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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of forced feminization, sissy training, age play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors or impose any real-world gender identity.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: The Provisional Term

Ikept talking with the pitch deck still jammed under my arm, and Odette already had the tailor’s tape around my waist.

“The media buy alone puts you ahead of every boutique on this street,” I said. “You need reach. You need a brand system. You need…”

“Thirty-two,” she said, and wrote it on the laminated sheet between us. The marble under it was cold through my cuffs. Her kitchen smelled like coffee gone bitter in the pot. “Hips next. Stay still.”

I did not stay still. I shifted. The tape tugged. My cock twitched in my slacks like it had an opinion about being measured by a client who had already beaten my deck with one page.

That page sat face up. One column of terms. Clean font. No logo lockups. No case studies. Just her rules, printed and sealed under plastic, waiting for a signature I had not agreed to give.

“You bet a weekend,” I said. “Loser takes the winner’s terms for one weekend. That was the wager. Your brief does not get to invent a new calendar.”

Odette looked up. Thirty-six, dark hair pinned off her neck, blouse open at the throat like she had better things to do than listen to a man salvage an account. “You lost the account when your deck needed twelve slides to say what my page said in six lines. The weekend was the bet. The shape of the terms was always mine.”

My tongue went thick. Heat climbed my neck. I was twenty-nine and I had never taken an order from anyone who was not paying my agency, and she was not paying. She was taking.

“Read it,” she said.

I set the deck on a stool. The laminate slid under my hand. Provisional Term. Thirty-one days. Daily exit clause. Reclamation Box. Halloween pickup at six. A phone number on a card that canceled everything with one call. Training schedule. Soft clothes. Locked cock. Obedience drills. Signature lines at the bottom for both of us.

“This is a month,” I said.

“Thirty-one days,” Odette said. “Day one is today. Thirty days after this one. You walk any morning. You call the number. The courier never comes. Until then, you belong to the page.”

The tape rode over my hips. She wrote another number. I thickened against the seam of my pants hard enough to hurt. Shame punched up behind my teeth. I wanted to laugh it off. I wanted to grab my deck and leave. My feet stayed planted on her tile.

“You cannot be serious,” I said.

“I am exact,” she said. “Turn.”

I turned. The tape found my inseam. Her knuckles brushed the hard line of my cock through cloth. A small sound left me. She did not comment. She wrote. The click of her pen was louder than my breath.

“Why would I sign this?” I asked.

“Because you already spent the pride you are trying to spend again,” Odette said. “You wagered a weekend on being better than me. You were not. Now you get to find out what my terms cost when you read them instead of writing them.”

Defiance sat right next to curiosity with teeth. I hated that it worked.

She set the tape down and dug into a shallow drawer in the island. Silk the color of wet stone spilled across the marble. Panties. A small steel cage followed, hinged wide, with a short padlock and a key on a thin ring.

“Step out of the pants,” she said. “Underwear too.”

“Here.”

“Here.”

I looked at the window over the sink. Blinds down. Street sounds leaked through anyway: a car door, someone laughing too loud on the sidewalk. My fingers found my belt. The buckle gave. Slacks hit my shoes. Boxers followed. My cock sprang out heavy and flushed, the head already wet.

Odette’s gaze dropped. “Cute,” she said. “It thinks this is still a pitch.”

“Fuck you.”

“Later,” she said. “If you earn it. Cage first.”

She fitted the ring behind my balls with cool fingers. It closed cold on skin that had never worn anything like it. I jumped. She fed the steel over the head, worked it down until I hissed, and locked it. The padlock snicked. She threaded the key onto her own bracelet next to a small gold disc.

“My key,” she said. “Not yours.”

The weight pulled. I tried to swell and met metal. A dull ache spread. My face burned.

“Panties,” she said. “You put them on. You thank me.”

I picked up the silk, colder than the room. I stepped in one foot, then the other, and drew them up. The pouch cupped the cage. The waistband sat soft against the marks the tape had left. The silk whispered when I moved.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Thank you, Odette. Say what you are putting on.”

My jaw locked. “Thank you, Odette. For the panties.”

“For my sissy’s first pair,” she said.

The word went in like a hook. I jerked against steel and got nowhere. Precome wet the silk from the inside. My own smell reached me already, sharp and wrong under coffee and her perfume.

She tapped the laminate. “Sign.”

I signed. My name looked small under her terms. She signed beneath mine, neat and fast, then slid a plain card across the marble with a phone number and the word EXIT in block letters.

“This goes in your wallet. Every day. One call ends the Term. Until you call, you will do exactly as I say.”

The line went through me clean.

“Say it back,” she said.

“I will do exactly as you say.”

“Good. Training room. Now. Bring the box.”

A flat white carton waited by the fridge, already labeled RECLAMATION in black marker, with a prepaid courier strip and a date: Halloween, 6:00 p.m. I set my shoes in it. My slacks. My shirt when she pointed. Socks. Watch. The deck went on top like a joke that had stopped being funny. She pressed the label down while I stood in silk and steel, bare-chested, the rip of tape loud over the wet thud of my own pulse.

“Thirty-one days,” she said. “The box gets heavier. You mark the morning count on the board yourself. Miss a mark and I add a day.”

I nodded. Speech was expensive.

She led me down a short hall into a converted room with a marble island, a padded bench, a mirror, and a low cabinet. The air bit cooler here. My nipples tightened. The cage ticked against the silk when I walked.

“On the bench. Chest down. Ass up. Hold the far edge.”

I climbed on. The pad gave under my ribs. My knees spread. The panties stretched across my ass. In the mirror: someone else’s bad idea.

Odette opened the cabinet. Lube. A slim steel plug. A thicker black one. A wand vibrator. A pair of cuffs. She cuffed my wrists to the bench rail without hurry. Each cuff closed small and final.

She hooked the silk aside between my cheeks. Cool air hit my hole. I clenched.

“Breathe,” she said. “You argued with your mouth. Now your ass learns the brief.”

Lube poured warm, then cooled on my skin. Her fingertip found me. I pushed back on instinct and she sank in to the knuckle. The stretch burned. A sound tore out of me, raw and embarrassed.

“Tight little hole,” she said. “Of course it is. Proud men keep everything locked until someone with a key shows up.”

She worked the finger. In. Out. The wet sound carried in the quiet. My caged cock leaked into the panties in fat drops. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not pull them apart.

A second finger joined. The burn widened. I yanked on the cuffs. The rail did not give.

“Take it,” she said. “Say what you are.”

“I…” My voice cracked. “I am your sissy.”

“Louder. Filthy.”

“I am your sissy hole,” I gasped. “Please. Fuck…”

“Please what.”

“Please open me.”

She scissored her fingers. My rim fluttered and gave. Spit hit my crack and ran. She pushed a third finger. The stretch turned sharp. My thighs shook. The wand came alive with a low buzz and she laid it against the steel, vibration driving straight through into everything trapped behind it.

I shouted. The sound bounced off the mirror.

“Count when you cum,” Odette said. “Out loud. You do not get to hide the number.”

She fucked my ass on three fingers while the wand chewed at the bars. Pressure stacked behind my balls with nowhere to go. I clenched around her hand. The wet squelch filled my ears. Sweat cooled on my back in the chilled air, then warmed again where her wrist rubbed me open.

“Hold,” she said, and pinned the wand harder.

I broke. Cum forced out through the cage slits in thin, mean spurts, soaking the silk. My ass clamped her fingers so hard my vision shrank to a pinhole.

“One,” I choked. “That’s one…”

“Good slut.” She did not stop. Fingers kept pumping. The buzz stayed. Nerves lit up ugly and bright. I lurched forward. The cuffs stopped me.

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Beg for the next one like the whore who signed my page.”

“Please make me cum again,” I said, the words scraping. “Please use my hole. Please, I’m your dirty little toy, please…”

She pulled her fingers free. My hole stayed open a second, cool and empty, then she worked the slim plug in. It seated with a thick pop. The stem sat snug against my rim. She twisted it while the wand buzzed the metal again.

The second orgasm ripped harder. My hips jerked. Cum pulsed weak and constant through the slits, dripping down the pouch onto the pad. I sobbed the number.

“Two. That’s two, one more…”

“One more at least,” Odette said. “You do not set the count. I do.”

She swapped the slim plug for the thicker black one. I fought it. She pushed steady until the wide flare forced me open and the base slapped flush. The fullness shoved the air out of me. She flicked the wand to a higher setting and held it to my perineum, right behind the cage, while she fucked the plug in short hard strokes.

“Say it,” she said. “What are you.”

“A hole,” I panted. “A locked cock. Your sissy bitch. Please, please don’t stop…”

“Louder.”

“YOUR SISSY BITCH. Fuck my ass. Make me cum in these panties. Please, Odette…”

She worked a finger in beside the plug. The stretch went white-hot. Then another. My rim burned around plug and fingers both. Spit strings connected her knuckles to my ass when she pulled back. I drooled on the pad. My arms shook in the cuffs.

The third one hit and kept on hitting. No real load left, just dry spasms and a thin dribble through the slits while my hole milked it in helpless flutters.

“Three,” I cried. “Three, fuck, too much…”

“Four,” she said. “You asked to be opened.”

She pulled the plug. My hole gaped, slick and stupid. She poured more lube and folded four fingers together, then the ridge of her thumb. The widest part of her hand notched against my rim.

“No,” I whispered. Dread and want slammed together. “Odette…”

“You will do exactly as I say.” Same line. Same calm. “Push out. Take my hand.”

I pushed. She sank. The burn peeled me open past what I had language for. My shout broke into a gag. Drool wet my chin. Her knuckles passed the ring of muscle and my ass closed around her wrist with a wet gulp.

Full. Stuffed. Used.

She fist-fucked me in slow drives while the wand pinned the cage. Every thrust shoved a raw sound out of me. The mirror showed my slack mouth, my wet face, the silk ruined dark at the front. I looked like a man who had lost a bet and meant to keep losing.

“Four,” she said when my body seized again, hole clamping her forearm, cock jerking empty in steel. “Say it.”

“Four,” I sobbed. “That’s four…”

“One more. Ask.”

“Please make me cum a fifth time in my sissy panties with your fist in my ass. Please ruin me. Please…”

She twisted her fist and mashed the wand against the steel. The fifth one tore through on nothing but stretch and shame. I screamed into the pad. My hole spasmed around her wrist in ugly waves. Spit and sweat and spent cum made a mess of me. The room smelled like sex and cold air and silk gone sour.

She eased her hand out. My asshole hung open, twitching, slick running down my balls onto the cage. She dried her wrist on my thigh like I was a towel.

“Good,” she said. “First contact logged.”

The wand died. The quiet rang. My breath scraped. She uncuffed me and rolled me onto my side. The plug went back in, the thick one, seated deep. Panties smoothed into place over the stem. The wet patch at the front clung to the steel.

Odette held up a small black marker. “On your feet.”

I stood on shaking legs. She walked me back to the kitchen. The Reclamation Box waited by the door, tape neat, label facing out toward the street that would watch a courier take it on Halloween.

“Mark it,” she said. “Day one of thirty-one. Thirty left.”

I wrote on the whiteboard beside the fridge: DAY 1 / 30 REMAIN. The ink smelled sharp. The box sat heavier already, my whole wardrobe inside and my name nowhere on the outside.

Odette tucked the EXIT card into my wallet herself, then set the wallet on top of the box. “You sleep here tonight. Guest room is stripped. You get the pallet in the training room, panties on, plug in, cage locked. Tomorrow at six you stand at this island for inspection, recite the first rule, and ask permission to eat.”

I swallowed. I clenched around the flare. The silk stuck to dried cum.

“What is the first rule?” I asked.

She smiled. Nothing behind it. “You already said it. You will do exactly as I say. Three lines carry it and you learn them tonight. I wear what she chooses. I keep my hands where she puts them. I ask before I come. At six you say them with your hands flat on the stone, then you ask me to check how open your slut hole stayed overnight. If the plug has slipped, you lose breakfast and gain an hour on the bench. Clear?”

“Clear,” I said.

“Then go wash your face, Julian. Leave the panties on. I want to hear that plug when you walk.”

I turned toward the hall. Each step made the thick base shift inside me with a soft, wet sound I could not hide. Behind me the marker cap clicked shut on the box that held every pair of pants I owned. The cage pulled cold, the key already on her wrist, and tomorrow at six I would have to ask her to look.


Chapter 2: Thirty in His Handwriting

The knock had already stopped when I opened the training-room door. Hose and panties sat folded on the floorboards, a white card on top with three printed lines. She had unlocked me before the knock, worked the plug out of me, and taken both with her.

Stand at the island at six. Hands flat. Speak when spoken to.

I stepped into the hose first. The powder-sweet scent hit before the lace did, laundry soap mixed with something warmer. My dick tented the front of the panties the moment I pulled them up. Day two. Twenty-nine mornings left until Halloween. One call on the card in my wallet and the whole Term ended. My thumb found the edge of that card through my pocket and left it alone.

I went in with my palms damp.

Odette stood at the marble island in a black robe, coffee already poured. She did not look up, just pointed at the far side of the counter.

“Hands,” she said.

I put my palms flat on the cool surface. The lace cut into my hips. My cock throbbed under it, stupid and early.

“Again,” she said. “From the top.”

I cleared my throat. “I wear what she chooses. I keep my hands where she puts them. I ask before I come.”

“Slower. Clean.”

I said it again. The third time my voice cracked on “come” and my dick jerked against the lace. She set her mug down and walked behind me. Her perfume cut through the powder scent on my thighs.

“Again.”

I obeyed. My wrists ached where I pressed into the stone. She waited until the line came out steady, then slid a hand down the front of the panties and cupped me through the wet spot.

“You smell like need,” she said. “Open your mouth.”

I did. She put two fingers on my tongue. Skin and coffee and a trace of lotion. I sucked because she held my jaw and because my hips pushed into her palm like a dog.

“Good. Stay.”

She took her hand away. My dick strained the lace, leaking. The part of me that still ran an agency wanted to laugh this off, walk out, call the courier cancel number. That part did nothing.

She opened a drawer and set a small bottle of lube on the island, then a slender black plug with a flared base, then a thick glass dildo the length of my forearm. Last, a wand with a fat head and a remote. My breath snagged.

“Please check how open my hole stayed overnight,” I said. “You told me to ask.”

“Turn around. Bend. Forearms on the stone.”

I turned. The hose whispered when I spread my feet. She peeled the panties down to mid-thigh and left them there, a soft band trapping my legs. Cool air hit my ass. My cock hung free, flushed dark, dripping onto the floor.

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

Cold lube touched my asshole. One finger pushed in. I grunted. She worked it past the ring and crooked it until my knees buckled and something filthy tore out of my throat. Copper spread across the back of my tongue where I bit my lip.

“Say what you are.”

“A sissy,” I got out.

“Louder. Exact.”

“I’m your sissy. I’m a hole that asks first.”

She added a second finger. The stretch burned. My cock jumped and slapped my stomach. She scissored me wide, thumbed the wand on, and set it under my dick right below the head.

The room whited out at the edges. I shoved back onto her fingers without meaning to. She held the wand there until my thighs shook, then pulled it off.

“One,” she said. “You do not get to finish. You get to beg.”

I sucked air. Spit ran down my chin. She coated the plug and pressed the tip against me.

“Ask for it.”

“Please put it in me.” The please tasted like defeat and I wanted more of it. “Please stretch my asshole open.”

She pushed. The widest part forced me open and I cried out. It seated with a wet pop. Full. Heavy. My cock leaked a clear thread that smelled animal.

She turned the wand on again and pinned it to my dick. Short pulses. My hips jerked. The plug shifted inside me and dragged over something that dropped my jaw.

“Two,” she said, and took the wand away the second my balls drew up.

I cursed. She ignored it, picked up the glass dildo, slicked it, and drew the plug out in one motion. My asshole clenched on empty air. Before I could close she lined the glass up and drove it in to the hilt.

I yelled. The burn ran up my spine. She fucked me with it in long strokes, the wet squelch loud off the marble, and every thrust ground my cock on the cold edge of the island. Precome smeared the stone. My own sweat salted my lips.

“Beg properly,” she said. “Filthy. Specific.”

“Please let me come. Fuck my ass until I break and let me shoot. I’ll say anything. I’m a locked little whore if you want. Just…”

She pulled the glass almost out and slammed it home. My words came apart into noise. She reached around and stroked my cock with a slick fist, tight and mean, matching the pace in my ass.

The edge came fast. My stomach tightened, my toes dug into the hose, and I hung right there, shaking, past words.

She stopped. Hand off. Dildo still buried. “Three.”

I sobbed once into my forearm. Shame sat hot under my ribs. I had begged out loud in a room that smelled like coffee, and my dick twitched for more.

She worked the glass in circles until I gaped around it, then set it aside. Her whole hand next, fingers tucked, knuckles shiny with lube.

“Breathe.”

I tried. She pressed. Nothing had ever opened me that wide except her fist the day before. My asshole burned and gave and burned again. I shook my head and still pushed back. Her knuckles popped past the ring and my vision spotted. Packed. Stretched. Used open.

“Look at you,” she said. “Agency boy with a fist in his ass at six in the morning. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.” It came out shredded. “Thank you for fisting my hole.”

She pumped her wrist. Short. Deep. The wet sound carried. My cock bounced untouched, purple at the tip, dripping onto my hose. She set the fat head against it on a low buzz while her fist turned inside me.

“Four. You ask or you stay empty.”

I broke. “Please. Odette. Please let your sissy come. I’ll write the number. I’ll wear the cage. I’ll keep the card and not call. Just let me shoot. Use my ass and let me come like the whore I am.”

She held me there, fist deep, wand grinding, until tears hit the stone. Then she pulled her hand free. My hole would not close, aching, leaking lube down my balls. She wiped her wrist on my thigh and picked up a steel chastity cage from a cloth on the counter. Small. Bright. A padlock threaded through the hasp.

“On your back on the island. Legs up.”

I climbed. My wet back stuck to the stone. She shoved my knees toward my chest. My used hole faced her. My cock lay flat on my stomach, soaked.

She stroked me twice, enough to make me buck, then fitted the ring behind my balls. The cage slid over my dick, still slick and swollen. Cold metal. Tight. She worked it down until the tip met the front bars and clicked the lock shut.

The key turned. My cock pushed for room and got steel. The pressure punched a gasp out of me. She wiped the key on a tissue and slid it onto her bracelet beside the small gold disc, in sight, out of reach.

“Your orgasms live in there now,” she said. “You ask. I decide. You touch that lock without leave and the Term ends on my terms, not yours.”

I stared at the key on her wrist. A box of my suits open by the door. The exit number in my wallet, unused for another morning.

She handed me a dry-erase marker and nodded at the whiteboard. A big black 30 sat in the center.

“Strike it.”

I stood, legs loose, panties around my thighs, cage heavy between them. I wiped the 30 and wrote 29. The marker squeaked. My handwriting sat small under the date.

“Mantra,” she said.

I put my palms back on the island. “I wear what she chooses. I keep my hands where she puts them. I ask before I come.”

Clean. No hitch. My locked dick throbbed once against the steel and got nothing.

She stepped in close and kissed the corner of my mouth. I tasted salt and her lipstick. “Go shower. Leave the hose on. Breakfast in twenty. We start posture after.”

I pulled the panties up over the cage. The lace strained. Lube cooled on my thighs. The powder scent of the hose ran under the sharper smell of arousal and metal. I walked toward the hall on soft feet, counting the hours until I could beg again. She might say no.

Behind me the front buzzer rang.

Odette checked the camera on her phone and smiled without showing teeth. “Stay in the hall. Do not hide.”

She opened the door. A woman in a charcoal coat stood on the step with a garment bag over one arm and a tablet in the other. Thirty-four at a guess, dark hair pinned up, eyes already past Odette, finding me in hose and lace with a steel bulge under the panties.

“This is Ivette,” Odette said. “She runs fittings for the boutique. Today she measures you for the house line. Say hello, Julian.”

Ivette’s gaze dropped to the shape under the lace and rose again without blinking.

“Hello,” I said. The word stuck to my tongue. So did the taste of her fingers.


Chapter 3: Sheer Under the Suit

The laser pointer clicked on the glass wall and the red dot skated across the quarterly numbers while nylon whispered against my thighs under four thousand dollars of wool.

I kept my ankles crossed. The sheer hose shifted when I breathed. Steel pressed my dick flat in a tight oval under the suit pants. Every time I leaned toward the deck the lock tugged and the next number came out thin.

The brand director talked on. I nodded. I sold the line. My cock swelled into the metal and stopped there. Heat climbed my belly until my ears burned in the recessed light.

Twenty minutes later I yanked my tie loose in Odette’s hallway, two buttons free before the door clicked shut behind me.

“Weekends,” I said. Flat and hard. “You keep the lock Monday through Friday. I get it off Saturday and Sunday. That is the renegotiation.”

Odette set her keys in the dish. She looked at my mouth, then at my hands shaking on the next button.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

I laughed once, short, mean. “I still have the card. One call and the Term ends. Courier never shows. Box never leaves the step.”

She stepped in close enough that her perfume hit the back of my tongue. Her palm settled on my chest.

“Then use it,” she said. “Or take the rest of the suit off and bring me the cufflinks.”

My jaw worked. Bargaining sat ready behind my teeth. The nylon slid when I shifted my weight, ridiculous and private after a roomful of people bought the pitch and never saw what I wore beneath it.

I stripped.

Jacket first. Shirt. The trousers dropped and the sheer shone in the hall light, gray and thin, stretched over my calves and up to the lock. The chastity sat ugly and honest against the nylon crotch. My dick twitched inside it.

Odette held out her hand. I put the cufflinks in her palm. Gold. Heavy. The ones I wore to close accounts.

She carried them to the Reclamation Box by the stair and dropped them in. The soft clink landed in my ribs.

“Bath,” she said.

The training room bathroom held a deep tub already filling, steam off the water. She pointed at the tiled edge.

“Hose off. Sit.”

I peeled the sheer down my legs. The nylon clung at my ankles. Then I was bare except for the locked metal. Cool air crossed my upper thighs, shaved smooth since yesterday. I sat on the rim. Water lapped my calves.

She rolled her sleeves, took a cloth and soap, and washed me like I was a thing she owned and meant to keep clean. Shoulders. Chest. Underarms. She pushed my chin up and ran the cloth along my throat. The care sat so exact that pulling away would have been a slap at myself.

“I can wash myself,” I said.

“You can sit still.”

She lifted my locked dick in the cloth and cleaned around the steel, beneath the ring, along the seam where skin met metal. My hips jerked. A thin sound left me. She did not hurry. She rinsed. She dried me with a towel that smelled like her laundry.

Then she laid me back against the tub wall, knees bent, and took out the razor.

“Waist down,” she said. “Smooth. Hold still, Julian.”

The blade scraped. Hot water. Foam. She shaved my groin close around the lock, then my thighs, then the soft skin behind my balls. Every pass left me cleaner and more exposed. My dick shoved at the chastity and had nowhere to go. Precome beaded at the slit inside the bars and dripped into the bathwater.

“Look at you leaking already,” she said. “Boardroom slut with hose under wool. Did you throb through the whole pitch?”

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

Blood pushed into my face. “I throbbed through the whole pitch in sheer hose with my dick locked.”

“Good little toy.” She rinsed the razor. “Turn. Kneel facing the wall. Ass out.”

I obeyed. Water slapped. She soaped the cleft of my ass and worked a slick fingertip over my asshole. I clenched. She waited. I breathed out and she pushed inside to the first knuckle, then further, washing me there with the same calm she used on my shoulders.

“You came here to bargain,” she said. “You still can. Card is in your wallet. Or you stay and take what I give you.”

I did not reach for the wallet.

She finished the wash, drained the tub halfway, and had me stand while she toweled every inch. Then she sat me on the closed toilet lid and took a jar of cream from the shelf.

She rubbed it into my thighs in long strokes. Into my hips. Around the steel. Over my ass cheeks. Into the crack. My skin came up slick and soft. Her hands stayed warm. Refusing would have been the cruel thing.

She set the cancellation card on the wet porcelain rim of the tub, face up, number clear, close enough that I could take it with a damp hand.

“There,” she said. “Reach if you mean it.”

Water ticked in the pipes. Cream shone on my skin. My dick ached in its cage. I looked at the card. Day four. Twenty-seven days left on the countdown I had written myself. One call ended the pickup on Halloween. One call gave me my suits back.

I left my hands on my knees.

Her mouth went crooked. She picked up the card, dried it, and slid it back into my wallet, then set the wallet on the shelf above the tub where I could still see it.

“Bench,” she said.

The edging bench waited in the training room: padded leather, ankle cuffs, a chest strap, a low wedge that raised the hips. Odette walked me over, naked and locked, and buckled my ankles wide, then strapped my chest down until my cheek pressed the pad. My ass sat high. My caged dick hung useless between my spread thighs.

She took thick lube from the drawer and a string of graduated anal beads, black silicone, each bigger than the last. A wand vibrator went on the floor within her reach, a slim plug next to it.

“You wanted weekends free,” she said. Her voice stayed even. “You wanted to decide the terms. This is what deciding looks like when you leave the card where it sits.”

She poured cold lube down my crack. Her thumb worked it into my asshole in slow circles. I hissed. She pressed and the tip of her thumb popped inside. Stretch burned. My dick kicked in the steel and the steel won.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

I swallowed. “A locked sissy who sat in a client meeting in sheer hose.”

“And.”

“And I came back to beg for weekends off like I still run this.”

“And.”

My voice cracked. “And I am a whore who left the cancel card on the tub.”

“Yes.” She pushed her thumb deeper, twisted, pulled free. Then she lined up the smallest bead and fed it into me.

It went easy. The next one stretched. The third pulled a grunt out of me into the leather. She fed them in one by one, each pop through my rim a small ugly sound, until the whole string sat inside me and only the retrieval ring hung outside.

Weight. Fullness. My guts clenched around the beads and my locked dick dripped a clear string onto the pad.

She picked up the wand and pressed it to the steel cage from underneath, right against the trapped head of my dick, and switched it on.

The buzz hit bone. My body jerked against the straps. A raw noise tore out of me. She held it there, firm, while my hips fucked the air and found nothing.

“Edge,” she said. “You do not finish until I say. You ask filthy and you wait.”

It ground against the metal. Vibration poured through the bars. The beads shifted when I clenched. Sweat broke on my back. My mouth fell open against the leather.

“I need…” I bit it off.

“Need what.”

“I need to shoot. Please. The wand. Take the lock off.”

“No.” She lifted it clear. The buzz stopped. My dick throbbed and stayed trapped. Spit wet the pad beneath my cheek.

She tugged the bead string. The largest bead dragged against my rim from inside. Burn. Stretch. She pulled it free with a wet pop and I moaned like a slut. The next followed. Then the next. My asshole fluttered after each one, open a second before it tried to close.

When the last bead left me she pushed the slim plug in its place. It seated thick and final, the base flush. A different shape.

She lubed three fingers, pressed them beside the base, then pulled the plug free instead. Empty. Aching. She stacked two fingers and drove them into my asshole to the knuckles.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Take it.” She pumped. The room went wet and obscene. She added a third. The stretch made my eyes water. She fucked my ass with her hand in steady strokes while the wand pressed back against the cage.

Edge rose fast. My balls drew up. My thighs shook in the cuffs. I was going to spill inside the lock, a ruined little climax with no way out. She took the wand away. Her fingers stopped deep inside me.

I sobbed once into the pad. Bargaining flooded back up my throat.

“Weekends,” I tried. “Even one night. Odette. I close accounts in that building. I cannot sit through another deck like that.”

“You already did.” She curled her fingers and rubbed the spot that made my knees jerk. “You sold them the line with your dick locked and your hose whispering. You walked in here hard and stupid and you left the card on the porcelain.”

She pulled her hand free. My asshole clenched on nothing and stayed loose. She coated her whole hand in lube. My stomach went cold.

“Breathe,” she said.

She tucked her fingers and pressed. My rim burned. I pushed out the way she had taught me on day one and the widest part of her knuckles forced through. White pain. Then her hand sank deeper and my ass swallowed her to the wrist.

Full. Split. Stuffed past what I had told myself I could take. My throat made a sound with no name in it. Drool ran onto the leather.

Odette held still. “Say what is in you.”

“Your fist,” I choked. “Your whole fist in my asshole.”

“And what does that make you.”

“A hole. A used hole. A good little toy with a locked dick.”

“Louder.”

“I am a locked whore with a fist in my ass!”

She began to move. Short pumps. Lube and stretched muscle squelched with each one. Sex and cream and sweat thickened the air. A steady line ran through the bars onto the bench. The wand returned, pinned under the chastity, and the buzz and the fist left me nothing to think with.

“Please…” I used it. Once. The word scraped.

“Hold.”

She fucked me on her fist and held the wand on the steel and I rode the edge again, longer this time, shaking, crying into the pad, hips snapping in little wasted jerks. My hole clenched and milked her wrist. I could not close. I could not get past the stretch and the shame of how bad I wanted the next inch of cruelty.

“Ask for it,” she said. “Ask like the slut who sat in that boardroom.”

“Let me cum,” I begged. “Ruin me. Milk me through the lock. Use my ass and make me finish like a bitch on your fist.”

She worked her hand deeper, twisted, and the pressure inside met the buzz through the bars and broke me.

I came hard.

My dick jerked inside the chastity in tight helpless spasms. Cum forced through the slit in thick ropes and striped the leather pad under me. My asshole clamped on her fist in pulsing waves. My vision went blotchy. Too much. Cannot stop. Hole. Locked. Hers.

I was still spilling. A second spurt. A third. The buzz stayed on and wrung me past empty until I was twitching and whimpering, the cum on the pad smearing beneath my dripping tip.

Odette shut the wand off. She eased her fist out slow. My asshole gaped. Lube and air. The empty ache stayed where her hand had been. I clenched and nothing shut all the way.

She wiped her arm on a towel and seated the plug back into my loose hole until the base met my skin. Then she uncuffed my ankles and freed the chest strap.

I stayed draped on the bench. Spent. Shaking. Cum cooling on the leather and my thighs.

She ran a clean cloth over my skin, careful as she had been in the tub. She wiped the mess. She dried the metal. She smoothed cream where the straps had marked me. Tenderness as the tightest hold in the house.

She helped me sit up. My legs hung weak. The plug shifted when I moved and the heat crawled up my neck.

“Cufflinks are in the box,” she said. “Hose goes in the wash. Suit hangs for Wednesday’s call. You will wear a different pair under it.”

I nodded. Words would not line up.

She tipped my chin. “Twenty-seven days. You strike the board in the morning. You keep the cancel number in your wallet. You do not get weekends. You do not get to rewrite the Term because your dick got shy in a meeting.”

“I know.”

“Do you.”

I looked past her to the shelf where my wallet sat. One call. Suits back. Lock off. Nylon gone. The man who closed decks with nothing sheer under the wool.

My hand stayed in my lap.

Odette brushed my hair off my forehead with two knuckles, soft enough that my throat closed.

“Go drink water,” she said. “Then kneel by the bench and thank me for the fist and the finish. After that you sleep here. Cage stays locked tonight. Plug stays in.”

I slid off the bench. My feet hit the floor. Cum tacky on my skin. Plug heavy. Steel dull and final between my legs.

I drank. I knelt. I thanked her in the filthy words she wanted, voice rough, eyes on her shoes. She took it with a nod and pointed me toward the narrow cot in the corner.

I lay down on my side. The plug made every breath a reminder. Outside, the suburb went quiet. Somewhere in my wallet the cancellation card waited like a door I had already walked past.

Every morning I struck the countdown, and every morning I chose the next day again, all the way to the courier on her front step. What sat in my chest now was simpler and worse: I wanted Wednesday’s suit, and the hose under it, and her hands again, and I hated how clean that want felt after she had been so careful with me.


Chapter 4: Island Hours

Pink lycra filled the floor mirror before my face did. Sweat had already darkened the crotch. My own voice was three lines into the new drill when Odette appeared in the doorway, phone raised.

“I am her sissy. I keep the Term. I ask for what I need.”

I snapped my mouth shut. The recording did not. It rolled on in the pitch tone I used on clients. My neck went hot.

She lowered the phone. “I said six. You started at five fifty. That is initiative. Keep going.”

I stayed on all fours. The pink compression set clung damp to my chest and thighs. The low kitten heels pinched. White tape ran the length of the room.

“Finish the set,” she said. “Then you walk.”

I crawled to the start of the tape. The steel between my legs dragged warm on the lycra. Day seven. Twenty four left. The Reclamation Box waited by her front door, heavier than last week, my cufflinks in it since Monday night. The cancel number sat in my wallet, undialed.

I stood. My calves shook.

“Chin. Shoulders. Soft knees. You are not pitching a deck. You are learning a stride.”

I put one heel on the tape and walked. The first length was a man in stolen shoes. She made me turn and do it again. The speakers kicked on and my voice came back at me from every wall.

“I am her sissy. I keep the Term. I ask for what I need.”

I walked to that loop. Heel, toe, heel, toe. The tape blurred. The heels rolled my hips for me. Sweat ran down my spine and pooled at the waistband. The studio ran too warm. The lycra stuck, the metal itched.

She circled once, then left me alone with the speakers.

I kept walking. When my voice said ask for what I need, my throat worked around nothing. Pride tried to rise and got nowhere. The line was clean and my stride matched it. Worse than failing.

She came back with a small black remote and a bottle. “Stop. Strip the bottoms. Keep the heels.”

I peeled the shorts down. The cage gleamed pink against shaved skin. She had oiled me last night, and it still held that slick warmth. A slim vibrating plug waited on a towel beside her foot. She coated it, set the tip to my asshole, and pushed.

I grunted. The stretch burned. She worked it past the flare and seated it. The remote clicked and a buzz woke low in my belly.

“On the island,” she said. “Weekly inspection. First one.”

The marble island in the training room ran cold under my palms, hot beneath the lamps. I climbed up and stood where she pointed. Heels on stone. Legs apart. Chin up. The plug kept a lazy pulse.

She circled me with a tablet and photographed the set from the front. The steel. The heels on the tape marks she had stuck to the stone.

“State the day.”

“Day seven.”

“Days left.”

“Twenty four.”

“Mark it.”

A dry-erase marker hung on a string by the wall board. I stepped down, struck a line through 25, and wrote 24 in the empty square. My writing came out neat. The neatness sat wrong in me.

Back on the island. The buzz climbed. My knees dipped.

“Hold the pose,” she said. “You swore you would never let me put your voice on a loop. You called it cheap. You called it theater. Say what you called it.”

“Cheap theater.”

“And now?”

My mouth had gone dry. “It works.”

Her smile stayed flat. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

The words landed in my gut beside the buzz. My cock swelled into steel and stopped. A thin bead of precum leaked onto the stone between my heels.

She set the tablet aside and took a wand from the drawer, pressed the head to the cage, and turned it on. The vibration slammed through into my clit. I jerked. The plug answered.

“Stay up.”

I locked my knees, sweat stinging my eyes. The speakers rolled my mantra on, calm and sales clean, over my ragged breath.

She turned the remote higher. The plug kicked against my prostate. The wand ground the steel. I made a sound I hated.

“Name what you are.”

“Your sissy.”

“Filthier.”

“Your caged sissy whore.”

“Ask.”

“Fuck me. Use me. I need it.”

She shut the wand off. My hips chased the air where it had been. She pointed at the floor.

“Kneel on the island. Chest down. Ass up. Heels stay on.”

I dropped. Stone hit my nipples through the top. She drew the plug out, and my asshole clenched on nothing and stayed open a beat too long.

Lube poured warm down my crack. Her first finger went in. Then a second. She scissored me open while the speakers played my voice asking for what I needed.

A third. The burn went deep. She fucked them in and out until the squelch filled the room. Spit hit me. She added a fourth.

“Breathe. You take what I give.”

I breathed. My fists squeaked on marble. She tucked her thumb and leaned in. The widest part of her hand settled on my rim and pressed.

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Push out.”

I pushed. The stretch tore a cry out of me. Her knuckles sank past the ring. I gripped her wrist from the inside. Full. Stuffed. Split. My face burned and my gut with it.

She held still. The wand returned. She turned both on: her hand seated, the head screaming on steel.

I came. Hard. No count. A ruined spill that pulsed out of me and dripped onto the marble in thin white strings while my prostate clenched around her. My vision spotted. I shook and could not stop shaking.

She did not stop.

“Again.”

The wand stayed. She eased out an inch and drove back in. Slap of lube. Squelch. My voice on the speakers, still polite.

“I am her sissy…”

I sobbed through the next crest. Past two. Past three. Past four. Orgasm stacked on orgasm until the numbers slid off. My clit jerked, leaked, jerked once more. Drool ran onto the stone. Sweat soaked the top translucent. Sex and warm lube thickened the air.

“Beg.”

“More. Please. Don’t stop. Ruin me.”

She drew her hand free. I gaped, aching, and would not close. She shoved the plug back to the hilt and clipped a remote pouch to my waistband.

She brought the strap harness from the cabinet. Black. Thick. The dildo on it ran longer than her forearm, slick with lube. She stepped into it, climbed up behind me, and lined up.

“Open.”

I opened. She thrust. The shaft drove deep, bottomed out, forced the plug up at a new angle. I howled. She fucked me in long hard strokes. The island rocked, my heels scraping stone. Each thrust punched a grunt out of me that my recorded mantra talked over, calm as a meeting.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for fucking my whore ass.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you for using your sissy hole.”

She reached around and pinned the wand back to the steel. Three points of control: strap in my ass, plug buzzing, wand on my locked clit. I broke. Another orgasm ripped through with nothing left to spill, dry and vicious, my whole body seizing. Then another. Only too much, cannot, more, my head going blank while I took every inch.

She pulled out. Cum and lube ran down my balls and thighs. She wiped the strap across my mouth.

“Clean.”

I licked. Salt. Rubber. My own mess. She fed the head past my teeth and made me hold it while spit spilled down my chin.

When she unbuckled, she left the plug in. She left the remote pouch clipped to me. She left the speakers running.

“Island Hours are fixed now,” she said, already at the doorway. “Six a.m. Tape. Heels. Inspection on Thursdays. The loop stays on when I leave. If your stride breaks, the remote corrects you. If you stop the mantra, the remote corrects you. You obey that voice. It is yours. I only pressed record.”

She set the master remote on the counter by the board, out of my reach, and walked out.

I stayed up there on shaking knees, gaping, twitching around it. My voice filled the room.

“I am her sissy. I keep the Term. I ask for what I need.”

The buzz kicked up with no thumb on any button. A timed pulse. Correction. I scrambled down, heels clicking, and found the tape, because the voice said ask and the only ask left was to keep walking.

Heel. Toe. Soft knees. Sweat cooling, then warming beneath the lycra as it throbbed in me.

On the wall, the board showed 24 in my own hand. Beside it the marker swung on its string. The master remote sat dark on the counter, and from the speakers my sales voice drilled the empty studio, patient and endless, while I walked the line alone.


Chapter 5: Respondent Twelve

The phone buzzed once against my thigh while I locked the studio. One line from Odette. Boutique. Back door. Now.

I drove with the cage biting every red light. Seventeen days left on the Term. The cancel card sat in my wallet like a dare I kept failing to take. The Reclamation Box waited at her townhouse, half full of my shirts. Every morning I scratched another day off the board myself.

The alley behind the shop smelled like cardboard and perfume. I knocked. The door opened on Odette’s hand. No greeting, just a tip of her chin that pulled me inside.

The shutters came down. Metal rattled over the glass and the street noise died. Two women worked the fitting platform like they owned the hour. Odette set out pins in a neat row. Beside her, Ivette in a black apron laid tissue paper across the bench and squared a blue-tabbed binder on top of it.

“Julian,” Odette said. “You know Ivette. She cuts every pair that leaves this house. Tonight she fits you.”

Ivette looked me over once, calm as a tailor with a mannequin. “Strip to the cage and the hose. Keep the heels.”

Just us on the shop floor. The mirrors faced every angle. I peeled the street clothes off. Lace clung under the hose. The steel sat tight, the tip of me pink where I had leaked through the day. My cock twitched useless against the ring.

Odette pointed at the platform. “Up. Feet on the marks.”

I stepped onto the taped X. Cool air hit my ass. Ivette circled with a measuring tape and a scrap of silk so thin it looked wet. She held the custom panty up to the light. Pale blue, house cut, a little bow at the front where a real cock would never fit.

“Arms out,” Ivette said.

The silk came up my legs. Lace scraped my thighs. She tugged the waistband high, then lower, then pinned the side seam at my hip. Her knuckles brushed the cage. I sucked air through my teeth.

“Hold still,” she said. “You’re swelling.”

“He does that,” Odette said. “He hates that he does that.”

My neck went hot. My dick pushed the cage and paid for it. Ivette pinned again, closer to my hole this time, and the point bit skin. I flinched. She did not apologize.

Odette opened the blue binder. “Recite.”

She had drilled the lines into me since Day 1. My voice came out thin.

“I wear what she chooses. I keep my hands where she puts them. I ask before I come.”

Ivette’s mouth moved with mine. Same words. Same pace. She read off the open page.

I stopped.

Odette did not. “Again. Louder.”

I said it again. Ivette matched me, word for word, eyes on the binder. My own spit went sour. The shutters sealed us in and our voices stacked.

“How does she know that,” I said.

Odette turned the binder to show me the header. Anonymized desire-panel transcript. Lingerie brand. Three years old. Blue tab marked Respondent 12.

I read the tab twice.

Ivette kept pinning. “Read it to him.”

Odette’s finger tracked a paragraph. She read my sentences back in a cool voice. The night I wrote them. The night I invented a fake panelist to pad a thin sample for a client. The night I typed what I wanted into a form and never told a living person.

I want a woman who will lock me and dress me and make me ask. I want the panties chosen for me. I want to be fitted in front of someone who does not care that I am hard.

My own words. In my own cadence.

“I wrote that,” I said.

“You did,” Odette said. “I bought the deck when I opened this shop. I heard you pitch me six weeks later. Same voice. Same hunger dressed up as market insight. The wager was a door. The Term is the brief.”

Every drill since Day 1 lined up behind my eyes. The mantra. The fittings. I had written the spec. She was only running it.

Ivette smoothed the silk flat over my caged cock. “He wrote a good brief. The rise in front needs a dart. Turn.”

I turned. The hose whispered. My asshole clenched for no reason I wanted to name. Odette stepped in close enough that her perfume hit the back of my throat.

“You can still call the number,” she said. “Cancel the pickup. End it. Keep the story that this was done to you.”

My hand twitched toward my pocket. I left it where it was.

“Say what you are,” Odette said.

I swallowed. “Your sissy.”

“Filthier.”

“I’m a locked little slut who wrote his own training and then pretended he didn’t.”

Ivette’s pin pricked my ass cheek. “Good. Hold that thought. Bend.”

I bent over the bench. Tissue paper crackled under my palms. Odette’s hand spread my cheeks. Cool gel touched my hole. She worked a plug in, thick enough to make me grunt, and seated it hard. It burned going in. My dick jerked in the cage and leaked a string onto the silk.

“Taste,” Odette said.

She put two slick fingers to my mouth. I sucked. Bitter gel and my musk. She pushed deeper until I gagged and spit ran down my chin.

Ivette watched, marking the panty with chalk. “He takes it messy.”

“He takes what he ordered,” Odette said. She twisted the plug. Sound wet and ugly. “Ask for the next thing on your list, Julian. Out loud. She needs to hear it.”

I pushed my face into the tissue. “Please stretch my asshole. Please use me in front of her. Please make me come like the whore in that binder.”

“Better.”

Odette pulled the plug free with a pop. Fingers replaced it. One. Then two. She scissored me open while Ivette kept pinning as if this were any other fitting. The stretch turned sharp. I moaned into the paper. A dark circle spread under my mouth.

“Three,” Odette said, and pushed it in.

My thighs shook. The cage tugged. Every wet drag of her knuckles sounded in the shuttered quiet. My smell on the air. Ivette leaned in and checked the seam at my hip like nothing was splitting open two feet from her chalk.

“He’s gaping,” Ivette said, mild. “You’ll want a wider gusset if you keep him plugged during wear tests.”

“Note it,” Odette said.

She added a fourth finger. The burn went blinding. I pushed back anyway, greedy and ashamed of it. My brain threw up a hard no and my ass swallowed her hand past the knuckles. Then her thumb tucked and the widest part of her fist pressed my rim.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked for this on page four.”

I breathed. She pushed. My rim stretched around her fist with a sound so wet it made Ivette glance up from the pins. The ache filled my gut. I made a broken noise and tasted salt. Tears or spit. Both.

Odette fucked me on her fist in short drives. Each one knocked a grunt out of me. The silk panty clung half-on, chalk marks smearing. My caged cock dripped steady onto the floor in little ticks between strokes.

“Tell Ivette what you feel,” Odette said.

“Full,” I gasped. “Stretched. My clitty’s leaking and I can’t stop. I’m a hole. I’m her hole.”

“Again.”

“I’m a locked bitch getting fisted in a lingerie shop because I wrote it down and she found it.”

Ivette set the last pin and stepped back. “Fit holds. You can ruin him now.”

Odette eased her fist out. The empty gape fluttered. The air found me open. She wiped her hand down my hip and reached under the bench for the strap. Thick cock, veined silicone, harness already on her hips. She slicked it once and lined up.

“Public display,” she said. “Eyes on the mirror. Watch yourself take it.”

I lifted my head. In the glass I was lace and hose and heels and a red, used asshole. Odette drove to the base in one thrust. The slap of her hips on my ass cracked through the quiet shop. I cried out. She fucked me hard and even, each stroke punching sound out of me, wet and raw.

Ivette drew a wand from the apron pocket and pressed it to the steel. The buzz ran through the bars into my trapped cock. I jerked. Odette held my hips and kept pounding. The wand stayed. My clitty strained and got nowhere. Spit strings hung from my lip to the tissue.

“Beg,” Odette said.

“Please let me come. I’ll say it. I’ll own it. I’m Respondent Twelve. I wrote the slut. Please fuck my hole until I break.”

She reached around and unlocked the cage. Steel hit the floor. Blood slammed back into me so fast my knees dipped. Ivette moved the wand to my bare tip. Odette’s strap plowed my ass and the wet squelch filled the shop. My dick slapped my belly, dark and heavy.

“Hold,” Odette said.

I held. Shaking. The edge sat right there, huge and mean. She pulled almost out and slammed home. Ivette pressed harder. Taste of copper in my mouth. Sound of my own filthy breathing.

“Now,” Odette said. “Come on your own brief.”

I came so hard my vision punched white. Cum shot up my stomach and hit the silk, the chalk, the tissue. My asshole clamped the strap in hard spasms I could not stop. I made a sound that was not a word. More cum. Another spurt. My legs gave. Odette held me on the strap and let me pulse through it while Ivette watched the mess land and nodded once, like a measurement confirmed.

I hung there dripping. Open. Ruined. The binder still showed my sentences.

Odette pulled out. My asshole stayed loose. Cum and lube ran down my balls onto the hose. She wiped the strap on my thigh, picked the cage up off the floor and locked it back on, then tipped my chin up with two fingers.

“Seventeen days,” she said. “The courier still comes at six on Halloween. The card is still in your wallet. None of that changed.”

I looked at the page. At my own hunger printed clean.

Odette closed the binder and set it against my chest until I had to hold it.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Fourteen Pages of Himself

The binder smelled like old paper and toner. A date-stamp sat in the corner of page one: three years and two months before I walked into her boutique with a pitch deck and a smile I still believed in.

Coffee cooled at my elbow. Odette sat across the marble island and turned another page for me without speaking.

I read.

My own sentences looked back at me in clean print. Respondent 12. The fake panelist I invented on a Thursday night when the sample ran thin and my boss wanted numbers by morning. I had typed what I wanted into a spreadsheet and called it research. Now those lines sat between us like a contract I had signed with myself and forgotten.

My cage strained against the silk of the house-line panties. The metal bit when I shifted on the stool. Sixteen days left on the Term. The Reclamation Box waited by the door, half full of shirts I used to wear like armor.

Odette set a black pen down between us. She did not touch the countdown board. She did not smile.

“Strike one line for good,” she said. “Or add one. Your hand. Your choice. Then you sign.”

My throat worked. The old cologne on the shelf reached me, sharp and male, the smell of leaving for the gym. My gym bag slumped on the floor beside the box. Both were next.

I turned the page.

Fourteen pages. Every craving I had buried under charts and client decks. Lace against a caged cock. Being dressed by a woman who did not ask. Kneeling. Begging out loud. A public finish I had written as fantasy for a stranger who did not exist.

I had written that stranger. He was me.

My eyes burned. I kept reading.

She poured more coffee and left it. She checked her phone once and put it face down. No gloating. No drill. The quiet pressed on my shoulders and would not lift.

On page nine, the courier and the wardrobe on the front step. On page eleven, the mask and the room full of people who knew my name. On page fourteen, the collar and the first uncaging after a long count of days. She had built the Term out of my own filthy homework. The wager had been a door. I had walked through it with my chin up, thinking I was clever.

My dick tried to swell inside the steel and failed. The ache climbed into my gut. Shame came with it, thick and hot, and my hips tipped forward like a dog that had learned the wrong lesson.

I flipped back to page one and started again, hunting a sentence I could kill. One lie. One soft place. One line that belonged to the man I had sold to clients.

There was nothing to cut. Every line was true.

I uncapped the pen.

At the bottom of page fourteen, under the last typed paragraph, I wrote in my crooked print: I will read Respondent 12 aloud under my real name, and I will ask her to keep running me after Day 31.

My hand shook on the period. I signed. I dated it. Day 15.

She took the binder, checked the ink, and slid it back with my handwriting below the typed text. My words sat in the curriculum now. Quitting meant walking away from the only honest thing under my own name.

“Gym bag,” she said. “Cologne. In the box.”

I stood. The panties rode up between my cheeks. Nylon whispered as I crossed to the box. I lifted the bag. The old shoes and the folded shorts hung heavier than work ever had. I set it in the Reclamation Box. The cologne bottle went next. The smell hit me when the lid settled, a last slap of the man who used to live here.

Sixteen days.

I came back to the island. She pointed at the floor.

I knelt.

She parted her robe. Bare cunt, already glossy. She hooked two fingers in my hair and pulled my mouth onto her.

“Service,” she said. “Slow. You built this morning. Now you pay for reading yourself.”

I licked. Salt and heat. Her clit under my tongue, firm, demanding. She held my head and rolled her hips into my face. My nose mashed flat. I breathed her. The scent of her pussy wiped the cologne out of my head.

My cage tugged. Precome leaked inside the steel and soaked the silk. The part of me that ran a calendar for client pitches screamed that it was seven in the morning, cold coffee, a signed confession, and me on my knees. My tongue kept working.

She fucked my mouth in small, exact rolls. “Deeper. Suck. You wrote about this. Do it.”

I sucked her clit. She hissed through her teeth and pulled my hair harder. Drool ran down my chin onto the stone. My jaw ached. I stayed.

The front door code beeped.

I tried to pull off. She held me there, cunt sealed over my mouth, and called toward the hall.

“In here, Rhea.”

Boots on the floor. A woman stepped into the training room with a garment bag over one arm and stopped short. Dark hair twisted up. Measuring tape around her neck. She looked me over the way she would a dress form.

“So this is the panelist,” Rhea said. She set the bag on a chair. “Thirty-eight and I still get surprises on a Friday.”

My face burned against Odette’s thigh. Rhea had never been in here with me. She ran the boutique’s alteration calendar and knew my name from invoices, and from whatever Odette had told her in the hall.

Odette eased my head back an inch. Spit strung from my lip to her cunt. “Julian is mid-lesson. Stay. Hold his wrists when I tell you.”

Rhea’s mouth tilted. “Gladly.”

She came around the island, took both my wrists, and pinned them at the small of my back. Her grip was dry and sure. The garment bag’s zipper teeth clicked when she shifted. I was pinned between them, mouth wet, cage throbbing, my binder a foot away on the stone where I had signed myself over.

Odette sat up on the island edge and spread her knees wider. “Again. Make me come on your tongue while she watches. Then you ask for your ass.”

I put my mouth back on her. Rhea’s hold kept me from bracing. I had only tongue and lips and the grind of my shame. Odette’s clit swelled against me. Her thighs clamped my ears. Wet sound filled the quiet: slick drag, soft smack, my gag when she pushed my nose flat and held me there.

“Filthy little research slut,” Odette said, calm as a schedule note. “Wrote a whole deck about needing this. Now choke on it.”

I moaned into her. The vibration made her hips jerk. Rhea laughed once, low.

“He leaks,” Rhea said. She nudged my caged cock with the toe of her boot. Metal clicked. “Look at that stain.”

The silk at my crotch clung, wet and tight. I wanted to die. I wanted to keep licking. Both hit at once and crowded out a third thought.

Odette’s cunt fluttered. She came on my tongue in hard, short pulses, thighs shaking, fingers locked in my hair. She made me stay through it, nose crushed, swallowing all of it. When she let go, drool and her slick ran down my neck.

“Ask,” she said.

I swallowed. “Please use my ass. Please stretch me. I need it.”

“Louder. Name what you are.”

“I’m your sissy. I’m a hole you run on a schedule. Please fuck my asshole.”

Rhea’s fingers tightened. “Christ.”

Odette pointed at the drawer. “Beads. Lube. The thick plug after. And the wand. Pin it to his cage.”

Rhea kept one hand on my wrists and reached with the other. The drawer scraped. A string of black anal beads clattered down, then a bottle, then a fat silicone plug with a flared base, then the wand, dull and heavy beside my cheek.

Odette slid off the island and circled behind me. She shoved my chest down so my cheek hit cold stone. My wrists stayed in Rhea’s grip above my spine. Hose scraped the cabinet. Panties yanked aside. Cool lube poured into my crack and ran.

One finger worked into my asshole. Burn. Stretch. I clenched and she waited, then pushed deeper.

“Breathe,” she said. “You authored this. Take the draft.”

A second finger. My cock jerked in the steel and got nowhere. Precome dripped to the floor in a thin string. Rhea’s eyes followed it down, and she smiled like she was checking a hem.

Odette scissored me. The burn spread. She added a third finger and twisted. My mouth fell open on a broken sound. She fucked those fingers in and out until the slick noise shamed me on its own.

Then the beads.

The first bead popped past my rim. Then the second. Each one thicker. My hole stretched around them, clenched, gave up. She fed them in steady clicks of pressure until the string hung out of me and my belly ached, full and wrong and perfect.

“Hold,” Odette said.

Rhea set the wand’s head to the cage, right over the slit of my trapped cock, and switched it on. The buzz hit bone. My knees nearly went. Odette drew the first bead out.

Pop.

My cry bounced off the cabinets. She pulled the next. Pop. The wand kept grinding against steel and silk. My clitty strained and had nowhere to go. Tears wet the stone under my cheek.

She dragged the rest out one by one. My asshole gaped around the last thick bead and stayed soft when it cleared. Empty. Aching. Open in the one way I was allowed to say that word in my head.

Odette coated the plug. She set the tip at my rim and pressed. The fat head forced me wide. I shoved back onto it because the ache demanded more. It seated heavy and stopped, base nestled between my cheeks. Full. Stuffed. The heft made me sweat.

“Fuck his mouth while I work him,” Odette told Rhea. “He likes an audience. He wrote that too.”

Rhea let my wrists go long enough to hike her skirt and drag her underwear aside. Wet already. She sat on the stool, pulled my head into her lap, and fed me her cunt. Thirty-eight and sure about it. She tasted different. Sharper. She held my ears and used my face.

Behind me, Odette gripped the base and fucked it in short digs. In. Out. In. The stretch burned fresh each time the widest part dragged my rim. The wand rode my cage in Rhea’s other hand, chewing at the metal.

I gagged on Rhea’s pussy when Odette shoved the plug home hard. Spit ran. Rhea moaned and ground on my tongue.

“Good whore,” Rhea said. “Eat. Don’t you dare pull off.”

Odette’s free hand cracked across my thigh. “Tell her what the binder made you.”

I pulled off Rhea’s clit long enough to rasp it out. “A specification. I’m the sample. I’m the product.”

“And?”

“And I signed for more.”

Rhea dragged me back onto her cunt. Odette drove the plug faster. The slap of her palm on the base kept time with the wet sounds of my mouth. My hole squeezed around silicone. My cage leaked in slow ticks to the floor. The smell turned dense: pussy, lube, old paper rising off the binder, my sweat.

Odette slid the plug out. Air hit the gape. Before I could clench, her hand returned, fingers first, then knuckles, then the slow push of her fist.

I screamed into Rhea’s cunt.

The stretch went past what the beads had taught me. Past the plug. My rim burned white. Odette stopped with her hand buried to the wrist and let me shake around her.

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

The line landed harder than the fist. My body clenched on her. Rhea’s grip in my hair turned kind for half a second, then mean again as she rubbed my face through her folds.

Odette moved. Short thrusts. My asshole clung and dragged along her wrist. The buzz never stopped. My trapped cock pulsed in small dry spasms. I was going to come from being fisted and face-fucked and watched, cage and all, and the grief for the man with the gym bag cracked open under it.

He had typed himself out of existence three years ago on a Thursday night. The panties had only caught up.

“Please,” I mumbled against Rhea. “Please let me come. Please use me. I’m her sissy research slut, please…”

Odette twisted her fist. Rhea ground the wand harder into the steel. My orgasm tore through with nowhere clean to go. Cum forced out of the chastity in thick spurts, striping the cabinet door, dripping down metal, soaking the silk. My hole clamped her wrist in hard ripples. My tongue went dumb on Rhea’s clit. Short broken sounds. Too much. Can’t. More. The brain blanked. The body kept jerking.

Rhea came on my mouth a breath later, thighs tight, a low curse in her throat. She held me there until it passed. I swallowed what she gave me. There was nowhere else to put my face.

Odette eased her fist out. The drag made me whimper. My asshole stayed soft and used, pulsing, unable to close neat. She wiped her hand on my thigh and seated the plug again, gentler this time, a cork in a bottle she meant to keep.

The wand clicked off. The silence rang.

I stayed folded over the island. Cum cooled on the stone and on the steel. Rhea stroked once through my hair, then stood and fixed her skirt like she had finished a fitting.

“I’ll hang the new samples,” she said to Odette. “Schedule him for Thursday if you want a second set of eyes.”

“I do,” Odette said.

Rhea took the garment bag and left. The door code chirped. We were alone with the binder, the box, and the smell of sex laid over toner and cold coffee.

Odette cleaned my mouth with a cloth. She left the plug in. She left the stained panties on. She sent me to the countdown board at last.

I struck the day with my own hand. Fifteen done. Sixteen to go.

My hole throbbed around the plug, deep and steady. Every shift of my knees sent it up my spine. The silicone inside me weighed the same as the gym bag in the box and the new line drying on page fourteen.

Odette closed the binder on my handwriting and tapped the cover once.

“Tomorrow you wear hose to the mall run,” she said. “And you carry the card where anyone can see the number if they look. Go rinse your face. Leave the plug. I want you walking with it when you bring me the next shirt for the box.”

I stood. Cum had dried in a tight patch on the silk. It shifted when I took a step, a pressure that owned my gait. My mouth tasted like both of them. Paper clung to my fingers from the pages I had refused to strike.

Sixteen days. The ache in my ass keeping time with every step toward the sink, and no part of me trying to walk it off.


Chapter 7: Say the Size Aloud

Itugged the A-line hem down and checked it in the smeared glass of the stairwell window. The skirt still sat wrong on my hips. No one stood behind me to fix it. My fingers shook on the fabric. The sheer nylon rasped when I shifted onto the flats.

The errand list sat folded in my palm. Return the boxed slip at customer service. Buy panties at the lingerie counter and say the size out loud. Wait to be collected. She had handed me the paper in the car and walked off.

I shouldered through the mall doors into the Saturday crowd. Warm air hit my bare thighs. The nylon dragged sticky at my calves. My locked dick jerked against the metal and I almost turned around.

I kept walking.

The clerk took the box without looking at my face. She scanned the receipt, stamped a refund, and slid the paperwork back at me. My voice stayed flat when I thanked her. The A-line brushed the backs of my knees when I turned away. A man in a polo glanced once at my legs, then at his phone. I wanted to rip the skirt off and burn it. I also wanted her to find me still wearing it.

Forty feet back, she sat at the coffee counter with a paper cup. She did not look up. She did not nod. The distance itself was the leash.

Lingerie was on the upper level. Escalator. Nylon whispering. The steel bit into me the whole way up. My eyes watered. I had begged on my knees that morning not to wear this skirt. She had listened to the whole speech, then pointed at the hanger.

The counter girl was maybe thirty, dark braid, bored smile. She asked if I needed help. I set both hands on the glass and pushed the words out.

“I need panties. Size medium. In the lace brief.”

She blinked. “For a gift?”

“For me.”

The words came out thin. She set out a tray. Black lace. Nude. Pink. I pointed at the black and said medium again when she asked. She rang it up. My card. My name on the screen. The bag was small and loud in my grip.

Alone. No palm on my back. The shame had walked out of her house with me and printed itself on a sales receipt.

Food court next. Wait by the fountain, the list said. I stood with the bag and tried to look like a person who belonged in an A-line on a Saturday. My thighs rubbed. Warm nylon. What she had seated before we left pressed deep when I shifted. Blunt. Insistent.

Then Vera walked past.

Vera, thirty-four, my art director, three doors down from my desk, who mocked my slide decks for sport. Both kids in tow, smoothie in one hand. Her eyes snagged on my face. On the skirt. On my legs.

She stopped.

“Julian?”

My throat closed. The bag rustled. I smiled the way I smiled in pitch rooms.

“Hey. Day off. Helping a friend with returns.”

Her gaze dropped to my knees and climbed back up slow. One of the kids tugged her sleeve. She laughed once, short and unsure.

“Okay. Wild look. See you Monday.”

She walked on, the straw clicking against her teeth. I did not move until the crowd took her.

Fifteen days left on the card in my wallet. One call ended the Term. The Reclamation Box sat in her front hall waiting for Halloween. My whole men’s wardrobe. Courier at six. And Vera had seen me.

I did not call.

I waited like the list said. The ache built inside the steel. I squeezed my thighs together. The plug shifted when I clenched. Filthy. Public. Hard.

She collected me with a look. No greeting. I followed her to the car on those flats and climbed in. The skirt rode up. She drove. I held the bag in my lap like evidence.

At the townhouse she pointed at the training room. Marble island. Mirror. The door shut.

“Strip the skirt. Leave the hose. Put the new panties on over the lock. Then bend over the island and hold yourself open.”

I did it. Black lace over steel, hose on. I bent and pulled my cheeks apart. Cool air on my rim, stretched wide. The mirror showed a kept thing that had run an errand.

Her hands came first. Thumbs at my hole, working the plug deeper until I grunted. Palms sliding over the lace, weighing me through the fabric, pinching my inner thighs. I hissed.

“Say what Vera saw.”

“She saw me in a skirt. At the mall. Buying my own panties.”

“Say what you are.”

My face burned against the marble. “A sissy who follows orders without you standing next to him.”

“Good.” She twisted the plug. “Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please take it out. Please use me. I need to come. I’ll say anything.”

She drew it free in one wet slide. I clenched on nothing and stayed open a second too long. In the mirror, she raised her hand and spit into her palm.

One finger first. Thick. Warm. She sank it to the knuckle and crooked it, and my knees buckled. Then a second. The stretch burned. I shoved back anyway. Lace scraped the edge of the island. Locked or not, I jerked and leaked a sticky string into the crotch of the new panties.

“Count when I tell you. Not before.”

A third finger. I made a sound I hated. She fucked me on her hand in short hard strokes, the wet squelch loud in the quiet room. Spit and slick ran down my balls. The smell of it hit me every time I breathed.

She stopped with three fingers buried and reached for the wand on the side tray. She jammed the head into the lace, right over the steel, and turned it on high.

Every muscle jumped. The buzz punched through metal into my trapped cock. Too much. Immediate. My nails scraped for a grip and found none.

“Hold still.”

I tried. She pumped her fingers, ground the head down, and I came with no warning. Dry and vicious, pulsing behind the steel, spurting thin jets into the lace while my hole clamped her knuckles. The mirror went white at the edges.

“That’s one. Say it.”

“One,” I gasped. “Thank you.”

She did not pull out. She kept the head right where it was. Every nerve behind the steel went raw. I lurched forward and her free hand shoved me back down.

“You don’t get to leave the edge. You stay on it until I say.”

She crowded a fourth finger in beside the three. The burn turned sharp. My rim stretched around the thickest part of her hand. I sobbed into the stone. The buzz ground on. Behind the steel I tried to swell, failed, leaked anyway.

“Please, too much, I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Ask for the fist like a whore who means it.”

“Please fist my ass. Stretch me. Use your whole hand. Make me take it.”

She pushed. My ass fought, then gave. Her hand slid past the widest point and my body clamped around her wrist. Full. Split. The ache lived low in my gut. She made a fist inside me and turned it a fraction.

The wand stayed. I came again, harder, a broken shout, kicking in the lace, spasming around her fist so tight she hummed approval.

“Two. Louder.”

“Two. Fuck. Two.”

She fucked me on it. Short drives. The wet slap of her wrist on my cheeks. Threads of spit strung off her forearm. My nylons laddered at the knee where I had braced. She talked through it, calm and mean.

“Public little bitch. Buying lace with your own card. Smiling at your art director with a plug up your ass. This is what you are when nobody is holding your leash.”

“Yes. I’m a hole. I’m your toy. Please.”

She drew her fist out slow. The gape stayed. I clenched and could not close all the way. She dried her hand on my thigh and took the strap harness off the hook.

Thick silicone. She buckled it on, slicked the shaft, and lined up with my open ass.

“Beg for the next one before I give it.”

“Please fuck me. Pound my asshole. Make me come on your dick. I’ll count. I’ll thank you. Please.”

She shoved in to the base. My breath left. She set a hard pace, hips snapping, the toy dragging over the sore stretch her fist had left. The wand pressed back against the front of the panties. Both at once. I throbbed behind the steel and took every thrust with a filthy wet sound.

I came a third time with her buried deep, sobbing the number when she demanded it.

“Three. That’s three. Thank you. I can’t…”

“One more. You don’t get to decide done.”

She pulled out, spun me onto my back on the island, hooked my nylon legs over her shoulders, and drove back in. Face to face. My ruined panties dark with cum. She pinned the wand to the lock with her body weight and fucked.

Thought came in scraps. Too full. Can’t. More. Please stop. Please don’t stop. The fourth ripped out of me in ugly spasms, cock twitching dry, ass milking the strap, drool on my chin.

“Four,” I croaked. “Four.”

She shut the wand off. Left the strap seated. Looked down at me like she was grading a sample.

“Hands behind your head. Stay open.”

I laced my hands behind my head. She inspected again, spreading my used rim around the shaft inside me, thumb rubbing the sore edge. She tugged the lace aside and checked the cage, the smear of cum, the red chafe where the steel had bitten.

“You obeyed forty feet away with no voice in your ear,” she said. “That means the Term is not a costume you put on in this room. It goes to work with you. It stands in food courts. Vera will remember the skirt.”

Monday. The office. The name on my business card.

She drew the strap free. My ass fluttered and leaked slick onto the stone. She seated a smaller plug with one firm push and taped it so I could not work it out. Then she wiped my face with a cloth the way you wipe down a table.

“Panties stay on. Hose stay on. You will write Vera’s name on the countdown board tonight under the day count. Fifteen days. You will not text her. You will not explain. If she asks Monday, you smile and change the subject.”

I nodded. My thighs twitched.

She dropped it in the sink and pointed at the floor.

“Kneel. Kiss the toe of my shoe. Then tell me the next errand without me asking.”

I slid off the island onto sore knees. Kissed the leather. My voice came out rough.

“I wait for your list. I run it alone. I say the size out loud wherever you send me.”

“Tomorrow you go back to that counter and exchange the medium for a small,” she said. “You say the new size to the same clerk. Then you bring me the receipt and ask permission to come again. If your asking is good enough, I might edge you on my fingers until you cry. If it is not, you sleep locked and full and quiet.”

She opened the door to the hall. The panty bag sat on the side table, receipt sticking out, my name printed clear at the top.

“Get dressed for the drive to your place. You sleep in what you bought. And Julian.” She waited until I looked up. “The card in your wallet still works. Call if you want your clothes back. Or show up tomorrow in the small, and we keep going.”

I stood on shaking legs, lace stuck to me, taped shut, fifteen days burning in my head, and reached for the skirt.


Chapter 8: The Door Stays Open

The dry-erase board still smelled of fresh marker when I stopped in the back hallway. My pulse sat loud in my ears. Loud enough to count.

R.K.

Provisional Term. Start Nov 1.

Her handwriting. Same slant she used on my rules. Nine days left on my own Term and she had already written the next one.

I stood there in the lace she had put on me that morning, steel tight under the panties. The cold from the floor climbed my calves. Someone else. A slot after me. A rotation.

The part of me that still signed contracts tried to call it logistics. The rest of me went hot and mean.

I walked to the guest closet without asking. The duffel I never gave her sat behind the spare hangers, zipper tagged with my old gym sticker. Suit. Shirt. Socks. My shoes with the worn heel. I stripped the lace off like it burned. The steel stayed. The key lived on her bracelet. I pulled the trousers up over it and buttoned the shirt with fingers that shook from temper, not fear.

Client dinner. Late. Real. I said it to the empty hall so I would believe it.

Cold hung in her front hall when I dialed. I put the phone on speaker and set it on the console. The cancellation number off the card in my wallet rang once. Twice. A click of hold music.

She came out of the training room with a mug. She looked at the phone. She looked at the suit. She did not raise her voice.

Then she opened the front door. Night air cut across my face.

“The exit has always been yours,” she said. “I will not fight you for it. Hang up or finish the call. Either way, you choose.”

Hold music kept playing. Thin and bright. My thumb hovered over end.

I killed the call.

The door stayed open. The draft poured in around my ankles. She waited like a woman who had already priced the loss and could pay it.

“I want the collar,” I said.

She shut the door with one soft push. The latch clicked. The hall went warm again in a rush.

“No.”

“Odette.”

“You are asking for it to win,” she said. “To mark me as yours because you saw initials on a board and got scared. That is not how you earn a collar. Sit.”

I sat on the hall bench in my own suit, locked and useless. The jealousy sat under my ribs like a bruise I kept pressing.

She set the mug down. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

I swallowed. “Am I a rotation.”

“You are on Day 22,” she said. “Nine days remain. What happens after Nov 1 is not your business until you finish what you signed. Stand up. Take the jacket off. You came back. So you serve.”

I stood. The jacket hit the bench. She pointed at the training room.

The marble island held a folded towel, a bottle of oil, a thick black plug, a wand, and a pair of leather cuffs. Laid out before I rebelled. She had been ready either way.

“On your knees,” she said. “Hands behind. Mouth open. You do not get to fuck your way out of envy. You worship until I say you stop.”

I dropped. The floor bit my knees through the suit trousers. She cuffed my wrists at the small of my back. The click was small and final. My cock jerked inside the steel and got nowhere.

She hiked her skirt and sat on the edge of the island. No panties. Already slick, the lips shiny in the overhead light. The smell of her hit me warm and sharp.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please. Let me taste you.”

“Filthier.”

My face burned. “Please let me eat your cunt. Use my mouth. I am a jealous little whore who saw another name and lost his mind. Let me make it up with my tongue.”

“Better.” She hooked two fingers in my hair and pulled my face in.

I buried my mouth against her. Wet. Hot. She tasted clean and salt and skin. I licked up to her clit and stayed there, flat and steady, the way she had drilled. A low sound broke out of her and she rolled her hips against my nose.

“That is it. Service. You do not get to be the man in the suit tonight. You get to be the mouth.”

I sucked her clit. Spit ran down my chin. Wet sounds, slick and dirty. My jaw ached. The lock throbbed in dead pulses that made my thighs jump.

She held the wand to the steel while I worked. The buzz went through the metal and straight into me. My breath broke on her cunt. I moaned into her and she pushed my face harder.

“Do not come. You do not get that. You beg if you even think you are close.”

“I am close. Fuck. Please. I need…”

“No.” She pulled the wand away. I chased it and got nothing. “Back to work.”

I licked like I could earn my way back. She dripped on my tongue. I swallowed and kept going. She opened the oil one-handed, reached behind me, and shoved my trousers and the panties down far enough to bare my ass.

Cold oil hit me. One finger pushed in. I clenched and she waited until I opened. Then a second. The stretch burned. I whimpered into her cunt and she laughed once, low and unhurried.

“Jealous sissy hole. Taking fingers while you drown in pussy. Say what you are.”

“I am your sissy. I am a hole. I am a toy that got scared of R.K. and tried to run.”

“And.”

“And I hung up. And I came back. Please finger my ass. I will stay.”

She worked a third finger in. The ache spread. My hole fluttered around her knuckles. She scissored and I shook, forehead pressed to her thigh, spit stringing from my lip to her skin.

The plug came next. Thick. She pressed the tip to my stretched rim and fed it in inch by inch. My ass took it with a wet sound. When the flare seated she twisted it, and my cock leaked a bead of precum I could not wipe away.

“Mouth,” she said.

I went back to her clit. She turned the wand on low and set it against herself above my tongue so the vibration ran through her into my teeth. She used my face, fucked my mouth in short rolls. My wrists pulled at the cuffs. The plug rode heavy in me. Every shift nudged the spot that made my locked dick jump and ache.

“Beg to keep serving,” she said. “Not for the collar. For the right to stay on your knees.”

“Please keep me down here. Please let me eat you until you come on my face. I will be good. I will not call the number. I will strike the days. Please do not put someone else in my slot while I am still yours.”

Her fingers tightened in my hair. “You are not owed a slot. You earn mornings. Keep licking.”

I did. My tongue went numb. Her thighs clamped my ears. Wet slap on my face. Low buzz. Sweat cooled on my back. I clenched on the plug in time with my pulse.

She came with a hard grind and a broken breath, flooding my tongue. I drank it. I kept licking through the flutters until she shoved me back by the hair.

My chin shone. Drool hung off it. I looked up at her from the floor like a dog that had learned the wrong lesson and wanted the right one anyway.

“Stand. Bend over the island. Trousers down.”

I obeyed. The marble chilled my cheek. She pulled the plug out. I gaped for a second and tried to close. She oiled her hand.

“You wanted to be kept,” she said. “Kept means open. Breathe.”

One finger. Two. Three. Four. She tucked her thumb and pressed. Past anything the plug had done. A raw sound tore out of me. The burn lit up my spine. I pushed back because pulling away would have been another kind of running.

Her fist sank in slow. My ass took her to the widest part and held. I shook. Tears hit the marble. My cock strained in the cage until it hurt.

“Fuck. Odette. Too much.”

“Take it. You asked to stay. This is staying.”

She fucked me on her fist in short drives. Slick drag on every pull. Obscene. My thighs trembled. Every thrust shoved a broken noise out of me. Underneath it the jealousy, stupid and loud, begging with my body not to be replaced.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please let me come. I will say it. I am your bitch. I am your locked little whore. I tried to leave and I could not. Milk me. Please.”

“Not yet.”

She worked deeper and pinned the wand to the cage again. Buzz and stretch stacked. My vision narrowed. I drooled on the marble, clenched around her wrist, could not push her out.

“Louder.”

“Please make your sissy come. Use my hole and let me spill. I am begging. I am a jealous slut who dialed the cancel number to hurt you and hung up because the open door scared me more than the cage. Please. Please. Please.”

She held me there until my voice cracked. Then she pulled free. The gape stayed. Cold air hit the raw rim. She slicked a strap-on from the drawer, thick and dark, and drove it into me in one long shove.

I yelled. She pounded. Her hips cracked against my bare cheeks. The buzz never left the steel. My cock jerked and leaked in frantic spurts that were not enough.

“Come,” she said. “Now. On my terms. Thank me when you do.”

The orgasm ripped through me sideways. No full hard-on. Just locked, wrecked release, cum forcing out of the steel in thick pulses onto the towel she had laid under me. I spasmed on the strap. My arms strained in the cuffs. Too much. Full. Hers. Cannot. More.

I came until my knees dipped. She kept fucking me through it, steady and merciless, until I sobbed out, “Thank you. Thank you for letting your whore come. Thank you for not letting me leave.”

She pulled out. I stayed open and used. Cum and oil ran down my balls. She uncuffed me and I caught the island with both hands, breathing like I had run.

Odette wiped her fist on the towel. She fixed her skirt. She left the strap hanging from her hips like a verdict.

“You do not get the collar tonight,” she said. “You get the door rule. It stays unlocked from your side. You may walk. If you stay, you strike Day 22 off the board in the morning and you do not open that duffel again.”

I nodded into the marble. The suit shirt stuck to my back with sweat. The cage dripped with my own mess.

A knock hit the front door. Three short raps.

She glanced at the clock, then at me, still bent and dripping.

“Stay,” she said. “Do not fix your clothes.”

She walked to the hall. The latch turned. Night air slid in again, cold on my bare ass and the open ache she had left.

A woman’s voice carried from the doorway, clear and professional, older than mine by a decade at least.

“Odette? It is Rhea. You said tonight was fine for a consult if I came after eight. I brought the measurements for the Nov provisional.”

Everything in me dropped.

R.K.

Odette did not close the door.


Chapter 9: Two Envelopes

The zipper snarled down the garment bag under the single lamp. Black satin poured into my hands.

“After tonight I’m not going to tell you what to do again until Sunday,” Odette said.

I held the dress up by the straps. Hose. Heels. A full-face mask with a painted grin that could pass for a gag costume. Plausible. Safe. A way to walk into that room as a man playing dress-up.

She set two envelopes on the marble island. One thin. One thick.

“Courier confirmation.” She turned her phone toward me. Tomorrow. Six. Front step. The Reclamation Box. My whole men’s wardrobe, prepaid pickup, Day 31 of 31. One call on the card in my wallet and the Term died.

“I am suspending my authority for twenty-four hours,” she said. “Nothing tomorrow will be an order. You dress yourself. You cancel or you don’t. You wear the mask or you don’t. You put the collar on or you leave it in the envelope.”

My dick shoved against the metal. The steel held. Shame climbed my throat. Her perfume still sharp on my tongue.

I wanted her to tell me. I wanted the order so I could hate it and obey it and blame her for both.

She tapped the thin envelope. “Cancellation card. Duplicate. In case you lost yours.”

She tapped the thick one. “Collar.”

Then she stepped back. Hands at her sides.

I set the dress down. I fumbled the mask. The latex smelled like new rubber and her closet. I laid it on the chair.

“Say what you want,” she said.

“I want you to decide.”

“No.”

The word landed flat. No chase. No punishment. Same as last night in her hall, when I dialed the number and she held the door.

I knelt because my knees gave out, and because the island was where I signed, and because my body had already started bargaining without me. The lace panties she had put on me cut into my hips. I soaked through the front.

She circled me, stopped behind me, tipped my chin up. Her cunt was still on her fingers. She had touched herself while I unzipped the bag. She pushed two into my mouth. Salt and musk.

“Suck,” she said.

I did. Filthy. Loud. Spit ran down my chin. My tongue licked her off her skin. My stomach knotted, and the steel gave nothing.

She pulled free. Wiped my mouth with her thumb.

“On the island. Face down. Ass up.”

I climbed. Marble cold under my cheek. She yanked the panties to my thighs. Cool air on my ass. My cock jerked and went nowhere.

She slicked her fingers with lube that smelled like mint. One finger pressed in. Burn. Stretch. I grunted into the stone.

“Beg for more,” she said.

“Please. Another.”

Two. She scissored. Squelch. Drag. My asshole clenched and she forced it wider anyway.

“What are you?”

“Your slut.” My throat scraped it out. “Your hole. Use my ass.”

She added a third. My thighs jumped. The burn spread. Lube, sweat, the sour edge of shame.

“Hold still.”

She seated a thick plug. The base sat flush at my rim. Full. Obscene. I strained so hard the metal bit.

Then the wand. She pinned the buzzing head to the underside of the cage, where my tip pressed the bars. Vibration tore through me. I yelped. My hips bucked, the plug shifted, and I almost came off that alone.

She cut the power.

“No.”

I sobbed once. Ugly sound. She ignored it.

She drew the plug out. I closed on nothing. She lined up the strap-on. Thick silicone, warmed against her thigh. The head nudged my rim.

“Ask.”

“Fuck my asshole. Please. Ruin it.”

She pushed in. One long shove. I opened around her. The stretch ripped a moan out of me. She bottomed out. Held. Harness leather mixed with mint and sex.

Then she fucked me.

Hard. Steady. The slap of her hips on my cheeks. The wet suck of me taking all of it. I leaked in the cage, drip after drip onto the stone, my own spit still slick on my lips.

“Say it,” she said. “Name yourself.”

“I’m a whore who comes from getting his ass pounded.” My voice broke on pounded. “I’m your toy. Your bitch. Please don’t stop.”

She reached under and thumbed the wand on at the bars. Vibration and thrust at once. White at the edges of everything. Too much. Clitty trapped. Ass full. I clawed the slab.

She edged me there. Built it. Cut the buzz. Built it again. My orgasm sat behind my teeth like a scream she would not let out. Sweat stung my eyes. Drool puddled under my cheek.

“More,” I begged. “I can’t…”

She pulled the strap almost out. Left the head stretching my rim. Then she pushed a finger in beside it. Two. The burn went sharp. I took it because she told me to, because I had spent thirty days learning to open on command.

“Fist,” she said. “You take it or you tap out. Your call.”

My call. Two words, and they dropped under my ribs and stuck.

“Take it,” I said. “Please fist my ass.”

She eased the strap free. More lube. Cold drip down my crack. Fingers gathered. Thumb tucked. Pressure. My rim screamed. I pushed out like she taught me. The widest part of her hand forced through and I swallowed her to the wrist.

Full. Stuffed past thought. I made a sound that was not a word.

She fucked me on her fist. Slow at first. Then harder. The wet noise climbed. Every thrust jolted my dick against the bars, denied, dripping, furious. The smell hung thick: sweat, lube, the musk of my opened ass.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.” I choked it out. “I’m yours. My ass is yours. My cock is yours. Please…”

She twisted her wrist. Found the spot that made my knees slide. The wand came back, pinned hard to the bars. Vibration. Fist. Stretch. I broke.

Cum forced out of me in thick spurts through the bars, messy, wasted on marble, my ass spasming around her fist. Short. Crude. Can’t. More. My mouth hung and nothing smart came out. Only noise. Only the slap and the squelch and my ruined breathing.

She worked me through it. Held her fist in while I shook. Kept the buzz on until I whimpered and scrabbled forward and she pinned my hip with her free hand.

Then she eased out. Slow. My asshole stayed gaping. Used. Air moved over the raw stretch, and the empty scared me worse than the fill had.

She wiped her hand on my thigh. Left the mess.

I stayed face down. Panties still around my thighs. Cum cooling under me. The plug waited on a towel. She did not put it back. She did not dress me. She did not tell me to thank her.

She set both envelopes closer to my face.

“Authority stays suspended,” she said. “You will walk out of here with these. Tomorrow you will either cancel the courier before six, or you will hand him the box on my step in hose and heels. You will either wear the mask at the party, or you will take it off. You will either leave the collar in the envelope, or you will put it on your own throat and bring it to me.”

She hooked the strap off. Set it aside. Her voice stayed even.

“I will not fight you for it. I will not order you into it. The Term ends tomorrow either way. What replaces it is yours to write, or yours to refuse.”

I pushed up on my elbows. My ass ached. My cock twitched in the metal, spent and greedy. I stank of what she had done to me.

She picked up the mask. Set it on top of the dress.

“Costume is ready. Fitting is done. You leave when you choose.”

Even closed, the thick envelope had weight. Last night I had asked her to win. Tonight she put it in my hands and let go.

I stood. Pulled the panties up. The lace caught on the wet. My legs shook. I pocketed both envelopes in the robe she left on the chair. The mask went in my other hand.

She did not walk me to the door. She poured herself water at the sink and drank it like any other night.

Outside, the suburb was quiet. My car smelled like her lube and my sweat. I sat behind the wheel with the envelopes on the passenger seat and the mask in my lap and the cancellation card in my wallet.

Tomorrow at six the courier would stand on her step. Tomorrow night the boutique would fill with people who knew my name. The art director. The managing partner. The brand director who had paid for a panel I had padded with a fake respondent three years ago.

I started the engine.

I was already back at the island, choosing which envelope I would empty, hearing the zipper on the Reclamation Box, deciding whether the man who wrote Respondent 12 would read him aloud or hide behind painted latex and call it a costume.

I drove home with both options riding beside me, and no one told me which one to take.


Chapter 10: Every Word Mine

Isealed the last flap. The tape tore off the roll with a dry scrape that carried to the sidewalk.

The courier stood on the bottom step, clipboard pinned at his elbow. Forty-one, flat voice, stylus already out. Neighbors walked past with plastic pumpkins. Kids in rubber masks ran the curb and never turned their heads.

I stood in hose and heels, the Reclamation Box braced on my thighs. The cardboard dug the lace into my skin under the coat. My caged cock twitched hard enough to tap steel. I almost dropped the box.

The courier read the label. “Pickup for Odette. Prepaid. Confirm.”

I signed. My name went down in ink too neat for what it did. He took the box. The men’s shirts, the suits, the belts, every pair of boots I had owned for ten years, out of my hands and into the van.

A woman across the street called a name that was not mine. The van door slammed. The street kept moving.

I could have stopped it. The cancellation card rode in my wallet, warm from my hip. One call and the Term ended. I left it there and shut the front door with my back.

Odette waited in the hall in her coat. Her eyes went to my mouth, then to my empty hands.

“The van has it,” I said.

“Then we go.”

Boutique light lay on the window glass in blocks of pink and white. Music leaked beneath the door. I put the mask on in the back of her car. Full coverage, a cheap Halloween gag face, enough deniability to walk in as a joke.

Twenty minutes. That was the deal I had made with myself.

Inside, Vera found me first. My art director, thirty-four, drink in hand, laughing at a display of black garters. She squinted at the plastic face.

“Cute,” she said. “Who dragged you?”

I pointed at Odette. Vera’s eyebrows climbed. She knew the boutique. She did not know the training room behind it.

Rhea, who ran the boutique’s alteration calendar, cornered us by the silk rack. She talked margins and spring cuts. I nodded and counted breaths. The cage pinched when I shifted. Hose rasped at my thighs. Every person in the room knew Julian. None of them knew what Julian had been for thirty-one days.

The brand director arrived late. Cole, fifty-two, the man whose company had paid for the desire panel three years ago. He shook Odette’s hand the way he shook a client’s. He clapped my shoulder through the coat.

“Didn’t know you shopped here,” he said.

I said nothing. The mask made silence easy.

Twenty minutes ran out in my gut.

I pulled the mask off.

The room did not go quiet. A few heads turned. Rhea’s mouth opened. Vera set her glass down. Cole stared at the makeup on my mouth and the soft line of the wig at my coat collar.

“I need the floor,” I said. My voice cracked. “Five minutes.”

Odette did not help me. She watched. Her authority had been off since last night. This part was mine.

I walked to the counter. The blue-tabbed binder sat under the register where it always did, fat with paper. I turned to Respondent 12. I had written those sentences on a night I never told anyone about, padded them into a sample under a fake code, and buried them.

I read them aloud.

“I want a woman to take my clothes and keep the key. I want to be dressed and locked and made to ask for what I used to take. I want to be kept.”

Rhea kept her face still. She already knew. Vera’s hand tightened on the edge of the counter. Cole’s jaw worked once.

I read on. My own filthy asks, line after line, to the bottom of the page.

“I wrote this,” I said. I held the binder up so they could see the tab. “Every word of it is mine. Respondent 12 is me. I invented the code. I wrote the want. Odette has been running the Term I specified.”

No one spoke. A champagne flute clicked against a tray somewhere behind me.

I closed the binder and set it on the marble. Then I walked out the front door in hose and heels, my real face bare to the street.

Odette followed. We did not talk on the walk back. My thighs shook. Steel pressed hard and mean inside the panties. Peace sat in my chest like a held breath that finally fit.

In the training room she locked the door. The marble island stood cold and clean. The two envelopes from last night lay on the corner: the cancellation card I had not used, and the collar.

“Kneel,” she said.

I climbed up and knelt. The stone bit my knees through the hose. She opened the envelope and drew out the leather. Heavier than it looked. She buckled it around my throat. The latch clicked. The tag hung against my collarbone, warm from her palm.

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

“Thank you,” I said. The words came easy. That scared me more than the buckle.

She unlocked the cage.

Day thirty-one. I sprang out thick and red and leaking. Blood slammed in until my vision spotted. A sound tore out of me I did not mean to make.

Odette stripped the panties down my thighs and left the hose. She cuffed my wrists to the far edge of the island so I had to brace on my elbows. She took a thick black plug from the drawer and coated it until it shone.

“Ask.”

“Please put it in me.”

“Name yourself.”

“Your sissy. Your locked whore. The one who wrote the page.”

She pressed the tip to my asshole and fed it in. The stretch burned. I pushed back onto it because my body had learned that trick and because I wanted it. She seated it deep, base flush. My cock jerked and smeared a wet streak on the stone.

She strapped on. The harness settled on her hips. The cock she chose was long, thick, veined silicone, heavy enough that the hang of it made my mouth water. She rolled a ring of lube down the shaft with two fingers.

“You claimed the words,” she said. “Now you take what they asked for.”

She pulled the plug out. My hole clenched on empty air. Then the head of the strap-on shoved in and kept going, inch after inch, until her hips met my ass and the harness pressed me flat.

She fucked me.

Hard from the first stroke. The slap of the harness on my cheeks filled the room. Slick sounds on every thrust. My dick dragged on the marble, trapped beneath my belly, leaking in a steady string. She reached under, closed a hand around it, and stroked in time with the pounding.

“Say what you are while I use you.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “A filthy locked bitch who begged for this on paper. Your toy. Your sissy whore.”

“Louder.”

I shouted it until the words scraped my throat raw. She drove deeper and the head punched a place that made my knees skid.

She set clamps on my nipples. The teeth bit. She tugged the chain between them on every thrust and the pain lit straight down to my cock. She pressed a wand to the underside of my dick and flipped it on high.

Too much. The buzz and the stretch and the clamps and her mean, steady railing piled up and shorted out.

I came hard, shooting across the stone in thick ropes, body locking around the cock in my ass. She kept fucking me through it while I jerked and lunged forward into the cuffs.

“Again,” she said.

“I can’t…”

“You can. You wrote the ask. You take the delivery.”

The second one ripped out of me. I pulsed dry and spasmed around the shaft. Spit ran from my mouth onto the stone. She pulled out, flipped me onto my back with my cuffed wrists twisted above my head, and pushed my knees to my chest.

Two fingers in. Then three. Then four. She worked me open while I shook, the burn widening into a deep, full ache. She tucked her thumb and pushed.

Her fist sank in.

I screamed into my own shoulder. Her knuckles forced past the ring of muscle and drove in to the wrist, holding me open on the island like a thing on a block. She curled her fingers inside me and pressed. My cock slapped my stomach, still hard, still leaking.

“Look at you,” she said. “Fist in your slut ass and still dripping. Beg for the wand.”

“Please. Please put it on my dick. Make me come until I can’t.”

She pinned the wand to the head of my cock and left her fist buried. The buzz hit the raw tip. I broke.

Past four. Past whatever came next. They stacked with no clean edge between them. My thighs cramped. Cum and clear slick ran down my crack and over her wrist. I sobbed and thanked her and called myself her hole, her bitch, her kept sissy, whatever filthy label she fed me. She pumped in short digs and the wand never left.

When she pulled her hand free, I stayed open. Cool air on the gape. Shame so sharp it made me twitch again.

She lined the strap-on back up and shoved into the loose, used ring in one stroke. She fucked me like that, open and ruined, while she slapped my wet dick with the flat of her hand.

“One more. On my cock. Then you get to ask for the standing Term.”

I came again on nothing, a dry, wrenching spasm that arched my back off the island. She held deep through it, then shut the buzz off and eased out.

I lay there dripping. Collar on. Steel off. Ass empty and aching. The peace had not left. It lay in the mess, a stone that belonged there.

She uncuffed me, wiped her hand on a towel, cleaned my stomach. She did not lock me back in yet.

“Sit up.”

I sat on the edge of the slab. My heels hooked the side. She brought the binder and set it between us. At the back, a blank tab waited.

“Provisional Term is closed,” she said. “On schedule. You handed the box over. You read your own page to the room that paid for it. Now we negotiate the standing arrangement at the same stone where you signed the first one.”

My throat worked inside the collar. “I want you to keep me. I write the next quarter’s curriculum. You approve it. You run me on it.”

“Key stays on my bracelet,” she said. She unclipped the small key and slid it onto the chain at her wrist. It hung there beside her watch. Permanent.

She took a second key from the drawer, the studio key, and pressed it into my palm. “This one goes on your ring. You come and go. You still belong to the schedule.”

I nodded.

I could not find a longer sentence.

She turned the binder to the photo of the shop schedule board clipped inside the front cover. The November 1 slot had always read R.K.

“Your mother’s maiden initials,” Odette said. “Clerical placeholder. The slot was yours from the day you walked in to pitch me. I bought the research when I opened. I heard your voice in Respondent 12 the day you shook my hand. The wager was a door. You walked through it.”

I stared at the letters. R.K. Always mine.

“Spring house line goes into production as the Provisional,” she said. “Silk cut named for a term that ended. You will see the swatches on Monday.”

She locked the cage back on. The click landed softer than the first time. The key on her bracelet chimed once against her watch face.

I dressed in the coat and the hose and walked home on shaking legs. Monday I put on a suit. The steel sat under the wool. In the car I played the mantra she had drilled into me. The city rolled past the windshield.

Nothing about my life looked different from the outside.

On the passenger seat, face up where the morning light could catch it, lay a silk swatch tagged in black ink: the Provisional.


THE END
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