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Chapter 1: The Printed Card

The china hit the saucer and the sound went through my teeth.

"Seven days."

Dominique said it like she was reading a bus schedule. Her nails were pale pink. Mine dug into the chair arms until the wicker creaked. The tea in my cup had gone cold. I could still taste the bergamot on my tongue, thin and bitter.

Six months I had lived in her house. Six months of stockings and posture drills and the cage she locked on me the second week. I told myself the graduation was a fiction meant to keep me in line. A finish line somewhere past the horizon. Today she put the horizon on a calendar.

"You are ready, Kip."

My throat closed. Ready meant the training stuck. Ready meant she would stop calling it practice. I had signed the papers when my restaurant went under and the loan sharks started leaving messages on my mother's voicemail. Dominique paid the debt. The contract said I belonged to her finishing school until she released me. I read release. She read placement.

She lifted her cup again. No steam. "Graduation night is one week from tonight. You will be presented. You will be compliant. You will do exactly as I say."

The words sank cold into my stomach. I opened my mouth to argue and nothing came out. My cock strained against the cage under my slacks. Shame burned my face before I could stop it. I had not even stood up yet and my body was already traitor.

"You look pale." She set the cup down. "Good. Fear keeps you honest."

I hated how her voice made the cage tighter. "What happens on graduation night?"

"A suitor. Vetted. Approved. He takes what I have prepared." She wiped a crumb from the corner of her mouth with one finger. "You take him. That is the clause."

Suitors were rumors until this second. Men who paid her fee for a finished sissy. My hands shook. I gripped the chair harder.

"Finish your tea."

I lifted the cup. The liquid sat room temperature and slick on my lips. I swallowed because she was watching and because the contract left me no exit that did not ruin my mother.

When the cup was empty she stood. Her heels clicked on the tile. "Come. You have seen the training rooms. You have not seen where you graduate."

I followed her down the hall. My slacks rubbed the cage with every step. Cool air from the vents raised goosebumps on my arms under the thin blouse she made me wear at breakfast. Sound followed us. Her heels. My softer steps. The house held its breath around us.

She unlocked a door I had walked past a hundred times. Guest suite. I had dusted the hall table outside it and never been inside.

Candles sat unlit in brass holders on the dresser. White lace lay folded on the bed like a bride had stepped out for air. The sheets were high thread count. They would wrinkle under knees and hips. The thought hit me low and hot and I bit the inside of my cheek.

"This is where you consummate," Dominique said. She pointed to a chair in the corner. Dark wood. Straight back. A small table beside it with a fresh notepad and a pen. "I sit here. I witness. I record milestones."

Witness. Record. My skin prickled cold while my caged cock leaked into the tube.

"The bed is where the white goes on you. Where he puts his cock in you for the first time. Where he cums inside you while I count the night complete." She said cum the way other people said invoice. "That is the binding. You understand binding?"

I nodded. My mouth was dry.

"Say it."

"He… cums inside me. While you watch."

"While I witness. Precision matters." She picked up the lace. It draped soft over her fingers. "You wear this. You do not tear it. You do not hide. Six days from now you practice walking in it. Five days from now you practice opening for inspection. Every day tightens until there is no day left."

Six days. The number sat in my ribs.

She opened the nightstand drawer. Lube. Gloves. A slim vibrator in matte black. A plug with a flared base. She did not hide them. She wanted me to see the inventory.

"You are not untouched. You have taken my fingers. My toys. You have not taken a man." She closed the drawer. The click cracked loud in the quiet room. "Graduation fixes that."

My ass clenched on nothing. Memory flashed: her strap-on pressing slow while I counted breaths on the training bed. That was rehearsal. This room was the stage.

She pulled a card from her pocket. Cream stock. Black type.

She held it out. "Take it."

I took it. The paper was stiff. The date matched what she had said. Time. Address line for the house. A line I had not seen before: Consummation clause active upon completion of ceremony.

My thumb smudged the ink. The appointment was real. It would happen to me whether I ran or stayed. Running meant my mother answered the phone to men worse than Dominique.

"Carry it until the night. Read it when you forget. You will forget. Cowards always forget."

I slid the card into my breast pocket. It pressed over my heart. The cage dripped again. Disgust and want twisted together until I could not tell which was which.

"You will do exactly as I say," she said again. "Starting now. Strip."

The command was quiet. Absolute.

My fingers fumbled the blouse buttons. Cool air hit my chest. My nipples hardened under her gaze. I dropped the blouse on the chair. Unbuckled the slacks. Stepped out. The cage bobbed in front of me, pink plastic, obscene in daylight.

"Turn. Hands on the bed."

I turned. The lace was under my palms. It smelled faintly of starch and her perfume. Her footsteps came close. Heat from her body at my back.

"Spread your legs."

I spread them. The carpet scraped my bare feet.

Her hand cupped my ass. One squeeze. Clinical. "Still tight. Good. He will open you anyway."

He. The suitor. A stranger's cock in my ass while she sat in the corner chair and wrote notes.

"Do not move."

The drawer slid open. The vibrator buzzed on. Low setting. A hum like a trapped fly. She pressed it to my cage from behind.

I jerked. A whine escaped my throat before I could swallow it.

"Quiet." She held the wand there. Vibration traveled through plastic into my shaft. Nowhere to swell. Nowhere to hide. My balls drew up. Pre-cum leaked out the front hole and ran down the cage in a warm stripe.

"You come like this now. Ruined. Messy. Grateful." She tapped the cage with the wand. "Beg me to let you."

The words stuck. I was twenty-seven. I had run a kitchen staff of twelve. I stood bent over a bridal bed in my landlady's guest suite with a vibrator on my locked cock.

"Kip."

"I… please. Let me come."

"Let you come like the sissy you are. Say it."

"Please let me come like a sissy." My voice cracked. Humiliation spiked through me and my hips pushed back against the wand without permission.

"Better."

She turned the wand up. The buzz climbed. My thighs trembled. The lace under my hands bunched. I pictured the corner chair. Her pen moving while a man fucked me. The card in my pocket with the date.

Too fast. Too much. I shook my head. "I'm…"

"You are what?"

"Close. I'm close. Please."

"Count for me."

"One. Two. Three…"

She pulled the wand away. I sobbed. Actual tears. My cock throbbed in the cage and nothing finished.

"Edges are lessons." She set the wand on the bed. "You do not come until I say you have earned it. Today you earn two. First one on the wand. Second one with the plug while you thank me for the deadline."

She lubed the plug. The slick sound of it. Cold gel on my asshole.

"Breathe out."

The plug pushed in. One steady inch. My ring burned and gave. The base settled between my cheeks. Full. Owned.

"Good hole." She picked up the wand again. Pressed it to my cage. Turned it on high.

I screamed into the lace. Vibration and stretch together. My prostate jumped. The plug shifted when I clenched and the burn turned sweet.

"Say what you are."

"A… a sissy. Your sissy."

"Whose deadline?"

"Yours. Seven days."

"Six after tonight." She ground the wand in a small circle. "Who owns your ass until graduation?"

"You do."

"Who gives it away?"

The question cut. My hips stuttered. "You do."

"Again."

"You give it away."

"On the night on the card." She slapped my ass once. Sharp. "You will open for him. You will take his cum. You will thank me after."

The wand buzzed. The plug filled me. Pressure built behind the cage with nowhere to go. My vision narrowed. I counted without her asking. Four. Five. Six.

"Come."

My whole body seized. Cum shot out the cage in thin spurts onto the white lace. I moaned her name and hated myself for it. The orgasm was ruined and brutal and it kept pulsing while she held the wand there.

"One." Her voice was flat. "Hold still."

I shook. Breath tore in and out. Cum cooled on the lace under my fingers.

She did not turn it off. The oversensitive cage screamed. I tried to pull away. Her hand on my hip pinned me.

"Second one. Thank me for the date."

"I… thank you for the date. Thank you for, oh god…"

"For what?"

"For… for setting the night. For the card. For, please it's too much…"

"You will take too much every day until there is no day left." She worked the plug in and out one inch. Squelch. Burn. My ass gaped and closed around the silicone.

The wand stayed on my cage. Two sources. I could not think. The suitor's face was blank in my head and that made it worse. Anyone. Her choice.

"Thank me for the suitor."

"Thank you for the suitor." I sobbed the words. "Thank you for picking him. Thank you for, I'm gonna…"

"Come again. Say you are a graduation slut."

"I'm a graduation slut. I'm, fuck…"

Cum dribbled out the cage. Less this time. My legs gave. She caught me under the arms and kept me bent over the bed.

"Two." She turned the wand off. "Mess on the lace. You will wash it by hand tonight. That is your homework."

I hung there panting. Sweat ran down my spine. The plug still sat in my ass. My cock ached in its prison.

She pulled the card from my pocket. I had forgotten it was there. She read the date aloud. Then she put it back.

"Six days remain. Tomorrow you wear the cage to breakfast and tell me out loud what the card says. Every morning until the night, you report the countdown." She withdrew the plug slow. My asshole throbbed open. Cool air hit the rim.

"Yes, Dominique."

"Dress. We have callers this afternoon. A man who wants to meet my ready graduate before he bids."

Bids. Another word I had pretended not to hear. My stomach dropped.

I pulled my clothes on with shaking hands. The card crackled in my pocket. The taste of cold tea was still on my tongue. Down the hall, a doorbell rang.

Dominique smoothed her skirt. "Walk beside me. Smile. You will do exactly as I say."

I walked. The cage was slick against my thigh. Six days. A suitor at the door. The printed date beat against my chest with every step.

I followed her toward the voices. The countdown had started. I could not unread the card. I could not unknow the lace with my cum drying on it. The finish line was a starting gun and I was already running whether I chose to or not.


Chapter 2: Laced Into Everything

Tissue paper tore under my fingers before I heard her heels on the hall tile. The dry whisper of white openwork lifted out of the cardboard and shook open over the coverlet; starch and faint perfume hit the back of my throat, sweet and sharp like someone else's mouth had already been in the room.

I should have stepped back. I stayed. My thumb traced a scalloped edge where the thread went sheer. The suite door stood open behind me. Dominique had walked me through yesterday after tea, pointed at the corner chair, the bed, the date on the little print I still had in my pocket. Six months of drills in her house and the appointment had a number on it. My pulse jumped anyway, traitor heat pooling under the lock between my legs before I could think it down.

Footsteps stopped in the doorway.

"Hands off my trousseau, Kip."

I jerked my hand away like the fabric had burned me. She came in carrying two more boxes, ivory ribbon on the lids, her arms steady. She set them on the mattress beside the one I had already opened and looked at my fingerprints on the tissue.

"You wanted to see it."

Not a question. I opened my mouth to deny it and nothing came out that would stick.

She slit the ribbon on the second box with a small silver knife. Stockings rolled in tissue, white satin bunched for a corset, a nightgown folded bridal-cut with a train that would drag if I ever walked in it. She laid each piece out in order, left to right, like she was setting plates for a meal I had not agreed to eat.

"Strip."

I hesitated one breath. The lease I had signed when I could not pay rent six months back lived in my ribs still; her finishing school was the trade. Walk out and the debt ate me. Stay and this bed waited.

I pulled my shirt over my head. The training collar stayed on, metal tag cool against my sternum. I stepped out of my jeans and the cotton briefs underneath. My cock strained in its steel sleeve, useless and loud against my skin.

Dominique held up the stockings. "Sit on the edge. Foot up."

I sat where the white coverlet wrinkled under my bare ass. She rolled the first stocking up my calf, slow, fingers pressing the seam straight. Nylon dragged cool then warm. She clipped the garter at my thigh with a little metal bite that made me suck in air.

"Other foot."

She worked the second the same way, patient, exact. When both garters snapped, my legs looked like they belonged to a display I had only seen through glass. I hated how my dick throbbed harder for it.

She lifted the corset. "Stand."

White satin cupped my ribs when she wrapped it around me. Busks met at my front. She pulled the laces from the bottom eyelets with a sound like rope through a pulley.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She tugged. Air left me in a thin rush. Another tug. My waist narrowed under her hands and my nipples peaked against the boning through the thin liner she had me hold flat. She worked upward, eyelet by eyelet, cinched me until I could only take shallow breaths and my reflection in the mirror over the dresser turned into a corseted torso I did not own.

"Breathe through your nose. Good."

She knotted the laces at my back and tucked the tails in. My stomach fluttered against the constraint. Shame sat hot in my face and my locked cock leaked anyway, a wet spot spreading inside the sleeve where nobody could see yet.

From the third box she took a lace-trimmed bralette in bridal white.

She fitted the bralette over my chest, adjusted straps, hooked the back. My small nipples showed through the sheer cups. She turned me toward the mirror.

"Say what you are looking at."

"A… trainee."

"Wrong." She pinched my nipple through the mesh and twisted until I hissed. "Look again."

"A sissy in white."

"Better. You will wear white for the rest of the week. No grey. No black from your old drawer. White only, fitted to you, fitted to graduation night."

She opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and dropped my jeans, my shirts, my socks into a laundry bag. She tied the bag shut.

"That wardrobe is done. What is on this bed is yours now."

My throat tightened. I could still run. The door was right there. My feet did not move.

"Open your mouth."

She held a satin ribbon between her fingers, the kind that had bound the boxes. She painted my lips with it, pressure on my bottom lip, then slid two fingers past my teeth. I tasted starch and her skin, salt under the perfume.

"When I give an instruction during the seven nights, you answer with one word. Only one. Say it."

I mumbled around her fingers.

"Clear."

"Everything."

"Again."

"Everything."

She drew her fingers free with a wet sound. "While I lace you into the rest, you will repeat it each time I pull. Understand?"

I nodded.

She took up the corset laces again for a final cinch. Pull.

"Everything."

Pull. Ribs compressed. Spit on my lip.

"Everything."

She guided the nightgown over my head. Satin slid cool down my arms, pooled at my feet until she lifted the train onto the bed. The hem brushed my garters. I looked like a bride in a shop window. The word in my head was wrong and my ass clenched around nothing anyway.

"Kneel on the mattress. Face the chair."

The corner chair waited where he would sit on the last night. Empty now. Wood polished. A small table beside it with a clean cloth.

She went to the dresser and came back with a black silicone plug thick at the base and a wand with a round head, cord trailing to the wall socket. My stomach dropped.

"First test of the week. You yield or you leave the program and the debt stands."

"I stay."

"Then yield."

She had me on hands and knees, nightgown rucked to my waist, stockings still clipped. She lubed the plug with something that smelled clinical and pushed it against my asshole without preamble. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought then gave and the plug seated with an obscene pop that echoed off the suite walls.

"Breathe."

I panted into the satin under my palms. The fullness sat heavy inside me, a claim in my guts.

She clicked the wand on. Low buzz. She pressed it to the steel over my cock.

My whole body jerked. Pleasure rammed up my spine too fast, shame right on its heels. I bit the gown.

"Don't hide your face. Arch your back. Show me the plug."

I arched. The plug shifted and pressed my prostate. The wand hummed on my trapped dick. Pre cum leaked in a steady drip, loud in the quiet, pattering on the sheet.

"You come when I say. You beg in the word I taught you. Start begging."

"Please… let me…"

"Wrong word."

"Everything. Please, everything."

She turned the wand up. The buzz deepened. My thighs shook. She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back, slick sounds, squelch, my ass greedy and loud.

"Count your drips. Tell me how wet your little clitty is."

"Five… six drips… it's dripping, I'm dripping…"

"What are you?"

"A white sissy slut on your bed."

"Louder."

"A white sissy slut!"

She spanked my ass once, hard, sting blooming. The wand mashed against the cage. Edge hit me like a wall. I whimpered.

"Not yet."

She pulled the wand away. Cool air on wet metal. My balls ached. I chased the buzz and she tsked.

"Hands stay on the sheet. Ask for everything."

"Everything. I need everything. Please, Dominique."

"Good pet."

She pressed the wand back and worked the plug in slow strokes, fucking my ass with it while the vibration hammered my cock through steel. My mouth hung open. Drool strung to the satin.

"First one. Now. Thank me for it."

The orgasm ripped out of me ruined, cock jumping in the cage, cum pumping in thin spurts across the sheet under me. I sobbed once.

"Thank you, Dominique. Thank you."

"That's one. You have two more before you leave this room."

I wanted to say no. My ass pushed back on the plug on its own.

She twisted the plug. Burn sweet. Wand high again. Nipple clamps next, cold metal biting my peaks through the bralette, chain dragging heavy between them. She tugged the chain each time she thrust the plug.

"Squirt for me if you can. I want the mess."

"I'm… I'm already empty…"

"You will try. Say the word."

"Everything everything everything."

My voice broke on the last one. The second crest built slower, meaner, oversensitive. The wand did not move. Constant pressure on my swollen, caged head. Clamps pinched when I panted. I counted backwards from ten in my head, a trick from the old office job I had before debt swallowed that life. Did not help.

"Come. Two."

Cum oozed this time, thinner, my hole spasming on the plug. I choked on a moan. She smeared the sheet under my face with two fingers and held them to my lips.

"Taste."

I sucked her fingers. Salt, musk, my own shame on my tongue.

"Thank her."

"Thank you for using me."

She unclipped one clamp. Blood rush made me cry out. She replaced the wand with a smaller bullet vibe she pressed to my perineum, right under the cage, while she worked the plug faster, sloppy wet noise filling the room.

"Third. You do not get to stop. Hold it open."

I spread my knees wider. My ass gaped around the silicone when she pulled it out and pushed three fingers in, stretch burning, knuckles pressing.

"Say what your hole is for."

"For… for the graduation night. For whoever you chose."

"For your keeper's cock. Say it."

"For my keeper's cock. Please."

"Everything?"

"Everything!"

Fingers curled. Bullet buzzed. She slapped my ass cheek twice, red heat. Third orgasm tore through dry, painful, good, my whole body seizing, hole clamping on her fingers, nothing left to shoot but I shook like I was still gushing.

She drew her hand free. Cold air hit my gaping ass. I heard her wipe her fingers on cloth.

"Turn over. On your back. Nightgown down."

I rolled, limp, gown sticking to my sweat. She spread my legs and looked at the cage, cum crusted at the vents, my balls drawn tight.

"Five nights left after tonight. Say the number."

"Five nights."

"And the word?"

"Everything."

She cleaned the cage with a warm cloth, methodical, like she was polishing silver. The touch made me twitch. She did not let me soft. She slid the plug back in, smaller click, and set the bullet vibe in the cleft of my ass against the base of the plug, taped in place with medical tape.

"You will wear this through dinner. Every step reminds you. If you touch it, I add a night. If you remove it, debt collects in full."

"I won't touch."

She lifted my chin. "You will eat in the gown. Stockings stay. Corset stays. You will practice the word when I prompt you at table."

She led me to the small dining nook off the suite, plug shifting with each step, bullet humming low. Servants did not appear; she served broth herself. Each sip I tasted metal and perfume still on my lips.

Mid bowl she said, "Posture."

I straightened. Clamp marks throbbed on my chest.

"Word."

"Everything."

"When the suitor is vetted and seated in that chair, you will offer the same answer to whatever he asks before he fucks you."

My spoon clattered. Broth splashed.

"You knew a man waited at the end of this."

"I thought… training…"

"Training was courtship. White is bridal. He is chosen. I chaperone. You consummate." She said it flat, like weather. "Eat."

I ate. The bullet buzzed when I shifted. My ass swallowed the plug again and again.

After she walked me back to the bed, boxes collapsed, tissue in heaps. She held up the nightgown hem where my cum had stained it.

"This is marked now. It fits only you. We alter nothing."

She hung it in the wardrobe with the corset and spare stockings. Locked the laundry bag with my old life in the hall closet.

"Kneel."

I knelt on the white coverlet, thighs spread, gown pooling, plug and taped vibe still working me low and constant.

She opened the fourth box I had not touched. Inside, a monogram embroidered on a handkerchief, white on white. Two letters I did not recognize. Not K. Not P. Not mine.

She watched my face.

"That is his mark. You will carry it on the last night."

My tongue stuck. Defiance flickered, stupid, late. I had already said the word three times with her fingers in my mouth.

"When do I meet him?"

"Before the seventh night. Not tonight." She tucked the handkerchief back. "Tonight you sleep here, in white, plugged, where I can hear you if you pull the tape."

She dimmed the candles she had lit while I knelt. Flame guttered. Five nights sat between me and the chair with a man in it. My cock ached in its cage. The bullet hummed. I tasted broth and cum and her perfume and could not name which owned me most.

Dominique settled in the suite's outer chair, door cracked, silhouette still.

"Sleep, Kip. Tomorrow we fit the garter belt for the formal portrait. You will smile."

I lay on the marked sheets in bridal satin, ass full, clitty leaking again with each buzz, and whispered into the pillow so only the room heard.

"Everything."

Outside, somewhere in the house, another door clicked. Another box, maybe another ribbon. Her schedule had more than one of us on it. I pressed my face to the stain I had made and breathed in starch and sex and waited for morning.


Chapter 3: Chalk and Ledger

The tape snapped cold around my waist and bit into the satin I had slept in. A woman's hands, not Dominique's, pulled it tight and read a number to the room.

"Twenty-six and a half. Write that."

Ink scratched in a little book I could not see. My stomach went hollow. Six months I had kept this behind her doors, my shame my own. Now a stranger wrote my waist in ink that could outlive me.

Dominique stood by the bed with a cup of coffee, watching like I was furniture she had ordered.

"Kip, this is Lena. She finishes the corset. You hold still."

Lena's fingers hooked the satin down my hips. The bridal nightgown from last night pooled at my ankles. Cool air hit my thighs, then the hard bite of the chastity device between them. Lena did not blink.

"Device adds bulk at the groin. Note it for the skirt fall."

She wrote again. My face burned. I was twenty-seven and standing naked from the waist down in front of a woman I had never met while my landlady drank coffee.

"Step up on the stool."

The fitting stool was low and wide, polished wood, a saddle cut in the middle so my balls and locked clitty hung exposed beneath the seat. Lena tapped my knee until I climbed on. The wood pressed my inner thighs apart. My hole sat open to the draft from the window.

"Four nights," Dominique said to Lena, calm as weather. "I need him laced and approved before then."

"Then we do not waste morning." Lena circled me with chalk in her fist. "Arms out."

She marked my ribs, my nipples, the dip above my hip bones. Blue lines crossed my skin like a butcher's map. Each time she measured, she called numbers and Dominique's woman wrote them down. They talked about me as if I were a gown on a form.

"He slouches when nervous. Add half an inch to the back panel for posture correction."

"Good catch. He will be on his knees enough."

Lena's mouth twitched. Not kindness. Professional approval.

She lifted the corset from the box, ivory satin with steel bones, the one Dominique had laced on me last night for practice. It weighed more in Lena's hands, dense, serious. She worked it over my head and pulled. My arms stuck up like a puppet's. The satin dragged over my nipples and caught. She yanked until it seated.

"Breathe out."

I exhaled. She pulled the laces. Air left in a rush. The bones found my chalk marks and pressed. My ribs creaked. The waist shrank under her hands.

"In at twenty-four for display. Out at twenty-eight for the ceremony. We split the difference at twenty-six."

"Do it."

Another pull. My locked cock strained against metal and satin. Lena's knuckle brushed the cage through the fabric and kept going, like she was smoothing a seam.

"He leaks when you cinch. See the spot."

Humiliation punched up my throat. A dark dime of wet had bloomed on the satin over my clitty. Lena chalked an X beside it in the ledger without looking at my face.

"Standard for this type. Pad the lining."

Type. This type. I bit the inside of my cheek until copper flooded my tongue. I had signed papers to clear debt. I had said yes to training because the alternative was ruin. None of that had prepared me for being a type in a book.

Dominique set her coffee down and came close. Her perfume cut through the chalk dust.

"Open your mouth, Kip."

I opened. She slid two fingers in, wet with something slick, and pressed them to my tongue.

"Suck. You will need to stay wet for fittings. No drying out on me."

I sucked her fingers. Shame and hunger twisted together until my clitty throbbed in its cage. She pulled out and wiped my spit on my nipple, pinching until I hissed.

"Lena, check spread. The buyer wants photos of posture."

Buyer. The word landed. Lena nodded and went to a case on the chair. She came back with a chrome speculum and a black plug thicker than my thumb.

"Legs wider on the stool."

"I can stand," I said. My voice cracked.

Dominique's hand fisted my hair. "You do not get to decide that anymore."

She shoved my head down until my forehead met my knees, corset biting, lungs half gone. Lena spread my ass cheeks with clinical hands. Cold metal touched my hole.

"Relax or I tear you."

I tried. The speculum opened me inch by inch. Air kissed inside where nothing should. Lena clicked it wide and made a note.

"Tone good. Takes hardware. Last trainee needed three sizes up."

"Kip trained six months on plugs. He will take what he is given."

Lena lubed the plug and pushed. My hole swallowed it with a wet sound I hated. The stretch burned, then settled into a heavy fullness that made me drip again.

"Good seal. Next."

She did not remove the plug. She swapped the speculum for a camera. The shutter clicked. Once. Twice. Angles I did not want to imagine.

"Those go in the file with the measurements," Dominique said.

File. Ledger. Photos. My private body belonged to paperwork now.

Lena stepped back and wiped her hands. "Corset needs one more inch at the waist. Hold him."

Dominique's knee drove between my shoulder blades. Lena grabbed the laces and hauled. Black spots crowded my vision. The bones groaned. My nipples went numb, then sharp.

"Say thank you to Lena for working fast."

The words stuck. Dominique twisted my hair.

"Thank you, Lena."

"Good pet." Lena capped her chalk and closed the ledger. "He is approved for fitting. I deliver the final garment in two days. Do not let him swell."

She left without another glance at my face. The door shut. Silence except for my breathing and the plug shifting when I trembled.

Dominique unlocked a drawer in the bedside table and took out the wand and a harness with a rubber cock, matte black, thick enough to split me if she meant it.

"Stay bent. Fitting is not over until I say."

She pressed the wand to my cage through the corset gap. The buzz hit my clitty like a fist. I jerked and almost fell off the stool.

"Count out loud. Every time you spill without permission, I add a photo to the file Lena started."

"One."

The vibration climbed. My balls pulled tight and high. Cum gathered with nowhere to go, pressure behind the cage.

"Please."

"You beg Lena next time. Beg me now. Tell me what you are."

"A… a sissy."

"Louder."

"A sissy slut in a corset on a fitting stool."

"And what is that plug doing?"

"Stretching my asshole for whoever you sell me to."

My own voice made me sick. I leaked steady now, slick running down the cage.

Dominique turned it up. "Come."

I came. Painful, trapped, hips jerking against wood. Cum oozed through the bars in thin stripes, dripping to the floor. She did not stop the wand.

"That's two. You do not get to stop when your clitty twitches."

"Two. Two, please, Dominique."

"Who owns the mess?"

"You do."

She killed the wand and shoved the harness between my thighs from behind. The rubber head nudged the plug.

"Take it out on my count. Hold the new one."

I reached back, fingers clumsy on the base. She slapped my hand away.

"With your hole. Push."

I bore down. The plug slid free with a squelch that echoed off the walls. Empty for a breath. Then the rubber cock pushed in, thicker, unyielding. I screamed into my knees.

"Good hole. Stay open."

She fucked me on the stool, harness slapping my ass, corset holding me rigid. Each thrust drove air out of me. The chalk lines on my ribs smeared with sweat. I counted because she made me.

"Three."

The third tore through me dry, prostate hammered, clitty dribbling. She pulled out and flipped me onto my back on the bed, white sheets from last night still wrinkled under me. She straddled my chest, the rubber cock slick with my ass, and pressed it to my lips.

"Clean it. Every inch."

I opened my mouth. Taste of latex and my own filth. She fed it deep until I gagged, drool running into my hair.

"Say you want the buyer's cock raw in your ass."

I gagged around the cock and nodded.

"Words."

"I want… I want his cock raw in my ass."

"Without the cage."

She meant the real thing. First time. Four nights. My throat closed around rubber.

Dominique pulled out and replaced the cock with the wand on my clitty again, low buzz, cruel tease. She worked a smaller vibe into my ass into the stretch she had already ruined me with, two toys filling me while she watched my face.

"Four. Say four when you spill."

The vibe pulsed. My hole clenched and could not stop. "Four."

Cum leaked again, helpless. She turned it higher.

"Five. You owe five for the ledger."

"No more."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

She rammed the rubber cock back into my ass and fucked me on the sheets while the wand buzzed. Five hit like a blackout, body convulsing, vision gone white behind my eyelids. She kept going until I sobbed into the pillow.

When she finally stilled, the room smelled of sweat, latex, and spilled cum. The corset dug trenches into my skin. The plug and vibe stayed in, buzzing low now, a punishment hum I would carry downstairs.

Dominique wiped the rubber cock on my thigh and tucked the harness away. She picked up Lena's ledger from the chair and added a line in her own hand. I could not read it upside down.

"Four nights left. Tomorrow the stockings and garter protocol. Then the veil fitting."

She held the ledger open toward the door, like someone might walk through it.

"Your measurements go to the groom's tailor tonight. He likes his brides documented before he touches them."

She snapped the book shut. The sound followed me into the next breath, into the next day, into whatever man already had my waist in ink and my hole in a photograph, waiting at the end of the week I could no longer pretend was only mine.


Chapter 4: Not His to Schedule

The mantel clock went tick, tick, tick, and I could not look away from it. Three nights. The brass face caught the weak morning light from the guest suite window. My wrists were loose in the silk ties on the bedposts, not tight enough to bruise, tight enough that I understood who had set the knots.

Dominique had left the door open a finger width when she went out for coffee. Her heels sounded in the hall, then nothing. The clock kept counting. My clitty throbbed against the steel ring she had locked on me after the fitting, cold when she clicked it shut, hot now from my own blood. I had offered to be still. I had offered to skip breakfast. I had offered anything if she would just let me finish once before the day started.

She had smiled and said release was not mine to schedule anymore.

The latch clicked. She came back with a tray, black coffee for her, nothing for me. She set the tray on the dresser and lifted a folded bundle from the chair in the corner, the chaperone chair she had already claimed in her head as the place she would sit and watch.

"Stand."

I stood. The ties fell away. My legs shook from last night's corset marks still pink on my ribs.

She shook out the white lace. Bridal weight. Thin straps, a skirt that would not cover my cage, stockings laid on top like a second skin waiting for my heat. She did not dress me fast. She made me step into the panties first, lace biting my hip bones, then roll the stockings up while her palms pressed warmth into my calves, my thighs, higher until I flinched.

"Arms up."

The bustier came next, lacing from behind, each tug stealing breath the way Lena's chalk numbers had stolen my name yesterday. I was inventory again, only now the ledger was lace.

"Turn."

I turned. The mirror over the dresser showed a man in white who had signed a contract for debt and stayed for the training because walking out meant ruin. Six months of her schedule. My signature on the placement clause I had not read hard enough. I told myself I obeyed because I had to. The mirror showed lace and a locked clitty and eyes that had been watching the clock since dawn.

She hooked a finger under my chin.

"Today you earn nothing by being good. You earn by wanting out loud."

I opened my mouth to bargain.

She put two fingers on my lips.

"No trades. You tried that at six a.m. I want the truth, not a deal."

She walked me to the bed. White sheets already turned down like a wedding night rehearsal. Candles unlit in their holders, waiting for her matchbook. She pushed me onto my back and spread my knees over the edge of the mattress, stockings slick against the cotton.

From the nightstand she took the thick silicone plug she had warmed in a bowl of water while I watched the clock. Steam had risen off the surface. She coated it with lube that smelled sharp and clean, then pressed the tip to my asshole without asking.

I clenched. She waited, patient as the tick on the mantel.

"Breathe and open, or I keep you empty all day."

I breathed. The stretch burned slow, warmth from the toy spreading inside me as she twisted it inch by inch. My hole gripped, then gave, then gripped again. When the base seated flush against me, she tapped it once, a dull thud through my body.

"Good hole."

She picked up the wand from the same bowl and held it against the cage without turning it on.

My hips jerked.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me cum."

"Wrong verb. You don't let yourself anymore. Ask again."

I swallowed. My throat was dry. "Please make me cum."

"Still lying." She clicked the wand on low. Vibration rattled the metal on my clitty, a mean buzz that climbed my spine and stopped short of where I needed it. She moved it in circles, then pulled it away when my breath hitched.

"You want to come on command. You want to come when I say. Say that."

"I want to come when you say."

She pressed the wand harder. My balls pulled up tight. The plug shifted when I squirmed and sent a blunt jolt through my gut.

"And the night. The third night from now. The graduation night. Do you want that night, Kip."

The debt could have been paid another way. I could have run. I did not run because her training had rewired my panic into heat, and because the suitor she vetted was already a shadow in her calendar. I hated that I knew that.

"I want the night," I whispered.

"Louder. Like you mean it, not like you're reciting."

"I want the night."

She turned the wand up. My ass clenched on the plug. Slick sounds when she nudged the base with her thumb, obscene and small in the quiet room. She held me on the edge until my thighs trembled and my clitty leaked a clear string onto the white lace between my legs.

Then she turned the wand off.

I made a noise I did not recognize.

"Round two," I blurted before I could stop. "Please. Round two. I'll hold longer. I'll be quiet. I'll wear whatever. Just don't stop again."

She leaned over me, hair brushing my cheek, her voice almost kind.

"Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

She kissed my forehead like a nurse, like an owner, and that warmth on my skin hurt worse than the denial.

"You will not come until you beg for the night again, and you will tell me what happens on that night in the filthiest words you have."

My mind flashed the guest suite dressed for consummation, the corner chair, the vow word she had drilled into me. Everything. I had said it in practice. Saying it while my ass was stuffed and my clitty throbbed unsatisfied was a different kind of giving.

"I want the wedding night," I said, because bargaining was all I had left and every offer was surrender wearing a mask.

"Details."

"I want to be in the white bed. I want you watching from the chair. I want him to fuck me and cum inside me while you tell me it's binding."

Dominique's eyes sharpened. She reached for her phone on the tray, tapped record, and held it near my mouth.

"Again. For the file."

The words curdled in my mouth. I had sworn I would never say the creampie clause out loud except under her cue. She was taking that oath now and melting it into audio.

"I want his cum in my ass on the wedding night. I want to be filled and kept. I want you to witness it."

"Thank you."

She set the phone down. The red dot died. My stomach dropped. Private lie gone. She could play that clip whenever she wanted, proof I had begged for breeding on the record.

"Now we continue."

She untied the bustier laces halfway, loosening the grip on my ribs, and had me roll onto my stomach over a bolster that lifted my ass. The plug stayed in. She worked it in and out in slow strokes, each withdrawal a squelch, each push a burn that warmed me from the inside. My clitty rubbed the lace with nowhere to go.

She replaced the plug with something thicker, a rippled dildo on a harness she stepped into without hurry. I heard the buckle, felt her hands spread my cheeks, cold lube then the blunt head kissing my hole.

"Take it."

The first thrust speared deep. I grunted into the sheet. She set a pace that was not fast, relentless instead, a long rail that opened me and kept me open. The slap of her hips on my ass was wet, steady, animal. My face mashed into cotton that smelled like starch and my own spit.

"Say what you are."

"A sissy hole."

"Whose."

"Yours until you give me away."

The words scraped out of me. Bargaining again, dressed as truth. She fucked harder on the last syllable and the stretch bloomed into a deep ache I could not close off.

She reached under me with the warmed wand and pressed it to my cage again, high this time, cruel timing with each thrust. My prostate jumped. My whole body tried to curl and could not.

"Don't you dare come."

I bit the sheet. Tears salted my lips. I wanted to hate her. My hips pushed back to meet her anyway, chasing the cock-shaped silicone that was not a man but still split me like one.

Minutes lost shape. The clock ticked through it. Sweat pooled under my breasts in the loosened bustier. Her breath stayed even. She edged me with the wand four times, maybe five, each stop ripping a whine out of my throat. She made me ask for round two again with the dildo still buried in me.

"Please fuck me more. Please let me cum. I'll say it again. I want the night. I want cum inside me."

"You'll get the night when I place you. Today you get used."

She pulled out slow. My asshole gaped, air cold on slick skin where she had been hot. Before I could clench shut, she pushed the warmed plug back in, sealing the mess inside me.

"On your back again."

I rolled. My legs would not stay still. She straddled my chest, harness still on, the silicone cock shiny with lube, and tapped my lips with it.

"Open."

I opened. She fed it into my mouth an inch at a time, tasting my ass and rubber and her control. I gagged when it hit the back of my throat. Drool ran down my cheeks into my hair.

"Suck it like you want his cock on the third night."

I sucked. Slurping, ugly sounds. She held my head and face-fucked me slow, then deeper, until my eyes watered and my clitty leaked untouched.

She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet shaft.

"One finish. You begged for round two. You get one."

She laid the wand on my cage on high and worked the plug in my ass with her other hand, twist and push, while she told me to repeat the recorded sentence.

"I want his cum in my ass on the wedding night."

Again.

"I want his cum in my ass on the wedding night."

The vibration and the stretch braided together. My balls tightened. My ass spasmed around the plug. The crest hit hard, no poetry left, just oh god oh god fuck fuck I'm. Cum shot through the cage in thin stripes across the white lace and my stomach, warm on my cooling skin. I shook through it while she held the wand there and watched my face contort. Aftershocks milked more out of me, pathetic dribbles smearing the metal.

She did not turn the wand off at once. She let the oversensitivity torture me until I sobbed once, then clicked it off.

"Thank me."

"Thank you for letting me cum."

"Thank you for denying me until I told the truth."

I repeated it. My voice cracked.

She wiped me with a warm cloth, patient, almost gentle, temperature shock on my spent clitty that made me flinch. She stripped the ruined lace panties, left the stockings, and redressed me in a fresh white thong so tight the lace bit my softening cock through the cage.

"Three nights," she said, glancing at the clock. "Tomorrow we fit the garter. Tonight you sleep plugged and locked with the recording on the pillow speaker if you touch yourself."

She placed the phone on the pillow where I would hear my own voice if I reached down in the dark.

I stared at the ceiling. The bargain was gone. What was left was hunger she could play like an instrument, and a file that held my mouth open forever.

"Rest," she said. "Tomorrow your knees learn the altar steps."

My ass throbbed around the plug, still warm inside me. The clock ticked. Forward pulled, three nights, no way to pretend I was only obeying orders when my recorded beg already waited on the pillow beside my cheek.


Chapter 5: The Wrong Monogram

My thumb snagged on raised thread inside the nightgown laid open on the bed, and the letters under my fingertip were wrong. Not K. Not P. Two curls I did not own, stitched in pearl thread at the breast.

I flipped the lace back. The corset on the chair had the same mark, smaller, tucked where the ribs would cinch. My mouth went dry. Six months of fittings, posture drills, the chastity key on her chain, and the linen carried someone else's name like it had always been his.

Dominique stood in the doorway with a clipboard. "You're late straightening the trousseau. The Groom likes order."

I held up the monogram. "Whose initials are these?"

She did not look surprised. "Finish the bed. Corners tight. Then come to the desk."

I wanted to throw the gown at her. My hands smoothed the skirt instead, because the debt was on the books and the seventh evening was three days out and my clitty had already stirred against the locked ring from her voice alone. Shame burned my ears. I hated that my body answered before my brain caught up.

The guest suite smelled like beeswax and the starch on the white pile. My own breath came too loud in the lace. When the spread was perfect, I walked to her desk in the adjoining room.

She slid a folder across. Cream paper, black type. Marriage terms. Placement agreement. Keeper selection. Consummation clause.

"Graduation in my school does not mean you walk out finished," she said. "It means you are placed. The white is bridal. The seventh evening is a wedding night. The man I vetted is your keeper. You live under my roof on his schedule. The one-word rule stands. Say everything and you vow."

The old me, the one who signed training papers for debt relief, cracked somewhere behind my ribs. I had thought release. A certificate. Instead I was dowry in lace, courted for half a year so a stranger could claim me.

"Who is he?" My voice came out thin.

"Named when you are ready to hear it." She tapped the line about consummation. "He finishes inside you that first night. Witnessed. That seals it. I chaperone from the corner chair."

Lena stepped in from the hall with a glass of water and a small case. Witness. Of course. Day four of seven and they were already staging the altar in my head.

Dominique opened the case. A slim vibrator, a flared plug, nipple clamps on a chain. "You will repeat the vow aloud with Lena present. Then you will show me you mean it with your hole. If you refuse, the debt reverts and you leave caged and marked unfinished. If you speak the word knowing what it binds, you are bridal property and we proceed."

Lena set the water down and pulled the side chair into the middle of the room. "I count and I listen. Dominique grades."

My clitty throbbed useless in the cage. Part of me screamed to run. The rest dropped to my knees because running meant broke and alone and never touched again, and I was already too far gone to pretend I did not crave the collar.

Dominique held out the plug. "Kiss it. Tell Lena what you are becoming."

I put my lips on the slick silicone. The taste was rubber and my own spit. "A bride. A kept sissy. His hole."

"Louder."

"A kept sissy bride. A hole for my keeper."

Lena clicked her pen. "Recorded."

Dominique lubed the plug and pressed it to my asshole without preamble. I grunted as it spread me. The burn stayed sharp while she seated it fully. Then the vibrator buzzed against the cage from behind, and the sound was a mean little hornet that made my thighs shake.

"Hands on the chair. Say the word."

"Everything." The word left sour on my tongue, binding as cum I had not earned yet.

"Again."

"Everything." I tasted salt when I bit my lip. Grief for the man I was leaked down my cheeks and my cock strained in its prison anyway.

Dominique nodded at Lena. "Witnessed."

She stripped the cage off. My clitty sprang wet and angry. Before I could touch it she caught my wrist and bent me over the chair back. The plug shifted inside me with a wet squelch, too loud in the quiet room.

"Ask for the first of your bridal lessons."

"Please use me. Please fuck your bride. I need to cum like a slut."

She shoved the vibrator against my clitty and cranked it. Pleasure slammed up my spine. I bucked. She pulled it away.

"Count with Lena. Beg between."

Lena leaned close. Her perfume cut through the wax smell. "One when you spill without permission and we start over."

Dominique worked two fingers around the plug, stretching my asshole until it burned sweet. She added a third. The chair creaked under my grip. I begged in broken scraps. "Please. Hole. Need it."

She replaced fingers with a strap-on, thick and curved, and drove in past the plug with one ruthless push. I howled. The slap of her hips filled the room. Lena counted breaths out loud. "Twelve. Thirteen."

The dual stretch wrecked me. Cock and ass owned at once. Dominique fucked me hard enough the plug base battered my rim. Wet sounds turned obscene between my cheeks. Spit dripped from my mouth onto the chair seat.

"Say what the seventh evening is."

"Wedding night." I choked on a moan. "He breeds me. Witnessed."

"Say what you are after."

"Kept. Married off. Hers to schedule."

She rammed deeper. My clitty leaked on the vibrator she pinned back. "Come on my cock, bride. Thank me."

I shattered. Cum shot across the chair rail in thick ropes while my asshole clamped and fluttered on the strap. Lena said, "One."

Dominique did not stop. She pounded through the oversensitive clench until I sobbed. "Too much."

"You vowed everything." She yanked the plug free. The gape burned open. Cool air hit my stretched rim. Then her strap slammed back in bare, faster, meaner.

I came again dry and violent, clitty twitching empty while she used my ass like a sleeve. "Two," Lena said, bored as a clerk.

Dominique pulled out and turned me around. "On your knees. Mouth open."

I tasted silicone when she fed me the strap, slick with lube and the bitter edge of my own ass. I gagged. Drool ran down my chin. She held my head and fucked my throat. The wet choke sounds mixed with the buzz of the vibrator between my legs.

"Beg for round two on the bed. Bridal sheets. Say it filthy."

I pulled off gasping. "Please fuck me on the wedding bed. Please mark the lace. I'm your whore bride. I want round two. I want to cum on the sheets he'll own."

She marched me to the guest suite. Lena followed. The monogram glared from the gown still laid out. Dominique shoved me face down into the white spread. The lace scratched my nipples.

She chained the clamps on. Pain lanced tight when she tugged the chain. The anal beads went in one by one while she made me count each pop past my rim. Seven beads for seven days, she said, and only three left.

"Hold them," she ordered.

She mounted the strap again and fucked me slow so every bead shifted inside. The squelch was louder on the sheets. I tasted my tears and the rubber gag she pushed between my teeth when I got too loud.

Lena sat in the corner chair where Dominique would sit on the seventh evening. "Three when you thank her for ruining you."

Dominique dragged the beads out on the out-strokes. I screamed into the gag. My third orgasm hit messy, cum smearing the monogram thread as my hips jerked. The shame of staining his initials made me cum harder. Lena marked it without looking up.

Dominique flipped me, spread my thighs, and worked the wand on my clitty while she piled into my ass with short brutal strokes. "Beg the keeper's name you do not know."

"Please, keeper. Please breed your bride. Fill me on the wedding night. I'm a gaping hole for you."

She made me say it five times. Each repetition stripped another layer of the man who thought training was skill, not courtship. By the fifth I meant it. My voice broke on the last syllable.

The fourth orgasm tore into me so hard my vision whited. Cum pooled on my stomach. She did not let up. The wand stayed. Her cock stayed. I thrashed. "Stop. Stop."

"We are only just beginning."

She fucked me through the fifth, milking spasm after spasm out of me until I was babbling thank yous around the gag. Lena closed the folder. "Witnessed and graded. Bridal assent on day four. Three days remain."

Dominique pulled out and left the wand buzzing against my oversensitive head while cum leaked from my gaping asshole onto the sheets. The smell was sex and wax and defeat.

She uncuffed the gag. "Sleep in the trousseau room tonight. Gown on the chair. Plug back in by morning. Tomorrow the keeper sends a taste of what you will swallow on the seventh evening."

My throat clicked. "A taste."

"A vial. His preference. You drink it at the desk while I read the schedule aloud." She wiped her strap and looked at me like inventory finally labeled. "You chose the word with witnesses. The old you is married off. The kept one starts now."

Lena left first. Dominique lingered in the doorway, candle in hand though it was still afternoon. "Three days, Kip. Then white lace, corner chair, and a cock that is not mine."

I lay in the stained spread, ass still twitching, clitty raw, the wrong monogram sticky under my hip. Forward pulled like a hook in my gut. I wanted the seventh evening and hated that I wanted it. I whispered into the lace, "Everything," once more for the empty room, and waited for the vial and the name I was not allowed to know yet.


Chapter 6: So Few Graduate

Warm water climbed my ribs before I could brace for it, and the tub smelled like almond oil instead of bleach. Her fingers found the knot at the base of my skull and worked it loose without a word. No clipboard. No countdown barked over my head. Just weight, heat, and her thumbs pressing slow circles into the place where shame had lived since last night.

"You shook all night," she said. Her voice stayed low, almost private. "I heard you through the wall."

I wanted to tell her the monogram still burned behind my eyes. R.H. stitched into bridal lace that would never be mine. Placement. Keeper. Vow. I had said everything anyway.

She poured water over my shoulders. The stream hit heavy, slapped my skin, and ran down the steel band locked around my clitty. My hole clenched on nothing, traitor muscle, already slick from the oils she had drizzled into the bath.

"Don't hunch," she murmured. "I didn't train you to fold up like a man who lost."

The old me would have snapped back. That mouth was gone. What came out was thinner.

"Thank you for the bath."

She hummed. Approval, maybe. It hit harder than a slap.

She lifted my chin with two fingers. "Open."

I opened my mouth. She slid the bit gag aside, the one I had worn through the trousseau fight, and set it on the tile. My jaw ached. Spit threaded to the water and broke apart.

"Rinse," she said.

I cupped water to my face. Soap followed, lavender cutting through the oil. She washed my chest herself, palms flat, unhurried. Nipples peaked under her knuckles. The cage bit when blood tried to swell. Shame crawled up my throat and turned into a pulse between my legs I could not kill.

You asked for this when you said the word again.

I swallowed the thought before it became a plea.

She had me stand. Water sheeted off me. She toweled my back, then my ass, patting dry between my cheeks like I was glass. The tenderness made my stomach twist worse than any strap.

"Sit on the stool."

The stool waited beside the tub, chrome legs, a towel draped over the seat. I sat. She combed through my wet hair in long strokes. Tugs at the roots sent sparks down my spine. Each pull said mine without her lips moving.

"So few graduate," she said into my damp hair. "You think I hand out placement to anyone who whimpers in heels. I don't."

My scalp prickled under the comb.

"Six months of debt you still owe on the ledger," she went on. "Six months of holes trained open, voice trained soft, that ass taught to stay ready. Men pay me to learn posture. You learned how to take."

The ledger. The reason I had not walked out when I still could. Rent swallowed. Credit cards she held. My name on a contract that turned training into dowry the moment I understood the white was bridal.

"I could have sold your slot," she said. "There is a wait list. Rich boys who want a finished sissy without the mess of breaking one in."

Heat rose in my face. Not anger. Worse.

"You're proud," I whispered, and hated how true it sounded.

"I am." She set the comb down and picked up a bottle. Oil again, warmer now. She trickled it along my spine. "Two nights left before your keeper claims you in that bed. You will be watched. You will be filled. You will thank him when he breeds your ass like the clause demands."

Two nights. The number sat in my chest like a gift I did not deserve.

"Thank you for telling me," I said.

She went still. Then her hand cupped the back of my neck, the same hold as when she had first brought me into the guest suite, only softer.

"Good girl."

The praise liquefied my bones. I almost cried from how badly I needed it.

Stop. He is a stranger. R.H. owns the stitch in the corset.

I could not make the protest stick. Gratitude smothered it, thick as the oil sliding between my ass cheeks.

She turned me on the stool to face the mirror. I barely recognized the reflection: lashes dark, lips glossed from last night's punishment kiss, collarbone marked with faint red lines where the corset had bitten. A bride without a name that matched the linen.

"You look placement-ready," she said. "Lena will agree."

My stomach dropped.

"Lena is here?"

"She came at dawn." No drama in it. Fact. "She reviews every graduate before I sign the final schedule. She witnessed your test last month when you took the plug chain for two hours without dropping. She has a stake in my reputation."

The door to the bath suite clicked. Lena walked in like she owned the tile, heels sharp, clipboard slim against her hip. Late twenties, ice-blond bun, mouth that never smiled all the way. She smelled like cigarette paper and cold perfume. Weight entered the room with her, judgment on its heels.

"Kip," she said, like she was reading a label on a jar. "Turn. Spread your knees."

I spread them on the stool. Oil made my thighs shine. The cage between my legs looked obscene under bright vanity bulbs.

Lena clicked her pen. "Still caged. Good. Clitty stays useless until the keeper unlocks policy on his timeline, not hers." She glanced at Dominique. "Any bleeding from the corset lacing?"

"None," Dominique said. "He held posture."

"Open your mouth."

I opened. Lena shone a penlight on my tongue, my teeth, the raw back of my throat from gagging on trainers. She noted something on the board.

"Speech."

"Thank you for reviewing me," I said. The script they had drilled.

"Louder."

"Thank you for reviewing me, Lena."

"Describe what graduation is."

My voice cracked. "Placement. Bridal night. Consummation in the suite. The keeper breeds me. The vow is everything."

Lena's pen scratched. "And how many nights remain?"

"Two."

"Say it like you mean it."

"Two nights until my keeper claims me." The words tasted like honey I had stolen.

Lena stepped closer. She hooked a finger under the cage and lifted. Pain lanced my trapped cock. I hissed.

"Wet behind the ring," she said. "Filthy little leak. You get hard from saying it out loud."

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I'm wet from saying it."

Dominique's hand returned to my neck. Gentle. Ownership.

Lena released the cage. "Bend over the stool. Cheeks apart. I inspect the hole we sell."

I bent. Ass up, face burning toward the mirror. I watched myself get opened. Lena's gloved fingers spread me. Cool air met my rim. Then her thumb pressed in to the first knuckle, dry except for bathwater.

I grunted.

"Loose," she said. "Training took. How many plugs this week?"

"Every day," Dominique answered. "Large silicone at morning. Weighted glass at night. He slept with the weighted one Wednesday."

Wednesday. The day the monogram stopped being rumor and became cloth under my hands. I had still taken the glass plug, whimpered into the pillow, come in the cage without permission and been made to lick the mess off the sheets.

Lena added a second finger. Scissored. The stretch burned sweet. My hole sucked at her gloves.

"Greedy," she said. "He'll take cock on the first push. No mercy needed."

Shame and want braided tight. I moaned into the towel.

Dominique stroked my hair while Lena worked me open. Three fingers. The squelch echoed off tile. Obscene. My clitty dribbled steady now, tapping the stool leg.

"You belong in this room now," Dominique said against my ear.

The sentence sank through skin. Not threat. Home.

Lena withdrew. Gloves snapped off. "He passes inspection. Schedule stands."

Relief buckled my arms. I almost thanked her for passing me like livestock.

Dominique lifted me upright. "On the bed in the prep room. Maintenance continues. Lena stays."

Prep room meant the narrow chamber off the bath, the one with restraint cuffs bolted to the frame and the drawer of toys that hummed before they touched you. Wedding lace hung on a rack by the door, white ghost in the corner of my eye. I climbed onto the mattress. Dominique bound my wrists to the headboard with padded leather. Ankles to the footboard. Spread eagle. Oil gleamed on my belly.

Lena pulled the drawer open. Metal on metal. She chose a stainless plug, thick as a fist at the base, weighted core inside it.

"Take it for her," Dominique said. "Slow. Let her watch you swallow it."

Lena sat in the chair by the wall, the witness chair that would sit in the bridal corner in two nights. She crossed her legs and waited.

Dominique lubed the plug. Cold gel met my ass. She pressed the tip to my hole and twisted. Inch by inch my rim stretched. Burn. Give. Burn. My breath chopped into pieces.

"More," Lena said from the chair. "Don't baby him. Graduates don't get babying."

Dominique shoved the last inch home. The weight dropped inside me and yanked me fuller. A groan wrenched out of me. The plug settled, locking me open, making every twitch visible.

"Count your breaths," Dominique said. "Not your orgasms. Breathe."

I breathed. The room smelled like oil and my own slick ass, sharp under the lavender.

She turned on the wand. Not to my clitty. To the base of the plug from outside, rumbling through steel and silicone into my guts. My vision fuzzed. I pulled on the cuffs.

"Stay," Lena said. "You drip on the sheets already. Pathetic bridal slut."

"I'm a pathetic bridal slut," I echoed. Required. My voice broke on slut.

Dominique dragged the wand in circles. Vibration hammered my prostate through the plug wall. Cock strained in the cage, purple, leaking a puddle that spread under me. She did not let me come. She lifted the wand when my thighs shook too hard.

"Please," I gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please let me come, Lena. Please."

Lena stood. She approached the bed. She held the wand herself while Dominique fetched the strap harness from the drawer.

The harness clicked around Dominique's hips. Black rubber cock jutted, curved, thicker than any trainer I had taken in weeks. Lena kept the wand on my plug base. Double assault. My hole clenched and could not close.

Dominique climbed between my spread legs. She worked the plug out. Pop. Gape. Cool air. Then the head of the rubber cock kissed my rim.

"Look at Lena," Dominique said.

I looked. Lena stared back, pen idle, eyes like a clerk measuring yardage.

"Beg her for the first inch."

"Lena, please fuck my ass open. I'm your graduate hole. Push it in."

She nodded once. Permission from the witness.

Dominique drove in. One long stroke to the hilt. No warm-up beyond the plug. My ass swallowed her with a wet slap. Pain flared bright, then melted into pound-deep fullness. She pulled back and slammed again. The bed frame knocked the wall.

Lena pressed the wand harder. The vibration and the cock in my ass mashed my prostate flat. Words dissolved. I grunted, then whined, then babbled.

"Good little toy takes rubber," Dominique said. Mean now, voice still low. "You wanted tenderness. This is what you earn. Open."

She fucked me steady. Not frantic. Endless. Each thrust shoved air from my lungs. Sweat pooled in the hollow of my throat. Oil and lube slicked my thighs, dripping to the sheet. The smell of sex crowded out lavender.

Lena set the wand aside. She slid two fingers into my mouth. I sucked them, gagged, drool ran to my ears.

"You're going to take a real cock in two nights," she said. "A man who doesn't stop when you cry. He'll cum inside you because the contract says so. You'll hold it. You'll thank him. Say it."

"I'll hold his cum. I'll thank him."

"Louder."

"I'll hold his cum inside my ass and thank him for breeding me."

Dominique angled up. The next thrusts nailed my prostate. White noise roared through my skull. My spine arched off the mattress. Pressure coiled in my balls, cruel behind steel.

"Can he come from anal alone?" Lena asked, clinical.

"He will now," Dominique said.

She rammed deep and held. I shattered. The orgasm tore through me, my clitty untouched. Cum pumped in thin spurts through the cage holes, splattering my belly, my ribs, messy stripes cooling on oiled skin. My ass clamped on her cock. Rhythm jerky, humiliating, endless.

I sobbed through the aftershocks. Dominique kept moving, slower, milking the last drops from my prostate while I twitched.

"Don't stop," I heard myself say. "Please don't stop."

The room went quiet except for wet sound and my ragged breath.

Lena wrote on her board. "Prostate response acceptable. Endurance acceptable. He'll survive the consummation clause."

Survive. Like the wedding night was weather.

Dominique pulled out. My hole gaped. Cool air burned. She replaced the weighted plug in one push. I whimpered at the refill.

She uncuffed my ankles, then my wrists. I could not lift my arms. She wiped cum from my stomach with a warm cloth, still gentle, still killing me.

"You did well," she said.

Gratitude swamped grief. I nodded into the pillow.

"Two nights," she reminded me.

"Thank you," I whispered. "Thank you for two nights."

Lena left first. Heels faded down the hall. Dominique stayed until my breathing slowed. She pulled the lace nightgown from the rack, the one with the wrong monogram, and laid it across the foot of the bed without dressing me in it.

"Rest," she said. "Tomorrow we fit the keeper's preferences. Menu of positions. How you greet him at the door. How you present your ass on the sheets."

Tomorrow. Day six. One night after that.

She kissed my forehead. Motherly. Monstrous.

When the door shut, I lay in the scent of oil and cum and rubber, plug weight anchoring my ass, and I could not find the anger I had brought into the bath. Only thank you, still circling my teeth.

I curled on my side facing the lace ghost. My fingers traced the embroidered initials that were not mine. R.H. My keeper's mark. My new name in thread.

Ingrate, something old hissed. You were sold.

I clamped my hand over my mouth and swallowed the protest. Dominique would hear through the wall again. I would not shake. I would be placement-ready.

Outside, a phone rang once. Her voice, muffled, scheduling another graduate somewhere else in the city. Another boy being finished on her calendar.

I pressed my cheek to the damp sheet and listened to my own heart slow. Two nights until a stranger claimed me in white sheets while she sat in the corner chair and narrated every thrust.

I waited for dread.

What came was hunger, low and patient, pooling where the plug stretched me open.

I whispered to the empty room, "Thank you for the count."

The words belonged to someone I was becoming. I let them stay.


Chapter 7: Rehearsing the Groom

Gravel crunched under tyres before I had my stockings on. A car door shut in the drive, heavy, deliberate. A man's voice carried through the hall, low and unhurried, asking where he should wait.

I stood at the dressing-room mirror with half my face done, brush frozen mid-stroke. My hands shook. Six months I had heard suitor and groom as paperwork words. Now there was a throat behind them, shoes on her floor, breath in her house.

Dominique did not knock. She opened the door with my pearl comb already in her hand. "Eyes on me, Kip. Tonight is logistics only. You will not speak to him unmasked. You will not show your face until tomorrow."

"Who is he?"

"Someone who passed my vetting." She slid the comb through my hair, tugging once when I tried to turn toward the window. "Jealousy is unbecoming on a bride. Save it for the performance."

My clitty pushed at the pink lock between my thighs. I had no right to be jealous. I was merchandise. Still my jaw locked at the thought of her pride landing in another man's hands.

She led me to the guest wing by the back stairs so my heels would not announce me. The rehearsal space had been stripped to bare function: white runner rolled out on the floor, her high-backed chair set in the corner facing the bed, candles unlit in their holders. The Groom stood with his back to me while he studied the threshold strip, broad shoulders filling a dark suit, hair cropped close above his collar.

Dominique clapped once. "Marcus. My graduate."

He turned. Gray eyes, flat assessment, no hunger in them yet. Just inventory. Something cold turned over in me. I could be returned.

"Walk me through it," he said to her, not me.

She took his elbow like a hostess. "He crosses here after vows. You receive him at the bed. I take the chair before anyone undresses. Consummation is witnessed. Completion inside him is the binding clause. He says the word after, or the placement voids."

Marcus nodded. "The word."

"Everything."

Hearing him say it in that voice scraped me raw. I had whispered it to her in the trousseau room. He tossed it off like a contract term.

Dominique pointed at the bed. "Pillow angle matters. He will be on his back first, then turned for finish. You will not rush. I count milestones."

"How tight is he?"

The question landed like a slap. She answered without looking at me. "Trained. Six months. Plugged daily. He takes a cock. He leaks if you edge him first."

Marcus's gaze slid to the curtain I'd been told to hide behind. Green silk. I pressed my thighs together until the lock bit.

"Show me the posture," he said.

That was when she pulled me out.

I wore the rehearsal kit: long white gloves, lace mask over my eyes, satin robe belted loose over the training corset, nothing that showed my locked clitty but everything that showed the shape she had carved into me. No stockings yet. Bare legs. Cold air on the shave.

Marcus tracked me as I took the mark at the threshold. One foot over, then the other. Bride steps, not trainee steps. My hips rolled because she had trained them to.

"Knees," Dominique said.

I sank to the rug, knees apart, hands on thighs, head bowed. The posture for offering. Warmth from the radiator climbed my shins while his eyes traveled the corset ribbons, the mask string biting my temple, the robe gap at my chest.

Marcus circled once. His shoe leather creaked. "Face."

"Masked until tomorrow," Dominique said.

"Then voice. Let me hear what I'm buying."

She tapped my chin with two fingers. "Introduce yourself."

My mouth went dry. "Kip. Graduate. Ready for placement."

"Ready is an adjective. Give me a verb."

She had not warned me for this. Panic flashed hot under the corset. If I failed here I went back down-market, unchosen, a reject in lace.

"I serve," I said. "I open. I take cum inside me and keep it."

Marcus stopped behind me. His hand hovered above my hair without touching. "Polite. Too polite."

Dominique's voice cooled. "He can be broken of that by tomorrow. What he cannot be taught in one night is obedience to the schedule. That is mine."

Marcus hummed, noncommittal. "Walk the bed path."

I rose on shaking legs and crossed the runner. Each step put me closer to where he would fuck me tomorrow. My robe brushed my thighs, satin whisper on skin. At the bed I turned, back to the mattress, and lowered myself the way she had drilled: shoulders down, knees up, robe falling open on the corset, ass lifted on the white coverlet.

"Hold," Dominique said.

She did not let Marcus touch me. She made me hold the pose while he studied the line of my body and she narrated numbers: waist, hip, depth of arch, angle of hole presentation. I burned. Not because he looked. Because she gave him the measurements like I was a cabinet she was selling.

Marcus asked, "Does he speak during?"

"Only when told. He thanks for each orgasm. He begs for the finish inside him on command."

"And if he forgets?"

"Then you stop. I reset him. Placement fails if the clause is not met."

He stepped closer. His cologne cut through the wax smell of unused candles. "Tomorrow I want him louder."

Dominique's smile reached her eyes. "That can be arranged tonight."

Marcus checked his watch. "I have another appointment after this. Run the chair timing."

She moved to the corner seat and sat, spine straight, hands folded. "From undress to first penetration, eight minutes. From first penetration to completion, as long as required. I will prompt."

He pretended to receive me at the bed, hands braced on either side of my shoulders, shadow falling over my mask. I stared up at blank ceiling while my breath came too fast. He did not lower his weight. It was pantomime. It still made my hole clench around the plug she had seated before the car arrived.

"Good," Marcus said, straightening. "He trembles. That's honest."

I hated him for saying it like a compliment. I hated more that my clitty leaked a pearl of precum into the lock.

Dominique rose. "Rehearsal ends here. You'll return at seven tomorrow."

Marcus gathered his coat. At the door he paused. "One more thing. If he's mine after tomorrow, I want the landlady out of the bed by the second hour. Witness only after that."

The door closed. Gravel again. Engine. Gone.

Silence swelled in the room. I still lay on the bed, robe open, ass up, mask damp with my own breath.

Dominique did not let me up. "You wanted him to want you."

I swallowed. "I wanted him to fail vetting."

"Lie." She stripped the robe off my shoulders and let it pool at my wrists, still gloved. "You arched higher when he circled. You competed. Good. That's the appetite I needed to see."

She yanked the plug free. Cold air struck my stretched rim. I gasped.

"Get up. You rebelled in your head all through rehearsal. Now rebel with your body and see where it lands."

I rolled off the bed. My legs wobbled. "I didn't agree to him ordering you out of the bed."

"You don't agree. You perform." She caught my chin. "You heard him grade you. Polite. Too polite. One night left, Kip. Do you want down-market or do you want his cock tomorrow?"

The words rasped in my throat. "I want his cock."

"Then prove you can beg louder than you curtsy."

She marched me to the punishment bench in the adjoining room, the one with leather cuffs and the drawer of toys she rotated so I never learned the order by heart. Tonight she pulled out the spreader bar, the heavy wand, a silicone dick thicker than Marcus's hands implied, and the milking sleeve she only brought when she meant to drain me dry.

"Bend."

I bent over the bench. She locked my wrists to the front legs and my ankles to the bar, fourteen inches between my knees, hole exposed, clitty dangling below the bench edge in its pink prison.

"You will not come until I say. You will count. You will thank me. If you spill without permission I stop and you sleep gagged."

She lubed the silicone dick and worked it into my ass without preamble. Stretch burned, then gave way. She set a brutal pace from the first thrust, hips slamming into me, balls of her strap harness slapping my thighs. The wet sound filled the room, obscene, rhythmic.

"Count."

"One. Two. Three." My voice broke on four. "Four. Thank you."

She pulled out entirely. I sobbed at the empty ache.

"That's one denial. You clenched like you owned the rhythm. You don't." She shoved the wand against the cage from below, buzzing high. My clitty swelled against pink plastic. Precum smeared the bench leather.

She fed the dick back in, slower, twisting. "Who are you?"

"A hole. A graduate hole. Please."

"Please what?"

"Please let me come. Please let me earn tomorrow."

"Beg, and I might let you."

I choked on spit. "Please, Mistress. I'm a slutty little bride hole. I need to cum so I can beg Marcus louder. I need to be chosen. Please fuck my ass and let me spill. I'm your toy. I'm his toy. Please."

The wand pressed harder. The dick pounded. My thighs shook against the bar. Orgasm climbed and she killed it, pulling the wand away the second my rim fluttered.

"That's two. You nearly stole it. Thank me for stopping you."

"Thank you for stopping me." Tears salted the mask line at my cheek. I had forgotten she left the mask on. Blindfolded by lace, I tasted my own humiliation.

She swapped the silicone for anal beads, twelve of them, pushing each in on a count I had to speak. "Say what Marcus gets tomorrow."

"He gets my ass. He gets my mouth. He gets cum inside me and I keep it."

"And if he finds you wanting?"

"Down-market. Reject. Unchosen."

"Say you deserve him."

"I deserve him. I deserve his cock. I deserve the clause. Please."

She ripped the beads out one by one. The burn stacked. On the last pop I screamed into the empty room. She rammed the thick dick back in and nailed the wand to my cage. "Come now. One. Give me one."

I shattered. Cum dribbled from the lock in thin pulses, helpless, while my ass clamped down on rubber. "One. Thank you. One. Thank you."

She did not stop. "Two."

The second crest hurt. Over-sensitive, twitching, I bucked against the cuffs. "Two. Thank you. I'm coming again. Thank you."

She twisted the dick and ground the wand. "Three. Louder for Marcus."

"Three. I'm a whore bride. Three. Thank you. I'll beg him. Thank you."

My voice shredded. She worked me through a fourth that left my vision white at the edges, clitty leaking a puddle on the floor beneath the bench. Only then did she slow.

"You rebelled by competing." She pulled the dick free and replaced it with a plug, sealing the mess inside my rim. "Tonight you rebel by asking for more."

She unbuckled one wrist. "On your knees."

I slid down, bones liquid. She held the milking sleeve in one hand and my hair in the other. "Open."

The sleeve slid over my cage and locked. A pump rhythm started, pulling at my clitty through the bars, merciless. She sat in the chair from the rehearsal corner, dragged it over, and watched me kneel at her feet while the machine worked.

"Suck my fingers while you leak. Tell me what you hate about him."

I sucked two fingers, tongue frantic. Words came broken around them. "I hate that he… that he graded me… that he wants you gone from the bed."

"And what do you hate about yourself?"

"That I arched for him. That I want him to pick me. That I want to be kept."

"Good." She curled her fingers against my tongue. "Tomorrow he finishes inside you. I watch. You say everything. If you mean it, schedule opens for weekly use. If you don't, I send you to Lena's clearance list."

Lena's name dropped through me like ice water. Clearance. Down-market.

I moaned around her fingers, the pump drawing another dribble from my cage into the sleeve reservoir. "I'll mean it."

"Prove it." She pulled her hand free and wiped my spit on my mask. "Beg to practice the finish now. Beg me to fuck you like he'll fuck you while I count down the last day."

"Please fuck me like tomorrow. Please use my ass. Please make me say everything before he does. Please let me practice being his. Please."

She stood, unstrapped the harness, and replaced the plug with her own cock, real and thick, heat different from silicone. She took me on the rug beside the white runner, my cheek pressed to wool fiber, her hand between my shoulder blades holding me down.

"Say it."

"Everything." The word tore out. "Everything. Take everything. Fuck your bride hole. Fill me. Witness me. Please."

She drove deep, pace matching Marcus's eight-minute window without mercy. Leather runner smelled of dust and my spit. Her other hand fisted my hair, yanked my head back so my throat arched. "Who owns the schedule?"

"You do."

"Who owns the hole?"

"You do. Until he… until placement…"

"Until is tomorrow's problem." She pounded, balls slapping, my ass making wet sounds around her cock. "Tonight you are still mine to break polite."

Orgasm five crashed through me with no touch on my clitty, prostate slammed, cage dripping. I howled the count. "Five. Thank you. Five."

She did not cum inside me. She pulled out at the edge of her own breath, stripped the glove off her hand, and spanked my ass three times. "Hold the pose from rehearsal."

I climbed onto the bed, knees up, back down, hole gaping then clenching around nothing. She lit one candle, then two, then the row along the mantle, flame heat on my cheeks.

"One day," she said from the chair, the same seat Marcus had timed. "Tomorrow he crosses the threshold for real. You will be louder. You will thank him for each orgasm he gives you. You will beg for the creampie by name."

I trembled on white lace she had laid earlier, thighs slick with sweat and leaked cum. "What if I want you in the bed too?"

"Witness." Her voice was final. "Unless you fail. Then I reset you and he walks."

The candle flame wavered. The sound of gravel lingered in my bones, his cologne in my nose, her pride handed across the room like a deed. I had hated it. I had arched for it. My hole still ached open, plug gone, used rim twitching.

I whispered to the ceiling, "Schedule the morning after too."

Dominique's pen scratched in her book. "Already penciled. If you say everything and keep it."

Tomorrow Marcus would fuck me for the first time while she counted from that chair. One day left, and I had already begged for the day after.


Chapter 8: She Lights the Candles

The match scraped the striker and the wick caught; wax heat hit my face.

Another strike. Another flame. The guest suite climbed out of the dark in jumps, and my white lace itched where sweat had started under the arms.

She moved the candle to the next holder without looking at me. Her composure was the kind that made a room feel colder than the wax.

I stood on the mark she’d taped to the floor months ago, knees locked in the bridal stockings, the steel on my clitty biting every time I breathed too deep. Six months of training had been dress rehearsals for this square of carpet. Day seven. Zero left on the countdown she’d posted on the fridge like a rent notice.

“You will hold still while I finish,” she said, voice flat as a syllabus. “The Groom has been vetted. The consummation clause is on file. Tonight the record closes.”

My throat went tight. Every flame she lit was another witness in the room before he even crossed the threshold.

She set the last candle by the bed and dragged the corner chair into place, skirts smoothing as she sat. The wood creaked. That sound would stay in my skull all evening.

“Turn,” she said.

I turned. The lace bodice pulled across my nipples, already stiff under the white. The mirror at the end of the suite threw back a stranger in a trousseau monogrammed with letters that weren’t mine. M.R. Marcus. The Groom.

“Shoulders back. Chin up. You are not hiding in my house anymore.”

Heat crawled up my neck. I’d spent six months learning how to be looked at. This was different. This was export.

A knock at the outer door. Two beats. Her pen tapped her knee like she was calling roll.

“Enter.”

Marcus came in without hurry. Dark suit, clean shoes, eyes that measured me the way you’d measure furniture you’d already paid for. He stopped at the threshold line painted on the floor, same as rehearsal, and didn’t cross it until she nodded.

“Placement looks correct,” he said.

“Kip is dressed and counted down,” she said. “You may inspect the dowry.”

Dowry. The word landed in my gut like a fist.

Marcus stepped forward. His hand lifted my chin, tilted my face left, right. Fingers traced the lace at my throat, then down to the cage visible through the sheer panel at my groin.

“Still locked,” he said.

“Until consummation,” she said from the chair. “That’s the vow word. He knows it.”

I did. Everything. The one word that signed the placement papers I’d initialed without reading the second page.

Marcus’s thumb brushed my lower lip. “Open.”

I opened. He didn’t put anything in. He wanted the reflex on record.

“Good response time,” he said to her, not to me.

Shame burned my cheeks and my dick strained against metal in the same breath. Stop. You’re not a prize. Too late. The room had already decided.

She clicked her pen. “Kip. State your readiness for the witness log.”

The defiance came up fast, stupid, the last scrap of the man who’d walked in here half a year ago.

“I didn’t agree to an audience.”

Silence. Marcus didn’t blink. She set the pen down with a soft click that was louder than a slap.

“You initialed,” she said. “You said the word. You do not get to rewrite the ceremony because your face is hot.”

“I’m not a…”

“Finish that sentence and I stop the Groom and put the wand on you until you apologize to the chair.”

My knees wobbled. The wand lived in the nightstand drawer. It had wrenched three orgasms out of me Tuesday while Lena held the spreadsheet and counted strokes on a clicker.

Marcus watched the collapse on my face. “He’s nervous. That’s acceptable.”

“Nervous is acceptable,” she said. “Defiance is billed.”

She opened the drawer. The wand’s head was matte white, obscene against the bridal lace on the bed. She didn’t hand it to Marcus. She stood, crossed to me, and pressed it to the cage through the fabric.

The buzz hit my balls first. I gasped. The sound echoed off the walls, too loud, too wet.

“Hands at your sides,” she said. “You will not touch yourself on graduation. You will be touched.”

Marcus pulled gloves from his pocket. Latex snap. Cold against my nipple when he pinched through lace.

“Temperature drop,” he noted, clinical.

“Room is warm,” she said. “He’s cold because he’s exposed.”

The wand dug harder. My hips jerked without permission. Marcus’s gloved hand slid down my stomach, hooked the lace panel, and exposed the cage to both of them and the mirror and the candles.

“Small,” Marcus said, matter-of-fact.

“He’s not here for that,” she said. “He’s here for the hole behind it.”

The words stripped me bare worse than the lace. My ass clenched around the plug she’d seated an hour ago, thick silicone, warmed in hot water so it would feel like invasion when I forgot it was there.

“Reach back,” she said. “Show the Groom what you’ve been stretching for.”

I reached back. Fingers found the base of the plug. Marcus tracked my shaking hand.

“Pull it out one inch,” she said. “Stop. Hold. Name what you are.”

“I’m…” The wand buzzed. “I’m the graduate.”

“Filthier.”

“I’m a sissy bride on display.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a sissy bride on display for my keeper.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked to her. She nodded once.

“Remove the plug. Slowly. Count the beads as they pass.”

There were five beads before the flare. I counted aloud, voice breaking on four. The wet sound when the widest part popped free made my whole body cringe. Cool air hit my open asshole. I was gaping for them. For the log.

Marcus bent. Breath on my cheeks. “Still tight at the rim. Good training.”

He slid one finger in without asking. The stretch burned. I rose on my toes.

“Stay flat-footed,” she said from the chair. “Take the inspection.”

Second finger. Scissoring. The wand never left my cage. The dual assault turned my thoughts to static. Marcus added a third. The burn sharpened. My mouth hung open. Drool traced my chin.

“You will thank the Groom for preparing you,” she said.

The word thank stuck in my teeth. I swallowed it with the spit.

“Thank you for opening me.”

“Specify the hole.”

“Thank you for opening my asshole.”

Marcus withdrew his fingers with a slick sound. He held them up to the candlelight, slick.

“Ready for staging,” he said.

She killed the wand. The sudden stop left me throbbing, denied, clitty leaking into the cage.

“Cross the room,” she said.

My feet wouldn’t move. Virginity wasn’t a word men like me said out loud, but the bed’s meaning was plain. Once I lay on that white lace, the first time wouldn’t belong to me. It would belong to the clause, the witness, the calendar she kept in her desk.

Marcus waited at the bed’s foot. She waited in the chair. The candles popped softly. Temperature swung hot again under the lace.

“I can’t.”

“You can,” she said. “You will. Or I call Lena in to hold your wrists while he lifts you.”

Lena. Another set of eyes. The terror of exposure sharpened until my vision pinholed.

I stepped off the mark. One foot. Another. The carpet swallowed sound. My heart didn’t. It banged against my ribs like it wanted out of the room before I did.

Halfway, Marcus met me, hand at my elbow, guiding, not gentle. His palm radiated heat through the glove.

“Kneel on the bed,” he said.

I climbed onto the lace. It scratched my knees. The sheets smelled like starch and smoke.

“On your back. Hands above your head.”

I lay down. Lace rode up my thighs. The cage pointed up, pathetic, slick at the tip. Marcus bound my wrists to the headboard with soft cuffs she’d left ready. The click of each cuff was a line in the log.

She spoke from the chair, narrating like a mistress at commencement. “Graduate positioned. Consummation threshold reached. Groom authorized to proceed to first penetration pending final vow.”

Marcus stripped off his jacket. Rolled sleeves. No rush. He unbuckled the cage himself, key from her desk, metal falling away with a clink that freed blood into my shaft. I was hard instantly, jutting against the white.

“Don’t touch it,” he said, though my hands were cuffed. “You come when I say, or you don’t come.”

He lubed his fingers, cold bottle, warm friction when he worked two back into my ass. I arched off the bed. The headboard rattled.

“Stay down,” she said. “Sound carries to the hall. You will not perform modesty you no longer have.”

Marcus added a plug, thicker than the training one, black silicone, and twisted it until my toes curled. Then he turned the wand on low and set it between my thighs so it buzzed my balls and the base of my cock.

“First orgasm is for the record,” she said. “You will count it aloud.”

The build was fast, humiliation primed. Marcus twisted the plug in time with the wand. My hips pumped air. I couldn’t close my legs. The lace scratched. Sweat pooled in the hollow of my throat, cold when air hit it.

“Beg,” Marcus said.

“Let me come. Please let me come on the sheets.”

“Whose sheets?”

“Yours. Our wedding sheets.”

“You’re not married yet,” he said. “Beg for the clause.”

The defiance flashed again, weak. “I won’t say it.”

She stood. Footsteps. The wand jumped to high without warning. I screamed into a gag that wasn’t there. Pain-pleasure tore up my spine.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said, voice close to my ear. “Say everything or I stop the Groom and you sleep caged with the plug in until you rot.”

Everything. The vow word. The door that only opened one way.

“Everything,” I gasped. “I vow everything.”

Marcus pulled the plug. “Good girl.”

The wrong praise made me harder. He replaced the plug with his cockhead, thick, pressing, not entering yet. Holding at the rim while the wand hammered my balls.

“Countdown from three,” she said. “At one he enters. You will thank him after.”

“Three.” My voice cracked.

“Two.”

“One.”

He pushed in. One long stroke to the root. My asshole stretched around him, burn flaring white behind my eyes. I howled. The sound bounced off candle wax and mirror glass.

“Hold,” Marcus said. “Breathe through it.”

I breathed in shreds. Full. Stuffed. Split in front of them both.

She returned to the chair. Pen scratching. “First penetration logged. Virginity clause in progress.”

Marcus didn’t move for ten heartbeats. Then he drew back and slammed in. The slap of skin on skin was wet, obscene. Each thrust punched air out of me. The wand stayed on my balls, overstim, too much.

“Eyes on me,” she said. “You do not look away while you are being taken.”

I looked at her in the corner. Composed. Proud. Matchmaker. Owner of my schedule.

Marcus fucked harder. The bed creaked in rhythm. Lace bunched under my ass. My cock leaked on my stomach without touch.

“First come,” he said. “Now.”

Permission broke me. Cum shot across my belly, stripe after stripe on white lace, warm then cooling in the draft from the vent. I sobbed through it, hips jerking on his dick still pounding my ass.

“Count it,” she said.

“One. One orgasm.”

“Thank the Groom.”

“Thank you for fucking my ass on our wedding bed.”

He didn’t slow. The overstimulation turned cruel. The wand never moved. Second build crawled up while I was still twitching from the first.

“Again,” he said. “Two.”

I tried to shake my head. His hand closed on my throat, not choking, pinning. “You will take what you’re given.”

The crest hit meaner. Cum dribbled this time, thinner, my balls empty but my body convulsing. Ass clamped on his cock. He groaned low.

“Two,” I whimpered. “Two for the record.”

She clicked her pen. “Groom approaching completion. Creampie clause pending.”

Marcus pulled out to the edge and drove back in deep, pace brutal now. The wet sounds filled the suite, squelch and slap, my ass sloppy with lube and stretch.

“Not inside,” I blurted, last panic. “Not the clause…”

“Inside is exactly the clause,” she said. “You said everything. Hold still and take his seed.”

He buried himself and held. Hot pulse in my guts, thick, pumping. Each throb landed. Marking. Binding. Marcus groaned my name like a label.

“Stay plugged on his cum,” she said.

He withdrew slow. Cum leaked immediately, warm down my crack, pooling on lace. Marcus pressed a glass plug into me to keep it in, sealing his finish inside.

I lay shaking, wrists bound, belly striped with my own mess, ass full of him and glass. Candles hissed. The room smelled like sex and wax.

She uncuffed one hand, then the other. “Turn on your side. Face the Groom.”

I turned. Marcus wiped his hands. Composed again. Suitor who’d collected.

“Consummation logged,” she said. “Placement binding active. Graduate is kept, not released.”

The terror I’d carried all evening cracked open. Under it, hunger. My ass throbbed around the plug holding his cum. I wanted more. Wanted it again. Wanted her to see me want it.

Marcus gathered his jacket. “I’ll return on the scheduled date.”

“When I mark it,” she said, already reaching for her calendar on the side table.

He left. Door shut. Footsteps faded down the hall.

I was alone with her and the guttering candles and the ruined white sheets.

She didn’t speak first. I did.

“Put the next time on the calendar before you change the sheets.”

Her pen paused. Then scratched a date. Forward. Momentum. Another entry beside mine in ink that wouldn’t smear.

Outside, somewhere in the house, a phone vibrated on her desk. Another student’s name lighting up while I lay kept, leaking, still tasting the vow.

She blew out the nearest candle. Smoke stung my eyes.

“Sleep,” she said. “You’re on my schedule now.”

I closed my eyes. The plug held warmth inside me. Dawn could wait. The second time already had a day marked, and I hadn’t been freed. I’d been filed.


Chapter 9: The Consummation Clause

The latch clicked shut and the mattress dipped under a weight that was not mine, and the last clear thought was that I had crossed the room on my own two feet in satin and tulle while every candle in the suite burned for an audience.

His hand landed on my knee through the skirt. Heat through the fabric. My clitty ached in the steel band Dominique had locked on me hours ago, already leaking into the little cup, and I hated how fast my hole clenched around the pearl plug she had seated before the Groom ever reached the threshold.

"Knees apart," the Groom said. His voice was flat, practiced, like a man reading steps off a card Dominique had handed him.

I opened my legs on the bridal linens. The sheets smelled like starch and melted wax. His fingers found the hem and pushed the skirt up to my waist. Cool air hit my thighs. The plug's base winked between my cheeks, black against all that pale fabric.

From the corner chair, Dominique spoke without looking away from us. "Presentation is complete. Consummation begins on my count."

My stomach dropped. Six months of spread cheeks and counted breaths and "practice" on silicone had never once put a stranger's hand on me in white meant for a wife.

The Groom hooked his thumb under the plug and twisted. A slick pop. My asshole gaped empty and obscene, twitching, spit-shined from her prep. He held the plug up toward the chair like evidence.

"Clean enough," Dominique said. "Replace it after. He takes cock first."

First. The word hit my teeth. Virgin in the record. Virgin in the body. All the training had been rehearsal, and rehearsal was over the second the latch shut.

The Groom unbuckled. His dick was thick, flushed, already wet at the tip. The smell of him, musk and soap, rolled over my face when he climbed between my legs. I turned my head and caught the taste of candle smoke on my tongue, sweet and burnt.

"Look at me," he said.

I looked. Brown eyes. No mercy in them. Just the job.

He spat in his palm and stroked himself, then pressed the head to my hole. Pressure. Burn. My hips tried to scoot away and his hand cracked my thigh.

"Stay."

Dominique's voice threaded in. "Kip. You will hold still and take your husband's length. You will not close. You will breathe on my cadence."

Husband. The monogram on the garter had not been mine. I had said the word everything anyway. I had bound myself.

He pushed. Inch by inch my ass stretched around real meat, not rubber, not her strap, not Marcus on a schedule. My hole screamed open. Spit and prep slick made a wet sound every time he gained ground, squelch, squelch, obscene in the quiet room.

"Good girl," the Groom muttered, and shoved the rest in one stroke.

I arched off the bed. A raw noise tore out of my throat. Full. Stuffed. Split on a dick that throbbed inside me like it owned the channel Dominique had carved for this exact moment.

"Count one," Dominique said from the chair. "Depth achieved."

He pulled back and slammed home. Pain flared bright, then melted into a deep ache that pulsed with every thrust. My caged clitty dribbled steady into its trap. Shame burned my face. My body rocked into him anyway, hungry for the friction on my prostate.

The Groom set a brutal pace. Bed frame creaked. Skin slapped skin. Sweat dripped from his chest onto my satin bodice, dark spots blooming on the bride-white.

"Say what you are," he ordered.

"I'm a…" My voice broke. "A sissy hole."

"Louder."

"I'm a sissy hole for my husband's cock."

Dominique approved from the corner. "Correct. Again."

"I'm a sissy hole for my husband's cock."

He fucked me harder. My eyes lost focus. The wand she had left buzzing on the nightstand was in her hand now; it whined before the silicone head mashed against my cage through the bars. Vibration ripped up my shaft. My balls knotted up hard. I sobbed once, open-mouthed, drool sliding toward my ear.

"Don't you come," the Groom growled. "Not until I fill you."

I bit my lip. The wand chewed my clitty through steel. My ass clamped down on his dick and he cursed, fingers digging bruises into my hips.

"Greedy little bitch."

"Please," I gasped. "Please, I can't…"

"You can." Dominique set the wand harder. "You will thank him for each inch. That's two."

Two. My mind splintered. Orgasm gathered low in my spine, denied by the cage, forced outward through my hole instead. I clenched and released around him, helpless rhythm.

He leaned down and kissed me. His mouth tasted like whiskey and salt. Tongue shoved past my teeth. I gagged on the intrusion, on the taste of him, on how much I wanted more.

"Mine," he said against my lips. "Say it."

The clause. The vow. The placement locking shut.

"Yours," I whimpered. "I'm yours."

"Say mine."

"Mine. I'm yours. Your hole. Your wife."

He bit my lower lip and drove deep, grinding his pelvis against my ass. The wand screamed on my cage. My whole body seized. Cum spurted in thin, humiliating jets into the cage cup, nowhere near enough relief, every pulse making my hole suck at his cock like a mouth.

"That's three," Dominique counted, calm as ledger ink. "Prostate milking without unlock. Record it."

I sobbed through the aftershocks, oversensitive, twitching. He did not stop. He fucked me through the spill, long strokes, cruel and steady.

"Round two on the wand when he breeds you," Dominique told him. "I want the clause visible."

Breed. Fill. Consummation.

The Groom hooked my legs over his shoulders. The angle punched deeper. I screamed. His dick hit places the plugs had only hinted at. My ass gaped and gripped, gaped and gripped, wet noises filling the room.

"Beg for it," he said.

"Please cum in me. Please fill my ass. I need your cum inside me."

"Why?"

"Because I'm your wife. Because Dominique said everything. Because I have to be filled or the placement isn't…"

"Isn't what?"

"Complete." The word tasted like wax and his spit. "Please. Breed your sissy wife. Mark me."

He snarled and pounded me into the mattress. The bridal pillows slid to the floor. My tiara had already fallen; hair pins dug into my scalp. I was a mess of torn tulle and sweat, a used thing on white sheets, and my cock strained in its prison while my hole begged for the finish.

Dominique stood. Heels clicked once on the floorboards. She set the wand down and approached the foot of the bed, watching his balls slap my cheeks.

"When he shoots inside you," she said to me, "you will hold every drop. You will clench and keep it. You will tell me the color when I inspect you after. This is the consummation clause. No withdrawal. No towel. Witnessed."

Witnessed. Chaperone. Finishing school. Graduation that was a wedding. Grief had lived in my chest all week. It burned now, ash hot, and underneath it craving roared up so loud I stopped bracing for the night and started chasing his rhythm, rolling my hips to meet him.

He grunted. Swelled. His thrusts turned ragged.

"Now," Dominique said.

"Fill me," I begged. "Please, husband, cum deep, claim me, I'm your…"

He buried himself to the root and held. Heat flooded my guts. Thick pulses of cum pumped into my ass, rope after rope, marking me from the inside. Every jet landed hot and obscene, pooling where no one but trainers had ever gone. My hole fluttered around him, milking instinct I had practiced and never believed I would need.

"Hold," Dominique commanded.

I clenched. Held. His cum stayed trapped inside me, heavy, wet, proof.

"That's four," she said softly. "Clause in progress. Do not spill."

He stayed plugged in me while his dick softened. Cum leaked around the seal anyway, slick on my thighs, smell of sex and salt rising between us. I whimpered at the loss when he pulled out. A dribble of white escaped my gaped hole.

"Close," Dominique snapped. "Finger yourself shut if you must."

I shoved two fingers against my rim, ashamed, desperate, tasting my own sweat when I sucked air through my teeth. The cum stayed.

She nodded at the Groom. "Replace the plug. Large. Black. Monogram facing out."

He pressed the fat plug home. My ass swallowed it with a wet sound. The stretch burned. Cum squelched deeper inside me, forced back by silicone. I moaned at the fullness, at being packed with seed and toy both.

"On your back," Dominique said. "Skirt down. Hands above your head."

I obeyed. Tulle covered the mess between my legs. The plug's base showed if anyone lifted the hem. My chest heaved. Bride on the outside. Breeding slut on the inside.

She returned to the chair and picked up the wand. "Round two. You wanted to be finished tonight. You will finish again with his cum still in you."

"I can't," I whispered. Truth and lie in one breath. I could. I would. I already wanted it.

"You can." She pressed the wand to my cage. "Beg for round two out loud. Name the filth."

"Please make me cum again with my husband's cum in my ass. Please use the wand on my clitty while I'm plugged full. I'm a used sissy wife. I'm a cum dump. I need it."

"Good pet."

The vibration hit. I arched. The plug shifted inside me, churning his load, smell thick enough to choke on. Taste of salt when I bit my knuckle. My hole spasmed around silicone and semen, a raw squelch every time I twitched.

The Groom watched from the foot of the bed, arms crossed, dick still shiny. Dominique narrated for both of them. "Five will seal the record. He stops being practice after tonight. Every orgasm from here is as a kept bride."

Kept. Not freed. The countdown had run out at sundown. Zero nights left. Only this.

Orgasm five built brutal. Wand on steel. Plug stuffing me. Cum shifting with each breath. I counted nothing; Dominique counted for me.

"Five."

I shattered. Scream muffled in my own arm. Cum leaked into the cage, thinner, spent, while my ass clamped on the plug and tried to push the breeding out and failed. Wet heat smeared my thighs under the skirt.

Silence except candles hissing.

Dominique set the wand aside. "Consummation clause satisfied. Placement binding is active. Kip is no longer in training. He is placed."

Placed. The word settled in my bones heavier than the plug.

The Groom pulled his trousers up. No kiss goodbye. He looked at Dominique. She inclined her head. He left without another word. The latch clicked again. This time emptiness on the mattress.

I lay in the wreck of my wedding night, cum and plug and cage, and grief finally went quiet. Craving stayed. It thrummed in time with my sore hole.

Dominique crossed the room. She lifted my skirt with two fingers and inspected the plug base, the leak on my skin, the tremble in my thighs.

"Color," she said.

"White," I breathed. "Thick. His."

She wiped a smear with her thumb and held it under my nose. Taste him on her skin when my tongue flicked without permission. Salt. Bitter. Mine now in the way that mattered.

She pushed my thighs wider. "You took the vow. You took the cock. You took the load. Practice is over."

I nodded, tears loose, hips rolling once toward her hand.

"Schedule lives with me," she said. "Your keeper has his access windows. You do not decide."

"I know."

She studied my face. Waiting.

The words climbed my throat before she could offer mercy or rules. Forward. Momentum. Need.

"Schedule the second time," I said. "Please. Don't make me wait. I want him again. I want to be filled again. Please, Dominique. Put it on the calendar."

Her mouth curved, small and satisfied. She reached for the leather book on the nightstand, open to today's date, ink already drying on the clause she had written before the candles were lit.

She wrote. A new line. A new night.

I watched the pen move and understood, in my body before my mind caught up, that I had begged for the next breeding myself, witnessed, recorded, and that there was no version of me walking out of this suite untouched or undecided ever again.


Chapter 10: Written in Her Hand

“When can he have me again?”

The words left my mouth before my eyes finished opening. Grey light through the lace curtains. Candle stubs in wax pools on the nightstand. The sheet under my thigh was stiff where it had dried.

She sat in the corner chair like she had never left. Leather portfolio on her knee. Pen capped. The Groom’s side of the bed was cold and empty, pillow still dented from his head.

Dominique uncapped the pen. “You slept through his departure. That is correct behavior for a kept bride.”

My asshole throbbed when I shifted. Cum had leaked all night, slick between my cheeks, soaking the linen. The metal cage on my clitty bit whenever I tried to roll onto my stomach. I had said the word everything. I had taken his load while she counted breaths from that chair. My mouth still tasted like salt and his skin.

“I need it again,” I said. My voice cracked on the last word. Shame crawled up my neck and my clitty pushed at the pink plastic anyway. “Schedule it. Write it down.”

She turned a page in the calendar. “You are asking me to book your keeper before I have washed the evidence off you.”

“Yes.”

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I pushed up on my elbows. Lace stuck to my nipples. “I’m thanking you now. Put a date. Any date. Don’t make me wait until you decide I’ve earned it.”

The old Kip would have gagged on that sentence. That man was gone. A hollow sat behind my ribs where he used to.

Dominique set the portfolio on the floor and stood. Stockings whispered. She crossed to the bed with a wash basin and a stack of towels she must have brought in while I was dead to the world.

“Spread your legs, Kip.”

I opened them. Cool air hit the mess on my inner thighs. She dipped a cloth in the basin and pressed it between my cheeks. The cloth came away yellow-white. She folded it once and wiped again, slow, clinical, like she was polishing silver.

“You are still open,” she said. “Two fingers slipped in without resistance. He stretched you properly.”

My face went hot. My hole clenched around her fingers anyway, greedy for what had been inside me hours ago.

“Say what you are this morning.”

“A kept bride.” The words dropped out soft. “His hole. Your graduate.”

“Louder.”

“His filthy little bride hole.” My clitty dripped into the cage. “Your sissy that got bred on schedule.”

She pulled her fingers free with a wet sound and tossed the cloth into the basin. From her bag she took the stainless plug I had worn for three weeks before the seventh night. Lubed it without looking at me.

“Turn onto your back. Knees to your chest.”

I obeyed. The plug’s tip kissed my rim. She twisted once and seated it deep. My body swallowed it like it belonged there. The weight settled in my gut. Still full of something, even after he left.

“You will wear this until I remove it,” she said. “Breakfast is in twenty minutes. You will eat at the small table in your stockings and nothing else. Then we discuss dates.”

“I can’t eat like this.”

“You will.” She tapped the base of the plug. “Every swallow will remind you what you begged for at dawn.”

She left for the kitchenette. A kettle clicked. I lay with my knees up and the plug shifting when I breathed, cum drying on my skin, the seven-day countdown dead at zero in my head. No nights left. Only whatever she wrote next.

I made myself stand. Legs shook. The plug forced a walk that rolled my hips. I caught my reflection in the vanity mirror, lipstick smeared, mascara raccooned, collar marks on my throat from his grip. I looked used. The sight made my clitty leak harder.

In the mirror’s corner her phone screen glowed where she set it down to pour tea. A message thread titled Lena. Another titled Marcus. Appointment times. Milestone checklists. My stomach turned and my hole tightened on the plug. She was running more than me. I was one line in her calendar among others she was finishing on her own schedule.

Dominique poured chamomile into two cups. “Sit.”

I sat on the hard chair. The plug pressed up when my ass hit the wood. I whimpered into my cup.

“Drink.”

I drank. The hot liquid went down and my body jolted around the steel inside me. She watched until the cup was empty.

“Dates,” she said. “You want your keeper’s cock again.”

“I want to be filled again.” My hands shook on the cup saucer. “I want him to finish inside me while you watch. Like last night.”

“You do not own the ritual. I do.”

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“You own the ritual. You own my schedule. I only get what you write.”

She opened the calendar to a blank week three pages ahead. “Thursdays are his preference. I have the ninth at nine in the evening, suite reserved, chaperone required. That is five days from now.”

“Write it.”

“Beg for it properly.”

I slid off the chair and onto my knees on the tile. The plug rammed deeper from the drop. My eyes stung and I hated how my mouth watered anyway.

“Please schedule my keeper for the ninth. Please let him breed me again in the bridal bed. I’ll be ready. I’ll be open. I’ll say everything again if you make me.”

Dominique wrote in her hand. Flowing script. Kip / Groom / consummation maintenance. 9 PM.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said again, not looking up.

“Thank you.”

“Not yet.” She closed the calendar. “After you prove you can take a morning correction without coming in your cage.”

She pulled a wand from the bag. Pink silicone head. Corded. She plugged it into the wall by the table and set the dial low.

“Stay on your knees. Hands behind your back.”

I laced my fingers at the small of my back. She lifted the wand and pressed it to the cage, buzzing through plastic onto my swollen clitty. My hips jerked forward. The plug shifted. Slick sounds came from my ass when I clenched.

“Count.”

“One.” My voice broke. “One.”

She turned the dial up. The vibration hammered my clitty through the cage bars. My balls pulled tight. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth.

“Two.”

“Louder.”

“Two!”

She held the wand steady, merciless. My thighs trembled. The smell of my own sweat mixed with chamomile and wax. She tapped the plug base with her toe.

“Your keeper left you gaping and you begged for more before sunrise. What does that make you?”

“A slut.”

“A what?”

“A schedule slut. A bred bride who can’t go one night without planning the next load.”

“Good.” She nudged the dial higher. “Three.”

I screamed on three. The orgasm wrenched through me without permission, dry and brutal behind pink bars. Cum dribbled thin and denied, not enough, my whole body convulsing on the kitchen tile. Drool ran down my chin. I gasped her name and his title and every filthy word she had trained into me.

She did not pull the wand away. “Four.”

“No, no, I can’t, I just, please, Dominique, I’ll be good, I’ll wait for the ninth, I swear.”

“You will take four because you spoke before I did. You do not set the pace of this house.”

The second crest hit harder. My vision whited at the edges. The plug felt twice as big while I spasmed. My asshole fluttered around metal. Pain and need mashed together until I sobbed through five and she finally lifted the wand.

I hung on my knees, chest heaving, clitty pulsing uselessly in its prison.

“Clean your mess from the floor.”

There was a small puddle of drool and leaked fluid. I bent and licked it up, tongue on tile, plug shoving forward. Humiliation burned my ears and my clitty twitched, already chasing what hurt.

Dominique washed the wand head and dried it. “Bedroom.”

I crawled first. She walked behind me. In the bedroom the marked sheets had been stripped to the mattress protector. Fresh lace lay folded at the foot, new candles waiting.

“On the bed. Face down, ass up.”

I climbed up and presented. She removed the plug with a pop. Cool air on my open hole. Latex snapped. Strap harness. Not the Groom’s flesh, but thick rubber cock, black and gleaming.

“This is not your keeper,” she said. “This is administration.”

She lined up and pushed in one stroke. I groaned into the mattress. The stretch burned sweet after the plug. She fucked me with short hard snaps, hips slapping my ass, her hand fisting my hair.

“Who schedules your holes?”

“You do.”

“Who do you beg?”

“You.”

“Who owns the word everything?”

“You do.”

She reached under my belly and thumped the cage. “Come on my cock, sissy. Five. Say it.”

“Five. Make me come on five. Ruin me. I’m your kept graduate.”

She pounded deeper. The wet slap of rubber in my ass filled the room. My prostate lit up. I bit the sheet and came again, clitty spurting through the bars in thin ropes onto the protector while her strap drove in and out.

“Count the spurts,” she ordered.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, I’m still coming, seven, oh god, eight.”

She pulled out and slapped my ass. “Hold it open.”

I reached back and spread my cheeks. My hole gaped, pink and slick, twitching around nothing.

“Look at that,” she said. “Ready for filing. Ready for storage until the ninth.”

She reinserted the plug, larger this time, weighted. My rim burned closing around the flare.

“Dress.”

She tossed me an ivory slip from the trousseau stack. I stepped into it. Lace at my shoulders. The monogram on the hem was not my initials. I had learned that on day four. I wore it anyway.

Dominique straightened my collar. “Your keeper left a note.”

She held out a card. Heavy stock. His handwriting, blunt block letters.

Kip. You took it well. Next time I stay the night. D.

My knees loosened. Next time. A whole night. Not a ritual hour. Ownership lengthening.

“When?” I whispered.

“When I schedule it,” Dominique said. “After the ninth maintenance. If you still beg on your knees the morning after. If you stop begging, you lose your place. Marcus is on standby. So is Lena’s backup placement. The house does not wait for graduates who cool off.”

Marcus. Lena. Names on her phone. Bodies she was shaping elsewhere while she sat in this chair through my seventh night.

“I won’t cool off.”

“Prove it.” She held out the wand again. “Six. On your feet. Bend over the chair arm.”

I bent. Slip rode up. She shoved the wand between my thighs from behind, pressing the head to my caged clitty while she worked the plug in and out with her other hand.

“Tell me what happens if you stop wanting it.”

“I lose him.”

“And?”

“Someone else gets my slot.”

“And?”

“I get erased from your calendar.”

“Say what you choose.”

“I choose to stay begged. I choose the schedule. I choose being kept.”

She rammed the plug home on the word kept. The wand buzzed. I came standing, six, legs locked, hole clenching, clitty firing useless spurts into the lace while I howled into the grey morning.

She turned the wand off and wiped my thighs with a towel. “Good girl.”

The phrase hit wrong and right at once. I was not a girl. I was what she had made. That was the point.

We returned to the corner chair together. She sat. I knelt at her feet, plug seated, slip stained, throat raw from noise I had made.

She opened the calendar again and added a second line under the ninth.

Groom overnight / suite / witness optional.

“You did not ask for that,” she said.

“He wrote it.”

“I know what he wrote. I decide what gets ink.” She capped her pen. “You will thank me when it is done.”

This time I understood. The thanks would come after the ninth, after the overnight, after every time she made me say everything with her listening.

Outside the window a delivery van idled. Dominique glanced at her phone, typed one-handed.

“Lena’s final fitting is at two,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Marcus needs his chastity measured before Friday.”

Other students. Other cages. Other graduation nights in other suites she owned. I was the one who had begged at dawn with cum still drying on bridal linen. I was the one whose next date sat in her handwriting.

I kissed her shoe. Leather warm from her foot.

“Schedule me again after the ninth,” I said. “However many times he wants. I’ll count. I’ll say the words. I’ll stay open.”

She looked down at me. Composed. Certain. The woman who had lit the candles herself and watched a stranger breed her trainee into a placement.

“The condition is desire,” she said. “You keep wanting it, you keep your place. The moment you want freedom more than his cum, you are replaced.”

“I won’t want freedom.”

“Then you are mine to administer until you bore me.”

She marked a small check beside the ninth. Then she tore a strip from the portfolio, wrote the date large, and tucked it into my collar like a tag.

9.

I touched the paper with my teeth when she fed it to me. Ink taste. Her script. My next binding.

The candles were dead. The sheets were changed. The seventh day was over and zero nights remained on the countdown she had started when she called me ready. I had graduated into a wedding I could not leave without losing the thing I now craved past reason.

Dominique stood, gathered her bag, and paused at the door.

“Rest today,” she said. “Plug in. Cage locked. At five I call your keeper so you can hear his voice before the ninth.”

She left. The suite went quiet except for my breathing and the faint buzz of her phone somewhere down the hall, probably scheduling Lena’s life the way she had scheduled mine.

I lay on the fresh lace, weighted plug shifting when I rolled onto my back, paper tag rustling at my throat, and waited for the ninth in her hand to become my body again.
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