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Chapter 1: Lot Thirty One

The marker stopped on green felt and my pen dragged the last stroke of my name before the ink had time to dry. Metal clicked behind me. Cold air hit the back of my neck like someone had opened a freezer. I kept smiling anyway. I had run the math in the taxi. Three weeks of clearing glasses and carrying trays, then the house wiped my marker and I walked out owing nothing.

The Auctioneer did not look up from the ledger. His cufflinks caught the low lamp. "Temporary service," he said, turning a page. "You read the header."

"I read it."

"Say what you think you bought."

"Debt cleared. I work your floor until the marker zeroes."

He tapped the brass corner of the desk. Sound bounced off wood paneling and came back thin. "You bought placement. The house holds your marker until the gavel. Forty-one days from tonight."

My grip tightened on the pen. "That's six weeks. You said tables."

"I said service." He slid a second sheet across the felt. Block letters. LOT 31. TRAINING PROTOCOL. DORMITORY ASSIGNMENT. "Sign the addendum, Adrian. Same pen. Wet ink saves time."

I pushed the paper back. "I'm not livestock."

"You gambled your freedom on a private marker. The house collects bodies when the chips run out." He nodded toward the door I had come through. The latch had thrown. No handle on my side. "You are inventory with a countdown. Sign, or I call security and you sign with cuffs on."

The room was too warm under the lamp and too cold at my spine. The street still clung to my collar from an hour ago. Coffee. Exhaust. My own aftershave. Ordinary life sat right outside a door I had chosen to walk through because I could not face my partner with that debt hanging over our firm.

I signed.

A valet in white gloves crossed in three quick steps and drove a brass disc through my lapel pin. The bite went through wool and shirt and skin. I grunted. Number thirty-one stared up at me, dull gold, warm from his fingers.

"Welcome to the Gilded Room," the Auctioneer said. "You will do exactly as I say."

He stood. Height, posture, the calm of a man who had never lost a hand he intended to win. "Strip to your skin. Fold your clothes on the chair. Inventory is logged bare."

"I'm thirty-two. I'm not…"

"You're lot thirty-one." His voice did not rise. "Strip."

My fingers shook on my buttons. Shame crawled up my chest before my cock could answer. That was the part that scared me. Heat pooled low while my brain screamed about lawsuits and the office and the life I had eaten lunch in yesterday. I dropped my jacket. My shirt. My belt hit the felt with a flat slap.

The valet opened a case. Black silicone. A cage in three pieces. My balls drew up without permission.

"Chastity is provenance," the Auctioneer said. "Buyers pay for history. You will wear this until transfer. Erections are logged as damage."

"You can't…"

"I can. You signed." He took the base ring. "Turn. Hands on the desk. Spread your feet."

I bent over the felt. Green fibers scratched my palms. His hands were clinical. Cold lube. The ring seated behind my sack with a pinch that made my eyes water. The cage tube locked on. My cock fought the plastic, thickening, then jammed hard against the walls. Pain lit my gut. A whimper leaked out of me.

"Damage report starts now," the valet murmured.

The Auctioneer clicked the lock. A tiny key went into a velvet pouch on his belt. "You'll learn to thank the cage. For now, breathe through the ache."

He walked a slow circle. His shoes whispered on the floor. "Turn around."

I faced him naked except for brass and plastic. My nipples tightened in the cool draft from the vent overhead. I hated that my body looked eager.

"Kneel."

Stone bit my knees through thin carpet. The Auctioneer hooked two fingers under my chin and lifted my face. "You'll curtsy for strangers with paddles in forty-one days. Tonight you learn posture. Back straight. Knees wide. Hands palms up on your thighs."

I widened my stance on the carpet. The cage tugged when my thighs opened. The valet set a silver tray on the desk. On it: a wand vibrator, a plug thick as my thumb at the tip and fat at the base, a pair of leather cuffs.

"First contact," the Auctioneer said. "You need to know what your body does when the house uses it."

"I don't want…"

"You want plenty." He switched the wand on. The buzz filled the room, an angry fly trapped in glass. "You'll come from your ass before you learn names for it. That's rung one."

He nodded at the valet. Gloved hands pulled my wrists back and cuffed them at the small of my back. The plug pressed my hole, greased, blunt. I clenched. The valet breathed once, steady, and pushed. Burn. Stretch. My ring swallowed the fat part with a wet pop that echoed off the paneling. I arched and swore.

"Count it out loud," the Auctioneer said. "One."

"One." My voice cracked.

He pressed the wand to the underside of my cage. Vibration hammered through plastic into my shaft and balls. My whole pelvis jumped. Pleasure slammed into pain where I could not swell. I bucked on my knees. The plug shifted and rubbed my prostate, a blunt wrong spark.

"Two."

"Two." I hated how fast my hips chased the buzz.

He dragged the wand up to my nipple and held it there. The buzz turned my chest raw. Sweat slid between my shoulder blades, hot then cold in the vent draft. My cock leaked in the tube, a thin drip that smeared on the plastic.

"You're dripping already," he said. "Say what you are."

"I'm…" My teeth clicked. "Lot thirty-one."

"Say the filthy version."

"I'm your…" The word stuck. "Your training slut."

"Again."

"Your training slut." Louder. The wand dropped back to my cage. My vision pinholed. It sat deep and unmovable. Every buzz was a fist on a door my body kept opening.

"Do you come without permission?"

"No."

"You will anyway." He pulled the wand away. The loss hurt worse than the buzz. "Beg for two more seconds."

"Please. Please, two seconds."

"Pathetic." He gave me one. My spine locked. A ruined pulse rolled through my cock, cum oozing into the tube without a real release. I sobbed once. "That's one. Thank me."

"Thank you."

"Thank me like you mean it."

"Thank you for letting me come, sir."

The Auctioneer set the wand on the tray. Sound of plastic on silver. My balls throbbed. The tube dripped. He picked up the plug's base and twisted. Nerves screamed. Fresh lube cooled my crack.

"Stand. Walk to the wall. Forehead to the paint."

I stood on shaking legs. The plug shifted with each step, fucking me in tiny increments. The wall was cool against my brow. The cuffs bit my wrists. Behind me, the wand clicked on again.

"Spread your ass with your knees. Wider."

I shuffled my feet. Cool air kissed my hole around the plug. The wand touched the base where silicone met skin. Vibration traveled up my spine. I moaned into the wall.

"You'll auction your own shame," the Auctioneer said at my ear. "Buyers smell need. You will need by morning." His hand flat between my shoulder blades pinned me. "Don't move."

The wand circled the plug. Wet sounds came from my ass, obscene, loud in the quiet office. My thighs quivered. The first orgasm had left me raw. This one built faster, crueler, a coil tightening behind the cage.

"Say where you feel it."

"My ass. My cock. I can't…"

"Can't what?"

"I can't get hard and I'm still gonna…"

"Finish the sentence."

"I'm gonna cum like a bitch in this cage."

"Good boy." The wand pressed harder. The plug drove in to the hilt as my muscles clenched. White heat burst behind my eyes. Cum pumped out in dull spasms, trapped, smearing, dripping down the plastic onto my balls. I shook against the wall. Paint tasted like dust on my tongue.

"That's two," the valet said from across the room. Counting like inventory.

The Auctioneer did not lift it. The buzz ground through the aftershocks until my knees buckled. He caught my hip and held me up. "Breathe. You leak on my floor again, you lick it."

I gasped. Air burned my throat. The room smelled like sweat and silicone and the salt of my own cum.

He turned it off. Silence rushed in, louder than the buzz had been. He uncuffed me. Blood prickled my wrists. I turned without being told. My legs spread on their own, trained already by fear and the plug.

The Auctioneer wiped my cage with a cloth, slow, humiliating. "Provenance note. Two ruined orgasms, office intake, no penetration above the waist."

"You said waiting tables."

"I said you would serve." He dropped the cloth in a bin. "You serve buyers. You serve the runway. You serve my trainers until the gavel."

He rang a small bell. Two men in gray opened a side door I had not seen. Cold air poured in from a hallway lit in gold.

"Dormitory," the Auctioneer said. "Forty-one nights. You train sleep, gait, voice, and gratitude. Tomorrow a paddle room. Tonight you sleep plugged and caged, lot thirty-one on your skin and in your mouth when they ask."

"They'll ask?"

"They'll own your answers." He gestured. The gray men took my arms. Not rough. Efficient. Like moving a crate.

I looked back at my folded clothes on the chair. My phone was in the jacket pocket. My wallet. Keys to an apartment that still had my name on the lease.

"Those go to storage," the Auctioneer said. "You won't need pockets."

The hallway swallowed me. Gold paint. Low voices behind closed doors. Somewhere a woman laughed, then cut off mid-breath into a moan that was too disciplined to be casual. Temperature dropped with each step. My nipples peaked. The plug weighed heavy in my ass with every stride.

The gray men stopped at a numbered door. Thirty-one. Of course.

Inside: a narrow bed, bolted mirror, a hook for the cuffs I still wore loose in my hands now that they had cut the straps. A trainer sat on the stool, clipboard, pencil behind her ear. She looked me up and down and wrote without greeting.

"Name?" she asked.

"Adrian."

She shook her head. "Lot number."

"Thirty-one."

"On your back. Hips on the edge. Hold your knees to your chest. Show me the lock."

I climbed onto the bed. Metal cold under my back. I pulled my knees up. The cage pointed at the mirror. I watched myself, flushed, plugged, disc shining on my chest.

She clicked a timer. Forty-one days. The red numbers glowed.

"Every night resets at midnight," she said. "You fail a lesson, the clock adds a day. You please the house, maybe it subtracts. Probably not." She set a bottle of lube and a larger plug on the sheet beside my hip. "We're going to stretch you until you can take the runway tail without flinching. Breathe out."

She worked the small plug out. My hole clenched on empty air. The new plug was colder, wider. She pushed while I counted breaths in my head the way I counted cards at a table that had already taken everything.

"You'll hear paddles tomorrow," she said. "You'll learn to thank each bid. The Auctioneer sells transformation. You are the proof."

The plug seated. My eyes watered. She wiped her glove on a towel and tapped my cage.

"No touching. No cumming without a trainer's hand or a buyer's key. Break the rule, we add a bell to your cage and ring it on stage."

She left. The lock clicked.

I lay on lot thirty-one's bed, timer burning red, ass full, cock locked, brass disc tapping my sternum when I breathed. Down the hall, the Auctioneer's voice carried through stone, smooth, selling a lesson I had already paid for with my name.

Footsteps stopped outside my door. A knock, polite, deadly.

"Lot thirty-one," a man called. "Posture drill. On your feet. You've got five minutes before the paddle room opens, and the house does not wait for slow whores."

I rolled off the bed. My legs held. Bare skin. Gold number. Forty-one days.

I opened the door.


Chapter 2: Struck From the Roster

The tape bit into my hip bone before anyone told me their name. Yellow cloth, metal end cold against bare skin. A woman in white gloves pulled it tight across my pelvis and read numbers to a man with a tablet who never looked up from the screen.

"Ninety-one point four centimeters. Log it."

My palm still held the brass disc they'd stamped and pressed into me in the corridor. Warm metal. Lot thirty-one. The ink smell clung to my fingers, chemical and sharp, and when I licked my lip I tasted it there too, bitter on my tongue.

"Strip to nothing," the woman said. "Hands at your sides. Don't cover."

I had on the grey intake smock they'd given me after two days in the dorm bunk. My marker debt sat low behind my ribs. Six weeks until the gavel. Day three of forty-two. Thirty-nine days if I counted the way they counted.

The smock hit the floor. Air moved over my cock, already locked in the house chastity they'd fitted the first night. Pink plastic hugging my shaft. My balls drawn up tight behind the ring. I hated how fast my dick tried to swell against it whenever hands got near me.

The man with the tablet walked a slow circle. His breath carried coffee and mint.

"Posture: slight forward lean. Shoulders tight. Typical gambler's slump. Correctable."

"Fuck you," I said, quiet.

He tapped the screen. "Attitude: mouthy. Note for provenance."

Defiance should have burned clean. Instead my pulse kicked harder. They were writing me down. Every insult became a line. I wanted to see the next entry just to know what they'd call me.

The woman pried my jaw open with a gloved thumb and forefinger. Metal mirror on a stick. Taste of latex when she slid a finger along my gum line.

"Teeth intact. No work needed. Tongue responsive."

She released me. Spit trailed my chin. I wiped it. She slapped my wrist.

"Hands at your sides."

The Auctioneer stepped through a side arch, black suit, voice like a host mid-lot. He didn't greet me. He watched the tablet over the man's shoulder.

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

My skin prickled. He'd said it flat, like dosing medicine. The woman unspooled the tape again, across my chest, my waist, the swell of my ass. Each measurement earned a number and a comment.

"Nipple diameter twelve millimeters. Areola average. Responsive history unknown."

She pinched my left nipple hard. Pain flared white. My caged cock jerked. Shame hit my face hot.

"Mark responsive," the tablet man said.

The Auctioneer nodded. "Catalog honesty sells. Buyers hate surprises."

They led me to a painted line on the floor, red tape gleaming under the lamps. A clock on the wall ticked loud.

"Walk heel to toe. Eyes forward. We time you."

I walked. Hips too wide for my old stride. The plug they'd seated inside me before breakfast shifted with each step, a dull fullness they'd called posture training. My ass clenched around it without permission.

"Gait: uneven. Hip sway emerging. Plug tolerance acceptable."

At the end of the line a bench waited, leather dark with use. Straps hung open. Two handlers in grey stood behind it, faces blank. A third held a wand vibrator, head buzzing.

My gut lurched. "That's not intake."

"This is intake," the Auctioneer said. "First test. Witnessed. You yield an inch now or we take a mile later. Your choice is only speed."

The handlers guided me onto the bench. Leather cold on my back. Wrist cuffs clicked. Ankle spreaders locked my legs wide. The room smelled of disinfectant cut with sweat from whoever'd been here before me.

The woman from measurements leaned close. Her perfume was vanilla over something sharper, ammonia maybe from the cleaning spray.

"Say your legal name for the record."

"Adrian."

She shook her head. "Full legal. Loud."

"Adrian." I'd never given them the middle name. They had it anyway.

The tablet man read from the screen. "Striking Adrian from the training roster effective day three. Cause: lot conversion. Replacement designation issued."

The Auctioneer held up a collar tag, silver, fresh engraved. Cursive looped across the metal.

"Bijou."

The word landed in my gut hollow.

"That's not my name."

"It is on every document that matters." He buckled the collar around my throat. Metal kissed my Adam's apple. The tag hung heavy against my sternum. Bijou. Bijou. Bijou.

"Read it aloud," the woman said.

I swallowed. "Bijou."

"Louder. Like you mean to sell."

"Bijou." My voice cracked. My cock leaked in the cage, one traitor drop sliding down the plastic.

"Good. Provenance begins with sound."

The wand touched the cage from underneath. Vibration ripped through the ring and into my balls. I arched off the bench until the straps bit.

"No coming without permission. First rule of presentation lots."

The handler with the wand smiled without warmth. "You break, we log it as failure. Failure gets remedial. Remedial hurts."

They weren't bluffing. The vibration stayed relentless, buzzing my prostate through the plug base. My asshole fluttered around the silicone. I gritted my teeth. Tasted blood where I'd bitten my cheek.

"Curtsy drill next," the Auctioneer said. "While stimulated. Buyers want poise under pressure."

They unbuckled my ankles but left my wrists chained. The woman demonstrated once, heels together, one foot back, knees bent, eyes down.

"Copy. Hold at bottom. Count to five."

I dipped. Thighs shook. It never left me. Pleasure stacked wrong on top of humiliation. I was counting my own degradation like livestock points.

"One. Two."

"Blush," the tablet man ordered. "We need color in the cheeks. Think about strangers bidding on your mouth."

My face burned. He was right. The image shoved into my skull: paddles up, gloved hands, my mouth open for inspection. My clitty leaked again.

"Three. Four."

"Knees wider. Present the cage."

I spread. The plug shifted deeper. A whimper escaped.

"Five."

"Grade?" the Auctioneer asked.

"Form acceptable. Voice needs work. Arousal high. Shame index excellent."

Shame index. They had a metric for that. Part of me, the gambler part, wanted to know my score. Wanted to beat it.

The handlers laid me back again. Spread me until my hole showed cold air. The wand moved to my taint, pressing up into the plug, forcing vibration straight into my prostate.

"First orgasm test," the woman said. "Ruined only. No touch to the clitty. If cum leaves the cage, you lick it up. Taste your failure. Say thank you after."

"I won't."

The Auctioneer leaned in. His cologne was cedar and money. "You will. Or we add days. Your marker doesn't shrink when you sulk."

Thirty-nine days already felt thin. Debt didn't wait for pride.

They cranked it higher. My vision speckled. Prostate swelled. Orgasm built from inside, nowhere to go with everything sealed tight.

"Beg for ruin," the handler said. "Use the word they gave you."

"I'm Bijou, please let me… let me cum like this, please."

"Like what? Say it filthy."

"Like a locked little slut. Ruin me. Hurt me."

The crest hit. Muscles seized. Cum pulsed in thin spurts through the cage slots, useless, dribbling onto my stomach. No relief. Only worse ache after. The smell of it rose salt and thick between my legs.

The woman scooped a finger through the mess and painted my lips.

"Lick."

I tasted myself, bitter, thin, humiliating. My tongue obeyed before my pride caught up.

"Thank you for training me," I gasped.

"Again. Prettier."

"Thank you for training me, ma'am."

The tablet man noted something. "Orgasm one. Ruined. Compliance partial."

Partial. Gambler brain snagged on that. I could improve partial.

"Second test," the Auctioneer said. "Edge count. Three peaks. No release. Fail adds nipple clamps."

They swapped tools. A smaller bullet vibe pressed to my asshole beside the plug, pushing stretch. The handler twisted the plug one quarter turn. Burn. Fullness. My hole gaped and gripped.

"Edge one. Announce it."

"I'm close, I'm… fuck, I'm edging, please stop."

They didn't stop. They pulled back at the last second. Denial wiped my thoughts blank.

"Edge two. Beg in third person. You're merchandise."

"This lot needs to cum. This lot is a desperate whore. Please."

Laughter from the grey handlers. One counted on his fingers like a dealer tracking chips.

"Edge three. Hold the curtsy while you ride the edge."

They sat me up, the buzzing head back between my legs. I curtsied on shaking legs, tag swinging, Bijou tapping my chest. Orgasm hovered cruel. I held it. Teeth chattered.

"Good girl," the woman said, and the wrongness of the phrase made me hotter. "Hold."

I held until tears salted my lips. When they cut the wand off I sobbed once, ugly.

"Edge three logged. No release. Clamps earned anyway. Discipline standard."

Silver clamps bit both nipples. Chain linked them. Tug on the chain and fire lanced to my cage.

"Third test. Vocal. Describe your hole out loud while we work the plug. Buyers want narration."

The handler worked it in and out, slow, obscene squelch filling the room. My ass made wet sounds I couldn't deny.

"My ass is… open. It's trained. It's a hole for… for toys."

"Deeper. Cruder."

"My asshole is a sloppy fuck hole for the house to use."

"Owner?"

"The house owns my ass."

"Name?"

"Bijou's ass."

Each repetition carved Adrian smaller. I watched it happen like reading a ledger I couldn't close.

The Auctioneer checked the wall clock. "Runway preview in ten. Heels and baseline makeup after this. Last test for morning intake."

They freed my wrists for the final round. Put me on my knees on the tape line facing a mirrored wall. The mirror threw it back: collared, caged, clamped, lipstick they'd smeared on without asking.

"Stage walk. To the mirror and back. Wand on you the whole time. If you come, you thank the room and curtsy at the end. If you don't, you beg to try again tomorrow in front of everyone."

Tomorrow meant more witnesses. My defiance curled toward curiosity again. How high could shame index go? What would they pay for it?

It returned. I walked in the heels they'd buckled on me, ankles wobbling. Mirror getting closer. Reflection a stranger with my eyes. Tag reading Bijou. Mouth red. Clamps twitching with each step.

Orgasm two built from friction and sight. I came ruined again on the third step from the mirror, cum stringing the cage, dripping on the red tape line.

"Thank you," I panted. "Thank you for watching Bijou cum."

"Curtsy."

I curtsied in the puddle of my own mess. Chain on the clamps swung. The grey handlers applauded like a polite crowd.

The tablet man closed his entry. "Morning intake complete. Designation Bijou locked. Metrics attached to lot thirty-one. Afternoon block: deportment and chastity inspection open to senior handlers."

Senior handlers. More eyes. The Auctioneer adjusted my tag so it lay flat for display.

"You yielded the first inch," he said. "The roster won't list Adrian again. Every camera in the house reads what's on your throat."

He stepped aside. Through the arch, the runway lights waited, gold and hungry, and footsteps already gathered in the wings for whoever they'd parade after me.

I walked toward that glare because the debt did, because my body still throbbed and wanted the next score, because the gambler in me had to know what number they'd put on a boy who'd just thanked a room for his ruin.

The gavel was thirty-nine days out.

My name was already gone.


Chapter 3: The Provenance Ledger

The lock gave one wet click, and a ledger page turned with a dry rasp. A gloved hand wrote the date at the top of a fresh column in ink so black it looked wet.

I stood on the brass mark in the floor, naked except for the collar tag that said Bijou in cursive. Day seven. Thirty-five days left before the gavel. The room smelled like paper and metal polish. My cock hung loose and heavy between my thighs, still mine on paper, already priced in the air.

The Auctioneer did not look up. "Spread your legs to the width of the mark."

I did. Cold air hit my balls. Shame crawled up my ribs before my brain could name it. My cock twitched anyway, traitor flesh, hungry for a hand that would not be mine.

A handler in white gloves knelt. Metal clicked against my skin, a ring, a bar, weight in the palm before it touched me. Texture first, smooth steel, then pressure at the root as he worked my cock back through the ring. I hissed. The ring bit. My shaft swelled against it like it wanted to break the math.

"Hold still, Adrian." The Auctioneer’s voice was flat, auction-flat. "Every twitch goes in the ledger."

The handler rolled the foreskin down, slick with oil that smelled sharp. He fitted the curved piece over my cock head. The cap locked with a small snap that went through my teeth. My dick was trapped, purple at the tip already, pulsing in the cage with nowhere to go.

Grief hit like a fist I did not throw. That was the part of me men shook hands over, the part I bet with, the part that got me into debt. Now it was inventory. I swallowed hard and my throat burned.

The Auctioneer turned the ledger so I could see. Provenance, custody, session notes, resale value. Columns for key-holder, witness, duration, outcome. My name was not there. Lot thirty-one was.

"Read the header aloud."

"Provenance ledger. Lot thirty-one. Bijou."

"Again. Slower."

I did. My voice cracked on Bijou. The word tasted like a stamp on my skin.

He dipped his pen. "First entry. Chastity fitting. Day seven of forty-two. Device serial marked on the tag."

The handler clipped a tiny metal tag to the lock at my base. It chimed once, light and cruel. Weight pulled at my cock root, constant, a reminder with mass.

"You do not hold keys anymore," the Auctioneer said. "You hold pose."

He gestured to the low bench with leather cuffs bolted to the legs. "Knees on the pad. Ass up. Chest on the bench. Wrists in."

I moved because the marker on my gambling debt still had my name on it somewhere in this building, and because my legs were already shaking. The leather was warm from someone else’s heat. Cuffs clicked. My arms stretched forward, shoulders burning. My locked cock hung useless under me, swaying when I breathed.

The handler spread my ass cheeks without asking. Cool lube dripped down my crack, one stripe, then two. A plug pressed at my hole, blunt and thick, not gentle. I clenched. It won anyway, inch by inch, stretch and burn until my rim stung and the base seated with a wet pop.

"Good hole," the handler murmured, not to me, to the ledger. "Takes a two-inch flare without coaching."

My face burned. The plug sat heavy inside me, a second weight besides the steel on my cock. Every breath moved it. Prostate pressure teased and I leaked through the cage, a clear drip that hit the floor.

The Auctioneer wrote while he watched the drip. "Arousal noted. Unearned."

Unearned. I bit the bench leather. I had not been touched, and my body was already begging.

A wand appeared in the handler’s hand, white plastic, head wide. No warning. Buzz filled the room. The wand kissed the underside of my balls, then rolled up to press the cage. Vibration hammered through steel into my trapped cock. My hips jerked against the cuffs.

"Stay," the Auctioneer said.

I tried. The plug shifted and punched my prostate. Pleasure spiked wrong, shame hot in my cheeks, and my cock strained in the device until pain and need braided tight. I moaned into the bench.

"Volume," the Auctioneer said. "This is a documented session, not a private habit."

I lifted my head. "Please."

"Please what."

The question was a trap. My mouth watered anyway. "Please let me cum."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

The wand pressed harder. The buzz turned mean. My thighs shook. I counted days in my head, thirty-five, thirty-five, like numbers could save me. They could not. The first crest built fast, cruel, climbing my spine.

"Ask properly," the handler said. "Lot thirty-one asks."

"I'm lot thirty-one," I gasped. "I'm a locked sissy slut. I need to cum. Please."

"Denied," the Auctioneer said, and pulled the wand away.

I sobbed once, ugly. My cock throbbed in the cage, denied, leaking more. The ache was worse than the buzz. Need sat in my gut like a stone.

"Entry note," the Auctioneer said, writing. "First edge. Begged aloud. Denied at threshold. Outcome, frustration documented."

Frustration documented. They were writing my grief into value.

Footsteps entered from the side door. I twisted my head. A woman in a charcoal suit stood with a numbered paddle under her arm, bidder inspection, gloves on, eyes on my ass and cage like she was reading a chart.

"Catalog preview," the Auctioneer said without turning. "Walk the line, Mira."

Mira. She circled slow. Her heels clicked on brass. She stopped behind me and tapped the plug with one finger. The jolt made me yelp.

"Responsive," she said. Clinical. "How many days in training?"

"Seven," the Auctioneer answered for me. "Thirty-five remain."

Mira leaned, breath near my ear. "Show me your tag."

I turned my wrist as far as the cuff allowed. Bijou on the collar. Lot thirty-one in the ledger. Her gloved hand cupped my cage and weighed it like fruit at market.

"Heavy device," she said. "Good provenance start."

She walked away. The door shut. I was still hard in steel, still plugged, still cuffed. Humiliation pulsed with my heartbeat and made me harder, which hurt more, which made me wetter on the floor.

"Resume," the Auctioneer said.

The wand returned, lower now, pressed to my taint while the handler twisted the plug quarter turn. Double assault. My moan broke raw. The crest built again, faster because my body remembered denial.

"Count your leaks," the handler said.

"One drip," I panted. "Two. Three."

"Louder."

"Three drips, sir. I'm dripping like a whore in a cage."

"Again."

"I'm a caged whore. Lot thirty-one. My cock is locked. My ass is full. I leak for the ledger."

The Auctioneer’s pen scratched. "Second edge. Verbal compliance improved."

Mira’s inspection sat in my skull. Strangers would weigh my cock. I had gambled freedom and turned myself into a line item they would preview.

The wand climbed to the steel again. Vibration smashed my trapped head. My balls drew up tight. The burn started low, spread, climbed.

"Permission to ruin," the Auctioneer said, calm as a price call.

The handler’s thumb flicked the cage tip. Pressure exploded through me wrong, orgasm without release, cum forced into the tube in thin spurts I could not feel as relief. I screamed into leather. My ass clenched on the plug. Spasms ripped my belly, empty and brutal.

"One," the handler counted aloud for the record.

My vision grayed at the edges. Cum sat trapped, warm and insulting, visible through the plastic cap. Ruined. Documented. Mine and not mine.

"Thank the session," the Auctioneer said.

Words stuck. Pride clawed my throat. Debt clawed harder.

"Thank you for recording me," I whispered.

"Louder. Like you mean resale."

"Thank you for recording my ruin." Tears hit the bench. I hated that I meant it a little.

"Entry complete for first release event," he wrote. "Outcome, ruined orgasm. Volume, moderate. Provenance value, baseline set."

Baseline set. They had turned my first broken cum into a floor price.

The cuffs did not open. The wand shut off. Silence hurt almost as much as buzz.

"Second permission," the Auctioneer said. "Same outcome. Faster."

"No," I said, before I could swallow the word.

His look was quiet. "Adrian."

My name in his mouth was a leash. I went still. The wand turned on again, higher. The handler pumped the plug in short strokes, wet sounds obscene under me, squelch and slap of silicone in my ass.

The build was instant, violent. My prostate was raw. My cock head screamed inside the cap. I chanted broken, "hole, hole, hole," because thinking in sentences was gone.

"Say what you are for the bidders."

"I'm a sissy auction lot. I'm a locked toy. I cum when the house allows."

"Allow."

Ruin again. Second crest shattered me. Cum pumped into the tube in pulses I watched through the clear cap, wasted, milky stripes mixing with leaks. My whole body jerked in the cuffs. Drool ran from my lip to the bench.

"Two," the handler said.

I sobbed through the aftershocks. Overstim already, skin too loud. It stayed on.

"Third permission," the Auctioneer said.

"Please stop, I can't."

"You can. You will. Beg for the third ruin."

I hated my voice when it obeyed. "Please ruin me again. I'm lot thirty-one's hole. Use the wand. Fuck my ass with the plug. I need it."

"Granted."

The third was worse. Longer. The handler dragged the plug almost out and shoved it back on my prostate while the wand hammered my balls. Orgasm ripped me open. No grace. No mercy. Cum leaked in thin helpless strings into the steel until my thighs shook and my ass gaped around the base when they stilled.

"Three," the handler said. "Overstimulation noted."

The Auctioneer wrote without pause. "Triple ruin session. Escalating verbal degradation. Inspection witness pending upload to catalog."

Upload to catalog. Bidders I would never meet could read how I begged.

He closed the ledger. Opened a small envelope with a wax seal already stamped. The handler removed the key from the device at my base, the only key I had seen since the lock clicked. Cold air on the lock body, no authority behind it.

The key went into the envelope. The Auctioneer wrote a number on the flap, seven-fourteen, and sealed it with a second wax press.

"The key leaves your hand today," he said.

"I never had it."

"You wanted to. That wanting is logged."

He held the envelope out to the handler, not to me. My fingers curled empty on the bench. Grief again, sharper, for every jerkoff in showers, every fuck where I finished, every small freedom men took for granted until they signed it away on a marker.

"Stand for presentation," he said.

Cuffs released. My legs barely held. The handler guided me up two steps to a small runway platform, stage presentation, mirror at the end, lights harsh on my skin. I saw myself, collar, cage gleaming, plug base visible between my thighs, cum trapped in plastic, face ruined.

"Walk to the mirror. Turn. Curtsy."

I walked on numb legs. Turned. Curtsy deep because the last week had trained my muscles to fear bad grades. In the mirror a stranger looked back, pretty enough to sell, broken enough to prove training worked.

"Smile for the still capture," the Auctioneer said.

A camera clicked once. My smile trembled.

"Ledger entry for presentation still," he murmured to the handler. "Attach to lot page."

He faced me at last, ledger under his arm, envelope gone with the key. "Thirty-five days. Every orgasm you earn from today forward adds provenance or subtracts it. You will ask. You will be denied. You will be ruined until your voice stays steady when you beg."

My cock ached in its prison. My ass throbbed around silicone. My mouth tasted like leather and salt.

"Tomorrow," he said, "bidder rehearsal. Hands on you for longer than Mira’s walk-by. Sleep in the device. Plug out only for cleaning."

He left. The handler wiped the floor where I dripped, clinical, then led me toward the dormitory corridor. My steps were small. Weight at my groin. Weight in my ass. Weight in my chest where Adrian used to live and Bijou was learning to breathe.

At the door to the training cell, the handler paused. "Lights in ten minutes. No touching the lock. No humping the mattress. Violations get logged."

He shut me in. I sank onto the narrow cot, steel cold between my legs, cum cooling in the cap, plug still seated because nobody had removed it. I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling crack.

Thirty-five days.

My hand drifted toward the cage. Stopped. You do not get to decide that anymore lived in my fingers like a brand.

Footsteps passed in the hall, another lot being moved. A paddle tapped twice on wood, preview rhythm for some other body. Mine was on file now, first entry written, key number seven-fourteen somewhere in a drawer I would never see.

I rolled onto my side, knees tucked, ass clenching on the plug. A soft buzz started somewhere through the wall, another sissy learning ruin math on day seven or eight. I bit my lip and listened. My cock jumped in the cage, hopeless.

Tomorrow hands would stay on me longer. Bidders would practice. The house would add lines to the ledger while I learned to ask for what I used to take.

I pulled the thin blanket up to my chin. The steel between my legs was warm now from my skin. Grief and need sat together in my belly, heavy as the tag at my root.

I whispered to the dark, voice flat so no one could grade it, "Lot thirty-one."

The collar tag tapped my throat when I swallowed.

Down the hall the Auctioneer’s voice carried through stone, low and pleased, already on the next sale. "Fresh marker on the table. Open the ledger to a new column."

The wet click of a lock answered him.

I closed my eyes and stayed still, plugged, locked, logged, waiting for morning.


Chapter 4: How to Be Held

The dark pressed on my ribs until I could not tell if I was shaking or the cot was. Metal bit my hips where the lock sat; every breath tugged the base. A whisper cut the aisle. "Lot thirty-one." Mattress springs cried one bunk over. Bare feet on cold tile. I clamped my teeth. Gamblers do not beg in the dark.

Warm weight hit the edge of my mattress. Silk robe, skin underneath. Mira's hand found my wrist before I could jerk away. "You're rattling the whole row," she said. Her thumb stroked the inside of my arm. Heat spread where she touched. My clitty swelled against plastic and hurt.

"I don't need help."

"You do." She slid in beside me. The narrow cot dipped. Her thigh pressed mine through thin training shorts. "First week after the fitting breaks everyone. Breathe with the ache instead of fighting it."

She laid my palm on her chest. Slow rise, slow fall. I copied her. The cage still throbbed. Shame crawled up my throat because her warmth made my balls tight and my hole clench for no reason I would name out loud.

"Count four in, four hold, four out," she murmured. "The house edges you so buyers see discipline in the ledger. You leak and they write it down. Stop leaking alone."

My breath hitched. Debt still owned me. The marker on my freedom. Thirty-two days until the gavel if the dorm clock was right. I had counted on day ten when the lights died.

Mira's fingers traced my collarbone. "When it spikes, squeeze your thighs. Roll your hips slow. Don't chase cum. Chase calm."

I hated how my body listened. Hips rolled once. Friction through the lock. A whimper slipped out.

"Good." She kissed my temple. Tenderness like that had no place in a training dorm. My chest unlocked anyway. I turned into her shoulder. Perfume and sweat. Gambler reflex screamed run. My arms stayed.

She held me until the shaking slowed. Her leg hooked over mine. "Stay," she whispered. "Let someone hold the lot for once."

I should have pushed her off. I pulled her closer instead.

Her hand slid down my stomach. Stopped above the device. "Still tender from the fitting?"

"Don't."

"That's a no without conviction." She cupped me through the shorts. Pressure on the cage arched my back. "They watch even here. Cameras in the corners. Mic in the lamp. Comfort still goes in the book if you make noise pretty enough."

Cold ran through me. The Gilded Room documented everything for provenance. A senior lot coaching a junior in bed raised resale value if it looked willing.

"Mira…"

"Hush." She tugged my shorts down. Cool air on my thighs. The lock gleamed dull in the red exit sign glow. She did not unlock it. She pressed two fingers around the shaft where flesh met plastic and rolled slow circles. "Breathe. Tell me where it burns."

"My balls. Behind the ring. My ass too." The words left before pride could catch them.

"Honest." She reached to the shelf bolted to the headboard. A slim silicone plug with a warmed gel sleeve. She'd had it ready. "Open."

"I said I would never take another lot's toy."

"You said a lot of things before you signed." Lube clicked. The tip nudged my hole. "This isn't charity. House issue. Every senior breaks in the new ones so handlers don't waste mornings."

The stretch burned sweet. I bit her robe. One inch. Two. My ring swallowed it while her fingers kept working the trapped shaft. Full. The base kissed my cheeks. Warm from her palm heating the gel.

"Rock with me," she said.

We moved together. Slick shift inside me. It filled space the cage denied. My moan muffled in silk. She bit my ear. "That's a training moan. Buyers pay extra for throat sounds that don't fake."

Intrusion: I used to own a table downtown. Now I leaked precum into a tube while a stranger's heir filled my ass with house property.

"Please stop."

"Your hole clenched the plug. Your hips chase me." She pushed deeper with a twist. Pressure on my prostate through the wall. Stars burst behind my eyes. No. Wrong word. My vision whited at the edges.

She reached under the pillow. A small wand, battery hum low. She pressed the head to the perineum, below the cage. Vibration traveled up into the lock and down into the plug.

"Oh fuck."

"Language they'll clip for the reel." She dialed it up. "Say what you are tonight."

"A lot." Spit on my lip. "A locked lot."

"Prettier." The wand circled. The plug thrust in short jabs matching her wrist. "What does the house want from your mouth?"

"Sissy." The word tasted like defeat. "A sissy that takes it."

"And what do you want?"

The question cracked me. Want had no business in this cot. My answer came out wrecked. "To come. To be held while I come like a whore."

Mira laughed soft against my neck. "There he is." She shifted behind me. Spoon locked. One arm banded my chest. Wand pinned to my taint. Other hand fisted my hair. "You don't get to come in the cage. You get to break around it. Give me the mess on the sheet. Prove you can be trained without a key."

I rode the vibration. Hips jerking. The plug dragged my rim. Sweat pooled in the small of my back where her breasts pressed me. Heat everywhere. Cold only in the metal that would not yield.

Build coiled. Denied crest. I chased it anyway. "Mira, I…"

"Take it, bitch. Milk the vibration like a good toy."

Orgasm hit wrong. No spurt. Just spasms ripping through me while the lock stayed shut. Cum dribbled clear from the tip, thin and constant, soaking the sheet under my belly. My asshole fluttered on the plug. Sounds obscene in the quiet dorm. Squelch. Whine. I sobbed once.

She kept the wand on until I jerked. "Breathe. Let it pass. Stay open."

I went limp in her arms. Aftershocks pulsed. The room smelled like sex and warmed silicone. She kissed my shoulder. Did not pull it out. "Sleep if you can. Morning inspection hits early."

I should have hated her. I threaded my fingers through hers. "Don't leave yet."

"Dependent already." No cruelty in it. Fact. "That's how the dorm wins."

She stayed until my breath evened. Somewhere a toilet flushed. A handler's boots passed in the hall. Mira slipped away before grey light. The plug remained. A gift and a leash.

Dawn buzzer. Six hours after. My thighs stuck to the proof on the linen. I showered in the group stall with the plug seated because removal meant questions. Water ran hot down my spine. Mira nodded from the next nozzle. No smile. Protocol face.

Breakfast was grey porridge and silence. A handler clipped a day tag to my collar. Lot thirty-one. Dormitory B. Day ten of forty-two. The wall screen ticked thirty-two days to auction.

The Auctioneer waited in the inspection alcove off the runway. Gloves white. Ledger open. Two bidders in chairs behind glass, paddles on their laps. I curtsied on the reflex training had burned in. The plug shifted. I kept my face still.

"Presentation," he said. "Turn. Slow."

I turned. Mirror wall caught fishnet stockings, skirt hem, cage outline under satin. He made a note. "Provenance entry: overnight compliance, senior mentorship logged automatically. Vocalization flagged."

Mira had warned me. My throat closed.

"Step to the glass. Buyers wish to see breath control after denial."

I faced the window. A man in a charcoal suit lifted paddle fourteen. Familiar jaw. My stomach dropped. Silas. My business partner. The one who'd cosigned the marker when the house called the debt.

Silas's mouth did not move. His paddle tapped once. Acknowledgment.

The Auctioneer spoke at my ear. "Known interest. Reserve chatter on his line since before your fitting. Smile for him."

"I won't."

"You will, or I add defiance tax to the ledger and halve your meals." Calm. Always calm. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

Silas's eyes held mine through the glass. Not pity. Appraisal.

My lips parted. Breath fogged the pane. I curtsied again, deeper, ass presented, plug visible as a bump under the skirt if they knew what to look for. Silas's paddle rose two inches. Interest.

The Auctioneer clicked his pen. "Afternoon module: runway poise with weighted clamps. Evening: chastity maintenance with handler supervision. No more cot visits without clearance. Dependence must be house-approved."

He meant Mira. He meant last night. They had the audio.

Silas stood. Left the glass. Footsteps faded toward the private elevator. The Auctioneer closed the ledger. "Thirty-two days, lot thirty-one. You held well. Now we sell that holding to the room."

He gestured down the hall where runway lights already burned white. My legs moved before thought. The plug warmed with my stride. I craved Mira's hand. Craved Silas's paddle. Craved the crest I could not have.

The gavel was a month away. My body had already placed its bet.


Chapter 5: Dealt Before the Marker

The cards hit green felt with a sound like teeth on a coin. I sat in the hard chair with my knees pressed together under the skirt they’d put on me that morning, lot thirty-one stamped on the tag at my throat, while he shuffled one-handed. The host fanned the deck face-up across the table. Kings and queens lined up like a chart of what I was becoming.

“Read it,” he said. His voice was mild, the same tone he used when he named a price to a room full of paddles.

I swallowed. The paste on my lips tasted sweet and wrong, like the house’s idea of pretty. “High cards. Face cards.”

“Provenance.” He tapped a queen of hearts. “What the room believes about where you came from and what you’ll do on the runway. Poise.” Another tap, jack of spades. “How you hold still when someone bids on your mouth.”

My locked clitty throbbed against pink plastic before I could stop it. Gambler reflex: read the table, find the angle, bet when the odds turn. The shame of it warming my cheeks was its own tell.

He dealt five cards in front of me without looking at my face. “Your hand, Adrian. Not what you wish you held. What you’re playing.”

I turned them. Pair of tens. A four. A deuce. Off-suit garbage that would’ve made me fold in any real game back when my marker was still my own mistake.

“You’d muck that,” he said.

“I would.”

“Wrong.” He slid a ledger from under the felt, leather, house crest, pages that smelled like ink and old smoke. “In our room you don’t fold. You bluff until someone believes the trash is treasure. That’s the auction.”

The thought came sharp: I could walk. I could stand up, push the chair back, refuse the lesson. My thighs stayed closed. My hands stayed on the table. The debt contract was in that ledger somewhere; I’d signed what they put in front of me when the marker swallowed my name.

He turned a page. Numbers in tight script. Reserve amounts. Commission lines. My mouth went dry.

“Listen,” he said, and the word landed on my skin more than in my ears. “Every lot has a floor. A price the house will not go under. Buyers smell weakness. If we let you crater, you leave unsold.” His mouth curved, not quite a smile. “I never let a lot leave unsold.”

He dealt again, faster. The slap of card on felt synced with my pulse. “Poise raises the floor. Provenance raises the ceiling. You train both. You sell yourself, or someone sells you cheaper.”

“I’m merchandise,” I said. The words tasted like copper.

“You’re a player at a fixed table.” He leaned in. Cologne, chalk, the faint metallic tang of the key on his belt. “The house always rakes. The question is whether you rake back with your hips and your curtsy or bleed out on the block.”

Heat crawled up my neck. I hated how my body leaned toward him when he talked like that, like the table had tilted and I was sliding toward the pot.

“Stand.”

I stood. The chair scraped. He circled me, gloved finger tracing the tag at my throat, then the seam of the skirt.

“Twenty-one days,” he said. “The gavel date doesn’t move. You want freedom? You outbid your own shame on that runway. You make them pay for the story of lot thirty-one.”

Freedom. The word hooked under my ribs. I could play this. I’d cleaned men out with worse hands. If the auction was poker, I could work the crowd, drive the price, buy back my name with other people’s money.

“Spread your legs.”

I spread them. He kicked my ankles wider with the toe of his shoe. The ballroom beyond the door was silent; only the card room breathed with us.

“Say what you are in the market.”

“A lot.” My voice cracked.

“Louder. With a smile like you mean it.”

“A lot for sale.” The smile hurt my face. My clitty leaked in its prison, a thin slick I couldn’t hide.

“Good.” He opened a drawer in the table base. A black silicone plug, thick, flared base, already gleaming with lube. “Hold your skirt up. Show me the hole they’ll bid on if you’re useless at cards.”

I gathered the fabric at my waist. Cool air on my shaved ass. I’d been opened in the dormitory, trained on fingers and rubber, but the plug looked bigger than what Mira had eased into me last night when I shook after curfew.

“Breathe out.”

He didn’t ask. The blunt head pressed my rim, burned, popped through. I hissed. The stretch sat deep, a heavy fullness that made my locked cock weep again.

“Count to five.”

“One.” Squelch when I shifted. “Two.” My hole clenched around the rubber. “Three.” He twisted it a quarter turn. “Four.” Tears pricked. “Five.”

“Stay open.” He walked to a side cabinet, came back with a slim remote and a chrome wand, head already buzzing when he switched it on. The sound was a mosquito at first, then a drill. He pressed it to the cage through the skirt, right on the trapped shaft.

I buckled. “Ah…”

“Hands on the table. Don’t touch.”

The vibration rattled my teeth. Prostate and plug and cage all sang at once. I drooled onto the felt, a thin string from my lip to the green cloth. Sweet lipstick smeared the spot.

“While we negotiate,” he said, calm as counting chips, “you’ll thank me for each edge. You don’t come until I say. You beg in words a buyer would pay to hear.”

“Please…”

“Thank you for training my hole, sir.”

I repeated it. He turned the wand up. My knees knocked. The cards in my dealt hand blurred.

“Thank you for training my hole, sir.”

“Again.”

“Thank you for training my hole, sir.”

The third time my voice broke on hole. The fourth time I was sobbing through the smile he wanted. The wand never moved. The plug sat like a stake in the ground.

He killed the buzz. I sagged. “Look at the ledger.”

I blinked sweat out of my eyes. He’d turned it to a page I hadn’t seen. Top line: Commission / reserve, holder pending. Date: eleven days before my gambling marker at the private club. Eleven days before I thought I lost myself by chance.

My stomach dropped.

“That line,” he said, “predates your debt. You were selected, Adrian. Vetted. Lured. The marker was theater so you’d sign without reading.”

The room narrowed to that date, those ink strokes. Not unlucky. Dealt.

“You knew,” I whispered.

“The house knew.” He tapped the page. “Your reserve was spoken for before you sat at our card table in the city. A buyer’s commission. A floor that isn’t yours to lower.”

Known buyer. The words didn’t need a name yet; they already had weight, a shadow in the front row with a paddle that wouldn’t flinch.

“Then I can’t win,” I said.

“You can play.” He set the wand down, picked up the deck, shuffled again. The sound filled my skull. “You can raise your own price, inflate provenance, make the room hungry. A lot that fights to win trains itself. The house loves a lot that trains itself.”

He was giving me a role. Player, not victim. The gambler in me grabbed it because grabbing was all I had left.

“What do you want from me?” I asked.

“On your knees.”

I knelt on the hard floor, plug shifting inside me, skirt bunched at my hips. He unbuckled and freed his cock, thick, already half-hard, smell of skin and soap.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth. He fed himself in slow, crown on my tongue, salt at the back of my throat. I gagged; he held my hair and pushed deeper.

“Negotiation terms,” he said, voice steady while I choked. “You perform gratitude. You perform hunger. You perform poise on the runway in twenty-one days. In return I teach you the tells that make paddles rise.”

He pulled out. I gasped, spit trailing from his dick. “And if I refuse?”

“There is no refusal clause in your contract.” He slapped my cheek with his wet cock, once, twice. “Only default. Default is the dormitory, the cage, unsold scrap in the basement archives.”

He pushed back in. I sucked because I had to, because my body wanted the degradation of doing it well. Hollowing cheeks. Tongue under the shaft. The taste of him flooded me, bitter, real.

“Say you’re a lot who plays to win.”

I pulled off, drool on my chin. “I’m a lot who plays to win.”

“Say you’ll sell yourself higher than the reserve.”

“I’ll sell myself higher than the reserve.”

“Lie if you need to.” He smiled down at me. “Lies are poise.”

He fucked my mouth in short pumps, balls tapping my chin, wet sounds loud in the small room. With one hand he reached for the remote. The rubber buzzed to life inside my ass.

I screamed around his cock. The vibration and the stretch and the gagging mashed into one brutal lane. He counted aloud.

“One.”

I came dry in the cage, hips jerking, prostate spasm ripping a ruined orgasm out of me with no release, just pain and pleasure twisted together. I moaned like a whore around his dick.

“Two.”

He held the wand to my cage this time while he thrust. Second crest, worse, oversensitive, clitty screaming in its tube. I bit down; he pulled my hair hard.

“Don’t bite. Thank me.”

I garbled it around his cock, “Thank you, sir,” spit and snot on my lips.

“Three.”

He yanked free and finished on my face, hot stripes across my cheeks and the tag at my throat, cum mixing with lipstick and tears. I knelt shaking, plug still buzzing, third orgasm rolling through my empty cage while his spend dripped into my mouth as I panted.

He turned the plug off. I collapsed forward, forehead near the puddle on the felt.

“Look at your hand,” he said.

I lifted my eyes. The five cards still lay there. Pair of tens. Trash. Except now I read the bluff: if I played them like face cards, maybe the room would buy the story.

He closed the ledger on the commission line, but the date was burned into me. Selected. Lured. Reserve already spoken.

He wiped his cock on my hair, tucked himself away.

“Twenty-one days,” he said again. “You’ll curtsy for buyers who’ve already smelled your floor price. You’ll make them pay more anyway. That’s your job now.”

I swallowed cum and spit. “Why tell me?”

“Because a lot who thinks he’s a player works harder than a lot who knows he’s meat.” He lifted my chin with two fingers. “You wanted bargaining. You got a seat at the table. The rake is still ours.”

He picked up the cards, stacked them, slipped the deck into his coat.

“We are only just beginning.”

He left. The door shut. The taste of him and the ghost of the buzz in my ass lingered. I stayed on my knees on the green felt, face sticky, plug thick inside me, twenty-one days ticking, and I began to plan my bluff like it was salvation, already hungry to train for a runway where someone in the front row owned my floor and I still thought I could steal the pot.


Chapter 6: The Appraisers' Favorite

Steam climbed off the folded towel in Mira's hands while she tipped my chin toward the mirror. My reflection stared back with cheeks still pink from the hot cloth, lashes wet, lips glossed the color the house liked on a lot headed for the floor. The weight of the metal at my throat pulled when I swallowed. Mira ran her thumb along the cursive plate until it caught the light like a coin.

"Hold still," she said. "They grade the finish."

I held still. My debt sat in the ledger either way. Eighteen days until the gavel. I had counted them on the dorm wall that morning before they marched me to the salon wing. The gambler part of me still wanted a hand to play. The commission line from yesterday's ledger sat behind my teeth anyway. Selected. Priced before I ever sat at their table.

Mira combed through the wig they had glued to my scalp for the week. Tugs at the roots made my eyes water. She smelled like heated oil and clean cotton. Another towel, warmer, pressed the back of my neck until my shoulders dropped without permission.

"Good," she murmured. "You look expensive today."

Expensive. The word slid under my skin warmer than the towel. I hated that my dick strained against the pink plastic locked around it. Hated worse that the shame came late, after pride had already opened its mouth.

She shaped my brows with quick strokes. "Appraisers rotate through before lunch. High marks mean a higher opening bid. You want that."

I wanted freedom. I wanted my name off a placard. I also wanted the number they would write beside lot thirty-one to climb because my body had earned it. That want scared me more than the chastity belt digging into my hips.

Mira uncapped a pot of cream and worked it into my collarbones, my chest, the smooth strip where hair used to grow. Her fingers were firm, professional. Each pass left a faint sweet smell, like fruit warmed in sun. She lifted my chin again.

"Say it."

I had learned what the house wanted spoken in rooms like this. "Thank you for preparing me."

"For who?"

"For the buyers."

She buffed the name tag at my throat until the engraving shone. Lot 31. Adrian, still printed small underneath for the files. The metal warmed under her cloth. Weight and scent together, cream and steam and oil, and underneath it all my own sweat starting to rise because she kept touching me like I already belonged on a pedestal.

The door opened. A man in charcoal gloves entered without knocking. Gray at the temples, clipboard, no smile. Behind him came a woman with a measuring tape coiled at her belt and a younger man holding a camera on a silent rig.

"Appraisal," the gray man said. "Stand."

I slid off the salon chair. The heels they had buckled on me earlier made my ankles wobble. I steadied on the mirror's edge. The camera light blinked once, red.

"Turn. Slow."

I turned. The skirt was short enough that the hem flirted with the tops of my stockings. Cool air hit the backs of my thighs. The plug in my ass had been seated before I left the dorm, a heavy glass bulb that shifted when I moved and kept me open like a secret the room could read.

The woman stepped close. Tape snapped around my waist, my hips, the swell of the fake breasts strapped under the satin blouse. She wrote numbers without looking at my face.

"Posture," the gray man said.

I pulled my shoulders back the way runway training had burned into muscle. Chin down. Knees soft. The pose made the plug press deeper. My locked clitty leaked a fresh bead against the cage.

"Provenance notes," he said, flipping a page. "Debt marker, voluntary training contract, twenty-four days in house care. Feminization track accelerated. Chastity logged day three."

He said it like he was reading wine labels. Voluntary. I had signed because the alternative was a pit I would never climb out of. Still, hearing a stranger list it while a camera whirred made my face burn.

"Curtsy."

I dropped into the curtsy they had drilled. Skirt flared. The appraisers watched the fold of it, the angle of my knees, the way my hands stayed at my sides until permitted. When I rose, the gray man's pen scratched.

"Poise acceptable. Presentation above dorm average."

Above average. My chest lifted like I had won a pot I had not earned yet. Mira's mouth twitched, almost proud.

The younger man with the camera circled behind me. "May I?" he asked the gray man, not me.

"Document the rear silhouette. Buyers want honest lines."

Honest. I bit the inside of my cheek. The camera moved close enough that the rig's tiny fan hummed at my ear. Heat crawled up my neck. They were not fucking me yet and still my hole clenched around glass like it was begging to be graded too.

"Spread your knees two inches."

I spread them. The plug base showed under the skirt if anyone knelt. The woman did kneel. Her breath warmed my thigh through nylon.

"Jewelry seated. No migration. Good."

Jewelry. That was their word for the thing stretching me open since dawn.

The gray man made a sound that might have been approval. "Opening bid projection moves to the high band. Keep today's finish for the afternoon review. The host wants him polished for the board."

The host. I did not look at Mira. I said, "Thank you for appraising me."

The words came out smooth. Gratitude, not bile. That was new and it terrified me.

They left. The door shut. The salon went quiet except for the hiss of a steamer in the corner.

Mira set the towel down. "You heard the projection."

"I heard."

"You glowed when he said high band."

I had. The glow lingered, a stupid warmth under the shame.

She opened a drawer and took out a thicker plug, black silicone, blunt head flared wide. Lube gleamed on her fingers.

"Afternoon review means demonstration," she said. "Not just pretty. They need to see how you take care of what raises your price."

My mouth went dry. "Now?"

"Now. Bend over the chair. Hands on the seat. Skirt up."

I bent. Satin bunched at my waist. Cool air kissed my exposed ass. The glass plug had been in so long the rim of me fluttered when she tugged the base. A wet sound. Obscene in the quiet room. She pulled it free inch by inch. My hole gaped for a breath, slick and empty, then tried to close and failed.

"Say thank you when I replace it."

"Thank you."

She pressed the black plug against me. Wider. Burn at the stretch. I hissed through my teeth. She did not stop. Slow twist of her wrist until the widest part popped past the ring and my body swallowed the rest. My thighs shook.

"Good hole," she said, almost conversational. "Breathe."

I breathed. The fill was heavier than glass. My locked cock dripped onto the inside of the cage, a steady tap against plastic.

Mira buckled cuffs around my wrists to the chair arms. Leather bit. Not cruel. Firm. She clicked a remote and the plug inside me buzzed low, a constant gnaw.

"Review board watches through glass," she said, nodding toward a one-way panel I had mistaken for a mirror. "You perform for them. You ask for what you need like a lot who knows its value."

Perform. The gambler in me understood performance. This was a different table.

The buzz in my ass deepened. My knees wobbled. Footsteps echoed beyond the glass, muffled. Paddles maybe. Voices. I was on display and the gratitude came again, sickly sweet, because they were watching something worth bidding on.

The door to the adjoining viewing room opened behind the glass. Shapes moved. One tall figure in a dove-gray suit. The Auctioneer. I placed the set of his shoulders before his voice piped through a small speaker near my ear.

"Lot thirty-one. Afternoon provenance demo. Begin."

Mira's hand landed on my hip. "Tell them what you are."

"I'm lot thirty-one." My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. "I'm lot thirty-one, trained for sale."

"Louder."

"I'm lot thirty-one. A trained sissy for sale."

The plug buzzed harder. My ass clenched and could not shake the vibration loose. Sweat slid between my fake breasts. The smell of cream and my own fear-sweat mixed until I tasted salt at the corner of my mouth.

"Remove the jewelry," the speaker said. "Replace with the review shaft."

Mira switched the plug off. The sudden absence made my hole ache. She worked the black silicone out. Slick dragged. I moaned into the chair back. Empty again, worse than before, rim pulsing.

She brought a stainless bench harness from the side table. A thick dildo jutted from it, matte black, veined, too real. She locked the harness to the chair seat beneath me and lined the head to my ass.

"Sink," she said.

I sank. Inch by inch. Burn spread. My ring fought, then gave. The stretch opened me until my thighs quivered. When my cheeks met the seat, the full length sat inside me and my belly went heavy with it.

"Ride," the speaker said. "Show them you can work your own price up."

I rose on my heels and dropped. The shaft speared up. Wet slap of skin on silicone. Squelch deep inside where lube and my body made noise the camera would keep. I rode because the debt contract kept me here. I rode because the high-band projection had hooked into my ribs and pulled. I rode because when the Auctioneer's voice stayed calm in my ear, my body obeyed before my pride could object.

"Faster."

I went faster. Breasts bounced against the blouse. The cage slapped my belly with each drop. Pain and pleasure mashed together until I could not tell which made me hotter.

"Tell the board what your ass is for."

"My ass is for…" I gasped. "For demonstrating value."

"Cruder."

"My ass is a demo hole for buyers."

The viewing room stayed silent on my side of the glass. That silence was worse than jeers. They were deciding numbers while I fucked myself on a mounted cock for their notebooks.

Mira held a wand to the cage. Buzz. My clitty swelled against unyielding plastic. I sobbed once, frustrated, then again when the vibration found the spot where nerve met metal.

"Edge," the speaker said. "No release without permission."

I rode the shaft and the wand together. My hole made sloppy sounds, obscene, louder each time I dropped. Drool slipped from my lip onto the chair. I did not wipe it. Wiping would slow me down and I needed to show them speed, endurance, hunger for a higher tag.

"Stop."

I froze mid-rise, thighs screaming. The wand kept buzzing. The dildo sat buried. My body hovered on the brink, clitty leaking a string of clear fluid that hit the floor in fat taps.

"Ask."

"Please let me come." I hated how small my voice went. "Please let your lot come."

"Who owns the permission?"

"The house. The board. You."

"Say thank you for the edge."

"Thank you for edging your slut."

The word slut should have split me open with shame. Instead gratitude poured in behind it, warm as the towels. They were teaching me to be grateful for the very things that unmade me.

"Resume. Half pace. Hands behind your back."

I laced my fingers behind me, chest thrust forward, and rolled my hips slow. The change of pace dragged friction along my insides. My hole fluttered. Air touched the rim between strokes. The wand never moved from the cage.

Footsteps behind the glass again. A new voice, female, crisp. "Reserve committee wants stress test on the demo hole."

Mira answered, "Ready."

Stress test. My stomach dropped. The wand cut off. Relief and loss in the same breath.

The Auctioneer spoke. "Lot thirty-one. You will take the committee's fist after the shaft. You will thank each finger. You will not come until you thank the last one. Nod if you consent per your training contract."

I nodded. Consent on paper I had signed in a room that smelled like ink and panic. My nod made the dildo shift and punch a groan out of me.

"Begin fist prep."

Mira eased the harness dildo down until only the head remained inside. She worked three lubed fingers beside the shaft, stretching the rim until burn turned bright. I bit my lip. Tears wet my tongue.

"Breathe out. Open."

I bore down the way they had taught for inspections. The ring gave another millimeter. She added a fourth finger. Stretch burned white. My locked cock wept.

"Say it."

"Thank you for opening your whore."

"Again."

"Thank you for stretching lot thirty-one's ass."

The speaker crackled. "Committee member Silas will observe live. Silas, confirm."

A man I had not seen stepped into the salon doorway. Older, broad, gloves already on. Silas. New face. New stake. My hole clenched on the partial shaft like that could keep him out.

"Confirmed," Silas said. His voice was flat, appraising. "Pretty rim. We'll see if he gapes honest."

Mira withdrew the dildo completely. My ass hung open, twitching. Cold air reached the slick inside. Silas pulled a stool behind me and sat close enough that his knees brushed the backs of my thighs.

"Look at the glass," Mira said. "They watch your face while he works you."

I lifted my face to the one-way panel. My reflection looked wrecked already, mascara smudged, mouth open.

Silas worked one finger into me, then two, slow twist. No rush. Appraisal pace. He scissored them until the burn mellowed into a dull throb. My hips rocked back without command.

"Greedy," he said. Not to me. About me. "Add third."

Three fingers. My breath stuttered. He curled them and found the spot that made my clitty jump in its cage even untouched.

"Thank him," Mira whispered.

"Thank you for testing me."

"Specify."

"Thank you for testing my ass, sir."

Silas added a fourth. The stretch neared too much. My thighs trembled against his knees. He held there until my body stopped fighting and started sucking his fingers deeper.

"Fist," the Auctioneer said through the speaker.

Silas tucked his thumb. Pressure broadened. My ring screamed. I shook my head once, instinct, then froze when Mira's hand slapped my hip.

"You consent," she said. "You open."

I opened. Pushed out. The widest part of his hand breached me with a wet pop that echoed in the salon. Pain blanked my vision for a second. Then fullness, impossible fullness, seated inside me while his wrist stayed outside.

"Hold," Silas said.

I held. Tears ran free. My mouth hung open and a string of drool reached the chair seat. The fist did not move and still it owned me in a way cards and ledgers had only hinted at.

"Thank each finger," the speaker reminded.

"Thank you… thank you…" I counted through sobs. "Thank you for fisting your lot. Thank you for fisting lot thirty-one's hole."

"Ride the fist. Small rolls."

I rolled my hips. The fist shifted inside me, dragging slick walls. Wet sounds filled the room, squelch and slap. Silas's other hand steadied my tailbone. Professional touch. Grading touch.

"Committee notes grip strength," he murmured, mostly to himself. "Good retention. Minimal tear risk."

Minimal tear risk. They were scoring how well my body took being ruined.

Mira brought the wand back to my cage. Buzz on high. I screamed into the chair. The fist and the wand together shoved me up the cliff too fast.

"Permission denied," the Auctioneer said. "Drop the wand."

The wand left. I hung on the edge, shaking, fist buried, clitty swollen and purple against plastic.

"Beg for committee approval."

"Please approve your lot." I could barely speak. "Please approve my ass for high band. Please let this slut prove his price."

Silas twisted his hand a quarter turn. My vision whited at the edges. "Approval conditional on cleanup and display."

He began to withdraw. Inch by inch. The gape burned worse than the entry. When his hand slipped free, my hole stayed open, rim fluttering, cool air reaching deep inside where nothing should. I whimpered at the emptiness.

"Plug him with the display stopper. No closure until board signs."

Mira showed me the stopper. Wider than the black plug, metal flared like a trumpet, chain attached to a weight that would tug with every step. She seated it past the ruined ring. Metal cold against heat. The weight clicked against my thigh, heavy, constant pull.

"Stand for glass."

My legs barely held. I stood, skirt down, stopper chain clinking. The wand returned for one cruel second, just enough to punch a spasm through me, then off again.

"Come now," the Auctioneer said. "On the floor. Thank the board for your orgasm. Count nothing. Just thank."

Permission hit like a slap. Mira jammed the wand hard against the cage and held. My clitty exploded against plastic, dry and brutal, cum jetting in thin ropes through the bars to spatter the floor between my heels. My ass clenched on the metal stopper and could not close. I shook through it, knees buckling, voice breaking.

"Thank you. Thank you for letting me come. Thank you for pricing me."

The orgasm kept ripping aftershocks through my belly. Each one made the stopper shift and the chain tug. I smelled salt and lube and the cream on my skin, all of it mixing into the room's heat.

Silas wiped his gloves on a towel, already bored. "Conditional high band. Recommend runway polish week two."

He left. The glass darkened as viewers dispersed. Mira uncuffed me and caught me when I sagged.

"Sit," she said, guiding me back to the salon chair. She cleaned the floor without comment, then wiped my thighs with a warm cloth. Tenderness in the hands that had cuffed me. That was the trap. Care after use. Gratitude after degradation.

The adjoining door opened. The Auctioneer entered the salon proper, dove-gray suit immaculate, eyes on the tag at my throat.

"You heard Silas," he said. "Conditional high band."

"I heard."

He lifted my chin with two fingers. "You rode your own projection today. That is how lots survive the floor."

Survive. Not escape. The distinction slid home quiet.

"You thanked the committee like you meant it."

I had. That was the horror.

His thumb brushed the shining plate. "Eighteen days. You will polish until the paddles find you irresistible."

He leaned close enough that his breath warmed my cheek. "You belong in this room now."

The words settled into my bones heavier than the stopper chain. I whispered, "Thank you."

He left. Mira finished wiping me, then held a cup of water to my lips. I drank. My ass still gaped around metal, weight tugging when I swallowed.

In the mirror my reflection did not look like the man who had signed a debt marker. It looked like merchandise that had earned a number. Pride sat where shame used to keep watch. I hated the trade. I craved the bid that might follow.

They marched me back toward the dorm wing with the stopper chain chiming each step. Somewhere ahead, the runway lights waited. Eighteen days. I would curtsy for strangers with paddles and mean it when I thanked them for raising me.

The board had signed conditional approval on a form I would never see. My body already lived like it was gospel.


Chapter 7: Outplaying Lot Nineteen

Lot nineteen’s heels clicked past the tape mark and the room went quiet enough that my own breath hitched. I stood in the wing behind a velvet drape, corset laced so tight my ribs ached, stockings warm against my calves from the stage lights bleeding through the curtain. She turned at the end of the runway, slow, chin up, hips rolling like she owned the floor. Appraisers in the front row lifted paddles without being asked. My stomach clenched hard enough to hurt.

Fourteen days left on the clock. Lot thirty-one. Me.

Jealousy sat in my throat like a coin I could not swallow. I had curtsied for those same gloves last week. My provenance scores had climbed. In the salon they had buffed the cursive on my collar tag until it caught light. None of that mattered if nineteen took top billing on rehearsal day.

She glided back, silk whispering on her thighs, and I started counting angles the way I counted cards. Where the lights hit. Which appraiser leaned forward when she dipped. The house loved a story. Nineteen’s ledger probably said obedience, sweetness, blank slate. Mine could say gambler, risk, cunning. I could play the room against her.

Mira’s hand landed on my shoulder from behind. “You’re next, Adrian. Stop chewing your lip.”

“I’m studying.”

“You're green.” She tugged the drape aside a finger’s width. “Go fix it on the floor, not in your head.”

The runway heat hit my face when I stepped out. Lights blazed. Paddles waited. I walked the line slower than practice, rolled my hips on the turn, held eye contact with the appraiser who had rated me highest in the salon. His glove twitched. Good.

Nineteen stood in the opposite wing, arms folded, watching. I curtsied deeper than protocol required and let the hem ride up. A low murmur rolled through the seats. My locked clitty throbbed against steel before I wanted it to. Shame burned my cheeks and my dick strained anyway. I was competing for strangers with numbers on sticks.

Back in the holding pen they paired us for “contrast drills.” Nineteen’s name was Liora on the roster, no last name, just a lot like me. She smiled when they put us shoulder to shoulder.

“You shake when you walk,” she said.

“I make them bid.”

“You make them laugh.”

The Auctioneer’s voice cut across the pen without him raising it. “Again. Side by side. Top billing goes to whoever sells the story better. Fourteen days to the gavel. Prove it.”

We walked. I shortened my stride so our heels synced, then broke it so I hit the mark half a beat early. Appraisers wrote. Nineteen’s smile slipped. I almost grinned. Then the host stepped between us, gloved fingers under my chin, tilting my face toward the lights.

“Clever feet,” he said. “Show me clever hands.”

He led me off the runway to a side alcove I had never seen open. Warm air, thick carpet, a low bench bolted to the floor. A case of toys sat open like a dealer’s kit: a thick silicone dildo, anal beads gleaming, a wand with a round head, nipple clamps on a chain, a lubed plug warming in a heated tray.

“Lot nineteen is docile,” he said. “You want her slot. Earn it by giving me something she cannot. Scheme on my stage and I will price it in.”

My pulse kicked. He was not punishing the game. He was buying it.

“On the bench. Ass up. Hands on the bolts.”

I bent over the padded leather. It held heat from whoever used it before me. He locked cuffs around my wrists to the bench legs. The position spread my cheeks. Cool lube dripped, then his finger pushed in without asking. I grunted. Two fingers. Three. Stretch burned sweet and wrong.

“You came here to outplay,” he murmured. “Beg like a gambler who lost the wrong hand.”

“I… I need…”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The words landed in my gut. I hated him for the pause he left after them. My hole clenched around his fingers anyway.

“Please. Please let me come. I’ll sell. I’ll beat her. Please.”

He pulled his fingers out. The plug pressed against my asshole, wide, unyielding. He worked it in inch by inch. The stretch made my eyes water. When the base seated, he clicked a remote and the plug buzzed low inside me.

“Count to ten without moving your hips.”

I shook. The vibration warmed me from the inside, a steady hum on my prostate. My caged clitty leaked down my thigh. One. Two. I bit the bench. Five. My legs trembled. Eight. On ten he turned the buzz off and I sagged, empty, denied.

“Good. You listen when the pot is on the table.”

He fitted the wand between my thighs from behind, pressing the head to the cage through the wet silk of my panties. Not enough pressure to finish. Enough to make me sob once.

“Back to the runway. You and nineteen. Final round.”

They marched us out together. Liora’s eyes narrowed. I walked with the plug shifting inside me, secret, obscene, my hole slick around silicone. The wand’s ghost still buzzed in my nerves though it was off.

“Present side by side,” the host called. “Buyers want rivalry. Give them teeth.”

I stepped on Liora’s heel on purpose. She hissed. I smiled for the paddles. An appraiser laughed. Paddles rose. The Auctioneer watched from the podium, pen on his ledger.

“Lot thirty-one,” he said into the mic, “provenance note: strategic aggression, gambler’s instinct, trains rivalry into display.” He did not look at me when he said it. He wrote while he spoke. “Opening bracket adjusted upward.”

He had folded my jealousy into the catalog. My rebellion had a line item. My stomach dropped and my cock leaked harder.

Liora was sent to the dorm. I was kept on stage.

“Wings,” the host said. “Now.”

In the dark behind the curtain he pushed me to my knees on the carpet. Warm from the lights above. He unzipped and his cock hit my lips, thick, salt already on the skin.

“Open. You wanted to play cards. Suck like you’re bluffing with a full house.”

I took him to the root. Gag reflex slammed. Drool ran down my chin onto the corset. He fucked my mouth in short pumps, hand fisted in my wig cap.

“Say what you are.”

I pulled off, gasping. “Lot thirty-one. Your… your slut.”

“Louder.”

“Your mouth hole. A bidding piece.”

He shoved back in. I choked, tears hot on my face. He pulled out before I finished gagging and turned me around, bent me over a crate. The plug yanked free with a wet pop. My asshole gaped, cold air on slick skin.

“Ask for the cock.”

“Put it in. Fuck my ass. Please.”

“You don’t get cock yet.”

The dildo from the case, not his body. He rammed it in one stroke. I screamed into the velvet drape. The stretch burned. He set a brutal pace, hips slamming, balls of his hand hitting my cage through the fabric. Each thrust punched air out of me.

“Who wins top billing?”

“You… you decide…”

“I decide what sells.” Another thrust, deeper. “Say it.”

“My scheming sells. Use it. Use me.”

He laughed once, quiet. The dildo drove faster. My prostate lit up. I was going to come in the cage without permission.

“Not yet.”

He stopped. Pulled out. I whimpered, ass clenching on nothing.

The wand again, this time taped to the cage, buzz on high. He pushed anal beads in one at a time while it ran. Six. Seven. My whole body shook. Eight beads seated. He tugged the first one out on the vibration crest and I bucked.

“That’s one. You don’t come until I hear three thank-yous for training your hole.”

“Thank you for training my hole.” The words scraped my throat. Shame and need twisted together until I could not tell them apart.

He ripped two more beads free in a row. I came in the cage, thin cum stripe through the bars, ass spasming, voice breaking. “Two… thank you… thank you…”

“Again.”

He fisted the dildo back in, twisted it, fucked me with it while the wand stayed on. My oversensitive clitty screamed inside metal. The carpet burned my knees through stockings. I counted nothing. I only begged.

“Third thank-you or I leave you plugged and send nineteen out solo tomorrow.”

“Thank you for training me to sell rivalry.” I sobbed it. “Thank you. Please. Please let me…”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please let me come. I’m your lot. I’m your filthy auction toy. Please.”

He turned the wand off. For three heartbeats nothing. Then he shoved the dildo deep and jerked the remaining beads out in a string. I came again, harder, prostate milking dry spurts into the cage, ass gaping around silicone, drool on my chin from biting the drape.

“That’s three.”

He left the dildo buried and walked around front. Gloved hand lifted my chin.

“Top billing for tomorrow’s dress rehearsal goes to lot thirty-one. Nineteen moves to second tier.”

I should have tasted victory. Instead my mouth went dry. He had wanted the fight. He had priced my teeth.

“You trained me to beat her,” I whispered.

“I trained you to beat yourself into a higher bracket.” He pulled the dildo out slow. Cool air on my open ass. “Every move you make against this house raises your reserve. Remember that when you plot in the wings.”

Footsteps on the runway. Appraisers leaving. Mira appeared with a warm towel and wiped my thighs without comment. The towel scraped tender skin. My hole still twitched, empty.

“Fourteen days,” she said. “You just bought yourself a harder crowd.”

The Auctioneer was already at the ledger, pen moving. He glanced toward the dormitory door where the next marker would come from, and murmured to his assistant, too low for me to catch every word, but I caught the shape of it.

He never let a lot leave unsold.

They led me down the corridor toward the grooming suite, plug back in, wand in his pocket, my bracket number rewritten on the board by the elevator. Liora’s name sat under mine now. My scheming had worked. My agency had not.

At the suite door he stopped me with a palm between my shoulder blades, warm through the corset.

“Tomorrow you wear the rivalry collar. Gold chain. Nineteen watches while you take the runway alone.”

He opened the door. The groomers waited with oils and brushes. Fourteen days on the clock ticked on the wall behind them.

I stepped inside. The heat of the lights still lived in my skin. My ass ached. My cum had dried sticky in the cage. I had won top billing by giving the house exactly what it wanted from a gambler who could not stop playing.

The door shut. The lock clicked. Somewhere down the hall Liora’s heels faded. I leaned on the grooming chair, thighs shaking, and waited for hands I did not choose to touch me next.


Chapter 8: The House Always Holds

My heel hit the mark at the end of the turn and the house speakers hissed alive with my name, lot thirty-one, provenance climbing, poise verified, the runway cold under my stockings and my smile locked where Mira had drilled it. I held the pose. Three counts. The music swelled for the exit strut I had timed like a tell, slow enough to make the appraisers lean, fast enough they would not look away. My hips rolled on the beat I chose. I owned the floor.

The Auctioneer lifted one gloved hand.

The music died mid-note. A flat cut, no fade. The silence hit my skin like a draft from the loading doors. I stayed frozen in my pose because stopping wrong would cost me points I had already stolen from lot nineteen. My thighs shook from holding still.

He did not raise his voice. "Stop."

One word. The whole rehearsal plan slid off the edge of the stage and vanished.

I dropped my arms. The runway lights burned hotter when I breathed. Seven days until the gavel. I had counted them that morning on the dormitory wall, thirty-five of forty-two, and I had come down here to run the perfect sale of myself, to bid up my own value in front of the mirrors until the house had no choice but to crown me top lot.

The Auctioneer walked the apron, heels clicking on wood that smelled of polish and old smoke. He carried my ledger under his arm, the one I had padded with extra curtsy hours and fabricated praise from Silas in the grooming wing. I thought I had been clever. I thought the game was poker and I had finally read the table.

He opened the ledger to a page I had never seen.

"Read the date on the commission line."

My mouth went dry. The ink was crisp. The date sat six weeks before my gambling marker, before the debt, before I walked into the Gilded Room thinking I had lost a hand fair. Reserve buyer assigned. Commission sealed. Lot thirty-one, pre-selected.

The floor under my heels was still cold. My stomach turned anyway.

"You have been playing to win," he said. "That is why you train so well. The house loves a lot that trains itself. Every scheme you run, every provenance lie you tuck into the file, every time you undercut lot nineteen on the runway, you polish the merchandise for us. You do our work for free."

I shook my head once. "The reserve can be outbid. That's how an auction works."

"There is a paddle in the front row that does not lose," he said. "It will match every raise until the room goes quiet. You cannot outplay it. You cannot bluff it. You were never holding cards. You were the pot."

The words landed where my pride had lived. I had gambled my freedom and then gambled my sale, and both tables belonged to the house. My hands curled at my sides. Nails bit my palms through the satin gloves.

"I can still drive the price," I said. My voice cracked on the last word. "I can still work the room."

"You can perform," he said. "Tonight you will perform for buyers who are already vetted. Dress rehearsal is not for you. It is for them. You will walk. You will curtsy. You will spread when told. You will thank the inspection paddle with the words we give you. And you will do it without the fiction that you are steering."

Behind the proscenium, someone cleared a throat. Liora, maybe, or one of the handlers. The sound made my skin prickle. I hated that my clitty stirred in its metal sleeve when he stripped the game away from me. Shame and heat twisted together until I could not tell which one tightened my throat.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," he said.

He closed the ledger and tapped it against my collarbone. The little tag there chimed once, metal on metal, lot thirty-one, always lot thirty-one.

"Back line," he told the crew. "Inspection lane in ten. Adrian, grooming bay two. Mira has your inspection harness. You will be wet when the paddles arrive, or you will be punished in front of them. Move."

I moved because the alternative was the floor opening under me again.

Grooming bay two was all steam and chemical sweet. Mira strapped a harness around my chest and hips without speaking, black leather, rings at the nipples through the satin, a bar between my shoulder blades that forced my tits forward. She clicked a spreader onto my ankles, twelve inches of polished steel that made my steps small and obscene. A remote buzzed alive in her pocket. The egg she had pushed up my ass before I left the dormitory woke with a low pulse that made my hole clench around nothing thicker than silicone.

"Open," she said.

I opened my mouth. She fitted a ring gag, metal, not rubber, cold on my teeth. Drool gathered at once. She wiped it away with two fingers and fed those fingers back between my lips so I sucked my own spit because that was the training now.

"Inspection words," she said. "Repeat."

I garbled around the ring. She slapped my tit once, sharp, the clamp she'd added earlier biting deep.

"Without the gag in your head. Say it."

"I'm lot thirty-one. Inspect my body. Grade my obedience. I exist for the winning bid."

My face burned. The egg in my ass kicked higher. My locked clitty leaked into the little tube of the chastity device, useless drip, no relief.

She held a wand against the outside of the sleeve, not touching skin, close enough the vibration traveled through plastic and metal into my shaft root. I bucked once and she pulled it away.

"You come when the Auctioneer says," she told me. "Not before. Not for me. You drip on my floor again and I will make you lick it."

She led me through the curtain into the inspection lane off the main runway. The temperature dropped five degrees. Industrial fans pushed cold air up my skirt. The inspection platform was a raised disc under spotlights, railings on three sides for gloved hands to grip. A camera lens blinked red at the back. Sound boomed off bare rigging when a handler rolled a cart of implements past, plugs in a row, bells on chains, a thick black dildo glossy with fresh lube that caught the light.

Six paddles waited in the front row. Not the full house. Enough.

The Auctioneer spoke into the mic. "Lot thirty-one. Dress inspection. Provenance on screen. Bidders note the self-training flag."

The screen above flickered. My file. My lies in neat columns. And that commission date again, burning white on black. A man in the second row leaned to his neighbor and whispered. The whisper carried in the cold air.

"Present."

I climbed the disc. The spreader bit my ankles on the steps. I turned at the mark, curtsied as deep as the bar on my back allowed, skirt riding up, satin panties soaked where the egg had been buzzing for an hour. Applause was polite, clinical, gloves tapping wood.

"Spread for grade."

I reached back and lifted the skirt. I hooked my thumbs in the panties and dragged them down to the spreader bar. Cold air hit my balls, tight and drawn up, my clitty purple behind its cage. I bent forward and pulled my cheeks apart for the room. The wand came back, held by a handler I did not know, pressed to my perineum while the egg inside me jumped to full strength.

I moaned around the ring. Spit ran down my chin.

"Paddle two asks throat depth," the Auctioneer said.

A bidder raised paddle two. A man stood from the front row, grey at the temples, suit sharp, no smile. He climbed the steps with a silicone cock in his hand, already lubed, thick enough my jaw ached looking at it.

"Take it," the Auctioneer said. "Count for the room."

The man pushed past the ring gag. My throat opened on training I hated to have. He bottomed out. My eyes watered. The wand slid under my locked clitty and the vibration and the stretch in my throat snapped my hips forward.

"Count."

He pulled back. I gasped a number. He thrust again. I counted again. By six my voice was wrecked. By ten drool hung in strings from the ring to my tits. The room counted with me, bored, precise, a chorus of adults grading a sissy throat.

"Hold."

He left the cock buried. My nose pressed his suit. Wool smell and cologne. The vibration stayed on my clitty sleeve. The egg in my ass pulsed in time with my heartbeat. I could not breathe right. Panic flirted at the edges and my body still pushed back on the silicone like a whore trained to.

"Lot thirty-one claims he can drive his sale," the Auctioneer told the room. "The house disagrees. Inspect the hole he thinks is his leverage."

Paddle four up. A woman this time, younger, red mouth, paddle marked with a gold sticker. She traded places with the man and did not use a toy first. Two fingers, then three, spread my ass around the egg until the silicone popped out with a wet sound and hit the platform rolling. She laughed once, quiet.

"Still tight. Good training. Deeper."

She worked four fingers in. The stretch burned cold then hot. My thighs trembled on the spreader. The man in my throat held my head still. I gagged and counted nothing because numbers had left my head.

"Ask for it," the Auctioneer said.

I tried. What came out was garbled pleading. He made them take the ring gag out. Spit bridged my lip to my chin.

"Ask for it in plain words."

"Please inspect my ass. Please grade me. I'm lot thirty-one, I'm the house's trained hole, please fuck my ass open for the reserve paddle."

The room went still. My own voice disgusted me and my clitty jumped so hard the cage rattled.

The woman replaced her fingers with a plug, wide base, heavy metal, cold going in hot. She twisted until I screamed. Then she attached a chain from the plug to the spreader so every step I might take would tug my guts.

"Bidders satisfied on cavity grade?" the Auctioneer asked.

Paddles lifted. One, two, four, five. Not unanimous. Paddle three stayed down. I clung to that tiny defiance like a card I could still play.

"Adrian," the Auctioneer said, using my old name so the room knew who I had been. "You still think you have a move."

He nodded at Mira. She brought the cart forward. A fucking machine on a low arm, dildo mounted, lubed, the motor humming when she flipped the switch, a sound like a saw in the distance.

"No," I said. "I can walk the runway. I can still."

"You can perform," he said. "You cannot steer. Mount."

Mira unlocked the spreader from my ankles only long enough to bend me over the railing. The metal bar pressed my ribs, cold. The camera red light blinked faster. She lined the machine dildo with my asshole, already gaped from the plug she yanked out, and locked the arm so the head kissed my rim.

"Tell the room what you are."

"I'm the pot," I said. The words tasted like ash and truth. "I'm lot thirty-one. I'm merchandise. I'm not the player."

"Again."

"I'm the pot. Fuck the pot. Grade the pot."

He turned the machine on low. The dildo pushed in one inch. Retracted. Pushed two. The wet sound echoed in the rigging. My fingers white on the rail. The man with paddle two stood close enough to spit on my back, warm stripe down my spine in the cold air.

"You trained yourself for this," he said. "Every clever little ledger trick. We watched you work."

The machine speed clicked up. My ass took the rhythm, open now, obscene slap of plastic on skin. The wand returned, mashed to my cage until my clitty swelled behind bars and pain blurred into need.

"First orgasm," the Auctioneer said. "Without release. Convulse for them."

I came dry, prostate spasm ripping through me, moan ugly and loud. Cum nowhere to go, locked away, my hole clenching on the dildo while my whole body shook. The room noted it. Someone wrote on a pad.

"That's one," paddle two said, voice flat.

They made me hold the position while the machine kept going. My oversensitive guts fluttered on every thrust. I begged for stop. The Auctioneer told them to raise the arm angle so the dildo hit deeper, a spot that made my vision grey.

"Second."

I broke harder. Drool on the rail. My voice gone. The chain on the plug they had reseated tugged when I jerked. Counting started somewhere, a handler voice, two, one more for the file.

Mira clamped my nipples to the harness rings and tightened until I arched. She fed a smaller vibe against the base of my balls, buzzing my taint while the machine pounded. Temperature play, cold fans, hot shame, sweat freezing on my shoulders.

"Name the reserve buyer," the Auctioneer said.

I lifted my head. "I don't know."

"Lie again and the machine goes to high for ten minutes."

My chest heaved. "I don't know the name. There's a fixed paddle. Front row. Matches every raise. I can't beat it."

"Good. Truth for once." He gestured. The machine jumped to high.

I screamed. The dildo blurred in and out of my ass, stretch past burn into numb then sparking again. A third orgasm ripped through me dry, violent, my hole spasming visible for the camera. Bidders murmured. Appraisal murmurs. Price talk.

He cut the machine. I hung on the rail, legs dead, ass gaping, air cold on wet skin.

"Turn."

They turned me to face the room. Knees buckled. Mira held me up. The Auctioneer stepped close enough I smelled his breath, mint and coffee.

"You want a flash of defiance," he said soft, only for me. "Give them one. Refuse something. Make me punish you where they can grade it."

My brain sparked. One card left. I shook my head. "I won't curtsy to paddle three."

Silence. Paddle three belonged to the woman who had not voted approval. Her mouth curved.

"Reason?" the Auctioneer asked.

"Paddle three doesn't bid. She doesn't want me. I won't perform for an empty seat."

Wrong play. I knew it the instant I said it. Pride talking. Gambler talking. The last chip pushed in.

The Auctioneer smiled without warmth. "Paddle three is the reserve proxy. She does not bid in rehearsal. She saves her arm for the gavel. You just insulted the only paddle that matters."

The room inhaled as one sound.

"Take him to the break wall," he told the handlers.

They dragged me off the disc. My legs scraped the steps. The break wall was backstage concrete, always cold, rings bolted at four heights. They shackled my wrists high and my ankles wide. The spreader went back on. My body made an X under a work light that buzzed.

The Auctioneer rolled the machine cart himself. He set the arm lower, aligned with my mouth.

"Suck," he said. "If you gag off, we restart the count."

I took the dildo on my tongue, tasting my ass on the silicone from the machine. He held the wand on my cage and turned it max. With the other hand he worked a fist of lube-coated fingers into my ass, four then knuckles, stretch blinding, my hole forced open around his hand while I choked on rubber.

"Defiance costs," he said. "Count your orgasms aloud around the cock. Four. Five. Six. The file will show you broke on the wall for insulting reserve."

I counted around the gag of dildo, numbers mangled, spit foaming. Orgasm four shredded me. Five came before I finished the word. Six hit when he punched his hand deeper and the wand buzzed my balls raw. Dry convulsions stacking, cage dripping, ass squirting thin clear around his wrist, wet sounds in the buzzing light.

He pulled out. My hole stayed open. Air hit the gape and I sobbed once.

"Will you curtsy to paddle three?" he asked the room, not me.

They made me answer. "Yes. I'm sorry. I'm lot thirty-one. I'm the pot. Please let the reserve paddle own me."

"Again for the camera."

I repeated it. Broken. Filthy. True enough to scare me.

They unshackled me and marched me back to the runway for the closing walk. Music low. No crowd fantasy now, only the six paddles and the red record light. I curtsied to paddle three last, deepest bend, forehead near the floor, ass still twitching from the machine, plug chain forgotten on the cart.

Paddle three did not lift. She did not need to. She watched me hold the pose until my thighs screamed.

"Accepted," the Auctioneer said. "Dress rehearsal complete. Seven days to gavel. Lot thirty-one performs final week without fiction."

He leaned in as I rose. "You will run the runway flawlessly now because you understand the table. Not strategy. Despair. The house always holds."

I walked the exit line on autopilot, hips on beat, smile fixed, cold air and hot skin, the echo of the machine still in my ass, my voice ruined, the commission date printed behind my eyes. Top billing meant nothing. Lot nineteen meant nothing. I had seven days left and no hand left to play.

Back in the dormitory corridor, Silas passed with a fresh ledger stack under his arm. He did not look at my face. He looked at my throat, bruised, at the wet on my thighs.

"Provenance updated," he said. "Self-training flag confirmed. Reserve noted. Gavel week starts tomorrow."

The door to my cell clicked behind me. The buzz of the egg they had replaced while I was on the wall started in my ass without warning, remote somewhere in the house. I slid down the wall to the floor, metal sleeve cold on my leaking clitty, and I did not scheme.

I listened to the vibrator hum and counted seven days in my head until the numbers stopped meaning escape and started meaning only the walk I would make.

Footsteps stopped outside my door. The slot opened. A folded card slid through, cream stock, house seal. I opened it with shaking fingers.

Final week schedule, it read. Runway twice daily. Keeper interviews begin. Reserve paddle observes all sessions.

Below that, in the Auctioneer's hand: You will present willingly now. We will know if you fake it.

I pressed the card to my chest. The egg kicked harder. My ass clenched on empty rhythm. I whispered to the empty room, not a prayer, not a bargain.

"Lot thirty-one."

The footsteps walked on. The gavel week waited on the other side of seven sleeps, and for the first time since the marker, I did not imagine winning. I imagined the walk, the curtsy, the spread, the room going quiet when the reserve paddle finally moved.

I got off the floor and stood in front of the narrow mirror. I fixed my smile the way Mira had taught me. It looked real.

That scared me more than the fist had.


Chapter 9: The Patient Paddle

The lights hit my face before my feet found the runway, white-hot and flat, erasing every shadow on my skin. Paddles rose in the dark beyond the glare, dozens of them, black numbers on ivory cards in gloved hands. Warm words rolled over the crowd from the host at the lectern, each syllable oiled and smooth, selling my teeth, my walk, the blush they had trained into my cheeks like a signature.

Lot thirty-one. Day forty-two. Zero days left on the marker I signed when I still thought I was gambling.

My clitty throbbed against the steel between my legs, already leaking into the lining of the sheer panties they had zipped me into backstage. I hated that my body answered the lights before my brain could scream. I used to count cards. I used to bluff. Tonight I was the card face-up on the table.

"Bijou," the host said, and my name in his mouth was merchandise. "Six weeks of documented refinement. Chastity provenance intact. Gait scored. Presentation flawless."

A paddle lifted. Number fourteen. Then twenty-two. Bids in clean increments, the ledger girl's pen scratching somewhere I could not see.

I dropped into the curtsy they had drilled into my hips, skirt flaring, throat bare under the collar with the lot tag. Perfume clung to my neck, heavy jasmine cut with fear gone metallic at the back of my tongue. I lifted my chin the way Mira had beaten into me during dorm hours. Smile. Show the teeth. Let them see the plug's work in how I held my ass.

Fourteen became eighteen. Twenty-two became twenty-six.

My gambler's instinct woke up wrong in my chest. Raise them. Make them pay. If I could not win my freedom, I could at least set the price of my own humiliation.

I walked the runway slow, rolling my hips, letting the remote in Liora's hand buzz the plug deep in my ass on the off beats. The crowd murmured. A man in the second row licked his lips and I tasted his hunger as if it were my own spit.

Thirty-one thousand.

My voice came out trained and bright. "Thank you for inspecting Bijou's presentation."

The words burned. I had said worse in the dorm mirror. Saying them to strangers with paddles stiffened my nipples under the thin satin cups.

Forty thousand.

I turned at the end of the runway, ass to the house, and bent just enough to show the hem riding high, the garters, the locked shimmer between my thighs. Someone whistled. The plug pulsed harder and my knees wobbled. I straightened before they could see me fold.

Fifty-two.

I was driving it. The number climbed and my pulse climbed with it, stupid hope and stupid pride tangled together. Maybe the reserve was a bluff. Maybe I could outrun the fixed buyer if I made the room hungry enough.

Sixty.

The host's tone stayed pleasant. "Vigorous participation from the floor. Bijou responds beautifully to demand."

I hated him for saying it like praise. I hated myself more because the praise tightened my balls and made precum slick the inside of the lock.

Seventy-five.

I walked back center, closer to the front row now, close enough to smell cognac and leather on the men's breath. I let my fingers trail my own waist, teasing, offering. Bid higher. Bid higher. Make this worth something.

Eighty.

A new paddle did not jump. It rose once, patient, already there in the front row, black glove, square shoulders behind it. Number seven.

Silas.

My business partner. The man who had cosigned the marker when my debts ate the firm. The man who had shaken my hand the night I walked into the Gilded Room and called it a wager.

My stomach dropped.

"Eighty-five," the host said, as if nothing had happened.

I kept smiling because the training held my face in place. Inside I was tearing. He was not surprised. He was not reaching. He was matching.

Ninety.

I raised my hand to my own throat, offering the collar, offering the tag, playing the lot even as my last illusion shredded. I mouthed thank you to the crowd like a good trained thing. Ninety-five came from seven.

Silas did not look hungry. He looked owed.

The host leaned into the microphone. "We are approaching reserve."

Reserve. The word from the ledger I had found too late, dated before my signature, commission already assigned.

One hundred thousand.

Paddles hesitated. The room held its breath. Champagne edged the air from someone's glass, sweet and sharp.

"One hundred ten," Silas said, not shouting. The paddle barely moved.

The host turned his head toward me, eyes flat and kind. "Bijou. Encourage your market."

I opened my mouth and filth came out obedient. "Please bid on me. I am a trained sissy slut for sale. My ass is plugged and ready. My clitty stays locked for the winning keeper."

Laughter rippled. My face burned. My cock strained in its prison and a whimper slipped out, amplified by the mic they had pinned near my lips.

One twenty.

Only seven.

One thirty.

Only seven.

The gavel wood rested loose in the host's hand. "Ladies and gentlemen, we are at reserve."

Silas stood. Front row. Close enough to see the crease at the corner of his mouth, the same crease from boardroom meetings when he had already won and let me talk.

"The marker was never chance, Adrian," he said, voice carrying without effort. "I commissioned lot thirty-one before you sat at my table. The reserve was mine on day one. You trained yourself for me every time you tried to beat the house."

The runway tilted. I gripped my skirt to stay upright.

"You were never at the table," the host added softly, for me alone before the mic caught it. "You were the pot."

The gavel came down. Crack.

"Sold. One hundred thirty thousand. Paddle seven. Bijou, transferred."

Applause hit like slaps. Silas climbed the steps to the runway, two at a time, calm as collecting a delivery.

He stopped in front of me. Close. His cologne was the same from our office, sandalwood and coffee, and it closed my throat.

He lifted a small case. Inside, a branding iron head, not heated yet, the letter B curled like jewelry.

"Permanent provenance," the host murmured off-mic. "House standard for keeper claims."

Silas's glove touched my chin, tilting my face up. "Mine. Say it."

The words scraped out of me, broken. "Yours."

"Louder. They bought a show."

"I'm yours, Silas. Your sissy. Your Bijou."

He smiled then, small and finished. "Good. Kneel."

I sank to the runway boards, knees spread on command, skirt pooling. The plug in my ass shifted and my hole gripped it, obscene and automatic.

Silas snapped his fingers. Liora emerged from the wing with a tray: a thick silicone cock on a harness, a wand, a ring gag, and a vial of oil that smelled like vanilla and filth.

"Demonstration of keeper rights," the host announced to the house. "Documented consent transfer on record."

Silas buckled the gag behind my head, forcing my jaw open. Drool started immediately, slick on my chin. He held the wand to my nipple through the satin and clicked it on. I jerked, a ragged sound muffled by the ring.

"Count your thanks for the buyers," Silas said.

The wand moved to the other nipple. I shook, drool stringing to my chest.

He did not make me count. He made me worse. "Tell them what you are."

"Mmm ahh." The gag turned it to animal noise. He pulled the gag strap tighter.

Liora worked the harness onto his hips. The silicone cock stood thick and matte black, bigger than the plug, blunt headed. Silas drizzled oil over it and the smell hit sweet and heavy, mixing with sweat already rising on my skin.

He pressed the tip to my lips. "Suck. Show them how you service your owner."

I took the head past the ring, gagging, spit flooding, tears cutting hot lines down my painted cheeks. The crowd watched. Paddles lowered but eyes stayed up. I bobbed because his hand in my hair demanded it, throat stretching, the obscene wet sounds picked up by the mic and thrown back at me.

Silas pulled out and strings of spit bridged my lip to his cock. He walked behind me, kicked my knees wider, and yanked the plug free in one stroke. My asshole gaped open, cool air kissing the rim, then his oiled thumb pushed in without warning.

I screamed into the gag.

"Quiet hole," he said. "You take what I give."

Two fingers. Three. Stretching burn that flipped straight into need. The wand buzzed against my locked clitty through the bars, cruel and constant. My hips bucked back on his hand like a bitch in heat and the shame of that motion tore a sob out of me.

He replaced fingers with cock, one hard thrust seating him to the root. The stretch split me open, pain and fullness, his balls slapping my taint. He fucked slow first, each drag a slick squelch the whole house could hear.

"One," Liora called from the side, clipboard in hand, voice bored. "Keeper demonstration orgasm pending."

Silas rammed harder. The runway boards jarred my palms. My prostate lit up under the angle and my clitty leaked in pulses, denied a full stroke by steel.

"Ask for it," Silas said, pulling my hair so my back arched. He yanked the gag down around my neck.

"Please let me cum," I gasped. "Please, owner, I'm your whore, I'm your trained ass slut, please."

He shoved the wand hard against the lock. "Come on my cock. Milk it."

I broke. Orgasm ripped through me dry and violent, clitty jumping in the cage, ass clamping down on his dick while he kept pounding. Cum dribbled thin from the tip of my cage, not enough, humiliating. I howled his name wrong, called him sir, called him master, called him everything the dorm had taught.

"Two," Liora said.

Silas did not stop. He flipped me onto my back on the boards, legs pushed to my chest, and drove back in. My hole was loose now, used, still clutching. He fucked my ass like he owned the lease on it, because he did.

The host's voice somewhere distant. "Provenance sealed."

Silas bit my shoulder through the satin, teeth hard, then licked the sweat there, salt on my tongue when I turned my face. He reached for the branding iron, clicked the warmer on. Heat smelled like burnt hair and ceremony.

"Stay still for your mark," he said.

The iron touched my upper thigh, not quite skin yet, warning heat. I whimpered, ass still stuffed with his cock, wand now pressed to my perineum. Another orgasm built too fast, the cruelty stacking.

"Say who owns this ass."

"You own it, Silas, you own me, please mark me, please."

The iron kissed flesh. Pain white and clean. I came again, harder, vision whiting at the edges, ass spasming around him while he groaned and pumped load deep, hot cum flooding my guts, leaking around his shaft on the next thrust.

"Three," Liora said.

He kept moving through his own finish, milking himself inside me, then pulled out and let the cum run, warm down my crack, onto the boards, smell thick and sex and victory.

Silas stood, zipped, and lifted the gag back to my mouth. "Lick your mess from the floor. Buyers expect hygiene."

I bent, tongue to wood, tasting salt and oil and my own shame, ass still gaping, brand throbbing on my thigh. Applause again, polite and hungry.

The host offered the ledger. "Sign transfer, Bijou."

My hand shook. I wrote the name they had given me, the one that would ride shipping manifests and collar records. Bijou.

Silas took the key log from the tray, slid my chastity key onto his ring beside his car keys, and closed his fist.

"Walk off on my arm," he said. "Smile. You cost me one thirty."

I stood on watery legs, skirt stuck to my sweaty thighs, cum cooling between them. Silas hooked my elbow and led me toward the curtain. The lights followed until the dark swallowed us.

Backstage smelled like greasepaint and come. He pushed me against a rack of gowns, harness still in Liora's hands if he wanted round two. He did not soften. He never did in meetings either.

"Contract clause tonight," he said, thumb on my branded thigh. "You will negotiate one term before we leave. The house loves documentation."

My mouth still tasted floorboards. "What term."

"Whatever keeps you useful. Whatever keeps you mine in writing." He leaned in, breath on my ear. "You wanted to play poker, Adrian. You just found out you were chips. Now be smart with what you have left."

Footsteps approached. The host, ledger under arm, eyes already sliding past me to the next marker on a clipboard.

"He never lets a lot leave unsold," Silas murmured, almost amused.

The host smiled without warmth. "Congratulations on your purchase. Bijou ships with the morning files."

Silas's hand tightened on my elbow, steering me toward the service door and the car waiting beyond. My ass ached. My brand pulsed. The key on his ring clicked when he moved.

I had come three times on the runway in front of everyone who mattered. I had been sold by the only man I once trusted to watch my back. The gavel was down. The ink was wet.

Silas opened the car door and pushed me in first, like luggage he had won.

"Tomorrow you pick the one line that rules your life," he said. "Tonight you sleep chained to my bed with my cum still inside you so you remember what you are."

He shut the door. The lock clicked. The car pulled into the alley, headlights cutting black, and I sat in the leather with my thighs slick and open, branded, keyed, renamed, driving into whatever clause I could still write with my own mouth.


Chapter 10: A Clause in Cursive

The pen lay across my palm, heavier than it had any right to be. Same black lacquer barrel the house used on every marker and every debt. The ledger sat open between me and the host in a side room off the auction floor, chandelier glare cut off behind a velvet door. My knees still shook from the runway. Forty-two days. Zero left. Sold.

"You sign where the line waits," he said. His gloves were off. Bare fingers on the vellum, smoothing a blank strip under the transfer block. "Custody consents here. Always has. Always will."

My name in the catalog read Bijou now. Lot thirty-one struck through. The reserve holder's code sat in red beside Silas's paddle number. My business partner. The man who split our firm while I gambled mine away.

"I don't get freedom," I said. My voice came out thin. "I get a cage on a stranger's belt."

"You get what the house documents." He tapped the blank line. Ink already dried on the sale above it. "Refuse the line and Silas takes you under default terms. No edits. No appeals."

Blood climbed my neck anyway. Shame and that old traitor pulse between my thighs. The steel on my clitty had stayed locked through every bid. I hated how my hips had rolled when the gavel cracked.

Silas pushed the door without knocking. He wore his auction blacks. No smile. He dropped a brass key on the table. It slid to a stop against the ledger's spine.

"Read the default," he said. "Then tell me what you want on the page."

He pulled a chair close. His knee brushed mine under the table. I flinched and my nipples hardened against the satin bodice they had laced me into an hour ago. He had watched every curtsy. Every blush they had drilled into me.

The default clause was brutal. Permanent chastity. Daily reporting. Public display rights. My mouth for his meetings. My ass whenever he snapped. No name except the one on my collar.

"I want one line," I said. "Mine. Binding."

The host's mouth twitched. "The house allows a single addendum if both keeper and lot consent before keys change hands. You will thank me when it is done."

Silas's eyes stayed on me. "Say it."

I swallowed. "On the anniversary of the sale, one night per year, I choose the room and the lock comes off for six hours. No witnesses unless I ask. He doesn't get to override it in writing. Ever."

Silence. The key's brass edge caught lamplight.

"Clever," Silas said. "You think one night buys you back."

"It buys me a date I own." My hand cramped on the pen. "You taught me contracts. I learned."

His hand covered mine. Guided the nib to the addendum box. "Write it clean. Cursive. Like you mean it."

I wrote. The ink dragged slow. Each loop burned my wrist. Annually, on the eve of this transfer, Bijou shall elect the chamber; the keeper shall remove all genital restraint for six consecutive hours; no third party shall attend without Bijou's written request; this term shall not be amended, suspended, or assigned.

Silas signed beneath. Then the host. His seal bit the page.

"Good," Silas said. "Now you thank the house for teaching you paperwork."

He stood. Unbuckled his belt. His cock hung heavy already, thick vein along the underside. He gripped my hair and walked me to the key-transfer alcove beyond the ledger room. Stone walls. An iron ring bolted to the floor. A bench with leather cuffs. A glass case of toys: a thick plug, a wand with a fat head, nipple clamps on a chain, a silicone gag shaped like a cock.

"Bend," he said.

I bent over the bench. He cuffed my wrists to the far edge. Spread my ankles with a bar. The satin rode up. My asshole clenched around the tail plug they had seated before the auction.

He didn't warm me up with fingers. He yanked the plug free. The pop left me gaping. Cool air on wet skin.

"Say what you are," he said.

"A sold sissy." My face burned. "Your kept whore."

"Louder."

"Your kept whore. Lot sold. Bijou."

He pushed the wand against my clitty cage. Buzz filled my bones. I jerked. Chains rattled. The cage clamped and pleasure twisted wrong through the metal.

"Count your thanks," he said. "Out loud. One per minute until I say stop."

"Thank you for buying me." The wand ground harder. "Thank you for the clause."

"Don't lie. Thank me for using you."

"Thank you for using me." My voice broke. "Thank you for fucking what I lost."

He greased his cock and lined up on my ass. One thrust buried him to the root. I screamed into the gag he shoved between my teeth. Stretch burned bright. He pulled almost out and slammed back. Wet slap echoed off stone.

"That's one," he said. "Keep counting."

He fucked me like he owned the firm and my body. Long strokes. Brutal pace. My prostate lit up. Cum leaked from my cage in thin strings. No orgasm yet. Just ache.

"Two," I gasped around the gag. "Thank you for stretching my ass."

The host leaned in the doorway. Watching. Clipboard under his arm. "Document the consent," he murmured. "Every moan counts."

Silas hooked the nipple clamps on. Bit down when he thrust. Pain forked into my chest. The wand never lifted off. Vibration and friction mashed until my thighs shook.

"Three. Thank you for hurting me."

He pulled out. Grabbed the plug. Shoved it back in while the wand buzzed. I bucked. Almost came. He shut it off.

"Not yet," he said. "You don't come until the key logs."

He unlocked the case. Brought out anal beads. Thick ones. Pushed the first while the plug came out again. Each bead stole my breath. By the eighth I was sobbing.

"Ask."

"Please fuck my ass with your cock. Please let your sold bitch come."

He ripped the beads free. One brutal yank. I howled. He replaced them with his dick. Pounded until my hole made obscene squelch sounds. Spit ran down my chin from the gag.

"Four," he grunted. "Say four."

"Four. Thank you. I'm coming. Please."

"Name the clause."

"One night a year. My night. My room. Lock off."

He rammed deep and held. My orgasm ripped through the cage. Prostate milking. Cum spurted in pulses onto the bench leather. I shook. Couldn't stop. He didn't pull out. Fucked me through it until I went slack.

"That's one," he said. "You owe me more."

He uncuffed one wrist. Made me kneel on the stone. Cock slick with my ass. He fed it to my mouth. Taste of grease and me.

"Suck. Describe it."

"Your dick in my throat. Your sold sissy's mouth."

He face-fucked me until drool pooled on the floor. Pulled out and slapped my cheeks with wet meat.

"Again."

He bent me back over the bench. Cuffed me again. Lubed a dildo from the case. Bigger than him. Worked it into my ass inch by inch while the wand returned to my cage.

"Five," I choked. "Thank you for ruining me."

The dildo pistoned. His hand worked the wand. Two rhythms. I couldn't breathe right. Second orgasm built fast. Meaner than the first.

"Beg for six."

"Please. I'm your hole. Your Bijou. Let me cum again."

He twisted the wand higher. Slammed the dildo to the hilt. I came screaming. Ass clenching around rubber. More cum dribbled out. Useless. Filthy.

He tossed the dildo aside. Entered me again. Fresh burn. Third climax tore out of me before I could count. Vision whited. Body jerking. He came inside my ass. Hot spurts. Filling me.

"Stay open," he said.

He held my cheeks apart. Cum leaked down my thighs. The host stepped in. Logged the key transfer on a brass plate. Typed something into a tablet.

"Consent recorded," the host said. "Addendum binding. Keeper Silas. Lot Bijou."

Silas unlocked my collar. Slid a new tag on. Bijou in cursive. Metal cool on my throat. He locked the collar again.

"Walk," he said.

I walked on wobbly legs. Satin clung to sweat. His cum slid down the inside of my thigh. He led me through a back corridor. Staff doors. No paddles. No runway.

The host followed at a distance. "Every transfer documented," he said to no one in particular. "Every line consented."

At the car, Silas opened the door. I slid onto leather. He put the brass key in my hand. Then took it back. Clipped it to his belt beside his own.

"You wrote your night," he said. "I wrote the rest."

I touched the cursive tag. Weight of it real. Peace sat strange in my chest. Not freedom. A single line I had authored in ink that could not be amended.

The host lingered by the service entrance. A fresh marker envelope in his hand. Wax unbroken. He watched Silas's car idle.

"He never lets a lot leave unsold," he murmured, almost to the envelope. Then his eyes lifted to me. "Congratulations, Bijou. Provenance intact."

The car pulled away. My ass throbbed. Cage still locked. One night per year mine on paper. The rest his.

I rested my head on the seat. Grateful in a way that would have made the old Adrian vomit. The kept version of me breathed easier anyway.

Silas's hand found my knee. Squeezed.

"Start counting the days," he said.

I did.
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