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Chapter 1: The Ledger Clause

Iwalked the hall talking, shoes on, coat half open, saying it loud enough for the door to hear. “I have never met a woman who could get a sound out of me I did not choose to make.” I was thirty-one and still proud of that line. It had carried me through two paid sessions already. I meant it for a third.

Mistress Vane waited in the threshold with her arms folded. She looked me over like she was pricing meat. She was forty years old and did not smile.

“Come in, Cole,” she said. “Shoes off. You know the order.”

I stepped past her. The playroom air hit cold on my face, then warm lower down where the lamps sat. I toed off my shoes on the mat. Socks next. The floor came up smooth and cool under my bare soles. She shut the door. The latch clicked hard.

“Coat. Shirt. Belt. Trousers. Underwear. Fold them on the chair. Hands at your sides when you are done.”

I stripped the way she liked. Slow enough to show I was not rattled. My cock hung heavy already, half hard from the walk and the talk. She watched without praise. When I finished she walked a circle around me and stopped at my back.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The words landed flat. No theater. Heat crawled up my neck anyway.

“Yes, Mistress Vane.”

She pointed at the oak frame near the wall. The footstocks waited open, dark wood, iron hasps. Above the playroom door a slate hung with fourteen chalk marks in a clean row. Fresh. Unbroken.

“Carriage clock,” she said.

She wound it on the side table until the tick filled the quiet. Thick, even, loud enough to count by. Three hours of face showed on the dial.

“Bare feet in. Now.”

I sat on the low bench and set my heels into the cutouts. The wood was cold against my arches. She lowered the top bar and locked both ankles. Iron bit snug. My feet stuck out bare, soles up, toes free. I flexed them once. The stock held.

“Comfortable?” she asked.

“Fine.”

“Good. Listen.”

She dragged a stool between my spread feet and sat. Her skirt brushed my calves. Up close I smelled soap and leather.

“Three hours on that clock,” she said. “Your feet stay in my stocks. You keep your mouth under control. If you never beg, you name anything you want and I grant it. Money. Time. My mouth. My ass. Name it and it is yours.”

My pulse kicked. Curiosity went sharp and defiant in my gut. I almost laughed.

“And if I do?”

“If you beg once, you owe me fourteen nights. No release. You come here when I say. You leave when I say. You do not spend until the count runs out. One chalk mark struck after each night. One sentence exit any night you choose, and if you take it you never come back.”

“One more thing, and it sits outside the wager.” Her voice dropped the theater for a breath, flat and plain. “You have a safeword. Red. Say it and everything stops. Hands off, stocks open, clock dead, and nothing is owed for it. That word is yours alone. I do not judge it, I do not argue it, I do not punish it. Begging is mine to read however I please. The safeword is not, and it never will be.”

“And if I use it?”

“Then we are finished for the night and the count does not move. Red is not losing, Cole. It is the one line I do not cross, tonight or any night after. Everything else in this room is mine.”

I filed the word away without meaning to. Red. One door that stayed mine even in here.

She lifted a thick leather ledger from the table. The pen already waited on the page.

“Sign.”

I took the pen. The clause under the signature line sat in small dark ink. I did not read it. I signed Cole in a fast stroke and set the pen down like the win was already mine.

“That was stupid of me to skip,” I said, grinning. “What does it say?”

“You will find out if you fail.” She closed the ledger. “Clock is running.”

She stood and walked behind me. A strap went around my chest. Another pinned my wrists to the bench rails. I could not reach my cock. I could not close my legs. My feet stayed locked in oak, cold air on the soles, lamp warmth spilling near my thighs.

Mistress Vane came back with a jar and a slim black plug. She set both on a cloth by my hip. Then she oiled her fingers and pushed my knees wider with her free hand.

“Ass up as much as the stock allows. Hole out. I want to see it.”

I shifted. The wood creaked. Cool air found my asshole. She touched me there with one slick finger and I sucked a breath through my teeth.

“Still quiet,” she said. “Good boy for now.”

She worked the oil in slow circles. Pressure. Then the tip of her finger pressed and slid past the ring. My cock jumped against my belly. The tick swelled in my head. She fucked me with that finger until the muscle eased, then added a second. Stretch burned. Heat flooded my face.

“You paid for rough,” she said. “You get rough. This hole is mine for three hours.”

She pulled her fingers free and lined up the plug. The blunt head nudged my asshole. She pushed. My ring stretched and took it. The plug seated with a wet sound. Full. Heavy. My balls drew tight.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

“That is not begging. Try harder when you break.”

She twisted the plug. Slow turns. I leaked a clear string onto my stomach. The stocks held my feet still while my hips tried to roll. Cold iron at my ankles. Warm wood under my calves. The plug dragged over something deep that made my vision spark.

She took a thin paddle of leather and tapped the plug’s base. Small hits. Each one shoved it into me. Sound filled the room. Wet. Soft. Obscene. My breathing went ragged.

“Say what you are.”

“A client,” I managed.

She hit harder. The plug kicked inside me. My cock slapped my stomach.

“Try again, Cole.”

“Your toy.”

“Louder.”

“Your fucking toy.”

“Better. Now beg for nothing yet. Just take it.”

She worked the plug in short hard thrusts, in and out until my asshole clung and let go with wet little kisses. Sweat ran down my ribs. The clock ticked. My mouth stayed shut on anything soft. Pride held. Curiosity held harder.

She wiped her hand and took a small remote from her pocket. A low buzz woke inside the plug. Vibration rolled through my ass and into my cock. My thighs jumped. The stocks rattled.

“Oh Christ.”

“Still not a beg.” She turned the dial up. “You look pretty like this. Thirty-one years old and leaking like a bitch in heat over a plug in your ass.”

The buzz climbed. My cock darkened and dripped. She gripped it with an oiled fist and stroked once, twice, then stopped at the head and squeezed.

“You do not get to choose the pace. I do.”

She stroked again in mean short pulls timed to the vibration. My hips jerked. The footstocks kept my legs open and useless. Heat poured into my gut. The first edge slammed up from my asshole into my balls.

“Please, wait,” I gasped.

“No.”

She pumped faster. The plug hummed deep. My cock swelled hard in her fist.

“Come. Now. Count it when you do.”

I tried to hold. She twisted the plug with her other hand and ripped the orgasm out of me. Cum shot up my chest in thick ropes. My ass clenched on the buzzing toy. A raw sound tore out of my throat.

“One,” I choked. “Fuck. One.”

She did not stop. Her fist kept moving on oversensitive flesh. The head burned. I thrashed in the straps. The stocks bit my ankles. My feet flexed hard and helpless, toes splayed in the cold air.

“Too much. Mistress. Too much.”

“That is the point, whore. Your hole is still full. Your cock is still mine. We stack.”

The vibration jumped a notch. She spat and smeared it down the shaft. Her hand went slick and brutal. Every stroke was sandpaper and heaven at once. My balls ached. Another climax piled up with no rest between, forced through the raw nerves.

“Say what you want,” she ordered.

“I want you to stop. I want. Fuck. I want to come again. I hate it. Please make me. Please do not. I cannot.”

“Filthy mouth. Use it right. Ask me to wreck your hole while I milk you.”

Shame hit hot and bright. My cock stayed hard anyway.

“Please wreck my hole,” I said. “Please milk my cock. I am your slut. I am your good little toy. Fuck. Please.”

She drove the plug deeper with her palm and stroked me past the burn. The second orgasm ripped longer than the first. My whole body seized. Cum sputtered weaker, painful, dragged out while she kept pumping.

“Count.”

“Two. That is two. One more. God. One more. I cannot.”

“You can. You will.”

She slowed just enough to keep me twitching, then sped again. The plug’s buzz sat right on the spot that made my cock jump without touch. She abandoned my shaft and only pressed the plug in hard pulses while her nails scraped my inner thighs. My cock bobbed, dark and shiny, leaking.

“Look at that. Emptying you from the inside. Asshole first. Cock second. Pride last.”

I was shaking. Sweat ran into my eyes. The clock ticked like a hammer. My bare feet strained in the oak, soles flexing, heels useless. Cool air licked the wet sweat on my toes. Warmth poured off my face and chest.

She took my cock again. No mercy. Full fist. Fast. The oversensitive head screamed. Ugly wet sounds came out of me, half sob, half moan. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth.

“Beg for the third,” she said. “Beg dirty.”

“Please force it. Please force the cum out of me. Use my hole. Use my cock. I am a fucking bitch for this. Please. Please make me come again. I will take it. I will take all of it.”

“Good. Come.”

The third one broke me open. It lasted too long. My vision whited. My ass spasmed around the plug in hard waves. My cock jerked and spilled almost nothing, just thin spurts and a raw ache that went on and on while she stroked me through it past the point of sense.

“Three,” I heard myself shout. “Three. Fuck. Three.”

She went on anyway. A fourth climbed on the wreckage of the third. I was crying without tears, breath snagging, hips snapping against the straps. She counted for me when my mouth failed.

“That is four building. Give it.”

It tore out of me in a dry, shaking climax that left my cock twitching in her fist with nothing left to shoot. My whole body went loose and stupid. The plug kept buzzing. My asshole fluttered on it.

“Four,” I whispered. “Please. No more. Please.”

She turned the vibration down but left it alive. She wiped her hand on my stomach and patted my cheek.

“Still not the word I own. You said please. You said stop. You have not begged yet by my book.”

I laughed once, cracked and raw. “Then I win.”

She opened the ledger. The clock had a long stretch of face left. My cock lay red and wet on my belly. My bare feet stayed locked. I tasted metal and salt.

She set two fingers on the plug and rocked it. Gentle now. Mean in a new way. The slow grind lit every raw nerve. My cock tried to lift again and only managed a weak throb.

“You look proud still,” she said. “Even ruined. Even full of your own mess. Say you are unbreakable.”

“I am unbreakable.”

She smiled for the first time. Small. Cold.

“Ask me for mercy like a man who means it.”

“I do not need mercy.”

She rocked the plug harder. Her other hand cupped my spent balls and squeezed just enough to make me bark.

“Ask.”

The sound left me before I could cage it. Soft. Broken. Real.

“Please. Mistress Vane. Please. I am begging. Please stop. Please. I beg you.”

Silence held for one tick of the clock. Then another.

She closed her hand on my jaw and made me look at her.

“There it is.”

She opened the ledger to the clause under my signature and read it aloud while the plug sat deep in my ass.

“Begging includes any plea for stop, mercy, release, or relief, spoken as request or demand, including the words please, beg, and their plain equivalents, as judged solely by Mistress Vane. The bound party has no vote on what counts. This clause is a game between us and nothing more. It never touches the safeword, which ends everything the instant you speak it.”

My stomach dropped.

“That is not fair.”

“You signed it unread. Your words are mine now. Whether you begged is not a fact you get a say in. I say you did. The only word that stops me is the one I handed you, and you did not use it.”

She took the chalk from the ledge under the slate. One clean stroke cut through the first of the fourteen marks. The white line broke. Thirteen clean marks stayed.

“Fourteen nights,” she said. “No release. Night one starts now on the books. You will return tomorrow when I call. You will put your feet in my stocks when I say. You will keep this hole ready. If you want out, you speak one sentence any night, and you never walk back through that door.”

I hung in the straps, plug still in me, cock aching, feet bare and locked. Until tonight I had only ever risked an evening’s fee. Now I had risked fourteen nights and the story I told about myself.

Mistress Vane pulled the plug free with a slow wet drag that made me shudder. She set it on the cloth. She unlocked my wrists but left my feet in the stocks.

“Clean your mess with the cloth. Then you may have your shoes. Then you leave.”

I wiped cum off my chest and stomach. My hands shook. The cold floor waited beyond the oak. When she finally freed my ankles my soles prickled from the long hold. I stood. My asshole ached open and used. My cock hung sore.

She wrote in the ledger again. Ink. Final.

“Tomorrow,” she said, and the room leaned in around the tick of the clock. “You will arrive at seven. You will strip in the hall. You will present both bare feet for inspection, soles up, and you will ask me, out loud, to lock them for the first full night of your forfeit. Do not be late, Cole.”


Chapter 2: No. 3 And Laughing

The brass wingnuts turned a quarter-turn at a time. Each click rode up my shins. Oak closed over my ankles in a slow bite. A thin thread of oil ran the length of my arch and I smelled it before I felt it, clean and sharp, like metal left out in rain.

I was already stripped. That part had finished in the hall under the slate. Fourteen chalk marks for the forfeit. One struck through after last night. Thirteen left. No release until the count ran out, unless I spoke the single exit sentence and never walked back through that door. The hallway draft still clung to my skin. My mouth carried the words she had made me say out loud for the full-night lock, soles up, voice clear, no clever hedging.

“Lock me for the night. Full night. I ask for it.”

She had not praised me. She had only pointed at the stocks and told me to move.

Now the oak sealed. I pulled once on instinct. Nothing gave. The oil kept threading down, slick over the soft middle of each sole, and the smell of it mixed with the warmer stink of my own sweat from the hall walk. Yesterday’s used-open ache sat low in me, a dull stretched reminder under tonight’s first hold. My asshole remembered her work. It clenched around empty air and the hurt came small and honest.

She set her palm under my heel and tipped my sole toward the lamp.

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

I tried. My toes curled anyway. Oil pooled in the hollows. She worked it in with the pads of her thumbs, slow circles that made my calves jump. The wager was on again. Three hours had been the talk last night. The ledger had other ideas. I had signed without reading what counted as begging. That mistake lived in my gut like a swallowed stone.

Her thumbs pressed the soft meat under my toes. A sound left me, thin and stupid. She smiled with her mouth shut.

“There. You feel it.”

“I feel oil,” I said. My voice cracked on the second word. “That is all.”

“Mm.” She raked one fingernail from heel to ball in a light line. My whole leg kicked inside the wood. The stocks ate the kick and gave it back as a jolt through my hips. My prick lifted against my belly without permission. Thick. Wet at the tip.

She did not touch it. She never started there when she wanted me ruined.

Fingernails next. Soft arches. Short, mean strokes that made me thrash until the oak creaked. Laughter tried to start in my throat and I killed it. I bit my tongue. Copper taste flooded my mouth. She smelled it, or saw the blood on my lip, because she leaned in, wiped it with her thumb, then pushed that thumb between my teeth.

“Suck.”

I sucked. Salt. Iron. Skin. My tongue cleaned her like a dog. Shame rolled through me hot and low. My prick jumped again. She watched that jump the way a butcher watches a scale.

When she pulled her thumb free she went to the side table and opened the numbered roll. Parchment. Ink. She turned it so I could see the line her finger landed on.

“No. 3,” she said. “Laughing.”

The swallowed stone turned over.

“I don’t laugh under this.”

“You will.” She set the roll aside. “And when you do, you will empty. Pain never took you. This will.”

She oiled her fingers again. The scent rose, thick now, almost sweet under the clean bite. She attacked both soles at once, light and fast, nails and pads swapping, no rhythm I could brace against. The first laugh tore out of me raw. It was not joy. It was a seizure of sound. My belly clenched. Tears sprang. I shook the stocks and the oak held and I laughed until spit ran down my chin.

She did not stop.

“Louder.”

I could not answer. Sound kept pouring. My chest burned. My throat went raw in under a minute. The laugh scooped me hollow and left me thrashing and red and wet-faced, no pride left to hold the shape of a man. Yesterday’s ache in my rear woke up and pulsed with every jolt. My prick stayed stiff through all of it, bobbing, leaking a clear string onto my stomach. It did not care that I was ugly. It did not care that I was undignified. It only cared that her hands were on my soles and my body had nowhere to go.

“Look at that,” she said. “Your mouth says stop. Your shaft says keep going. Which one do I believe, Cole?”

I tried to form words between gasps. “Believe… nothing… I…”

Another rake. Another burst of helpless noise. Four minutes in, hoarse, thrashing, a word left me that I did not register saying until the room held it.

“Mercy.”

I froze mid-shake. She did not. Her nails dug the soft center of my left arch and I screamed a laugh that broke into a sob.

“There it is.” She sounded pleased in a quiet way. “Not on the ledger as a clean ask yet. Close. Keep going.”

She left my soles wet and twitching and stepped between my spread knees. From the table she took the thick strap, black leather, shiny with oil from earlier work. Warmed hide and slick hit me. My hole clenched. The old ache flared.

“No,” I croaked. “Not while…”

“While your soles are locked and you still think you have a vote.” She pressed the blunt head to my rim. “Breathe.”

I breathed. She pushed.

The stretch lit me up. Slow. Mean. My body tried to shut and the strap opened me anyway, inch by inch, until the whole thickness sat inside me and my guts carried her will. Yesterday’s used feeling became tonight’s fresh claim. I groaned. Spit hung from my lip in a string. She wiped it with two fingers and painted it on my tongue.

“Taste yourself. Whore.”

I tasted salt and oil and copper. My eyes watered. She started to fuck me in short deep strokes, each one rocking me against the stocks so my oiled soles flashed under the lamp. Every thrust pushed a broken laugh out of me. Every laugh made my prick jump and drool. Her strap worked my asshole loud and crude, slap and suck and the faint creak of leather.

“You take it like a toy,” she said. “Good little hole. Say it.”

“I take it like a toy.” The words scraped. “Good little… hole.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a hole. I’m your whore. Fuck me. Use me.” My face burned. My prick throbbed so heavy it hurt. “I can’t… I can’t hold…”

She stopped moving. The strap stayed buried to the base. My body clenched around it in stupid little pulses. She set one fingernail under my big toe and scratched the pad in a tiny line. Laughter ripped through me and worked the strap inside me until I almost lost it. Almost. The edge hit my face and she took her hand off my sole.

“No.” Flat. “You do not spill on a twitch. You ask.”

I shook. Sweat ran into my mouth, salt over the oil, the smell of it thick enough to choke on.

“Let me finish,” I said.

“That is not asking.”

“I need it.”

“Still not.”

She drew the strap out until only the head held me open, then drove it home. My vision sparkled. She set a rhythm that was all claim and no kindness, hips working, the leather wet and loud in my rear. Her free hand returned to my soles in light flicks timed with the thrusts. Laugh. Thrust. Laugh. Thrust. I was a mess of sound and spit and leaking shaft. Dread sat under the heat like a second pulse. If she owned the transcript of what my body did when it laughed, I could never tell myself the story of being unbreakable again. The proof lay on my stomach in shiny strings, and in the way my hole sucked her strap when I cracked up.

“Beg properly,” she said. “Permission-speech. Clean. Or I stop and leave you locked until morning with this in you and no finish.”

Panic cut through the haze. Morning with that fullness and no release would break something I needed. Thirteen nights waited after this one. The slate above the door did not care about my pride.

I swallowed spit and oil taste and forced my voice into shape.

“I am begging. I am begging to cum on your strap while you tickle me. I am a laughing slut with locked soles and a full ass. Let me cum. I will say it any way you want. I will admit it. Laughing does this to me. You did this. Own it. Own me. Let me spill for you.”

She watched my face through the whole speech. When I finished she gave one small nod.

“Better. Hold still.”

She fucked me hard enough that the stocks groaned. Her nails found both arches and raked in short bursts. The laugh and the thrust stacked until my whole body seized. Permission hit at the same second as the edge.

“Now,” she said. “Show me.”

I came with a broken shout that turned into helpless laughter mid-spurt. Cum striped my chest and chin. My hole clamped the strap in ugly pulses. She kept me there through it, raking, thrusting, milking every stupid spurt out of me until I was shaking and empty and wet from eyes to thighs. The orgasm did not feel like victory. It felt like evidence. My body had testified. She had the whole confession in the way I had thrashed and drooled and begged.

She left the strap seated deep and wiped my chin with her fingers, then made me lick them clean. Bitter. Salt. My own spend. I swallowed because she watched until I did.

“There,” she said softly. “Now I have proof. Laughing brings you to the edge. You cannot claim your responses as anything but my work after this. Understand?”

I understood. The dread settled permanent. “Yes.”

“Say the true sentence.”

“You own what my body does when I laugh. I cannot take that story back.”

“Good boy.” She twisted the strap a fraction inside me and I whimpered. “Thirteen nights remain on the chalk. One mark already gone. You may speak the exit any night and never return. Until then, no release unless I write it into your mouth the way I did just now.”

I nodded. My soles twitched in the oil. My hole still held her. I smelled sex and slick leather and that sharp clean note under all of it. My tongue carried the taste of my own cum.

She reached for a cloth. Wiped my chest in slow strokes that were almost kind and therefore worse. Then she checked the wingnuts again, another quarter-turn each, and the oak bit a hair tighter.

“You will stay put while I rinse my hands.”

She stepped toward the side basin. Water ran. I hung in the stocks listening to my breath and the small wet sounds of the strap shifting when I clenched. Shame came back in with the aftershocks. I hated how quiet the room got. I hated that my prick gave a weak twitch when she glanced back at me over her shoulder.

A knock hit the playroom door. Three firm raps. Not shy.

She shut the water off. Dried her hands. Looked at me first, then at the door, and her mouth did that small closed smile again.

“Stay,” she told me, as if I had a choice with oak on my ankles and leather in my guts. She raised her voice. “Enter.”

The latch turned and the door opened on a draft that carried street air and perfume. A woman stepped through, tall and maybe thirty-eight, coat still on, adult and sure in the way she pushed it shut behind her. She looked at the stocks. She looked at the strap seated in me. She looked at my wet soles and the mess drying on my skin. Interest lit her face, open and unashamed.

“You’re early,” Mistress Vane said.

“I’m exact,” the new woman answered. Her eyes stayed on me. “Is this the one who laughs?”

“This is Cole. Night one of the forfeit. He just learned what No. 3 does.” A pause. “Cole, meet your next problem. She came to watch how you take a rule before she decides whether she wants one of her own.”

The stranger walked closer until I smelled her perfume over the oil and spend. She crouched by the stocks and set two fingers lightly on the wet sole of my left foot. I jerked. A raw sound came out of me. She smiled.

“Oh,” she said. “He is going to be fun.”

Mistress Vane set her hand on the stranger’s shoulder, claiming the room again. “He already is. And he has thirteen nights left to prove he can survive being fun.”

I hung there, full, locked, tasting copper and cum, and the chalk above the door waited for the next strike while two women looked down at what laughing had made of me.


Chapter 3: Oiled Soles Everywhere

The carriage clock struck the half hour and I counted each chime under both women’s eyes, one, two, three, four, five, six, because the numbers were the only thing in the room I still owned. My wrists ached in the leather. My ankles were locked high. My bare pads faced the lamp. Oil from the earlier work shone on them. My shaft stood hard against my belly, dark at the tip, leaking a thin string that stuck to skin.

Mistress Vane waited at the foot of the bench. The other woman stood nearer my head, thirty-eight, coat half on, watching me like I was a show she had paid for. She had a name. Rina. She had said it once when she came in. Adult. Curious. Already bored of my pride.

“Shoulder off,” Mistress Vane said. “You had your look. He is mine for the rest of this.”

Rina’s mouth twitched. She rolled her coat up and left without another word. The door shut. The slate above it showed fourteen chalk marks. One was struck clean through. Thirteen left. The single-sentence exit sat under them in her hand: walk out any session and never come back.

I swallowed. “You do not have to keep her out on my account.”

Mistress Vane did not smile. “I keep her out on mine. Bargaining already, Cole? We have not even started the middle hours.”

She picked up the soft brushes. Two of them. Stiff enough to bite. Soft enough to make me hate how good they felt.

“Say what you are,” she said.

I tried for flat. “A man who can take it.”

She set the bristles on the arch of my left foot and drew them slow. My leg jumped. The laugh tore out of me before I could stop it. She switched to the right and did the same, heel to ball, light and precise. I thrashed against the restraints. The leather held. My shaft bobbed and slapped my stomach. Another bead of fluid welled at the slit.

“Take it,” she said. “Listen to yourself. Thirty-one years old and squealing like a toy with the batteries left in.”

“Fuck you,” I gasped, and then the bristles found the soft strip under my toes and they wrenched a raw, broken laugh out of me. Tears ran into my ears. I could not wipe them.

She worked both arches at once. Weight of her hands. Texture of the bristles. No rest between strokes. I tried to bargain between gasps.

“Slower. I will stay still if you go slower.”

“You will stay still because the straps say so.” The brushes did not slow. “You do not get to buy calm with manners. Manners are free. Your calm is mine.”

My laughter turned wet and stupid. My belly clenched. My balls drew tight. The brush edges scraped the oiled skin and the oil made every bristle slide deeper into the tender lines. I begged without meaning to.

“Ease up. Just for a breath.”

She set the brushes down.

I shook. I hated the empty air where they had been.

She poured oil into her palm and warmed it between her hands. Then she stepped in and set the ball of one bare foot against my shaft, smear first, then pressure. The arch came next. Soft, hot, slick. She rubbed the length of me between her arches, slow rides from root to tip, the weight of her body behind each pass. Skin on slick skin. Oil and my own mess mixing. I groaned and pushed up into it like a dog.

“There,” she said. “Better already. Filthy little thing. Look at you fucking my arches when you were just screaming about brushes.”

“I am not,” I started, and she pressed harder, trapping me, grinding the head of my shaft under the hard ridge of her heel. My hips jerked. The edge rose fast, too fast, a white climb I could taste.

“Say it,” she ordered. “Say you need my arches more than you need air.”

“I need your arches more than air.” The words came out raw. Shame burned under them and still my hips chased the next stroke. “Let me finish. I will do anything. I will lick them clean after. I will thank you.”

She rode me with her arches for three more long, perfect strokes. My balls lifted. My thighs shook. I was right there, cresting, the first true spill already starting in the base of my shaft.

She stepped off.

The cool of the room hit my wet skin. My shaft jerked in empty air and leaked a thick drop that rolled down the side and pooled in the hair at the base. No finish. No mercy. Just the shake of a man stopped one breath short.

“No,” I said. “No, put them back. I was right there.”

“I know.” She picked up the brushes again. “That is why I took them away.”

The bristles returned to my arches. Fresh oil made them worse. I laughed so hard my throat tore. Spit ran from the corner of my lips. She painted the soft center of each pad, then the sides, then under the toes, then back to the center. My shaft stayed hard through all of it, bouncing with every thrash, shining with her oil.

“Please,” I said, and hated the word. “Brushes off. Arches back. I will be good.”

“You will be what I make you.” Bristles again. “Beg properly or I stay here all afternoon.”

“I am begging. Let me grind on your arches. Let me ruin myself on them. I will call myself your whore. I will mean it.”

She answered with the brushes for a long stretch, then set them down, oiled her arches again, and took my shaft between them. Slow. Heavy. Perfect. The head of me slid into the groove of her arch and she squeezed. My vision spotted. I started to climb again, bargaining in broken pieces.

“Harder. Use your heel on the head. Crush it. I do not care if it hurts. Just do not stop this time.”

She used her heel. She crushed the head under it and rolled. My whole body went tight. The edge came like a wall. I made a sound that was not a word.

She stopped cold.

My shaft slapped my belly and spit a thin jet that was not climax, only overflow. It cooled on my skin while I sobbed air.

“You bitch,” I whispered.

“Yes,” she said. “And you are the toy who keeps leaking for the bitch. Loop again.”

She did. Brushes. Arches. Brushes. Arches. Time lost its shape. The carriage clock might have struck again. I did not own the count anymore. My laughing wrecked me. The edging wrecked what the laughing left. Rest stopped meaning anything. When the bristles were on me I wanted her arches so badly my gut twisted. When her arches were on me I wanted the bristles to stop so I could finish, and the want made me hate how fast I climbed. Every path ran the same circle. She owned all of it.

Then the loop broke on its own. A phone buzzed somewhere in the house, flat and electronic, a sound with nothing to do with the room. She set the brushes down and stepped away to take it. Her voice went ordinary. Yes, next week is fine. No, the later slot. Thank you. While she talked I hung there dripping and cooling, soles bare to the empty air, no hands on me and no orders, only the tick of the clock and a woman running the rest of her life three steps from my ruined body. The minutes stretched shapeless. My skin went cold where the oil dried. When she came back and lifted the brushes again, the quiet had done its own work. The wanting had not eased. It had gone deeper and meaner, and I understood that even her absence belonged to her.

My voice went hoarse. “How many more. Tell me how many more times you will cut me off.”

“As many as I like.” She wiped oil from her fingers on my thigh. “You are not counting toward a reward, Cole. You are counting toward my fun.”

“I will last the forfeit. All of it. Just give me one clean finish and I will be quiet.”

She leaned over me. Her hair brushed my chest. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line hit harder than the brushes. Something in me folded.

She climbed onto the bench and straddled my chest, knees outside my ribs, weight settling, every pound of her pressing down. My arms were bound wide. My hands could not reach her, could not reach myself, could not do anything but flex and fail. She turned and set her toes against my lips.

“Open.”

I opened. She pushed two toes in. Salt. Oil. Skin. I sucked because there was nothing else to do with them. She fed me more, pressing the ball of her foot against my face, filling my jaw, making me take the press of her pad on my tongue. Drool ran down my chin. I gagged when she pushed deeper and she laughed, soft and mean.

“Worship. Tongue between. Suck like you mean to live on it.”

I did. I licked into the soft places. I sucked her toes one by one. My jaw ached. Spit shone on her skin. Behind her, out of my sight, her heel found my shaft again. She set it along the length and began to ride, small strokes, the hard curve of her heel grinding the underside while her arch trapped me from the other side.

Full face. Full load of her weight on my ribs. My hands useless in the leather. My shaft trapped under her heel. Every way toward relief ran through her body and nowhere else.

“Mmph,” I tried around her toes.

“Speak when I let you.” She pushed deeper and my throat fluttered. Gag. Spit. Wet sounds that filled the room. She pulled back enough for air and said, “Now. Tell me what you are.”

“Your slut,” I croaked. “Your toy. A bitch who comes only if you say.”

“Better.” Heel grind. Slow. Heavy. “Ask for it like a whore.”

“Let me come on your heel. Ruin me. Use my shaft. I will choke on your toes while you do it. I will take it. Beg for it. Choke on it. Just do not leave me empty again.”

She fed her foot back into my face and rode my shaft with her heel in steady, filthy strokes. Oil and spit and the mess from my slit made a slick noise every time she dragged. My hips tried to fuck up into her and the straps stopped me short. The edge rose. Higher. My balls pulled snug. My stomach turned to stone. I was going to tip. The start of it was there, the thick climb, the point where the body stops asking and starts spending.

She kept the heel on me through the first spurt.

Then she lifted off at the crest.

My shaft kicked in cold air and the orgasm broke wrong, ruined, forced out with nothing to fuck into. Thick ropes pulsed up my belly and over my own ribs, wasted, cooling as they landed. Some hit her calf. Most hit me. I shook and spilled and the pleasure turned thin and cruel halfway through, the kind of finish that leaves you emptier than before. I moaned into her toes. Spit and shame. My eyes watered. Another weak pulse leaked out and ran down my shaft to the bench.

She watched it all. She did not touch me again while I spent.

“Look at that mess,” she said. “All that need, and nothing to catch it but your own skin. That is what you get for thinking you set terms.”

She pulled her toes free. A string of drool followed. She wiped them on my cheek and climbed off. My chest went light without her weight and I hated the light. My shaft softened a fraction, twitching, wet with spent seed going tacky in the cool air. The restraints held. My ankles stayed high. My pads stayed bare to the room. Nowhere left to put my hands. Nowhere left to put the want.

She cleaned her calf with a cloth and left the rest of me sticky.

“You felt that,” she said. “The part where laughing stops being rest and grinding stops being rest and both of them dump you back into me. That is the system now. You do not get out of it by being brave. You get out of it by the slate going blank, or by the exit line, and you already know what the exit costs.”

I stared at the chalk. Fourteen marks. One struck. Thirteen still clean.

She set the brushes on the side table within my line of sight. She set the oil beside them. She did not put either away.

“I will be back when the clock allows it,” she said. “Stay hard if you can. Soft if you must. Either way, the loop is waiting.”

She left me locked on the edging bench with spend cooling on my stomach and the taste of her skin still in my throat.

I lay there and counted nothing. The numbers had been mine at the half hour. They were not mine now. What lived in my head instead was the shape of the trap: brushes, arches, stop, return, and her body the only door through any of it. I could want relief. I could even ache for it. But the ache had her heel in it. Her oil. Her voice saying I did not decide anymore. Wanting to come had started to mean wanting her attached to the coming, and that scared me more than the laughter ever had.

I could still say the exit line. Walk. Never return. Keep the pride I had walked in with, cracked and all.

I did not say it.

In the quiet after the ruined spill, with my wrists burning and my bare pads cooling in the open air, I made the choice without sound. I would stay. I would last the remaining marks on purpose. Not because I believed I was unbreakable. Because breaking under her had become the only finish I could imagine wanting, and I was not ready to give that up to the door.


Chapter 4: Water And Instep

The wool blanket hit my shoulders and the heat undid me.

It landed heavy and sudden, rough fabric over raw skin, and I made a sound I did not mean to make. Warmth sank through me like a hand under the ribs. After hours of brushes and oil and the cold room, the simple heat of wool was filthy. Worse than the tickling. Worse than the edging. My eyes went wet at the corners and I hated that more than anything she had done with bristles.

Mistress Vane stood over me, forty and sure of herself, reading my face like a ledger entry.

“Two hours,” she said. “Break.”

One ankle came free. The cuff opened with a soft click and my right foot fell into open air. Cool draft on the sole. The left stayed locked to the frame. I flexed the free toes like a man testing a door he already knew was half closed. Thirteen nights waited on the slate above the playroom door. Fourteen chalk marks. One struck through. The rest of the forfeit hung there, white and patient, and the exit line she had given me sat under it like a dare I had not taken.

She held a cup to my mouth.

“Drink, Cole.”

I drank. Water first, cool, then more because she tilted and I did not fight the angle. Spill ran down my chin onto my chest. I swallowed like a man choosing to stay. The thought sat in me heavy as the blanket. I could have used the single sentence any night. Walk out forever. Never come back. Instead I opened my mouth and took what she gave.

“Good,” she said. Not praise exactly. Inventory.

She sat on the edge of the frame and took my free foot in her lap. Her hands were warm. She rubbed the sole with her thumbs, slow circles through the meat of the pad, up into the tender hollow under the ball, then down along the edge toward the heel. Feeling came back in hot little waves. Pins. Then pleasure. Then something softer I did not have a clean name for.

Gratitude. That was the word. It made me sick and hard.

“Talk to me,” she said. “Easy questions. How old are you again?”

“Thirty one.”

“And you thought you were unbreakable.”

“I did.”

She smiled without teeth and kept rubbing. The free ankle stayed loose. The locked one held. My cock lay thick against my belly under the wool edge, half interested from the heat alone, and I tried not to look at it.

“What do you do when you are not here,” she asked, “when you still get to brag.”

I told her. Work. Lifting. Men who listened when I spoke. How I used to walk into rooms and own them. How nobody put me on my back. How I used to laugh at men who begged. The words came easy because she let them. She only listened, and while I talked her free hand reached for the ledger on the side table and wrote.

The pen moved. My own voice filled the quiet and she recorded it. Not the brag. Something under it. Her mouth shaped a private little judgment as the ink dried.

“You sound proud of all that,” she said.

“I was.”

“Are.”

She pressed a thumb hard into the soft center of my free sole and I jerked, a laugh caught halfway out. She did not chase it. She only rubbed the flinch out of me, warm and unhurried, until my calf stopped jumping.

“Breathe,” she said. “You are allowed this. For a few minutes you are allowed to be a man with a free ankle and a blanket and water on his tongue.”

I breathed. The room smelled like oil and sweat and wool. Her instep rested near my face where she had angled herself on the frame, bare, clean, the curve of it soft and ordinary and the whole of my world. No cuff held my head. No order told me to move.

I turned. Free headed.

And I kissed her instep.

Just that. Mouth to skin. Slow. Like thanks. Like a man who had run out of better lies. My lips pressed the warm dip above her sole and stayed there one long second, then another, and when I pulled back I tasted salt and the faint slick of earlier oil.

The room went quiet.

Mistress Vane looked down at me. Her eyes did not widen. They narrowed, pleased and mean.

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

My face burned. My free hand had come up without thought and rested near her calf, not gripping, only there. The kiss still lived on my mouth.

“I,” I started.

“Do not tidy it,” she said. “You put your mouth on me with nothing forcing you. That is not endurance, Cole. That is you.”

She stood. The blanket slid. Cool air hit my chest and I shivered. She crossed to the low cabinet, came back with a black toy and a small remote, and my stomach dropped in a way that was pure heat.

“Since you are feeling so grateful,” she said, “you can take something for me.”

She oiled the toy. Thick shaft of silicone, ridged, flared base. She pushed my free knee out and reached between my legs. Fingers found my hole, already soft from earlier work, and she pressed one in, then two, stretching me open with the patience of a trap. I groaned. The sound was ugly. Honest.

“Open,” she said. “Do not clench like a shy whore. You kissed my foot like you meant it. Act like you meant it.”

“I meant it,” I said, and the words scared me because they were true.

She seated the toy. Slow push. Full stretch. The head of it nosed past the ring of muscle and slid deep until the base kissed tight against me and I was full, packed, claimed from the inside. My cock jumped against my stomach. A thin line of precum smeared my skin.

She wiped her hand on my thigh and set the remote in her palm.

“One free ankle,” she said. “One full ass. One remote. You keep the blanket if you stay still enough to deserve it.”

Click.

Low buzz woke inside me. Not a shock. A pulse. Deep, slow, rolling against the place that made my vision blur. My free foot kicked once and she caught the ankle, held it light, a reminder that freedom was a prop she had loaned me.

“Feel that,” she said. “That is me inside you without my hands. That is how small your will is tonight.”

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“Yes. Fuck. Say it properly.”

“It is in me,” I said. “The toy is in my ass and it is fucking me and I am letting it.”

“Better.”

She turned the dial a hair. The pulse thickened. My hips tried to lift and the locked ankle stopped me cold. The free one twitched in her grip. Warmth flooded my gut. Not the blanket kind. The dirty kind. The kind that makes a proud man into a hole with a mouth.

She sat again, close, and put her free foot on my chest under the wool. The instep I had kissed pressed over my sternum like a brand.

“Brag some more,” she said. “Tell me what you used to be while this thing milks you open.”

I tried. Words about strength. About control. About never begging. The remote hummed and the sentences broke. My voice went thin.

“I used to,” I said, “I used to think men who took it like this were weak.”

“And what are you.”

“A slut,” I said. She waited. “Your slut. Your hole. A bitch with a free ankle who still does not leave.”

“Mm.” She wrote in the ledger with the remote in her other hand. Ink and power in the same minute. “Keep going.”

“I kissed you,” I said. “Nobody made me. I wanted my mouth on your foot. I want it again.”

“Then take it again.”

I turned my head and licked the side of her instep, open mouthed, messy. She let me. The toy pulsed in long slow waves and I moaned into her skin like a man praying with a dirty tongue. Spit shone on her foot. I did not wipe it. I chased it with my mouth.

“Greedy little toy,” she said. “Look at the state of you. Hard, full, drooling on my foot, and still pretending this is something I did to you.”

“It is not,” I said against her skin. “I am doing it. I am fucking doing it.”

“Yes you are.”

Click. Higher. Still not cruel. Just more. The vibration climbed into a thick roll that made my balls draw up and my free toes curl hard. Precum ran in a string from the tip of my cock to my belly. I watched it go, and shame stuck to the heat like tar.

“Tell me what you need,” she said.

“I need to cum.”

“How.”

“From the toy in my ass. From you holding the remote. From being your whore with one ankle free who still does not run.”

She laughed soft. Mean. “There he is.”

She rubbed my free sole again while the toy worked, thumb pressing deep, and the double input wrecked me. Warm hands. Warm buzz. Warm wool half kicked down my ribs. I was sweating into the blanket. My mouth stayed on her foot because leaving it would cost me the only honest thing I had done all night.

“You can move that free leg,” she said. “You can push me off. You can say the exit line and never come back. Thirteen nights left after this if you stay. Or zero if you walk.”

I kept my mouth on her.

“Say you are staying because you want to,” she said.

“I am staying because I want to.”

“Say you want your ass filled and your cock ignored until I decide.”

“I want my ass filled and my cock ignored until you decide.”

“Say you are grateful.”

My throat closed. The word came anyway, broken.

“I am grateful. Fuck. Mistress Vane, I am grateful you stopped and gave me water and put heat on me and let me talk like I still mattered, and I am grateful you shoved that thing in me after, because I asked for it with my mouth on your foot.”

“Beautiful,” she said. “Filthy and beautiful.”

The remote ticked up again. Still slow. No rush. A long climb under her thumb. My cock slapped my stomach with every pulse of muscle. I was shaking. Not from cold. From being held in a kindness that had teeth.

She shifted, swung a knee over, and straddled my ribs under the wool. Her cunt settled warm against my chest, soft hair, slick heat. She was turned so her feet stayed near my face and her remote hand hung free. She ground once, lazy, and left a smear of herself on my skin.

“Lick,” she said.

I licked her sole. Then the other. Then the soft pad under her toes when she pressed them to my lips. She fed me her feet the way another woman might feed a man her mouth, and the whole time the toy fucked me from inside at the pace she chose. I gagged when she pushed three toes past my teeth and held them there. Spit ran down my chin. She wiped it up with her sole and made me clean it off.

“Such a willing hole,” she said. “Mouth full. Ass full. Cock leaking like a broken tap. And you started this break by kissing me without orders. Do you understand what that cost you.”

I nodded around her toes.

“Use words.”

She pulled her foot back enough for air.

“I lost the alibi,” I said. “I cannot say this was only done to me. I wanted it. I want it. I am a whore for your feet and your remote and I put that on myself.”

“Correct.”

She rode my chest in small slow rolls, cunt dragging, leaving me shiny and marked. The remote sat between her fingers like a cigarette. She watched my face while she worked the dial one notch at a time. No stacked peaks. One long pull. Maintenance. Tenderness with a blade under it.

My free ankle jerked. She caught it with her other hand and pinned it to the frame without locking it. Held. Claimed. Still free if I fought. I did not fight.

“Beg for the end,” she said. “Mean it.”

“Let me cum,” I said. “I will say anything. I will lick your asshole if you put it on my mouth. I will thank you for using me. I will write my own name in that ledger as your bitch if you want ink out of me. Just keep the toy on and let me break.”

“You already broke,” she said. “This is just the mess coming out.”

Click. One last rise. Still not frantic. A deep, grinding pulse that locked onto the sweet spot and stayed. My back arched as much as the cuffs allowed. The free leg kicked against her grip. My cock jumped, untouched, angry and dark, and then the orgasm took me from the inside out.

It was slow. That was the cruelty. Not a snap. A long tear. Cum forced up through me by the buzz alone, thick ropes painting my stomach and the edge of the wool, one pulse after another while I made raw sounds into the open air. My hole clenched hard around the toy. My eyes went blind for a second. Short crude pieces of thought hit and died.

Full. Her. Foot. Remote. Mine. Gone.

I came until my hips stuttered and the last dribble slid down into the hair at the base of my cock. Spit and sweat and spend. The room smelled like sex and wool. I floated in it, wrecked, warm, grateful in a way that would not wear off.

Mistress Vane turned the remote down, then off.

The silence inside my ass was almost loud. The toy stayed seated, thick and still. She wiped my stomach with a corner of the blanket, not gentle, not cruel, just done. Then she swung off my chest and stood.

She set the remote down beside the open ledger. Two objects on wood. Plastic and paper. Control and record. She clicked the remote once more as if to show me it was dead, then laid it on the page where her pen had been writing my bragging and my fall.

“You did well on the break,” she said. “You also ruined your own story. Remember that when the brushes come back. Remember who kissed first.”

I could not look away from the remote on the ledger. My free ankle hung loose, unlocked, a gift that had done its damage. The locked ankle waited. The slate above the door held thirteen clean marks and one dead stroke. No release until the count ran out unless I said the line that ended me here forever.

She closed the ledger on the remote like a mouth shutting. Pocketed both. Turned toward the still locked ankle, already reaching for the cuff key she would not use yet, only touch, only promise, her bare foot planted on the floorboards in the exact place my mouth had worshipped, and the next chalk mark waiting for its strike.


Chapter 5: The 9:07 Line

The cuff key only touched the locked ankle. Iron stayed put. The other ankle still hung loose from the break, skin mottled where the strap had been, toes twitching in empty air. Chalk waited on the board over the door, thirteen marks clean, one line drawn through the first night. No second strike yet. No release.

The last chime died into silence. My own breath filled the room, ragged, loud enough that spit strung audibly in my throat when I swallowed. Mistress Vane did not move for the wingnuts. She stood at the bench with the ledger shut under her palm and watched me shake.

“Eyes up, Cole.”

I lifted them.

She rang the small brass bell once. The sound cut clean.

“Open room,” she said. “You will finish the hour where they can see you.”

The summons pulled me before my pride could catch up. Hands unstrapped the free ankle and hauled it back into the stock. Both feet locked again, soles out, heels hard against the wood. The room beyond the playroom arch held three people I had never learned names for: a man with a glass of whiskey, a woman on the sofa with her legs crossed, forty-five if she was a day, another man standing by the wall with his arms folded. All adults. All watching. My face burned. My dick was already half hard against the stock frame from pure shame.

Mistress Vane stepped into the light between me and them. Forty years old and patient as a knife left on a table, in no hurry to be picked up. She held up the No. 7. Boar bristle, dark, stiff enough to scrape.

“He thinks he is winning,” she told the room without looking away from my soles. “Watch what a proud man does when he believes the clock is his friend.”

Laughter from the sofa. Soft. Mean.

The brush hit my left sole first.

Not a stroke. A drag. Root to tip of the bristle, heel to ball, slow enough that every hair bit and jumped. Sound tore out of me, high and ugly. The man with the whiskey made a small pleased noise. My balls drew up. Heat climbed my face so hard my vision spotted.

“Louder,” she said. “They paid for the show.”

I laughed. I hated that I laughed. The brush found the right sole and matched the left, back and forth, sanding both feet raw for the next tool. My hips jerked in the stock. Precome smeared the wood under my gut.

“Please,” I got out. “Mistress Vane, please, not the soft part, I can take the, I can,”

“You will take what I give. And you will thank me where they can hear.”

“Thank you.” My voice cracked. “Thank you for the brush. Fuck. Thank you.”

She worked both soles until the laugh turned continuous, broken only by gasps. Spit flecked the floor under my chin. Taste of metal sat on my tongue from biting the inside of my cheek. Then the brush left and the room’s air hit the open skin, worse for a second, a clean cold that curled my toes.

The toothbrush came next.

Small. White. Head forced between my big toe and the next on the left foot, then scrubbed. Short strokes in the crease. I howled. The woman on the sofa uncrossed her legs. Someone’s glass clinked. My dick slapped the wood, full now, trailing a string that swung when I jerked.

“Say what you are,” Mistress Vane ordered.

“A ticklish bitch.” The words came out thick. “Your ticklish bitch. Please, the toes, I can’t,”

“You can. You are.”

She took every gap. Left foot. Right foot. Bristles in the wet soft places between, scraping, twisting, until my laugh had no air in it and the room heard me snort and choke on my own spit. Shame sat on my tongue like salt. I wanted to hide. I wanted her to keep going so the watchers would see I could hold. Both lived in the same throb behind my ribs.

Thumbnails next.

Both arches at once.

She lined them up, left thumbnail on left arch, right on right, and dragged from heel toward the ball in one hard line. Fire. White. My whole body tried to fold and the stocks said no. Sound ripped out of me that was not language. My eyes streamed. Drool hit the floor in a fat drop. For a second the win I had been building all night went thin as paper.

I did not say the ending line.

I bit it back. I shook. I laughed until my stomach cramped and held, feet jumping under her hands, ass clenched, dick slapping and smearing.

“Almost,” she told the room. “Hear how close he is. He thinks silence is strength.”

“Fuck you,” I gasped, and then, because she waited, “Mistress. Fuck, Mistress Vane, I’m still in it, I’m still,”

The brush again. Then the toothbrush. Then both thumbs. Stacked. No rhythm I could ride. Only attack. My world narrowed to the taste of my own spit, the wet slap of tools on skin, the soft audience sounds when I broke into raw noise. Pride stood up in my chest and got kicked flat every time a bristle found a new line. I was thirty one years old and I had walked into this house sure no one could make me small. The room watched me small. My ass clenched on nothing. My balls ached.

I held.

I held through the laugh that turned to sobs and back to laugh. I held when she scraped the No. 7 across both balls of my feet at once and my vision grayed. I held when the toothbrush went beneath the nail edge of my little toe and I screamed for her to stop and did not give her the clean surrender she wanted. Wrecked. Shaking. Triumphant in the only way left, which was refusing the last word.

The third hour chimed.

The sound rolled through the open arch. One. Two. Three. Done.

I sagged in the wood. Breath tore in and out. My feet twitched in the air like dying things. I was hard, leaking, wrecked, and the laugh that came out of me then was real victory, ugly and proud.

“I held,” I said, loud enough for the watchers. “Three hours. I fucking held. I win. Mistress Vane, I win.”

Silence from the sofa. The whiskey glass stopped moving.

Mistress Vane set the brush down. She did not touch the wingnuts. She opened the ledger instead.

Pages turned. Her finger found a line. She read it the way a clerk reads a fine.

“Nine oh seven,” she said. “Your hand. Quote. Wait, please, not the arch.”

The room tilted.

“No,” I said. The word came out weightless. “That was, that was early, that was when you first,”

“Minute four,” she said. Calm. Exact. “You lost in minute four, Cole. You begged off the arch in your own writing, timestamped, before the first full pass was done.”

My ears rang. The three hours since that line rose behind my eyes like a wall I had been climbing with bare hands while she stood at the bottom and watched.

“The hours after were not a contest,” she went on, to me, loud enough for every adult pair of eyes in the arch. “They were measurement. I needed to see what you would do while you still believed you had a chance. How long a man will laugh and leak and call himself strong after he has already folded on paper.”

Pride did not crack. It collapsed. The whole frame of the night flipped in one breath. I had not been fighting her. I had been performing for her assessment. Every hold, every brag, every kiss I had put on her instep in the break, all of it sat in that ledger as data.

“Please,” I heard myself say. “Please, I still held the body, I still,”

“You held a body that had already lost.” She closed the ledger. “And you will take the rest of the lesson where they can see it.”

She walked behind the stocks. Leather creaked. The fat blunt head of her strap pressed my hole, slicked, cold at first and then not. I had taken her before. Tonight the open arch made it different. My face aimed at the watchers. My ass was hers.

“Beg for it,” she said.

“Please fuck my hole.” The words scraped. “Please use me, Mistress Vane. Please put it in your bitch. I’m a hole. I’m your thing. Please.”

She pushed.

The stretch burned. Thick. Steady. My ring opened around her and what left me was a wet broken groan the whole room heard. She bottomed out and stayed, hips flush to my ass, while my dick jumped and drooled on the wood.

“Tell them what you are.”

“A slut who lost in minute four.” Spit swung from my lip. “A whore who begged off the arch and then spent three hours pretending. Fuck. Please move. Please use my ass.”

She fucked me.

Hard from the first stroke. The stocks took the force so my body could not escape it. Each thrust drove a grunt out of me that matched the slap of her hips. The strap dragged my hole open and stuffed it full again, again, again. Taste of copper and spit. Sound of skin and leather and my own filthy thanks. One of the men by the wall shifted his stance. The woman on the sofa had a hand beneath her skirt, working. I came apart knowing they watched me take it.

“Choke on how much you need this,” Mistress Vane said, mean and close. “You held for nothing. You laughed for nothing. Everything you survived tonight bought you zero. And you survived it anyway. That is the fact you do not get to put down.”

“I know.” My voice broke into fragments. Full. Can’t. Please. “I know, Mistress. I took it for nothing. Please don’t stop. Please ruin me where they watch.”

She reached beneath me and wrapped my dick. Not kind. A fist that stroked in time with the pegging, thumb smearing the mess at the tip down the length. My balls drew tight. The orgasm she had denied and measured and owned all night climbed from the base of my spine.

“You do not finish until you say the true score.”

“I lost at nine oh seven.” The sentence came out on a thrust that punched air from my lungs. “Minute four. The rest was you watching me believe. I am not competing. I am being measured. Please, Mistress Vane, please let your slut come.”

“Come.”

One word. One long cruel ride to the edge and then over.

It hit like a wall. My hole clamped on the strap so hard my vision went white. Cum tore out of me in thick ropes that hit the stock frame and my own stomach and kept coming, pulse after pulse, while she fucked me through it and her fist milked every drop. I screamed. I laughed. I sobbed her title into the open room while my body emptied itself in front of strangers and the triumph I had claimed at the chime went sour on my tongue. The orgasm did not stop when it should have. She dragged it. Slow strokes in my ass. Tight pulls on my spent, oversensitive dick. Spit and sweat and the wet filthy sound of her strap working a hole that would not stop fluttering. I shook until my knees would have given out if the wood had not braced me. Total. Degrading. The only release of the night, and it belonged to her ledger as much as my 9:07 line did.

When she finally pulled out, my hole gaped and clenched on air. Cum cooled on my skin. The watchers were quiet now. Satisfied, or bored, I could not tell. I could not care in any way that felt like mine.

Mistress Vane wiped her hand on my back. She walked to the board. One more chalk stroke cut through the second mark. Twelve clean lines remained. Fourteen nights total. No release before the count ran out. One sentence of exit available any night if I wanted to leave and never come back. I stared at that option. Nothing in it looked like safety.

She unlocked nothing else. The cuff key went back on its hook. My ankles stayed locked in the wood.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, and the room leaned in with me, “you do not get a clock you can trust. You will get tasks written in your own hand from this ledger, and you will perform them until I am done measuring what is left of your pride. Twelve nights remain after tonight’s strike. Each one will take another piece you thought was yours.”

I swallowed. Taste of salt. Sound of my own pulse in my ears.

She set her palm on the closed ledger and looked at me the way she had at the start, patient, past the version of me that had shouted I win.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Fourteen Chalk Marks

Ileft my car cooling in the drive and stood barefoot at her gate in full afternoon light. The engine ticked. My socks sat balled in my coat pocket because my soles were too tender to cover for the ride over. Thirty one years old and proud once, I had driven back in daylight like a man with something left to bargain. My bare feet burned on the warm stone path. Every step reminded me what she had done to them the night before.

I knocked.

The ordinary day broke open. A kettle hissed. A chair scraped. A radio cut mid song. When the door opened, Mistress Vane looked at me the way she looked at a ledger line she already knew how to close. She was forty, calm in a soft shirt and house shoes, hair loose, no show of power yet. Power lived in her patience.

“Cole,” she said. “You are early.”

“I came to talk,” I said. “About the forfeit.”

She let me in. The house smelled like coffee and clean wood. My bare soles left faint prints on her floor. Weight sat in my chest, dense and wrong. I was grieving a version of myself that still believed he could outlast a woman with a brush and a clock. That man had laughed while she ruined him and called it winning. I could taste the shame of the ledger when she read my own hand back to me.

She poured herself more coffee and did not offer me any.

“Speak,” she said.

“Fourteen nights is too clean,” I said. “No release. One mark a night. I want terms I can breathe under.”

Her mouth almost smiled. I caught myself staring at her lips and looked away.

“You want mercy,” she said. “Say it plain.”

“I want a way out that is not crawling,” I said. “If I take it, I take the loss. I am asking for one clean door.”

She set the cup down and studied my bare feet. The tender skin had gone pink from the walk. Her gaze pressed harder than hands.

“One concession,” she said. “Any night you choose, you may end everything with one sentence. You say, ‘I am done, Mistress, and I won’t come back.’ That is the whole of it. Clean exit. And you never come through this gate again. Not for touch. Not for talk. Not for pity.”

The words landed like a stone in deep water.

“That is permanent,” I said.

“That is the price of choosing,” she said. “Last night counted. You already spent the first night believing you still had a contest. You did not. Now you will know better. If you stay, you stay because you stayed. If you leave, you lose me.”

Grief moved through me, slow and thick. The old self wanted someone else to blame. A rope. A rule. A trick. This took that away. Choice was the new chain.

“I accept,” I said.

“Good.” She nodded toward the playroom. “Come. We write it where your body can see it.”

I followed on tender soles. Above the playroom door hung the board she used for counts and claims. Fourteen short marks stood in a row, and two were already struck through, last night and the night before, the chalk cut bright and clean.

She set two fingers under the second struck line, not adding to it, only naming it. “Two nights spent,” she said. “Twelve left to burn if you are stupid enough to burn them. Eleven days after this one still sit on the clock. You can walk any night. One sentence. Then I am gone for good.”

I stared at the two struck marks. They looked small. They were a funeral for the man who thought he was unbreakable.

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

The line went into me and stayed.

She sent me home to wait for night. I sat in my car with bare feet on the pedals, the socks useless in my pocket. The scent of her house clung to my coat. Coffee. Chalk dust. Skin. I drove with my teeth set and my grief quiet, mourning the self who would have called this madness and meant it.

When I returned after dark, another car sat in the drive.

Hollis opened the door before I knocked. She was thirty six, tall, dark hair pinned up, eyes that priced men like meat. An adult woman with a calm face and no kindness in it for my pride.

“Cole,” she said, tasting the name. “Vane said you might try to look brave.”

My neck went hot. A witness. Not fantasy. A real person who would see what I became when the door shut.

Behind her Mistress Vane waited in black, barefoot herself, a thin strap already buckled around her hips under a long robe left open. The harness sat on her like a fact. Leather and warm skin reached me first.

“Inside,” she said. “Ledger first.”

In the playroom she put a pen in my hand and the book under it. No clock I could trust hung on the wall. Time belonged to her.

“Write tonight’s tasks,” she said. “In your hand. Out loud as you write.”

My pen scratched.

“Task one,” I said, reading as the ink dried. “I will kneel and service her with my tongue and throat under her measure.”

“Task two. I will keep my hands on my thighs unless told.”

“Task three. I will answer when spoken to, filthy and clear.”

“Task four. I will not finish myself. My release is not mine.”

Hollis laughed once, soft. “He writes pretty for a man about to choke.”

“He writes what he is,” Vane said. “Cole. Kneel.”

I went down. My bare soles faced up behind me, tender, skin singing when air moved. The board by the door showed the fourteen with two struck. The third waited clean. Night three. Choice already in my pocket like a blade I was too hungry to use.

She opened the robe fully. Under it, the strap sat snug against her, a thick length of silicone, dark and blunt, slicked. Her cunt showed above the harness base, trimmed, flushed. Her smell went through me then, salt and heat and the oil she used. Weight of her body close. Weight of Hollis watching from the chair she dragged over.

“Oral service,” Vane said. “Slow. You earn nothing by rushing. You suck because that is what you are for tonight. Open.”

I opened.

She fed the head past my lips. Thick. Smooth. Stretching. My jaw had to work for it. I took it in and tasted clean silicone and the oil and the faint tang of her skin at the base when my nose pressed close. She did not slam. She measured. Inch by inch she occupied my throat space and let me feel how little of me remained outside the act.

“Look at him,” Hollis said. “Proud man with his face full.”

“He is proud of the wrong things,” Vane said. She rested one hand in my hair without yanking. “Use your tongue under it. Long strokes. I want spit. I want noise.”

I worked. Tongue flat along the underside. Lips sealed. Slow pulls. The wet sound filled the room, filthy and open. Drool slipped from the corner of my lips and spotted my chest. My own cock ached in my pants, trapped and ignored. Shame fused to the ache and fed it.

“Tell Hollis what you are doing,” Vane said.

I pulled back enough to speak, voice rough. “I am sucking her strap. I am serving with my throat. I am her toy for this.”

“Filthier,” Hollis said. “I came to hear a bitch talk.”

My ears burned. “I am a toy on my knees. I want her to use my face. I want to choke on it while you watch.”

“Better.” Vane pushed in again, deeper. The head nudged the back of my throat. I gagged, once, hard enough my eyes watered. She held me there a breath, then eased, then took the depth again. Not frantic. Patient. Mean in the patience.

“Breathe through your nose,” she said. “If you panic, you still stay. If you want out of all of this, you know the sentence. Say it and I walk away forever. Say anything else and you keep sucking.”

The exit sat behind my teeth like a loaded thing. One clean string of words and the chalk board would stop mattering. She would be gone. The grief in me twisted. The old self begged for the exit like it was dignity. The rest of me leaned into her scent and the weight of the strap on my tongue and stayed.

I stayed.

She fucked my face in a long rhythm. Out to the tip. In to the base. My nose mashed the leather pad of the harness and I breathed her. Spit strings stretched when she drew back. My jaw shook. My tongue went thick and stupid and kept working anyway.

Hollis stood and circled. Her gaze crawled over my bare soles. “His feet are still wrecked.”

“They stay bare,” Vane said. “He drove here on them. He can kneel on them.”

A toe brushed the arch of my left foot. Light. Cruel. I jerked and moaned around the strap. Hollis chuckled and repeated it, a slow drag of her nail along raw skin while Vane kept my head busy. The tickle was a reminder, nothing more. My body remembered the brush, the toothbrush, the hours I thought were a contest. Laughter threatened and broke into a wet gag instead when Vane took my throat deep.

“Quiet on the feet,” Vane told Hollis. “I want his focus here.”

Hollis stepped back, smiling. “Yes, ma’am.”

Vane looked down at me. “Hands stay. Eyes up. Beg for more without the soft words you hide behind.”

I pulled off, gasping, spit shining on the shaft. “Push into my throat. Use me. Make me take all of it. Call me what I am.”

“What are you?”

“A slut on his knees. A whore for your strap. A hole for you to fuck in the face.”

She gave me a thin smile and filled me again. The pace stayed slow and heavy. My world narrowed to weight and scent and the crude stretch of my jaw. Time went wrong. No clock. Only the board with its two struck marks and the sound of my own service.

She shifted the angle and pressed the base of the harness against her clit as she rolled her hips. Her breath changed. Not loud. Controlled. She was taking pleasure off my face work and making me feel it in how she used me.

“Keep that tongue,” she said. “Under. Around. I did not bring you here to be pretty. I brought you here to be useful.”

I was useful. Filthy useful. My knees ached. My soles throbbed from the earlier walk and the bare floor. My cock leaked in my pants and I was not allowed to touch it. Grief sat under the heat for the man who would have stood up and left. That man was already chalk dust.

Hollis sat again, legs crossed, watching like a lesson. “He is getting glassy.”

“He always does when the choice is real,” Vane said. “Cole. Say why you are still here.”

I spoke around the spit in my throat. “Because I chose to stay. Because I can leave and I have not. Because I want this more than I want the old me.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“Because I am a begging bitch who would rather choke on her strap than walk out clean.”

“Yes.” She stroked my hair once, almost tender, and the tenderness was a trap. It made my chest crack. “There. Open wider.”

She took me deeper for a long stretch. My throat fluttered. Tears ran. Drool poured. The room ran with wet obscene noise, a man face fucked with care and cruelty. She did not count my gasps. She did not stack peaks. She stayed in the act and made the act the whole weather.

When her hips began to lose their even measure, she did not hide it. She ground the harness base against herself while the shaft stayed buried past my lips. Her free hand found my jaw and kept me where she needed. Her scent thickened. Salt. Sweat. The oil. My nose was full of her.

“You will take me through it,” she said, voice low and mean. “You will keep sucking while I finish on your face. You do not stop. You do not pull off. If you gag, you gag and stay.”

I moaned agreement around the shaft.

She came with her weight forward, thighs tight, breath breaking into a rough sound she did not bother to pretty up. The harness jerked against my lips as her hips stuttered. I kept my tongue moving under the shaft the way she had ordered, long strokes through her climax, spit everywhere, eyes streaming, throat working. She rode my face through the whole of it, slow and greedy, using my service as the instrument she finished on.

When her body loosened, she stayed in my throat another few breaths, then drew out. A thick string of spit connected my lower lip to the slick shaft and broke.

I stayed kneeling, jaw slack, tongue numb, chest heaving.

She looked down at me with color high in her face. “You did not finish.”

“No,” I rasped.

“You do not get to. Not by your hand. Not tonight.” She wiped the strap on my cheek, crude and marking. “Your cock can ache. Your balls can hurt. That is maintenance. That is what choice costs when you stay.”

Hollis rose and tilted my chin up with two fingers. “He looks ruined.”

“He looks correct,” Vane said. “Cole. Stand.”

I stood. The floor bit at my soles. My jaw throbbed in time with my pulse. My tongue lay thick and used. My cock strained so full it hurt, wet at the tip inside my pants, denied.

She stepped close and put her palm flat on my sternum. The weight of that hand was quiet and total.

“Any night,” she said. “One sentence. I am done, Mistress, and I won’t come back. Then I am gone. No rescue. No renegotiation. No soft return.”

“I know,” I said.

“Do you still want the third mark tomorrow?”

Grief pushed up, hot behind my eyes. The old self would have spat and left. I swallowed spit and pride together.

“Yes,” I said. “I want the third mark.”

“Then you will come back and take it,” she said. “You will write your tasks. You will serve when told. You will keep your feet bare when I want them bare. And you will remember you could have ended me with a sentence and chose the chalk instead.”

Hollis pulled the playroom door wide. Cool air moved over my wet lips and sore soles.

Vane pointed at the board without touching it. Fourteen marks. Two struck. The third clean and waiting.

“Night three is not finished in your body yet,” she said. “Go home with that jaw. Go home with those feet. Sleep if you can. The next night does not need you ready. It needs you willing.”

I walked out barefoot into the dark with my socks still balled in my pocket and my car keys shaking in my hand. The night air smelled clean compared to her. My tongue tasted oil and spit. My jaw clicked when I shut it. Every step sent a thin bright hurt through my arches, a leftover song from brushes and bare stone and the drive I had made in daylight to ask for a door I refused to use.

Behind me, the house kept her scent. Ahead of me, eleven days sat on the far side of this one if I spent them. The exit lived in one sentence I could say any night. That should have made me lighter. It made me heavier. Choice left me alone with what I wanted.

I sat in the car and put my bare soles on the pedals. The skin burned. My jaw ached in a deep, used pulse that would not ease. The third mark waited unstruck. My body kept ringing toward the next night, tongue thick, feet raw, grief and hunger braided so tight I could not tell them apart as I turned the key and drove home still hard and still hers by my own mouth.


Chapter 7: Feeling Crawls Back

Isat on the rim of the tub hours early and squeezed white cream into my palm like a man covering tracks. The paste was cold. Thick. I worked it into the soft meat of my arches with both thumbs, hard enough that the skin went pale under the pressure, then shiny. I coated the pads, the heels, every crease between the toes. My cock already sat heavy against my thigh. That was the problem. I wanted the next session so bad my hands shook, and the only way to blunt that hunger was to kill the feeling first.

I was thirty one. Grown. Sitting in my own bathroom coating my soles so I would not break open the second she touched them.

When the cream soaked in, the heat drained out of my skin. First the sharp edges dulled. Then the whole sole went distant, like it belonged to someone else. I flexed my toes and got almost nothing back. Good. I wiped the excess on a rag, pulled on socks, then shoes. Out in the hall my pulse thudded. Craving rode behind my ribs the whole drive over.

I arrived for the promised session with dead feet and a plan. Walk in. Sit. Take whatever she did. Leave whole.

She had me strip in the playroom the way she always did. Socks last. I peeled them off slow, hoping the skin looked normal. It did. Pale. Soft. Clean. She set a bottle of oil on the bench and took my right ankle in one hand.

Warm oil hit the arch. She rubbed.

The oil beaded. It sat on the cream film and would not sink. Her palm slid wrong, greasy and useless, skin refusing the grip.

She stopped after three strokes.

Her eyes lifted to my face. Calm. Patient. Mean.

“You coated them,” she said.

I swallowed. “I…”

“Do not lie to me, Cole.” My name hit like a slap. “I can feel it. Numb cream. Hours old. You thought you would sit through me untouched.”

Heat flooded my face. Shame and want twisted together until I could not tell them apart. My dick twitched anyway, traitor thick against my stomach.

“I was scared,” I said. Stupid. True.

She wiped her hands on a cloth. No extra tickling. No laugh. She took the cuffs and the straps and bound me to the chair facing the wall, ankles locked wide, wrists high, so the chalk marks sat in my line of sight. Fourteen strokes of white. Five crossed out. Day five. Nine left before the forfeit ran out. One sentence could end it any time, if I paid with never walking back through her door.

I did not say it.

“You cheated,” she said, voice flat. “So we will not play with your feet while they are fake. We will wait until they wake up. You will watch the count while I work the rest of you. And you will feel every inch of sensation crawl home.”

She dragged a stool between my spread legs and sat. Her hands started on my soles the way a doctor inspects a wound. Thumbs pressing the pad, then the arch, then the heel. Mapping. Checking. Her touch landed far away, pressure without sting, warmth without tickle. She turned my foot left, then right. Peeled my toes apart and looked into the soft gaps.

“Dead,” she murmured. “Look at that. You scrubbed yourself blank like a little whore who cannot stand how much he likes it.”

“I am not…”

Her nail dug into the ball of my foot hard enough I should have jerked. I barely felt it. She smiled.

“Say what you did.”

“I put cream on my feet.”

“Filthier.”

My throat closed. “I numbed my soles so you could not get me. So I would not laugh and beg.”

“And what are you now?”

I stared at the chalk. “A cheating bitch who still showed up hard.”

“Good little cheat.” She patted my dead sole like a dog. “Keep looking at those marks. Nine to go if you last. You can quit. You know the line. Use it and you never get me again.”

I stayed quiet. My cock stood up between us, flushed, a bead at the tip.

She ignored it at first. Inspection stayed the whole act. Palms sliding over skin that would not answer. Fingers walking the outer edge of each foot. She pinched the Achilles, rubbed oil that still would not take, wiped it off, rubbed again. The texture of her calluses should have scraped me raw with sensation. Instead I got heat and pressure and the certainty it would not last.

“Two hours,” she said. “That is how long cream like that needs to fade. We will edge you until your soles remember who owns them.”

She oiled her fist and took my shaft. The grip was firm, slow, mean. Up. Twist under the head. Down to the base. My hips tried to lift into it and the straps bit. She edged me to the first hard clench, then stopped dead, thumb crushing the underside until the urge backed off in a sick throb.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed low in my gut. I shook my head. Pride, thin as paper.

She laughed once. “Suit yourself.”

Her free hand went back to my feet. Inspection again. She pressed along the arch where feeling should have lived, counting under her breath. Warmth from her palm soaked through the paste film. Somewhere deep beneath the numb, a ghost of texture stirred. I told myself I imagined it.

She stroked me again. Faster. Rougher. Spit on the head when the oil thinned, then worked that spit down the shaft until the sound turned wet and filthy. My balls drew up. She stopped with me right on the edge and flicked the tip with one nail.

I cursed.

“Mouth open,” she said.

She stood, unfastened her trousers, and freed the thick strap she wore. Dark silicone. Heavy. She stepped in close and fed the head past my teeth. I gagged on the first push. Spit ran. She held my hair and fucked my throat in short mean strokes while her other hand kept testing my soles, thumb digging, palm dragging, inspection never stopping.

“Choke on it,” she said. “That is what liars get. You tried to steal your own nerves from me. Now you suck while they come back.”

I took it. Gagging. Drooling. My dick slapped my stomach untouched and leaking. Every time my throat closed around the strap she hummed. When I tried to pull off she shoved deeper until my eyes watered and my nose mashed her skin.

She pulled out. Strings of spit connected my lip to the shaft.

“Say what you are.”

“Your hole,” I rasped. “Your toy. Your cheating whore.”

“Better.”

She sat again. Back to the edge. Hand on my cock, slow as a drip. Other hand on my right sole, then left, mapping the return. Time stretched. Sweat slicked my chest. The first real feeling came as a faint itch under the cream, deep in the left arch. I flinched.

She caught the flinch and smiled with all her teeth.

“There. Inch by inch.”

She scraped a nail along the new line of sensation. Still muted. Still wrong. My body tried to jerk and the straps held me for her. She edged me again, fist tight, until my thighs shook and my mouth fell open. Then she stopped, dick purple and twitching.

“Count the minutes with me in your head,” she said. “Feeling is crawling home. You cannot stop it. You paid for this the second you cheated.”

More strokes. More inspection. She bent and breathed warm air over the ball of my foot. The air registered. Barely. Then a little more. Texture returned next, the ridge of her fingerprint dragging across skin that had been blank and now started to prickle. I dreaded each small gain. I wanted each one. Craving sat in my chest like a second heart.

“I can feel it coming,” I said. Voice broken.

“Of course you can. That is the punishment. Not more tickling. This. Sitting here hard while your soles wake up and you know what they will do to you once they do.”

An hour in, the cream had thinned enough that her palm dragged a real trail of heat. She oiled me again and this time the oil sank. My feet flushed pink. When she pressed the soft center of the arch, a weak flutter of tickle rose and died. I moaned like she had put a finger in my ass.

She did that next. Oiled two fingers and pushed into me while her other hand kept up the slow ruin on my cock. She crooked inside, found the spot, and rubbed it in mean circles. My dick jumped in her fist. Precome smeared her knuckles.

“You wanted dead feet so you could stay proud,” she said. “Look at you. Ass full. Mouth used. Still watching the chalk like it can save you.”

“I need…”

“You need what I give.”

Feeling kept arriving. The pad under my big toe woke with a sharp, ugly sensitivity. She brushed it with the pad of her thumb and my whole leg tried to kick. Laughter broke out of me in a raw bark, half panic. She did not chase the laugh. She only noted it, thumb lifting away, then returned to my cock and edged me until tears stood in my eyes.

“Say you want the feeling back.”

I hated the words. They came anyway. “I want it back. I want my soles awake. I want you on them.”

“Slut.”

“Yes.”

“Say you cheated because you crave this.”

“I cheated because I crave this.” The confession ripped. “I cannot stop thinking about your hands. About laughing until I cannot breathe. About not being allowed to finish.”

She kissed the inside of my knee once, almost kind, then bit it.

By the time the second hour bent toward its end, my feet were raw with returning nerves. Warmth first. Then texture. Then the full sick bloom of ticklish heat in both arches. She tested them the way she had at the start: thumbs, nails, the flat of her palm. Every pass curled my toes and strained my hips. Inspection stayed the lead. Sex rode under it. She would stroke my cock until I shook, stop, then go back to examining the soft meat of my soles like evidence in a trial.

“Fully awake,” she judged at last. “Good. Now you pay for the cheat in full.”

She stripped the rest of the way, strapped herself tight, and lined the thick strap at my ass. No rush. She pushed in while her hands stayed on my feet, thumbs locked in the arches, holding the sensitivity open. The stretch burned. The fill made my dick jump untouched. When her hips met my ass she stayed buried and dragged both thumbs hard from heel to toe.

I screamed.

“That is one path,” she said. “We stack them. You come when I force it. You count out loud.”

She fucked me in long deep strokes, strap grinding that spot inside, and jerked my cock in time. The dual beat ruined me. My soles screamed under her thumbs. Laughter and moans tangled until I could not tell which was which.

“Hold it,” she ordered.

I tried. My body locked. She twisted her fist under the head and shoved in hard.

“Now. Give it. Count.”

The first orgasm tore out of me in thick ropes across my stomach. My ass clenched on the strap. My feet kicked useless in the cuffs while she kept rubbing the arches through the peak, dragging the climax longer, meaner.

“That’s one,” I gasped.

“Louder.”

“That’s one!”

She did not pull out. She kept fucking me through the aftershocks, hand still on my oversensitive cock, now too much, now brutal. I begged without the worn word, raw scraps instead. “Stop. Wait. I can’t…”

“You can. You will. This is what rebellion buys.”

She edged the second one out of the wreck of the first. Short strokes on the head. Deep thrusts in my ass. Then both thumbs scraping the softest part of my soles until laughter ripped me open and shoved me over. Cum pulsed weaker, still forced, still counted.

“That’s two,” I sobbed. “One more…”

“At least one more. Longer. Meaner.”

She spat on my dick and worked the spit into the overstimulated flesh until every pull had me thrashing. The strap pounded. Her nails raked my arches. Heat and texture owned me. The third climax built like a cramp and she held me at the edge, fist clamped under the head.

“Beg for the rest of it.”

“Let me cum. Fuck. Make your hole finish. I need it. I need your hands. I need…”

She released the clamp and drove the strap home.

“That’s three,” I yelled as it hit, longer than the first two, dragged out while she milked every twitch from my cock and every kick from my feet. Spit and sweat and cum made a mess of me. I hung in the straps shaking.

She was not done. She slowed, almost gentle, then built a fourth on the ruin. Barely any seed left. My dick jerked in dry, vicious pulses while she counted with me.

“That’s four,” I croaked when it finally broke. “Fuck. Fuck.”

She eased out of my ass and wiped the strap on my thigh. Her hands returned to my soles one last time, pure inspection, pressing, reading, claiming. Feeling blazed at every touch. I flinched and stayed hard enough to hurt.

“You tried to steal hours from me,” she said. “So your private hours are done. New standing rule. Between sessions you prepare your feet to my specification. Cream I choose. Soak I choose. File, oil, powder, whatever I set. You send a photo before you leave your place. If the work is wrong, you redo it. The room does not have to hold you for me to own you. Maintenance does. Hour by hour. Outside. In your week.”

I stared at her. The remaining marks swam. Nine left. The exit line sat behind my teeth and I did not use it. Craving had answered for me.

“You understand.”

“Yes.”

“Say the rule back.”

“My feet get prepared to your order between sessions. I send proof. They are not mine in the hours you cannot see.”

She uncuffed my wrists first, then my ankles. Blood prickled back into my hands. She set a small jar and a folded paper on the bench beside my shoe.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “Soak twenty minutes in warm water with the salt I wrote down. Pat dry. Work this balm into both arches until the skin drinks it. No socks for an hour after. Photo of the damp shine, then the finished coat. If I approve, you may dress and go about your day knowing I already touched you. If I do not approve, you strip and start the soak again before you eat. That is the instruction. Follow it.”

I nodded, raw, spent, already aching for the next mark on the wall.

“Good. Now get out, Cole. And do not put anything on those soles I did not name.”


Chapter 8: Marguerite's Hands

Ifinished the soak the way she ordered. The basin water had gone lukewarm. My feet shone with the balm she made me rub in myself, slow circles, every toe counted out loud. I took the photo on my phone the way she had trained me: soles up, arches clean, no socks, no tricks. I sent it. Then I sat on the bathroom tile barefoot and waited for the green light to dress.

My phone buzzed.

Come.

I dressed and left my shoes in the hall, socks stuffed in the toes. Day nine of fourteen sat in my head like a weight. Five nights left before the chalk marks ran out. Five nights, or the single sentence that would bar me forever.

I rounded the corner into the playroom hall and stopped.

A second pair of women’s shoes sat neat beside the footstocks I had started calling mine. Not hers. Smaller. Black leather. Heels thin enough to look mean. Set parallel, toes pointed at the wall, as if the person who owned them planned to stay.

My stomach dropped. Heat crawled up my neck. I was thirty-one years old and a boy who had walked into the wrong room.

Inside, she sat in the low chair across from the stocks, legs crossed, one foot swinging. Dark dress. Calm face. Forty years old and in no hurry about any of it. Beside her, standing with a glass of water in one hand, was another woman.

“Cole,” she said. “This is Marguerite.”

Marguerite looked me over without smiling. She was maybe forty-two, tall, sharp jaw, short nails painted the color of old wine. Peer energy. No flinch. She wore a blouse and trousers like she had come from work and decided to make a stop that mattered.

“So this is the one,” Marguerite said. Her voice was cool. “I told you he still has pride in his shoulders. Look at him. He walks in like he owns the floor.”

“He does not own anything in this room,” she said. “But you are welcome to test that.”

Marguerite’s mouth tilted. “I doubt he is broken at all. You talk like he is clay. I see a man who still thinks he can choose.”

I stood there barefoot on cold wood, my pulse loud in my throat. Jealousy hit first, ugly and bright. Another woman in her space. Another woman looking at me like I was a prop. I wanted to be dismissed by her alone. I wanted the room empty of everyone but the one who had trained me.

She tapped the arm of her chair. “Then make a wager. Mirror of his first night. Only this time he is not the man placing the bet. He is the stake.”

Marguerite’s eyes lit. “If he holds, he walks free of your hands for a week. If he breaks for me, I get an hour with him next time. No veto from you while I work.”

“Agreed,” she said from the chair. “Cole is the currency.”

My mouth went dry. “Mistress…”

“Quiet,” she said. “Step to the stocks.”

I went. I always went. She buckled my ankles into the open V herself, straps snug, heels locked, soles turned up and bare. My wrists she cuffed behind the chair back so my chest thrust forward and I could not cover myself. My cock thickened in my trousers. Shame made it worse. She opened my fly with two fingers and pulled me free so the air hit me. I hissed.

Marguerite set her glass down and rolled up her sleeves.

“Hold still,” she told me, like I was livestock.

Then her hands settled on my soles.

They were cool. Not hers. Wrong temperature. Wrong pressure. She started at the ball of my left foot and raked light with her nails, then switched to a firm brush of the pads of her fingers under my arch. Sound filled the room first: the soft drag of skin on skin, my breath catching, the creak of the stocks when my legs jerked.

I laughed. Ugly. Forced out of me.

Marguerite smiled at that. “There. Ticklish. That is not the same as broken.”

Across the room she watched, legs crossed, chin in her hand. She did not move to stop it. She let another woman own my feet.

That was the first crack.

“Offer your arches,” Marguerite said. “Lift them. Present.”

I lifted. My calves shook. She rewarded me with a vicious flutter along the center line of each sole that made my whole body try to fold. Sound again: high, broken laughs I hated, the wet click of my throat as I swallowed spit.

“Count,” she said. “Each stroke. Start at one.”

“One,” I gasped. “Two. Three…”

Her fingers found the soft seam under my toes and dug. I lost the number and she slapped the side of my foot once, sharp.

“Again. From one. And thank me for the correction.”

“One. Thank you.” My voice shook. “Two. Thank you. Three…”

Service. That was what she wanted. Not thrashing. Offering. Holding the pose while she used me. I kept my arches up when she told me. I counted. I thanked her for every mean little correction. My dick stood full and leaking against my belly, ignored, because neither of them had given it leave to matter.

Marguerite worked me hard enough to make sweat spring at my hairline. Cold air from the vent hit the wet skin on my chest and made me shiver. Heat in my face. Ice on my nipples through the thin shirt. Sound stacked on sound: my own laughter tearing out, the wet noise of my breathing, the faint scrape of her chair when she leaned closer.

“See?” Marguerite said over her shoulder. “He laughs. He flinches. He still thinks he can outlast a stranger. That is pride, not surrender.”

She kept watching. She left me to Marguerite like a tool on loan.

The tickling should have wrecked me. It almost did. My feet burned. My belly cramped from laughing. Tears ran into my mouth, salt and spit. I held. I held because the worst thing in the room was not the stranger’s fingers. It was the woman who owned me, ten feet away with her legs crossed, letting it happen.

Jealousy turned over in my gut.

Her hands. Not these. Hers.

Marguerite pressed both thumbs into the hollows under my toes and rubbed in tight circles. My voice went high. My hips jerked. Precome smeared my stomach. I did not break the way they meant.

“Hmm,” Marguerite said. “Stubborn. Maybe you oversold him.”

“Give it a minute,” she said from the chair. Calm. Almost bored. “Cole. Look at me.”

I looked.

“You feel another woman’s hands on what I claimed,” she said. “You feel me letting her. That is the test. Not the laugh. The permission.”

Something in my chest tore.

I made a sound that was not a laugh. Low. Ugly. Afraid.

Marguerite’s nails skimmed the inner edge of my right sole and my whole body arched. Still not enough. The sight of her across the room, free to hand me off, free to watch, free to smile a little like this cost her nothing, that was what finally opened me.

I begged out loud. On purpose. For the first time that way. Not a reflex. A choice.

“Please,” I said. My voice cracked on it. “Please take them back. Please put your hands on my feet. I want yours. Only yours. Please, Mistress Vane, please use me yourself. Don’t leave me to her. Please.”

The room went quiet except for my breathing.

Marguerite’s hands paused on my soles. She looked over, interested now.

From the chair, she uncrossed her legs and stood. She walked over slow. She did not touch me yet. She looked down at my wet face, my open fly, my red soles held up for whoever wanted them.

“Say it cleaner,” she said. “Filthier. Tell Marguerite what you are. Tell her who you belong to.”

My throat worked. Shame burned so bright it felt like arousal. It was arousal.

“I am your toy,” I said. “I am your foot slut. I am a hole that begs. I belong to you. I want your hands on my soles, not hers. Please. I am begging. I am choosing it. Please put your hands on me.”

Marguerite laughed under her breath. “Well. That is a break.”

“Wager paid,” she said. She did not look at Marguerite when she said it. She looked at me. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

I nodded. Tears and spit on my mouth. “I know.”

She dismissed Marguerite with a small tip of her chin. “You can stay and watch the rest if you like. Or go. You lost the hour, but you may keep the show.”

“I’ll stay,” Marguerite said, and took the far chair. Legs crossed now too. Audience.

She sat on the low stool between my locked feet. For a second she only looked at my soles. Then she put her hands on them.

Heat. Her heat. Known. Claimed. I sobbed once, loud. The relief hurt.

“Worship first,” she said. “You wanted my hands. Earn them. Serve.”

She lifted one bare foot and set the sole against my mouth. “Clean. Slow. No teeth. Make it pretty for our guest.”

I licked. I tasted salt and balm and the faint iron of skin that had been worked. I ran my tongue from heel to toes the way she had taught me in earlier nights, thorough, greedy, grateful. Sound filled my head: wet laps, my own muffled moans, Marguerite’s quiet interest from the chair. She pressed her toes against my tongue and I opened wider, took them in, sucked like she was feeding me. Spit ran along my jaw. I did not wipe it. I kept serving.

“Good little whore,” she said. Mean and fond at once. “Look at you. Begging for the same feet that ruin you. Tell her what you are while you suck.”

I pulled off long enough to speak, voice thick. “I am a foot bitch. I am your service hole. I get hard when you humiliate me. I want to stay locked and used.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“I want you to wreck my soles and make me thank you. I want to come only when you say. I want her to watch me crawl for you.”

“Better.”

She fed me her other foot. I worshipped that one the same way, tongue flat, then pointed, then open-mouthed and messy. My cock jerked untouched, dripping. Cold air on the wet shaft. My balls ached. My own sucking made me hotter. She twisted her toes against my tongue and I gagged on the press, spit stringing from my lip to her sole when she pulled back.

“Now you get my hands,” she said. “Because you asked right. Because you named me.”

Her fingers took my soles the way I needed: firm at first, mapping, then lighter, meaner, finding the lines that made me shout. I laughed and begged in the same breath. She worked the centers and the under-toes until I lost the room. Across the room Marguerite watched without speaking. That gaze made everything worse and better. I was on display. I was chosen and still owned.

“You do not come from feet alone tonight,” she said. “You come when I fuck your throat and you keep your arches offered the whole time. If you drop them, I stop. If you stop begging, I stop. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She stood, opened her dress, and freed the strap she wore underneath. Thick. Dark. Slicked already. She stepped in close between my spread, stocked legs and took my hair in one fist.

“Open.”

I opened. She fed the strap into my mouth and pushed. My throat closed. I gagged. Spit flooded. She held me there, then pulled back, then drove in again. Wet choke sounds filled the room. My eyes watered. My feet stayed up because she had ordered it and because Marguerite was watching and because I wanted to be good for the only hands that mattered.

“Beg around it,” she said. “I want the words even if they sound like shit.”

I tried. Garbled. Filthy. “Please, please fuck my throat, please use your whore, please let me come, please only you…”

She stroked my cock with her free hand at last, rough, no mercy, matching the thrusts into my mouth. Edge after edge. She backed off when my hips began to lock. I sobbed around the strap. Drool soaked my chin and shirt.

“Ask properly,” she said. “Permission speech. Make it ugly.”

She pulled out of my mouth enough for air. I gasped and spoke while my feet shook in the stocks under her other hand’s light, cruel skitter.

“Please let your slut come. Please jack me while you choke me. I am your property. I am not for Marguerite. I am for you. Please. I will say it every night. Please, Mistress, let me come on your terms.”

She looked at me for a long second. Then she smiled with no kindness in it.

“Once,” she said. “Late. Because you begged for my hands and meant it.”

She pushed back into my throat and stroked me fast. Her fingers on my sole fluttered at the same time, mean and precise. The three points of control wrecked me: throat full, dick worked, feet owned by the woman I had named. Everything went wet and loud. Gagging. Skin on skin. My own muffled noise.

I came hard enough that my vision whited. Cum striped my stomach and her knuckles. My body jerked in the straps. I kept my arches up through it because dropping them felt like losing her. Spit and tears and snot made a mess of my face. She held the strap in my throat until the last pulse left me, then pulled free and wiped the spit-slick shaft across my cheek.

“Swallow what you can,” she said. “Clean what you can’t with your tongue later.”

I hung there spent, shaking, bare soles presented like an offering.

Marguerite stood, smoothed her trousers, and picked up her glass. “I was wrong,” she said. “He is broken. Just not for me.”

“He is broken for one person,” she said. “That is the point.”

Marguerite left her shoes where they were, then stepped into them at the hall. The door clicked behind her. The second pair was gone. Only the footstocks remained, and me in them.

Aftercare was worship, the quiet kind. She unbound my wrists first, then my ankles. My legs trembled when the blood rushed back. She sat in her chair and pointed at the floor between her knees.

“Tend what I allow,” she said.

I crawled. I kissed the tops of her feet. I licked the places her own sweat had gathered. I rubbed balm into her calves with both hands because she told me to, grateful for the contact, grateful she had taken me back from another woman’s claim. My mouth stayed busy on her arches when she lifted them. Service as prayer. Jealousy had not gone, but it had somewhere to go now: into loyalty spoken out loud, into the fact that she had heard me choose her by name and I could not take it back.

“You learned something,” she said, fingers in my hair, not gentle. “I can hand you to anyone I like. That is the thing that can ruin you. Remember it when you look at those chalk marks. Nine nights used. Five left. You can say the exit sentence any night and never come back. Or you can keep being mine in public rooms with other eyes if I decide it.”

“I will keep being yours,” I said against her sole. “Please keep me.”

“We will see.”

I cleaned her toes with slow passes of my tongue. The room smelled like sweat and balm and the sharp edge of sex. My spent cock hung soft and sticky. I did not ask to cover it. I waited for orders the way a good toy waits.

A sound cut through the quiet.

Not the hall door. The outer door downstairs. A key in a lock. Then footsteps on the stairs, heavier than Marguerite’s, unhurried, sure of welcome.

She tilted her head. Listened. A small, private smile showed and vanished.

“That will be Ackerley,” she said, half to herself. “Early, the way he always is.” Two fingers pressed my sternum and kept me kneeling. “Stay. Eyes down. You do not speak, and you do not turn around.”

I stayed, barefoot, face wet, throat raw, still tasting her skin. My heart hammered. The footsteps reached the landing.

The playroom door handle turned, and a man’s voice carried through as it began to open, polite and curious.

“Am I early,” he said, “or did you already start without me?”

“You are a night early, Ackerley.” Vane did not rise, did not hurry, and did not let the door swing wide enough for him to see more than my bare back. “Your night is not this one. Wait downstairs, or come back when I send for you.”

A pause. Then, easy, a man long used to her: “When you send for me, then.”

The latch clicked shut and his footsteps went back down the stairs. She had not moved me an inch, had not let a second pair of eyes finish what she owned tonight.

“There is always another key in another lock,” she said, fingers still light on my chest. “You do not get to think you are the only one. Go home, Cole. Prepare your feet. Come back when the chalk calls you.”


Chapter 9: Rain At Her Feet

The knock cut through the rain with her mouth on the back of my neck. Mistress Vane stayed kneeling on the playroom boards, barefoot in the old sweater she had thrown on after the last round, her palms flat between my shoulder blades so I could not straighten. My wrists were free. My ankles were free. She held me there with nothing but pressure and the quiet of her breath.

“Answer it,” she said.

I turned my head toward the hall. “Who is it?”

A woman’s voice came polite and even through the wood. “It’s Hollis. Marguerite said I could collect her if she was finished.”

Mistress Vane’s thumbs pressed once into the muscle along my spine. She was forty and unhurried, the same way she had been the first night she put me on my knees. I was thirty-one and hard against my stomach, which was its own kind of shame with a stranger on the step.

“Let her in,” she told me. “Then you kneel where I put you.”

I opened the door. Hollis stood under the porch light, rain on her coat, tall and dark-haired and careful with her eyes. She took one look at me, naked and flushed in her hallway, and did not pretend surprise. Behind her, Marguerite stepped out of the dark with her bag on her shoulder. The night before she had put her hands on me and made me beg for Mistress Vane instead.

Mistress Vane did not rise. She kept me displayed on the boards like finished work, not a fresh toy to pass around.

“Come in out of that,” she said. “He is mine to show. Not yours to break.”

Hollis wiped her boots and stayed near the wall. Marguerite set her bag down and smiled like someone who had won this once already.

“I only came for my coat,” Marguerite said. “And to see if he still looks like a man who thinks he can leave.”

Mistress Vane’s hand slid down my back to the cleft of my ass. Oil was slick there. She had worked two fingers into me before the knock, slow and mean, and left me open on purpose.

“He does not,” she said. “Show her, Cole. Ass up. Face down. You hold that position until I tell you otherwise.”

I folded. The boards bit my cheek. My hole fluttered around nothing, greasy and ready. Hollis could see it. My ears burned. Terror of being seen ran under everything. Not the playroom kind of fear. The kind that said if anyone from my real life walked in now, there would be no story left that belonged to me.

Mistress Vane spoke to Marguerite like she was lending a tool.

“Strap on. Slow. From behind. He does not get to thrash. He does not get to laugh. He takes it quiet and he thanks you when I say.”

Marguerite’s belt clicked. The harness settled. The blunt head of her cock pressed to my greased ring and she did not shove. She fed it in inch by inch. Mistress Vane kept one hand on the back of my head and the other resting light on my hip, claiming the view.

“Breathe,” Mistress Vane said. “Open for her. You are a hole with a pulse right now. That is all.”

I breathed. The stretch burned sweet and deep. Marguerite’s hands found my hips and she seated herself to the base with a wet sound that filled the quiet room. Hollis looked once, then fixed her eyes on the slate over the door, polite as a woman waiting for a train.

Mistress Vane leaned down by my ear.

“Tell her what you are.”

“A hole,” I said. My voice cracked. “Your hole. Her toy. Fuck.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a filthy hole. Use me.”

Marguerite drew back and pushed in, slow as poured oil. No slap of bodies. No rush. Just the long drag over the place inside me that made my own prick jump and leak on the boards. Mistress Vane watched my face the whole time.

“Do not come until I say,” she told me. “You hold it. You beg for permission like the bitch you are.”

Heat built low and thick. Marguerite’s rhythm stayed patient, a deep grind more than a fuck, and every thrust pushed a sound out of me I could not swallow. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth to the floor. My balls drew up. The shame of Hollis hearing me made everything worse and better at once.

“Mistress,” I gasped. “I need… I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Ask properly.”

“Let me come. Let your whore come on her cock. I’ll say anything. I’ll take it. Just let me spill.”

Mistress Vane’s fingers tightened in my hair.

“Mine. Say it.”

The words stuck. They were bigger than the room. Bigger than the oil and the slow pound in my ass.

“Yours,” I said.

“All of it.”

“I’m yours. My ass is yours. My mouth. My load. I don’t get to decide.”

She nodded once at Marguerite. “Finish him. Slow. Make him feel every second of it.”

Marguerite hooked an arm under my belly and angled deeper. The head of her cock raked the same place inside me and my thoughts broke into scraps. Full. Used. Seen. Owned. My prick jerked hard and I came without a hand on it, thick ropes painting the boards under my chest while my hole clenched and fluttered around the shaft still working me open. I shook apart with my mouth open and ugly, drooling, a long ruined sound torn out of me. Mistress Vane held my head so I could not hide my face.

“Good little toy,” she said, almost soft. “Swallow the air and stay down.”

Marguerite pulled out with a slick pop. Cool air found the open ring. She wiped herself, packed the harness, and took her coat from the chair like nothing sacred had happened.

Hollis opened the door for her. Rain came in hard and cold.

“Thank you for the evening,” Hollis said to Mistress Vane, still careful.

“Drive safe,” Mistress Vane answered.

The playroom door shut after them. The latch caught. Rain rose against the outer walls and the house went quiet except for my breathing and the tick of water in the gutters.

Mistress Vane cleaned me with a cloth, then her fingers, then the cloth again. No praise parade. No more orders for a minute. She stood, rolled her shoulders, and left the stocks untouched in the corner.

“Kitchen,” she said. “On your knees when we get there. The twelfth night is not a session.”

I followed her down the hall on unsteady legs. My hole stayed open and slick. Cum cooled on my stomach where I had smeared it standing up. In the kitchen the window ran with rain, a blurred sheet over the dark yard. She filled the kettle without looking at me, barefoot on the tile, the old sweater hanging loose on her frame. No leather. No crop. No chalk in her hand. Everything about the evening was wrong in a way I had no right to complain about.

Two marks waited white on the slate above the playroom door. Twelve struck through. Two left. The fourteen-night forfeit hung there the way it always had: one line per night, no release until the count ran out, and the single sentence I could speak any night if I wanted out forever and never got to come back.

She sat in the armchair by the window and pointed at the floor.

“Here. For an hour. You worship. No laughing. No bindings. Nothing to endure but yourself.”

I knelt between her bare legs. Her toes rested against my thigh, warm and clean, and the scent of her soap mixed with the faint salt of her day. She had washed after Marguerite left. She still smelled like herself underneath, skin and heat and the oil she kept on the side table. I lowered my face and kissed the top of one foot, then the other, slow, the way she had trained me when she wanted silence more than noise.

“Mouth only until I say,” she murmured. “You do not rush me. You do not hump the air like a dog. You stay hard and you stay quiet.”

I licked along the arch. Taste of clean water and the salt that never fully left. I took her big toe into my mouth and sucked, careful, eyes down. Time stretched. Rain ticked the glass in an uneven count. My jaw ached in a good way. My prick stayed stiff between my thighs, ignored, smeared, loyal.

She let me work for a long time. Ankle. Instep. The soft place under her toes. When my tongue slowed she tapped my cheek with two fingers and I started again. Shame sat in my throat the whole hour, thick as spit. This was not a test with an audience. This was worse. This was private. This was her letting me want it without a reason to hate her for forcing me.

When the kettle clicked off she did not get up. She reached for the little bottle on the table and poured oil into her palm.

“Turn. Chest on my shin. Ass out.”

I turned. My cheek found the sweater over her shin. She oiled her fingers and traced my rim, tender and used, and the care in it made my eyes burn. She pushed one finger in, then two, then scissored gentle until the burn went sweet again.

“This is not for laughing,” she said. “This is maintenance. You keep my property open and honest. You thank me for oiling what I own.”

“Thank you for oiling my hole,” I said into the wool. “Thank you for using it. Thank you for keeping it.”

She worked a third finger in. My breath hitched. She curled and found the spot that made my prick drool a clear string onto the tile.

“You almost broke last night for my hands,” she said. “You begged for me while another woman had you. Do you understand what that means?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Say the filthy version.”

“It means I’m your slut. It means I don’t get hard for mercy. I get hard for you watching me fall apart.”

She pulled her fingers free, wiped them on my thigh, and reached for the slim plug she kept in the kitchen drawer like it belonged next to the spoons. She slicked it and pressed the tip to my hole.

“Push out. Take it. Hold it while you finish what you started.”

The plug seated with a slow stretch and a final pop. Fullness returned, deep and steady. She guided my face back down.

“Worship. And this time you may speak when the need climbs. You do not come until I put my heel on your prick and tell you to dirty my floor.”

I put my mouth on her again. The plug shifted when I moved. Every lick sent a pulse through my ass. She sipped the tea she finally poured and watched me over the rim, patient, almost kind. The kindness was the worst of it.

Need climbed. My hips wanted to rock. I held still. Spit shone on her toes. The rain kept time. Somewhere in the wall the pipes knocked. The two chalk marks beat like a second pulse in my skull.

“Mistress,” I whispered against her arch. “It’s too much.”

“It is exactly enough. Look at you. Plug in your slut hole. Mouth on me. Hard and leaking because I let you stay.” She set the cup down. “Crawl forward. Put your prick under my heel.”

I did. The arch of her foot settled over my shaft, warm pressure, not crushing. She rubbed once, slow, oil and spit and my own mess making the slide filthy.

“Beg like you mean the rest of your life,” she said.

“Let your whore come. Let me ruin your tile. I’ll stay. I’ll take the plug. I’ll take the last nights. Just… God… let me.”

She pressed harder. “Mine. Say it.”

“Yours. I’m yours. Don’t stop. Don’t send me back clean.”

“Come.”

I broke. The climax rolled long and low, less a spike than a draining, my load pulsing under her heel in thick streaks while my hole clenched on the plug and my mouth fell open against her ankle. I shook through it with my eyes wet and my throat raw, no scream, just a broken sound that lived in my chest. She kept the pressure until I was empty and twitching, then lifted her foot and wiped it on my cheek.

“Lick that clean.”

I licked. Salt. Me. Her. The taste sat on my tongue like a brand.

She left the plug in. She let me rest my head on her knee while the rain sheeted the window and nothing else in the house moved. No laughter. No stocks. Only the slow come-down and the heat of her hand in my hair, almost gentle, which was how she closed traps.

After a while she spoke toward the dark glass.

“Two marks left above the door. You know what they are.”

I knew. The forfeit chalked in her hand the first evening, fourteen lines and the rule beneath them: ride the count out or speak the exit sentence and never set foot in this house again. I had treated that ending like rescue once. A date on a wall. A finish line I could crawl toward if the shame got too loud.

It did not feel like rescue now.

The wish rose hard and stupid in my chest: that the count would never reach zero. That the slate would stay incomplete. That she would keep striking lines forever so I would never have to stand in a morning where this was over and I was supposed to be free.

I almost said it. The words lined up behind my teeth, dangerous, true. I do not want the last mark. I do not want out. I want the clock to break.

I swallowed them.

Mistress Vane stroked once behind my ear, then stopped, as if she had heard the shape of the thought anyway.

“Go rinse your mouth,” she said. “Sleep on the pallet. Plug stays in. Tomorrow we talk about what the last two nights cost.”

I rose on stiff legs. In the hall the playroom door stood shut, the slate above it pale in the dim. Two white lines waited. Winning those nights, finishing clean, walking out unbroken on the far side of fourteen, had become the worst thing I could be given. The count was not coming to save me. It was coming to end me.

I walked to the sink with her taste still in my mouth and the plug heavy in my ass and the terror of being known sitting quiet and permanent under my ribs. I would take the nights that remained. I would take whatever she poured into them. And when the last line went through, I would still not be done with her. That was the vow I did not speak. It lived in me now like the plug, seated deep, impossible to ignore, and I carried it into the dark toward the pallet with the rain counting every second I had left to lose.


Chapter 10: Three Hours For Nothing

Ifound the wet cloth before I found her. It sat on the bench under the slate, folded once, dark with water. Fourteen chalk marks ran above the playroom door. Thirteen struck through. The last one waited clean. The oil warmer sat at the same angle as night one. The stocks stood unlocked. The roll of soft cloth lay where it had lain that first night. Everything rebuilt. Nothing left of the kitchen chair from the night before.

I stopped in the doorway with my keys in my fist.

The ledger lay open on the low table. Every line of my own handwriting faced the stocks. The carriage clock sat wound beside it, hands set to three hours. She had not spoken yet. She had not needed to. The room had caught me.

She stood by the stocks in black, forty years old and steady as stone, and looked at me the way she looked at a door she already owned.

“Come in, Cole,” she said. “Read it while you still can stand.”

I stepped in. The slate hung above us with that last mark. Zero nights left after this one. The single exit held: one sentence any night, and I never came back. I did not say it. I set my keys on the bench beside the wet cloth and went to the ledger.

My own lines stared up. Night one. Night two. The bets. The failures. The page that said I could not be broken, signed in my hand when I was thirty-one and certain of it.

“Rules first,” she said. Plain. No game in her voice. “Hold three hours without begging. No asking. No pleading. No trading. You make it to the end of the clock quiet, and the original wager pays. You name anything you want. Anything. I pay it.”

I looked at the open page.

“And if I beg?”

“Then you forfeit the prize the way you always did.” She nodded at the stocks. “Same wood. Same roll. Same three hours. The ledger stays open where you can read every line. You will know exactly what you are losing while you lose it.”

My throat worked. I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I understand.”

“Louder.”

“I understand the rules.”

She smiled without kindness. “Good boy. Strip.”

I stripped. The air was warm from the oil. My skin prickled. My cock thickened as soon as the cloth left my hips, the traitor, and she watched it rise with a flat look that made heat crawl up my neck.

“Still gets fat for the woman who is about to ruin you,” she said. “On your knees first. Crawl to the stocks.”

I crawled. The floor bit my palms. My balls hung heavy under me. When I reached the wood she kicked my ankles apart and shoved my wrists into the cuffs. The roll went under my chest the way it had on night one, lifting my ass, spreading me. Ankles locked. Wrists locked. Head through the stock. The leather smelled of oil and old sweat. She left the ledger open on the table in front of my face, every line in view while she worked the straps.

“Read night one while I open you,” she said.

I read. My own arrogance. My signature. The bet that three hours of her hands on my feet would leave me unshaken.

Behind me, cool lube. Two fingers. No warning. She pushed into my ass and my body jerked against the wood.

“Tight little hole for a man who spent fourteen nights claiming he could take it,” she said. “Breathe. You will thank me when it is done.”

I breathed. Her fingers fucked in and out, scissoring, thick with lube, and the wet sound filled the quiet. My cock dripped onto the roll. She wiped the bead with her thumb and smeared it across my lips.

“Taste what a slut leaks before he even gets filled.”

I licked. Salt. Shame. Arousal so deep it turned to something like peace in my chest, wrong and right at once.

She pulled her fingers free. The harness clicked. The strap settled against my hole, thick, blunt, heavier than memory. She pressed. My ring gave. Burn. Stretch. The head of it popped in and I grunted into the stock.

“Take it,” she said. “All of it. Good little toy. Open that hole for me.”

She fed the length into my ass in one long push. My belly went tight. My eyes watered. Full. So full the weight of it rode in my gut. She bottomed out and held there, hips flush to my cheeks, and every ridge of the shaft pressed itself into me.

The carriage clock ticked.

Three hours started to burn.

She fucked me slow at first. Deep strokes. The slap of her hips on my ass. The wet suck of the toy dragging out and driving back in. My cock swung under me, untouched, leaking a string to the roll. I kept my teeth locked. No begging. The prize lay on the page in front of me. Anything I named. I held.

“Look at you,” she said. “Ass stuffed, cock dripping, reading your own lies. Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I got out.

“Worse.”

“Your hole. Your whore. Your bitch on a stick.”

“Better.” She slammed in. “Now stay quiet about the rest. No begging. You want that prize, you earn silence with your guts.”

She sped up. The fucking turned mean. Deep. Rough. The wood shook under my wrists. My prostate lit with every thrust. Pressure built low and hot. I tried to hold it. She reached under and closed a slick fist around my shaft and stroked in time with the pounding in my ass.

“Come on it,” she ordered. “First one is free. After that I take them.”

I came with a broken sound. Cum striped the roll and her knuckles. My ass clenched on the strap and she laughed low and kept fucking through the shudders.

“One,” she said. “And we are barely started. Poor thing. Going to milk you dry while the clock still has hours on it.”

She did not stop. Overstimulation lit under my skin. Too much. Sensitive. Raw. She stroked my spent cock while she rutted into my hole and the pleasure tipped into pain and back into pleasure so fast I could not tell them apart. My legs shook in the cuffs. Drool ran from the corner of my lips onto the stock.

“Again,” she said.

I shook my head. No words. She twisted her fist and thrust deep. A second orgasm ripped through with almost nothing left to spend. Dry pulses. My vision spotted. I bit the wood to keep any plea behind my teeth.

“Two. Still quiet. Look at that. Proud man learning what a toy is for.”

She wiped her cum-slick hand on my face. “Open.”

I opened. She shoved two fingers onto my tongue and made me clean them while she rolled her hips, grinding the base against my stretched ring.

“Filthy,” she said. “Spit on it. Get it wet for the next round.”

I spat. She rubbed the spit down the shaft of my cock and started stroking again. Inside me the strap kept moving, heavy, relentless. Sweat ran down my spine. The oil warmer’s heat pressed on my back. The ledger lines blurred and sharpened under my eyes. Night three. Night five. The marks where I had lost. The marks where I had lasted and still walked out empty.

Time thickened. The clock’s tick swelled in my skull. She forced a third climax out of me with her fist and the pegging together, and I sobbed once, no words, only sound. My balls ached. Empty. Still twitching.

“Past three,” she said. “Past four. Keep going. I want you stupid.”

She took me there. Orgasm after orgasm, forced, no rest, the strap pounding my prostate while her hand worked my raw shaft. I lost the count. Past four, past whatever came next. Numbers dissolved. I was only hole and heat and the weight of her body driving into me. Cum stopped being cum and became weak pulses and wet noise. Spit hung in a thread from my chin. My asshole fluttered around the thick shaft, used open, slick, loud. Every thrust made a wet sound I could not shut out.

“Say what you need,” she said once, testing.

I almost broke. Almost. The word rose on my tongue and I swallowed it. The prize. Anything I named. Three hours. Hold.

She pulled almost out and slammed home. “Good. Still has teeth. We will see.”

Hours burned. My arms went numb. My knees ached. She rotated the torment without ever fully leaving my ass: long strokes, short grinds, a pause with the full length buried while she flicked my balls, then a brutal pace that made my teeth click. When my cock tried to soften she pinched the head and stroked until it filled again, stupid and sore. When I came she fucked me through it. When I tried to go limp she kept the rhythm until another shattered peak took me, blank and white, no number left to give it.

Peace sat under the ruin. Beneath the forced climaxes, beneath the full feeling of being claimed on the roll like property, something in me went quiet. Not empty. Settled. As if the old fight had finally run out of room.

The clock showed two hours fifty when she slowed. She left the strap buried deep and rested both hands on my hips, breathing even.

“Two hours fifty,” she said. “Look at the ledger. Look at night one. You are almost there. Hold eight more minutes and you name your prize. Anything.”

I stared at my signature. I cannot be broken.

My hole clenched around her. My raw cock hung, spent, twitching. My throat was dry. Eight minutes. The win in my hand. Anything.

Thursdays. Not release. Not the end of pain. Thursdays. Standing. Named. Mine to drive toward with my own keys.

At two hours fifty-eight I opened my mouth on purpose.

“Please,” I said. The word cost everything. “I am begging. Not for release. For Thursdays. Every Thursday. I forfeit the prize. I want Thursdays instead. Keep me. I am asking.”

Silence. The clock ticked twice.

She did not pull out. She did not unlock me. She leaned over my back so her voice sat at my ear, crude and mean and almost soft.

“No.”

My breath caught.

“Begging stopped being currency somewhere around night nine, Cole. You do not get to spend what you already spent. You do not forfeit a prize you already earned by holding for nearly three hours with your hole full and your pride in pieces. You held. The wager pays. You do not get to throw the win away to make the ask prettier.”

“I want…”

“You already said it. I heard you. Thursdays.” She rolled her hips once, deep, and my spent body jerked. “That is what you name when I unlock you. That is the payout. Not a forfeit. A claim you earned the hard way and then tried to dress up as loss because loss felt safer than wanting.”

Tears hit the wood. Relief. Shame. Arousal, even empty. Peace thick as the strap still seated in my ass.

She fucked me once more, slow and claiming, not to take another orgasm but to mark the point. “You will take this last bit because I say so. Then we wash the slate.”

I took it. Open. Grateful. When she finally pulled free, the empty ache made me moan. Lube and my own mess ran down my balls. She unbuckled the harness, wiped me with a cloth, and unlocked the stocks. My arms dropped. She caught me before I hit the floor and sat me on the edge of the bench.

The wet cloth lay beside the slate’s shadow on the wall.

She reached up and took the slate down. Fourteen marks. Thirteen struck. One clean. She set it on the bench, dipped the cloth, and washed every line away. Chalk turned to grey paste under her hand. The count died. No nights left to serve. The countdown gone in soap and water.

“Forfeit over,” she said. “Safeword stays. The wager is retired for good. You held three hours for nothing but the win, and I am paying what night one promised.”

She opened the ledger to page one. My handwriting. I cannot be broken. My signature under it. She tore the page free in one clean rip and put it in my hands.

“Take it home. The rest stays with me.”

I folded the page. My fingers shook.

“Name it,” she said.

“Thursdays,” I said. Voice rough. “Standing Thursdays. I drive here. I use my own keys. I stay yours on those nights. No bet. No countdown. Just that.”

“Accepted.” She tipped my chin up. “You asked at cost. I take you on the terms you named. Not the ones you lost. The contest between us is done. You are kept, Cole. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Mean it.”

“Thank you for keeping me.”

She kissed my forehead once. Not soft. Sealing. Then she put my clothes in my lap and let me dress with clumsy hands. My ass stayed open. My cock was sore in my pants. The torn page went into my pocket.

My keys lay on the bench. I picked them up. The metal was cool and real.

At the door I looked back.

On the shelf behind the table she set a fresh blank ledger beside my closed one. Same size. Empty cover. No title. She did not explain it. She only straightened the pair so they sat flush, closed book and open future, and turned the oil warmer down.

I stepped into the hall with my keys in my hand and Thursday heavy in my chest, and behind me the blank ledger waited on the shelf without a mark on it.


THE END
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