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The Keyholder, Book 1

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Wax And His Initials

Iclosed the speaker deal from the back seat and told my CFO I would be unreachable for forty eight hours. The car was cold. His voice was tinny. I hung up before he could ask where I was going.

I checked the cashier’s envelope once. Thick paper. Full amount. Clean. I had a Sunday hard out booked in my head. Two hours. In and out. Procurement.

The townhouse sat quiet on a grey street. I walked the envelope up the steps like I was delivering a signed term sheet. The knocker was cold against my fingers. I used it twice.

Cerise opened the door herself. Thirty four years old, and she looked at me the way people look at a late invoice. Calm. Bored. Certain.

“Elliot,” she said. “You’re on time. That is the first useful thing about you.”

“I have a hard out,” I said. “Sunday. I’m here for the intake and the fit. Cash is ready.”

She stepped aside. “You frame this like a purchase order. That is fine. It will not stay that way.”

I followed her up narrow stairs. Heat climbed with each floor. My coat hung too heavy. On the top floor the studio was bright and still. Wood floor. Metal table. A tray of tools that clicked when she moved her hand across them. No soft music. No candles. Just the low hum of a heater and the sound of her shoes.

“Strip,” she said. “Everything. Fold it. Put it on the chair.”

I almost laughed. I was twenty eight years old and I ran a floor of people who stood when I entered a room. I was half hard from the walk up and the cold air on my skin. Defiant curiosity sat under my ribs like a dare I could walk away from.

I stripped. Folded. Set the envelope on top of my shirt where she could see it.

She put on gloves. The snap of latex was sharp. She walked a slow circle and stopped at my hip.

“Arms out.”

I put them out. Her tape measure was cold. She ran it around my waist, then lower, then around the base of my cock with a practiced pinch that made me suck air through my teeth. She measured my balls next, cupping them like she was weighing stock. My cock jumped against her palm.

“Eager,” she said. “Or desperate. Stand still.”

“I stand still when it matters.”

She looked up. “It matters now. You will do exactly as I say.”

The words landed flat and absolute. Heat crawled up my neck. I hated how fast my body answered them.

She paused, and the professional in her surfaced clean. “One rule before we begin. You have a word. Escrow. Say it and everything stops. Whatever is on you comes off, you dress, you walk out that door, no fee and no argument. That is the only vote you keep in this room. Everything else you hand me. Do you understand the word?”

“Escrow,” I said. “I understand.”

“I never want to hear it,” she said. “But it is yours, tonight and every night after. Nothing that happens on this floor happens because you cannot leave.”

She chose a resin trainer from the tray. Clear. Smooth. Small enough to make my stomach drop. She held it up so I could see the ring, the tube, the lock channel.

“This is the trainer,” she said. “You do not get the pretty one first. You get what fits the problem.”

“And the problem is?”

“You think you can buy the key back the moment you dislike the terms.” She set the cage down and pointed at the padded bench. “Knees. Chest down. Ass up. Intake includes the hole you pretend is not part of the purchase.”

I hesitated half a second. Then I climbed on. The leather was cool against my chest. My cock hung heavy between my thighs, leaking. She moved behind me. A bottle opened. Wet sound. Then two slick fingers pressed between my cheeks and found my asshole without ceremony.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. She pushed in. Thick. Slow. The stretch burned and then turned to a deep, dirty fullness. The smell of the lube bloomed warm and clinical, cut with the sharp musk of my own skin. Her other hand reached beneath me and closed around me, stroking once, twice, mean and tight.

“Procurement appointment,” she said, voice dry. “Listen to that slut hole take me. Wet already. You walked in with cash and a schedule. Look at you now.”

“Fuck,” I said, and the word came out thinner than I wanted.

She worked a third finger in. The sound was filthy, slick and open. I throbbed in her fist. She squeezed the head until I jerked.

“Say what you are.”

I clenched my jaw. “A client.”

She twisted her fingers and found a spot inside that shorted out everything behind my eyes. My hips shoved back against her hand without permission.

“Try again.”

“A hole,” I said, and the shame landed hot and low. “Your fucking hole. For this appointment.”

“Better.” She pulled her fingers free. A wet slap of lube, and then something thicker pressed to my asshole. “Resin plug next. Warm it. Open for it. You do not get the cage on a tight, proud ass.”

She pushed the plug in. Wider than her fingers. My asshole stretched and burned and took it with a wet pop that made me groan into the leather. She seated it deep and tapped the base twice.

“Hold that. Do not push it out. Hands behind your back.”

I locked my wrists at the small of my back. The plug filled me. My cock dripped onto the bench in a thin string. The heater hummed. Her shoes clicked as she moved to my side and took me in her gloved hand again.

“You get to come today,” she said. “On my count. Through your ass. Your cock is going to learn what it is for under my hands. After that, access ends.”

“Ends how long?”

“You will initial the term. You will watch the seal. Then you will stop asking like a man who still owns the answer.”

She stroked me rough and fast while she worked the plug in short, brutal thrusts with her other hand. Full. Empty. Full. The pressure hit that deep place over and over. My balls drew tight. Sound filled the room. Wet skin. My own ragged breath. The soft suck of the plug in my asshole.

“Close,” I said. “I’m…”

She stopped her hand and held the plug buried. The peak rose and hung and broke without release. I made a raw sound and tried to fuck the air. Nothing. My cock pulsed angry and denied, shiny with precum.

“That was one,” she said. “You do not get it. You count the next. Out loud. When I tell you.”

“Please,” I said, and hated the word the second it left me.

“Please what, Elliot.”

“Please let me come. Please fuck my ass and make me come.”

She smiled with nothing in it. “Good little bitch. Begging already. Say you are a toy.”

“I’m a toy,” I said. My voice cracked. “A good little toy. Please.”

She started again. Harder. The plug drove deep on every thrust. Her fist milked me in a tight ring just under the head. Heat stacked in my gut too fast. My thighs shook. Sweat ran cold down my spine in the studio heat.

“Now,” she said. “Come. Count it.”

The orgasm ripped through me from the plug first, a deep ugly pull that forced my cock to spurt into her glove in thick ropes. My asshole clenched hard around the resin. My mouth opened on a broken sound.

“One,” I gasped. “That’s one. Fuck. Fuck.”

She did not stop. She kept thrusting the plug through the aftershocks while I jerked and dribbled in her glove. Oversensitive. Too much. I tried to crawl forward on the bench and she shoved me back down with a hand between my shoulders.

“Stay. You are not done. You count the next. Louder.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. Your hole can. Your cock is just along for the ride.” She reached beneath me, smeared my own cum over the head, and stroked that slick mess with mean short pulls. The plug slammed deeper. My asshole burned and took it. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the leather.

“Beg for the second.”

“Please give me the second,” I said, shaking. “Please ruin me. Please fuck my asshole until I come again. I’m your hole. Your slut. Please.”

“That’s two when it hits,” she said. “Do not forget the number.”

It hit harder than the first. Longer. My balls ached as they emptied again, weaker spurts, worse sensation, electric and ugly, dragged out while she kept the plug moving and her fist working me. I shouted the count because she had ordered it and because my brain had gone small and crude.

“Two. That’s two. One more. Please, one more, I can’t, I need…”

“You need what I say you need.” She wiped her glove on my thigh and added more lube to the plug with wet clicks. “Third. You will take it. You will count it. Then we talk about keys.”

I was drooling. My cock was red and overworked, half stiff on nothing but overstimulation. She reached under and slapped my balls, quick and light. The sting jolted me. The plug started fucking me again, deep and steady, and her fingers found the frenulum and rubbed it raw.

Shame and heat fused into one thing. I had walked in with a cashier’s envelope and a Sunday hard out. Now I was face down with a plug in my ass, counting orgasms for a woman who had not even taken my money yet.

“Please,” I said. “Please make me come. Use my hole. I’m a whore for this. I’m your bitch. Choke my cock and wreck my ass. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck my asshole and make me cum!”

She gave it to me without mercy. The third climax tore out of me in broken pulses, almost dry, body seizing, asshole fluttering around the plug, a thin last spit of cum leaking into her grip. I counted it through clenched teeth and then again as a sob.

“Three. That’s three. Fuck. That’s three.”

She held still. Let me shake. The room smelled like sweat and sex and latex. My ears rang. Her breath was even behind me.

“One more,” she said. “You can do four. Toys do four. Then the cage.”

The word she had given me rose right to my teeth. Escrow. One word and the door swung open, the cold air, the whole drive home. She felt me stall and went still at once, her hand lifting clear of me, waiting. “Say it or don’t,” she said. No heat in it. Only the offer, held open. I breathed into the leather and did not say it.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “I want the fourth. Drag it out of me.”

She studied me a second longer than she had to. “Good. You chose it with the door open. Now it is yours to survive.”

The fourth was pure cruelty. She worked the plug in slow deep strokes and barely touched me, just a fingertip under the head, circling, while my asshole got fucked open and my whole body fought to get out from under it. When it finally broke I barely shot anything. The orgasm was all clench and sound and ruined need. I counted it on a cracked voice.

“Four. That’s four. No more. Please no more.”

“Good,” she said. “Enough.”

She eased the plug out. My asshole stayed open a second and then fluttered shut, sore and used. The plug landed wet on a tray. She wiped me with a cloth that was almost kind, then not kind at all when she gripped my soft, sticky cock and fed it into the resin trainer.

The tube was cold. My cock tried to swell and hit resin. She worked the ring behind my balls with firm fingers until it seated, then closed the cage with a click that went through me like a verdict. The padlock was small. Bright. She turned the key once to show me it worked, then left the lock closed.

“Stand up. Carefully.”

I stood. Legs weak. The cage pulled when I moved. My cock was trapped, pink against clear resin, trying to swell and failing into a dull ache. Cum streaked my stomach. My ass was empty and used.

She stripped her gloves and nodded at a clipboard on the metal table.

“Page two. Initials. Bottom line.”

I took the pen. My hand shook. The print swam. Forty two days lived somewhere in the paragraphs. Partner vote. Gala night. Words I should have read. I could have set the pen down, pulled my clothes on, and walked out the door she had left unlocked. Nothing held me on that stool but the part of me that wanted the edge more than the safety.

I initialled page two without reading it.

Cerise watched me do it. Then she took a small envelope from the tray, dated on the face in clean black ink. She slid the key inside, licked the flap, and sealed it in front of me with her thumb. She wrote the date again on the flap, hard strokes, so there could be no later argument about when custody began.

Day one. The term ran to day forty two. I told myself it was clerical, a number on paper, something I could unwind with money on Monday.

She set the sealed envelope in a metal box and locked that too.

“You no longer hold access to your own body,” she said. “I do. The key stays here. You come when my calendar says you come. Not when your cock begs. Not when your firm needs you charming.”

I swallowed. The cage got heavier by the second. Cold resin. Hot skin. My asshole kept pulsing where the plug had been.

“I had a hard out,” I said. It sounded stupid even to me.

“You had a fantasy of control. I sold you a real one.” She picked up my folded clothes and put them in my hands. “Get dressed. Leave the cash envelope on the table. It covers intake and the first week of custody. We will discuss the rest tomorrow.”

I dressed slow. Every shift of cloth dragged on the cage. When I set the cashier’s envelope down, the sound was soft. Final in a way I did not like.

Cerise walked me to the top of the stairs. The air was cooler there. My head was full of the wet sounds she had pulled out of me.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “You will return at seven. You will not unlock anything because you cannot. You will not touch yourself outside the cage because there is nothing useful left to touch. You will text when you are in the car outside, and you will wait for my reply before you knock.”

I nodded. My mouth was dry.

“Say it back, Elliot.”

“Tomorrow at seven. Text from the car. Wait for your reply. I don’t touch. I don’t unlock.”

“And?”

I met her eyes. The pull in my gut was new and mean and I wanted another hit of it already.

“I will do exactly as you say.”

“You will,” she said. “Go home. Sleep if you can. The trainer stays on. If you get hard enough to hurt, you will thank me for the lesson in the morning.”

I went down the stairs on legs that shook. Outside, the street air hit cold against the heat trapped under my clothes. The cage shifted when I walked to the car. My ass was sore. My cock was locked. Somewhere above me, in a metal box, a dated envelope held the only key I had left.

I started the engine and sat with my hands on the wheel, the idle under me, every small throb against resin. Forty one days after tonight. The gala. The vote. A calendar that was no longer mine.

I put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb toward home, already counting the hours until seven, already hard against a lock I could not open, already knowing I would text her from this same street tomorrow and wait like she told me to.


Chapter 2: Six Sessions, None Finishing

Istood on the curb with my balls aching from the night before and typed the single word she had ordered: outside.

My phone sat face up in my palm. Seven on the dot. Not a minute early. Cerise had said so, and at twenty eight I had never been good at taking orders from anyone, least of all a woman who had sealed my key in wax in front of me. The rental steel gripped me under my trousers. Every step from the car had rubbed the ring against the base of my shaft until my breath went thin.

I climbed the studio steps at seven exactly.

A card lay on the mat under the door. Cream stock. Typed. No greeting. Six rows. Times in the first column. Brief notes in the second. The last column held one word, repeated six times:

no

I bent and took it. The paper smelled of her perfume and printer heat.

Cerise opened before I knocked. She was already dressed for work, dark blouse, sleeves rolled, hair pinned clean. She looked me over the way she had measured me the day before, like inventory.

“Bring that in,” she said. “Read it aloud.”

I stepped inside. The studio air hit me: leather, soap, the faint sweet grease of lube left open somewhere. I held the card and read.

“Session one. Nine. Tease only. No.

Session two. Eleven. Edge to mark. No.

Session three. One. Penetration window. No.

Session four. Three. Maintenance. No.

Session five. Five. Permission check. No.

Session six. Seven. Close. No.”

She nodded once. “Forty days left on your window, Elliot. Day two. The fee doubles on day seven if you try to buy out then. In person only. Midnight on forty two and money stops mattering. You initialed that. Sit.”

I sat on the low bench. My locked cock twitched against the metal like it believed it had a vote.

At nine she called me to the padded table and started the first row on the card. Tease only, it had promised. She made those two words last an hour.

She stripped me with calm hands and left the rental on. My skin flushed under the lights. She oiled her fingers and worked the soft skin behind my balls, then the seam under the shaft, slow circles that made my hips jump. She did not stroke what was free of the steel. She only teased the edges until pre-cum beaded and dripped onto the table.

“You stink of want already,” she said. “Taste that.”

She wiped a finger through the mess and pushed it into my mouth. Salt. Bitter. My own. I sucked without being told.

“Good whore,” she said. “Ten minutes. Clock is running.”

She kept me there, circling, pinching, never enough pressure to finish anything. My thighs shook. I panted at the ceiling. When the timer chimed she stepped back and wiped her fingers on my stomach.

“Offer number one,” she said, almost bored. “You look ready to write a cheque.”

I swallowed. “Five thousand. Cash. Tonight. Let me come.”

“No.” Flat. Courteous. Unbothered. “Schedule stands.”

She left me hard and leaking in the steel while she washed up, and she let the ache sit for two hours before she called me back.

By eleven the light had shifted across the floor, and this stretch ran longer than the first. She put a timer where I could see it. Twenty minutes. She used a soft brush on the tip of me where the cage left a slit of skin, then her tongue, one wet stripe that made my vision white. She stopped each time my breath hitched into that high, ugly place.

“Count down with me,” she said. “Out loud. When you hit the edge you say edge, and I stop. If you go over without leave, we add a day to your lock.”

I counted. I said edge four times. Each stop left me grinding against nothing, balls drawn tight, spit stringing from my lip. She made me lick the brush clean. Plastic and my own salt.

“Still nothing,” she said when the timer died. “You do not own this load. I do. Say it back to me.”

“You own this load.”

“With my name on it this time.”

“You own this load, Cerise.”

Her eyes stayed flat as glass. “Better.”

By one the studio had gone warm and close, and she moved me to the next row without naming it, the penetration window on the card.

She bent me over the table and greased a thick strap she wore under her skirt. The head of it nudged my hole. I clenched. She slapped my thigh once.

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

She pushed in.

The stretch burned, then opened, then took. She filled me in one long slide until her hips met mine and the strap pressed somewhere behind my navel. My locked cock jerked uselessly against the table edge. She fucked me at a measured pace, not frantic, not soft. Every thrust dragged the metal of the rental against my trapped shaft. Pre-cum smeared the pad under me. The room filled with the wet slap of her body into mine and the rank smell of lube heating on skin.

“Take it,” she said. “Open that hole. You paid for a keyholder, not a girlfriend. You are a sleeve on my cock right now.”

I groaned into the leather. She reached under and squeezed my balls, not cruel enough to stop me, just enough to make the pressure climb.

“Talk,” she ordered. “Filthy. Or I stop and leave you empty.”

“I am your hole,” I said. My voice cracked. “Fuck me. Use my ass. I need it. I need to come. I will do anything.”

“Anything is cheap talk from a man who initials contracts blind.” She drove deeper. “You do not get to come. This window is for my timing. Your orgasm is a line item. Closed.”

She worked me until my knees buckled and the edge rose so high I thought I would spill untouched. Then she pulled out. The emptiness made me sob once, raw. She stripped the strap, wiped it on my back, and checked the clock.

“That window is spent,” she said, and marked the card without looking at it. “No.”

I stayed bent, shaking, hole twitching around air.

By three she called me back for what the card named maintenance, and she meant it the way a mechanic means it. She cleaned me, re-lubed the ring, checked the skin. Then she put two fingers in my mouth and two in my ass at once and worked both ends until drool ran down my chin and my hole made soft, greedy noises around her knuckles.

I broke first.

“Ten thousand,” I said around her fingers. “Transfer now. Unlock me for five minutes. That is all.”

She withdrew both hands and dried them on a towel, unhurried.

“No. You just doubled the number and watched my face not move. Learn from that.”

I tried again before she could turn away. “Fifteen. Same day. Wire.”

“No, Elliot.” She set the towel down. “You are bargaining with a resource you already signed away. Forty days remain. Doubling starts day seven. Keep offering if it soothes you. The answer does not change.”

My face burned. Shame sat in my gut next to the ache. Both of them made my cock try to swell inside the steel until the pain sharpened the want.

At five came the permission check, and this row she ran face to face. She put me on my back and straddled my chest facing my locked cock. She oiled the exposed tip and stroked only that small free circle of flesh with two fingers, light, cruel, perfect. My hips bucked. She pinned them with her weight.

“Ask,” she said. “Properly. Beg. You have never begged in a deal in your life. Do it now or this session ends dry.”

The word stuck. I had bought exits. I had bought silence. I had never once asked on my knees.

“I am begging,” I said. The sentence tasted like metal. “Let me come. I am begging you to let me come. I will say I am your slut. I will say I am your locked little bitch. Just let me finish. Please.”

One use. Gone.

She sped her fingers. The edge roared up. My balls pulled tight. My vision tunneled.

“Louder,” she said. “Put a word to it. What are you.”

“I am a locked whore who needs your leave to shoot,” I gasped. “I am nothing without the key. Begging. I am begging. Cerise. Please.”

Second use. Spent.

She stopped on the mark.

Fingers off. Weight off. Timer chiming.

I cried out. Actual noise. My whole body arched after a finish that did not come. Cum tried to rise, hit the lock, and fell back into a thick, sick throb. Tears pricked. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth.

“Permission denied,” she said. “No.” Another line struck through.

Between five and six she did the change.

I was too far gone to track the tools at first. She unlocked the rental with a key I had never seen her hold. Cool air hit the swollen skin and I almost came from that alone. She gripped the base hard enough to kill it.

“Hold still. Comfort adjustment.”

The new piece came from a lined case. Steel. Heavier. Serial number stamped along the tube. She fitted the ring, seated the tube, locked it with a small click that carried through the fog in my head. The weight dragged everything down. Thicker walls. Less give. My shaft jammed against unyielding metal and stayed there, trapped mid-throb.

“Serial logged to your file,” she said. “My collection. Rental goes back to stock. You wear this until I say otherwise.”

I nodded like a man in a fever. The difference did not register as difference. Only as more locked.

The last row waited for seven, and this time she did not bend me over. She laid me back on the table, pushed my knees up toward my chest, and worked the strap into my used hole from the front, where I had to watch it happen. The heavier steel sat cold on my belly and jolted with every thrust. She fucked me slow and deep with one palm splayed on my sternum, pinning me down, and made me count each stroke out loud. When I lost the number she started me over. Pre-cum welled from the cage and pooled in my navel. Sweat, lube, the sharp tang of it. I could taste her perfume when she leaned over me, close enough to breathe.

“You do not get off,” she said into my ear. “Not on day two. Not on my schedule. Your arousal is a slot I open and close. Say that.”

“My arousal is a slot you open and close.”

“And your hand?”

“I cannot use my hand. Not after today. Not without you.”

“That is my whore finding his place.” She drove in hard enough that my teeth clicked. “Feel how much you need it. Remember this when you try to sleep.”

She worked me to the edge twice more and stopped both times the second the timer told her to. When session six closed she pulled out, wiped me with a rough cloth, and left the heavier steel on. My hole stayed open and slick. My cock raged inside the new lock with nowhere to go.

I turned on shaky legs.

“Twenty thousand,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Cash in an hour. Name the account. Let me come once. One time.”

Cerise checked the card, drew a neat line through the last no, and set the pen down like she was closing out a ledger.

“No. That was the last box on the card. You bid four times tonight and bought yourself four refusals. File them.”

I stood there locked and shaking, sweat cooling on my back, mouth tasting of salt and her skin. The want was not mine anymore. It ran on her clock. I had begged, and the word lived in my throat now like a new habit.

The doorbell rang.

Cerise glanced at the camera panel by the wall. “Courier. Stay.”

She opened the studio door. A sealed packet changed hands. No small talk. She shut the door, carried the packet to the table, and set it in front of me. Thick. Official weight. My name on the label in block type.

“Sign for receipt,” she said. She held out a pen. “Unread. Then you walk out.”

“What is it?”

“Next date is already on the calendar. You owe the appointment whether you open this or not. Sign.”

My fingers left a damp mark on the pen. I signed. The ink looked too clean for the state of me. She took the pen back, sealed the signed slip into a pocket of the packet, and pressed the whole thing into my hands.

“Dress. Go. Do not touch yourself. You felt today what happens when you try without me. Forty days left, Elliot. Fee doubles every seventh day if you buy out on schedule, in person, at a release slot. Miss midnight on forty two and release is mine alone. Forever. No price.”

I pulled my clothes on over the heavy steel. Each step made the serial-numbered lock drag. At the door she stopped me with two fingers on my jaw, turned my face, and made me meet her eyes.

“You begged,” she said. “That is permanent. Next time you will do it sooner.”

She opened the door onto the evening air.

The packet sat heavy in my grip, sealed, already mine to carry. On the mat where the morning card had been, nothing remained. Ahead of me the street waited, and the next date she had already written into a calendar I had not seen, and the thick new steel between my legs that would not come off for any sum I could name from the curb.


Chapter 3: Term Commencement

The clock over the studio door read five fifty eight when I killed the engine. My car idled at the curb. The overnight bag sat zipped by the entry, leather fat with clean shirts and the toiletries I had packed for a free night. Day three of forty two. I had counted it on the drive over. Thirty nine days on the window if the paper meant what I thought it meant. I was twenty eight years old and I had never once missed a scheduled exit. I expected the steel off at six. I expected my cock loose in my hand by half past.

Cerise opened the door in black trousers and a cream blouse, no smile. She was thirty four, and she looked at my bag the way a clerk looks at luggage left in the wrong lobby.

“Leave it,” she said. “You will not need a change.”

“I am here for the unlock,” I said. “Sunday. Six. That was the deal.”

She stepped aside. “The deal you initialed is term commencement. Walk.”

I walked. The studio smelled like polish and warm metal. My cage dragged between my thighs with every step, heavy serial steel from her own rack, a blunt fact under my trousers. She did not take me to the unlock table. She took me to the low bench under the wall mirror, padded black, straps hanging open, a small timer box fixed to the side rail.

“Strip,” she said. “Belt last. Put your clothes on the hook. Then sit.”

I stripped. Shirt. Shoes. Trousers. The cage sat thick and dull against me, my cock swollen inside the tube, trapped and stupid. When I sat, the bench leather was cool under my bare back. She buckled my wrists above my head. Ankle straps next. A wide belt across my hips that pinned my pelvis flat. The cage lifted a fraction under the tension and settled again, denser for being held down.

Cerise stood at my side with a thin folder. She opened it and read without looking at my face.

“Clause seven,” she said. “Release occurs at the keyholder’s discretion or by written buy out. The buy out fee doubles every seventh day of the term. The buy out clause dies at midnight on day forty two. After that point release is discretionary only, permanently, and never for money. You initialed here, here, and here.”

She turned the page so I could see my own marks. Blue ink. My handwriting. Day three of forty two sat printed in the header like a stamp.

I laughed. It came out thin. “Fine. Then I buy out Tuesday. Base times one. I can write the check in the car.”

“Buy outs are exercised in person at a scheduled release appointment,” she said. “My first opening is day fourteen.”

The laugh died. “That is eleven days.”

“That is the calendar,” she said. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

My stomach dropped. The cage doubled its weight. Every meeting on my week, every flight, every locker room, all of it under steel I could not price off from the street. I opened my mouth to argue. She set the folder on the side table and put her hand on the cage.

“Term commencement,” she said. “You listen. You hold. You do not finish clean. That is the ritual. Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Say it properly, Elliot. Name what you are.”

Heat climbed my neck. “I am a locked bitch under your term.”

“Better.” She unlocked nothing. She unsnapped a small front plate on the cage instead, just enough room for a narrow slick wand to slide along the underside of my cock head through the open slit. Ridged silicone, warm from her palm. The cage stayed locked. Pressure only. No freedom.

“Sixty seconds,” she said, and started the timer.

The wand moved in slow strokes. Not enough. Then too much. My hips tried to lift and the belt held me flat. My cock strained inside the tube and hit metal on every throb. I breathed through my teeth.

“Count the pulse,” she said. “Out loud.”

“One. Two. Three.” My voice cracked on seven. By forty my thighs shook. By fifty five I sweated into the leather. At sixty she pulled the wand off cold.

I jerked against the straps. Nothing. The ache sat low and mean in my gut.

“Again,” she said. “Ninety this time. You hold at the edge and you tell me what the clause means.”

The wand returned, thicker pressure now, circling the head through the slit. My shaft twitched and leaked. Her spit hit the metal and ran warm down into the tube. She worked it in with the tip of the wand until the whole front of the cage was slick and obscene.

“Release is your discretion,” I said, breathing ugly. “Or buy out. Fee doubles every seventh day. Clause dies midnight day forty two.”

“And after?”

“After, money does nothing. You decide forever.”

“Good little toy.” She pushed the wand firmer. My belly clenched. The edge rose fast and ugly. “You thought you bought a weekend. You bought a term. Say it.”

“I bought a term.”

“Louder. Sound like a whore who can read.”

“I bought a fucking term,” I said. “Forty two days. I am locked for the whole window.”

The timer hit ninety. She took the wand away. My cock jerked inside the cage and spat a thin string of clear fluid onto my stomach. Not a finish. A waste of pressure. She watched it drip and did not wipe it.

“Again,” she said. “Two minutes. You will beg with real words. No soft shit.”

She started the timer. The wand went back in, meaner now, short hard flicks on the frenulum through the open plate. My eyes watered. The cage dragged my trapped shaft down while the wand dragged me up. Every ridge of the silicone, every gram of the metal, working against each other.

“I need to cum,” I said.

“Try again.”

“I need you to let me cum. I will pay double. Triple. Name it.”

“Wrong room for that.” She twisted the wand. My hips slammed the belt and stopped. “Beg like a hole, not a client.”

Shame burned through my chest and mixed with the throb until both got worse. “Use me. Ruin me. Keep me locked and still work my cock until I break. I am your locked slut. Let me finish even if it is ugly.”

“Closer.” She spat again, thick, and it slid into the slit. She pushed the wand through it. The wet sound was loud in the quiet room. “Tell me what happens if you try to buy out from the curb tonight.”

“Nothing,” I said, voice raw. “It does not count. Has to be a release appointment. Day fourteen is the first slot.”

“And if you wait past day forty two?”

“Then I never buy free again. You hold the key on your terms alone.”

The two minutes closed. She pulled the wand. My cock surged and failed again, a fat drop of precome rolling down the cage seam onto my balls. She left it there. The mess cooled on my skin.

I shook. Dread sat under the heat like a second pulse. Meetings. Gym. Flights. Six weeks of metal under tailored wool and no way to explain it. The term had started while I thought I was picking up my clothes.

Cerise unbuckled nothing. She climbed onto the bench and straddled my chest facing my cage, her cunt warm against my ribs through thin black fabric. She reached back and took the wand again.

“Ritual finish,” she said. “You will climb. You will almost get there. I will cut it. You will leak. You will not get out of the steel. Then you will thank me for starting your term.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Cerise. Ruin it. Keep the cage on. Start the term on my fucking cock.”

She worked me with both hands around the wand, one steadying the cage by its base ring so the weight pressed deeper into my skin, the other driving the ridged tip in tight circles on the head. My breath went to pieces. The edge came up like a fist. My shaft swelled against the tube until the metal bit. My balls drew tight.

The first real spasm started.

She yanked the wand off and clamped her palm flat over the open plate, crushing the tip down against cold steel.

The orgasm broke anyway, ruined and stupid. Cum forced out through the slit in weak, broken pulses, thick ropes leaking down the cage and over her hand and onto my stomach. No thrust. No full ride. Just the body dumping while she held the head pinned and watched my face twist. The pleasure snapped short. The ache stayed. My cock kept twitching inside the tube, milking out the last thin spurts into a mess that cooled fast.

I made a sound I did not recognize. Half sob. Half grunt.

Cerise wiped her hand on my chest. “Look at that. Locked and spent and still trapped. That is a term orgasm, Elliot. That is what you get when you confuse a schedule with a right.”

I tried to speak. My throat stuck. She climbed off, washed nothing, and left me strapped in the cooling mess while she walked to the side table. She opened the folder. She wrote.

“Term commencement filed,” she said, voice flat, clerical. “Day three of forty two. Buy out window active. First available release appointment: day fourteen, six in the evening. You will attend or forfeit the slot. Forfeit means the next open day, and the fee will have doubled.”

She did not unstrap me for a long minute. No water. No cloth. No soft talk. Aftercare withheld while the ink dried. My ruined load went sticky across my stomach. The cage stayed shut. My cock softened a little inside it and the weight returned, dull and absolute.

When she freed the straps, my arms tingled. I sat up slow and the room tilted. She handed me a wipe for the mess on my skin and nothing for the steel.

“Dress,” she said. “Take your bag. Do not call from the curb. Do not send a courier with a check. Day fourteen or the fee climbs.”

I dressed over the lock. Trousers closed on the bulge of the cage. Shirt. Shoes. The overnight bag waited by the door where I had left it, zipped, useless. She walked me out. My car sat at the curb, hazards off, cabin dark.

“Thirty nine days left on the written window,” she said on the threshold. “Do the math when you get home. Do not do it in my doorway.”

The door shut.

I stood alone with the bag and the lock. Night air hit the sweat on my neck. My ruined finish itched under my shirt. I put my hand on the car door and the cage shifted when I bent, riding my cock like a brand I could not take to a bank.

I could force nothing here. No curb buy out. No envelope. No loud scene that would open the tube. Day fourteen was the first real door. Boardroom. Treadmill. Security line. The arrangement had followed me out and it was not going back in.

I got in the car and set the bag on the passenger seat. I sat with both hands on the wheel and let the dread settle into something I could use.

I would not scrap the term on the sidewalk. I would walk into day fourteen locked, still hers on paper, and put the buy out on the table where it counted.

Eleven days. Steel. No street price.

I started the engine. Behind me her window went dark. The cage rode heavy against my thigh, a fact no wire transfer could touch, and the number on the calendar had stopped reading like a receipt and started reading like a sentence.


Chapter 4: The Escalator Curve

The spreadsheet lay open when the fee cell blinked and the first doubling hit, eleven already gone and midnight landing quiet on an empty floor. Column A held the days. Column B held the money. The city sat black behind the glass and did nothing. Just me, twenty eight, alone with a model I had built like a valuation and a number that had climbed while I watched.

Day fourteen held in my head as the plan. Buy out in person at a scheduled release appointment. First opening day fourteen. I had told myself that after Sunday, after Cerise read the clause back and I laughed at the arithmetic. I would walk in, pay, and leave free. The story held. I kept it like a line item.

I scrolled. Day seven. Day fourteen. Day twenty one. Day twenty eight. Day thirty five. Day forty two. Each seventh day the release fee doubled. Thirty five days remained until the window closed. After midnight on day forty two the clause died and release became her discretion alone, permanently, never for money. I ran the sum to the end and almost smiled. Even at the top the total looked cheap. A man who closed bigger numbers before lunch could eat this whole curve and still tip. I kept the appointment path. I was not going to scrap it for pride.

There was a cruder exit and I knew it. A hardware store two blocks from the office. A pair of bolt cutters, ten minutes over my own sink, and the whole forty two day machine would be scrap on the tile. I let the thought surface and made myself set it down. Not because I could not. Because some part of me did not want the door that money and muscle could open. I filed that away too and pretended I had not noticed it.

Midnight finished the job while I sat there. The cell in column B settled on the new rate. Warmth crawled up my neck for no clean reason. Affordable. A joke next to my accounts. Still a path I could buy on day fourteen if I showed up in person and paid what the schedule said.

My phone lit on the desk.

Cerise.

The mandated weekly video inspection. I had put it on my calendar between real meetings and then pretended the block was optional. It was not. The call sat there in my own office with the fee glowing and the floor empty.

I accepted.

Her face filled the screen. Adult, composed, the same professional calm that had ruined my week. Cerise did not waste breath on hello.

“Elliot. Camera up. Clothes off. Show me the desk.”

I angled the laptop. Glass walls. Black city. Empty desks beyond. I stood and stripped where anyone with a badge and bad timing could have seen me if anyone had stayed. Shirt. Belt. Trousers. Socks. The device on my cock stayed where she had put it, tight and private under the suit all day, and the remote plug she had ordered into me that morning rode deep in my ass, warm from hours of heat and sitting and pretending I was working.

“Hands where I can see them,” she said. “You do not touch. You report.”

“Yes.”

“Louder. Into the feed. Condition first.”

I swallowed. The office air cooled my bare skin. The toy in my ass held a dull warmth that made every shift a reminder.

“Device is on. No release since last check. Plug is in. I am hard behind the restraint. Balls full. Skin hot.”

“Slutty little executive,” she said, almost bored. “Standing naked in a glass box you paid for, reporting your own cock like a status update. Say it dirty. I want the truth, not the boardroom version.”

Heat flooded my face. “I am hard and dripping in a chastity restraint at my own desk. My ass is full. I have been walking around all day with your toy in me. I am leaking.”

“Better.” Her eyes flicked off screen. Something clicked on her end. “Remote is live. Hands on the edge of the desk. Do not move them.”

I gripped the wood. The plug woke low, a slow roll of vibration deep enough to make my knees soften. Warmth bloomed through my pelvis. My cock strained in the restraint, the head sticky, the shaft trapped and aching.

“Report,” she said.

“It is on. Low. I feel it in my ass. My cock is trying to get hard and cannot. Balls tight.”

“Meaner. Filthier. You are not drafting a memo.”

My voice roughened. “Your toy is buzzing in my hole and I want to grab my cock so bad it hurts. I am standing here like a whore in my own office.”

“There he is.” The vibration climbed a notch. Not sharp. Sustained. The kind of pressure that made sweat start under my arms. “You swore you would never give me office time. Remember that? You said work stayed clean. You said the studio was the only room I got.”

I had said that. I had meant it. The words tasted stupid now with my bare feet on the carpet and her feed open on the laptop.

“I remember.”

“And yet here you are. Stripped at the desk. Calendar already bent around me. Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

The line landed. Shame and heat twisted into one thing I had no name for. My grip whitened on the desk edge. The plug rolled deeper, warm and relentless, and a wet sound left my throat before I could stop it.

“Say what you want,” she said. “Plain words. Into the camera.”

“I want to cum.”

“Not enough.”

“I want to cum on your command with this thing in my ass while you watch me fall apart at my own desk.”

“Beg properly.”

I hated how fast the words came. “Please. Cerise. Make me cum. Use the remote. Make me take it. I will say anything.”

“Anything is cheap. Be specific.”

“Make your good little toy cum with his hands on the wood and his cock trapped. Make me report it while I do it. Call me a bitch. Call me a hole. Just do not stop.”

She laughed once, soft and mean. The vibration climbed again, still not frantic, just thicker, warmer, a long grind against the place that made my vision narrow. Sweat ran down my spine. My cock pulsed against the restraint in useless jerks. Precome slicked the metal and my skin, hot and sticky.

“Keep talking,” she said. “Condition. Continuous.”

“Ass full. Vibration deep. Cock leaking. Balls aching. Face hot. I am shaking.” My breath hitched. “If I move my hands I will touch myself. I want to so bad.”

“You will not. You will stand there and take what I give you like the slut you are when no one is looking.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Cerise. I will take it. I will not touch.”

The pulse shifted. Longer waves. Heat built low and stayed. No sharp spikes. No stacking. One long climb she controlled from wherever she sat, adult and calm while I dripped on the carpet of a floor that used to mean power. Spit wet my lower lip. My mouth had been hanging open. A string of drool gathered. I swallowed, failed, and it ran down my chin while the camera watched.

“Messy,” she said. “Good. Let it. Report the mess.”

“I am drooling. My cock is wet. My thighs are shaking. The plug feels huge. I can hear how wet I am.”

“Filthy boy. Put a word on it.”

“A locked bitch at his desk.” I flinched at my own mouth. “A whore with a toy in his ass waiting for a woman to let him finish.”

“Closer. Louder.”

“I am your toy. I am your hole. I am standing naked in this glass office begging a keyholder to make me cum on a video call.”

“And you will schedule around this.” Not a question. A fact she was installing. “Every room. Every hour. The studio is not a place you visit anymore. It follows you. Your calendar bends. Your attention waits. Say you understand.”

I did understand. The truth of it burned hotter than the vibration. No room left neutral. Not this desk. Not the black glass. Not the hour I used to own after eleven.

“I understand. I will arrange my calendar around your calls. I will wait for you.”

“Good little whore.” The remote pushed harder, still slow, a thick grinding heat that made my stomach tighten. “Now you earn the finish. Keep your hands on the desk. Keep reporting. When I tell you to cum, you cum. Not before. Not quiet. I want the whole ugly sound.”

The build went on. Minute after minute of controlled pressure. My cock throbbed in its trap until the ache turned sweet and stupid. My ass clenched around the toy and the warmth there would not end. Sweat ran into my eyes. My voice went thin.

“Close. So close. Balls drawn up. Cock jerking. Ass clenching. I need it. I need it. Cerise, I need it.”

“Beg.”

“Please let me cum. Please use me. Make this bitch cum with his hands stuck to the desk. I will be good. I will say I am a slut. I am a slut. I am your slut. Just give it to me.”

“Look at the camera.”

I did. My face was wrecked. Open mouth. Wet chin. Eyes gone soft with need. Behind me the city stayed black and empty. On the second monitor the doubled fee glowed like a dare I no longer believed I wanted to take.

“Cum,” she said. “Now. On my command. Speak through it.”

The vibration surged into a long hard roll and my body broke. Orgasm tore through me trapped and incomplete in the way only this device allowed, a brutal milking pulse with nowhere clean to go. Cum forced out in thick messy spurts around the restraint, hot on my skin, dripping down my shaft and onto the carpet. My ass seized on the plug. My knees almost went. I kept talking because she had ordered it, words shredding on the way out.

“I am cumming. Fuck. I am cumming for you. Ass full. Cock trapped. Spilling. Taking it. Taking it. Good little toy. Your bitch. Your hole. Fuck.”

It went on longer than a free orgasm ever did. She kept the vibration high through the whole ugly shake until my voice cracked into fragments. Hot. Full. Spent. Dripping. Hers.

Then the vibration dropped to nothing.

I hung over the desk, gasping, hands glued to the edge like a trained dog. Cum cooled on my skin and turned sticky. The plug stayed in, warm from use. My cock twitched in aftershocks inside the restraint and found nothing to spend.

Cerise did not end the call.

The office went quieter. Screen light and city black. Her face stayed in the feed, softer only in the way a trap can look soft.

“You did well,” she said.

Three words. Small. Warm. They landed harder than the finish.

I understood then, with my cum on the carpet and the doubled fee open behind me, that I had been waiting all week for that sentence. Not the key. Not the buy out path. Not day fourteen on a calendar I kept pretending was a rescue plan. The sentence. The quiet approval after she made me filthy on purpose.

“Thank you,” I said, and hated how true it sounded.

“Clean the floor. Leave the plug in until I say. Device stays. Clothes when I hang up, not before. Weekly inspection logged. Next call will not ask if you are free. You will be free because you made room.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

“Day fourteen is still on the books if you want to spend money in person like a man buying his spine back.” Her mouth tipped. “Or you can keep modeling the curve and pretending the numbers are the point. Thirty five days left in the window. Every seventh day it climbs. After the last midnight on day forty two, money stops mattering. You know the clause. You initialed it.”

“I know.”

“And tonight you came for a remote and a voice. In your glass office. With your hands on the desk.” She let that sit. “Think about what that costs that is not in column B.”

The call stayed open another few breaths. Darkness around her. Darkness around me. Tenderness as a hook she left in clean.

“You did well,” she said again, quieter. Then the screen went black.

I stood there naked with cooling cum on my thighs and the plug still warm inside me. I cleaned the carpet with tissues from the desk drawer like a man erasing evidence, only making room for the next mess. I dressed when she had said I could. Shirt. Trousers. The suit went back on over a body that no longer belonged to the hour.

I sat.

The laptop monitor held the spreadsheet. Column A. Column B. The doubled fee cell sat bright in the dark. Beside it the day fourteen buy out column waited unspent, a clean line I could take if I scheduled the appointment, walked in, and paid. The cursor blinked under the next climb like a second pulse.

I opened my calendar.

I blocked the next inspection before I could talk myself out of it. Then another hold for a call she had not even set. My attention had already started waiting for her in the gaps between meetings, and the gaps were getting wider on purpose.

On the dark screen the new fee held steady. Next week climbed in the model below it, quiet and certain, while the plug cooled inside me and the office stayed empty except for the man who had just arranged his life around a voice.


Chapter 5: Collection Pieces Are Not Rented

Ianswered her call before the second ring, standing in my kitchen with coffee going cold in my hand.

“Release appointment,” Cerise said. “You blocked the morning. Be here. Do not make me wait.”

“I will be there,” I said, and she hung up on me like the sentence had already been filed.

In the taxi my phone lit at nine oh two with the wire confirmation. Four times the original fee. Cleared. Done. Twenty eight years old and I had just paid a sum that used to mean a weekend in a suite, and I already had the restaurant picked. White tablecloth. Something loud enough that I could order a bottle and not think about the metal between my legs. Day fourteen of forty two. The fee had doubled on schedule. I had bought myself free the only way the intake allowed: in person, at a scheduled release, with money that still felt like mine.

The tip was already in my head. I was free.

The studio door was not the side entrance. She opened the front herself, thirty four years old and dressed like the room belonged to her, which it did. No neutral desk. No private office. The public front room held two low chairs for waiting clients, a glass counter, a framed license on the wall. She walked me straight to the open RELEASE file on that counter while the street showed through the frosted glass.

“Stand there,” she said.

I stood where she pointed, in the open space between the counter and the chairs, pants still on because she had not told me otherwise. My locked cock sat heavy under the cloth. I kept my hands at my sides.

She flipped pages. Initialed lines. The stamp came down hard enough that the wood knocked under it.

“RELEASED,” she said, and turned the file so I could read it. Honest. My name. The fee amount. The date. Day fourteen. Paid in full for the contracted item.

She set a brass tin in my palm. Small. Cold. The lid clicked when I opened it. A key lay on a square of black cloth.

“That key is legally yours,” Cerise said. “It matches the rental you contracted. You paid for release of that unit. Congratulations.”

I went for my fly without asking. Pride still had a seat at the table. I got the zipper down, worked the metal out into the cool air of the room, and fitted the key to the lock.

It would not turn.

I tried again. Angle. Pressure. Nothing. The key seated and sat dead, a joke I did not get yet.

“It does not fit,” I said.

“No,” she said.

She opened a drawer under the counter and set a second device on the glass. Empty. Clean. The rental. The one from the photos in the intake packet. Released, just as the stamp claimed.

“Your money bought precisely what you asked for,” Cerise said. “That unit is free. You may take it home in a bag if you like. What you are wearing is not a rental.”

The spit left my mouth. Taste of old coffee and panic.

“Night two,” she said, calm as a receipt. “I fitted you with a collection piece under the discretion line you initialed. You did not read it. You paid for speed. Collection pieces are not rented. The key to what is on you was never for sale.”

I looked at the brass tin. At the honest stamp. At the metal locked on my cock that my four times fee had not touched.

“I paid,” I said. “The wire cleared.”

“You paid for the rental,” she said. “Which is released. Listen carefully, Elliot. Money is done. It is not a tool here anymore. Every step you hate is a line you signed. The escalator was never the trap. Your habit of paying without reading was. You authorized the climb yourself.”

The founding belief I had carried into every room of my life, that everything had a price and I could always find it, sat down hard and did not get back up. Twenty eight days left on the buy out window. Fee doubles every seventh day. In person only. After midnight on day forty two the clause died and release became her discretion alone. I had spent the morning thinking I had beaten the schedule. I had bought a drawer item and a stamp.

None of it had been a trick. The discretion line had sat in the packet since night two, plain type, and I had initialed past it because reading felt slower than paying. This was the deal I signed, not one sprung on me. If I wanted out, the word she gave me on night one still worked, cage off, door open, this second. I did not say escrow. I wanted to know how far my own signature went.

“Take your pants the rest of the way down,” Cerise said. “Socks stay. Shoes stay. Shirt stays open if you like. I want the display clean.”

“Someone could walk in,” I said.

“That is the point,” she said. “Public front. Witnessable quiet. You stand where clients stand. You earn the one finish this release morning allows. Or you leave locked and still paying for a rental you already own.”

Pride tried a last push. It found no purchase. I shoved the trousers and briefs to mid thigh and stood with my locked cock out under the glass light, the dead key in my fist.

“Louder than that,” she said. “Tell me what you turned into.”

“I am a locked bitch who paid for the wrong thing,” I said.

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a whore who signs without reading and begs with money when I should beg with my mouth.”

“Good little exhibit,” she said, and the words landed like a slap I wanted. “Chest flat to the door glass. Arms up, palms on the pane. If a shadow moves on the street, you stay pressed there and you thank me for the chance to be seen.”

I flattened against the cool glass, chest and cheek and both palms on the pane. The frosting turned the street into moving blurs, and behind us the deadbolt was already thrown and the sign already turned to CLOSED, so those blurs saw nothing and never would. Sound of traffic. Sound of my own breath. She stepped in behind me with a glove on and a finger slick, and she worked that finger into my asshole without ceremony while my cock jerked against the metal.

“Taste that,” she said, and when I turned my head she had two fingers at my lips, the same ones that had been in me. “Open.”

I opened. Bitter. Skin. Her soap. I sucked because she told me to and because my pride had nowhere left to stand.

“You like the taste of your own hole,” she said. “Say it.”

“I like the taste of my own hole,” I said around her fingers, wet and ugly.

She took them back and pushed a thicker presence in. Not a finger. The strap. The wet sound of it seating went crude and loud through the quiet room, and then she was fucking my ass in short mean strokes while I stayed flat to the glass with my pants around my thighs like a man caught mid crime.

“If anyone opens that door, they see a grown man taking it,” she said. “They hear you. Make noise. I want the room to know.”

Each thrust forced a sound out of me. Wet slap. My own broken grunt. The lock on my cock clicked soft against the glass edge when she drove me forward. Taste of spit when I drooled on the counter. Shame fused to heat and stayed fused.

“Beg for the finish,” she said. “One. Only one. You do not get another until I say. Make me believe you deserve it.”

“Please,” I said. “Please let me cum. I will say anything. I will stand here and take it. Please use my hole. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck my asshole until I break. Please let this locked slut cum. I paid like a fool and I still want it. Please, Cerise.”

She reached around and unlocked nothing. She worked the base of the restraint instead, pressure and denial, then a cruel grind of her palm against the trapped head through steel while her strap kept pounding. It stretched. Edge after edge. When I got close she stopped the palm and only fucked my ass until the urgency sank, then brought it back. My thighs shook. Spit strung from my lip to the glass. A shadow crossed the frosted door and I froze with her buried in me, full and shaking, and she whispered, “Stay displayed,” and I stayed, hole stuffed, cock locked, a collection piece on a man who had thought he was a client.

When the shadow passed she rewarded me with deeper strokes and the palm again.

“You do not buy exits anymore,” she said into my ear. “You earn them. Or you do not. This morning you earn one orgasm for honesty. After that you stay locked for the next inspection. Not a buy out. Inspection. Understand?”

“I understand,” I gasped.

“Say the truth about the money.”

“Money is finished. I authorized this. I signed. Collection pieces are not rented. The key I hold is worthless for what I wear.”

“Good.”

She dragged it out until my voice cracked into short crude scraps. Please. Hole. Need. Please. When she finally decided, she worked my locked cock with ruthless skill while she fucked my ass hard enough that the counter rattled, and it came out of me in one long degrading flood. Cum forced out through the restraint in thick ugly pulses, striping the glass and my own shirt hem, sound of it wet and obscene under her hand. I shook and drooled and kept my palms flat because she had not said I could move. It kept coming in pulses she milked and milked until my knees nearly went and I was sobbing air and thank you into the quiet room.

She pulled out slow. Left me standing there leaking and open, metal locked, the brass tin still stupid in my fist.

“Clean the glass with your tongue,” she said.

I bent and licked my own cum off the glass. Salt. Bitter. The wet scrape of my tongue loud in the room. She watched until the shine was gone.

“Pull your clothes up,” she said. “Keep the tin. It is yours. The rental is yours. Neither opens what you wear.”

I dressed with shaking hands. Pride had no sentence left. Only the hollow aftershock and the hard fact that every escalator step had my own initial under it.

She closed the RELEASE file and filed it like any other closed sale.

“Next inspection is day sixteen,” Cerise said. “In person. Morning. You will report condition, display as ordered, and you will still be locked because the piece on you was never part of the fee schedule. Buy outs remain available for the rental you already released, a comedy I will enjoy watching you spend money on again. For what is actually on your cock, there is no price. Twenty eight days remain on the window you can still use for contracted rentals. After that window dies, even those terms change. Do not confuse paper with permission.”

I stood at her front door with the brass tin in my pocket and the taste of my own load still on my tongue.

She opened the door for me like a hostess.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Black Ribbon, Useless Key

Grey morning light found me on a narrow cot in a room the size of a closet. My suit lay folded on the chair, sleeves creased the way I never folded them. No one had asked me to stay the night. I had not gone home.

I was twenty eight years old and I had spent day twenty one of forty two on her floor instead of in my own bed. Twenty one left on the intake I had initialed. The fee had doubled again at the last seventh day mark. It would double on twenty eight, thirty five, and forty two. After that the money clause died and release sat in her hands alone. I knew the numbers cold. I still had not left.

I sat up. The steel around my dick was cool and heavy. The ribbon of skin under the ring itched. My balls ached with the dull throb that had become ordinary. The bought brass tin from yesterday was nowhere in sight. The key that fit nothing I wore was mine by paper. The cage was not.

I reached for the suit. Shirt first, then the trousers, the old workday order of a man who bought his mornings and sold his afternoons. Fabric under my fingers. Normal. Almost.

Cerise opened the door before I got the shirt on.

She was barefoot, dark hair pinned up, a black robe open over a body that had not asked for ornament. She looked me over the way a person looks at furniture that has stayed put. Her eyes dropped to the steel, then to the suit in my hands.

“Put that down.”

“I have calls.”

“You have a mouth and a cage and a morning that belongs to me.” Her voice was flat. “The suit can wait. You cannot.”

I set the shirt back. My throat worked. Gratitude sat under the shame like a second pulse. She had not chained me to the cot. She had not ordered me to sleep here. I had simply not gone.

“Come,” she said.

The keeping room was small and clean. A sink. A low bench. A shelf of tins and keys and black ribbon coiled neat as wire. The brass tin from the appointment lay open on the bench. Inside, the bought key rested on felt. Beside it, a cut length of ribbon.

Cerise picked up the key between two fingers.

“This one is yours,” she said. “Paid for. Useless for what you wear. Still yours.”

She threaded it onto the ribbon. The metal clicked once. She stepped close enough that I smelled soap and skin and the faint iron note of the steel between us. She lifted the ribbon and set the key at the hollow of my throat, then tied the knot at the back of my neck. Tight enough to stay. Loose enough to breathe.

The key hung where a collar sits. Weight on my pulse. Cool at first, then warm from my skin.

“Look,” she said.

A small mirror hung above the sink. I looked. A grown man with a black ribbon and a bought key at his throat and a cage on his dick that no amount of money had opened. Day twenty one. I had already thrown cash at the clause once, in person, on her schedule. The paper had been honest. The steel had not moved.

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

The words went into me like a hand. I swallowed. The key shifted against my throat.

“Yes.”

She did not smile. She turned on the water in the low tub. Steam rose. She pointed.

“In. Hands on the rim. Do not touch yourself. You know better.”

I stepped in. Warm water climbed my calves, my thighs, the base of the steel. She stripped the robe and hung it. She was solid and sure and older than me by enough years that the gap was a wall, not a number. She stepped in behind me with a cloth and a bottle of soap.

She washed my shoulders first. Slow circles. Soap and heat. Then my back. Then down my spine to the cleft of my ass. Her fingers parted me and cleaned me there without hurry, without romance. The cloth dragged. I hissed. My dick tried to swell inside the cage and found no room. The ache bloomed sharp.

“Breathe,” she said. “I am not unlocking you. I am cleaning under the steel so you do not rot in my care.”

She worked soap under the ring. Skin, metal, skin. Every touch was a reminder of what I could not buy back. She rinsed. Water ran down my thighs. The room smelled of soap and wet heat and the salt of my skin.

When she was done she sat on the edge of the tub, legs open, feet still in the water. Her cunt was right there, dark and slick from the steam and from whatever she had decided I was for. She put two fingers under my chin and lifted my face.

“Mouth,” she said. “Slow. You do not rush a morning I gave you. You service it.”

I knelt in the water. The key swung forward and tapped my chest. I put my mouth on her.

She tasted clean and sharp. I licked along her slit, flat tongue, then found her clit and worked it the way she had trained me. Slow. Steady. No show. Her hand settled in my hair and held me where she wanted me. My nose pressed into her. I breathed her in. Weight of her palm. Scent of her cunt and soap and my own need.

“Deeper,” she said. “Get your tongue in me. You are not a guest. You are the thing I keep wet.”

I pushed my tongue into her. She was hot and tight around it. I fucked her with my mouth, slow thrusts, chin wet, jaw aching already. Drool ran down my chin into the bathwater. The cage tugged when I shifted. My balls hung heavy and sore. The ribbon key bounced against my throat with every movement.

“Good,” she murmured. “Look at you. Grown man on his knees in a tub, eating cunt like it is the only job he has left. Say the true thing. What are you.”

I pulled back enough to speak. My voice was rough.

“I am your hole. Your mouth. Your kept slut.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a locked bitch with a useless key on a ribbon and a tongue for your cunt.” It landed. “I want to choke on you. I want you to use my face until I cannot think.”

“Then earn it.”

She pulled me back in. Harder now. Her hips rolled against my mouth. I sucked her clit and groaned into her. The sound was wet and ugly. Spit and her slick mixed on my lips. She ground down and I opened wider, took more, let her smear herself across my face.

Somewhere beyond the door a soft knock sounded. Cerise did not stop. She called out without raising her voice.

“Come in, Solene.”

The door opened. A woman stepped in, tall, dark clothes, a tablet under one arm. She was thirty six years old, and she took one look at me kneeling in the tub with my tongue out and my throat tagged and did not flinch. She set the tablet on the shelf.

“Intake log for the twenty first day,” Solene said. Calm. Professional. “And the schedule note for the next release window if he books one. Fee sits at the doubled mark from today. Appointment only. In person.”

“Leave it,” Cerise said. “Stay a moment. He should feel what it costs to be seen.”

Solene stayed. She leaned against the wall and watched. My face burned. My dick strained harder in the steel, useless. Shame rolled through me so thick it sat on my neck like another hand. I kept licking. Cerise held me there.

“Do not hide,” Cerise said to me. “Solene keeps the books. She already knows what you signed. Now she knows what you look like when you mean it. Keep working.”

Her fingers eased in my hair, just enough that I could have pulled off her.

“The word still holds,” she said, quieter, only for me. “Even now. Even with her in the room. You say escrow and all of this stops and she is the one who walks out. A witness changes nothing about that.”

I did not say it. Being seen was the thing I had come here to feel. I turned my face back into her and kept working.

I moaned into her cunt. Humiliation and gratitude wound together with no seam between them. Someone was watching me service her. Someone with a tablet and clean hands. I pushed my tongue deeper. I sucked. I made the wet sounds without trying to quiet them.

Cerise’s grip in my hair tightened.

“Elliot.” My name in her mouth made me shake. “Why do you buy everything?”

The question cut through the heat. Not a script. Not a scene beat. The first real question anyone had put to me in years.

I tried to keep my mouth on her. She tugged my head back by the hair until I had to look up. My lips shone. Drool connected me to her for a second and broke.

“Answer.”

“I buy so no one can leave me with nothing,” I said. The words came out raw, unplanned. “If I pay, I pick the terms. If I pay, I can walk. If I pay enough, people stay polite and doors open and no one gets to decide I am disposable.” My breath hitched. “My father sold things and people the same way. I learned early. Money is the only language that does not laugh when you speak it. So I buy. Time. Bodies. Silence. Exits. I buy so I never have to ask.”

Solene shifted against the wall. I did not look at her.

Cerise studied me. Water dripped from my chin. The key knocked at my pulse.

“And now you cannot buy the thing on your dick,” she said. “And you stayed the night without being asked. And you are on your knees telling me the truth with a witness in the room.”

“Yes.”

“Open your mouth.”

I did. She stood fully in the tub, one foot on the rim, and fed her cunt back onto my tongue. Harder. Meaner. She fucked my face in a slow grind that stole air. I gagged once when she pressed too deep and she laughed, soft and ugly.

“Choke on it. That is what a bought man sounds like when the receipt stops working. Tongue out. Filthy little thing. Take it.”

I took it. Tears pricked. Spit ran. My jaw screamed. The ribbon key slapped my chest with her rhythm. Somewhere behind the heat, gratitude kept opening wider. She had asked. She had listened. She had not sold the answer back to me.

“Solene,” Cerise said, almost lazy. “Remind him what he signed, short version, so it sits in his head while he eats.”

Solene did not look up from the tablet. “Same clause as day one. In person, doubling every seventh, dead at midnight on forty two. He knows it cold.”

“Hear that?” Cerise asked me. She ground down. “You can throw more money at the calendar if you want. Or you can stay in this room and mean it. Right now you are meaning it with your tongue. Do not stop.”

I did not stop. I licked and sucked and let her use my mouth until my face was a mess and my throat worked around nothing and my caged dick leaked a thin wet bead into the bathwater that went nowhere useful. The ache in my balls climbed into my gut. Need without exit. Service as the only open door.

Cerise’s breath changed. Her thighs tightened on my ears. She was close and she was taking her time, dragging it out, making the morning into one long held note.

“You want me to finish on your face?”

I nodded hard against her.

“Use words, whore.”

“I want you to finish on my face. I want your cunt to seize on my tongue. I want to swallow whatever you give me. I want to be the hole you use when you decide I have earned air.”

“Beg dirtier.”

“Please.” The word tore out of me. “Use me. Ruin my mouth. Make me carry the taste all day. I am yours. I stayed. I am still here.”

She came with a low sound and a hard press of hips that crushed my nose into her. Her cunt clenched on my tongue in waves. Wet heat flooded my mouth. I drank it, messy, greedy, choking a little, holding her thighs so I would not fall back. Spit and her spend ran down my chin. My own body jerked with a dry, useless spasm inside the steel. No full release for me. Not yet. The denial sat bright and cruel under the gratitude.

She held me there through it, grinding out every last pulse, then eased back. I gasped. Air burned. My face was slick. The key at my throat was damp with bathwater and sweat.

Cerise sat again on the tub edge. She looked wrecked in a clean way. Satisfied. Still in charge.

“Solene. Log that he stayed overnight without order. Log that he serviced. Then go.”

Solene nodded, tapped the tablet once, and left. The door shut. The room was smaller without her, and more mine to lose.

Cerise cupped my jaw. Thumb wiped my lower lip, then pushed into my mouth. I sucked it without being told.

“That answer you gave me,” she said. “That is mine now. Not for sale. Not for a contract line. I hold the reason, not just the body. Do you understand what that means?”

“Yes.” My voice cracked. “You can use it. You can open me with it.”

“I will.”

She stood and stepped out, dried her hands, then pointed at the tin.

“Your bought key is on your throat. The one that opens nothing you wear. Pick up the tin.”

I stood on shaky legs. Water sheeted off me. The steel pulled at my skin. I lifted the brass tin. The felt inside was empty now that the key hung on me.

I looked at her. The change in me was past the point where I could dress it as strategy. I did not want to solve her. I wanted to give her something she had not demanded.

“Hold this too,” I said. I lifted the key on the ribbon, offering the weight, the knot, the whole stupid gift. “The useless one. Keep it. I do not want it on me if you will take it. It is the first thing I have ever tried to hand someone without a price attached. Take it. Please.”

Cerise shook her head once.

“No.”

The refusal landed soft and final.

“That one is yours to carry,” she said. “I will not make it easy by wearing your shame for you. You paid for a key that does not fit. You wear it where a collar goes so you feel the joke every time you swallow. I hold the real one. You hold the proof of what money bought you. That is the gift. Not the metal. The fact that you offered.”

My eyes stung. I nodded. I let the key drop back against my throat. The weight stayed. My pulse beat under it.

She dried me with a rough towel. Under the cage. Between my thighs. Behind my balls. Efficient. Almost tender. The tenderness was a snare I was grateful to step into.

“You will not treat this like a problem to fix today,” she said. “You will go to your calls if I allow it. You will come back when I say. You will keep that ribbon on under your shirt so the key sits on your skin while you pretend you are still the man who buys rooms and people. And when the next seventh day hits and the fee doubles again, you will already know whether you are booking an appointment or staying past the clause.”

“I know,” I said.

“What do you know?”

“That I stayed without being asked. That I told you why I buy. That I tried to give you the key and you made me keep it. That I want to offer more than you demand.” My mouth was still slick with her. “That gratitude is worse than want. It makes me honest.”

She kissed my forehead. Brief. Claiming.

“Get dressed. Leave the top button open so I can see the ribbon when you walk out. Solene will put the day note in your file. Twenty one days left on the money path. After that you are not a client with a countdown. You are mine or you are gone, and gone will not be a purchase.”

I dressed. Shirt over damp skin. The key a hard oval under cotton. Trousers careful over the steel. Suit jacket last. In the mirror I looked like the executive who had walked into her intake weeks ago. Not quite. The ribbon showed at my throat when I moved. The weight of the cage pulled with every step. The taste of her cunt lived on my tongue.

At the door she stopped me with two fingers on the key through my shirt.

“You belong in this room now,” she said again, quieter. “Act like it when you leave it.”

I stepped into the hall. The building was waking. Somewhere a phone would ring and a calendar would open and the world would expect Elliot the buyer. Under my clothes the steel held. The ribbon held. The useless key rested on my pulse like a second heart I could not bargain with.

I walked toward the day with that weight humming against my throat, and the next time I saw her I would come with something else in my hands, something she had never asked for.


Chapter 7: Consultant At The Closing

Iopened the seating chart my assistant had emailed an hour before the car was due. Two names sat under Consultant, typed neat as board minutes. Mine. And hers. I had not put her there. The unasked gift already waited in my palm, warm metal through tissue, before I ever saw her face that night.

The fee notice hit my phone while I stared at the grid. Day twenty eight of forty two. Fourteen days on the buy out window I had initialed at intake. Tonight the figure doubled again, sixteen times the number that had made me laugh in the first week. It doubles on the seventh day marks, in person only, by the rules I signed. After midnight on the last day the money stopped existing, and release sat in her hands alone for good. I put the screen face down and tried to breathe like a man who ran rooms.

I went to her studio first. She had said dinner did not start clean if I arrived dirty. I stood where she pointed, shirt open to the waist, trousers at my thighs. Her hands went to the steel. She traced the ring, the seam, the trapped heat. Warm skin on cold plate. Callus dragging along my hip. She did not hurry.

“Still locked,” she said. “Still mine.”

I nodded. The ribbon at my throat moved when I swallowed. The bought key rode there on black silk, the useless weight she had made me wear where a collar sits. Her thumb slid under the knot, checked it, tugged once until it bit.

“Gift,” she said.

I held out the tissue. Inside lay a second key, blank and soft from a jeweler who did not ask questions, the twin I had paid for without her order. She took it. Her palm closed. The tissue went into her clutch, and she did not give it back.

“Dinner first,” she said. “Full inspection after, only if you earn it. You want my hands under that steel later, you buy it at the table with something real. Not money. A term. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Say it proper.”

“I understand. Inspection only if I earn it.”

Her mouth almost smiled. “Good little thing. Get dressed. You leak on that suit before I say so and I leave you hard through the toasts.”

The private club smelled of polish and old money. Crystal. Low voices. My board held their places along the long table when we walked in. She took the consultant chair at my right like she had always owned it. Twenty eight years old and I checked exits every time power shifted. She was older than me by enough years that no one asked why a consultant sat so close. Adult. Calm. Professional smile for the room, mean heat only I could feel in the brush of her knee.

“Elliot,” Marcus said, rising. “And this is?”

“Cerise,” I said, the name tasting like a risk. “Consulting on integration risk.”

She shook hands. Soft grip. Warm. No one saw the key in her clutch or the steel on my dick under the wool.

First course came. Soup. Bread. Talk of multiples and earn out caps. My pulse beat in my throat against the ribbon. Her hand found my thigh under the cloth, palm flat, heat seeping through wool. She pressed once. I almost spilled water.

Between the fish and the meat she set her napkin down.

“Excuse us,” she told the nearest partner. “Quick call.”

She steered me with two fingers in my sleeve, past the bar, into the cloakroom where coats hung thick and the light stayed low. The door clicked. Her back hit it. Her hands were already on my belt.

“Quiet,” she said. “You make noise and half your board hears what a slut you are.”

The latch had caught behind her. The coatroom was windowless, packed close with wool that ate every sound, and the door between us and the table was shut and solid. Half my board would hear nothing through it. The exposure she dangled was a leash on my nerves, not an open door onto anyone who had not signed up to look.

She got the trousers open. Boxer fabric. Then the steel. She worked the lock plate with the ease of ownership, not freeing me, only testing. Warm pads under the ring. She cupped my balls through the open fly, rolled them, squeezed until my knees wanted out.

“Hard already. Filthy. Look at you, dripping for a hand job in a coat closet while your acquisition waits.”

I bit my lip. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please touch me. Please inspect me. I need it.”

“You need it because you are a hole with a title.” Her free hand shoved two fingers past my teeth. I gagged on the salt of her skin. Drool wet her knuckles. “Suck. Show me what that mouth is for.”

I sucked. Wet. Obscene. She watched my face while her other hand pushed under the steel as far as the design allowed, friction on trapped flesh, pressure on the shaft root, a cruel rub over the head where it strained the plate. Heat built fast. Her dry palm turned slick with what leaked from the slits in the metal.

She pulled her fingers free, shiny. Wiped them on my tongue again.

“Turn. Hands on the shelf.”

I turned. Coats brushed my cheek. She spit in her palm, shoved my underwear lower, and pushed one slick finger against my asshole. The muscle burned. She worked in slow, then a second, stretching me while her other hand stayed on the steel and milked what little motion the lock allowed.

“Take it. Good little bitch. Your board thinks you are closing a deal. You are bent over getting your hole checked.”

“Fuck. Yes. I am.”

“Give me the word for what you are.”

“I am your toy. Your locked whore. Please, more.”

She fucked my ass with her fingers in short brutal strokes. Each thrust shoved me into the metal. My dick jerked uselessly inside it. Precome slicked the plate and ran warm down my balls onto her wrist. She laughed under her breath.

“Edge one,” she said, and worked me until my hips stuttered and the first wave rose. Then she stopped. Fingers still buried. Hand off the steel.

I sobbed into a wool sleeve. “No. Please. I was close.”

“I know. That is the point.” She waited until my breath slowed a fraction, then started again, rougher. Thumb grinding the stretched rim while two fingers hooked inside and rubbed. Her other hand tapped the steel, then gripped and twisted the whole locked package until pain and heat braided.

“Edge two,” she counted when my thighs shook and I clenched on her. She ripped her hands away. Empty. Aching. My dick pulsed behind the plate and leaked a long wet string onto the carpet.

“That is two,” she said. “One more to the ruin point. Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please,” I gasped. “Please edge me again. Ruin me. I will be quiet. I will take it. Please use your hands on me.”

She gave me the third climb without mercy. Fingers deep in my ass. Palm grinding the steel. Spit on her wrist so everything went slick and filthy. She talked mean the whole way.

“Whore. Boardroom slut. You will walk back out with this mess in your pants and smile for the term sheet. You will not come. You do not get to come until I say, and I am not saying it here.”

The third peak hit harder. My vision tunneled. I fluttered around her knuckles and almost tipped over. She crushed the base of the steel and yanked her fingers free in the same second. The orgasm died half born. Pain. Need. A raw ruined throb that left me shaking and locked and leaking.

“Ruin,” she said. “Good. Now pull your pants up. You go negotiate wet.”

I dressed with clumsy hands. The wool stuck. Slick warmth painted my balls and the soft skin behind them. She wiped her fingers on my shirt tail under the jacket so I would feel it all night.

“Listen,” she said at the door. “The next full inspection, key out, steel off, my hands on every inch, only happens if you concede the clawback clause. The one you swore you would burn the deal before you gave. You give that at the table, clean, in front of them, and I take you apart later. You refuse, you stay locked and untouched until you break on your own. Choose.”

That clause was the spine of the upside. Giving it meant money lost, control handed to the sellers, a scar on the model my board trusted me to protect.

“I cannot.”

“You can. You will if you want my hands. Walk.”

I walked.

Back under the lights the meat course had arrived. Conversation rolled. I sat. The wet in my trousers cooled and clung, and every shift dragged the steel through the mess. She cut her steak like nothing had happened. Her shoe found my instep and held it down.

Marcus turned the talk to the clawback.

“We hold the line,” he said. “Elliot has been clear. No seller clawback past year one. That is nonnegotiable.”

Faces tilted toward me. The ribbon sat at my throat, black against the white collar. Her gaze rested on the side of my face. Exposure sat under my tongue like a coin. If any of them looked too long at the key, at the flush, at the way I held myself off the wet, the whole sealed arena cracked.

My own voice arrived before I finished choosing.

“We can move,” I said. “Clawback extends to year three. Seller language as drafted.”

Silence held for a beat. Then noise. Marcus blinked.

“Elliot. That guts the earn out protection. You said you would never”

“I am saying it now,” I cut in. My voice stayed flat. Executive. “We concede the term. Close the deal.”

Her knee pressed mine under the cloth. Approval. Ownership. I had bent a business judgment for her hands, in front of my own board, on purpose. It would show in the model by morning. I let it sit there and did not take it back.

Paper moved. Pens. The room shifted into the closing rhythm of people who had gotten what they wanted. I signed where I had to sign. My name looked the same as always. Nothing on the page said why.

Across the table Dana, legal, frowned at my collar while the last copies circled.

“Interesting ribbon,” she said, light, public. “I do not think I have seen you wear a key as jewelry before, Elliot.”

Heat slammed my face. Several heads turned. The black silk and the metal catch hung in the open air of the club like a confession.

“Private joke,” I said. Too fast. “Anniversary thing.”

Dana smiled, unconvinced, and looked away. The comment hung on. My reputation had taken a scratch I could not polish out. She had crossed into the room I thought was sealed, and she had won there.

The deal closed ruined and signed. Hands shook. Champagne. I tasted none of it. When the group broke toward coats and cars she rose with me, consultant smile perfect, and steered me past the bar again, into a service corridor that smelled of starch and heat.

“You earned it,” she said. “Steel off. Hands on. You do not get to set the pace.”

She had the working key. Not the ribbon toy. The real one. Metal turned. The cage opened. My cock sprang free thick and dark and wet, angry from the denial, shiny with trapped slick. Air hit it and I almost came from that alone.

“Not yet.” Her fist closed at the base, hard. “You do not come on a number tonight. You come when I have all of it out of you. Every piece you handed me at that table. Name them while I work, or I stop and lock you wet.”

From her clutch she drew something new. Two clamps on a fine steel chain, cold when she rolled my nipples between her fingers and bit the metal down on each. The pinch flared bright and mean. She gave the chain one slow pull and my whole chest lit up.

“Start naming.”

Her free hand stroked me root to tip, tight, dry at first, then slick with my own leaked mess. The corridor smelled of starched linen and hot skin and the sex she had wrung out of me all night. Every upstroke twisted over the head. When my hips chased it she stopped dead and tugged the chain instead.

“The clawback,” I gasped. “I gave you the clawback. Year three. In front of my whole board.”

“Good. More.” She let me climb, then pinched the base and killed it. No spill. Just the ache slamming back down. My cock jerked in her fist and found no finish.

“Their trust. Marcus. The model. I gutted it for your hands.” The chain pulled. Heat forked from my clamped nipples down into my locked-open want. “The ribbon. Dana saw it. I let her see what I am.”

“There it is.” She stroked faster, meaner, thumb grinding the wet head while the clamps swung and burned. She edged me and cut it, edged me and cut it, until I was babbling, until the stacked denials turned into something worse than any single finish. Spit ran off my chin onto my own collar. My knees shook. I did not count anything. There was nothing to count. There was only the list, and her hand, and the door she kept holding shut.

“One more true thing,” she said, mouth at my ear. “The truest. Then you get it. Once.”

“I wanted to lose,” I said, and the words scraped raw on the way out. “I wanted the board to watch me bend. I wanted one thing in my life I could not buy back. It is you. It is this.”

She gave the chain a last hard pull and dragged the orgasm out of me in one long brutal wave, her fist merciless on the raw head. It tore through me and kept going, wrung thin at the tail, pleasure tipped all the way into pain. I sagged into the hanging coats and shook and made a sound I did not recognize. One finish. Earned, not counted.

She worked the clamps off last. Blood slammed back into the pinched flesh and the second sting was worse than the first. I bit down on a wool sleeve to keep the noise in.

“Good little toy,” she said. “You lost something real tonight and you came for it like a whore. Remember the order. Business bends when I pull.”

She cleaned me with a stolen napkin, rough, not kind, then locked the steel back on over sticky skin. It seated cold. My cock tried to swell against it and failed. She dropped the napkin in a bin and fixed my tie over the ribbon so only the black edge showed.

“Tomorrow,” she said, already walking me toward the exit where my car would wait, “you bring the full acquisition file to my studio at nine. Unredacted. You read me every clause you still think is yours while I inspect you on the table. If you leave a page out I double the denial week. If you are late I make you explain the ribbon to Dana myself. You will be on time. You will be hard in the steel when you knock. That is what comes next.”

I followed her out into the cold with my own mess drying under my shirt, the clamps’ ache still blooming across my chest, and the gutted clawback already rewriting itself in a model my board would open at dawn. I had signed away the spine of the deal for a woman’s hand in a service corridor. By morning it would gut the model my board trusted me to guard, and I should have been up all night saving it. Instead I was already counting down to nine, when I would kneel on her studio floor and read her every clause I still called mine, and find out how much more of me she meant to take before the clock ran out.


Chapter 8: The Ledger Of Names

The ledger sat wide on the studio table when I walked in at nine sharp, leather covers flat, a stranger’s name written in black ink beside a date that made my stomach turn. Older than me. Older than the thirty four years she carried like a blade. I stood there at twenty eight with the full unredacted acquisition file under my arm and my dick hard inside the cage, skin still raw from last night’s cloakroom, and I could not look away from that page.

She did not greet me. She took the file, set it on the table beside the ledger, and pointed at the edge of the wood.

“Sit. Inspection. Now.”

I sat. The table bit cold through my trousers. She peeled my shirt open with two fingers, then the rest, until the ribbon at my throat and the metal at my groin were bare under the studio lights. Last night’s edge lived under my skin. My balls ached. A thin smear of dried spit sat at the corner of my mouth I had missed in the mirror. Her eyes caught it. She left it.

“Read,” she said. “Every clause you still pretend is yours.”

I read while she worked. Ribbon first, checked against the intake, then the cage, then the skin where the ring bit. Page by page of the file. Her nails were cool. The device was warm from my body. I read the same clause I had read a dozen times, every term of it worn smooth in my mouth by now. Day thirty five. The fee had jumped again. Seven days left until midnight on the final mark, and after that the money meant nothing and never would again.

She wrote the new number into my terms with a pen that scratched. Thirty two times the base. She set it in the ledger right beside the other men’s names, neat as a bill.

“There,” she said. “Posted. You heard it. You feel it.”

It landed in my gut. It landed in the way my dick tried to swell against metal and failed. The stranger’s older date sat an inch from my entry. Jealousy pushed up my throat. Who was he. How long had she kept him. Did she still say his name when she turned the key.

She did not answer any of that. She stepped back, unbuttoned her skirt, and sat in the chair across from me with her knees apart.

“Down. Worship. Slow. You do not get to rush because you are sore from last night.”

I slid off the table onto my knees. The floor was hard. Her cunt was slick when I put my mouth on it, and she tasted like salt and soap and the end of my pride. I licked her clit the way she had taught me, flat tongue, then the tip, then lower into her hole until my jaw ached. She did not praise me. She used my hair like a handle and pulled me in when she wanted more pressure.

“There is my whore,” she muttered. “Keep that tongue working. Do not dare stop to beg.”

I did not stop. My dick throbbed in the cage, useless, dripping a thin line down my thigh. She held me at one long edge with nothing but her voice and the certainty that she could leave me there all morning. Every time my hips jerked she laughed once, mean and soft, and ground her cunt harder against my face.

“Listen to you,” she said. “Snuffling like a bitch in heat. Confess what you are.”

“Your whore,” I said against her. Spit ran down my chin. “Your hole. Your fucking service.”

“Louder.”

“I am your whore. I am here to eat your cunt and take whatever you give me.”

She came on my tongue with a low sound, thighs clamping my ears, and I kept licking through it until she shoved me back by the forehead. Slick shone on my mouth. My knees burned. My dick was so hard inside the metal it hurt to breathe.

“Stay,” she said.

Footsteps in the hall. A second woman’s voice, low, professional. The door handle turned and Marguerite walked in, forty one years old, coat already off, gloves in one fist. Dark hair. Calm eyes. She looked at me on the floor like I was equipment she had been asked to certify.

“Marguerite,” my keyholder said. “Long-term keeping. Full check.”

“Of course.” Marguerite set a slim case on the table next to the ledger. “Has he been wearing continuously?”

“Yes. Bring him up.”

They did not ask me. I stood because she pointed. Marguerite’s gloves went on with a snap that made my gut drop. She took my chin, turned my face left and right, then went lower. Cool fingers around the cage. A tug at the ring. She checked the skin under the band for rub, for heat, for swelling. She wrote notes without looking at me.

“Color is acceptable. No break. Slight abrasion at six o’clock, within range. Device fit is correct for continued wear.” She talked past me while my dick leaked onto the floorboards. “Subject is responsive. Breathing elevated. Pupils dilated. He is being held at the edge, yes?”

“Yes,” my keyholder said. “He has been. He will stay.”

Marguerite’s gloved fingertip pressed under my balls, firm, clinical. I hissed. She did not flinch.

“Prostate response later if needed. For certification I need him kept hard and denied through the assessment. Can he hold still?”

“He will.”

I held still. My whole body shook with it. Marguerite measured the cage with a small tape, called out numbers, wrote them beside my name in the ledger. Other men’s terms stared up at me from the page. Dates. Fees. Keeping periods that went past anything I had signed. Jealousy sat in my mouth like copper. I wanted her to close that book. I wanted every name but mine scratched out.

“Turn,” Marguerite said.

I turned. She checked the ribbon at my throat, the skin of my back, the way my ass clenched when she ran a knuckle down the cleft. Not kind. Not cruel. Work.

“Asshole is clean,” she said to the room. “No irritation. Suitable for use if you choose. Overall: fit for long-term keeping under current protocol.”

“Good.” My keyholder’s voice went soft in a way that scared me more than shouting. “Stand him between us.”

They put me between their bodies. Warm on both sides. Marguerite’s glove found my cage again and gave it a short, testing shake. My dick jumped and went nowhere. A sound came out of me that I hated.

“Quiet,” my keyholder said. “She is not talking to you.”

Marguerite went on. “Recommended review at day forty two if the term holds. If you transfer, I will keep the same device and the same end date. No adjustment fee. Clean paper.”

Transfer.

The word hit.

My keyholder looked at me for the first time since Marguerite had walked in. Her mouth was almost gentle.

“You heard her. Same cage. Same term. A clean professional arrangement. No feelings in it. I can hand your keyholding to Marguerite this morning and walk out of your life. You would still be sealed. You would still be owned. You would just not be mine.”

The studio went quiet. My pulse banged in my ears. The clock on the wall ticked. The buy-out still stood if I wanted to throw money at the door, and even that would double again before the last night. None of it mattered. The thing I could not buy stood in front of me with another woman’s case on the table.

“No,” I said.

Marguerite’s brow lifted a fraction. My keyholder did not smile.

“No what.”

“No transfer.” My voice shook. I made it louder. “I refuse. I will not go to her.”

“Say why. Out loud. In front of both of us. With that book right there.”

The ledger lay open, names and dates and terms, the stranger older than comfort, my own line fresh with the thirty two times mark. I stared at it until my eyes burned.

“Because I do not want a service,” I said. “I want you. I want your key. I want your cunt in my mouth and your rules on my back. I am jealous of every name in that book and I still will not take a substitute. There is no vendor for this. There is no second you. If you hand me off I lose the only thing I have ever wanted that I cannot purchase back.”

Silence after that. My face was hot. My dick ached to the edge of blackout. Marguerite watched me with professional interest. My keyholder stepped in close enough that her breath landed on my mouth.

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

“I know.”

“On your knees.”

I dropped. She freed the front of her underwear and put my face back where it belonged. Marguerite did not leave. She stood to the side with her notes and watched me serve. That was the point. Witnessed. Tested. My tongue worked her clit while she talked over my head like I was furniture that happened to be useful.

“He is mine,” she told Marguerite. “Exclusive. Personal. Write it.”

Marguerite wrote. The pen scratched. My own name went into the ledger under a new heading and something in my chest tore loose and settled wrong and right at once.

“Fuck him open with your fingers while he works,” Marguerite said mildly. “I want to see how he takes service under dual attention.”

My keyholder’s fingers, slick from her own cunt, pushed into my mouth first, then lower, around the cage, then behind my balls to my asshole. One finger. Two. She fucked my hole slow while I ate her, and the stretch made my eyes water. Spit and her slick mixed on my chin. The wet sound of her fingers in my ass filled the room. I moaned into her cunt like a slut and she held my head there.

“Beg for it,” she said. “Filthy. I want Marguerite to hear what you are.”

“Let me stay,” I gasped. “Use my mouth. Use my ass. Keep me. I will take your fingers. I will take your fucking pace. I will not come unless you say. I am your bitch. I am your toy. Do not give me away.”

“Again.”

“Do not give me away. I choose you. I choose the keeping. I choose losing the exit if that is what it costs.”

She crooked her fingers inside me and found the spot that made my vision white. My dick strained against the metal and I sobbed. Marguerite’s gloved palm rested on the back of my neck, not comforting, just holding me in place for the assessment.

“Orgasm on command only,” Marguerite noted. “He is past the wall. Good.”

My keyholder pulled her fingers free, wiped them on my tongue, and sat back in the chair.

“Get your mouth on me again. You come when I come. Not before. Not after. With.”

I put my mouth back on her cunt and licked like my life was in it. She ground against my face. Her fingers stayed in my hair. Marguerite’s glove stayed on my neck. The edge I had been held on all morning broke when she clenched and came, and my own climax ripped through me with nothing free to spend into, a full-body slam that left me shaking and gagging on her, cum forced out of me in weak spurts through the cage in a hot, humiliating dribble down my thigh. I kept licking. I kept shaking. She rode my face through the last of it and only then let me fall back on my heels.

The room smelled like sex and leather. My throat was raw. My asshole throbbed empty. The ledger sat on the table with my refusal written into the terms by the act of saying it.

Marguerite stripped her gloves, packed her case, and nodded once.

“Certified. Exclusive keeping noted. I will file my copy.”

“Thank you,” my keyholder said.

Marguerite left. The door shut. For a breath I thought the test was over.

She crouched in front of me, took my chin, and made me look at her.

“You chose the woman over the exit,” she said. “You do not get to pretend this is a purchase anymore. Seven days left on the paper if you still want to throw money at the door. After that the clause dies and you stay because I say so. Understand.”

“I understand.”

“Good. Clean yourself. We are not done with the day.”

I reached for the cloth she tossed me. My legs barely held. The jealousy had nowhere to go now except deeper. The book held other names and I had just made mine personal, which meant I could lose her.

A knock hit the studio door. Hard. Twice.

She stood. I stayed on my knees with cum cooling on my thigh and the taste of her still thick on my tongue.

“Come in,” she called.

The door swung. A woman I had never seen stepped over the threshold with a courier bag and a sealed envelope thick enough to mean trouble, and she looked straight past me at the ledger like she knew which page she needed.


Chapter 9: Bolt Cutters At Three

The courier was already in the room when my knees hit the wood. I stayed where Cerise had put me, bare and locked, the steel cool against my thigh, and a woman in a gray windbreaker set a sealed envelope on the open ledger like it belonged there. She smelled of rain and cheap coffee. Past thirty, hard in the jaw, and she did not look at my face.

“Sign the slip,” Cerise said.

I signed with the pen she held out. The courier’s boots scuffed once. Then she was gone, door shutting on the wet night, the envelope left on the page of other men’s names.

Cerise slit it with a nail.

Paper whispered. Her mouth moved as she read, then she held the sheet low enough for me to see the print without rising. My name sat in bold under TERMS. Day count: forty two of forty two. Zero days left on the window I had initialed. Release fee at the sixty four times mark, the last doubling on the chain that ran every seventh day, and a line that said after midnight the clause died and money meant nothing. Under that, permanent listing. Keyholder of record: Cerise. My name again, not temporary, not pending.

“Read it out,” she said.

I did. My voice scraped. The numbers tasted like metal in my mouth. This close she was soap and skin and the faint sweet oil she used on the lock, and beneath that the leather of the ledger, old and dry.

“You understand what permanent means,” she said. “Not a trial. Not a stunt. Your name stays where I put it.”

“I understand.”

“Say the fee.”

I said the fee. It was a number that would have made the old me laugh and write a check. The old me was already half dead. Grief sat thick in my throat for him. The sharp executive who bought exits, who never knelt for print on a page.

She set the sheet back on the open book so both stayed in my line of sight. Her hand found the back of my neck and pushed my face to the floor.

“Ass up. Since you still have a night left to pretend you can buy free, you get to feel what keeping costs.”

I got my knees wide. Cool air where I was open. She spat. Wet hit skin. A slick thumb worked the spit in, then something thicker, hard silicone, the head of her strap pressing and pressing until my ring gave and the shaft shoved deep in one mean stroke.

I grunted into the wood. She fucked in short brutal drives that made my locked meat jump useless in its cage. Lube and spit. I tasted floor dust and my own breath.

“Listen to yourself,” she said. “Grunting like a hole. That’s all this ass is for. Say it.”

“My ass is a hole.”

“Whose hole.”

“Yours.”

She slammed deeper. “Louder, Elliot. You refused a clean transfer in front of Marguerite. You kept yourself for me. So take it like the bitch who chose this.”

“Yours,” I gasped. “Your hole. Fuck, Cerise.”

She reached under and thumbed the tip of me through the slot of the device, enough friction to jerk my hips back onto the strap. Heat stacked fast. My balls drew up. The room narrowed to the wet slap of her hips and the ledger edges in the corner of my eye, the envelope pale on the ink.

“You’re going to cum,” she said, mean and flat. “And you’re going to waste it. No riding it out. No pretty finish. When I say, you dump and I stop. Beg for that first.”

“Let me cum,” I said. “Let me dump it. Use my hole and ruin me. I need it.”

“You need what I decide.” She stroked the wet head of me once, twice, in time with the thrusts. “Now. Cum.”

It hit. Pleasure ripped up my spine. I clenched on the strap and shot, thin spurts tapping the floorboards under me, and the second the first pulse left she yanked her hand off, drove in once more, held still. No rub. No mercy. Cum leaked out of me in weak dribbles, the crest cut off mid climb, the rest of the orgasm sliding out useless while I shook and whined.

“Look at that mess,” she said. “Dripping on my floor. You don’t even get to finish clean.”

I looked. Pale strings. Sharp and salty, cut with lube. Shame burned hotter than the leftover throb. I fluttered around the shaft still buried in me.

She pulled out slow, every inch of it. My ring stayed open a second, wet and used. She wiped the strap on my back.

“Again,” she said. “On your back this time. Knees up. I want your face while I ruin it.”

I rolled over. She hooked my knees over her arms and drove back into the sore stretch. Nastier this time. She talked the whole way through, low and crude.

“Tight little whore hole. You came once already and still clamp like you want more. You going to beg with my eyes right on you?”

“Begging,” I said, staring up at her. “Fuck my ass. Ruin me again. Make me leak.”

“Say you’re my toy.”

“I’m your toy. Your locked bitch. Use my asshole.”

She worked a slick palm under me, smeared my own wasted cum over the locked tip, stroked just the slit while she pounded. Hurt and heat stacked wrong and fast. I tasted salt where I had bitten my lip. Her scent thickened with sweat, warm skin and the clean bite of the oil she kept on the lock.

“Don’t you dare hold it,” she said. “You cum when I drag it out of you, and then you get nothing.”

“I’m close. I’m so fucking close, Cerise, don’t stop, don’t, I need”

“Now.”

I broke. Orgasm slammed and she ripped her hand away at the first spurt, left me bucking empty on the strap while the rest spat and dribbled, unfinished, a ruined wet line down the steel onto the floor. I sobbed once. The pleasure guttered. Frustration sat in my gut like a fist.

She pulled free and left me gaping and shaking, the ledger open, the envelope white against the names.

“Stay down.”

I stayed. Spit and cum in the air. She stood over me long enough for my breathing to slow into ugly hitches.

“You don’t get a second try at buying yourself out of this night,” she said. “Steel stays on. You go home. You think about permanent. You think about midnight on day forty two, when the clause dies and I keep you because I want to, not because a fee says so.”

I crawled for my clothes when she told me. Dressed with wet on my thighs. She did not kiss me. She pointed at the door.

“Out.”

The dark took me. Street air. The drive home. Every mile put more road between me and a man I used to be, and the grief for him sat under my ribs, heavy and stupid.

I did not sleep.

At three fourteen in the morning I stood in my own bathroom with the light too bright and hardware store bolt cutters half free of their plastic, the crude exit I had pictured weeks ago in my office chair and sworn I would never reach for. The receipt lay on the sink, black ink on thin paper. The cutters smelled of oil and new rubber grips. My mouth tasted like old coffee and fear.

I got the jaws around the steel.

The pad of the device sat between the blades. One squeeze and the whole forty two day machine came apart. One squeeze and I could walk into any shop, pay some stranger, be free by breakfast. The fee at sixty four times meant nothing if the lock was scrap on my tile.

My hands shook. The grips bit my palms. Cold metal, and under it the warm reek of my own sealed skin, days of sweat with nowhere to go.

I could not close them.

The handles stayed open. My arms went soft. Grief hit so hard my eyes stung, not for pain, for the man who would have cut without blinking, who would have called a lawyer and a locksmith and written this off as a bad weekend. I was what was left of him, barefoot on cold tile, holding tools I would not use.

I set the cutters on the sink. I called her.

She answered on the second ring, voice dry, awake enough.

“Elliot.”

“I have bolt cutters,” I said. “I’m in my bathroom. I bought them. The receipt is on the sink. I put the jaws around the steel and I couldn’t close them.”

Silence. Then, “Describe them.”

“Orange grips. Long handles. Heavy. Plastic still on one arm. The blades are black. I got them around the base of the lock. I was going to cut free. I failed.”

“Say that last part again.”

“I failed. I couldn’t cut it. I called you instead.”

“What time is it.”

“Three something. After three.”

“You woke me at three in the morning to confess a rebellion you couldn’t finish,” she said. Nothing soft in it. “Good. Now you do what I tell you. Find a bag. Put the cutters in it. Whole thing, plastic and all. Do it while I listen.”

I found a grocery bag under the sink. The plastic crinkled. I slid the cutters in. Oil over the bag’s stale ghost of bread.

“Bagged,” I said.

“Carry them downstairs. Barefoot. No shoes. Leave them on the curb. Not your building trash. The curb, where anyone can take them. Stay on the line.”

I walked. Hall carpet, then cold stair concrete, then night air on my feet. Grit stuck to my soles. The bag swung. I set it on the curb under a sodium light and stepped back. A car passed. Wet asphalt, and the oil thinning out into open air.

“They’re on the curb,” I said.

“Walk away. Do not look back. Go upstairs.”

I did. Each step up buried the exit I had just thrown out. When my door shut I was breathing hard.

“I’m back.”

“Hands off yourself,” she said. “No rubbing through the steel. No humping the mattress. You do not get to cum. You do not get to edge. You denied yourself the cut. I deny you the orgasm. Lie down. Sleep if you can. If you can’t, stare at the ceiling and remember who you called at three.”

“Cerise”

“Sleep, Elliot.”

The line stayed open long enough for me to hear her shift, papers or sheets, then she said, “One more thing before you hang up. Your last buy out slot. Day forty two. Eleven at night. My office. You show in person or you miss it. After midnight the fee is a joke and the key is mine alone. I put you on the calendar. Confirm.”

“Day forty two. Eleven at night. Confirmed.”

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“All of it. The lock. The hole. The name on the page. Mine. Say it.”

“Mine,” I started, then fixed it, heat and shame in my mouth. “Yours. I’m yours. The lock is yours. My ass is yours. My name on that page is yours.”

“Good boy. Now hang up and sleep.”

The call died.

I lay in the dark with the steel on and the taste of the night in my throat, curb grit and oil and the ghost of her voice. No cutters. No second pair in a drawer. Every hour from here to eleven was me admitting I stayed, not me waiting out a prison. I buried the old self with the bag on the curb.

I chose the wait.

I chose the door at eleven, the last slot on her calendar, the room where money still meant something for a few hours and then would not. I would walk in locked. I would stand there with zero days left and the sixty four times number hanging over the desk, and I would find out if I signed a check or if I signed myself away. That threshold sat in me like a second pulse. I did not sleep much. I did not need to. What was left was the walk to her door at eleven, and two hands emptied of every tool I had ever used to buy my way free.


Chapter 10: Priced At Zero

Istood in the studio doorway and the choice hit me before Cerise spoke. The appointment card lay face up on the table under the lamp. Day forty two. Eleven at night. One hour of clause left, printed in the same blunt type I had initialed six weeks back. My certified tender sat in my pocket, sixty four times the first fee, thick enough to make the fabric pull. I was locked. The cage had weighed on my balls every step up the stairs. I had come to buy myself free. What waited on the wood stopped me.

Cerise did not rise. She was thirty four, in black, hair pinned, the ring of spare metal quiet at her hip. She watched me freeze on the threshold like a man caught with his hand in a drawer he had no right to open.

“Come in, Elliot. Put the check where I can see it.”

I crossed the floor. My shoes sounded too loud. I set the certified tender on the table beside the card. The numbers looked clean. Serious. Final. I had signed worse deals for less. My mouth stayed dry.

She opened a small case. The real key came out, the one that matched the lock I wore, not the bought dummy I had paid for months ago and never used. She set it on the table between the check and the card. An inch from where my fingers could close if I let them. The metal was small. Ordinary. It carried the whole exit in its teeth.

“Priced at zero,” she said. “Take it now. Walk out released. Keep every dollar. Arrangement closed. Or say nothing until midnight. After that, release is mine alone. Forever. Never for sale. The fee ladder dies with the clock. You know the days. Seven. Fourteen. Twenty one. Twenty eight. Thirty five. Forty two. Doubled each time. Tonight is the last night money can open you.”

My pulse thudded in the cage. Calm sat under the panic like a hand on my chest. I had expected a fight. I had expected her to raise the number again. She had put freedom next to my money and called both of them optional.

“I…”

“Quiet,” she said. “You do not get to argue the offer. You take it, or you do not. Speak only when I tell you. Kneel.”

I went down. The floor was hard under my knees. The key lay inches from my right hand. The check sat to the left. My cock tried to swell inside the cage and found nowhere to go. The ache was thick, familiar, almost kind.

Cerise stood. She walked behind me. Her palm settled on the back of my neck. Weight. Warm. She pushed my face toward the table until the edge of the wood pressed my cheek and the key filled my vision.

“Look at it. That is the only key that opens what you are wearing. One hour. You can grab it any second. I will not stop you. I will only remember that you did.”

I stared. My fingers twitched. I left them on my thighs.

She stripped me from the waist down with the same calm she used on intake forms. My shirt stayed on. The cage hung heavy between my legs, shiny, packed tight. She flicked the lock once with a nail. The sound went through me.

“On the table. Chest down. Ass up. Hands flat. You do not touch the key. You do not touch the check. You do not come until I decide what coming means.”

I climbed up. The wood bit my nipples through the shirt. My locked junk pressed the surface and sent a dull throb into my gut. Cerise opened a drawer. Lube. A harness. The thick strap she used when she meant business, dark, ridged, heavy enough that the air shifted when she buckled it on.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

The line landed and stayed. I believed her.

She slicked the toy. Cold gel, then the blunt head at my asshole. No teasing circle. She pushed. My ring stretched and burned and took it. Inch by inch the weight of her filled me until there was no room left and my breath went short.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Louder. Tell me what is in you.”

“Your cock. Your strap. In my ass. Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fuck me.”

She did. Hard, deep, a steady drive that made the table creak and the key rattle a hair’s width closer to my hand. Every thrust shoved my locked meat against the wood. Friction without relief. Pressure without room. My hole clenched around the thick shaft and tried to keep it, greedy and open at once.

“Listen to yourself,” she said, mean and low. “Sloppy hole. Dripping for a plastic cock while the real key sits right there. You could end this. Grab it. Leave. Go be a free man with a soft prick and a full wallet.”

I did not move my hands.

She reached under and cupped the cage. Her grip closed on the bars and squeezed my balls until I yelped. She stroked what little shaft she could reach through the metal, a cruel, short rub that lit my nerves and gave them nowhere to finish.

“Beg.”

“Please. Please edge me. Please use my hole. I will not take the key. I swear.”

“Name it. What are you now.”

“A locked slut. Your bitch. A hole you fuck when you want.”

“Again.”

“Your good little toy. Keep me. Use my ass. Do not let me buy out.”

She pounded harder. The strap hit that deep place and stayed there, grinding, and my vision spotted. The key glittered. The check waited. Midnight ticked closer on the wall clock above the desk. Fifty minutes. Forty five. I lost the minutes the way I was about to lose the count of everything else.

She edged me with her hand on the cage while she fucked me open. Squeeze. Stroke. Stop. Thrust. Squeeze. My thighs shook. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the table. Sweat slicked my lower back under her palm. The wet sounds of the lube and my stretched asshole filled the room, filthy and plain.

“You will not come free,” she said. “You will come locked. As many times as I take. Then we talk about what release means.”

She changed the angle. The head of the strap dragged over the spot that unstrung my spine. Her other hand worked the cage in short, vicious pulls. Pressure stacked. My balls drew up tight against the ring.

The first orgasm hit like a seizure. No spray, just a locked, grinding climax that milked cum out through the slit in weak spurts while my hole spasmed on the toy. I sobbed into the wood. My hands stayed flat.

“Good. That was one. You do not get out for that.”

She did not stop. She fucked me through it, through the oversensitive burn, until the next one rose on the tail of the first. My cock jerked inside the cage. More cum forced out. My mind tried to number them and slipped.

Past four. Past whatever came next. Each climax locked, incomplete, a body event she owned and I only endured. She kept the strap buried and her fingers cruel on the bars. I drooled. I begged. I said whore and slut and keep me and please stop and please do not stop in the same breath. The count dissolved into a blur of clench and empty and full again. My hole stayed open around her. My balls ached empty and tried to give more anyway.

“Look at the key,” she ordered.

I turned my cheek. The small shape sat there, inches away. Freedom. Zero price. I could have ended every throb with one grab.

I left it.

Twenty minutes. Ten. She slowed the thrusts to a deep rock and kept me on the raw edge of another locked peak without letting it crest. My voice went rough.

“Cerise. Please.”

“What do you want.”

“To stay. To tear the money. To not take that key.”

“Then wait for the clock.”

The last minutes were a long, mean hold. She left the strap in me to the hilt and rested her weight on my back, one hand pinching the base of the cage so I could not even twitch toward relief. The key stayed in my sight line. The check sat untouched. Peace spread under the pain, wide and quiet. The old version of me, the one who priced exits, had nothing left to bid with.

The wall clock hit twelve. A soft click. Day forty two ended. The clause died in the open air between us.

Cerise pulled out of my ass with a wet slide that made me moan. She unbuckled the harness and set it aside. She did not touch the real key. She looked at me, still chest down on the table, hole fluttering, cage messy with the cum I had spilled under lock.

“The hour is gone,” she said. “Money no longer buys you. Speak.”

I pushed up on shaking arms. I took the certified tender in both hands. The paper was thick. Official. I tore it down the middle. Then again. Pieces fell on the table around the key I would not touch.

“Keep me,” I said. “Please keep me. No end date. Release when you want. Never for a fee. I am asking. I am begging. Lock me for as long as you like. I do not want out.”

Cerise watched the scraps settle. Something like approval moved through her face, small and sharp.

She did not reach for the key yet. “One thing before I take you at your word. Escrow still works. Tonight, next year, any hour you pick. Permanent does not close that door. It only means money will never open it again. The word does, same as night one. Say it and you walk, no fee, no argument. Knowing that, do you still want this.”

“I still want it,” I said. “I keep the word. I never use it. Keep me.”

“Then I will.”

“On the floor. On your back. Eyes on me.”

I slid off the table and lay on the studio floor. Cool boards under my shoulders. Legs open. She knelt between them with the real key at last. The lock turned. Metal opened. My cock, soft from the forced climaxes and sticky, fell free for the first time in forty two days. Blood rushed. Skin felt too much. The weight of free flesh made me gasp.

She wrapped her hand around me. Dry at first, then slick with what was there. Slow strokes. Firm. No mercy in the pace.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her eyes held mine. No softness. Full claim.

“Ask.”

“Please let me come. Please make me come with your hand. I have been locked forty two days. Please.”

“Ask like a whore.”

“Please milk my cock. Use me. I am your locked bitch even when I am open. Please, Cerise. Let me finish for you.”

“You will thank me when it is done.”

“I will. I will thank you.”

She stroked faster. Thumb over the head. Grip tight on the shaft. My hips jerked. After the locked orgasms this one built different, bigger, from the root, a real release with nowhere to hide. I kept my eyes on hers even when they wanted to roll. Spit shone on my lip. My hole lay open and used against the floor.

“Now,” she said.

I came hard. Thick ropes over my stomach and her fist. My back arched. A sound tore out of me that was half sob. She worked me through it, every pulse, until I was spent and twitching and still looking at her because she had not said I could look away.

“Thank you,” I got out. “Thank you for letting me come. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you.”

“Again.”

“Thank you, Cerise. Thank you for my first release in forty two days. Thank you for not selling it. Thank you for owning the next one.”

She wiped her hand on my shirt. Before the shaking in my thighs had even started to settle, she guided my soft cock back into the cage. Bars closed. Lock clicked. The weight returned, final and known. I was locked again with cum cooling on my skin and my hole still loose from her strap. The peace that followed was complete. No exit left that I held. Only her.

She stood. She picked up the bought key, the one that opened nothing, the one I had paid for and kept like a joke that had stopped being funny. She carried it to the glass display case on the far wall. Other retired keys hung there on small hooks, each with a date under it. She mounted mine among them. Engraved plate beneath, fresh: my name, the date, the end of the buy out window. A trophy of a door that no longer existed.

The working key went onto the ring at her hip. It clinked once against the others she carried. Mine lived with hers now. Daily. Close to her body.

She opened the leather ledger on the desk. My line sat near the bottom of a page of names and terms. She drew a line through the old end date. In the space beside it she wrote in clear ink: released at her discretion only. No fee. No end date.

I watched from the floor, still locked, still sticky, still hers.

“Get dressed,” she said. “Go home. Sleep. You have work on Monday.”

I dressed. The cage sat under my clothes with its old drag. At the door I paused. She did not kiss me. She did not need to. The key on her ring said enough.

Monday I sat in my glass office above the city and took calls and signed papers and priced other men’s problems the way I always had. Under my collar the black ribbon lay flat against my skin where only I felt it. The cage held me through the long morning. Around noon I opened my calendar. My eyes did not hunt for a release date. There was none to find. I scrolled for her next opening instead, the small block of time she might grant, and the quiet settled in my chest. The executive who had priced everything waited, content, on the one woman who would never quote him a number again. In the studio, behind glass, the bought key hung dead with my date under it. On her ring, the real one moved when she moved. That was the whole market now. That was the close.
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