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The House on the Hill 

Warren's house sat at the top of a hill covered in ivy, outside Weaverville, with the blue mountains rising behind it like a stage backdrop. Miles got out of his mother's car with his legs stiff and the feeling that he'd signed a contract without reading the fine print.

Rhonda parked badly, as always. "Don't make that face, Miles. It's a nice house. Warren worked for years to afford it."

"I'm not making a face."

"You're making the face you make when you think someone's screwing you over."

Miles grabbed his suitcase. "I don't think Warren's screwing me over."

"Good. Because he's not."

The door opened before they reached the porch. Warren, sixty years old, neatly trimmed gray beard, plaid shirt and garden sandals, spread his arms wide. "Welcome home! Miles, damn, you've turned into a big guy."

Miles let himself be hugged. Warren smelled like wood and aftershave. "Hi, Warren."

"Come in, come in. Sloane's in the kitchen. She's dying to meet you."

Miles didn't have time to ask who Sloane was. A woman's voice, high and bright, called from inside. "I'm here! Coming!"

Sloane appeared in the kitchen doorway with a black apron tied at her waist and blond hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She was tall, broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped, long legs wrapped in black leggings. She had a smile that looked like a dare. She dried her hands on a dish towel and crossed the hall with quick steps.

"You must be Miles." She didn't shake his hand. She hugged him, hard, pressing her chest against his. "Damn, you're smaller than I thought."

Miles felt his ears burn. "I'm five eleven."

"Yeah, but you look smaller." Sloane stepped back and studied him head to toe, not bothering to hide the assessment. "Skinny. Tense. Like a bunny that just heard a branch snap."

Warren laughed. "Sloane, let him breathe."

"I'm letting him breathe. I'm just telling him he's cute." Sloane took the suitcase out of his hands. "Come on, I'll show you your room. It's small, but the bed's decent. And the wall's thin, so no jerking off too loud."

Miles froze. "What?"

"Kidding." Sloane winked at him. "Or maybe not."

The room was upstairs, at the end of the hallway, next to Sloane's. There was a double bed, a nightstand, a window looking out over the woods. Miles set down the suitcase and looked around. Sloane leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed.

"House rules: no shoes on the rug, no dishes in the bedroom, and if you hear anything weird from my side of the wall, pretend you didn't."

"What would I hear?"

"Depends how good Kendrick is."

Miles stared at her. "Who's Kendrick?"

"My boyfriend. Gets here tonight. He's huge. You'll like him."

Sloane left before Miles could answer. He stood in the middle of the room, feeling like he'd just been weighed and found wanting.

At dinner, Rhonda and Warren talked about the wedding, the trip to Florida, the mortgage. Miles ate the roast chicken and tried not to look at Sloane, who licked her fingers with a slowness that seemed deliberate.

Then the doorbell rang.

Sloane shot to her feet. "That's him."

Kendrick walked in like he owned the place. He was at least six foot five, shoulders like a doorframe, dark skin gleaming with sweat, a short, neat beard, calm black eyes. He wore a gray T-shirt stretched tight across his chest and a worn pair of jeans. He carried a case of craft beer like it was a box of tissues.

"Hey, family." His voice was deep, warm, with a shadow of amusement in it. He set the beer on the table and shook Warren's hand, then Rhonda's. When he got to Miles, he stopped.

"You're the new little brother?"

"Miles."

"Miles." Kendrick shook his hand. He didn't squeeze hard, but Miles still felt his bones creak. "Nice to meet you, young man. Sloane's told me about you."

"Hope it was good."

"She said you're shy." Kendrick smiled. "Not a flaw. Sometimes it's even funny."

Sloane hung off Kendrick's arm and bit his shoulder through his shirt. "Leave him alone, babe. He's still a virgin about this stuff."

"I'm not a virgin," Miles said, and realized a beat too late how stupid that clarification had been.

Kendrick laughed. "Nobody said you were, boss."

They sat down. Sloane settled onto Kendrick's lap, and he held her by the waist with one hand while drinking beer with the other. Rhonda pretended not to notice. Warren told a story about the neighbors. Miles stared at the table.

Under the tablecloth, Sloane's foot found his shin and pressed down.

"Oops," she said, without breaking her smile.

After dinner, Miles shut himself in his room. He brushed his teeth, put on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, and lay down. The mattress was new, soft. Outside, the crickets kept up a steady sound. The house emptied out slowly: Rhonda and Warren went to their room, at the end of the hall. Sloane and Kendrick came up a little later.

Miles turned off the light.

For ten minutes there was silence. Then Sloane's bed started to creak.

At first it was a light sound, barely a thought. Then it became a rhythm. The mattress springs, the wood of the headboard, a dull thud. Miles rolled onto his side and pulled the pillow over his head. It didn't help.

Sloane's voice came through the wall, thin but clear. "Yes. Like that. Don't stop."

Kendrick said something back, but Miles couldn't make out the words. His tone was low, patient, almost amused. The bed kept creaking. Sloane moaned, a long sound that seemed torn from her throat. Miles felt his own body go rigid.

"No," he whispered to himself. "No, no, no."

He rolled onto his back. The ceiling was white, with a crack running from the corner. The bed on the other side kept going. Sloane was laughing, panting, saying words Miles never wanted to hear. Kendrick grunted, a deep sound that seemed to come from the foundations of the house.

Miles slid his hand into his shorts.

It wasn't a decision. It was a collapse. He took himself in hand, slowly, as if someone might be watching. He masturbated in time with the rhythm of Sloane's bed. Every creak, every moan, every muffled laugh sent a shiver down his spine. He felt filthy. He felt turned on. He felt like an idiot.

"Come on," Sloane said from the other side. "Come on, Kendrick. Put it in."

Miles closed his eyes. He imagined things he didn't want to imagine. He imagined Kendrick on top of her, the huge body, the big hands. He imagined Sloane looking at him with that amused, cruel expression. He imagined being her, in Sloane's place. Then he hated himself for that image.

The bed pounded harder. Sloane cried out, short and sharp. Kendrick let out a low sound, almost a roar. Then silence.

Miles kept moving his hand. He was close. His breath caught in his throat. He came onto the sheet, with a moan he tried to smother in the pillow. He lay still, his heart pounding like a drum.

On the other side of the wall, Sloane laughed.

"I bet little brother was listening," she said.

Kendrick laughed too. "If he's awake, I hope he at least learned something."

Miles pulled the sheet up to his chin. His face was burning. He wiped his hand on a corner of the sheet and lay there staring at the crack in the ceiling. The bed next door creaked one last time, then nothing.

After a few minutes, he heard Sloane's voice, lower now, but still loud enough to carry through the wall.

"I'll talk to him tomorrow."

"Take it easy," Kendrick said. "Don't scare him."

"I'm not scaring him. I'm getting him ready."

Miles closed his eyes. Outside, the crickets kept going. Inside, the house was still. He stayed awake a long time, his heart slowing down and his head full of images he couldn't erase.
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Night Lesson 

Miles didn't sleep. After the scene through the wall, he lay awake staring at the ceiling, the sheet stuck to his skin and his head full of images he couldn't erase. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Sloane's bed creaking again, heard Kendrick's voice, that low, patient tone that sounded amused. He tossed and turned. Finally, around one in the morning, he gave up.

He went downstairs in silence, barefoot, his T-shirt rumpled. He just wanted a glass of water. The house was still, dark, only the little oven light glowing in the kitchen. His parents were asleep at the end of the hall. No sound from that direction. Good.

But the kitchen wasn't empty.

Sloane was standing in front of the fridge, the door open, the cold light lighting up her skin. She wore a short black silk baby-doll that left her legs and shoulders bare. Her blond hair was down, falling halfway down her back. She was pouring herself a glass of orange juice with a slowness that seemed deliberate. She heard Miles's footsteps and turned around.

"Oh, look who's here." She smiled. "Can't the puppy sleep?"

Miles stopped in the doorway. "I just wanted some water."

"Sure. Water." Sloane closed the fridge and set the glass on the counter. "After what you heard last night, I'd think water wouldn't cut it."

Miles felt his ears burn. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Uh-huh." Sloane came closer, barefoot, her hips barely moving. "You're a good liar, puppy. Just not good enough."

Right then, the downstairs bathroom door opened. Kendrick came out with a towel around his waist and nothing else. His chest was broad, gleaming with drops of water, the muscles of his arms and shoulders moving under his dark skin. His hair was wet, his beard still dripping. The towel was tied at his waist, but it left little to the imagination: his legs were massive, his thighs powerful, and the white fabric clung in a way Miles couldn't help but notice.

Kendrick saw Miles and smiled. "Hey, young man. You up too?"

Miles didn't answer. His throat had gone dry.

Sloane walked up to Kendrick and ran a hand over his chest. "The puppy came for water. But I think he wanted something else."

Kendrick laughed, a deep, warm sound. "Oh yeah?" He looked at Miles. "You come to snoop, boss?"

"No," Miles said, but his voice came out cracked.

"No?" Sloane turned toward him, that cruel smile curving her lips. "Then why are you here? Why aren't you in bed doing your own thing?"

Miles didn't answer. He felt like an idiot. He wanted to leave, but his legs wouldn't move.

Sloane tilted her head. "Come here."

"What?"

"Come. Here." She pointed at the floor in front of her. "On your knees."

Miles stared at her. "Not a chance."

Kendrick stepped away from Sloane and crossed the kitchen. He didn't walk fast. He didn't need to. He stopped in front of Miles, close enough that Miles caught the smell of soap and hot water. Kendrick put a hand on his shoulder and squeezed. Not hard, but enough to make it clear he wasn't joking.

"She said on your knees," Kendrick repeated, calmly. "That wasn't a question."

Miles felt his knees bend before he'd even decided to. He knelt on the cold kitchen floor. Sloane laughed, softly.

"Good boy. See how fast you learn?"

Kendrick let him go and went back to Sloane. He leaned against the counter, hands behind his back. Sloane came up to him, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him. It was a long, slow kiss, with tongue. Miles looked at the floor, then at Sloane's feet, then back at the two of them. He couldn't look away.

Sloane broke the kiss and crouched down. With her hands, she untied Kendrick's towel and let it fall to the floor. Miles saw everything: Kendrick's naked body, the dark skin, the broad chest, the powerful thighs. And he saw Kendrick's cock, heavy, dark, hanging between his legs. Kendrick wasn't hard, but the sight of his naked body alone made Miles stiffen against his shorts. He felt humiliated and turned on at the same time.

Sloane knelt in front of Kendrick, but not on the floor. She rested back on her heels, spine straight, and took Kendrick's cock in her hand. She started moving it slowly, with her fingers, watching Miles.

"Want to see how it's done?" she asked. "Watch closely, puppy. Because tomorrow it's your turn."

Miles didn't answer. His mouth had gone dry.

Sloane leaned in and took Kendrick's cock into her mouth. She started sucking calmly, her head moving back and forth. Kendrick closed his eyes and rested a hand on Sloane's head, not forcing her, just stroking her hair. His breathing grew heavier.

"Like that," Sloane murmured, pulling back for a moment. "With the tongue. No rush."

She went back to it. Miles watched everything: Sloane's mouth moving, Kendrick's hand on her head, the way Kendrick's body tensed. He felt his own breath grow short. He felt filthy, turned on, guilty. He wanted to look away, but he couldn't.

Kendrick opened his eyes and looked at Miles. "You like it, boss?"

Miles didn't answer.

"Answer him," Sloane said, without pulling all the way off. "Or I'll keep you here all night."

"Yes," Miles whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I like it."

Kendrick laughed, a low sound. "Good. At least you're honest."

Sloane kept going. The scene went on for several minutes. Kendrick didn't come. At some point, he grabbed Sloane by the hair and pulled her up. "That's enough. I don't want to finish yet."

Sloane stood, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked at Miles. "Seen enough?"

Miles nodded, without speaking.

"Good." Sloane picked the towel up off the floor and tossed it to Kendrick. "Now get to bed. And tomorrow night, after dinner, come to my room. Kendrick will explain the rules."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He felt ridiculous, standing in the middle of the kitchen, his T-shirt rumpled and his shorts barely hiding how turned on he was.

Kendrick knotted the towel back around his waist. "Good night, young man. Dream about something useful."

Miles left the kitchen without turning around. He went up the stairs, into his room, and shut the door behind him. He leaned against the door and stood there, his heart pounding. He heard Sloane and Kendrick's voices coming from the kitchen, low, but not low enough to hide that they were laughing at him.

"Tomorrow we whip him into shape," Sloane said.

"Tomorrow we'll see how long he holds out," Kendrick answered.

Miles got into bed. He pulled the sheet up to his neck and closed his eyes. He didn't sleep again for a long time.
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Not Yet 

Miles woke up with the sun hitting him in the face and the feeling he hadn't slept a wink. He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror: dark circles under his eyes, hair a mess, T-shirt rumpled. He splashed cold water on his face and went downstairs.

The kitchen smelled like coffee and bacon. Rhonda and Warren were already sitting at the table, deep in a conversation about the neighbors. Sloane stood at the stove, wearing a black apron, hair pulled back. Kendrick leaned against the counter, a mug in his hand, wearing a fitted T-shirt and sweatpants. He looked completely at ease, like he'd always lived there.

"Morning, puppy," Sloane said, without turning around. "Sleep well?"

Miles sat down. "Yeah."

"Liar." Sloane turned and set a plate of eggs in front of him. "You've got the face of someone who spent the whole night thinking."

Rhonda looked up. "Miles, you okay? You're pale."

"I'm fine, Mom."

"He's just a little shy," Kendrick said, with an easy smile. "Takes time to settle in."

Warren nodded. "Sure. Give him time."

Miles ate without looking at anyone. Sloane and Kendrick talked to each other about ordinary things: his job at the shop, her exhibit downtown, the neighborhood party that weekend. They seemed like two ordinary people. But every so often, Sloane shot him a look that made him drop his eyes to his plate. And Kendrick, passing behind him to grab the salt, put a hand on his shoulder and left it there a second too long.

After breakfast, Rhonda and Warren went out for groceries. Sloane took off her apron and tossed it on the counter.

"Miles," she said. "Come upstairs. We need to talk."

Miles felt his stomach clench. "About what?"

"About last night." Sloane headed for the stairs. "Don't make me say it twice."

Kendrick walked past him and tapped the back of his neck. "Move it, boss. It's not polite to keep a lady waiting."

Miles followed them up the stairs. Sloane's room was bigger than his, with an unmade bed, clothes scattered everywhere, and a desk covered in makeup. There was a sweet smell, vanilla and sweat. Sloane sat on the edge of the bed. Kendrick leaned against the desk, arms crossed.

"Close the door," Sloane said.

Miles obeyed. He stood by the door, hands at his sides.

"Come here." Sloane pointed at the floor in front of her. "On your knees."

Miles hesitated. "Why?"

"Because I said so." Sloane tilted her head. "And because last night you watched without permission. Or am I wrong?"

Miles felt his face burn. He knelt down.

"Good." Sloane leaned forward and took his chin between two fingers. "Now tell me: what do you want?"

"I don't know."

"Yes, you do." Sloane tightened her grip a little. "I can see how you look at me. I can see how you look at him. I can see how turned on you got last night while you were listening to us."

Miles didn't answer.

Kendrick stepped away from the desk and came closer. He knelt beside Miles, not to put himself at his level, but to talk to him up close. "Listen, young man. We don't have time to waste. Either you tell the truth, or we send you back to your room and you never get to see anything again. And you'll just sit there eating your heart out."

Miles closed his eyes. "I'm confused."

"Confused about what?" Sloane asked.

"About you two. About what I feel. About what I want."

"And what do you feel?" Sloane let go of his chin and stroked his cheek. "When you look at me, what do you feel?"

"Heat." Miles opened his eyes. "And when I look at him…" He stopped.

"When you look at him?" Kendrick pressed.

"I feel like I can't breathe."

Kendrick smiled. "Good. At least you've figured that much out."

Sloane got up from the bed and knelt in front of Miles. She put her hands on his thighs. "Now I'm going to show you something. And you stay still. You don't move, you don't talk, you don't do anything without my permission. Clear?"

"Clear."

Sloane unbuttoned his pants. Miles felt his heart pound. She slid a hand inside and took hold of him. She started moving it slowly, up and down, unhurried. Miles closed his eyes.

"No," Sloane said. "Keep your eyes open. Look at me."

Miles obeyed. Sloane watched him with a faint smile. Her hand moved slowly, steadily. Kendrick had sat down on the bed and was watching, arms crossed.

Sloane looked down, assessing him calmly, like she was examining a not-very-interesting object. "Oh, puppy." She shook her head, without stopping her hand. "I was ready to laugh, you know? But there's not even any fun in teasing you."

"What do you mean?" Miles asked, his voice thin.

"I mean my hand's getting bored." Sloane tightened her grip slightly, then loosened it again. "Kendrick, come look. Does this seem normal to you?"

Kendrick leaned over from the bed and studied him with a neutral, almost clinical expression. "Normal for a kid," he said. "Not for a man." He settled back comfortably. "But that's fine. Not everybody's born equipped."

Miles felt his face catch fire. "It's not my fault."

"Nobody said it was your fault," Sloane answered, with fake sweetness. "It's just a fact. Like eye color. You don't get mad about a fact." She picked the rhythm back up, a little slower, as if to underline the point. "Anyway, it takes my whole hand to get you going. With Kendrick, one finger does it."

Kendrick laughed softly. "Be nice, babe. It's not his fault he was born small."

"I'm trying to be nice." Sloane looked Miles in the eye. "I'm even touching you. You should be thanking me."

"Thank you," Miles whispered, before he even realized he'd said it.

Sloane smiled, satisfied. "Good puppy. See how fast you learn?"

"You like it?" she asked then.

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I like it."

"Good." Sloane sped up a little. Miles felt his breath go short. He stiffened against her hand. "See? It's not hard. You just have to admit what you want. Even when what you've got to offer is… modest."

Kendrick got up and came closer. He knelt behind Miles and put his hands on his shoulders. "Relax, boss. Don't fight it."

Miles felt Kendrick's body behind him, warm, solid. Sloane's hand kept moving. It was too much. It was all too much.

"Please," Miles whispered.

"Please what?" Sloane asked.

"Please, let me come."

Sloane laughed softly. "No."

Miles stared at her. "What?"

"Not yet." Sloane pulled her hand away and stood up. "You haven't done anything to earn it."

Miles stayed on his knees, his pants open, his breath ragged. He felt humiliated, frustrated, and still turned on. Kendrick put a hand on his head and ruffled his hair.

"Next time," Kendrick said, "maybe you'll get lucky. But only if you learn to behave."

Sloane sat on the bed and picked up her phone. "You can go now. Close the door behind you."

Miles stood up, buttoned his pants back up, and left. In the hallway he leaned against the wall and stayed there, his heart pounding, his head full of confusion. He heard their voices through the door.

"He's ready," Sloane said.

"Almost," Kendrick answered. "Still needs a little more patience."

Miles went back to his room, shut himself in, and sat on the bed. He looked at his hands. They were shaking. He didn't know what was happening, but he knew he didn't want it to stop.
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The Rules 

Miles spent the afternoon in his room, lying on the bed, staring at the ceiling. He couldn't focus on anything. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Sloane's hand moving slowly again, heard Kendrick's voice behind him, warm and patient. He felt like an idiot. He felt turned on. He felt trapped.

Toward evening, Rhonda and Warren went out to dinner with some friends. Rhonda knocked on his door. "We're heading out, Miles. Be back soon, okay?"

"Yes, Mom."

"And behave with Sloane and Kendrick. They're being kind, having you here."

Miles didn't answer. He heard the front door close, the sound of the car pulling away. The house dropped into silence. Then, from downstairs, he heard Sloane's voice.

"Miles! Come here!"

He got up. His legs were shaking. He went downstairs and found Sloane and Kendrick in the living room. Sloane sat on the couch, legs crossed, a glass of wine in her hand. Kendrick stood by the window, arms crossed. He wore a black shirt and dark pants. He looked even more imposing than usual.

"Come here," Sloane said, pointing at the floor in front of her. "On your knees."

Miles hesitated. "Why?"

"Because I said so." Sloane set down her glass. "And because today we're setting the rules. If you want to be part of this house, you need to learn them."

Miles came closer and knelt on the rug, in front of her. Kendrick left the window and sat on the arm of the couch, next to Sloane. He watched Miles with a calm smile.

"Rule number one," Sloane began. "In this house, you obey. Me and Kendrick. No arguing, no making a fuss. If we tell you to do something, you do it."

Miles nodded.

"No," Sloane said. "Say it back."

"I obey you and Kendrick. No arguing."

"Good. Rule number two: you don't talk to anyone about what you see or hear in this house. Not your mother, not Warren, not your friends. What happens here stays here."

"I don't talk to anyone."

"Say it back."

"I don't talk to anyone about what happens here."

"Rule number three." Sloane leaned forward. "You don't touch yourself without our permission. Ever. Not during the day, not at night. If you feel like it, you ask. And if we say no, you shut up and deal with it."

Miles felt his face burn. "I can't touch myself without permission."

"Exactly. And if we catch you doing it," Kendrick cut in, his voice calm, "we punish you. And it won't be fun."

Miles looked at them both. "What kind of punishment?"

Kendrick smiled. "Depends. We could make you kneel for hours. Or make you watch without touching. Or we could decide that for a whole week, we don't let you come. Ever. We leave you there, turned on and frustrated, until you learn."

Miles swallowed. "Understood."

"Say the third rule back," Sloane said.

"I don't touch myself without your permission."

"Good." Sloane stood up and walked over to Kendrick. She ran a hand over his chest and kissed him. It was a slow kiss, with tongue. Miles stayed on his knees, watching. He felt his body go rigid. He forced himself to keep his hands at his sides.

Sloane broke the kiss and looked at Miles. "Now we're going to show you something. And you stay there, on your knees, and watch. You don't talk, you don't move, you don't touch yourself. Clear?"

"Clear."

Sloane took Kendrick's hand and led him in front of the couch. Kendrick sat down and Sloane knelt in front of him. She unbuttoned his shirt, slowly, revealing his broad chest and the muscles of his shoulders. Then she unfastened his pants and pulled them down. Kendrick lifted himself slightly to let her slide them off. He sat there, naked, legs slightly spread. Miles saw everything: the dark, powerful body, the gleaming chest, the massive thighs. And he saw Kendrick's cock, heavy, dark, hanging between his legs. He felt humiliated and turned on at the same time. His hands were shaking. He wanted to touch himself, but he couldn't.

Sloane knelt between Kendrick's legs and took his cock in her hand. She started moving it slowly, watching Miles. "Watch closely, puppy. Because this is tonight's lesson."

She leaned down and took him into her mouth. Miles watched everything: Sloane's mouth moving, Kendrick's hand stroking her hair, his breathing growing heavier. He felt filthy, turned on, guilty. He wanted to look away, but he couldn't.

Kendrick opened his eyes and looked at Miles. "You like it, boss?"

Miles didn't answer.

"Answer him," Sloane said, without pulling off completely.

"Yes," Miles whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I like it."

Kendrick laughed, a low sound. "Good. At least you're honest."

Sloane kept going for a few more minutes. Then she stood up, took off her dress, and stood there naked. Her body was long and lean, with broad shoulders and narrow hips. For a moment Miles didn't understand what he was looking at. Then he saw it clearly: between Sloane's legs, where he'd expected something else, there was an erect cock, slim but undeniable, standing up straight.

Miles felt his breath catch in his throat. The thought came to him in broken pieces: *Sloane is... Sloane has...* He couldn't even finish the sentence in his own head. He looked at Kendrick, as if searching for confirmation that he'd misunderstood, but Kendrick didn't so much as blink, like it was the most normal thing in the world.

And then, underneath the shock, came the other discovery, the one that unsettled him even more: he didn't feel disgust. His heart was pounding, his cheeks were burning, and somewhere in the confusion he felt his own body respond anyway, straining against the fabric of his pants, as if the revelation hadn't killed anything at all, quite the opposite. He hated himself for it. He couldn't tell if he was turned on despite what he was seeing or precisely because of it, and the question made his head spin more than the scene itself.

"Surprised, puppy?" Sloane looked at him with a smile that already knew everything, as if she'd predicted every one of his reactions in advance. "Relax. It doesn't change anything. Or maybe it does." She glanced down at Miles's pants, at the bulge he couldn't hide, and arched an eyebrow, pleased. "I'd say you don't mind it one bit."

Miles couldn't find anything to say. What he felt wasn't real disgust. It was something more confused, more uncomfortable: the feeling of being caught out in a desire he hadn't even known he had.

It wasn't as big as Kendrick's, but it was clearly hard. Sloane turned around and knelt on the couch, her hands braced on the backrest. She looked at Miles.

"Now watch how it's done. And don't look away."

Kendrick got up and came over to her. He put a hand on her back and took her from behind, slowly. Sloane moaned, a long sound that seemed torn from her throat. Kendrick began to move, calm, rhythmic. Miles watched it all: Kendrick's body moving, Sloane's hands gripping the backrest, their breathing mixing together. He felt his own body go rigid against his pants. He felt like an idiot. He felt turned on. He felt trapped.

"You like watching?" Sloane asked, her voice breaking.

"Yes."

"I can tell." Sloane laughed softly. "You're all red. And you can't touch yourself, can you?"

"No."

"Good. That's how you learn."

Kendrick picked up the pace. Sloane cried out, short and sharp. Kendrick's whole body went rigid at once, the muscles of his back contracting under his dark skin, and a low, drawn-out groan tore out of his chest. He stayed inside her for a long moment, his breath ragged, his hips trembling in small aftershocks as he came. When he pulled out, slowly, a thick white thread ran down the inside of Sloane's thigh, followed by another, slower one, that stopped halfway, glistening in the lamplight. Sloane stayed bent forward for a moment, catching her breath, then slid two fingers between her legs, gathered up what had come out, and brought it to her mouth, unhurried, looking Miles straight in the eye as she did it.

"See how much comes out, puppy?" she said, her voice still cracked from her short breath. "Learn from it. Someday, maybe, you'll manage that much too."

Sloane turned and sat down on the couch, her legs still trembling. She looked at Miles.

"You can go now," she said. "Close the door behind you."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He felt ridiculous, standing in the middle of the living room, his pants barely hiding how turned on he was. Kendrick pulled his pants back on and came over to him.

"Tomorrow night," he said, "we'll expect you in Sloane's room. Bring your patience with you, because we're going to start getting you ready for real."

Miles nodded. "Yes."

"Yes, what?" Sloane asked.

"Yes, I obey."

"Good." Sloane smiled. "Go to bed, puppy."

Miles went up the stairs. He shut himself in his room, got into bed, and lay there staring at the ceiling. His body was burning. His hands were shaking. He didn't touch himself. He couldn't. He closed his eyes and tried to sleep. It didn't come easily.
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Standing Guard 

Miles spent the morning in his room, sitting on the bed, headphones on, music loud. He didn't want to think. He didn't want to hear. But the house was quiet, and the thoughts came anyway.

Around noon, Sloane opened the door without knocking. "Miles. Come with me."

He took off his headphones. "Where?"

"End of the hall." Sloane had a strange, calm smile. "Your mother's not feeling well. I'm going to take care of her. You stand outside the door and keep watch."

Miles stared at her. "Keep watch?"

"Yeah. If Warren shows up, knock twice and walk away. Clear?"

"Why should I keep watch?"

"Because I said so." Sloane took his chin between two fingers and squeezed it lightly. "And because if you don't, no training tonight. And no training means you're stuck just watching, forever."

Miles got up. He followed her to the door of Rhonda's room. Sloane went in without knocking and closed it behind her. Miles stayed in the hallway, back against the wall, hands at his sides. He didn't hear anything at first. Then, after a few minutes, he heard his mother's voice, low and tense, more heated than he'd ever heard her.

"I was waiting for you, Sloane. Give it to me, please. I've wanted it since this morning."

Sloane's voice answered, calm, almost amused. "I know, sweetheart. I know. But first tell me who's in charge in this house."

"You," Rhonda said, in a thin voice. "You're in charge."

"Good girl. Then wait a little longer."

A rustle of fabric. A long sigh. Then the bed started to creak, slowly at first, then more insistently. Rhonda moaned, a low sound Miles had never heard her make, not even close. Miles felt his stomach clench. He didn't want to listen. He didn't want to imagine. He put his hands over his ears, but it didn't help. The sounds came through anyway: a muffled moan, a broken breath, the creak of the bed, his mother's voice repeating "yes, like that, don't stop" in a tone Miles never wanted to recognize. He felt sick. He felt confused. He tried to convince himself there was no arousal in what he was hearing. Just a kind of dizziness, like the floor had tilted under his feet.

After what felt like an eternity, the door opened. Sloane came out with flushed cheeks and loose hair. She wiped a hand across her mouth and smiled.

"Good boy," she said. "You kept watch. You did well, staying there without saying a word, even though you were probably dying inside." She gave him a little pat on the cheek, like you would a child. "Now come with me."

Miles followed her to her room. Kendrick sat on the edge of the bed, bare-chested, in sweatpants. He looked at Miles and smiled.

"There he is," he said. "Our puppy."

Sloane closed the door. "On your knees."

Miles knelt on the floor. Sloane sat down next to Kendrick and ran a hand over his back. Then she looked at Miles.

"Do you like men?"

Miles stared at her. "What do you mean?"

"Sex. As in, sex with men."

"No." Miles shook his head. "I've always gotten turned on by pictures and videos of women."

"And in person?" Sloane asked. "Have you ever seen or touched a naked woman?"

"No. I'm shy."

"Good." Sloane smiled. "Don't worry about it. You just obey. You're going to turn gay. I've decided."

Miles felt his blood run cold. "What do you mean, gay?"

"Yeah. You'll understand." Sloane stood up and walked over to him. "For now, come closer and unbutton Kendrick. Look at it up close. Smell it."

Miles froze. "I don't want to."

Sloane leaned toward him. "I didn't quite catch that. Does Kendrick disgust you? Is that how rude you are?"

"No, but I like women."

Sloane laughed, a sharp sound. "Women? Puppy, the other night you were hard as a rock watching Kendrick screw me. And before that you nearly melted watching his cock while I showed it to you up close. Don't try that with me. I know exactly what you like, better than you do."

Miles felt his face catch fire. "That's not true."

"It is true, and you know it." Sloane leaned in, her face inches from his. "Your body doesn't lie the way your mouth does. So enough with the stories." She took his hand and guided it toward Kendrick. "Go on."

Miles felt his fingers trembling. He moved closer. Kendrick watched him from above, an amused look on his face. Miles unbuttoned his pants. His hands were shaking. He caught the smell of soap and warm skin. Kendrick lifted himself slightly to let him pull the pants down. Miles saw Kendrick's cock, heavy, dark, hanging between his legs. He felt small. He felt humiliated.

"Look at it closely," Sloane said. "Smell it. Take your time."

Miles obeyed. He leaned in and breathed in. The smell was strong, masculine, unlike anything he knew. He felt his face burn.

While he stayed bent over, his face inches from Kendrick's body, he felt Sloane's hand slide behind him, between his own buttocks, her fingers slipping into the crease over the fabric of his shorts. Miles jolted, an involuntary movement of his hips, almost a flinch.

Sloane laughed softly, pleased. "See? You respond well there too." She pressed again, longer this time, and watched Miles's body clench on its own, without him being able to stop it. "Look how you're moving. You don't even notice."

"I'm... I'm not doing anything," Miles stammered, his voice strangled.

"Of course not." Sloane leaned in close to his ear, her voice low and amused. "But soon we'll need to go a lot further, puppy. Much further. And when that happens, you'll be making those movements on purpose. You'll see."

"Good boy," she said then, turning serious again. "Now use your tongue to catch that little drop that came out of the tip."

Miles hesitated. "Please…"

"I didn't ask you to talk." Sloane put a hand on the back of his neck and held it there. "Do it. Then go. And don't touch yourself. I'll know from how much fluid comes out of you tomorrow. I'll be judging the amount."

Miles leaned down. With his tongue, he caught the drop glistening on the tip of Kendrick's cock. He tasted salt and pulled back, his throat tightening.

"Good boy," Sloane said. "You can go now."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He felt ridiculous, dirty, confused.

"Will I get to come tomorrow?" he asked, without knowing why.

Sloane laughed. "Yes. But you won't like it, I promise you that. And it won't be because you earned it, either. It'll be because we decide it, whenever we feel like it."

Miles left the room. He shut the door behind him and stood in the hallway, back against the wall. He heard Sloane and Kendrick's voices, low, but not low enough to hide that they were laughing. Then the bed started to creak. Miles felt his body go rigid. He wanted to touch himself. He wanted to so badly. But the fear was stronger. He kept his hands at his sides and stood still, waiting for the sounds to end. They didn't end soon.
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The Plug 

Miles woke up with his heart pounding and his mouth dry. He lay still for a few minutes, staring at the ceiling. He still had his shorts on. He hadn't touched himself. He hadn't dared. He got up, washed his face, and went downstairs.

The kitchen smelled like coffee and eggs. Rhonda sat at the table, a mug between her hands. She looked rested. Warren was reading the paper. Sloane stood at the stove, black apron on, hair pulled back. Kendrick leaned against the counter, in a fitted T-shirt and sweatpants. Everything normal.

"Morning, Miles," Rhonda said. "Sleep well?"

"Yes, Mom."

"You're pale. Eat something."

Miles sat down. Sloane set a plate of eggs and toast in front of him. She didn't look at him. Kendrick walked behind him and put a hand on his shoulder, not squeezing. Miles felt his ears catch fire.

After breakfast, Rhonda and Warren went out for groceries. Rhonda kissed Miles on the cheek goodbye. "Back soon. Behave."

"Yes, Mom."

The door closed. The house dropped into silence. Miles sat at the table, hands wrapped around his empty mug. Sloane took off her apron and threw it on the counter.

"Miles," she said. "Come upstairs."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He followed her up the stairs. Kendrick followed them, unhurried. Sloane's room was a mess. The bed unmade. It smelled like vanilla and skin.

Sloane sat on the edge of the bed. Kendrick leaned against the desk, arms crossed. Miles stood near the door.

"Close the door," Sloane said.

Miles obeyed.

"Come here. On your knees."

Miles knelt on the floor, in front of her. Sloane leaned forward and took his chin between two fingers.

"Last night I told you not to touch yourself. Did you?"

"No."

"Good. Now I'll check." Sloane sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. "Come here. Between my knees."

Miles moved closer, without getting up off the floor. Sloane unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down to his knees. Then she did the same with his underwear. Miles felt the cold air on his skin and a shiver of shame, as if every inch of him were on display.

"Now let's see how much fluid you've got," Sloane said. "That'll tell me if you touched yourself."

She reached out a hand and took hold of him. She started moving it up and down, slowly. Miles felt his breath go short. His body responded, despite everything. He didn't want it to, but his body wasn't listening. In under a minute he was already there. Sloane smiled.

"See? Doesn't take much." She sped up a little. Miles closed his eyes.

"No," Sloane said. "Keep your eyes open. Look at me."

Miles obeyed. Sloane watched him with a cruel smile. Her hand kept moving, steady, unhurried. Miles felt the arousal climbing, relentless. He was close. Too close.

"Please," he whispered.

"Please what?"

"Please, let me…"

Sloane pulled her hand away. Miles felt the emptiness, his body protesting. But it didn't stop there. The arousal was already past the point of no return. Without being touched, he started to pulse. Miles felt his body tense, his throat tighten. Then the spurts came. They weren't pleasant. They were painful, wrenched out of him, as if his body were emptying itself against his will. Miles moaned, his face contorted, his eyes wide.

Sloane, with her free hand, cupped it into a kind of scoop. She caught the fluid as it came, spurt after spurt, without losing a drop. Miles couldn't stop. His body kept pulsing, again and again, until it was over. He stayed on his knees, breath ragged, face tight, eyes glassy.

Sloane looked at the fluid pooled in her hand. Then she called Kendrick over. "What do you think?"

Kendrick left the desk and came closer. He looked at Sloane's hand, then at Miles. "For what he's got in his balls, I'd say that's still enough to justify two days off."

Sloane laughed. "You do triple that even after the third round in one day."

"Obviously." Kendrick shrugged. "Try weighing mine against his. No comparison."

Sloane laughed again. "True. Yours look like billiard balls. His look like those little glass marbles kids play with at the beach."

Miles felt the blood rush to his face. His body was still tense from the interrupted climax, and now, on top of that, the joke made him want to disappear into the floor. His legs were shaking. He wanted to cover himself, but he didn't dare move.

Sloane wiped her hand with a tissue. "Good boy. You didn't touch yourself. But you still emptied out. So, two days off. No hands, no mouth, nothing at all. Clear?"

"Clear."

"Good." Sloane stood up and went to the desk. She grabbed a bottle of lubricant and a small silicone object, dark-colored, long and slim. She showed it to Miles.

"This is a plug," she said. "Small one. To start with. It'll get you used to how this works. You'll keep it in for a few hours."

Miles looked at the object. He felt sick. "I don't want to."

Sloane put a hand on the back of his neck and squeezed. "I didn't quite catch that. Did you say something?"

"No," Miles whispered.

"Good." Sloane sat on the bed. "Get bent over the bed. Chest on the mattress, knees on the floor."

Miles hesitated. Kendrick came closer and put a hand on his shoulder. "Move it, boss. Don't make this worse."

Miles stood up, took off his pants and underwear, and bent over the bed, his chest against the mattress, his knees on the floor. He felt naked in a new way, like there was nothing left to hide. His face was burning.

Sloane knelt behind him. She poured some lubricant onto her fingers. "Now hold still. And breathe."

Miles felt Sloane's fingers touch his backside. Slowly, she started to massage. Then, with one finger, she began to press. Miles tensed up.

"Relax," Sloane said. "If you tense up, it hurts. Breathe."

Miles tried to breathe. He felt the finger enter, slowly, carefully. It wasn't painful, but it was strange. Humiliating. He felt like he was under examination, like someone was looking inside him.

Kendrick knelt beside him and put a hand on his back. "Good. Like that. Don't clench."

Sloane moved the finger in and out, slowly. Then she added a second one. Miles felt a sharp pinch and tensed up again.

"Does it hurt?" Sloane asked.

"A little."

"Normal. Breathe. And don't move."

After a few minutes, Sloane pulled her fingers out. Miles felt a sudden emptiness. Then he felt something cold and hard pressing against him. The plug. Sloane pushed it in, slowly, calmly. Miles felt his body open, adjust. It wasn't painful, but it was strange. He felt full and, at the same time, stripped of every defense, with that object there to remind him every second what was happening to him.

"There," Sloane said. "Done. Now get up."

Miles stood up. He could feel the plug inside him with every movement. He felt branded, like the object was declaring him their property. He got dressed again, slowly.

Sloane came closer and took his chin. "Now listen carefully. You'll keep this in until tonight. You don't take it out. You don't touch yourself. You don't do anything without my permission. Clear?"

"Clear."

"And tonight," Kendrick cut in, "we'll show you what happens when you obey. But you won't like it. I promise you that."

Miles nodded. He felt small, dirty, confused. He wanted to leave, but his legs wouldn't move.

"You can go," Sloane said. "Close the door behind you."

Miles left the room. He walked to his own room, feeling the plug shift inside him with every step. He shut himself in, sat on the bed, and stayed still. He didn't touch himself. He couldn't. He closed his eyes and waited.
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Only a Bottom 

Miles kept the plug in all afternoon. Every step, every time he sat down, every time he bent over to pick something up, he felt the foreign presence inside him. It wasn't painful. It was worse: it was a company he couldn't ignore. He shut himself in his room and tried to read, but the words slid past his eyes without meaning. Toward evening, Rhonda came back with Warren and made dinner. Miles barely ate. Sloane watched him over the rim of her water glass, with that faint smile that seemed to know everything. Kendrick, sitting next to her, ran a hand over the back of his neck when he got up to grab the bread.

"Tomorrow," Sloane said, when Miles got up from the table, "the plug stays where it is. But it won't be enough on its own anymore. Come upstairs."

Miles spent a restless night, his body demanding something he couldn't name. In the morning, Rhonda and Warren left early for a day trip to Boone. Sloane knocked on his door at nine.

"Miles. Upstairs. Now."

Kendrick was already in the room, sitting on the desk, legs dangling, arms crossed. He wore a shirt open at the chest and dark pants. Sloane closed the door.

"Strip," she said. "All of it."

Miles hesitated. Kendrick didn't say anything, but watched calmly, as if waiting for him to figure it out on his own. Miles took off his shirt, his pants, his underwear. The plug was still in place, he could feel it with every movement, a constant reminder of how little his body belonged to him anymore. He stood there, naked, arms at his sides. He felt ridiculous.

"On your knees," Sloane said. "Next to me."

Miles knelt down. Sloane stood up, took off her leggings and underwear, and stood in front of him, legs slightly apart. Her cock hung between her thighs, soft, pale, in sharp contrast to Kendrick's dark one that Miles had seen just before. Miles looked at the floor.

"No," Sloane said. "Look. Look at it properly."

Miles raised his eyes. He looked. He couldn't look away, as if something in him had given up without being asked.

Sloane noticed where his gaze had settled, unmoving, and smiled slowly. "You'd like to put that in your mouth, wouldn't you?"

Miles felt his face catch fire. He couldn't answer, but gave an almost imperceptible nod, nearly against his own will.

Sloane laughed, a low, satisfied sound. "You have to earn it, puppy. It's not exactly a prize that gets handed out for free."

"See?" she added, turning serious again. "It's bigger than yours. I'm a trans woman, I've been on hormones for years, and I'm still bigger than you. Doesn't that seem humiliating?"

Miles didn't answer.

"Answer me."

"Yes," he whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, it's humiliating."

"Good boy." Sloane took a step closer. "Now tell me something. Do you know what I do with Kendrick?"

Miles shook his head.

"I'm the bottom. He takes me. Always. For years now." Sloane laughed softly. "But when I feel like it, I switch and top. And with you, I think I'll feel like it a lot."

Miles felt his stomach clench. "Me too?"

"You too, what?"

"Could I be like that? On top, sometimes?"

Sloane laughed hard this time. She turned to Kendrick. "Did you hear that? He wants to top."

Kendrick laughed too, shaking his head. "Young man, you're adorable."

Sloane leaned toward Miles, hands on her knees, her face close to his. "Get that out of your head. You'll only ever be the bottom. Always. There's no 'sometimes.' There's no 'maybe.' Only bottom."

Miles felt his face burn. "But…"

"No buts." Sloane straightened up and went to the desk. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled something out. It was a metal object, shiny, shaped like a small curved cylinder, with a flat base and a ring. It looked like a miniature cage. Sloane held it in her hand, turning it between her fingers.

"What is it?" Miles asked.

"A chastity cage. With a lock." Sloane showed it to Kendrick, who nodded. "From now on, you'll wear it always. Day and night. To get you used to being purely a bottom."

Miles felt his blood run cold. "Always?"

"Always." Sloane knelt in front of him. "You need this to understand that your body isn't yours anymore. That what you feel doesn't matter. That the only thing that matters is what we decide."

Miles looked at Kendrick, as if hoping he'd step in. Kendrick shrugged. "Don't look at me, boss. I'm on board. Actually, it was my idea."

Sloane took Miles's cock between her fingers. Miles felt his body respond, stiffen against her hand. Sloane laughed.

"Look how fast it wakes up. Doesn't understand a thing." She slid the ring around the base, then fitted the cage around his cock. The metal was cold. Miles felt his body try to pull back, as if it wanted to escape. Sloane snapped the lock shut with a sharp click and slipped the key into her leggings pocket.

"There." She stood up and pulled her leggings back on. The plug, behind him, was still in place: two separate reminders, one in front and one behind, telling him that every part of him belonged to them now. "Now try touching yourself. Go on. Try."

Miles lowered a hand. The metal was there, hard, cold. He couldn't do anything. He couldn't get anything. He suddenly felt empty, useless.

"See?" Sloane said. "You're officially a bottom now. Your body doesn't serve you anymore. It serves us."

Kendrick left the desk and came closer. He knelt beside Miles and put a hand on his shoulder.

"My turn now," he said. "Sloane, the dildo. The medium one."

Sloane went to the drawer and pulled out a clear silicone object, long and smooth, with a wide base. She handed it to Kendrick. Then she sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, and watched.

"Get bent over the bed," Kendrick said. "Chest on the mattress, knees on the floor, ass up."

Miles obeyed. He felt his face burn, his body tremble. The metal cage pressed against the mattress, cold and useless. Kendrick knelt behind him. He poured lubricant onto his fingers, unhurried.

"Now I'll show you how it's done," he said. "And you learn. Because eventually, when it's time, you'll need to be ready. And I don't want to hear you crying."

Miles closed his eyes. He felt Kendrick's fingers touch him, massage, open him up. It wasn't rough, but it was firm. It didn't ask permission. Miles felt the fingers enter, one, then two. His body opened, slowly, adjusting. It was strange, almost shameful, and yet part of him responded. The cage blocked any relief. He felt his body strain against the metal, with nowhere to go.

"Breathe," Kendrick said. "Don't clench."

Miles breathed. He felt the fingers pull out. Then he felt the tip of the dildo press against him. Cold, smooth. Kendrick pushed it in, slowly, unhurried. Miles felt his body open, fill up. It wasn't painful, but it was too much. He gripped the sheet.

"Good," Kendrick said. "Like that. Now I'm going to move it. And you learn to hold still."

He started moving it, in and out, calm, rhythmic. Miles felt his breath go short. The cage pressed against the mattress, useless. His body wanted to respond, but couldn't. Everything was shut, blocked. He felt something warm and wet work its way through the slits in the metal: a bead of arousal seeping out slowly, running down the ring at the base and wetting the inside of his thigh. He couldn't stop it, couldn't even hide it. Every thrust from Kendrick seemed to squeeze out another drop, a thin trail that kept sliding down, marking his skin. He felt humiliated, turned on, frustrated. Tears stung his eyes.

Sloane, from the bed, laughed softly. "Look, he's already dripping through the cage. Not even the metal can hold it in." She leaned forward for a better look. "Too bad you can't do anything about it. Right, puppy?"

Miles didn't answer. He couldn't. Kendrick kept going for several minutes, changing his pace, sometimes slow, sometimes faster. With every change of rhythm, another drop slid down the metal, tracing a small glistening trail on his stretched skin. Then Kendrick stopped and pulled the dildo out. Miles felt the emptiness, his body still demanding more.

"That's enough for today," Kendrick said. "Did you learn something?"

Miles nodded, his face pressed into the mattress.

"Say it," Sloane said. "What did you learn?"

"That I'm only a bottom," Miles whispered.

"Good boy." Sloane stood up and came closer. She put a hand on his head and stroked it, the way you would a dog. Then she looked down at the cage, still wet, and smiled. "And that your body talks even when you stay quiet." She ran a finger along the wet metal, gathering up the little that had come out, and brought it to her lips, unhurried. "Now get dressed. And remember: the cage doesn't come off. Ever. If you try to tamper with it, I'll know. And I'll make you regret it."

Miles stood up. He got dressed, slowly. He could feel the metal against his skin, cold and present, still damp under the fabric. He felt different. He felt smaller. Kendrick walked past him and put a hand on the back of his neck.

"Tomorrow," he said, "we start getting you ready for real. Bring your patience, young man. You'll need it."

Miles left the room. He walked to his own room, feeling the weight of the cage with every step, and the plug still inside him, behind, never removed. He shut himself in, sat on the bed, and stayed still. He didn't touch himself. He couldn't. He couldn't have, even if he'd wanted to.
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Mouth Only 

The house was empty. Rhonda and Warren had gone to Charlotte for the whole day, to visit some of his relatives. Kendrick had gone back to his apartment downtown because he had a shift at the shop. Miles was left alone with Sloane.

He was in his room, lying on the bed, phone in hand, eyes on the ceiling. The metal cage pressed against the fabric of his pants, cold, present, impossible to forget. And behind it, still, the plug: days now, and he still hadn't fully gotten used to the feeling. He heard Sloane's footsteps in the hallway before she even opened the door. She didn't knock. She came in and closed it behind her.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Nothing." Miles hesitated, then worked up his nerve. "Sloane... can I ask you something? The plug... could you take it out, at least for a little while? It's really bothering me now."

Sloane looked at him, almost amused by the request. "Not a chance. The plug stays. You'll get used to it." She walked over to the bed and sat next to him, legs crossed. "And besides, today we study." She wore a short black leather skirt and a fitted top that left her shoulders bare. Her blond hair was down. She smelled sweet, vanilla and wood.

"Study what?"

"Your curriculum." Sloane took the phone out of his hands. "Get your phone. We're watching some videos."

Miles looked at her. "What videos?"

"Videos that explain how a man who wants to become a bottom should think. What he should want. How he should act." Sloane unlocked the phone with his fingerprint, searched an app, opened a video. "Watch. And listen."

The screen lit up. The images were explicit: a man on his knees in front of another, mouth open, eyes down. A voiceover, calm, explained that a bottom's pleasure wasn't about getting hard, but about being filled, about obeying, about feeling the other man's body on top of his own. The images kept going: a man bent over a bed, another man's hands holding him steady by the hips, his breath breaking. Miles felt his face burn. He wanted to look away, but Sloane kept the phone in front of his eyes.

"See?" she said. "This is what you need to learn. It doesn't matter what you want. What matters is what your body can give. And your body can give a lot, if you train it."

Miles didn't answer. He watched the screen. The images changed: a man being taken from behind, the other man's hands on his shoulders, his back arching. The voiceover said the real pleasure, for a bottom, was in surrender. In deciding nothing. In feeling small, useful, filled.

"You like it?" Sloane asked.

"I don't know."

"Yes, you do. Look at how you're breathing." Sloane put a hand on his chest, felt his heart pounding. "You're turned on. And you can't do anything about it. The cage won't let you. Right?"

"Yes."

"Good boy." Sloane closed the video and set the phone on the nightstand. "Now I'm going to take the cage off. But only for a moment. And show me how you'd touch yourself if you were alone. But without letting yourself finish."

Miles looked at her. "What?"

"You heard me. Take off your pants. And your underwear. And show me."

Miles hesitated. Sloane pulled the key out of her pocket and knelt in front of him. Calmly, she opened the lock and removed the cage. The metal slid off, cold. Sloane set it on the bed, beside her. Miles felt his body breathe again, like it had been freed from a weight. But the freedom wasn't his. Sloane put the key back in her pocket and sat on the edge of the bed.

"Sit down. And touch yourself. But don't go all the way. If you stop yourself first, good. If you don't, I'll stop you."

Miles sat on the edge of the bed. He took off his pants and underwear. He sat there naked, exposed, the plug still in place behind him, never removed. He reached down and started touching himself. His body responded, slowly. Sloane watched him, arms crossed.

"Faster," she said. "Show me how you'd do it alone."

Miles sped up. He felt the arousal climbing, his breath going short. He was close. Too close. Sloane grabbed his wrist and stopped it.

"No. I told you, don't finish. Start over."

Miles obeyed. He started again, slower. His body protested. After a few minutes, the arousal climbed again. Sloane stopped his wrist again.

"No. Again. Start over."

Miles started over. His hands were shaking. His body was tense, aching. He could feel the sweat on his back. Sloane watched him with that calm smile, like she was observing an experiment.

"Again," she said. "And this time go slower."

Miles went slower. His breath caught in his throat. He was close again. Sloane stopped his wrist, but this time she held it there longer, feeling his body pulse under her fingers.

"See?" she said. "You can stop yourself. You can obey. Good boy."

Miles closed his eyes. He felt his body demanding, screaming in silence. He felt humiliated, frustrated, but also strange, like something inside him had bent.

"Now," Sloane said, "you can finish with mine."

Miles looked at her. "What?"

Sloane got up from the bed. She stood in front of him. With both hands, she lifted the short leather skirt up to her waist. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her cock was already hard, pale, glistening at the tip. Miles looked at it. He felt his heart pound.

"Take it in your hand," Sloane said. "And stimulate it. Like you would with yourself. But you don't count for anything. Only I do."

Miles reached out a hand. His fingers were trembling. He took Sloane's cock in his hand. It was warm, heavy, the skin smooth. He started moving it, slowly, up and down. Sloane closed her eyes and put a hand on Miles's shoulder.

"Slower," she said. "No rush."

Miles slowed down. He felt Sloane's breathing grow heavier. He caught the smell of her skin, sweet, mixed with her perfume. His hand kept moving, steady. Sloane opened her eyes and looked at him.

"Good boy. See how you're learning?"

Miles didn't answer. He kept going. After about ten minutes, Sloane put a hand on his head and held it there.

"Finish with your mouth," she said.

Miles froze. "What?"

"You heard me. Get on your knees. And take it in your mouth."

Miles felt his stomach clench. He didn't want to. But Sloane's hand on his head wasn't a suggestion. He knelt on the floor, in front of her. Sloane lifted her skirt again and brought her cock to his lips. Miles hesitated.

"Open up," Sloane said. "And don't make me say it twice."

Miles opened his mouth. Sloane pushed in, slowly. The taste hit him right away: salty, faintly musky, with a sweeter undertone, almost like skin warmed by the sun. He closed his eyes and focused on that, on the smooth texture against his tongue, on the warm weight filling his mouth. This close, the smell was strong, a mix of sweat, the vanilla perfume Sloane always wore, and something more intimate, more animal, that filled his nose with every breath. Sloane started moving, calmly, holding his head steady with both hands.

"With your tongue," she said. "And don't stop."

Miles obeyed. He ran his tongue along the warm surface, feeling every small vein pulse against his lips. He felt Sloane's body tense, her breath grow shorter, her hips pushing forward slightly with every movement. His mouth ached, his throat tightened, his jaw started to burn from the effort, but he couldn't stop. Sloane sped up, holding his head still, and Miles felt the taste change: thicker, more intense, with a bitter note that spread across his tongue an instant before the climax. Sloane moaned, a long, hoarse sound, and came.

The warm fluid filled his mouth in short, quick bursts, thick, with that bitter-salty taste that clung to his palate. Miles wanted to pull back, his throat contracting on reflex, but Sloane held his head steady, forcing him to stay there, to feel every drop, every pulse against his tongue.

"Swallow it all," she said.

Miles swallowed. He felt the taste go down his throat, bitter, warm, leaving behind an aftertaste that lingered on his tongue for a long time. Sloane let him go, slowly, sliding out of his mouth with one last shudder. Miles pulled back, breathless, his mouth wet and the taste still everywhere, his eyes glassy. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, but her smell had stayed on him, on his skin, in his clothes, like a mark he couldn't scrub off.

Sloane pulled her skirt back down and looked down at him. "Good boy. You were obedient." She knelt down and picked up the cage from the bed. "Now put it back on. And lock it up good."

Miles took the cage. He fitted it on, hands shaking. The lock clicked shut. Sloane took the key and put it back in her pocket.

"Tomorrow we continue," she said. She stood up and left the room without saying anything else.

Miles stayed on his knees on the floor, the taste still in his mouth, the cage pressing against his skin, and the plug still behind him, in place, just as it had been for days. He got up, slowly. He got dressed. He sat on the bed and stayed still. Outside, the sun was high. Inside, the house was quiet.
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The Oral Test 

Sloane walked into Miles's room without knocking. He was sitting on the bed, phone in hand, the cage pressing against his pants and the plug still in place behind him, a weight that had become familiar by now. She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed.

"Kendrick wants to test you," she said. "He wants to see if you've learned anything."

Miles looked up. "Test me how?"

"The way he taught you. With your mouth." Sloane pushed off the doorframe and came closer. "Remember the rules: obey, don't talk unless he asks you a question, don't ask for anything, don't touch yourself. The cage stays on. I'm not taking it off. If you do well, maybe I'll think about it tonight. Maybe."

Miles nodded.

"Say it back," Sloane said.

"I obey. I don't talk unless he asks me something. I don't ask for anything. I don't touch myself."

"Good boy." Sloane ruffled his hair and left.

Miles came downstairs ten minutes later. Kendrick sat in the armchair, legs spread, hands resting on his thighs. He wore a black shirt open at the chest and dark pants. He watched Miles walk in and didn't say anything. Just watched, for a long time, in silence. Miles felt the blood rush to his face. He felt small, exposed, ridiculous.

"Sloane says you've learned how to use your mouth," Kendrick said, finally. "Let's see."

Miles didn't answer.

"Answer me when I talk to you."

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I've learned."

"Good. Then get on your knees."

Miles knelt on the rug, in front of the armchair. Kendrick unfastened his pants, slowly, unhurried. The sound of the zipper filled the silence of the room, sharp, almost deafening in the quiet where Miles was holding his breath.

"Listen closely," Kendrick said. "You're not here for pleasure. You're here to serve. You're clumsy. You're slow. But for now all you've got is your mouth, and that'll do."

Miles looked at the floor.

"Look at me," Kendrick said. "And look how you're shaking. And you can't do anything about it. The cage reminds you of that, doesn't it?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, the cage reminds me."

"Good boy." Kendrick put a hand on the back of his neck. "Come closer. And open your mouth."

Miles moved closer. Kendrick freed himself from his pants and underwear. His cock was already hard, dark, heavy, the vein along the side visibly pulsing. Miles caught the smell of skin and soap, warm, masculine, mixed with something more intense, more intimate. He opened his mouth. Kendrick pushed in, slowly, filling his mouth until his jaw ached. Miles tasted salt, felt the smooth, taut skin against his tongue, the heat that seemed to radiate down into his throat. He closed his eyes.

"No," Kendrick said. "Keep your eyes open. Look at me."

Miles obeyed. Kendrick started moving, calmly, holding his head steady with both hands.

"Breathe through your nose. Use your tongue. Don't stop."

Miles obeyed. He ran his tongue along the taut surface, feeling the pulse under the skin, the taste growing stronger with every thrust. He felt his throat tighten, his eyes water, saliva running down the corners of his mouth. His body responded despite everything: he could feel the cage clenching, the cold metal against his already-strained skin, a dull ache mixing with an arousal that had no outlet. He felt humiliated, frustrated, trapped. He wanted to touch himself, but couldn't. He wanted to stop, but didn't dare.

Kendrick stopped. He pulled back, leaving Miles with his mouth open, breath short, a thread of saliva running down his chin.

"Thought you'd earned the finish?" Kendrick asked. "Not yet."

Miles didn't answer. He looked at Kendrick, his eyes glassy.

"You're all red," Kendrick said. "And you can't touch yourself. Right?"

"No."

"Good boy. That's how you learn."

Kendrick started again, slower this time, almost as torment. Miles kept going, tears in his eyes, his throat burning, every movement of his tongue harder than the last. After a few minutes, Kendrick tried to pull back again, to collect himself.

But this time Miles didn't let him go completely. With his head still between Kendrick's hands, he closed around him a little tighter and kept his tongue moving, slow, barely noticeable, as if he were hoping no one would catch him. He felt the first drops, warm and thick, work their way onto his tongue, and instead of pulling back he caught them, savoring them, his eyes closed a moment too long.

Kendrick went rigid. "I said stop." He pulled back hard, freeing himself from Miles's mouth. He collected himself, slowly. He pulled his pants back on.

"That's enough," he repeated, a shadow of irritation in his voice. "You're not ready. And on top of that, you can't even listen."

Sloane, from the doorway, had seen everything. She pushed off the frame, her face tight. "You kept going without permission." It wasn't a question.

Miles lowered his eyes. "I..."

"Quiet." Sloane crossed the room in two steps and knelt in front of him. She put a hand between his legs, under the cage. Not gently. Firmly. She grabbed his testicles and squeezed. Not hard enough to really hurt, but enough to make it clear she wasn't joking.

"When someone tells you to stop, you stop," she said, her voice low and hard. "You don't decide when it's over. You don't decide anything. Clear?"

Miles felt his body fold. The pain was dull, humiliating, mixed with one last spasm of arousal that shot through him from end to end.

"Clear," he whispered.

Sloane let him go, slowly.

Miles stayed on his knees. His body was tense, aching. The cage pressed against his pants, and he felt something warm and wet work its way through the metal, running down his sensitive skin. His body had responded anyway, even without permission, even with no real chance of release.

Kendrick looked at him. Then he looked at Sloane. "Did he pass the test?" he asked.

"Halfway," Kendrick said. "He knows how to use his mouth. But he still needs to learn not to want it, and not to go off doing his own thing."

Sloane knelt down next to Miles again and looked down at the cage. She saw the clear fluid slowly dripping from the metal, glistening.

"Look," she said. "He's dripping. Even with the cage on, even after the lesson. He really can't control himself." She ran a finger along the wet metal, calmly, like she was examining evidence.

Kendrick laughed softly. "Pathetic."

Miles felt his face catch fire. He wanted to speak, but couldn't. The rules were clear. Don't talk unless questioned. Don't ask for anything. But his body was screaming inside him. He didn't want it to end like this. He wanted the finish. He wanted to feel Kendrick come, wanted to feel useful, wanted someone to tell him he'd done well. He didn't say any of it out loud. But he stayed on his knees, his mouth still wet, Kendrick's taste still on his tongue, and he didn't move. He didn't pull back. He tried to stay there, holding on to that moment through sheer will alone.

Sloane watched him. She saw that he wasn't moving. She saw that he didn't want to leave.

"Look at that," she said to Kendrick. "He doesn't even want to quit now. He likes it, all right."

Kendrick laughed again. "Too bad. He's not ready."

Miles felt tears sting his eyes. He didn't want to cry. He didn't want to give them that satisfaction. But his body was shaking, his throat burning, and the frustration was too much to hold in.

Sloane took his chin between two fingers and lifted it, forcing him to look at her. "Remember what just happened a minute ago," she said, a shadow of warning in her voice. "I don't want to have to do that again."

Miles nodded, quickly.

"Good boy." She said. "Now go to your room. And don't touch yourself. I'll know."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He felt ridiculous, dirty, confused. He headed for the stairs.

"Say it with me," Sloane said, without turning around. "I don't want. I serve."

Miles stopped. "I don't want. I serve."

"Good boy. Now go."

Miles went up the stairs. He shut himself in his room, sat on the bed, and stayed still. The cage pressed against his skin, cold, damp, present; the plug, behind him, still in place, a second reminder of how little his own body belonged to him anymore. He heard Sloane and Kendrick's voices from downstairs, low, laughing. Then the bed on the other side started to creak. Miles closed his eyes. He didn't touch himself. He couldn't. And even if he could have, he wouldn't have known where to start.
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The Strap-On 

Miles was in his room, sitting on the bed, the cage pressing against his pants and the plug, as always, in place behind him. His body was still tense from the test with Kendrick, his mouth still bitter, his throat still sore. He heard a knock. Sloane came in without waiting for an answer.

"Come on," she said. "It's time."

Miles followed her to her room. Kendrick was already there, sitting on the edge of the bed, shirtless. On the bed lay the strap-on, the lubricant, a towel, and a plug bigger than the one he'd used so far. Miles looked at it and felt his stomach clench.

Sloane closed the door. "Today you learn to be taken. Not with your mouth. With the rest of you."

Miles felt his face burn. "I don't know if…"

"I didn't ask if you know how. I told you that you need to learn." Sloane pointed at the floor. "Strip. And get on your knees."

Miles undressed. He stood there naked, the metal cage gleaming under the light. He knelt on the floor. Kendrick got up and came closer. He put a hand on the back of his neck.

"Look at that face," he said. "Like a scared little rabbit."

Sloane laughed. "Yeah. But rabbits learn fast. Or at least, we can hope."

Sloane took off her clothes. She stood there naked, her cock already half hard. She walked over to Miles and took his chin.

"Say it with me: I'm only a bottom."

"I'm only a bottom."

"I don't decide anything."

"I don't decide anything."

"My body serves."

"My body serves."

"Good boy." Sloane let go of his chin. "Now bend over the bed. Chest on the mattress, knees on the floor, ass up."

Miles obeyed. He felt exposed, humiliated. The cage pressed against the mattress. Kendrick knelt beside him and took his hands, holding them behind his back with one hand.

"Now hold still," Kendrick said. "And don't try to move."

Sloane picked up the strap-on and buckled it on, tightening the straps around her hips with practiced, almost mechanical movements. Then she came over to Miles and put a hand on his back.

"Listen carefully," she said. "I'm using this instead of my own cock because you're my stepbrother. That would be wrong. But your body needs to learn the same either way. And this does the job."

Miles didn't answer. He felt Sloane's lubricated fingers touch him, massage him, open him up. Then he felt the plug that was inside him slide out, slowly, leaving an emptiness that made him grit his teeth. The sudden emptiness made him shiver.

"See?" Sloane said. "You're already used to it. Your body knows what to do."

Kendrick laughed softly. "Yeah. Born for this."

Sloane positioned herself behind him. The tip of the strap-on, cold with lubricant, pressed against Miles. "Now I'm going to take you. And you're going to learn."

Sloane pushed, slowly. Miles felt his body open, fill up, stretch beyond what he was used to. It was bigger than fingers. Bigger than the plug. He felt a sharp pinch, then a dull ache radiating upward, into his back. He gripped the sheet, knuckles white.

"Does it hurt?" Sloane asked.

"Yes."

"Normal. Breathe. And don't clench."

Kendrick held his hands steady. "Good, boss. Like that. Don't move."

Sloane started to move. Slowly, in and out, at a steady pace that made him lose his train of thought. Miles felt his body adjust, the pain turning into something else, a thick, strange sensation rising from his lower belly. The cage pressed against the mattress, useless, a cold reminder of how little he could do for himself. His body wanted to respond, but couldn't.

"You like it?" Sloane asked.

"I don't know."

"Yes, you do. Look at you shaking. You're a natural bottom."

Kendrick laughed softly. "Yeah. A bottom who didn't know he was one. And he shakes that ass nicely too, you know? Look at him move."

Sloane laughed. "True. Too bad he can't help himself."

Kendrick leaned toward Miles, his mouth close to his ear. "You know something, boss? Eventually, once you're used to it, I'd love to get you mounted by the guys from the shop. All of them. One after another. Would you like that?"

Miles felt his blood run cold. He didn't answer.

"Answer him," Kendrick said.

"No."

"No?" Kendrick laughed. "We'll see. For now you're just a beginner. But you've got time to learn."

Sloane laughed too. "Why not? It'd be a way to get him socializing. And to help him understand he doesn't matter at all."

Miles closed his eyes. His body kept moving under Sloane's thrusts, every push tearing a broken breath out of him. Tears stung his eyes. He felt humiliated, filthy, trapped, and yet unable to ask for it to stop.

"Say thank you," Sloane said.

Miles hesitated.

"Say thank you. Or I stop."

"Thank you."

"Thank you for what?"

"Thank you for taking me."

"Good boy." Sloane pushed deeper. Miles moaned, a sound he didn't want to make, his voice cracking halfway through.

"Hear that?" Kendrick said. "Like a puppy."

Sloane laughed. "Yeah. A puppy who's learning."

The scene went on for several minutes. Sloane changed her pace, sometimes slow, sometimes faster, leaving him no time to adjust to either. Miles felt his body give in, adapt, accept, his breath coming in bursts with every thrust. The cage hurt, but he couldn't do anything about it. At some point, Sloane stopped.

"Kendrick, come here."

Kendrick let go of Miles's hands. He walked over to Sloane. They kissed. Then Sloane pulled back and looked at Miles. "His turn now. But not today. Today you learned to be taken by me. Tomorrow you learn the rest."

Miles stayed bent over the bed, breath ragged. His body was tense, aching, humiliated.

Sloane took off the strap-on and set it on the bed. She got dressed again. Kendrick sat on the edge of the bed and looked at Miles.

"You know who's going to be the first one really inside you?" Kendrick said. "Not a strap-on. Mine. The real thing. And it'll be big. Bigger than what you took today."

Sloane nodded. "Yeah. And I promise you it'll hurt. It took me months to get used to it. But you don't have months. You have to move faster."

Miles felt his stomach clench. "How much faster?"

"Soon," Sloane said. "Soon enough."

Kendrick stood up and picked up the bigger plug from the bed. He showed it to Miles. "In the meantime, keep this in. You need it to stretch yourself out. To get used to it. Tomorrow you only take it out to go to the bathroom. Then you put it back in. Clear?"

"Clear."

Kendrick lubricated it and pressed it against Miles. Miles felt his body open again, fill up. It was bigger than the last one. Heavier. He felt full, exposed, ridiculous.

"There we go," Kendrick said. "Now get up."

Miles stood up. His legs were shaking. He got dressed, slowly. He could feel the plug inside him with every move.

"Say it with me," Sloane said. "I don't want. I serve."

"I don't want. I serve."

"Good boy." Sloane took his chin. "Now go to your room. And don't touch yourself. I'll know."

Miles headed for the door.

"Miles," Kendrick said.

Miles stopped.

"You were obedient. But don't let it go to your head. You didn't do anything special. You're just a bottom. And bottoms don't matter."

Miles nodded. He left the room. He closed the door behind him. He went back to his room. He sat on the bed. The plug pressed in, the cage pressed out. Outside, he heard Sloane and Kendrick laughing. Then the bed next door started to creak. Miles closed his eyes. He didn't touch himself. He couldn't. He lay down and waited for the sounds to end.
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Blackmail 

The morning had started like any other, with coffee gurgling in the kitchen and light coming in through the living room windows. Warren had his suitcase ready by the door. He was dressed in his good shirt and pressed pants.

"Back Thursday," he said, kissing Rhonda on the cheek. "Behave yourselves."

"Don't worry," Rhonda answered.

Miles noticed something. It wasn't the way his mother spoke. It was the way she looked at Sloane. And the way Sloane returned the look, with that faint smile. And the way Kendrick, leaning against the counter, kept his eyes down, like he was holding something back.

Warren left. The door closed. The car pulled away. The house sat in silence for a few seconds, like everyone was waiting for something.

Then Sloane got up. "Rhonda, let's go upstairs. We need to talk about something."

Rhonda nodded. She stood up, without looking at Miles. Kendrick walked past her and put a hand on her back, as if guiding her. They went up the stairs. Miles stayed in the kitchen, mug in hand. He heard his mother's bedroom door close. He heard the key turn in the lock.

He walked closer. He didn't want to. But his legs carried him there anyway. He pressed his ear to the door.

Sloane's voice came through clear, calm, almost amused. "Have you seen how big Kendrick is?"

"He's huge," Rhonda answered. Her voice shook. "He scares me. I don't think what you're asking is something I can do."

"It's doable, all right. Or would you rather I tell Warren everything?"

"No, please. He'd take it badly. But I'm scared of the double thing. He's just so big."

"I decide what happens." Sloane's voice was firm. "Kendrick, lie on the bed face up. And get hard, because I'm going in from behind."

"I don't want to…"

"Move it."

There was a silence. Then the sound of the mattress. Then a moan. A long sound, one Miles had never heard from his mother. It wasn't a moan of pleasure. It was a sound of surrender. Then another one. Then the bed started to creak.

Miles stood frozen. He heard the breathing, the moaning, the rhythm of the wood. A good twenty minutes. He couldn't keep count. He didn't want to.

"No, please. Not him in front, I can't take anything else. Warren would want…"

"Warren isn't here," Sloane said, a thread of hardness under her calm tone. "And you don't decide. I've already decided. Kendrick goes in, and you take all of it."

"Sloane, please, I could get pregnant…"

"I know exactly what you could get." Sloane's voice dropped lower, almost pleased. "And that's exactly why I want it."

Rhonda stopped answering in words. Miles heard only a muffled moan, then another, the rhythm of the bed growing more and more frantic. His mother's voice, which a moment before had been begging, started breaking into something different: no longer fear, but a pleasure that seemed ashamed of itself. "No… not like that… oh God…" The words dissolved into moans that got louder and louder, less and less controlled.

He heard Kendrick's voice, low, tense. "I'm close. You?"

"Yes, me too. Together, we come inside."

"No, please, not inside, Warren would want…"

She didn't finish the sentence. Rhonda's voice broke, and this time it wasn't resistance anymore: it was total surrender. Miles heard the movements speed up, the creaking grow louder, and his mother crying out: "More… more…" — no longer a lament, but a plea for pleasure, as if she'd stopped fighting against what her own body wanted. Then one last, long groan from Kendrick, and the silence that followed carried a different weight. Miles understood, without needing to see it, that his mother hadn't managed to stop what she feared most, and that part of her, in that very moment, hadn't even wanted to.

Miles pulled away from the door and went back to his room, quietly. He shut himself in and stood still, his back against the door. His heart was pounding. He didn't want to think about what he'd heard. But he couldn't not think about it.

After a few minutes, he heard footsteps in the hallway. The door opened without a knock. Sloane came in. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair loose. She was smiling.

"So you were listening in?" she said. "You really are a pervert. Spying on your own mother."

"No, I wasn't…"

"Liar." Sloane came closer. She took his chin between two fingers and squeezed it. "Tonight you get punished. If you really were listening in, we'll find out."

She didn't say anything else. She left and went to her own room, where Kendrick was waiting for her. Soon after, the sounds started. The bed creaking, the breathing, the voices. Miles heard them through the wall.

He didn't stay in his room. He got up, quietly, and walked to his mother's room. The door was ajar. Rhonda lay on the bed, legs bent, arms at her sides. She was staring at the ceiling. Her eyes were glassy.

Miles walked in. "Mom?"

Rhonda turned her head. "Miles."

He sat on the edge of the bed. "Those two are cruel. What did they do to you?"

Rhonda closed her eyes. "Forgive me. I gave in to Sloane once. She's vicious. And now she's blackmailing me."

"But what did they do to you?"

"Something bad. I'd rather not talk about it." Rhonda ran a hand over her face. "I really hope what I'm afraid of doesn't happen."

Miles felt his stomach clench. "Mom, they're cruel to me too. Sloane's forced things on me."

Rhonda opened her eyes. "What did she do? Forced?"

Miles hesitated. Then he stood up, pulled his pants down just enough, and showed her. The metal cage gleamed under the light. Rhonda looked, narrowing her eyes to focus better. Then she looked past it, at the way Miles was moving, awkward, his legs held slightly together. She understood.

"How funny," she said, and for a moment a shadow of a smile crossed her lips, almost amused. "I wouldn't have thought something like that was necessary, given the size." She looked at him again, with a look that struck Miles as more clinical than motherly. "Do you like it?"

Miles didn't answer. He felt his face catch fire, more from the judgment he'd just received than from the cage itself.

"Sloane says you're gay," Rhonda went on, her voice tired, like she was discussing a practical matter rather than her own son. "That she's doing it to help you. You should be kind to her."

"But she wants Kendrick to mount me."

Rhonda almost laughed, a short, bitter sound. "So what? I took him first. It can't be worse for you." She ran a hand through her hair. "Be careful, though. He's huge. Much more than you'll ever have, I'm afraid." She said it without any apparent malice, almost with detachment, but the words hit Miles harder than a slap. "You need to try to stay relaxed. You'll see, you'll like it. That's how it was for me too, in the end, whether I wanted it or not."

"But Mom…"

"You're gay, Miles. Try to understand that. It's just how it is." Rhonda closed her eyes, as if the conversation had worn her out. "And anyway, between the two of you, you're the lucky one. At least they don't risk leaving something inside you that you can't get rid of."

Miles looked at her. He'd hoped for a hug. He'd hoped for a word of comfort. He'd hoped his mother would tell him it was all wrong, that Sloane was insane, that they'd leave together. But Rhonda turned away and closed her eyes.

Miles left the room. He closed the door behind him. He went back to his own room, sat on the bed, and stayed still. On the other side of the wall, Sloane and Kendrick kept going. His body pulsed against the cage, an echo of everything he'd heard and seen that day: his mother's voice giving in, her own distracted, cutting words, the weight of everything he still didn't fully understand. He stayed there, listening, until sleep took him without his noticing.
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Fingers Inside 

Miles woke up in the afternoon, light filtering through the blinds, his body heavy like he'd slept under a slab of concrete. The bigger plug was still inside him, the cage still on. He rolled over in bed and felt the metal press against the mattress. He got up, carefully, and got dressed.

Voices drifted up from downstairs. Not Rhonda and Warren's. Male voices, low, mixed in with Sloane's and Kendrick's. Miles went down the stairs, slowly, hand on the railing.

In the living room, on the couch, sat his mother. She was in the middle, rigid, hands in her lap. On either side of her sat two tall, muscular guys, dark-skinned, broad-shouldered. They looked like copies of Kendrick, except one had a nose ring and the other had a shaved head. They wore fitted T-shirts and work pants. They were laughing, talking to each other, and their hands were on Rhonda's thighs, on her hips, on her breasts. One hand, the shaved guy's, was lower, between her legs, over her clothes. Rhonda wasn't moving. She wasn't talking. She stared at a spot on the wall, like she was somewhere else.

Miles felt his stomach clench. "Mom?"

Rhonda turned her head. Her eyes were glassy, empty. "Miles."

"Who are those two?"

"Don't worry about it. They're friends of Kendrick's. They work with him." Her voice shook. "I have to be nice to them. Sloane said so. Or... it doesn't need to go any further than that, right? You understand, don't you?"

Miles nodded. But he didn't understand. Or maybe he understood too well. He watched the two guys' hands. One on his mother's breast. One between her legs. Fingers pressing, moving, slow, like they were savoring something. Rhonda closed her eyes. She didn't say anything. The guy with the nose ring whispered something in her ear, something Miles couldn't hear, and she nodded faintly, without opening her eyes, as if even that small gesture cost her an effort.

Miles turned and went to the kitchen. Sloane stood at the counter, mug in hand. Kendrick leaned against the fridge, arms crossed. Both of them were smiling.

"What are you doing to my mother?" Miles asked. His voice came out louder than he meant it to.

Sloane set down her mug. "Calm down. It's none of your business."

"You're forcing her to do things she doesn't want."

"I decide what she does." Sloane pushed off the counter and came closer. "Right now she needs to satisfy those two. Down the road, it'll be your turn."

Miles felt his blood run cold. "What do you mean?"

"I mean Kendrick's friends are here for a reason. And you're not ready yet. But you will be." Sloane grabbed his wrist and pulled him toward the table. "Now bend over. I want to check something."

"What?"

"Bend over. On the table. Chest on the wood, ass up."

Miles hesitated. Kendrick pushed off the fridge and came closer. "Move it, boss. Don't make this worse."

Miles bent over the table. He felt Sloane's hands pull down his pants, then his underwear. The cold kitchen air hit his skin. He felt exposed, humiliated, ridiculous.

Sloane grabbed the lubricant from the counter. She poured some onto her fingers. "Now let's see if the plug's doing its job."

Miles felt Sloane's fingers touch him. Then he felt the plug slide out, slowly, with a small obscene sound that seemed deafening in the quiet kitchen. The emptiness made him shiver. Then he felt Sloane's fingers go in. One, then two, sliding in with almost no resistance.

"Seems wide enough already," Sloane said, moving her fingers calmly, spreading them slightly to test the space. "Look at this, Kendrick. Two fingers, almost no effort."

Kendrick came closer, looking over Sloane's shoulder with the air of a connoisseur passing judgment on a piece of meat. "Not yet," he said, shaking his head. "It'll take a lot more than that for what I've got. Try adding a third."

Sloane obeyed. A third finger joined the others, and Miles felt a burning pinch, his body straining against the intrusion. He gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white.

"See?" Sloane said, noticing the reaction. "Still tight. Not ready for anything serious."

"Of course not." Kendrick reached out and gave him a pat on the hip, the way you'd pat livestock before a sale. "It'll take weeks, with what I've got. But we've got time. He's not going anywhere."

"True," Sloane said, moving her fingers again, deeper, enjoying the way Miles held his breath with every push. "Actually, you know what? Let's add one more finger every day, until he can handle all three without complaining, then we move up to an even bigger plug. I want him ready by the end of the month."

"End of the month?" Kendrick laughed, a low sound Miles felt vibrate almost against his own back. "Optimistic. But I like the idea. Maybe we measure him every week, so we can track the progress. Like a construction site."

"A construction site," Sloane repeated, amused. "I like that. Project Miles. Delivery expected by end of month, barring complications."

Miles felt his face burn, humiliated more by the detached way they talked about him, like they were discussing a project with a deadline and not his own body, than by the ache of the fingers. Sloane kept moving them, testing, pressing every so often on a spot that tore an involuntary moan out of him.

"See?" Sloane said. "The body adjusts. You're already more open than yesterday."

Miles didn't answer. He felt his face burn even more. He heard Kendrick laughing softly behind him.

"Look at him," Kendrick said. "Like a puppy waiting for his bowl." He came closer and put a hand on Miles's back. "Our turn soon enough. But not today. Today's your mother's turn."

Miles closed his eyes. "Why?"

"Because that's what we decided," Sloane said. "And you don't matter. Not yet."

She pulled her fingers out. Miles felt the emptiness, his body demanding more. Then Sloane picked up the bigger plug and pushed it back in, slowly. Miles felt his body open, fill up. It hurt, but there was nothing he could do.

"Now get up," Sloane said. "And go to your room. I don't want to see you until tonight."

Miles stood up. He got dressed, slowly. His legs were shaking. He left the kitchen without looking at anyone. In the living room, Kendrick's two friends were still on the couch. Rhonda was still between them. One hand stroked her hair. Another gripped her breast. Rhonda wasn't moving. She wasn't talking. She stared at the wall.

Miles went up the stairs. He shut himself in his room. He sat on the bed. He could feel the weight of the cage and the plug, two constant presences he now recognized almost without thinking, as if his own body had stopped belonging to him entirely. From downstairs, he heard laughter. Then a moan. Then another. Then silence.

Miles lay down. He closed his eyes and stayed like that, listening to the silence of the house and the sounds that rippled through it every so often, until sleep came to carry him away.
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Two Inside 

Miles was heading up the stairs when he passed by the living room. He didn't want to look. He'd promised himself he wouldn't look. But his eyes went there on their own.

His mother was on her knees on the rug, bent forward, her blond hair gathered clumsily behind her neck by a hand that wasn't her own. Her mouth was full, her lips stretched around the dark cock of one of Kendrick's two friends, her head moving in a slow, almost resigned rhythm. The other one was behind her, on his knees too, one hand resting on her generous hip, fingers sinking into the soft flesh.

Miles froze for a split second, just long enough to take in the whole image (his mother, her full, soft body, her large breasts swaying with every movement, her round backside marked by the print of a hand that wasn't his), then he bolted up the stairs, his heart hammering, shame burning his ears.

He shut himself in his room. A few minutes later, he heard the click of the lock from outside. Sloane didn't trust him enough to leave him free.

For a while there was silence. Then the voices started up again, lower, more relaxed, like people just enjoying their time. Miles heard Sloane's voice, distant, saying something about "taking her in there," and then the sound of footsteps, of bodies moving. He sat on the bed, back against the headboard, and didn't move again. Every so often a moan carried through the wall, or a laugh from Kendrick, and Miles closed his eyes, his body tense against the cage.

*

In the living room, Rhonda lay on the rug, her back arched against cushions someone had tucked under her hips. Her body was that of a woman who'd lived a little, soft in all the right places, her full breasts falling slightly to either side of her chest, her belly gently curved, her generous hips opening into a round, firm backside, still marked by the palms that had gripped it moments before. Kevin, the one with the nose ring, positioned himself between her legs, his dark body a contrast against her pale skin.

"Look at her," Kendrick said, sitting on the arm of the couch, one arm around Sloane's shoulders. "Made to be taken."

Sloane laughed softly. "True. Too bad it took blackmail to get her to admit it."

Kevin pushed in, slowly. Rhonda arched her back, a low moan escaping her throat before she could hold it back. Devon knelt beside her head and stroked her hair, then guided one of her hands toward himself. Rhonda took hold of him without protest, her fingers moving almost on their own, as if her body had learned the choreography faster than her mind had.

"Good girl," Sloane said. "See, we don't even have to tell you anymore?"

They changed positions several times over the hour that followed. Rhonda on all fours, her breasts swaying with every thrust, Kevin behind her, hands gripping her hips; then lying on her side, one leg lifted onto Devon's shoulder; then sitting on top of Kevin, the weight of her own body driving him deeper, while Devon stood in front of her, her mouth switching between a moan and something else.

It was Sloane who stopped everything, at a certain point, getting up from the couch and walking over to the group on the rug.

"Now the best part," she said. "Rhonda, lie on your back. Kevin, you stay inside. Devon, you join him. Same hole."

Rhonda went rigid. "No… no, wait, that's too much, I don't think I can…"

"You can do it," Kendrick said, with that calm of his that didn't allow for argument. "Trust your body. It's already proven it knows how."

"Please…" Rhonda's voice trembled, but her legs didn't close. She stayed there, open, her body betraying what her mouth still refused to admit.

Devon moved closer, slow, giving her time. The first resistance tore a sharp cry out of her, a mix of pain and something that dangerously resembled its opposite. Sloane knelt beside her and took her face in her hands.

"Breathe," she said, almost gently. "We picked you for this. You're perfect for this."

Inch by inch, Rhonda's body opened to take them both. Her moans changed register, stretched out, lost the sharp edges of protest. "It's too much… too much…" she kept repeating, but her body didn't retreat an inch. The air in the living room had grown thick, heavy with the sharp, sweetish smell of sex, sweat and warm skin mixed with something more intimate rising from beneath her with every thrust.

"Look at her," Sloane said, her voice rapt. "She's enjoying every inch of it."

The rhythm of the two bodies against hers grew more decisive, more synchronized. Rhonda started moving her hips to meet them, just slightly at first, then without any restraint at all. A tremor ran through her thighs, stronger and stronger, until it broke into a long, almost desperate cry, and a hot rush shot through her, soaking the rug beneath her. It didn't stop there: her body kept shaking, wave after wave, while she cried out without caring anymore who might hear her.

"He can't get her to stop," Kevin murmured, breathless.

"Then don't either of you stop," Kendrick said, a smile in his voice. "As long as she still wants it, give her more."

Sloane, meanwhile, hadn't moved from her spot on the couch. She held her phone up, the frame locked on Rhonda, and didn't lower it for even a second. "Keep going," she said, her voice calm, almost professional. "I want all of this on video. You never know when it might come in handy, reminding her."

In the end, it was the two men who broke first. Kevin went rigid with a deep grunt, then Devon, almost at the same instant, and Rhonda felt the heat fill her from both sides, wave after wave that tore one last, satisfied moan out of her.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, bodies tangled on the rug, the smell of sex now thick throughout the room. When the two men pulled out, slowly, Rhonda stayed there with her legs open, come running from her in thick trails down the inside of her thighs. She slid two fingers between her legs, gathered some of it up, and brought it to her mouth without any shame, eyes half-closed, like she was savoring something she didn't want to waste.

"More," she whispered, her voice hoarse, almost surprised at herself. "Give me one more minute and I'll be ready again."

Sloane laughed, a low, satisfied sound. "See? I told you you'd like it." She finally lowered the phone and checked the screen, scrolling through the video she'd just recorded with a satisfied look. "And now I've got the proof too. For whenever you need a reminder of how much you like it, or whenever you need some convincing to be more... cooperative."

Upstairs, Miles heard a long cry cut through the floor, followed by two ragged breaths that broke almost together. Then silence.

He stayed sitting on the bed, the cage pressing against his pants, unable to tell whether the heat rising in his chest was shame, anger, or desire, and too tired to keep looking for an answer.
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The Sidewalk 

Miles was still in bed when he heard the first sounds downstairs: low voices, the clink of glasses, then footsteps toward the entryway. The front door opened. He heard male voices moving off toward the street, then the sound of an engine starting up and fading into the distance.

Kendrick's friends were gone. He sat up, his body still stiff against the cage, and stayed listening. The house seemed quieter than usual.

A few minutes passed. Then he heard the key turn in his door. Sloane came in, her hair still a little messy, a satisfied smile on her lips.

"What did you do to my mother?" Miles asked, getting up off the bed. "Are you blackmailing her?"

"Sure," Sloane answered, without hesitation. "And it's fun."

"How is she now? Sleeping?"

"Don't think so. She's out."

"Out how? With who? Where'd she go?"

"With the three guys." Sloane leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, like she was recounting some ordinary detail of the day. "She didn't want to, but I told her the video I just shot downstairs would end up online if she didn't cooperate."

"That's not right. Where are they taking her?"

"Working the corner. Down the street."

Miles felt his blood run cold. "What? Are you insane?"

"Don't talk to me like that."

"But how, working the corner?"

"Oh, yeah." Sloane shrugged, like the whole thing didn't deserve all this fuss. "You'll see, she'll like it. They all do. They say no, but then they do it anyway."

"You're vicious."

"And you don't even know the half of it." Sloane pushed off the doorframe and came closer, with a smile that didn't promise anything good. "Turn around and show me that ass. I want to give you a good working over with my fingers."

Miles hesitated, but his body obeyed before his mind did, like always now. He turned toward the bed, pulled down his pants and underwear, and bent forward, hands braced on the mattress. He felt Sloane come up behind him, the lubricant cap popping open with a small click.

"Let's see where you're at," she said, as her fingers, cold with gel, touched his skin.

*

A few blocks away, a dark van sat parked at the corner where the main road met a side alley. Inside, Kendrick, Kevin, and Devon watched Rhonda through the half-open window. She stood under a streetlight, her skirt too short for the cool evening air, a top that left her shoulders bare, her arms wrapped tight around herself as if that could shield her from the cold, or from the stares.

"Look at her," Devon said, chuckling. "Looks like a housewife who took a wrong turn on her way home."

"Straighten up," Kendrick said, in the voice of someone giving orders from a distance. "Rhonda. Shoulders back. And smile, for once. Nobody stops for a face like a funeral."

Rhonda straightened her back, obedient, and forced her lips into something resembling a smile.

"Better," Kevin said. "But pull that top down some more. If you're not showing anything, nobody's going to stop, and then we go home empty-handed."

A car slowed along the curb. Rhonda turned, her heart pounding in her throat now more from shame than fear. The window rolled down. A middle-aged man leaned over to look at her, sizing her up in silence for a moment before giving her a nod.

*

Sloane's first finger slid in without effort. Miles held his breath.

"Still loose from last time," she said, moving it calmly. "Good. Means the body doesn't forget."

*

The car door shut. A few words exchanged, a price settled, and the car pulled away, turning onto a darker side street, where it stopped in the shadow of an abandoned building.

From the van, Devon checked his watch. "Four minutes and done," he said. "At the rate she's picking it up, they'll pay extra just for the speed."

Kendrick laughed. "Or maybe she's quick because she doesn't like looking them in the face too long."

"Doesn't matter what she likes," Kevin said. "She just needs to get paid well. The rest is our business."

*

A second finger joined the first. Miles tensed, a moan slipping out of him against his will.

"Relax," Sloane said. "You know how this goes by now."

*

In the car, the man already had his pants down. Rhonda, bent toward him, moved with a mix of resignation and something that looked more and more like habit. Outside, the streetlights slid past, one after another, across the fogged-up window.

When the car pulled back to the corner, Devon rolled down the van window. "Not bad, Mom," he said, using the word like a title, not a bond. "But next time look him in the eye while you do it. Clients like feeling special."

Rhonda nodded, without answering, quickly counting the folded bills in her hand.

"One more, then we'll let you rest for two minutes," Kendrick said. "You're already halfway through the night."

*

"Good girl," Sloane said, adding a third finger. "Tighter than yesterday. You're making progress."

Miles gripped the sheet, eyes closed, trying not to think about where his mother was right now, and failing every time.

*

A second car pulled up, then a third, then more after that. Each time the same ritual, but the clients didn't resemble each other at all. The first was a man in his fifties, in a suit and loosened tie, his breath smelling of whiskey; he wanted her in the back seat, fast, almost mechanical, like he was running an errand before heading home to his wife. The second was younger, his nails caked with shop grease, still in his work coveralls; he was rougher, his big hands pushing her against the window, but he finished quickly and paid her without counting the money. The third, though, seemed almost shy: a guy with glasses and a pressed shirt, who apologized twice before he'd even touched her, and who, when he finally pulled away, left her a few dollars more than agreed, as if to make up for something he himself didn't quite understand.

Kevin kept the count on a scrap of paper, with the same detachment you'd use to keep score in a game.

"You're at five," he said, when Rhonda came back for the last time, her legs visibly tired, her makeup smeared under her eyes. "Good pace, for a first night. Tomorrow we're aiming for eight."

"I can't do any more tonight," Rhonda said, in a thin voice.

"You don't decide when it's over," Kendrick answered, without looking up from his phone. "One more, then we go home."

*

"See?" Sloane said, slowly pulling her fingers out. "Everyone's doing their part tonight. Your mother, hers, out on the street. You, yours, here, with me." She gave him a pat on the hip. "And tomorrow we start all over again."

Miles stayed bent over the bed, drained, his body shaking with fear, shame, and a confused desire he was disgusted to admit to. Outside, somewhere along the dark street, another car was already pulling over.
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Twelve Dollars 

In the dream, his mother was on her knees on a sidewalk that didn't exist anywhere except in his head, with a line of men stretching out in front of her, past the edge of the streetlight glow. One after another they came closer, and she took them in her mouth without ever looking up, the rhythm fast, mechanical, almost timed. It took only seconds for each one. Miles counted them, in the dream, without meaning to: one, two, three, each one coming in her mouth and stepping away to make room for the next, while she stayed there, motionless, waiting for the next one.

He woke with a jolt, his heart hammering, the sheet stuck to his back. The front of his shorts was wet, despite the cage, a warm dampness that had worked its way through the metal while he slept. The plug, behind him, throbbed inside him with a dull irritation that never fully faded: not enough to really hurt, but enough to keep him in a constant limbo between discomfort and an arousal he had no way to release.

He lay there in the dark, panting, trying to slow his breath. That was when he heard footsteps downstairs.

Male voices, low, filtering up the stairs.

"She's wrecked, but she made enough money. We split it, right?"

"Obviously. We took risks too."

"We leaving her anything?"

"Nah. Actually, yeah. A dollar for each client." A pause, the rustle of bills counted quickly. "Twelve dollars total. Let's put it on the nightstand."

"Is she passed out or just sleeping?"

"Who cares. Just toss her on the bed as is. She reeks of man, I don't even want to touch her."

"Done. Let's go. More money tomorrow, until the husband gets back. Sloane had a great idea."

"And when the husband gets back? No more money?"

"Sloane said after that it's the little faggot's turn. There's demand for those on the street too."

A muffled laugh. "Nice business. We needed it, with the shop doing so bad."

"It can't do well if instead of fixing cars you two are busy pigging out on the customers."

"Not our fault. Word got around. They come in on purpose, with cars that don't have anything wrong with them."

"And you're one to talk, you're always over there banging that trans girl."

"She's got an ass that drives me crazy. And she's filthy and vicious at the same time, which doesn't hurt either." Kendrick's voice, Miles recognized it right away, had dropped lower, almost proud. "And it was her idea, becoming the stepdaughter and blackmailing her to put her on the street. She wants to help me out financially."

"So why don't we put the trans girl on the street too? There's demand for that too."

"Say that one more time and I'll pull every one of your teeth out with pliers, down at the shop."

"Whoa, easy. You in love or something?" A laugh, then the sound of footsteps moving off toward the entryway. "Let's go, before she wakes up."

Miles heard the front door close, then silence. He shot up and ran to his own door, but the handle didn't budge. Locked, as always. He started pounding, hard, with an open palm.

"Mom! I need to see how my mother's doing!"

An endless couple of minutes passed before he heard footsteps in the hallway. Sloane's voice, thick with sleep and irritation, came through the door.

"What's wrong with you? Isn't the plug enough anymore?"

"Let me out! Mom's not okay!"

The key turned. Miles burst out, pushed past Sloane without stopping, and ran to Rhonda's room.

The smell hit him before he even turned on the light: sharp, thick, nauseating. Rhonda lay sprawled across the bed, her skirt torn on one side, her legs slightly open, her most intimate area exposed with no modesty at all, the hair there matted together, dried now. Her makeup ran under her eyes in gray streaks. Her top, half torn, could no longer contain her full breasts, which spilled out, showing dark nipples, wide, pink areolas. Pale stains, dried by now, dotted the fabric and her skin.

"Mom! Are you okay?" Miles took her hand, still damp with something he preferred not to ask himself about.

Rhonda opened her eyes just barely, her voice thick. "Miles. What a night. Let me sleep, please. I'm wrecked."

"Did they hurt you? I'll report them, if you want."

"Forget it. They're just kids." A long sigh. "It'll pass. Don't worry about it."

"They could've at least used protection."

"Yeah." Her eyes fell shut again. "But Sloane doesn't want that."

And with those words she fell back asleep, all at once, like her body had used up every last reserve.

"Right. I don't want that."

Miles turned around. Sloane stood in the doorway, arms crossed, not a trace of shame on her face.

"You're vicious," Miles said. "You're ruining her. This isn't like her, doing these things."

"You don't know her the way I do." Sloane pushed off the doorframe. "I followed her, you know, back when she met my father. You have no idea what she gets up to when she thinks nobody's watching. I think she's a nymphomaniac." She paused, studying him. "Have you ever wondered why you don't look anything like your father?"

He had wondered, actually. More than once. Both his parents had light eyes, and his were dark as night.

He didn't say anything. He turned to go back to his room, but Sloane grabbed his arm.

"On your knees."

"Not here. My mother could wake up."

"On your knees, I said."

Miles knelt down, right there, in the hallway, a few steps from his mother's open bedroom door. Sloane pulled up her skirt. She was already wet, her arousal obvious. She sank her fingers into his hair and guided him toward her, pushing in without any preamble.

"Please, not here," Miles managed to say, before she silenced him by pushing deeper. "She could wake up and see us."

"That's exactly what turns me on." Sloane's voice had gone hoarse. "Now move your tongue and don't stop."

Miles obeyed. The taste was already familiar, but that night it seemed stronger, sharper, mixed with the smell of the room behind him that he couldn't get out of his nose. Sloane held his head steady with both hands, pushing her hips forward at a pace that grew more and more insistent, more impatient. Every so often a moan slipped out of her, barely muffled, while she kept her ears tuned toward Rhonda's room, as if the risk of being caught turned her on more than the act itself.

"More," she whispered, her hips moving faster. "Don't stop, not now."

Miles felt her whole body tense at once, the muscles of her thighs going rigid against his shoulders. Sloane moaned, a long sound she tried to smother by biting her lip, and came, her hips jerking in waves against his mouth. Miles felt the thick taste fill his tongue, hot, but before he could even pull back Sloane held his head firmly in place.

"Swallow," she said, her voice still broken with breath. "All of it. You're not losing a single drop, tonight."

Miles closed his eyes and obeyed, the taste sliding down his throat while, behind him, his mother kept sleeping, exhausted, surrounded by everything they'd left on her.
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Broken In 

In the morning, Rhonda seemed like a different person. She'd come down early, showered, and moved around the kitchen with a lightness Miles hadn't seen in weeks. Her hair, still damp, framed her face, and she wore a light robe that hinted at just how at ease she felt, as if the night before had simply been erased. She traded quiet remarks with Sloane, almost like co-conspirators, laughing at something he couldn't catch.

"Mom, how are you?" he asked, trying to catch her eye.

"Wonderful," she answered, sipping her coffee, as if the night before had never happened.

The doorbell rang. Sloane went to answer it: it was Kendrick, in work coveralls, sleeves rolled up on his forearms.

"Go get dressed," Sloane said, turning to Miles. "We're going to the shop. Today we break you in."

Miles felt the blood drain from his face. "Mom, help me, please. You have no idea what they want to do to me."

Rhonda laughed, a light sound, almost motherly. "I know, Miles. Sloane told me everything. Today's the big day." She stroked his cheek in passing. "You'll see, you'll like it." She sipped her coffee again, then waved him off. "Be good and don't fight them. They've got some videos of me from last night. Do it for me, sweetheart."

Miles went up to his room with legs like rubber. He got dressed slowly, dragging out every motion as long as he could, but in the end he had to go downstairs. Kendrick and Sloane loaded him into the car without much more than a word, like they were delivering a package.

The shop was empty of customers at that hour, the shutters half-down, letting in just a strip of light from the street. Kevin and Devon were already waiting, leaning against a workbench, and led them into a back room furnished with an old couch, a beat-up armchair, and a small table covered in empty cans: a kind of lounge carved out between the shelves of spare parts.

"Strip," Sloane said, locking the door behind her.

Miles obeyed, his hands shaking on the buttons. He stood there naked, the cage gleaming under the fluorescent light, while the four of them watched without any shame.

"Bend over the couch," Kendrick said, taking off his coveralls calmly, unhurried. "Chest on the cushions, ass up."

Miles obeyed. He felt Sloane's hands lubricate him, then the plug slide out, leaving the usual emptiness. Kendrick positioned himself behind him, his broad chest brushing Miles's back with every breath.

"Let's go slow," Kendrick said, more to himself than to Miles. He pressed, the tip meeting resistance immediately.

Miles cried out, a sharp sound that caught in his throat. "It's not going in, it can't go in, it's too much!"

"Breathe," Kendrick said, without pulling back all the way. "Relax your muscles, don't clench."

"Try adding more lube," Devon said, from behind. "He needs it, look how tight he's getting."

Sloane poured on more gel, spreading it with her fingers around his strained opening. Kendrick tried again. Resistance again, Miles crying out again, more desperate this time.

"No good," Kendrick said, pulling back completely. "He clamps shut every time he feels the tip. Give him a minute."

Miles panted, his face pressed into the cushions, tears wetting his eyes. "I can't do it, please, it's too big."

"You can do it, easy," Kevin said, coming closer for a better look. "Just needs a different approach. Try with two fingers first, to open him back up a little."

Sloane obeyed, sliding two fingers in calmly, moving them in a circle until she felt Miles's muscles give slightly. "There, softer now. Try again, Kendrick, but this time don't stop halfway. All or nothing, or he'll just keep clamping shut."

Kendrick nodded and repositioned himself. "Hold on a second," Kevin said. "Have him take a deep breath before you push, not all at once."

Kendrick stopped, a steady hand on Miles's back. "Breathe with me," he said, his voice surprisingly patient. "In, out. Again."

Miles obeyed, his chest rising and falling with effort. Kendrick pushed again, slowly, an inch at a time, not pulling back this time. The pain was sharp, burning, but Miles's body, worn out from the earlier attempts, didn't fully reject it.

"There," Kendrick said, through his teeth. "Almost there. Not backing off this time."

"Slow, slow," Sloane said, kneeling by Miles's head, holding his face between her hands. "Look at me. Breathe and look at me."

Miles stared at her, eyes glassy, feeling his body open inch by inch, past every limit he'd ever known. One last push, more decisive, and Kendrick was all the way in. Miles screamed, a sound he'd never made before, half pain and half something else.

"There," Kendrick said, staying still for a moment, giving him time to adjust. "The hard part's done. The rest comes on its own now."

He started to move, slow, at a steady, gentle pace. Kevin and Devon had moved closer, side by side, watching up close.

"Look how open he is," Kevin said, almost admiring. "Who would've thought."

"Just took patience," Kendrick said, picking up the pace slightly. The pain in Miles's body slowly began to blur into something different: a fullness that made him lose his train of thought, a heat rising from his lower belly despite the cage, despite everything.

"You like it now?" Sloane asked, still leaning over his face.

Miles didn't answer right away. Then, in a thin voice that surprised him more than anyone else in the room: "Yes."

Kendrick laughed softly, without stopping. "See? Just needed a proper breaking in."

The rhythm grew more decisive, deeper. Miles gripped the couch cushions, the moans coming out of him now without any control, mixed with a pleasure he no longer knew how to name. Kevin and Devon had sat down on the arm of the chair, watching in silence, exchanging an amused glance now and then.

"Look how he moves into it," Devon whispered. "Nobody taught him to do that."

"The body learns on its own, once it stops fighting," Kevin said.

After a few minutes, Kendrick went rigid with a low grunt, pushing deep one last time, and Miles felt the heat fill him from inside, a wave that ran through him along with his own body, which, for the first time, didn't pull back from the sensation. He stayed like that, trembling, breath broken, while Kendrick stayed inside him a few moments longer, as if letting the moment settle in fully.

Kendrick pulled out, slowly, breathing hard. He sat on the arm of the couch, collecting himself calmly, while a warm trickle ran down the inside of Miles's thighs.

Sloane stood up and looked at Miles, still bent over, his breath ragged, his body marked by what had just happened. She ran a hand over his sweaty back, almost with pride.

"See?" she said, turning to the others, a satisfied smile on her face. "He's ready now. Completely." She turned to Kevin and Devon, crossing her arms, while Miles lay still on the couch, unable to find the strength to get up. "So, who wants to go next?"
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The Whore 

Sloane drove him home a few hours later. Kendrick had stayed at the shop: the flow of "clients with nothing wrong with their cars" had just started, he said. When they got home, Rhonda was waiting on the doorstep, impatient.

"How'd it go?"

Sloane answered for him. Miles never once looked up from the floor.

"Kendrick struggled at first, then he gave in and got all the way inside. Kevin and Devon each got two rounds after that." Sloane smiled, pleased. "You called it right, Rhonda. He's gay and a hundred percent bottom."

Miles felt a knot tighten in his throat. He'd always assumed the idea of turning him gay had been Sloane's, hers alone. Finding out his mother had "called it" before any of it even started made his head spin.

"Good," Rhonda said, almost relieved. "So are you and I even now? Will you destroy the videos?"

"I told you I would, yeah. But I don't keep promises." Sloane shrugged. "Now I've got one of him too. Let's just say I have both of you in my power."

"But Sloane, you promised. You said if I handed him over, you'd set me free."

"I said that, yeah. But why would I actually do it? You're in demand on the street, and soon he will be too. I've got no intention of giving up such easy money."

"You're vicious."

"And you're a nymphomaniac."

"That's not my fault," Rhonda said, almost with pride. "That's just how nature made me. I always want it."

Sloane laughed and went up to her room, leaving mother and son alone in the living room.

"Come upstairs, Miles," Rhonda said, with a kind smile that seemed genuine. "Let me see how they've stretched you out. I've got a cream that works wonders."

He followed her without knowing whether to trust her or not. She was still his mother, after all. She should have wanted the best for him, even in the middle of everything that was happening. Rhonda sat him on the edge of the bed, pulled his pants down with practical, almost motherly movements, and applied the cream gently, without comment, as if she were tending a skinned knee instead of something else. For a moment, in that silence, Miles almost let himself believe things could go back to how they were.

*

Toward evening, Kendrick came back with Kevin and Devon. They shut themselves in Rhonda's room almost right away, amid laughter and low-voiced jokes that Miles could hear all the way from downstairs. Before sending him off, the three of them treated themselves to a few comments about Miles's backside, comparing it to a "construction site well underway" and asking him to turn around one more time because they wanted to "check the progress." He obeyed, his face on fire, while Kevin whistled, loudly approving of how well he'd "come along." Then Sloane sent him off to his room with a pat on the cheek.

In Rhonda's room, the three men took their time over the evening. Kendrick was the first to have her, with her on top of him, her full breasts bouncing with every movement as she sank onto his body at a rhythm she set herself. The sheets were already rumpled, damp with sweat, and the room quickly filled with a thick smell, the unmistakable scent of sex lingering in the warm air: musk, heated skin, a sweetish undertone coming from Rhonda's neck, where she'd dabbed on perfume even before the three of them arrived. She moaned without restraint, her voice bouncing off the walls of the room, her hands braced on Kendrick's chest to push herself down with every descent.

"That's it, good girl," Kendrick said, one hand gripping her hip, leaving the mark of his fingers on her pale skin. "Don't stop."

Then it was Devon's turn, who wanted her on all fours, his hands gripping her wide hips while the bed creaked at an increasingly frantic pace. The sound of his body against hers, wet and rhythmic, mixed with Rhonda's moans as she buried her face in the pillow, muffling a cry, then lifted it again to breathe, eyes half-closed, her body moving to meet every thrust as if she couldn't do otherwise. Sweat ran down her back, pooling in the small of her spine, and the smell in the room grew even thicker, almost thick enough to cut with a knife.

"She feels everything," Kevin said, waiting his turn, sitting on the edge of the bed, watching with a smile. "Look at her grinding into it."

When his moment came, he wanted her on her side, one leg lifted onto his shoulder, her face inches from his, close enough to feel her warm, ragged breath. Every thrust tore a sharper moan out of her than the last, and her hand slid down to her own body on its own, fingers moving in circles as she was taken, as if she could no longer tell the pleasure they were giving her apart from what she was giving herself. The smell in the room was by now a blend of bodies, sweat, everything that had mixed together over the preceding hours, a heavy scent clinging to skin and hair.

"I'm coming," Rhonda gasped, her voice breaking mid-word. "Don't stop, I'm coming, I'm coming…"

The cry that tore out of her a moment later was long, uncontrolled, followed by a shudder that shook her whole body, her legs going rigid around Kevin as he kept moving, carrying her past what had already seemed like the limit.

They finished, one after another, inside her, a few minutes apart: first Kendrick, with a deep grunt that made her back arch; then Devon, who pulled out breathless; and finally Kevin, who stayed still on top of her for a long moment before sliding to the side, spent. Rhonda lay there, her chest rising and falling fast, a satisfied, dazed smile on her lips, like she'd just finished a race she'd enjoyed running, the warmth of the three of them slowly trickling down between her thighs, mixing with the sweat already soaked into the sheets.

"Now get dressed like a proper whore," Kendrick said, catching his breath. "There's a party at a villa out of town. A cult of perverts, the kind that wear hoods over their heads. They want a woman to sacrifice at the closing orgy, for the purification of the spirit."

Rhonda lifted her head, confused. "What? What are they purifying?"

"Nothing weird," Devon said, chuckling. "They empty their balls out to get rid of the impure fluids, or so they say."

"And what am I supposed to do?"

"Empty them out," Kendrick said. "All of them."

Rhonda got up from the bed, her legs still unsteady, and went to the closet. She picked out the most vulgar dress she owned: a tiny little thing, made entirely of fishnet, that left nothing to the imagination. She didn't put anything on underneath. She watched herself in the mirror as she pulled it on, tugging it down over her hips with an almost professional motion, as if over the past few days she'd learned to dress to be looked at rather than to be covered.

The mirror gave back an image of herself she barely recognized: through the wide mesh of the net you could see everything, her full breasts pressed against the thin fabric, her belly, and lower down, the still-damp traces of the three men who'd just emptied themselves inside her, a dark shimmer between her thighs that no fabric could have hidden. She ran two fingers over her lips, thinking it over, then pulled them back without doing anything, as if for once she'd rather wear the proof than wipe it away.

"Perfect," Kendrick said, watching her from the doorway, a satisfied smile crossing his face. "Just how they like it. Let's go, we don't want to keep them waiting."
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The Group Ritual 

The villa stood isolated at the end of a gravel drive, the windows blacked out with heavy curtains, the only light coming from dozens of candles arranged around the perimeter of the main hall. When Kendrick brought Rhonda inside, the low murmur of voices cut off at once. About twenty figures waited for her, all hooded in black, bodies bare beneath open robes, arranged in a circle around a low table covered in red velvet.

An older man, his voice hoarse beneath the hood, approached her first. "Are you the one chosen for the purification?"

Rhonda nodded, her throat dry, the fishnet dress hiding nothing of her body, nor of what had been left on it just a short while before.

"Then begin," the man said. "Free the spirit. One at a time, until they're all empty."

They laid her down on the velvet table. The first to kneel between her legs was the man who'd spoken, the hood still drawn over his face as he sank into her, unhurried. Rhonda arched her back, a moan lost in the circle's murmur of approval. The candles cast long shadows on the walls, and the air quickly filled with the warm smell of melted wax mixed with something far more intimate: the smell of bodies getting ready.

She didn't have time to catch her breath before a second hooded man positioned himself behind her, while the first stayed inside. She felt her own body widen to take them both, the same by-now-familiar sensation that stole her breath. The two of them moved in an alternating rhythm, first one, then the other, then together, while she gripped the edge of the table, her moans climbing higher and higher. One of them whispered something in her ear, a praise or an order, she couldn't tell which, and she answered with an even louder moan, as if her body had understood before her mind did.

"Look at her," a woman's voice whispered from the circle. "Taking it all without a single complaint."

When the first two pulled back, breathless, two more took their place almost without a break. This time they wanted her seated, one beneath her and one in front, Rhonda's body pinned between the two of them as she moved in jerks, sweat running down her back, her breath coming in bursts. She felt both of their hands on her hips, guiding her, lifting her, letting her fall back, in a rhythm she herself ended up chasing with her own body, as if any resistance were already a distant memory. With every descent the two of them seemed to compete to go deeper than the other, and Rhonda found herself crying out without caring anymore who might hear her, her voice getting lost in the echo of the hall.

The third round found her bent over the edge of the table, one man taking her from behind while another stood in front of her, her mouth occupied, her hands moving over both of them at once. The smell in the room had grown thick, almost tangible: wax, sweat, sex, all blended into a haze that seemed to wrap around the entire circle. Rhonda's moans, continuous by now, wove together with the men's heavy breathing, with the rustle of robes opening and closing with every change.

It went on like that for hours. Every time one hooded man pulled back satisfied, another immediately took his place, and Rhonda soon lost count of how many had passed through, of how many times she'd felt the heat fill her, run down her, mix with what had come before.

They flipped her onto her side for one whole round: a man behind her, her leg lifted and hooked over his arm, while a second knelt in front, Rhonda's face pushed against his pelvis with every thrust from the first. The two men's rhythms weren't synchronized, and that lack of coordination tore broken, unpredictable moans out of her, which the circle greeted with murmurs of approval.

Then they laid her on her back, her legs pushed back until they nearly touched her shoulders, while one man took her from above with deep thrusts and a second, kneeling beside her tilted-back head, offered her his mouth from an angle that stripped her of any control over her own breathing. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, not from pain but from the effort, while her body kept responding, wave after wave.

At one point they wanted her on her knees at the center of the circle, while two men took turns at once, one in her mouth and one behind her, the rhythm growing more and more choral, almost a collective dance set to the beat of her own moans. Shortly after came another position entirely: straddling a man lying down, while a second took her from behind, standing, Rhonda's body crushed between the two of them, unable to decide which rhythm to surrender to, ending up giving in to both at once.

"More," someone from the circle would say, every time she seemed to falter. "It's not all pure yet."

And she, lost by now in that state suspended between exhaustion and a pleasure she could no longer control, kept going. Her body shook, soaked in sweat, her blond hair stuck to her forehead, but every time a new pair of hands touched her, her body responded anyway, as if it had stopped belonging to her hours ago.

Toward the end, when the count had long since blurred into a haze of sensation, they laid her at the center of the table for the final rite: four men together, two inside her from different positions, one in her mouth, one finishing on her chest, already marked by everything else. The cry that tore out of her was long, almost like relief, while the whole circle murmured something that sounded like a prayer.

When the last one pulled back, the hall dropped into a heavy silence, broken only by Rhonda's ragged breathing, stretched out on the now-soaked velvet, her body marked all over by the night: faint bruises on her hips, her makeup long gone, her hair plastered to her skin. The man who'd spoken first leaned over her.

"The spirit is purified," he said, solemnly. "Thank you for your sacrifice."

Rhonda didn't answer. She stayed there, motionless, eyes closed, unable to tell whether the tremor still shaking her was exhaustion, relief, or a pleasure she was too ashamed to put a name to. Kendrick lifted her up not long after, wrapping her in a sheet he found nearby, and carried her toward the car, while behind them the candles began, one by one, to go out.
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The Escape 

Miles had managed to slip out during one of the rare hours when nobody was watching the door. He'd walked without any clear direction, his heart pounding at every corner, dreading he'd spot Sloane's car at every intersection, until he found himself in front of the little bar where his father, his mother had told him once, stopped every afternoon.

He found him sitting at a corner table, a coffee gone cold in front of him. The man looked up, surprised, then waved him over to sit down.

"Dad," Miles said, as soon as he'd settled in. "Why don't I look anything like you?"

His father sighed, like he'd been waiting years for that question. "It's a long story, Miles. Maybe your mother can tell it to you."

"I don't get it. Or actually, I get that my mother has strange habits."

"That's not the right word for it." His father ran a hand over his face, tired. "She's a straight-up nymphomaniac. At first I tried to understand her, to stand by her. Then it turned into an embarrassing situation. You know how I figured it out?"

"No."

"When the house started getting visits from friends I hadn't seen in years. All of a sudden everyone was coming by to see me. You know why?"

"No, but I can guess."

"Exactly. She'd notice something was missing from the house and ask me to go buy it. I don't know, milk, eggs, food in general. When I got back she was always wrecked, but happy. And so were my friends."

Miles stayed quiet, unable to say anything else.

"Then one day a group of three showed up," his father went on, his voice dropping lower. "I got suspicious. I pretended to leave and hid behind a window. You want me to tell you what they did?"

"I can guess. Don't tell me."

"Together, you understand. All three at once. And how she screamed."

"Is that why you left her?"

"No. She's the one who left me. She'd met the man she's married to now." His father shook his head, his eyes lost on some far-off point, like he was reliving that moment for the hundredth time. "I think his stepdaughter has a lot to do with it. There's something vicious about that girl. From the first day I saw her, she put a kind of unease in me I've never fully been able to explain."

"That's who I wanted to talk to you about," Miles said, leaning forward. "She's blackmailing us."

His father stayed quiet, eyes down on the table, hands wrapped around the now-cold cup.

That was when the bar door opened. Sloane and Kendrick walked in, crossing the room with a confident stride, and stopped right at their table.

"Thanks for the message," Sloane said, turning to Miles's father.

Miles sat frozen, the blood turning to ice in his veins, his eyes moving from Sloane to his father and back, searching for a sense he couldn't find.

"I'm sorry, Miles." His father wouldn't meet his eyes anymore. "They're blackmailing me too. I had to do it."

Miles stood up without saying a word. There was nothing to say. He followed them out of the bar, his legs moving almost on their own, like his body had stopped waiting for orders from his mind.

They put him in the back seat, in Sloane's car. She got behind the wheel, Kendrick climbed in next to Miles in the back. The engine started, the car pulled into traffic.

After a few blocks, Kendrick unbuttoned his pants calmly, unhurried, like he was performing some ordinary gesture. He took hold of the back of Miles's neck and guided his head toward himself.

"Suck," he said, his voice low. "And say thanks for the punishment."

Miles obeyed, his body folding over on the seat as the car picked up speed down the road. He opened his mouth and took him in, the familiar taste filling his tongue, warm, already there on the tip. He started moving, his head swaying with every jolt of the car, the rhythm set as much by Kendrick's hand on the back of his neck as by the curves in the road. Every time the car braked at a light, the motion sharpened, pushing him a little deeper than he would have liked, and Miles had to concentrate not to gag, his throat tightening and releasing with every jolt.

"Good boy," Kendrick murmured, looking out the window with a studied indifference, as if nothing in particular were happening. "Thank your father too, while you're at it. He did a great job, calling us."

Miles felt the shame burn in his chest more than the movement of his own mouth. He didn't answer, couldn't, but his tongue kept moving, more insistent, almost to keep from thinking about anything else. The taste of soap and warm skin filled his nose, mixed with the smell of the seat's leather and the faint scent of gasoline drifting in through the cracked windows. Sloane, from the driver's seat, kept glancing at the rearview mirror, a satisfied smile on her lips.

"Look how hard he's working at it," she said, laughing softly. "Seems like he almost likes it."

"He likes it, all right," Kendrick said, his voice growing hoarser. "I can feel it in his tongue."

He reached down and gripped Miles's hair, pushing his head a little deeper. "With your tongue. Don't stop now."

Miles obeyed, breath short, his throat tightening with every jolt of the car. Kendrick's breathing started growing heavier, his hips lifting slightly with every movement of Miles's mouth, one hand sliding down to grip his shoulder, almost anchoring himself as the tension climbed. Outside, the streets slid by, indifferent, the streetlights streaking past in strips of light on the window, while inside the car the air grew thicker and thicker, heavy with the smell of skin and something more intimate that no cracked window could have dispersed.

"I'm about to come," Kendrick said, his voice cracking slightly. "And you don't move until I'm done."

Miles felt Kendrick's whole body go rigid at once, his hips lifting off the seat in a sharp spasm, and then the heat filled his mouth, thick, in several close bursts, one after another, almost without a pause between them. Kendrick held his breath for a long moment, his hand still gripping Miles's hair, not letting go until the last aftershock had passed.

"Swallow," he said finally, with one last catch in his voice. "All of it. Down to the last drop."

Miles swallowed, the thick, bitter taste sliding down his throat, staying bent over for one more moment before Kendrick let him go. He sat back up, his mouth wet, his breath ragged, while the car turned and the house, in the distance, was already coming into view past the windshield.
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The Bottom's Corner 

Warren would be back that same evening. The news arrived in a short text, and the house immediately fell into a scramble: Rhonda needed to stay home, clean, presentable, with no trace of the week that had just passed. Sloane was the first to realize it, sitting in the kitchen with her phone in hand.

"Rhonda can't work tonight," she said, more to herself than to Kendrick. "Warren's back in a few hours, and she needs time to pull herself together."

Kendrick shrugged. "So what? Who's making tonight's money, then?"

Sloane turned to Miles, who'd stayed off to the side, near the door, trying to draw as little attention as possible.

"You start," she said.

Miles didn't argue. He didn't have the strength left for it, and he knew it wouldn't get him anywhere. He just nodded, a resigned little motion, and followed them out.

They took him to a different stretch of road than his mother's, farther east, where the streetlights were sparse and the sidewalks cracked and uneven. It was the area everyone in town called, in a low voice, the bottom's corner. Sloane fitted him out in a pair of tight jeans and a T-shirt a size too small, then left him there, near a broken traffic light, with one last piece of advice.

"Low prices tonight. You're new, people need time to get used to seeing you around. Kendrick's staying to keep an eye on things from a distance."

The first cars that slowed down were old, dented, exhaust coughing at every light. The men who got out, or called to him from the window, had callused hands and coveralls stained with the grime of someone who'd just come off a factory shift, exhaustion written on them more than any wrinkle. Few coins, counted carefully before every negotiation, but bodies wound tight, filled to the brim after eight or ten hours on the line, ready to unload everything they'd carried around all day.

The first one wanted him in the mouth, behind the corner of an abandoned warehouse, quick and without an extra word, his hand on the back of Miles's neck guiding him with the same indifference you'd use to handle a tool. The man smelled of cigarettes and industrial grease, a sharp odor that clung to Miles's nose for the rest of the night. He finished fast, with a muffled grunt, left the crumpled bills in Miles's hand without even looking at his face, and got back in his car. Miles stayed there, his back against the cold wall of the warehouse, wondering how his own body could keep responding anyway, a dull heat rising from his lower belly despite everything, despite the shame burning his cheeks more than his mouth.

The second one wanted him right in the car, bent over the back seat, his hands gripping Miles's hips hard enough to leave marks. He was slower, more demanding, his hot breath on Miles's neck with every thrust, and Miles found himself gripping the headrest, moans slipping out of him, muffled, against his own will. When the man finished, inside him, with a heavy sigh, Miles felt the warmth spread, familiar by now, and stayed still for a moment, unable to tell whether the shaking in his legs was exhaustion or something else he'd rather not name. When the man drove off, Miles leaned against the nearest wall, his legs struggling to hold him up.

The third client showed up shortly after, an older man with big, callused hands, who wanted him bent over the still-warm hood of his car. The metal scorched his palms as he was taken from behind, the rhythm rough, relentless, and Miles caught himself pushing back into every thrust, his body seeming to have stopped listening to whatever orders his mind gave it. The man whispered something obscene in his ear right as he came, and Miles felt his legs buckle for a moment, a confused pleasure mixing with the nausea.

The fourth one wanted him in the mouth again, but this time stayed watching him from above the whole time, an almost amused expression on his tired face, as if watching were part of the payment just as much as the rest. "Not bad, for a first night," he said, when he was done, leaving him a coin more than they'd agreed on.

The fifth was the fastest of all: it took less than two minutes, a young man in coveralls still soaked with sweat, who took him without even turning off the engine, the radio still playing quietly in the background while Miles held onto the door, eyes closed, his mind somewhere else, somewhere he could no longer reach.

It went on like that for a couple of hours. Mouth, then backside, then mouth again, one client after another, each one different and each one the same in his hurry to unload and drive off. Miles lost count of the faces, the hands, the smells of sweat and motor oil that clung to him with every car. His body ached in places he hadn't even known he had before, but underneath the pain, stubborn, that heat remained, the one he couldn't explain, that part of himself that always responded, whatever was asked of it.

Around one, when the streets had gone nearly empty and Miles was starting to think the night was finally over, a beat-up compact car slowed down and stopped a few feet away from him. Two young guys got out, dark-skinned, still in their work coveralls, their pockets visibly empty judging by the uncertain look they exchanged before coming closer.

"How much for both of us?" the first one asked, counting the few bills he had in his pocket.

"We don't have enough for two separate rounds," the other one said, almost apologetic. "Can we come together? We'll pay for one, though."

Miles hesitated, his body drained of all energy by now, not knowing what to answer, not knowing if he even had the right to answer anything. He looked at the two of them, the genuine embarrassment on their faces, so different from the indifference of almost every client that night, and for a moment he couldn't tell whether what he felt was pity, exhaustion, or one last spark of that heat still stubbornly refusing to go out completely.

That was when a voice came from behind a tree, where Sloane had stayed in the shadows keeping watch all night. "Sure, that can be arranged."

She stepped out of the darkness, opened the compact's back door with an almost motherly gesture, and waved Miles in.

"And do whatever they ask," she said, shutting the door behind him as he slid into the middle of the front seat. The two guys took their places on either side of him. The one driving stroked his thigh before shifting into gear.

The car pulled away, the streetlights falling behind one after another in the mirror, while Miles sat between the two of them, his heart pounding for reasons he could no longer fully separate out, and the city, outside the fogged-up window, kept living its night, indifferent to everything that was about to happen in that car.
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