when you caught her.”

“Again.”

“Your toy. Your bitch. Please.”

He fucked harder. The plug jolted. The buzz came back to my clit, pinned there while he pounded. Orgasm tore up from my gut before I could brace. I came hard, cunt milking his cock, ass gripping the plug, a raw cry torn out of me that left my throat scraped.

He did not stop.

“That was one. You do not get to finish packing. You get to finish breaking.”

The wand stayed. He kept thrusting. My clit screamed under the buzz. I tried to twist away. The cuffs held. He reached under, found the plug base, and fucked it in short pumps, his cock wrecking my pussy.

“Take it.”

“Daddy, please, too much…”

“Take it.”

Second orgasm slammed through me messier than the first. My legs gave. Drool wet the blotter under my cheek. He pulled out, leaving me empty and dripping, and worked the plug free with a slick pop that made me whimper.

Fingers again. Three this time, thick with lube, pushing into my ass until the burn edged toward panic. He twisted. Added a fourth. My rim stretched around his knuckles. I breathed in broken hitches.

“Push out.”

I did. His hand eased in past the widest part, slow, relentless, until my ass swallowed him to the wrist. Full in a way that stole language. Weight. Stretch. The shape of his fist locked inside me while I shook on the desk.

“Look at you,” he said. “Trying to run with this greedy asshole begging to be ruined.”

He fucked me on his fist in short, grinding thrusts. Each thrust dragged a wet sound out of me. The buzz found my clit again. I came with his whole hand buried in my ass, a gushing mess that slicked my thighs and the front of his trousers. My voice broke into scraps.

More. Cannot. Full.

He worked his fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the open ring and shame burned hotter than the stretch. He fed the anal beads in one by one, each heavier than the last, until the string hung deep and the last bead pressed my rim.

Then his cock again, this time shoving into my stretched ass around the beads, or past them, I could not track the geometry, only the brutal fill. He took my hips and railed me. Hard. Mean. The beads shifted with every thrust. The wand pinned my clit. The clamps tugged.

“Beg.”

“Please keep me. Please fuck my ass. Please do not let me leave. I am your whore, your kept slut, your broken little toy, please…”

He came with a low groan and flooded my ass, hot pulses that leaked out around his cock and ran down my thighs in thick lines. He stayed buried. Kept the wand on me.

Third orgasm. Fourth. Past four. Past whatever came next. Numbers slipped. My brain went offline in short filthy flashes. Too much. Coming. Again. Hole. His. Spit stringing from my lip to the desk. Pussy spasming empty. Ass full of cum and beads and the thick drag of his cock as he kept using me through the blur.

He pulled out. Dragged the beads free one by one, the wand never letting up. Each bead popped free with a wet sound that made me jerk and drip more cum onto the floor. I came again with the last bead leaving me, a wrecked, shaking mess with no count left and no pride left either.

He shut the wand off.

Quiet hit. My breath rattled. He uncuffed my wrists and gathered me off the desk, carried me to the chair, and sat with me in his lap. His shirt stuck to my sweaty back. His hand stroked my hair. The peace in my chest sat huge and stupid and real.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“For what.”

“For catching me. For locking the folder. For keeping me.”

He kissed my temple. “Say it clean.”

“I belong here. I do not want the key. I want to stay.”

He wiped my face with his thumb, cum and spit and tears mixed. “Good. Because the spare is gone. The lease is signed. Your bag gets unpacked by me, and anything you try to hide goes in the fire pit.”

I nodded against his chest. My used ass throbbed. Cum leaked onto his thigh. I did not move to clean it.

He stood me up long enough to walk me back to the bedroom. The open bag waited on the mattress. He dumped it. Clothes hit the floor. He folded nothing. He carried the empty shell of the suitcase to the closet and set it on the high shelf I could not reach without a chair.

Then he took the spare key from the dresser, walked to the study with me trailing naked behind him, and dropped it into the locked drawer with the folder. The lock turned. The key to that drawer went onto his own ring.

He pointed at the bed.

“On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I obeyed. He lubed fresh and pushed two fingers into my sore pussy, then three, then lined his cock up and sank back into me while I was loose and dripping from before. Softer pace this time. Deeper. His thumb found my swollen clit and rubbed in steady circles.

“You run again, I bring Vance over and make you explain the empty suitcase to him while I fuck you through it,” he said. “He is forty-two and he already knows you live here. He does not need the show. You will still give him one if you test me.”

My cunt clenched around him at the threat. Shame and heat twisted together until I could not pull them apart.

“I will not run.”

“Prove it. Come on my cock like a girl who wants to be kept.”

I did. Softer than the wrecked run before, real all the same, full-body, my fingers digging into the backs of my own knees while he watched my face and fucked me through it. He finished in me a second time, grinding deep, filling my pussy the way he had filled my ass, until I was marked inside in both places.

He pulled out. Cum spilled. He pushed it back in with two fingers and held it there.

“Stay.”

I stayed, knees up, his fingers plugged in my cunt, breathing until the shakes eased.

He cleaned me with a warm cloth later. Replaced the clamps with nothing. Rubbed lotion into the sore ring of my ass. Put me in one of his shirts and nothing else. Fed me water from his own glass.

When he left the room for a call, I walked to the study doorway on bare feet and looked at the locked drawer.

My key lived in there now. With my name on a lease that had no exit line. With the quiet proof that leaving would cost more than staying ever would.

I went back to bed before he returned. Lay on my side. Touched the marking on my hip with two fingertips and let the ache settle into something like home.

On the closet shelf, the empty suitcase sat in the dark, zipper open, waiting for a trip I was no longer allowed to take.


THE END

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.
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Continue here on Amazon.
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