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​“Manny tell me, you're looking for a new start.” The old woman let the words hang between them longer necessary. Dana wasn't sure how she should answer. “It's alright, dear. I won't bite. Not family, at least.”

​Dana smoothed her skirt with both hands as she sat in a chair that cost more than last month's rent, in front of a desk that predated the Revolution, and the elderly woman who looked like the world owed her all of that and more. Even dressed in her best, Dana felt cheap in the presence of Great Aunt Vanessa.

​“Uncle Manny told me, you had an opportunity. He didn't elaborate with me. I have no idea what he told you.”

​“You're 41 years old, never been engaged, let alone married. You left England and a good paying job in tech after your last relationship failed. I think that's his loss, if the opinion of a withered old crone matters. You moved to Boston three months ago, but haven't put down roots. Some of that has to do with Visa concerns, the rest economic. Boston is a very expensive city to live in when you're between jobs.”

​“So's New York. If that's why I'm here.” Dana corrected herself. “I mean in your home.” She left the part about Betty's funeral unsaid.

​“True. But you have family here.”

​“Great Aunt Vanessa. I don't want to sound ungrateful, but … I'm not looking for a bailout. I know, I'm offtrack. I'm working on getting my stuff together.”

​“And what exactly do you need to make that happen?”

​“Time. Space. A lack of pressure.”

​“What one woman calls 'pressure' another might call 'motivation'.”

​“I have work lined up starting next month. That'll get me out of bed each morning.”

​“In Boston?”

​“Anywhere. It's a remote programming job. Even if there's an issue with my work permit, I can continue back home.”

​“I see.”

​“A lot more than me.” Dana gave her a smile. “I'm still not sure why I'm here.”

​“Are you familiar with the Hidalgo Building?”

​“No, ma'am.”

​“It's a boring building with a boring history. A hundred years ago, it housed a company, no one cares to remember. My father bought the failure when I was still in pigtails, and converted it to apartments. In the 70s he sold the thing for a tidy profit with a rather unique provision. The family was entitled to an apartment, rent free, in perpetuity so long as it served as the primary residence of a blood relative. If the apartment remains vacant for more than a month, ownership turns over to the company that bought the building.”

​“Was that where Betty was living? Before the accident.”

​“Yes.”

​“I … didn't get the impression, she was …” Dana struggled not to insult the dead.

​“Liked? She wasn't. Not by me or her parents. Over the years, the Hidalgo apartment has become the place where the family sticks its black sheep.”

​“I think, I see where this is going.”

​“Manny said you were a smart girl.”

​“What's wrong with it?”

​“Based on what Manny tells me, it's better than what you're living in now. See for yourself.” The old woman handed her grand-niece a folder. “Most of the family is spread out across the country and the UK. The few who live in the City can afford better.”

​“This looks … wow.” Dana flipped through the folder, impressed by the square footage and the view. What she could make out of the latter wasn't scenic, but it sure as hell beat the brick wall that blocked off her only windows.

​“Those pictures were taken three days after the crash. I had someone clean out the perishables.”

​“What about the furniture? Her clothes? Everything?”

​“They come with the place. Sam and Carla have no interest in any of their daughter's things and no one else has expressed any want. They're yours to use or dispose of as you see fit. It sounds like you have a month to move and sort through her belongings before starting the new job. Two weeks to occupy the apartment before the family loses it.”

​“Assuming, I'm comfortable playing black sheep.”

​“If you're as smart as your Uncle says, you'll start packing today.”

​“At the risk of looking a gift horse in the mouth, I'd like to take a look before I commit.”
​“That can be arranged.”

-----

​“Thanks for meeting me on such short notice.” Dana handed off one of her cardboard cups of coffee from her right hand to the stranger's left and shook. “I'm Dana, perspective black sheep. I hope I got your order right.”

​“Doreen, the manager. I'm sure, it's fine.” She took the coffee and the handshake with a smile. “I'll show you through the garage. It's quicker from this side of the building.”
​Doreen looked a little younger than Dana, but not by much. Maybe five years. Where Dana's neck-length hair was styled into a black aurora around her face, Doreen's was buzzed close to the scalp. While neither could be considered waifs, Dana's figure was the more feminine. Her weight had settled in her hips, ass, and bust, where Doreen's was spread more evenly across her body and more of that was muscle mass.

​The younger woman dressed like she was auditioning for a Stephen King novel, in well-worn bib overalls over a red and white checkered button down shirt. The ring of keys on her belt showed, Doreen was on duty. The grease on her clothes proved, she did her own maintenance.

​“A parking space comes with the apartment?” Dana asked as Doreen led the way.

​“Not the one, we're looking at.” Doreen held the door and locked it again behind them after they crossed inside. “You'll get a key for this door and the main entrance, but the owners really want that apartment back. They're not giving anything your grandfather didn't negotiate back in the day.”

​“Is that a real Lamborghini?” Dana stopped behind a parked car. Her eyes still hadn't adjusted from the early morning sun to garage lighting as she stared at the sleek red lines.

​“Yeah. The Lamborghini Compensator. It belongs to the guy who lives across the hall from your place. I got a feeling, you're going to meet him today. If he asks, don't give him anything.”

​“Is there something, you're not telling me?”

​“Probably. Betty and I got along pretty well. I don't want things getting back to her family, they won't understand.” Doreen crossed to the elevator. “You're up top.”

​“Not much chance of that.” Dana walked into the lift first. “My branch of the family doesn't see much of Betty's side. Is it awful that I never met her before her funeral?”

​Doreen shrugged. “You don't sound like you grew up anywhere close. The accent, I mean. You English?”

​“Would it sound pretentious if I said 'London,?”

​“We're in New York, I'll let it slide.”

​“Mighty nice of you.”

​“And not to be a dick about it, but you had a few years on Betts. She was looking forward to celebrating her 26th next month; you're closer to my age. Even if you were around, you'd be her babysitter, not her friend.”

​The elevator dinged at their floor. Doreen let Dana off first.

​“She was a nurse?” Dana asked while Doreen found the master key.

​“Yep. Along with some side hustles.” Doreen pushed the door open.

​“OK. This is the place. I forget the square footage, but it's the biggest unit in the building. Heat, water, and electricity's included. You're on the hook for your own WiFi, streaming, and anything else invented after the 70s.”

​“The pictures don't do it justice.” Dana heard the click of her heels echo on the hardwood floor as she went from room to room.

​“Three bedrooms. Full bath. Check out the kitchen; it's bigger than my place.”

​“She had a lot of stuff.” Dana saw the full closet in what must've been Betty's room.

​“You can use one of the other bedrooms until you sort it out. They told you, the furniture comes with it?”
​“Yeah. I'm kinda waiting for the penny to drop. There's got to be something wrong with this deal.”

​There was a knock on the door.

​“That'd be Edward. Edward Duncan. Your new neighbor, if you go through with this.”

​“The guy with the penis car?”

​“That's him.” Doreen looked at the door on the second knock. “This could get awkward fast. Why don't I talk to him while you stay here.”

​“Is he that bad?”

​There was a third knock. “No. Not most of the time. But he's motivated. I'll get rid of him.”

​“I'll stay here.”

​Doreen left Dana in Betty's old bedroom and answered the door.

​“Hi, Doreen.” Even in the bedroom, Dana could hear the nervous energy in the man's voice.

​“Edward.”

​“You showing the new tenant around?” He had to look up to look past Doreen, she was much taller than him.

​“She hasn't decided yet.” Doreen moved closer to block more of his view. “Until then, nothing in this apartment is leaving. Even if she does, it'll only be with her permission.”

​“I understand. Absolutely. If you can give her my card. I've written my personal number on the back. Just let her have it, and let her know, it's urgent. That'd be great.”

​“It's not that urgent.” But Doreen took the card.

​He must be a very short man, Dana thought from the bedroom door. I can't even see him past Doreen. He sounds needy. A very needy, very small man, who drives a car like that. No wonder, Doreen called it the Compensator. This is a man who's making up for something.

​A naughty thought crossed Dana's mind as she watched Doreen shut him down. She slid out of her heels and tiptoed in her stockings to her cousin's closet. It was one thing to open them casually, another to go rifling through a dead woman's secrets.

​Dana wasn't sure what she'd find when she started digging. Doreen's comment about “side hustles” was tossed into the conversation with a tone, Dana couldn't identify, but sounded sordid. Was Betty selling drugs on the side? She wouldn't be the first nurse if she had.

​Or maybe Betty had an OnlyFans. She certainly had the face and body to make a killing at it. The WiFi modem, Dana spotted in the living room would have been more than enough to livestream all sorts of things. Dana only hoped that her cousin had cleaned any toys before putting them away. The idea of stumbling across a vibrator or dildo didn't bother Dana, but she'd freak out if it was crusty.

​If there was drug or sex paraphernalia, it was buried deeper than Dana had time to unearth. What she did find was a meaty manilla envelope with Edward Duncan's name written in very pretty handwriting.

​“I'll make sure, she gets this,” Doreen said from the doorway. “We won't be seeing you in the hall or elevator when we leave.”

​“No. Of course not.”

​The envelope with Edward's name on it was thick and not all of it was paper. Dana knew, she should put it back. That it wasn't hers to deal with. Even if it became her business, maybe it was best to let the very small very earnest man alone.

​Dana stuffed the envelope in her bag and was sliding back into her heels when Doreen rejoined her in the bedroom.

​“What was that about?” Dana pointed at the front door with her stare.

​“Betty had some business with Edward. I'm assuming, you heard about the card?”

​Dana nodded.

​“I really shouldn't get in the middle of this.” Doreen handed Dana the card. “Just don't let him lowball ya. Anything less than 10 grand is an insult, in my opinion.”

​“Can you unpack that for me?”

​“If you want to know, call him. If anyone has to explain this situation, it should be him.”

​“He sounds desperate.”

​“He is.”

​“Is he dangerous?”

​“All men are dangerous. But he isn't exactly all man right now.”

​“That's not an answer.”
​“Let me show you the bathroom.”

-----

​When they left, Doreen went out the door first with a small roll of electrical tape, she plucked from an oversized pocket. She X-ed out the peephole to Edward's apartment before Dana made it into the hall. Neither woman said a word about it.

​She escorted Dana out the front door and exchanged goodbyes. Dana promised to make a decision in the next two days. Doreen refused to talk any more deeply about Edward and what he so desperately needed from Betty's apartment.

​Dana made it a block before she stopped at an outdoor cafe. She ordered a coffee and croissant, she didn't need in order to use the table. Two seconds after the waiter left with her order, she was autopsying Edward's file.

​Among the papers were three flash drives in different colors, a ring, a pair of identical metal prongs that Dana couldn't identify, and an envelope that looked like something from a past century. The paper, as far as Dana could tell, was heavier than anything, she was used to handling and folded into unusual dimensions, not intended for the A2 paper, she was accustomed to, or any of the American sizes, she'd dealt with in distant family letters.

​It was sealed with thick burgundy wax that had been pressed down with a real seal. A signet ring or one of those tapir's you see in period dramas. It took a moment for Dana to identify the image pressed into the dark wax. Not because she didn't recognize it, she just wasn't expecting to see a vulva so conspicuously placed. She checked the ring and found it matched the seal.

​The writing on the smaller envelope was even more elaborate and fine than what had graced the manilla envelope it had come in. This wasn't handwriting, it was calligraphy.

​A Contract Binding Edward Duncan to the Divine Beatrice Dean. This Day of our Lady, April the 18th, 2025              The front was signed by Edward in the same gorgeous hand. If Betty signed, it was on the inside.

​Dana left the contract unopened while she poured through the papers. There were pages upon pages of medical data that went over her head. None of the drugs screamed illegal narcotics, but she was hardly an expert. She scanned anything technical with her phone for future searches before reading through the plain English. The rest was a mix of hard copies and handwritten notes in what Dana assumed was Betty's scrawl. Some referenced the medicalese. All were about some project Dana had planned for Edward. At first, Dana assumed it was to help with his weight or cholesterol. Why else would a nurse be writing up an action plan for her neighbor?

​That theory went out the window when Dana got to the part about the butt plug.

-----

​“So you don't want to be a man?”

​Dana had never met Betty or even spoken with her before it was too late. It was surreal that the first time, Dana ever heard her little cousin's voice was on a video confession, she'd made with Edward before they entered into their slave contract.

​“It's complicated.”

​In the video, Edward knelt naked on what Dana recognized as the floor of Betty's apartment. She was offscreen, on the couch, behind the camera, asking the questions. The first thing Dana thought when she saw him, was how young he looked. The internet told her, Edward Duncan was 32, but the face she saw on her laptop would be carded for the rest of his life. Even with the full red beard he sported.

​It was impossible to gauge his height, but Dana was confident, Edward was a short king. Doreen had eclipsed him pretty easily that morning and he didn't seem to take up much floor space in the video. Dana paused the avi and rummaged through his social media for any evidence to confirm or deny that guess. Most of what she found were pictures and video of Edward in his penis-car, lifting weights, or on his own with no references to judge him by. There was one picture on his Facebook of him and Betty standing together dressed for … hiking? They looked close to the same height in that. Betty was five foot nothing.

​The drive back to Boston was rushed. Dana pushed the rental car and traffic laws all she could getting back to her place that night. She'd read enough in the cafe to know, she was just scratching the dirt around whatever Betty and Edward were into. The papers only told so much of the story; the juicy stuff was going to be on the USB drives. And those, Dana wanted to go over in private.

​It was close to midnight when she got back to her apartment. She'd already messaged the rental company to come pick the Corolla up in the morning when she crossed the threshold. She took the time to kick off her heels and pour a glass of wine before testing the drive for viruses. When she was sure, she wasn't going to infect her system, Dana clicked “play” and dove down the rabbit hole.

​“There's nothing complicated about it,” Betty's tone was softer than her words. “You either want to be a man or you don't.”

​“I'm not trans, if that's what you're asking. At least, I don't think so.”

​“But you want someone to take your dick away.” Betty sounded casual, like she had negotiated the emasculation of dozens of men before. “You want me to take your dick away.”

​“Yes, Daddy.” Edward stared at the floor in front of Betty. Even the poor video captured the flush that came to his cheeks.

​On the couch of her crappy Boston apartment, Dana slid a hand down the waistband of her skirt. She could feel the wet fire underneath.

​“It's not a shame thing, is it? Trust me, I get all sorts of guys paying me to make fun of their 'short comings' and you don't have anything to worry about.” A sneakered foot attached to a jean-covered leg came into the camera frame and kicked Edward's thighs until he spread. “That right there is one fine cock.”

​Dana pressed two fingers against her mound as the muscular naked man exposed himself to the camera. Betty wasn't lying. It was seven inches if it was a centimeter and thick as a cucumber.

​“Not that we're ever going to fuck,” Betty added. “But if I took a guy home from the club and he wound up hung like you, I'd call it a win. I mean that thing would look big on a basketball player. On you …” Betty's chef's kiss sound got caught by the camera, though the gesture was lost. “It's almost a crime locking that beauty away.”

​“Thank you, Daddy.”

​“So why do you want to bury it away in this?” The faint sound of metal on metal could be heard off camera. “You're not the first guy who's come to me looking to lock his dick away, but this thing? This bad boy's gonna take it all away. You'll be flat as a girl down there. Hell, you'll have a cameltoe. You can't take your crotch from stud to cameltoe without there being something more going on.”

​Dana pushed her fingers under the leg band of her panties, resting her thumb on her clit as the fore and middle fingers slid easily past her lips.

​“It's not easy being a man,” Edward said after a long thoughtful pause. “I … I want someone to take control.”

​“Because being a man is about being in control?”

​Edward nodded.

​“You want me to decide when you can be a man again?”

​“yes, Daddy” Edward's voice was so soft even he wasn't sure, he'd spoken.

​“And you think it's easy being a woman?”

​“No.”

​“Cause the vibe I'm getting off this belt you brought me is feminization. When I get you in this you'll go from writing your name in the snow to tinkling in the potty. Looks like someone likes that idea.” Betty's sneakered foot came back into frame and bounced Edward's twitching erection on the top of the shoe. “If I put you in this, you stop being a man. Does that make you a woman?”
​“No.”

​“Good answer. If you said 'yes', I'd kick you in the nuts so hard, you wouldn't need chastity.” Betty  pressed the sole of her sneaker against Edward's crotch, pinning his erect penis against his belly. “If chastity-Edward isn't a man and isn't a woman, what are you?”

​“Yours. As long as you'll have me.”

​“And what if I never let you be a man again?”

​“I don't know.”
​“Well then, let's find out.”

-----

​“You found the place alright?”

​Vinchenzo's was crowded for a Wednesday. A dozen couples were spread throughout the dining room; Edward had walked past half as many single men staring into their beers at the attached bar as the waitress led him to Dana and his table.

​“Yeah. I don't get to Boston much, but this wasn't bad. Nice to meet you, I'm Edward.” He extended a hand.

​“Dana,” appreciated his humble tone and took his hand. “Please. Have a seat. It sounds like we have a lot to talk about.”

​“Would you like something to drink while you look at the menu?” the waitress asked.

​“He'll have a club soda with an orange twist,” Dana ordered before Edward had the chance.

​The waitress looked at Edward for confirmation. In her three years, she'd seen a few old-school men order for their dates, but never a woman. She nodded and headed to the bar once Edward said “that sounds great.”

​“I know, I said it before in text, but I want you to know how sorry I am about your cousin's accident. She was a very special person.”

​“I'm finding that out. Thank you.”

​Dana took a long sip of her wine as she assessed the man in front of her. Normally, she gravitated towards sharp dressed men, but Dana could honestly say, she preferred Edward naked on his Daddy's living room floor. Maybe it was her knowledge of what he was under that suit, that made it seem phony on his slight frame. How everything about his presentation screamed forgery. From the beard that made him look barely 20 to the power suit he put on in New York that morning and wore all the way to Boston. Casual observers might mistake him for a man, but Dana had seen Betty take it away with a flick of the wrist.

​I wonder if he looks as good naked in person. Dana ran a light finger over the lip of her glass.

​“Have you made a decision?” Edward was having trouble making eye contact with this strange woman. Normally, he had no trouble with social interactions. This was different. He'd negotiated million dollar deals, but now his literal dick was on the line. The drink order suggested, she knew something about his and Betty's dynamic, but it wasn't like he was going to be the first one to admit, he was her sub. “About the apartment, I mean.”

​“Why don't we talk about you first.” Dana leaned in closer letting her shirt fall open a little more. One of the advantages of carrying a few extra pounds was that some of those pounds migrated to her chest. She usually didn't pull out this much cleavage on a first date, but Edward was harmless. Betty had seen to that. “You seemed very intent to talk to me when I was touring the apartment last week. I'm here. I'm all ears. And I'm very very curious.”
​“Your club soda, sir.” The waitress served from the left and pulled out her order pad. “Have you decided on anything else?”

​“I'll have the beef bolognese over ziti, no cheese.” Dana handed the waitress her menu before scooping up Edward's and handing it back as well. “The gentleman will have the panzanella salad.”

​The waitress jotted that down without pause and vanished like fist when you open your hand.

​“How much do you know?” Edward leaned in close as well.

​“Enough.” Dana looked at him over her glasses.

​“Then you know what I want?”

​“I have a guess about what you're going to ask me. I don't know if you know what you want.”

​“I can pay you a great deal of money.”

​“To get your …” Dana's gaze flicked downwards towards his lap. “ … equipment back?”

​Edward nodded.

​“Maybe you will. Maybe I'll let you out. The two events are not as interconnected as you seem to think they are.”

​“Is three thousand enough?”

​Dana laughed. Genuinely laughed. “How long has it been? Since Betty let you be a man?”

​“A month this Friday.”

​“Is that the longest you've gone?”

​“Yeah.” Edward nodded. “Betty let me out about once a week if I was good. A couple times, she punished me by skipping a week. I thought that was Hell.”
​“You must be choking for it.”

​“Are you … like Betty?”

​“I'm not a nurse. I'm in IT.”

​“I don't mean … Are you a domme?”

​“Me?” Dana gave him a head tilt and a mock bewildered expression.

​“You act like a domme. You ordered my drink, my meal. You're leading the conversation. You're giving off a lot of top energy.”

​“And I'm the only person on the face of this planet who gets to decide if you can be a man again.”

Dana dipped a roll in olive oil and took a bite.

​Edward shuddered.

​“Are you ok?” Dana asked.

​“Yeah, it's just a little …” Edward let the sentence trail off.

​“Does it hurt? Not having a penis? It's never seemed to bother me, but I have something a little better than a dick between my legs.”

​“It only hurts when I … try to get hard.”

​“Are you blushing? Red heads are so adorable when they blush.”

​“There's no room for it. In there. If it tries to get big. Most of the time, I can keep it down, but …”

​“Most of the time, you're not talking about it.” Dana took another sip of her merlot. “Back to your question. When you ask if I'm domme, do you want me to be your new Daddy? Or are you worried, that I want to take up the job? Oh, look. There's that blush again.”

​Edward looked nervously around the restaurant. Betty only made him call her “Daddy” in private; hearing this strange woman casually drop it in public was almost too much. What if someone heard? Worst of all, the way Dana said it was pushing buttons that shouldn't be pushed in public. The chasity was growing increasingly uncomfortable.

​“I don't know.”
​“Would you 'know' if I was 15 years younger and a size 0 instead of 14?”

​Edward couldn't answer.

​“Was it appealing, being ordered around like that by someone younger than you? I read online, there are guys who get off on that sort of thing. Especially among men like you.”

​Dana normally wasn't this aggressive, this forceful. She'd never been a tame wallflower, but she usually respected other people's limits. Edward was different. There was something about him that made her want to expose him. Maybe it had to do with the hours of video, she'd watched of him confessing and submitting to Betty. Here was a highly successful man begging to have that success stripped away from him by a woman just starting out in life. A part of Dana wanted to finish what her younger cousin started.

​“That helped,” Edward admitted.

​“I bet you'd love it if our server put you on a leash and walked you back to her place.” Dana surprised herself with how far she was taking this. She wasn't serious about the waitress, but a week ago, she'd have never even thought to suggest such a thing. Not to someone she just met. And most assuredly not in public. Was it the wine loosening her tongue? Was it the fake familiarity she'd learned seeing Edward on his knees? “Want me to ask when she comes back? I'm sure she won't be surprised.”

​“You're perfect.” Edward rubbed his sweaty palms on his pant legs. “I mean, any man would be honored to be with you. In any way.”

​“Do you feel honored?”

​“Yes.” Edward felt very small.

​“I see why Betty liked you so much. You're a very sweet talker. I think, you've earned a little reward, don't you?”

​“May I ask you a question?”

​“I love that you asked permission.” Dana gave him a wide smile. “I'll allow it.”

​“Is there anything, you want me to call you? Any honorific? I know it sounds stupid, but I almost used one just now, but I don't know what you want and didn't want to piss you off.”

​“'Honorific' as in 'Mistress' or 'Goddess'?”

​Edward nodded.

​“That's a great question.” Dana sat up straight. Her expression grew more serious, more thoughtful. “In one sense, I'm just meeting you for the first time. You never signed a contract putting you in my service. On the other hand, I have decided to take my great aunt up on her offer. In addition to Betty's apartment, I know am the legal owner of all her possessions. A legal scholar might argue that you weren't physically present at the time of transfer. But I've got a receipt.”

​Dana took the envelope with the slave contract out of her purse. Edward could see that the wax seal had been broken before she left it on the table face-up between them. She weighed it down to the table with the signet ring. The vulva-shaped metal stared deep into Edward's soul.

​“Is that your handwriting?” Dana asked.

​“Betty had me take a calligraphy course.”

​“That's not what you called her in private.”

​Edward looked around again before going on. “Daddy had me take a calligraphy course,” he said barely above a whisper.

​“Was calling her 'Daddy' her idea or yours?” Dana saw how quiet Edward got and raised her own volume to compensate. She was pretty sure the couple at the next table heard her clearly.

​“It was my idea to call her something; her idea that it should be … that.”

​Dana debated about upping her volume again, but chose mercy. She leaned in again, letting her cleavage push out even further, and quietly said, “I think it's cute, you calling her Daddy. If this goes the right way, I'll think of something special you can call me. In the meanwhile, you can call me Ms. Thomas, if you absolutely have to be formal.”

​“Thank you, Ms. Thomas.”

​“Now for your reward.” Dana lifted her glass to Edward's side of the table. “For being such a good boy, you may have one sip of my wine.”

​Dana batted his hand away when he tried to take the glass from her. She was going to be in control and she wanted to savor even this small power. “Look me in the eyes!” she ordered when the rim of the glass touched his lips. His expression was so beautiful, Dana wanted to pay the check and bring him back to her place then and there. Innocent. Nervous. Like a virgin in a porno looking into the eyes of the man giving her her first dick to suck.

​“Thank you, Ms. Thomas,” Edward said after the glass was pulled back to the power side of the table.

​“Did your Daddy wear that much?” Dana nodded at the ring sitting there on the slave contract. “She wasn't when she had the …” Dana left the gruesome part of the sentence unsaid.

​“It was for special occasions. They didn't like her wearing much jewelry at her job. It was a hygiene thing. And medicine's pretty conservative.”

​“I'm in IT. No one sees my fingers unless I want them to.”

​“Are you asking me …”

​“No.” Dana shook her head. “I have to admit, seeing you in those videos … let's just say, that I found them very stimulating. Very stimulating. I'd be lying if I said, I didn't want to explore the same sort of power dynamic, you had with Betty.”

​“I'd be interested in that as well.”
​“Yeah, well that is very obvious. You're not exactly in the right frame of mind to make the sort of commitment, I'm talking about. As horny as you must be, it wouldn't be fair.”

​“You're going to give me the key?”
​“Edward.” Dana picked up the ring and teased it onto the middle finger of her right hand. “I want to make a few things perfectly clear.

​“There are things about you, I find delightful and fascinating. I never imagined 'owning' anyone before this tumbled into my life, but I really like the idea of owning you.

​“I'll be honest. There are also things about you that I don't like. For a man who's had his willy locked away for a month, you've got a lot of pride. I want to rip that away so bad, I can taste it. I'm not 100% sure where that's coming from, but there it is. If we agree to a relationship, it's going to be on my terms, and term one is stripping you of that pride.”

​“What does that mean?” Edward asked.

​“Did you know, Betty had a plan for you? Lots of little plans that added up to one big one. I've got her notes. There's more chastity, with more time between release. And feminization. Some of what you were paying her went to drugs and hormones. That bloodwork she ran on you gave her a blueprint to work with. And I've come up with my own ideas. I won't go into details, but what I'm thinking is humiliating as hell. I want to break you, Edward. Do you understand what that means?”

​“Yes, Ms. Thomas.”

​“There's that pride again. Telling you, you're smarter than you are.”

​“What do you want me to do now?”

​Dana drew in a deep breath before answering. “Eat your salad like a good boy. Blush adorably when the waitress brings us our food and sees your slave contract laying between us. Pay the bill when we're done. Take me back to my place. I'll take the chastity off there. If you're good, I may let you cum then. If I'm feeling dickish, I'll send you home hard.”

​“That's a five hour drive.”

​“Or you could jerk off in the first rest stop you get to. That'd be so gross. Your first chance to touch yourself in a month and you have to worry about getting arrested for being a perv in public.”

​“That's your decision, Ms. Thomas.”

​“I'll keep the keys and the device no matter what. I'll be moving into my new apartment on Tuesday. You have till then to think about what I've offered. Four days and four nights to either get the freedom out of your system or wise up and politely tell me 'no'.

​“If you agree, we'll draw up a new contract. If you don't, we'll be neighbors. Platonic neighbors. But a handsome guy like you can find plenty of dates in the big city. When your willy isn't in dick-jail.”

​Whatever Edward had to say was interrupted by the waitress returning with their meals. She looked from the contract on the table to Edward and smiled to herself. Edward blushed enough to make Dana happy. At the end of the meal, he gave the server a 50% tip on a very large bill.

​She thanked him with a “good boy”. Edward thought he was going to cream his chastity at that.

-----

​Dana's apartment was small and hardly hers any more. Most of her things were either in a box, lined up to be boxed, or set to be discarded. The furniture were almost the only things not getting prepped for the move. Betty's place had better.

​She led Edward straight to the bedroom and sat herself down on the foot of the bed before she ordered him to strip.

​“You work out,” Dana said as the shirt came off. She'd seen his muscles in Betty's video. “You look good topless.”

​“Thanks.” Edward undid his belt.

​“That's one of the things I'll take away from you. Your muscles. If you agree.”

​Edward gulped down his response and pulled his underwear down with his pants. Dana fished out the wallet from the discarded clothes and flipped to his driver's license.

​“Says here, you're 5'2”. That true?”

​“No. I'm five even.”

​Dana shot him a dubious look.

​“Ok. I'm 4'11”,” Edward admitted. “I lied on the license and no one called me out on it.”

​“That's 59 inches.” Dana punched something into her phone. “According to this, you're almost a dwarf. And this says, you'd make a tall 10 year old or a short 14 year old. Boy or girl. Were you always tiny?”

​“Yes. I kept waiting for a growth spurt that never happened.” Edward didn't know where to put his hands so he clasped them behind him, giving Dana a clear look at his body and the smooth piece of metal that left his crotch flat as a girl's.

​“Betty was only an inch taller. Doreen says most of the clothes in Betty's closet are kids brands and sizes. Anything naughty, she had to special order. Your suit doesn't look Osh Kosh B'Gosh to me.”

​“It's special order to. All my clothes are. They have to be.”

​“Cause no one would take you seriously in little boy clothes?”

​“No.”

​“You do a lot of weight lifting in your workouts?”

​“Yeah. Mostly. I'm trying to bulk up to maybe make up for being so short.”

​“I see a lot of definition, but not much muscle mass.”

​“My trainer thinks, I've maxed out.”

​“Do you think, you're stronger than me?”

​“Yes.” Edward was being honest.

​“Step closer.” Dana gestured at him with one hand while rummaging through her purse with the other. “That's good. Stop.”

​Dana stared at the chastity device her face inches from Edward's crotch. She'd seen it before, both on and off Edward, in Betty's videos, but this was different. Video couldn't capture the heat radiating from his confinement. Didn't do justice to the quivers that ran through his body when a superior woman inspected his prison. Couldn't record the scents rising with that heat.

​If she hadn't had three glasses of wine with her dinner, Dana might not have leaned her face forward and rested her cheek against the warm metal. She closed her eyes breathing in the smell and heat of caged masculinity. She could feel the pulse of Edward's caged desire against her ear. The side of her chin brushed against its fake pussy lips when she smiled. Thoughts of Edward's cameltoe danced in her head as she brought the keys up.

​She'd seen Betty trap and free Edward's cock a hundred times. There weren't that many videos, but Dana had watched the ones she had so many times it was almost muscle memory working the lock.

​Edward inflated almost the moment it hit the air. Dana tasted iron when she took his seven inches in her mouth and held it there motionless.

​“Still think, you're stronger than me,” she said around his penis.

​“Yes.” His confidence throbbed inside her mouth.

​“Prove it.”

​Dana put her hand on Edward's chest and shoved hard enough he stumbled backwards slipping out of her as he went. By the time he regained his balance, Dana was on her feet and had crossed the distance between them. Her face a determined map of possibilities. None of them ended in Edward's triumph.

​Edward lunged at her, but Dana was half a step quicker and almost a head taller. When he grabbed for her shoulders, her greater reach found him first. When his hands landed on her jacket, her hands were already pressed into his bare flesh. He hadn't anticipated that. He was off balance and going forward when Dana pulled back and to the side. In a blink he was the one with his back to the bed. His momentum pulled him towards it; Dana pushed him the rest of the way.

​Dana was on top of him before he could figure out his right from his left, her hands pinning down his wrists while her knees spread his legs. Edward tried to push her off. With his hands. His hips. With his entire body. But she wasn't going anywhere. He was struggling mother naked; she was in control in every stitch she'd worn to dinner. She hadn't even kicked off her heels. She smirked down at him; he silently pleaded up at her.

​“Say Uncle.” Dana wiggled her hips. She was playing with him and they both knew it.

​“No.” Edward tried to buck under her, but all it did was press his straining erection against her taut skirt.

​The defiance hadn't been expected, but Dana was eating it up. Whatever part of her that was attracted to Edward's submission was magnified tenfold at his resistance. She was horny and buzzed enough to try something stupid.

​She honestly wasn't sure if she could pin both of his hands with one, but she needed a free hand to make this work. Pulling his wrists together was a little struggle, but not the Herculean effort Edward seemed to think it would be. At the start of this he may have thought of himself as Dana's physical superior. The more she manhandles him, the more he felt like a kid in the schoolyard getting laid into by a bully.

​When Dana wrapped one hand over both his wrists, Edward put every ounce of his strength into freeing himself. Dana came (a very little) when he failed.

​It was awkward and slow, but Dana had the muscle and the homefield advantage to make it work. The condoms were in the nightstand. Her mouth was free to bite one open. She pressed her cleavage into Edward's face so he couldn't see what she was doing.

​“I knew there was a reason, I wore a skirt today.”

​Dana brought the condom-hand between her legs and reached around until she found Edward's seven inches sticking up. In all the struggle, it hadn't gone down once. Edward's eyes lit up when he felt the slick lubed condom being pulled over his desperate manhood.

​“Say Uncle, I win, and I fuck you gentle.” Dana hissed into his ear. “Say nothing and I fuck you hard. Say anything else and we stop.”

​Edward thrashed and bucked his hips in response. It didn't throw Dana.

​The same free hand that pulled Dana's panties aside guided Edward's cock to her wet labia. She was so soaked and ready, she was able to go from tip to balls deep in one quick thrust.

​“Oh, God!” Even through the condom, the stimulation was too much for Edward.

​Dana shut him up by pressing her new ring against his mouth. He kissed Dana's metal vag while her real one rode him. It didn't take long for Edward to spasm under her.

​“Five thrusts?” Dana made him meet her gaze as her pussy milked the last of his cum into the condom. “I can't say, I'm surprised, but I am disappointed.”

​“I'm sorry … it's been so …”

​This time Dana shut him up with her own pussy. She knocked the wind out of him crawling up his body. When her knees came down on his shoulders, she was able to use both hands to shift her skirt and panties enough to clear the path between his mouth and her mound. The light went out as he tasted her bush when she let the skirt tent over his head.

​There wasn't any blame on Dana's side. She knew how men's bodies worked. She may have been new to this sort of power exchange, but she'd been around enough penises to know that under these conditions, Edward would spurt long before she did. If he'd've said Uncle, she'd have given him a second round in her pussy. A chance to show that he could please her. A real chance to be a man.

​But he'd been prideful and wouldn't admit when he lost. That became ammunition. The same pride that kept him silent had kept him from his chance to prove his manhood.

​At least he was good with his tongue. Most men, Dana had been with weren't. More than half refused to go down on her even after she'd given them oral. A few of those who tried, were genuine clit whisperers, but most didn't have the first clue how to get a woman off. And were too stubborn to listen to directions.

​“Leave it on.” Dana batted Edward's hips when he tried to wiggle the condom off. She was coming down from her second orgasm and debating about riding his tongue to a third. “I don't want it coming off till you get home.”

​There was no struggle left in Edward at that point. He nodded his head into her thighs. She could already see him getting hard again in the cream-filled condom. Some of his jizz had already leaked to his balls.

​Dana stopped at three cums. She had a lot to do tomorrow and needed the sleep. When rode the last spasm out of her last climax, she dismounted Edward's face.

​“I love that look on you.” Dana gave him a genuine smile. “Your face looks like a glazed donut.” Dana pressed the ring against his mouth again. This time he kissed the steel lips of the pussy signet. It felt like a baptism. The real fluids anointing their metal counterpart. “You have anything more to say before I kick you out?”

​The defeated but free man looked up at the older woman, he'd poorly fucked and rightly licked.

​“Uncle.”
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