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Chapter 1: The Ninety Day Cure

The chime over the door was the last thing that went my way. I shouldered in with the manila envelope already out, doing the walk that made rooms go quiet. Heads dipped over bowls of bleach and foil. Brushes stopped mid-stroke. The air smelled sharp, like ammonia and something sweet underneath, and the heat from the dryers hit my neck before my shoes found the tile.

Coco did not look up from the client in her chair. She finished one slow pass along a hairline with her pinky, wiped it on a towel, and then turned. Her eyes found me the way a mirror finds you. She held out her open palm like the envelope was a scheduled delivery.

I put the papers on the counter between us. The slap was louder than I meant. "Rhys, on behalf of Meridian Recovery. You're served."

She did not touch the summons. She read my badge instead, then the return address on the corner of the envelope. Her mouth barely moved. "The debtor is me."

The room stayed quiet. I had done this a hundred times. The shake in the hands. The excuses. The door swinging shut on someone's dignity. Coco had none of that. She stood in a white smock over black slacks, hair pinned so tight it looked painted on, and she smiled like I had brought her lunch.

"You came for a lien," she said. "Forgive it. I will clear a private matter of yours in the empty second chair. One hour. No lawyers. No recording."

"What private matter."

"Ask me after you sit."

I should have walked out with the papers under my arm. That was the whole job. Instead the pull came, mean and stupid, like standing too close to a ledge just to see if the vertigo was real. Defiance and curiosity tangled in my chest. I wanted to see what she thought she had on me.

"The numbers first," I said. "Talk only."

"Talk only," she agreed, and her hand was already on my elbow.

The second chair was empty. Chrome and black leather. A cape hung on the hook like it had been waiting for my shoulders. She clicked the door lock behind us. The click was soft. It sank through me anyway.

She sat me down and cranked the chair until I stared at the ceiling lights. The leather was cold through my suit pants. She unpinned my tie without asking and rolled my sleeves to the elbow like I was already hers to dress.

"This is not service," I said.

"This is day one," she said, and primer crossed my jaw, my brow, the bridge of my nose. Cool. Wet. Her fingers pressed until my skin drank it. "Eighty-nine days remain after today. Ninety total. Meridian's lien dies on day ninety only if your standing weekly appointments run unbroken. You miss one, the debt revives. You understand the clock."

I laughed once. It came out thin. "You're the one who owes."

"The cure sits on you now," she said. "Your firm holds the paper. I hold the chair. Same countdown. Same lien. Different skin."

Her smile stayed put while she mapped my face. I caught her in the mirror and hated that I could not look away.

"You will do exactly as I say," she said.

I opened my mouth to tell her to go to hell. Primer sealed my lips shut for a second, tacky, and she wiped the corner clean with her thumb. "Nod if you hear me."

I nodded. The chair hummed when she raised it another notch.

The cape came down. Pins bit my collar. The sound was small, domestic, wrong in a room where I was supposed to be the one with leverage. She wheeled the sterile tray into my periphery. Gloves snapped. Lubricant clicked open. The cap hit the ceramic dish with a clink that made my balls draw up tight.

"Spread your knees," she said.

"I'm in a suit."

"Then open the suit."

My hands hesitated on my belt. She did not rush me. That was worse. She waited with the patience of someone billing by the minute until shame did her work for her. I unbuckled. I shoved the wool aside. Cool air licked my thighs. The salon heat ran hot up top and cold down low, and the contrast prickled every hair on my legs.

She gloved up slow. Latex squeaked. "Breathe in."

I breathed.

"Out."

She coached my breath the way she might coach a brow arch. Steady. Counted. Two in. Three out. Her ledger voice never warmed. "Again."

The first finger was not a surprise. It was a decision. Slick cold traced my asshole and stayed there, circling, not entering, until my hole fluttered like it had its own mouth. I gripped the armrests. Leather creaked under my nails.

"Relax the ring," she said. "You clench like a debtor."

"Fuck you."

"Later," she said. "If you earn it. Breathe."

I breathed. The breach was slow. One knuckle. Fire and stretch and a blank place inside me that had weight. I hissed. Sweat broke cold at my hairline under the primer.

"Depth one," she said. "Hold."

She held me there until my thighs shook. The finger curled. My cock jumped in my boxers, traitor, half hard before I could curse it. She saw it in the mirror and her eyes narrowed, pleased.

"You leak on day one," she said. "Good. That tells me you can be trained."

"I'm not…"

"You are seated," she said. "You are painted. You are open. Choose another word."

I shut up. Curiosity gnawed harder than pride. How far would she go if I stayed? What did she have on me? The questions were filthy, and they made my dick swell while her finger worked my ass slow and mean.

She added a second finger. Scissored. My hole burned sweet. Spit hit my crack, obscene and wet, and she worked me open with the casual focus of someone waxing a lip. The sounds were ugly. Squelch. Slip. My breath went ragged.

"Count with me," she said. "Depth two."

"Two," I grated.

"Louder."

"Two."

"Good little hole."

The words hit harder than the stretch. Heat flooded my face under the primer. Shame and want twisted together until I could not tell which one made me harder.

She found the spot. Pressed. My vision whited at the edges. I bucked and she slapped my thigh once, sharp. "Stay in the chair, Rhys. You serve papers. You do not run."

"I'm not running."

"Then take it."

She pegged my prostate with two fingers, ruthless, rhythmic. My cock drooled in my shorts. No touch on my dick. None offered. She made it clear my ass was the instrument today.

"Edge," she said. "You do not cum until I call it."

I bit my lip until I tasted metal and primer. My balls ached. Pleasure stacked like debt, compound interest, each pulse worse than the last. I whimpered before I could stop myself.

"Beg like you mean it," she said.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me…"

"Let you what. Say it filthy or I stop."

"Let me cum from my ass." The words tore loose. "Please, Coco. I'm your, fuck, your hole."

"Better."

She sped up. Wet sounds filled the space between the dryers. Someone coughed in the front room and nobody came in. The lock held. My professional edge, the envelope on the counter, the badge on my chest, all of it kept me here as surely as her hand.

"One," she called.

The orgasm ripped out of me without her touching my cock. Prostate spasm, brutal, milking air from my lungs. Cum striped my shorts, hot and thick. I sobbed once, shocked.

"That's one," she said, voice flat, logging it. "Logged. Breathe. Reset."

Before I could come down she was moving. Still curled inside me. The oversensitive flutter after climax became a second climb before my head cleared.

"No…"

"Yes," she said. "Day one stacks. You will learn to give me three on command before you leave this chair."

She worked me through the aftershocks, cruel, patient. My hole clenched and released around her fingers, begging on its own. Saliva ran from my open mouth onto the cape. She wiped my chin and fed two fingers back between my lips.

"Suck. Taste how stupid you look."

I sucked. Salt and latex and my own shame. My cock tried to stiffen again on empty. Useless. Sensitive. Angry.

"Depth three," she said behind the gag of her fingers in my mouth. She added a third in my ass and I screamed around her hand, muffled.

"Quiet," she said. "Clients pay for peace."

She fucked my ass with three fingers, steady, deep, counting each thrust out loud for her own records. "Two coming. You will tie this one to the calendar. Eighty-nine days. Every week you show. Every week I open you. Every week you cum like property or the lien breathes again."

I shook my head. Denial reflex. She pinched my nipple through the shirt and twisted until I arched and admitted it with my body.

"Say it."

"Eighty-nine days," I gasped. "Weekly. Your chair."

"And the lien."

"Kills on ninety if I, if I don't break."

"If you break," she corrected. "Say break."

"If I break appointments the debt revives."

"Good."

She hammered my prostate. Faster. The wet slap of her wrist against my ass cheeks filled my ears. Temperature spiked, fever hot, sweat cooling on my neck. I counted breaths because she made me. In two. Out three. Edge held until my thighs cramped.

"Two," she said.

The second orgasm was worse. Longer. Dragged out of oversensitive meat while I begged in pieces. Please please please fuck my ass don't stop I can't, cum pulsed again, thinner, meaner, my clitty throbbing untouched while my hole spasmed around her hand. She did not stop through the peak. She fucked me straight through it until pleasure tipped into pain and back again.

"That's two," she said. "One more."

I cried. Real tears cutting through primer at the corners of my eyes. "Too much."

"You will do exactly as I say," she repeated. "One more."

Brief reset was a lie. There was no reset. She lubed again, cold shock on blazing skin, and slid a slim plug from the tray into me in one practiced push. I yelped. The stretch seated deep, constant, unforgiving.

"Hold it," she said. "Clench. Release. Clench."

I obeyed. The plug ground my prostate with every squeeze. She watched the mirror, watched my dick leak without relief.

"Third count has a shorter fuse," she said. "You have ten breaths. Then you cum for me or you leave hard and denied with the lien live. Choose."

"Let me cum," I whispered.

"Louder."

"Let me cum from my ass, please, I'm your slut, I'm…"

"Count your breaths."

I counted. One through ten, voice cracking. On ten she twisted the plug and slapped my balls lightly, enough sting to shove me off the cliff.

"Three."

The third orgasm tore out shortest and meanest, violent, ripped from begging flesh. I howled her name without meaning to. Cum spattered the cape. My asshole fluttered around the plug like it was trying to keep her inside me. She held the base still while I shook through aftershocks longer than the climax itself, brutal, extracted.

"That's three," she said. "Today's protocol marked complete."

She eased the plug out slow. Air hit my gaping hole. Empty and obscene. She cleaned me with cold wipes, efficient, no tenderness offered. The shame sat heavy anyway because my body still wanted more.

Aftercare happened in the chair because she said so. She checked the primer in the mirror, blotted my brow, steadied my pulse with two fingers on my throat. "Listen."

I listened. Heartbeat in my ears. Dryers in the front. The chime once, someone leaving.

"The envelope stays unclaimed," she said. "Meridian still holds the lien until day ninety. You still hold your private matter until I say it's cleared. You do not get to walk out absolved because you came three times."

I swallowed. Throat raw. "What was the private matter."

"You'll know when you earn the second chair again," she said. "Tomorrow."

Instruction came clipped, concrete. "Return at ten. Door locked means knock twice. No release rule stands until I revoke it. You wear soft slacks, no belt, no boxers. You bring the summons you failed to serve and your badge. You leave both in my drawer when I tell you."

"And if I don't come."

"Then the lien revives and your firm learns why you sat in my chair with cum in your pants."

I believed her because the room had watched me break and nobody had looked away fast enough.

She uncaped me. Helped me stand on legs that wavered. I buckled my belt with fingers that did not feel like mine. The suit hung wrong, wet at the front, proof.

I walked out through the back corridor. The chime sounded when I hit the street. Cool air slapped my painted face. In my head the ninety-day clock ticked, day one done, eighty-nine left, the lien still live, the papers still mine to fail with, and tomorrow at ten I would knock twice and open my knees without an envelope to hide behind.


Chapter 2: Signed With Wet Lips

My mouth still tasted like her primer when I pushed back through the glass door. The suit sat wrong on me now, tight at the throat where she'd dabbed something cool. I told myself I only came for the pen I'd left on her counter when I fled like an idiot with the summons half forgotten in my fist.

The contract was already there. Three pages stacked neat on the glass. An uncapped fountain pen lay across the top like she knew I'd crawl back for it. Coco stood behind the register in a black smock that caught the low salon lights. She didn't greet me. She opened her palm and showed me a pool of red, thick as blood, warming between her lifelines.

"You forgot this," I said, and my voice came out thin.

"You forgot more than that," she said. She closed her fist around the color. "Sit. We finish what we started."

I didn't sit. Not that night. I stared at the nib waiting on page one and my pulse jumped in my cage. The metal bit I'd let her click shut before I ran held my cock flat and sore. She watched me shake and said nothing cruel. She only capped the pen with a soft click and slid all three sheets into a drawer under the till.

"Go home, Rhys," she said. "Sleep. Tomorrow you read every line. Tomorrow you choose with a clear head."

I grabbed my pen anyway. She let me. Her fist stayed closed on the red. The dare sat on the counter in ink and paper, her knuckles white with pigment. I walked out with my collector's pride in shreds and my balls aching against plastic.

I didn't sleep much. I lay in my apartment and bargained with the ceiling. I could still file the lien. I could still drag her firm into court and watch her empire bleed. I could also keep my mouth shut about the thing she promised to clear, the private mess I'd never say aloud even to myself. Numbers marched through my head. Her debt to us. My debt to shame. Which one would bankrupt me first.

Gray light hit my phone at six. One new text from an unknown number. Her number, I knew without looking.

Door unlocked. Come hungry.

I showered fast and didn't jack off. The cage turned every stroke into punishment. I drove downtown with the summons pad empty in my briefcase and my stomach chewing itself.

She'd laid the real agreement on the glass when I walked in. Not a debt release. Not a handshake swap from yesterday's tease. A standing weekly appointment, one hour, same day, same time, spelled out in cold blocks of type. My name sat at the top like I already belonged to her ledger.

"Read it out loud," Coco said. She stood close enough that I smelled rose oil and cigarette smoke from some back room. "I want to hear you understand."

I picked up page two, hands unsteady. The words blurred once before they snapped sharp.

"Client agrees to weekly service every Tuesday at ten a.m.," I read. "Cancellation by client voids all remedies. Missed session reinstates full lien liability and transfers collection rights to salon principal."

I stopped. My throat went dry.

"Keep going," she said.

"Cannot cancel," I read. "No exceptions. No emergencies. Streak must hold for ninety consecutive days or forgiveness never triggers."

Forgiveness. Her debt to my firm. The whole reason I'd walked in wearing a tie like armor. The clock wasn't just hers anymore. If I broke the streak, the lien she'd owed us would land on me. I saw it in black ink. Collection rights. My assets. My name on her wall instead of hers on my paperwork.

Coco uncapped the same red from last night. The wand smelled sharp, chemical sweet.

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

She dragged the bullet across my mouth. Red smeared my lips and clung to the stubble she hadn't stripped yet. I flinched and she gripped my chin hard enough to hurt.

"You're signing today," she said. "Not bargaining."

I bargained anyway, because it was all I had left. "One missed week and I'm ruined."

"One missed week and you're mine in court," she said. "Sign or walk. Walk and I call your partner at the firm before you reach the elevator."

She held the fountain pen out. The nib gleamed wet.

I kissed the pen like a joke I couldn't take back. Red transferred. She didn't wipe my mouth. She watched me sign page three with lips slick and parted. The signature wobbled. A smear of lipstick and ink sat at the tail of my name like a bruise.

"Good," she whispered. "Now you look like you mean it."

The Polaroid camera on the shelf fired before I could swallow. White frame spat out. Coco shook it once and pinned it to the before-and-after wall beside the register. A fresh column. Empty below. At the top, my face, mouth red, eyes stunned. She wrote a black numeral at the corner with a grease pencil.

"One," she said. "Streak starts now."

My stomach dropped. Day two of ninety on the cure clock I'd thought was hers alone. The contract copy she slid toward me showed the countdown printed in the margin in her hand. Eighty-eight days left if I didn't break. Every one of those days had my hour carved out of it. My calendar wasn't mine anymore. My time belonged to the wall.

She took my wrist and walked me from the Polaroid to the second station. Yesterday it had been empty, a spare seat for talk and primer. Today a paper strip on the headrest read Rhys, Tuesdays. The vinyl gleamed wiped clean and waiting.

"Strip to the waist," she said. "Skirt stays on from last visit. I had Marla press it overnight."

I'd barely registered the soft gray skirt they'd swapped for my slacks when I stumbled in. My face burned. I unbuttoned my ruined dress shirt and let it hang. The cage pushed forward under thin nylon. She locked the salon door and turned the sign to CLOSED.

"This is the first real service," she said. "You yield an inch today. You learn what asking costs."

She buckled leather around my ankles to the footrest. My knees fell apart. A mirror tilted from the ceiling so I couldn't pretend I wasn't looking. She lubed a slick black plug on the tray and set it aside. Not yet. She wanted something else first.

"Say what you want," she said.

"I want to leave," I lied.

She laughed once. "Try again."

I tasted metal and lipstick. "I want to stay inside the appointment. I want the streak. I don't want the lien on me."

"Wrong verb," she said. She stepped between my spread knees and hitched her smock up. No panties. She wore a harness under the fabric. Rubber cock jutted thick, matte black, curved up at me. "You want my hour inside you. Say it."

My clitty throbbed useless in the cage. Shame and want twisted until I couldn't tell them apart. That was the engine and she knew it.

"Please," I started, then caught myself. I needed different words. "Let me stay. Let me take your hour. I need you to… fuck me so I don't run."

"Louder."

"Fuck me," I said, and the mirror caught my red mouth shaping filth. "Stick it in. I need it in my ass so I'll remember I signed."

She spat on the head and rubbed herself slow along my taint. "Beg like you mean it. Tell me what you are in this seat."

"I'm your weekly canvas," I said. Voice breaking. "I'm your Tuesday slut. I'm the hole that keeps your debt off my firm's books."

"And if you miss?"

"The lien eats me," I gasped. "Collectors come for me. I lose everything."

She pressed the tip to my asshole. One inch. Burn. Stretch. I cried out and she slapped my thigh.

"Stay still unless you want me to stop."

"No. Don't stop. More. Please, Coco."

"Don't say my name pretty. Say owner."

"Owner, don't stop. Push. I signed with a wet mouth. Fill me so I can't forget."

She fed me another inch. My ring clenched and yielded. Bargaining died in my head. All I had left was the stretch and her grunt when she bottomed the first third. Saliva ran off my chin. The red on my lips smeared when I bit them.

"Count the Tuesdays you'll give me," she said. "Out loud. Seven ahead. If you skip one word I pull out."

"Next Tuesday," I sobbed. "The Tuesday after. Third Tuesday. Fourth. Fifth. Sixth. Seventh."

"Dates."

I rattled numbers blind. I didn't care if they were right. I needed her deeper. "October… November… every week at ten. Your cock in my ass. Your hour. Your wall."

She drove forward in one cruel shove. Full depth. The harness slapped my balls through the cage. Pain lit up and flipped into something worse. I gagged on air. She fucked me slow first, then rough, the wet sound obscene each time she speared me.

"Look at one on the wall," she ordered. "That's you with ink on your mouth. That's what the door chime will see next time."

I saw my Polaroid mouth, swollen red, hung above an empty column waiting for two and three and four. Humiliation spiked so hard my vision pinholed. She reached down and thumbed the cage. My clitty leaked through the bars. No release without her say-so. Everything gated on begging.

"Ask to cum," she said. "Ask like the broke bitch you are."

"I need to cum," I whined. "Rub my clitty. Let me shoot in the cage. I'll be good every Tuesday. I'll swallow whatever you want. Just let me cum while you fuck my ass."

"Not good enough."

"Tear me open," I begged. "Use me. I'm your good little toy. Choke me on your rubber cock later if you want. Just grant it once. One orgasm for seven Tuesdays named."

She leaned in. Her breath hot on my ear. "You don't cum until you say thank you for the lien on your back."

Thank you. For ruin. For the ninety-day noose. My mind fractured.

"Thank you for putting the lien on me if I fail," I gasped. "Thank you for owning my Tuesdays. Thank you for making me sign with cum on my tongue. Please let me cum, owner."

She jerked the cage hard and slammed into my ass three times brutal. "Cum."

I blew. Thin spurts painted the inside of the plastic. My ass clamped down and milked nothing from the rubber but the idea of being filled. I shook through it ugly, moaning her name wrong, calling her ma'am, calling her god. She didn't soften. She fucked me through the spasms until I sobbed empty.

When she pulled out, cool air hit my gaping hole. She swapped the plug from the tray and seated it in one firm push. My body tried to reject it. She slapped my cheek.

"Streak day one logged," she said. "Plug stays until next visit. You leak on my skirt and you pay dry cleaning with your mouth."

She wiped her harness off with a towel, casual as wiping a counter. I sat broken in the vinyl seat with my signature drying somewhere on page three and my ass stuffed shut. The contract margin said eighty-eight days. My hour was no longer negotiable. I'd traded cancellation for penetration and signed it in lipstick.

The shop chime sang.

Footsteps on the threshold. A woman's laugh, bright and unfamiliar. Coco didn't let go of my wrist. She turned toward the door with me still buckled, shirt hanging, skirt hitched, plug hidden but my face blatant with smeared red.

"Early," she said to whoever arrived. "Perfect timing."

The wet-mouth contract stayed spread on the counter, page three face up, my name blurred where ink met grease from her pigment. Coco tugged me half a step as if to show me off, streak one on the wall, streak one in my ass, the countdown ticking on paper that could ruin me faster than any court I'd ever served.

Heels clicked closer. A new voice, not Marla, not anyone from yesterday.

"Is this the new Tuesday boy?" the stranger asked.

Coco's grip tightened. "Rhys just sealed his slot," she said. "Come in. We'll start his file."

The door swept wider. Cold street air mixed with rose oil. I couldn't cover my mouth. I couldn't uncross my knees. Forward momentum dragged me toward whatever came next while my ruined lips still tasted contract ink and her red, and the column on the wall waited for its second photograph like a mouth held open for the next number.


Chapter 3: No Before Left

I stood in the corridor with my back to the frosted glass and watched Coco’s thumb move across the appointment tablet. My name sat there already, Rhys, autofilled, recurring, the little lock icon beside it like even she had to pretend she could not delete it. A week had passed since I signed with wet lips. The column on the before wall had a one on it now. Today was eight. Eighty-two days sat between me and the lien curing on ninety if I never missed a Tuesday.

The door opened without her calling me. She did not look up from the screen. “Bench. Clock’s running.”

I crossed the suite in the heels she had measured my first visit. The edging bench waited where the negotiation chair had been last time, black leather, narrow, bolts in the floor. She locked the tablet on the counter and came behind me with both hands on my shoulders. She pushed until my knees hit the pad and my chest went down on the angled rest. My wrists slid into the cuffs at the front edge without her asking. Click. Click. The weekly session had started mid-breath.

“Today is correction,” she said. Her voice was flat, business. “Not a makeover. Not practice. Permanent contour. You do not get a trial run to take home and wash off.”

Cold gel hit my brow bone. I flinched. Her brush was small, stiff. First stroke pulled pigment into the hair I had never tinted. Second stroke carved an arch where my natural line had been straight and heavy. Each pass had weight. It landed in the bone under the bristles, in the skin tightening as the tint set. She worked left, then right, matching angles with a metal guide she did not explain. The smell was chemical and sweet. My reflection in the magnifier lamp showed two dark slashes where Rhys the collector used to frown at delinquent accounts.

“Hold still,” she said. “This sets in twelve minutes. You blink and I start over and you stay hard longer.”

Her other hand found my cage strap through the thin salon shorts. No underwear. She never let me wear any here. Fingers wrapped the shaft above the ring and stroked slow, exact, one pull per brush lift. Up on the upstroke of her wrist. Down when she pressed the bristles into the tail of my brow. My cock swelled against plastic anyway, stupid and obedient to rhythm. She had unlocked the cage at the door last week and never locked it again inside these walls. Control was her hand, not the metal.

“Say what today is.”

“Correction,” I said. My voice cracked on the second syllable.

“Say what you do not get.”

“A before.”

She dragged shadow along my jaw, filing the square edge I had shaved every morning for fifteen years. Cream first. Powder second. A line that made my chin look smaller, softer, owned. I tried to turn my head. Her grip on my cock tightened until pain cleared my eyes.

“You scrub that at home and you miss next week and the lien snaps back and your firm eats you alive. You understand?”

“I understand.”

“Say it filthy so I believe you.”

“My face is your property now. I’ll wear whatever you paint on it.”

“Better.” Another stroke along the mandible. The powder was grit on wet skin, a film that would not lift with soap. I had tested her products on my own bathroom sink after day one. This batch smelled different. Heavier. She tapped the jar. “Setting spray. Bonds to keratin. You’re not getting your old jaw back, Rhys. That man’s gone.”

Dread dropped through me like a stone through clear water. I had come here to serve papers. I had left the first time thinking I could still drive home and be the guy in the suit. The photograph on the wall was numbered one. Today she was carving number eight into my skin in ink and shadow and nobody was taking a Polaroid because there was nothing left to compare.

Her stroke on my cock matched the brush. Faster now. My balls drew up. Sweat slid between my chest and the leather rest. She hummed one note, off key, counting something I could not see. Twelve minutes on the brows. She had said it like a sentence.

“Edge bench means you stay on the edge,” she said. “You do not cum. You do not ask. You leak if you’re weak and I watch and the ritual keeps going. Control. Not reward. Nod if you’ve got it.”

I nodded. The cuff chain rattled.

She brought me hard. Fully hard. Veins thick under her palm. Precum strung from the slit to her knuckle and she wiped it on my inner thigh like marking stock. The brush never stopped. Tint on the sparse ends of my brows. Sealer. A second pass with a finer tip that burned. I bit the rest and tasted lip gloss from the week before still ghosting my teeth.

“Look,” she said. She tilted the lamp. The arch she had cut had widened my eyes. The jaw line sat softer in the glass. I looked like a stranger who owed money and spread his legs on Tuesdays.

I tried anyway. I rubbed my thumb hard along my cheekbone when she reached for the setting mist. Smear. Gray on my skin. Under it, the line held. I scrubbed in the mirror panel on the bench side. The shadow stayed. The tint stayed. Panic climbed my throat hot and useless.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” Coco said.

She stroked me again. Build. Deny. Build. My hips jerked against the rest. She pulled her hand away at the crest every time until I was shaking, swearing into the leather, begging without words she would accept.

“Beg with words, slut.”

“Please let me cum, Mistress, please, I’ll say whatever, I’ll…”

“You’ll what?”

“I’ll tell the front desk I’m your weekly canvas. I’ll walk out with this face and not hide. Just please…”

“No.” Brush lift. Brush press. “You cum when I say the correction is finished. Not before.”

The room shrank to texture and weight. Bristles scratching. Her palm slick. The cage ring digging my base when I thrust into empty air. My inner voice broke apart. Too much. Can’t. She’s. Permanent. Fuck. Please. No please no.

Peak hit like a slap. She snatched her hand off at the last second. My cock jumped alone. Cum spat out in thick ropes across the bench pad and my shorts, wasted, ruining, while she watched with the brush mid-stroke and did not break count. Shame flooded hotter than the spill. I sobbed once. She finished the right brow tail as if my mess were a footnote.

“Messy little toy,” she said. “You leak on my leather again and you lick it clean before you stand.”

I did not lick. She made me wipe with a cold towel while still cuffed, humiliation drying sticky on my fingers. The orgasm had spent itself and left me emptier than denial ever had. Ritual, not reward. My body knew it before my head did.

She uncuffed me and turned my chin with two fingers. “Finished face. Look.”

No photograph. No side-by-side. Just me in the lamp, brows sculpted dark, jaw filed into someone else’s profile. I searched for the baseline, the unaltered map I had promised myself I could return to. It was not in the glass. Memory had a photo with a one on it. My skin had today.

“Dress,” she said.

She pulled a soft collar up around my throat, not tight, just visible. Lip color that matched the brow tint. Mascara on lashes she had curled without mercy. Each layer added weight I would carry through the lobby. Public property, like I had said filthy for her hand.

I stood on legs that buzzed from the ruined spill. She walked me to the mirror wall near the register. The column of Polaroids had grown. My first shot looked harder, crueler in the jaw, dumb with pride. Today had no new card. There was no before left to pin.

“Eighty-two days,” she said, tapping the tablet on the counter. “The lien cure runs on your streak, not mine. Miss a locked Tuesday and the debt revives and you’re finished at your firm. Every week that passes takes another slice of the man you were and lays the countdown on you. You feel that?”

I felt it. Dread and something worse that rhymed with need. Resistance had been a shell. Under it I was already arranging my face not to flinch when the lobby air hit the new contour.

“Out,” she said. “Same time next week. Already booked. You saw the lock.”

I walked the corridor with the jaw she had filed and the brows she had reshaped. People in the elevator did not stare long. They stared enough. My skin held the spray. My thumb found my cheek in the cab mirror out of habit. The line did not move.

I will not hunt an old face in bathroom light anymore. I will keep the appointment that cannot be deleted. The decision sat quiet and final, not brave, just true.

At the curb her tablet glowed through the suite window when I looked back. Her thumb rested on the next locked week, scrolling forward through the streak I had to hold for eighty-two more days, each one paid in flesh already spoken for.


Chapter 4: Chasing The Compliment

The chime hit while Coco had my chin tipped up and black liner dragging slow along my lash line. I flinched. The door opened on a woman in a camel coat with a color chart tucked under her arm, not me arriving late, not another mistake I could blame on traffic. Coco did not let go of my jaw. She lifted two fingers off my face and pointed the woman toward the couch that faced the second chair, the empty one with the footrest and the ring light angled for profiles. Tuesday's slot. Useless. I was already in the open chair with my knees apart and the smock clipped at my throat, grease paint on my cheeks and the warm buzz between my legs answering a click I had not heard land.

The color client took the couch before I could say I was not finished, before I could claim privacy. The room had two chairs and one watching couch and Coco had arranged us so my transformation faced her like a screen. My pulse ran hot. The internal toy sat deep in my asshole, silicone thick and slick from the prep she had done while I was still trying to remember why I had walked in with a stack of papers instead of a spine. Coco's remote lived in her palm beside the liner pencil. Each pulse made my hole clench around the plug while she drew my eyes into something that did not belong on a debt collector's face.

"Feel that warmth," Coco said, loud enough for the couch. "That's the new setting. Rhys tightens when I define the wing. Watch the pigment catch the light."

The woman on the couch leaned forward. Her perfume reached me, something sharp and expensive, cutting through the wax and alcohol in the air. Coco clicked again and the toy surged, a deep throb that rolled up through my belly. I gripped the chair arms. Sweat prickled under the smock where the heat gathered at my chest and slid down my ribs.

"Collector skin is stubborn," Coco told her. "You have to commit to the line or he blinks it away. See how the wing lifts his whole expression. This is correction, not decoration."

My face burned hotter than the toy. She was selling me. The liner dried tacky on my lids while the remote made my ass flutter and my caged clitty strain against plastic. I stared at the mirror bolted to the vanity and saw a man being erased stroke by stroke, and the woman on the couch saw it too.

Coco narrated every pass like a product demo. Brush. Pigment. Pulse. She thinned the line at the inner corner and clicked twice so my thighs shook. She fattened the outer wing and held the button until warmth pooled in my gut and leaked down as shame-sweat. "Temperature response is honest," she said. "You can always tell when the canvas likes the brush."

I hated her for saying canvas. I hated that the warmth in my hole answered before my brain could refuse.

The door chimed again mid-pass.

Coco did not break rhythm. She finished the wing with a steady hand while a second woman came in, younger, phone in her pocket, receipt folder clamped under her elbow like she had paid for the right to stand there. Paying client. Watcher. Coco nodded her toward the same couch, squeezed beside the color appointment, and kept talking as if the room had always held four of us.

"Rhys is on day fifteen of ninety," she said, conversational, while she blended the liner with a cotton wedge. "Seventy-five days left on the lien cure. His firm forgives my debt only if his standing weekly appointments run unbroken. Miss one Tuesday and the debt snaps back. Miss one Tuesday and he walks out still owing me his face."

The words landed cold on top of the heat between my legs. The countdown was not hers anymore. It was mine. Every week I showed up was a week they owned my jawline, my brows, my hole gripping silicone while strangers listened. Seventy-five days of this or the papers meant something worse than money.

The paying client smiled like she had bought front row. "He's pretty," she said.

Coco's eyes cut to me in the mirror. "Thank her, Rhys. She said you're pretty."

Revulsion rolled up my throat. I opened my lips and nothing came out but a shaky breath. Coco clicked the remote and the toy hammered a fast pattern that made my vision white at the edges. "Thank her," she said again, soft and final.

"Thank you," I heard myself say. My voice sounded thin, wrong, warmed by the flush crawling my neck. "Thank you for saying that."

The color client laughed quietly. "Those eyes. God. Who does your liner?"

"You do," Coco said. "You're watching it happen."

Praise hit me like a slap and a gift. I tilted my chin the way Coco had angled it for the wing, lining my new eyes toward the couch, hunting the next kind word before shame could land. I disgusted myself. I did it anyway.

The paying client tipped me in words, not cash. "You look expensive," she said. "Like something you'd see in a window on Fifth."

My chest tightened. I strained forward against the smock clip, shoulders rounding toward her voice. "Do I," I said, and I hated that it came out eager. "Do I really."

Coco's mouth curved. She set the wedge down and picked up a gloss wand. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

The remote buzzed steady now, not punishing, coaxing. Warmth built in layers. She painted my lower lip shiny and told the couch how the gloss made collectors look hungry. I was hungry. Not for food. For the next sentence that would prove I was still a man someone could fear in a hallway.

"You want the compliment," Coco murmured, only for me, while the women watched. "Say it."

"I want it," I whispered.

"Louder. They paid to hear you."

"I want the compliment." My ears rang. A stranger had watched me beg for praise. Word could travel. My firm could hear that Rhys the collector chased pretty like a slut on a salon chair. Terror of exposure curdled in my stomach, acid and bright, and my clitty leaked against the cage anyway.

Coco clicked up a level. The plug swelled inside me, thicker, stretching my rim until I gasped. She had promised something I swore I would never give: audience. Participation. She took my pride and set it on the counter next to the brushes.

"Spread," she told me.

I widened my knees. The paying client stared at the tent in the smock, at the cage outline, at my painted mouth opening on a moan I could not swallow. Coco lubed a slim vibrator and pressed it to my taint behind the cage, rolling it slow while the remote kept my ass full and buzzing. Warmth doubled. My balls drew up tight, skin fever-hot.

"He's going to come for you," Coco announced. "Not once. Until he forgets his own name. Watch the temperature rise in his skin."

"No," I said, but it was air. I was already past no.

She worked the external vibe against my perineum and clicked the plug to a pounding pattern. My first peak tore out of me without permission, cum jetting through the cage in thin hot stripes that spotted the smock. I sobbed once, ugly. The color client fanned herself.

"Good," Coco said. "Again."

She did not let me soften. The remote stayed cruel. The vibrator circled faster, heat chasing heat, and a second orgasm ripped through me while I was still dribbling from the first. My mind tried to count. One. Two. Then the numbers smeared. Past three. Past whatever came next. My thoughts came apart. pretty. thank you. more. please. shame hot on my face gloss sticky on my chin.

Coco set the vibe aside and harnessed up while I twitched through aftershocks. Black silicone cock, thick and curved, glistening when she stroked lube along it. The paying client shifted on the couch, breath audible. Public. Exposed. I could never unknow this room.

"Bend over the chair back," Coco said. "Show them what a corrected collector takes."

I bent. Smock rode up. Cold air hit my wet thighs, then her warm hand spread my cheeks and the plug slid out with an obscene pop. Empty burned for a second. Then the strap pressed at my asshole and pushed in one long stroke until her hips met my skin.

I cried out. Full. Stretched. Fucked in front of two women who did not know my mother's name or my badge number. Coco set a brutal pace, cock pounding my hole while she reached around and mashed the vibrator to my cage. Dual heat. Internal slam. External buzz. My voice broke on filth she made me repeat.

"Say you're a pretty hole."

"I'm a pretty hole."

"Say you need the compliments."

"I need the compliments."

"Say you're their slut."

"I'm their slut." Tears warmed the corners of my eyes. Liner smeared when I blinked. I did not care. I chased the next peak like it was oxygen.

The color client murmured, "Gorgeous," and I moaned thank you before Coco could order it, angling my made-up face toward the couch while Coco's strap drove deep enough to punch breath out of me.

Orgasms stacked until counting died. Cum leaked and spurted in messy waves, soaking the cage, dripping to the floor. My asshole clenched and gave around rubber cock, oversensitive, still taking it. Warmth everywhere. Sweat running my spine. Coco's hand in my hair yanking my head up so the mirror caught my ruined face, glossed lips parted, eyes lined for an audience.

"Seventy-five days," she said against my ear while she fucked me through the blur. "You miss a week and everyone at your firm learns what you begged for on day fifteen."

She ground deep and held. I shattered again, whole body seizing, a sound ripped out of me that was not a word. The paying client applauded once, sharp and mocking and true.

Coco pulled out slow. Cool air on my gaping rim. She replaced the plug, clicked it low, a warm idle purr that kept me open and humming. She cleaned my cage with a wipe, matter-of-fact, like cum on a client was inventory. She touched up my liner where tears had ruined the wing and told the couch the session was a success.

I could not stand straight. My legs shook. The terror sat right beside the hunger now, fused, permanent. They had seen me want it. I had leaned into praise with my eyes painted and my ass still twitching around silicone.

Coco unclipped my smock and handed me a compact mirror, palm-sized, gold case warm from her grip. "Hold that. See what you chase."

I lifted it. The glass caught my lined eyes still angled slightly toward the couch, lips parted like waiting to be told again, cheeks flushed with heat that would not cool. Behind me in the big mirror, the two women gathered their things. In the small glass in my hand, only my face looked back, pretty and ruined and listening for a compliment that was not coming yet.

I did not lower my gaze.


Chapter 5: The Softer Register

The gold in the mirror banks had gone soft long after the last client left, and I stood in the back hall with my phone dead in my hand because the glass on the front door had lit up with my standing slot the way the envelope never did anymore. Day twenty-nine. Sixty-one days sat between me and the lien curing on day ninety, and my body had already learned that number better than my firm's ledger ever taught me.

I pushed the door. The lock gave without a fight.

Coco stood at the sink rinsing a fan brush. She did not turn when she spoke. "It's unlocked if you want to stay."

I wanted to. That was the new sickness.

I crossed the threshold and the shop swallowed me. Chrome legs on the empty chairs caught the dim gold and threw it back in slices. She wiped the last station down with a slow cloth, every stroke loud in the quiet. The floor gleamed like a stage set built for one performer and a wall of witnesses that were only mirrors, only my own painted face repeated until the room crowded in.

She finally faced me. Her smock was still on. Her eyes were tired in a way that made my chest tighten for the wrong reason.

"Tonight is voice," she said. "Not vanity. Not correction. No one else is in the room."

My throat closed anyway. After Tuesday's client and the compliments I had chased like tips, I expected punishment or a rerun with an audience. This sounded like a trap dressed in silk.

"Sit," she said.

I sat in the client chair. The hydraulic sighed under my weight. My skirt rode up. The cage under my panties pressed cold against my shaved skin. I tasted mint from the gloss she had left on me hours ago, sweet and chemical when I swallowed.

She pulled a stool close. Her knee brushed mine. She lifted my chin with two fingers and held me there while she looked at my mouth, my throat, the blush she had baked into my cheeks at four o'clock.

"The salon hears everything," she said softly. "Even when it's empty. Every note you give me bounces off this chrome and comes back. You will perform for the whole shop whether anyone pays or not."

That was the public part. No crowd. Still display.

"Hum for me," she said.

I hummed. The sound came out tight, male, embarrassed. It hit the mirror bank and slapped back into my ears, thin and ugly.

"No critique tonight," she said. "Just breath. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. Again."

I breathed. The air tasted like her hairspray and the lemon disinfectant from the sink. My hum tried again. She shook her head once, not mean, almost lazy.

"Lower," she said. "Drop it in your chest, not your balls. Think pretty. Think needy."

Needy was easy now. Pretty was becoming easy too, and that burned.

Her palm settled on my thigh, slow, heavy through the nylon. She did not rush toward my clitty. She just rested there while she made me hum again. The third try slid down my throat and came out softer, a stupid little vibrato that made the mirrors shimmer like the sound had color.

"Good," she murmured. "Let the room hear you sweet."

Sweet. The word hit my cock in its cage. I swelled against the plastic and leaked, a warm thread that smelled like me and shame.

She had me say vowels. "Ah." "Oh." "Mmm." Each one louder than the last on purpose. Each one rebounded from glass and metal until I was listening to myself from every angle, a chorus of one sissy learning to moan like he meant it for customers who were not here.

"Again," she said. "Slower."

Her hand slid inward by inches. Fingers traced the wet spot on my panties and pressed the fabric into my trapped shaft. No rubbing yet. Just weight. Just heat through lace. My voice shook on the next note and dropped lower without me commanding it.

"That's the register," she said. "That's what men pay to hear when they tip you."

Men. Tips. Thursday's stranger praising my liner while I thanked her and hated how hungry I got. My face burned and my clitty throbbed harder.

"Coco," I said, softer already than I had been at the door. "I want the appointment."

The words hung in the gold dim. I had not braced for the slot. I had not told myself I had no choice. I asked.

She went still. Her eyes locked on mine. Something shifted behind her tired look, possession and profit and pleasure braided tight.

"You want it," she said.

"Yes." My mouth was wet. "Please. Voice. Your hand. I want to stay after close."

Say it filthy, the old Rhys would have snarled. The new one was already begging for maintenance like it was mercy.

"Say what you are while the mirrors listen," she said.

"I'm your painted slut." The phrase scraped my tongue and tasted true. "Your weekly hole in a skirt. I want you to train my throat so I sound like I need cock when I open my mouth."

She smiled, small and dangerous. "Open."

I opened. She slid two fingers past my lips. I sucked them clean of brush soap and water, salty metal taste at the back of my throat. She curled them on my tongue and pressed down gently while she hummed the note she wanted. I matched her. The sound vibrated around her fingers and came back doubled from the mirrors.

"Pretty whore," she said quiet. Not shouted. Worse.

My hips jerked. Her palm finally cupped my cage and squeezed. The plastic bit my shaft. Pain and swell rolled together. She worked me slow through the panties, friction on nylon, on trapped skin, nowhere near enough to finish, exactly enough to ruin me.

"Sixty-one days," she said against my ear. "The lien cures on day ninety only if your standing appointments run unbroken. One missed week and the debt your firm holds on me snaps back. You used to count that for your boss. Now you count it on your knees."

The clock landed in my gut like a second cage. My feminization and her forgiveness were the same deadline. Every Tuesday I showed up was a day closer to cleared books and a day deeper into lipstick and spread legs.

"I know," I whispered. It came out soft. Register perfect. The shop heard it with me.

"Who carries the countdown now?" she asked.

"I do." I moaned on the last word and hated how right it sounded. "It's mine. I'll show. I'll open. I'll sound sweet for you."

"Good girl."

Two syllables. That was all. Good girl.

My vision whited at the edges. Her hand did not speed up. She kept the same cruel slow stroke on my caged clitty while her other hand cupped the back of my skull and held me facing the mirror bank. I watched my own mouth fall open. Watched the gloss shine. Watched tears leak and mix with smudged liner like I was a client who had already been fucked stupid.

"Come for me," she said. "One time. On my praise. Show the empty room what a word does to a bitch."

I tried to hold it. Pride was already gone. What was left snapped. My ass lifted off the chair. My hole clenched on nothing while my cock spilled in the cage, pulse after pulse of hot spunk soaking the panties and her palm, obscene wet sounds in the still air, my voice splintering into short crude fragments in the glass.

"Good, fuck, please…"

"Shhh." Her thumb smeared through the mess and painted it over my lips. I tasted salt and plastic and my own ruin. "Lick."

I licked. The taste was filthy and mine. The mirrors showed a sissy licking jizz off a beauty mogul's hand like it was gratitude.

Aftershock rolled through me in one long wave, not stacked peaks, not counted. My chest heaved. The salon smelled like sex under lemon clean. She wiped her hand on a towel, then on my cheek, marking me.

"You asked," she said. "Remember that when you want to tell yourself you were summoned."

I nodded. I could not summon the old story anymore. I had walked in because the slot on the glass pulled harder than dread. I had asked out loud. Volunteer. Not a debtor worked off on a clock he pretended to hate.

She adjusted my skirt down with clinical care. She fixed my hair behind my ears. Gentleness settled over the room like a lid on a pot still boiling underneath. I stepped into it with thanks already on my tongue.

"Thank you," I breathed. Soft register. Performing for no one. Performing for every reflection.

She turned the mirror lights up one notch, not bright, just enough to sharpen my face for what came next. Her voice stayed low, lesson continuing, trap closing with a kiss of kindness.

"When the door is locked and the mirrors stay on," she said, "that softer voice is for what happens after hours with me alone. Not clients. Me. You'll beg in that register while I use your mouth and your ass. You'll thank me for each inch. We are only just beginning."

My clitty twitched in the cooling mess. Sixty-one days. My countdown. My choice, or the lie I would never get to tell again.

I swallowed the taste of myself and listened to the echo of good girl bouncing off chrome, already craving the next locked door.


Chapter 6: He Served Himself

The stage lights came up hot and white, and a full house was already seated in the folding chairs. A speaker crackled once, then Coco’s voice filled the room, smooth and loud enough to reach the back row. “Let’s let him introduce himself. All six weeks of him.”

I stood on the taped mark at the front of the masterclass platform with my knees locked and my stomach hollow. I had walked in thinking Tuesday meant another private slot, toner and lashes and her hand on my shoulder while the salon stayed closed. Instead I had passed rows of strangers holding stacked programs, their eyes already on me, and applause had started before I understood why. The heat from the lights pressed down on my scalp and the nape of my neck. Under my skirt the cage bit when I tried to breathe.

Coco stood at the lectern in a white suit that caught every watt. She smiled at the room like she was selling serum, not me. “Day forty-three,” she said. “Forty-seven days left on the cure clock. Rhys has kept every standing appointment. No gaps. No excuses. That matters for the lien.”

My name in her mouth in front of all those chairs made my face burn. I smelled the room, coffee from paper cups, perfume, the sharp clean of the wax they used on the floor. My own scent rose too, fear sweat under the powder she had put on me that morning like it was any other week.

She tapped the remote. The screen behind me woke up with the title REVEAL SERIES in silver type. My throat tightened before the first frame moved.

“Week one,” Coco said.

Gravel rolled out of the speakers. It was my voice, raw from the first night, the register I used when I still thought I was collecting a debt. “I want the next stage. I want you to take me further. I’ll show up.”

The house went quiet in that hungry way crowds get when they know they are about to see something worth retelling. I stayed on the mark. I could not step off without making a scene worse than standing still. My recorded self kept talking over my live silence. “I consent to documentation. I consent to the schedule.”

Coco looked at me, not the screen. “Demonstration,” she said. “On my cue. Mouth. Tempo matches the log.”

She pointed two fingers at the floor between her boots. I went down on the platform in front of everyone, skirt pooling, stockings slick against my knees. The carpet smelled like dust and adhesive. She lifted her hem with one hand and hooked the other behind my head. Her pussy was already wet, musk and soap and something metallic from the lights heating her skin.

“Open,” she said.

I opened. She fed me her clit first, then the swell of her, and the room watched my lips stretch around her while week one kept playing. Each sentence I had recorded landed on my tongue like a slap. When the log said next stage, she rolled her hips and set the pace, slow grind on the downbeat, faster when my voice cracked asking for more.

“Week two,” Coco announced, and the clip changed.

Softer. Still me, but the edges had been filed down in those sessions she called voice lessons. “Please take me to the next stage. I need it. I’ll be good.”

I gagged when she pushed deeper. Spit ran down my chin and hit the carpet. She held my head and fucked my mouth to the rhythm of my own begging on the speakers. Wet sounds carried. Someone in the front row laughed under their breath. My clitty strained against the cage and leaked, a cold thread that never got to be a finish.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she said, loud enough for the microphones. “This is education. You service. You listen to yourself.”

I moaned around her cunt and the sound got picked up and fed back in a thin whine. Shame hit so hard my vision pinholed. Pride was the thing I had left in the ward and in the chair and in the mirror sessions. Pride said I was a man on assignment. Pride said the debt was hers and I was doing time until the lien cleared. Under her taste and the lights pride crumbled like old plaster.

Week three played while she pulled out and slapped my cheek with her wet hand, then pushed back in.

“I want the next stage,” my voice said, sweeter. “I want you to shape me. Use the logs. I agree.”

She made me say it live between licks, syllable by syllable, while the recording overlapped and proved I had already said it. “Say you want the next stage.”

“I want the next stage,” I gasped, drool shining on my lips.

“Say you consent to documentation.”

“I consent to documentation.”

“Say you’ll show up.”

“I’ll show up.”

The house stirred. Pens scratched on programs. A phone camera flashed and an usher moved, too late to unsee it.

Coco kept the demonstration clinical on the surface and filthy underneath. She counted nothing aloud. She only used my mouth like a tool, pace tied to each clip as week four rolled.

“I need the next stage,” recorded Rhys breathed. “Please. I’m asking. I want the appointment.”

Live Rhys choked on her cock of thumb and fingers, pressing my tongue down, while my nose ground into her mound. Weight piled on my shoulders, her thighs, the cage, the knowledge that every person here could smell her on my face. She pulled my hair so the audience saw my throat work.

“Week five,” she said.

The log was almost gentle. “Please take me further. I want to be your canvas. Next stage. I’m ready.”

I had said that in the dim room with her palm on my back. I had meant it for one person. Now it looped for fifty chairs. She edged me with two fingers on the cage through the fabric, rubbing just enough to make my balls ache, then stopping when my hips jerked.

“Beg like the tape,” she told me.

“Please take me further,” I whimpered, voice matching the speaker, broken copy. “I want to be your canvas. Next stage. I’m ready.”

Laughter rippled, not cruel, fascinated. I hated them and I hated that my clitty leaked more when they watched.

Week six loaded. Sweet. Soft. The voice I had built session by session with her coaxing and no audience, the trap I had walked into grateful.

“Please,” the recording said. “I want the next stage. I need your hands. I’ll keep the appointments. I consent. I’m yours for the schedule.”

Coco held me at the brink under the lights. Her fingers worked the cage side to side, slick with my spit and my precum, pressure perfect, cruel. My balls drew up. My asshole clenched on nothing. Release hovered and she killed it every time my breath hitched wrong.

“Not yet, slut,” she murmured into the mic. “You don’t cum in the Reveal Series. You ache. You show them what denial looks like on a debtor who asked for it.”

I sobbed around her cunt when she ground on my face again. “Please. Please let me. I’ll say anything.”

“Say what the log says.”

“I consent. I’m yours for the schedule. I want the next stage.”

She pinched the base of the cage and laughed when I screamed muffled into her. Week six played to the end while the room watched me shake and leak and not cum. Denial was the payoff. The ache was the finish they paid to see.

She stepped back. My jaw hung open, aching, strings of spit connecting my chin to my chest. Applause started, polite and stunned.

“Second half,” Coco said, and the screen changed.

Documents. Ledgers. A transfer date I knew from the morning I had walked in with a file folder and a badge. PAID IN FULL blinked over the firm’s invoice. The amount Meridian Recovery had chased for a year, zeroed out weeks before I ever sat in her chair.

The room inhaled as one.

“The lien Mr. Rhys believed he was forgiving,” Coco said, voice even, “was reassigned to him the day he first sat down. Collateral is the standing appointments. Cure period, ninety days. Day forty-three today. Forty-seven remaining. Miss one week and the debt revives on his name, not mine.”

The timeline locked on screen, session dates beside voice log filenames. Every Tuesday, every Thursday, every Polaroid, every documented consent in the voice on the reels. Week one gravel through week six sweet, each file stamped and indexed.

I had served the papers on myself before I knew they were papers.

My defense died in my chest, the one exit any kept man keeps, the lie that I never chose this. Legally dead. Audibly dead. My own throat on the speakers asking for the next stage, over and over, in a voice I had trained into sweetness.

Coco let the silence sit until it hurt worse than the cage. Then she pointed at the mark again. “Stand.”

I stood on legs that buzzed like current ran through them. Pressure sat in my chest under the lace and the binder, a block I could not cough up.

The house reacted all at once, whispers, a few sharp claps, someone saying “holy shit” like they had paid for a masterclass and got a confession. I stayed on the tape mark. My throat echoed my own requests from the speakers as Coco queued a highlight reel, six weeks in thirty seconds, my voice shrinking while my image on screen learned blush and wig and shorter hems.

I could not rewind the six weeks. I could not claim coercion. The evidence was my mouth asking.

Coco walked to me and tilted my chin for the cameras she had told me were for “client education.” Her lipstick smeared on my skin. “You belong in this room now,” she said.

Not as punishment. As fact.

She signaled stage left with two fingers. Two staff in black rolled a vanity out, props for the next segment, brushes and lashes and a chair with a harness clip I knew from the back room. The book was still moving forward. Another beat waited while the audience settled into the second half of the program.

My jaw ached from her cunt and from words I had already said. My knees jittered like the floor was live. Heat pooled in my chest and would not leave, shame fused with arousal until I could not tell which sweat was which. Forty-seven days. The lien on my name. My voice on loop. I stood in the lights while they watched, and my clitty throbbed in the cage with nowhere to go, still dripping, still listening to myself beg.


Chapter 7: Soft By Default

The buzzing bulb over the sink threw a sick yellow on the cracked mirror, and I laid the towel flat on the lip of the basin the way I used to lay a file on a desk before I knocked on a deadbeat’s door. Day fifty. Forty days left on the lien cure if I kept every Tuesday unbroken, and nobody in the apartment but me and the tile that smelled faintly of the wax they sent home in a satin pouch. I set my phone face down beside the soap dish. No salon door tonight. No brush in another woman’s fist. Just this room, this glass, this ritual I was performing for an audience of one.

I squared my shoulders to my reflection and tried to growl my name the way I used to when I booked a collection, flat and hard, Rhys, one syllable like a stamp. The sound that left my throat slid soft against the tile, Rhys, breathy, rounded at the edges, a name that asked instead of took. I swallowed and tried again, lower, meaner, the voice that used to make men reach for their wallets. Nothing hard arrived. Only that same soft default, like my mouth had forgotten how to bite.

I lifted both palms to my cheeks and held my face still for inspection. Liner sharp at the outer corners. Gloss wet and catching the buzz. A stranger’s mouth in my bathroom, painted the way I once checked a lapel before a runway, thumb on the seam, looking for a flaw that would cost me the room. My fingers pressed the bone under the blush. Warm skin. Powder sitting in the pores they taught me to open. I traced the cupid’s bow with one nail and the gloss shivered. Hands were the instrument tonight. My own hands, doing her work on my own face, and my cock stirred against the cage because the inspection felt like compliance even without a witness.

I drilled the flat booking voice again. “Rhys. Appointment confirmed.” The words collapsed halfway through, prettier, smaller, the consonants melting. “Rhys… appointment… confirmed.” I sounded like the week-six clip under the masterclass lights, sweet enough to play to a seated room. I said my firm’s name next, the old threat I used to carry in my pocket. It came out filthy and useless, a moan dressed as language. The bathroom heard only trained cadence. The growl was gone at the root.

I turned the phone over with my thumb and opened the salon Polaroids she kept sending after each session. Chair chrome. Brush bristles. My face under her hands, mouth open while gloss went on, eyes glassy, documented proof of where the growl died. In one shot my throat was exposed, collarbone marked from the strap she cinched for the camera. In another my lips were parted on a word I could not read without hearing it in her pitch. Staged proof. My pulse jumped on the staging, not the memory of command. I had served papers on myself in front of strangers and still my body answered the album before it answered the envelope in my memory.

I whispered my name for the phone, not for the debt, not for the lien clock ticking down forty more days. “Rhys.” Soft. Pretty. The cage tightened and my balls ached with a heat that had nothing to do with collecting. Arousal answered the sound itself, the trained syllable, the way a slut’s body answers a leash even when the hand holding it is miles away. I pressed my thighs together and the ring bit. Shame sat heavy in my chest, fused to the throb, grief for the man in the mirror who used to snarl and mean it.

Grief hit mid-stroke when I finally let my free hand drift down. The buried man watched from the glass, jaw set in a photograph that was not on my phone anymore, while the one in front of me needed pretty to stay hard. I had buried him in sessions and signatures and voice logs played for donors, and here in my own bathroom he was dead and I was still jerking off to the voice that killed him. My eyes burned. I kept stroking through it because stopping would have been mercy and mercy was not mine to give myself anymore.

One palm flat on the cold glass, fogging a small oval. One hand slow on my shaft where the cage allowed, fingers finding the slick skin above the ring, rolling pressure that built in one long climb instead of the edge bench and the remote and the counted peaks she stacked on me in the chair. Tempo was mine tonight. Rhythm was already hers. Every twist of my wrist matched the cadence she had beaten into my throat on Tuesdays. Slow. Cruel. Patient. Maintenance on a toy that did not get to rush.

I worked myself with both hands on my face between pulls, smearing gloss on my knuckles, checking liner while my breath went ragged. Inspection and filth braided together. I pinched my nipple through the thin sleep shirt she made me wear at home, rolled the bud until it hurt sweet, and whispered what she made me say when the microphone was live. “Please let me cum, Mistress.” The words tasted like the salon, not like tile. My cock leaked against the bars, clear strands catching on metal, texture sticky and warm on my fingers when I brought them back to my mouth and sucked.

The phone buzzed once. Her name on the screen. I almost dropped the glass. I read with shaking hands while I kept stroking, the denial already built into the message before I earned release.

“Hands only tonight. No cumming until you beg out loud like you’re on my chair. Record it. Send. Beg, and I might let you.”

I moaned against the mirror. Mercy withdrawn even through glass. She was not here and still she owned the finish. I hit record and watched my painted mouth in the cracked reflection, one hand on cheekbone, one on my trapped clitty, slow strokes that burned without tipping me over because her line sat in my skull like a lock.

“Please,” I said, and it was soft by default, useless for collections, perfect for her. “Please, Mistress Coco, let this sissy cum. I need it. I’m your painted whore. I’ll keep every Tuesday. Forty days, I’ll show up. Please let me shoot in my cage like a good little toy.”

The filth kept pouring because shame made me harder. “I’m not a man anymore. I’m your hole. Your voice log. Your lien on legs. Please. I beg. I beg with this pretty mouth. Let me cum or I’ll die hard and empty.”

Silence on the tile except my wet sounds and the bulb buzz. I sent the clip with my chin trembling. Three dots appeared. Deny. Edge. Her terms.

“Again. Slower. Say your firm’s name like you’re apologizing for ever knocking.”

I sobbed once, grief and need twisted so tight I could not tell them apart. I slowed my hand until each stroke was agony. “I’m sorry, Meridian Recovery. I’m sorry I came with papers. I’m Rhys. I’m hers. I collect nothing now except lipstick and cum in a cage. Please, Mistress, I beg, let your sissy spill.”

The dots returned. “Not yet. Hands on your face. Inspect. Tell me what soft cost you today.”

I obeyed in the mirror, fingers spreading my cheeks so the blush stripes showed, pulling my lower lip down to flash gloss, panting while my other hand barely moved on my cock. “Soft cost me my growl. Cost me my name. Cost me the bathroom. I can’t say Rhys hard. I cum to Polaroids. I’m maintenance. I’m proof.” My voice splintered at the peak of the inspection, the smart thought gone, only crude shards. “Pretty. Stupid. Leaking. Begging. Hers.”

“Good bitch. Ten more strokes. Count them pretty.”

I counted in the voice that was default now, one through ten, each number a little moan, and on ten the phone chimed.

“Cum. Now. Say the lien out loud.”

I slammed my palm on the glass and jerked fast, filthy, spit on my chin from saying it. “Forty days. Forty days and I’m cured if I stay her canvas. The debt is on me. I served myself. I’m cumming for the lien. I’m cumming for paint. I’m…”

Climax locked on the prettiest syllables, release ripping through the cage in hot stripes that hit my thigh and the towel I had laid like a file. I shook against the mirror, knees weak, cum stringing from the bars while I gasped her name and mine in the same breath, both soft, both true, orgasm only arriving when I said myself like a line I was taught, not a man I was.

The buzzing light held on my spent breath. I rinsed my hands, fixed the smear at the corner of my mouth, cataloged the cost in the drain swirl: growl, growl, growl, gone; default soft; phone proof in her inbox; forty days still counting; the old self grieved in the streak on porcelain. Tenderness in the aftercare was a trap I walked into anyway, cheek against cool glass, whispering thank you to a woman who was not in the room.

Another buzz. Not mercy. Instruction.

“Thursday, six p.m. Voice warm-up on the drive. Bring skin forward: bare legs, waxed, no denim. You will read the new consent addendum aloud in chair. Smile for Polaroid. Kill the bathroom light when you finish maintenance. Tomorrow you practice begging in traffic. Forward is day fifty-one.”

I killed the light and stepped out of the bathroom carrying tomorrow’s line in my throat, not the growl, soft already forming on my tongue for the steering wheel, forward into day fifty-one, lien ticking, painted pretty by default, alone and already hers.


Chapter 8: The Rival Column

My thighs stuck to the chair leather when I wiped the table down. Sweat had cooled into a thin film. The room smelled like latex and the sweet rot of my own cum drying on my inner thigh. I hated how my hands shook anyway. I pulled the case file from the drawer I had not opened in weeks. Paper. Staples. The lien contract Coco had signed when I walked in here thinking I was the one who collected.

I spread it flat under the lamp. My cage clicked when I leaned forward. I dialed the firm's back line from memory, not from the contacts she had sorted for me.

"Meridian Recovery, collections."

"This is Rhys. Put me through to counsel."

Silence. Then a transfer. The hold music was the same cheap loop from before the salon owned my Tuesdays.

"Rhys. We thought you were on extended leave."

"I'm working a file. Coco. Lien cure. Standing appointments."

Keys clicked on the other end. "That contract is tight. Why are you calling now?"

"Because I'm reading it like I used to read everything." My voice came out steadier than it had in my bathroom mirror at home. Collector voice. I clung to it. "Ninety-day cure period. Weekly appointments. Unbroken streak."

"Correct. Day sixty-four today. Twenty-six days left if the streak holds."

Twenty-six days. The number sat in my gut like a cold coin.

"If the streak breaks, the cure fails. The lien revives at full principal plus fees."

"That's the loophole you're hunting."

"That's the weapon."

Counsel exhaled. "Break one appointment. Miss a Tuesday. Walk. The debt voids her obligation and voids yours. But Rhys, if you break it, she'll bury you in countersuit. You'd need to document duress."

"I was serving papers. She offered forgiveness for attendance."

"Get it in writing that you were coerced. Hard with your signature on the chair waiver."

"I signed under economic pressure. Debt on the firm. My job."

"Maybe. Still a fight. Easier path: complete the streak, lien clears day ninety, everyone walks clean."

"I don't want clean. I want out now."

"Then break the streak. Don't show next Tuesday. Send a registered letter same day. Clock it."

I wrote the steps on the back of the contract. Miss Tuesday. Letter. Streak dead. Lien dead. Salon dead. Me dead as her canvas, alive as the man with the file.

I hung up. The room was too quiet. The AC kicked on and blew cold air over my nipples. They tightened under the thin salon robe. I paced, reading clause after clause, hunting another exit that did not require me to become a coward on a calendar.

The wall of Polaroids caught me on the third pass.

I had every photo of me memorized. Week one, jaw clenched. Week four, lashes wet. Week eight, mouth open on something off-frame. I had counted them like tally marks on my own spine.

The second chair had its own column. I had never paid it any mind. Empty chair. Prop for symmetry.

There was a new print pinned there.

Not me.

A man. Younger. Thick neck. Shoulders that still squared like he lifted doors instead of knocked on them. Lip gloss shell on his mouth. Cheeks striped with contour. His eyes were furious and hard in the way mine used to look before they learned to look up.

Fresh film. The border still curled. The chemical smell lingered when I pulled it off the tack.

My loophole turned sour in my mouth.

Break the streak and that chair fills. Break the streak and I am not missed. I am replaced. A rival column. A new hard man made pretty for profit while I walk out unchanged and forgotten on a wall I no longer own.

Jealousy hit hotter than shame. It climbed my throat and made my cage ache.

I wanted to void the contract. I wanted to burn the streak. I also wanted to rip his photo down and bleed the wall.

The door to the back opened. Heels on tile. Cold air shifted.

Coco did not ask what I was holding.

"You found the void clause."

"Counsel confirmed it."

"Good. You still think like a collector."

She moved past me. Perfume cut through latex. She plucked the Polaroid from my fingers and studied the new face.

"Thursday's intake. Second chair. Rival column, if you want the business term."

"I want my column."

"You have it. Until you don't."

"I'm not breaking the streak."

She turned. Gold hoops caught the light. "Then why dial your firm?"

"Because I needed to know I could leave."

"And?"

I could not say the truth with my collector voice. It came out soft at the edges. "Because I saw him."

"Jealous."

"Yes."

She smiled like I had finally said the right filthy thing. "You'd rather stay the canvas than watch someone else sit."

"Yes."

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

The sentence landed on my skin colder than the AC. I had heard versions of that before. This one was a lock turning.

"Prove it," she said. "Not with paper. With service."

She rearranged the room without raising her voice. The second chair rolled to center. The mirror angled so I would see both columns, his photo and mine, side by side. She set a bowl of warm water on the low table. Steam rose and wet the air. She laid out cloths, oil, the polished plug she used when she wanted me open and quiet.

"Knees. Second chair. Worship."

"I came here to fight you."

"You're fighting for a seat. Get on your knees and act like you want it."

I dropped. Tile bit cold through the robe. My balls drew up. The cage pressed metal into my shaft. I faced his Polaroid. His furious pretty mouth. My reflection under it, softer, trained.

"Look at him," Coco said. "That's what vacancy looks like. You want the slot, you serve the house."

"I serve you."

"Show me."

She sat in the chair. Robe open. No panties. She spread her thighs. Heat rolled off her skin into my face. The smell of her cunt was sharp and real. Not perfume. Not salon.

"Lick. Slow. Every time you think about that photo, put your tongue deeper."

I leaned in. My first lap was tentative. She grabbed my hair.

"Don't you dare be shy. You want to keep your column? Eat me like you mean it."

I licked. Flat tongue. Long strokes from bottom to top. She tasted salt and soap. My jaw ached. Water dripped from the bowl and pattered on tile. The sound was obscene in the quiet.

"Tell me what you are."

"Yours."

"What else."

"Your slut."

"What else."

I swallowed a moan. "Your pretty debt."

"And him?"

My eyes flicked to the Polaroid. Jealousy flared and I buried my face between her thighs. I sucked her clit. She ground down and a wet sound squelched against my mouth.

"He's nothing," I gasped.

"He's Thursday."

"He's not Tuesday."

"Tuesday is you. Prove Tuesday belongs on the wall."

I licked faster. My tongue went numb. Spit ran down my chin and cooled on my neck. She pulled my hair until my eyes watered.

"You found a loophole. Use your mouth instead."

I moaned into her. Vibration made her thighs twitch. She let me work until my knees burned and the tile turned my skin red from cold.

She stood. "Strip."

I shed the robe. Cage gleamed. She oiled my ass with warm hands. Fingers breached me without warning. One. Two. Stretch and burn. I hissed.

"Quiet. You don't get to growl here anymore."

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please keep me in the chair."

"Wrong chair. Beg for the right one."

I looked at my Polaroids. At his. "Please let me stay Tuesday. Please don't replace me."

"Keep begging."

"Please, Coco. I'll come every week. I'll stay on the wall. I'll be your column. Not him. Not anyone. Please."

Her name was ash on my tongue. I needed it anyway.

"On the stool. Ass up. Face to his photo."

I climbed. Wood stuck to my palms. She strapped on the thick black cock. Rubber creaked. Lube dripped and hit the floor with a slap.

"You don't get fucked until you ask permission like the bitch you are."

"I need it."

"Say it filthy."

"I need your cock in my ass. Please fuck your Tuesday slut. Please don't give my slot to that man."

"Louder."

"I need you to pound my hole so I remember who owns the column."

She pressed the head to my asshole. Pressure. Heat. No mercy.

"Count twenty-six."

"What?"

"Days left on the lien. Count them while I open you."

Twenty-six. The deadline on my back. I gasped one as she pushed in. Two as my rim burned. Three as my prostate lit up and my cage leaked. She fucked slow on the count. Deliberate. Each number a thrust.

By ten I was sobbing. By fifteen my voice came apart. Please. Stay. Mine. Wall. By twenty my balls tightened and nothing in the cage let me finish.

"Twenty-six."

She slammed deep and held. My asshole clenched around rubber. Cold sweat ran down my ribs. The AC hummed. Her hand wrapped my cage.

"You don't cum until you beg release on my terms."

"I'll beg."

"Start."

"Please let your Tuesday whore cum. Please. I chose the chair. I chose you. I didn't break the streak. Please let me cum with your cock in my ass while I look at him and know he's not me."

"Again."

"Please, mistress. I'll lick you every week. I'll suck you dry. I'll take every stage. Just let me cum. Please. Permission. Please."

"Who owns the column?"

"You do."

"Who owns the ass?"

"You do."

"Who walked in a collector and stayed a canvas?"

"I did."

She stroked my cage rough. Three pulls. Four. My thighs shook. The stool wobbled.

"Cum for me. Now."

I came. Hard. Painful. Cum shot through the cage slots and striped the stool leg. My ass milked the strap while I screamed into the Polaroid of the rival. Sound ripped out of me wet and ugly. She kept fucking through it until my hole went sloppy and my arms gave out.

She pulled out. Cool air hit my gaping ass. I whimpered.

"Streak intact."

"Loophole unused."

"Good girl."

The words sank into me worse than the cum on my thighs. Good girl. Not good collector. Not good man.

She wiped me with a warm cloth. Steam had gone lukewarm. My skin prickled.

"You fought to keep your place."

"I did."

"You'd rather be jealous than free."

I could not deny it. The contract lay on the table where I had left it. Weapon I would not use.

She pinned his Polaroid back beside mine. Two columns. Mine looked hungrier now.

"Twenty-six days," she said. "The lien cure is on you. Every Tuesday you show, you pay down your old self. Miss one, you free the debt and hand him the chair."

"He's Thursday."

"And you're shaking because Thursday exists."

The door chime rang.

A new voice in the lobby. Footsteps. Another appointment on the schedule while I was still bent over the stool, ass open, cum cooling on my legs.

Coco straightened her robe. "Stay in the chair, Rhys. Let the next one see what Tuesday looks like when she fights for her column."

She walked toward the chime. I did not move. The momentum carried on without me standing up. Whoever came through that door would meet a man who had dialed for freedom and begged to stay.


Chapter 9: The Door He Refuses

Two cups hit the saucers without a word, porcelain ringing once against the low table between us. Between them sat a stapled stack I knew before I leaned in. My name on the top sheet. The lien underneath. Above both, in her handwriting, one word: Released.

Day eighty-five. Five mornings left until the cure. The paperwork said the lien was already dead if I walked out on day ninety. Not a threat. Not a trick. Signed. Dated. The kind of out a man could hold in his fist and use.

She stayed seated across from me in the salon chair worn to the shape of me, legs crossed, lipstick the color of dried blood. She did not touch the tea. She pointed at the stack with one nail.

"Read it. Every line. Out loud."

My mouth was dry. I lifted the top page. The release language was plain. Standing appointments voided. Debt forgiven. Lien discharged. My firm would get nothing. I would get my face back, my name off the wall, no more Tuesday columns, no Polaroid slot with my jaw painted soft. I read the numbers. The dates. The cure clause that only worked if I showed up every week until day ninety and then chose to leave on that day. I read her signature. I read the notary block. My voice shook on the last paragraph and steadied because she was watching and I had learned what her watching cost.

The tea went cold. Steam died. The room smelled of bergamot and wax and the sharp alcohol she wiped brushes with. Under that, her perfume, something dark and sweet that stuck in the back of my throat like I had already swallowed her.

"Again," she said. "The cure period. Read that section."

I read it again. Ninety days. Unbroken weekly attendance. Day ninety: walk, lien void, contract ash. Break the streak before then and the debt snaps back. I had hunted that loophole myself in my head, in the file room, phone to my ear. I had wanted it as a weapon. Now it sat between two cups like a gift.

Her hand left the arm of the chair and landed on my knee. Not hard. Precise. She turned me without standing, one pressure of her palm until I slid off the cushion and went to my front on the rug, hips toward her, cheek on the woven pile that scratched my foundation. The stack stayed on the table. She had me crawl close enough that my elbows were under the low edge, my chest below the Released page, my ass presented between the chair legs like something she had already priced.

"Keep your hands on the wood," she said. "You are still reading when I tell you to read. For now, breathe."

I breathed. Bergamot. Her fingers. She did not rush. This was not the flipped rebellion fuck from last week, not the counted peaks, not the wall jealousy turned into a gag and a strap. One thread. Patient. She worked me open with lube that smelled faintly of coconut and chemical clean, one finger, two, a stretch that burned slow instead of sharp. I clenched and she slapped my cheek once, not my face, my ass, a sting that spread.

"Loosen, Rhys. You know this hole. Stop acting new."

I loosened. Shame and heat braided the way they always did here, but gratitude was new, ugly, swelling under my ribs. She had put the door on the table. Real paper. Real ink. She was not hiding it. That kindness was a blade.

She pressed the head of her silicone cock against my asshole and held it there, not entering, just the pressure, the round blunt promise. My clitty strained in its metal without permission. I drooled a little into the rug, spit I could not swallow because my jaw was clenched against a moan.

"Day ninety buys your face," she said, tone conversational, like we were still at tea. "Your jaw. No wall. No second chair. No rival column. The lien gone. Your collectors' firm eats the loss. You walk into the hallway a man again. On paper."

She pushed in one inch. My body grabbed her. She stopped.

"On your skin," she continued, "you walk out painted. You walk out trained. You walk out knowing what your ass is for. That does not erase in a hallway. But the contract can. Read the next clause."

I read from memory, muffled against the rug. Weekly surrender. Branding optional. Debt trade. She fed me another inch, slow, inexorable, until my asshole burned full around her girth. No pace yet. Just fullness. My thighs shook.

"Good little hole," she murmured. "Hold it."

I held. The Released page hung above me like a roof I could lift. She let me clutch the stack when she told me to rise onto my knees, chest up, paperwork crushed to my sternum, arms wrapped around it, her cock still buried in my ass, nowhere else to go. The staple dug into my skin through the shirt she had put on me that morning, baby pink, ridiculous, already hers.

"That is a real exit," she said. "Feel it. Paper on your heart. My dick in your ass. Both true."

I felt both. Tears pricked hot. Gratitude so fierce it hurt. She had cleared the lien. She had given me the language to leave. Terror followed, immediate, animal: the hallway, the firm, the mirror without her brushes, the empty Tuesday, the Polaroid with another man's mouth. I sobbed once, quiet, into the top sheet. Ink smeared slightly. I did not care.

She began to move. Slow. Deliberate. One long arc, in and out, in and out, no sprint, no second peak waiting. The wet sound of my ass taking her was obscene in the quiet salon, schlck, schlck, soft and filthy. She reached around and tapped my locked clitty through the bars, teasing, never enough to finish, just enough to leak.

"You are at the brink," she said. "You know the brink. I am going to keep you there until your arms shake."

They shook. The stack crushed tighter. She talked through the whole thing, mean and clear.

"You want to cum like a bitch with release paperwork on your tits. Say it."

"I want to cum like a bitch with release paperwork on my tits," I gasped.

"You want my cock in your shithole more than you want the hallway. Say it."

The words fought me. The door was real. Five days. I could wait five days and walk. My ass clenched around her on the outstroke and my clitty dribbled clear slime through the lock.

"I want your cock in my shithole more than the hallway," I whispered.

"Louder. Owner hears you."

"I want your cock in my shithole more than the hallway," I cried, and hated myself and meant it.

She pounded once, hard, then went back to slow. Cruel rhythm. Edge without mercy. Conversation braided through body, exactly as she wanted negotiation, not a fuck with papers nearby, a deal struck in sweat.

"Day ninety is not just leave," she said. "Day ninety is choose. Stay past dawn on day ninety without picking that stack up and the lien stays dead but you stay mine. Pick it up and walk before the clock clears and you are free and broke of me. Miss a morning before then and the debt lives again. The countdown is on you now, Rhys. Not my contract alone. Your appointments cure my lien. Your legs cure your shame. Five days."

Five days. The number sat in my mouth like taste, metallic, tea gone bitter. She drew me to the brink and held me there, hips rolling, her free hand on my throat, not choking, just there, pulse under her thumb. I begged without the word she had worn thin on me. Begged with my ass pushing back, with whimpers, with "please" dying before it left because I had used it too many times in other rooms and this room wanted fresh filth.

"Please fuck my ass," I tried.

"Filthier."

"Ruin my shithole. I need it. I need you. I hate that I need you."

"Need is not ownership. What am I?"

"Mine," I choked, wrong, stupid, the answer she wanted inverted.

She laughed, low. "Try again."

"You own my hole. You own my face. You own the streak."

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours," I sobbed. "Yours. Yours."

"Mine. Say it."

"Mine," I said, and did not know if I meant hers or me claiming her or me claiming the slot on the wall, and the not knowing was the point, the negotiation, the yes in my mouth that was not leaving.

She shifted angle, found the spot that made my vision white at the edges, and kept the pace glacial. One sustained climb. No count. No second crest. My orgasm built like a long low wave, not a slap. My mind broke into fragments: can't can't hallway paper staple taste her coconut ass full clitty drip shame thank you thank you door terrified grateful cum cum

"Not yet," she said.

"I am dying."

"You are edging. Hold the stack. Do not drop it. If you drop it, I stop."

I held the stack. Paper cut my thumb. She fucked me through the brink and held me on the other side of release, denial only in timing, her choice when, my choice whether the door ever opened. She let my clitty throb untouched except friction from the lock, pain and pleasure twisted.

"When I let you go," she whispered in my ear, scent of her lipstick, wax, sweat, "you cum quiet. Long. You thank me for the door you are too scared to walk through."

She let me go.

The climax rolled through once, not a shout, a long shattered pull, ass milking her cock, clitty spurting thin ruined stripes through the bars onto the pink shirt, soaking the release page at the corner where it peeked from my grip. I bit my lip until blood taste mixed with bergamot. Quiet like she ordered. Wave after wave while the Released word pulsed under my chin with each jerk. I came and came, emptying, grateful, broken, still on my knees, still full of her, still holding the out she had signed.

She stilled inside me. Waited until the last twitch died. Pulled out slow, a drip of lube and shame down my thigh. She did not stack me again. Did not count. Tenderness-as-trap: she smoothed my hair, wiped my face with a warm cloth that smelled of rose water, kissed my temple like I had done well on a lesson.

"Look at the table," she said.

I looked. Two cups. Empty space where the stack had been between them when we started. I still held it.

We sat, eventually, me back in the chair, ass sore, clitty aching, shirt stained. She poured fresh tea, hot this time. Steam rose. She placed nothing between the cups. The stack was in my lap.

"Five days," she said. "The door expires at dawn on day ninety. Stay, and the lien stays cleared and you stay my canvas. Go, and you are free of debt and free of me. The Polaroid column keeps running either way. Someone always sits in the second chair."

Tuesday. Thursday. The rival face from last week's rebellion. Jealousy flickered, weaker than gratitude, still there.

I wept. Open, ugly, mascara she had applied already raccooning. Grateful for the door. Terrified of the hallway. My fingers found the staple on the stack. Skimmed the metal. Did not lift it. Did not slide the papers out. Did not stand.

She watched. Said nothing. Let the choice sit in my hands like she had promised.

I set the paperwork back in the exact space between the cups. Aligned the edges with the saucer rings. Released face up. My name visible. Lien buried. The door between two untouched drinks, refused without a speech.

She took my empty cup. Porcelain clicked. Day eighty-six already ticking in my head, next morning's alarm, the streak unbroken, the cure counting down on my body now, not just her wall calendar. I remained in the chair. Ass throbbed. Mouth tasted her coconut lube and my own salt. The salon hummed, distant dryer, someone's laugh in the back. Forward motion, inevitable, book still turning.

I did not pick up the stack.

I chose the chair.

I chose five days of door still open and my hand never on the knob.

Mine, I thought, and meant her mark on my skin, my name on her lien, my refusal that was not refusal of her but of leaving, and the gratitude ate the terror until only forward remained, day eighty-six, day eighty-seven, the long drop before day ninety, and I would show up because showing up was the only language I had left that sounded like love and sounded like ruin both, and I wanted both, and the tea cooled again between us while the Released page waited for a hand I was not going to give it.


Chapter 10: Author Of Her Name

My hand was halfway to the folded remover cloth before anyone in the room made a sound.

The second chair held it like a ticket. White cotton, square, the kind you wipe lacquer and shame off with. Day ninety. Zero days left on the lien cure. The doors had opened ten minutes ago and the debt Coco owed my firm died in law the moment the latch clicked. It landed in my chest, a clean snap, paperwork turning to ash in some clerk's tray while I stood in heels and a skirt I could not name mine yet.

The house was packed. Folding chairs in rows. Phones dark. Polaroids climbing every column. My column. Thirteen weeks of me stapled in sequence, mouth open, ass spread, clitty leaking through cage bars while strangers took notes on blend and contour. The masterclass stage sat under the same hot lights that had first introduced my throat to demonstration cocks and my hole to silicone meant for education.

Coco stood at the foot of the stage in a black sheath that made her look like the law itself. She watched my fingers hover over the cloth.

"Rhys."

One word. The room stopped breathing with me.

"You are a cleared man. Witnessed. Walk if you want. Pick it up. Wipe your face. Leave my wall naked. Leave my voice behind. No lien. No leash. That cloth is your exit."

I touched the edge. The weave was rough against my pad. Cheap hotel towel cotton. It would scrape pigment off and take the pretty with it. Under it my skin waited, the face I used to shave before work, the jaw that used to scare deadbeats into payment plans.

Peace sat in my belly like a stone warmed in sun. Not excitement. Not fear anymore. Just the weight of a thing finally still.

I pulled my hand back.

Gasps rolled through the folding chairs. Someone whispered my old name like a ghost. Coco's mouth curved, small, cruel, pleased.

"You will thank me when it is done."

I turned toward the stage instead of the door.

The brush waited in the ceramic cup by the mirror. Same badger hair. Same rose-gold ferrule. I climbed the three steps. The skirt rode up my thighs. The cage knocked my clitty against the satin lining with each step, a dull ache I had learned to read as home.

I faced the mirror and the crowd at once. Reflected me: lashes, liner, lips painted the shade she called Obey. I lifted the brush. Foundation first. I knew the pressure. The drag. The way pigment caught on stubble I had stopped fighting. I painted my own before on the left half of my face, bare patches, collector's scowl softened only by exhaustion. On the right I laid the after, her work through my hands, cheekbone lifted, mouth made plush, eyes bigger than any man deserved.

My voice shook into the mic.

"This is the lesson. You do not get kept by force at the end. You get kept because you finish the stroke yourself."

Coco climbed the stage behind me. Her heat reached me before her hands. She stripped my shirt off in one pull. Buttons cracked. The air kissed my nipples, sensitive from weeks of clamps and cream. She shoved me into the artist chair, the same chair that had held my head back for lip tutorials and my ass up for blending demos.

"Caught," she said to the room, not to me. "No private slot. Watch him hold still while I open what he pretended was only debt."

She kicked my knees apart. The chair creaked. I gripped the armrests, wood worn smooth by other men's panic before me. She did not warm me up sweet. She spit on her fingers and shoved them into my asshole in front of everybody, two then three, scissoring until I grunted into the microphone and feedback squealed.

"Say it."

"I'm the demo hole," I said. The words were glue in my mouth. "Use me for the lesson."

She replaced her fingers with the strap-on harness she wore under the sheath, thick black rubber cock glossy under the lights. No tease. She lined up and drove in one stroke to the hilt.

I screamed. Not pretty. Raw lung sound. The crowd went silent then rustled, notebooks flipping.

She fucked me like curriculum. Long strokes that punched air out of me. Short jabs that made my caged clitty bounce and leak. Her hand fisted my hair and yanked my head so the room saw my face contort on every thrust.

"Who owns this ass now that the lien is dead?"

"You do," I gasped. Wrong answer. She slapped my face, lipstick smearing.

"Who owns it because you begged?"

"I do," I sobbed. "I own giving it. I own staying. Please, fuck your slut on stage."

She pounded harder. The wet slap of rubber in my hole mixed with the speaker crackle. My thighs trembled. Weight piled on me, her body, gravity, the eyes. Texture everywhere, spit running down my chin, sweat pooling in the small of my back, the burn of stretch around her girth.

She reached around and buzzed the cage with a small vibrator she kept in her palm like a secret. My clitty swelled against the bars. Pain and itch collided.

"First one for the house," she said. "Come without permission and I stop."

I bit my lip until blood tasted metal. She angled the cockhead against my prostate and the vibrator against my trapped shaft. The edge built like a wave I could not name a number for.

"Please," I whined. "Let your whore spill."

"Convince them."

"I'm Rhys," I said to the folding chairs, to the phones still dark, to the column of my humiliation. "I'm her canvas. I want the crowd to see me milk out like a bitch in heat. I'm nothing cleared. I'm kept."

She turned the vibrator up. My vision whited. Orgasm ripped through the cage, thin spurts painting my thighs, ass clenching on the rubber cock while I howled. The room applauded like a game show.

She did not stop.

"Again."

"No, I, I can't."

"You can. You will thank me when it is done."

She fucked through my spasms, cruel steady rhythm, vibrator circling my clitty head until the first climax twisted into a second before my breath came back. I lost count at the edge of two and three. Numbers dissolved. Past four, past whatever came next, my mind smeared to static. Each peak she announced to the audience like a product launch.

"Watch the hole milk dry."

"See the face stay."

My words broke to fragments. Please. More. Stop. Don't stop. Owned. Free. Nothing free. Good.

She pulled out once, flipped me over the chair back, ass up, face sideways against the mirror smearing the half-painted before/after. She plunged back in from a new angle, deeper, battering my prostate until my legs shook and buckled. Spit dripped from my mouth onto the mirror glass. I watched myself get ruined in double, painted and unpainted, mouth slack.

When she finally let the vibrator stay on high without pause, orgasm stacked on orgasm until I was not Rhys or anything with a ledger. Just hole and clitty and noise. I begged in one-syllable dirt. Fuck. Yes. Mine. Hers. Ours.

The last one tore a sound out of me I did not know my throat could make. Silence after weighed heavier than the pounding had.

Coco pulled free. Cool air hit my gaping asshole. She handed me the Polaroid camera from the side table.

"Snap your peak. Pin your own history."

My hands shook so hard the first shot blurred. The second caught me: mascara rivers, cum on thighs, asshole pink and twitching, smile broken and real. I walked to my column on unsteady heels. The stepladder wobbled under my weight. I pinned the fresh photo at the top myself, over all the earlier weeks. Permanent marker beneath already read the name she had given me, the pretty one, loops and hearts stolen from a teenage diary. My handwriting now. My choice.

Back on stage she laid a new contract on the table next to the unused remover cloth folded on the second chair below us. Voluntary standing appointment. Weekly. Indefinite. Signature line waiting.

I signed in that pretty name. The ink came thick, warm from the pen. Coco witnessed. The room witnessed. The lien was ash and this paper was fire I lit myself.

She bent me over the contract table, ass still tender, and slid a real cock out of her harness, her own, I had never seen it bare, and she fed it into my mouth while my signature dried.

"Suck gratitude."

I choked. Drool ran. She face-fucked me slow so the crowd heard gags and swallowed whine. When she spilled down my throat I took every bitter pulse and thanked her around the shaft, filthy, grateful, calm in the belly stone again.

After, in the back office, I wrote my resignation on the original served papers. The ones I had handed her ninety days ago thinking I was the hunter. My pretty name at the bottom. My old name crossed out like a dead account. I licked the envelope flap, tasted glue and lipstick transfer, and dropped it in the blue box on the corner.

The firm's rolls would lose Rhys the collector. The wall would keep the name Coco gave me. Tuesday would unlock the door next week for my standing slot. I would paint myself fresh before each masterclass, resident face, author of my own unmaking.

I walked back through the emptying salon. The lights dimmed. My thighs stuck. The cage clicked when I walked.

The second chair still held the remover cloth, folded, warm from the bodies that had sat there all night, waiting for whoever she chose next.

I did not touch it. I turned off the stage spots and locked the front door from the inside, home for the week already ticking in my bones.


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.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.

Continue here on Amazon.

About Polly Bane

I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcVA.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: The Ninety Day Cure

		Chapter 2: Signed With Wet Lips

		Chapter 3: No Before Left

		Chapter 4: Chasing The Compliment

		Chapter 5: The Softer Register

		Chapter 6: He Served Himself

		Chapter 7: Soft By Default

		Chapter 8: The Rival Column

		Chapter 9: The Door He Refuses

		Chapter 10: Author Of Her Name




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78






OEBPS/image_rsrcV9.jpg
PAINTE

PRETTY

. =

POLLY BANE





