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Chapter 1: A Joke in Platinum

The click was small and oiled and final, like a drawer latch on one of my own cabinets.

Cold metal had already swallowed the base of my cock before my brain caught up. Elena’s fingers left the ring seated against my pelvis, warm from her skin, the cage itself chill where it gripped the shaft. My monitor still threw blue light over the condo revision, kitchen island, sight lines to the lake. Midnight. Forty-one days until the cathedral date on the calendar by the door.

“What did you…”

“Shh.” She straightened, rolled her shoulders, dropped the little key into the pocket of her black slacks. “You agreed to try it. You laughed. You said last weeks of freedom needed a punch line.”

My dick strained against the bars. Useless pressure, no room to swell. Blood kept rushing in anyway, stupid and hot, and the shame hit my face before I could clamp my jaw.

I was Marcus. I drew buildings. I signed contracts. My cock did not belong in a joke at my desk.

Elena leaned on the edge of my drafting table, one hip cocked, watching the cage twitch. “Platinum suits you. I had your measurements from the tailor for the groom’s fitting. I lied about what they were for.”

“You had no right…”

“I had your signature on the bridal intake forms three weeks ago. You thought that was venue deposits.” She tapped the cage with one nail. Ping. Another sound I would hear in my skull for days. “You will do exactly as I say.”

My throat went tight. Not fear alone. My balls ached with a heavy pull I had not invited, cock leaking a clear thread into the vent holes while she looked straight at it.

“Take it off.”

“No.” Calm, flat, like she was declining wine. “We’re on my schedule now. Six weeks. Forty-two days, and the first is already spent. Engraved there, see?”

She turned the cage so I had to look. Tiny script on the band: the cathedral date, the same one we had picked together. My stomach dropped.

“You’re joking.”

“I don’t joke about vows.” She pulled her phone out, thumb on the screen. “Tomorrow, nine a.m. Fitting at the atelier on Huron. You cancelled your site walk. I already confirmed.”

“I didn’t agree to…”

“You agreed when you bent over this desk an hour ago and asked me to make you hard first so the sizing would be honest.”

Heat prickled up my neck. That part was true. I had said it like a game, like foreplay, her mouth on my neck while I scrolled beam loads. Architect humor. Last nights of freedom. Her hand stroking me until I was thick and dripping, then the cool ring sliding on, her murmur about platinum matching the band she had chosen.

The lock had clicked before I named what changed.

Elena stepped between my knees. Her perfume cut through the ink and cedar smell of the office. “Stand up.”

I stayed seated. My cock throbbed in its prison.

She gripped my hair, pulled until my scalp burned. “Stand. Hands on the table.”

I stood. Palms flat on the laminate where I had signed off on a client’s penthouse. Her breath hit my ear. “You’re going to learn what your body is for before you walk that aisle. Not the groom. My bride in training.”

“I’m not…”

Her slap landed on my thigh, sharp. “You’re hard in a cage I own. You’re leaking on my shoe. Lie again and I leave you like this until morning with no blanket.”

The threat landed in my gut colder than the metal. Chicago winter pressed the windows. She would do it. Elena always finished what she started.

“Please, Elena.”

“Please what?”

“… take it off. I’ll do the fitting. I’ll…”

“You’ll do what I say.” She released my hair, slid her hand down my chest, pinched my nipple through the thin tee until I hissed. “First lesson. You don’t come unless I allow it. Second lesson. You thank me when you’re allowed.”

Her hand dropped to the cage, wrapped loose, not stroking, just holding the weight of it. My hips jerked on their own.

“Desperate already. Good.” She peeled my shirt up, bared my chest, rolled my nipple between finger and thumb until it peaked hard. “We test how fast I can break you. Then we see if the cage can hold the mess.”

She guided me backward until the edge of the desk bit my ass. She knelt. Her mouth hovered an inch from the bars.

Warm breath. Then her tongue flat along the underside of the shaft where metal left a slit of skin exposed. I groaned, fingers digging into the table edge.

“Quiet.” Another lick, slower, spit shining on steel and cock. “You don’t get to announce it. You take it.”

Her lips sealed around the tip where the head bulged against the cage mouth, suction pulling, tongue flicking the slit. Spit ran down the bars, dripped on her wrist. The wet sound was obscene in the silent condo.

I bit my lip until copper taste spread. Architects did not whimper at their desks. My body did anyway, hips rolling, chasing friction that was not there.

Elena pulled back, strings of spit bridging lips to metal. “Tell me what you are right now.”

“A joke. You said…”

“Wrong.” She stood, unbuckled her belt, let the leather hang. “Try again or I stop and lock the spare room.”

My cock leaked faster. Denial and need twisted until my vision narrowed.

“A… man in a cage.”

“Boring.” She caught my wrist, twisted it behind me, held both with one hand. “You’re my fiancé who begged to get hard for his own lock. Say it filthy or I call the tailor and cancel the groom’s suit.”

That suit was fitted. My father had seen the sketches. “I’m your… slut. Locked slut. For the wedding.”

“Better.” She shoved two fingers into my mouth. “Suck. Get them wet. You’re going to need it.”

I sucked her fingers, salt and leather on my tongue, humiliation pooling low, my cheeks hollowing under her stare.

She pulled them out, reached behind me, spread my ass, pressed one slick finger to my hole.

I stiffened. “We don’t…”

“We do now.” Pressure. Burn. Her finger sank to the first knuckle while her other hand cupped the cage and shook it, rattling my cock against bars. “Relax or I add a second.”

I forced my breath out. The burn eased into a blunt stretch. My hole clenched around her anyway, greedy in a way that made me want to disappear.

“That’s it. Your ass listens better than your mouth.” She worked the finger deeper, curl hitting a spot that arced up my spine. The cage bit down as my cock tried to swell. “There. Marcus the architect has a hungry little hole.”

She added a second finger, scissored slow, spit easing the way. My knees shook. Each curl drove a throb through the cage, leak smearing the inside of the bars.

“Please let me come.”

“Not yet.” She withdrew, left me empty and clenching at air. From her bag on the guest chair she took a slim silver vibrator, already charged, buzz low when she flicked it on.

She pressed the tip to my taint, right under the cage root, and turned it up.

Sound filled the room, a high insect whine against flesh. My balls hauled up tight. I swore, hips bucking.

“Stay on the desk.” She held the wand there, relentless, while she fed her wet fingers back into my ass, two then three, stretching burn that flipped into need. “Count backwards from ten. Out loud.”

“Ten. Nine, fuck, eight…”

“Language.” Smack on my ass cheek.

“Eight. Seven. Six, I can’t…”

“You can.” It shifted, vibrating through the ring into my shaft, trapped blood, screaming nerves. Her fingers fucked my ass in short pumps, wet slap of skin. “Five. Say what you need.”

“I need to come. Please, Elena, I need…”

“Need what? Cock? Freedom?” She bit my shoulder through my shirt. “You need me to own your cum. Say it.”

“You own my cum. Own it. Please…”

“Four. Three.” She twisted her fingers, nailed the spot inside me, wand mashed to the cage. My whole body went rigid, climax climbing a wall I could not clear, bars stopping the swell.

“Two. One.”

“Come.”

I shattered. The orgasm tore loose without release, cock jerking in the cage, cum punching out in thin spurts through the bars, splattering her hand and the wand and my thighs. Prostate pulse from her fingers while the head throbbed useless behind steel. I sobbed once, cut off, mouth open on the table edge.

“Good boy.” She did not stop. Fingers slower now, milking aftershocks, wand dialed down then up again before I could breathe. “That’s one. Messy. Thank me.”

“Thank you.” Barely air.

“Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for… letting me come.”

“Letting you leak like a faucet in your first lock.” She licked a stripe of cum off her knuckles, held my gaze. “You’re not done.”

She pulled the fingers free, wiped her hand on my inner thigh, cold streak on hot skin. From the bag again: a black silicone plug, modest width, flared base.

“No more, I’m sensitive…”

“You’re training.” Lube from a small tube, cold on my hole, then the plug pressing, insistent until my ring gave way and the bulb popped in. Full stretch seated deep, base flush between my cheeks. “Every day you wear this until the fitting. You’ll sit in my car with it buried and not touch yourself.”

The plug shifted when I breathed, nudging the spot still humming from the wand. I whimpered.

Elena wiped the vibrator, set it in the bag, then held up a second key on a ribbon. My pulse jumped.

“Backup goes in the atelier safe. You find one, I change the lock and add a week in heels.” She dropped the ribbon into her purse with the first key. “Your arousal is mine. Your schedule is mine. The invitations already say our names. The cathedral thinks we’re traditional. They’ll get me in white and you where I put you.”

“I’m the groom.” My voice cracked on the last word.

“You’re whatever I dress.” She zipped the bag, picked up her coat. “Sleep in the cage tonight. Shower with it. If you tamper, I call your project partner and explain why you missed the meeting.”

“Vince would…”

“Vince would hear that his lead architect can’t be trusted with his own cock.” She kissed my cheek, almost tender, which was worse. “Morning. Huron Street. Pale blue binder under your coat. No boxers. Plug stays in unless I remove it.”

“Binder?”

“You’ll see.” She paused at the office door, looked back at me still braced on the table, cum drying on my legs, cage shining, plug hidden under my jeans if I pulled them up. “Forty-one days, Marcus. Each one teaches you something you can’t draft your way out of.”

The door closed. Her footsteps faded down the hall.

I stayed bent over my own blueprints, cock still twitching in platinum, cooling cum tacky on my skin. The monitor dimmed to screensaver, lines of the building I designed ghosting across glass.

My hand drifted to the cage. I stopped. The key was gone.

Down the hall, the cathedral calendar hung in the kitchen. Six weeks. Our wedding. Her wedding.

I pulled my jeans up, wincing as the plug shifted, metal cold against my spent cock. The click when she locked me replayed between my ears.

Tomorrow the atelier. A binder. Her schedule.

I turned off the monitor. The office went dark except for streetlight on snow. I did not sleep for a long time, every turn in bed rattling the cage and pressing the plug deeper, dread and a second heat building before the first mess on my thighs had even dried.

When I finally came a second time, it was alone in the dark, Elena’s wand in her bag on the chair, my fingers forbidden and useless on the bars. I rocked against the pillow, plug grinding inside me, shame so sharp it blurred into need, and spilled another thin ruined load through the vents while I bit the pillow and her name came out like a plea.

Morning would not undo the lock.

I shaved around the ring at five a.m., hands trembling, water hot on my balls, cage heavy between my legs. The engraving caught the bathroom light. Forty-one days.

At eight forty-five I stood in the coat closet, pale blue binder in my hands like a piece of clothing that could collapse a structure. Elena texted: Car in five. Hands at your sides. No rubbing.

I obeyed before I could talk myself out of it.

The car was warm when she picked me up, engine heat on my thighs, plug warming inside me. She did not look at me until Huron Street filled the windshield, bridal shops and smoked glass, a sign I had walked past a hundred times without reading.

Veiled Surrender Atelier, gold script on black.

Elena killed the engine. “Walk behind me. Head down. When they ask who you are, you say you’re the one being fitted.”

My cage tightened as blood rushed in, traitor blood, while I followed her up the steps toward the door she already held open.

Inside, someone called my name from a room of mirrors and lace, and Elena’s hand settled between my shoulder blades, pushing me forward where I could not see the exit, only white fabric and my own face about to learn a shape I had not drawn.


Chapter 2: Filed as the Bride

The frosted glass swallowed Michigan Avenue whole the second I crossed the threshold, and the little bell above the door cut the street noise dead. Elena had pressed an engraved card into my palm in the car without a word. Heavy stock. Gold foil. Veiled Surrender Bridal Atelier. My name was not on it. Hers was not either. Just a suite number and a time that had already started.

The air inside tasted like starch and lilac water. That smell crawled down my throat and sat there, sweet enough to gag on. Vivian looked up from a ledger thick as a bible, pen wet, glasses low on her nose. She was older than us, hands stained with chalk, mouth set like she had seen every kind of bride and was bored by all of them.

"You're late," she said to Elena, not to me.

"We had traffic." Elena took my elbow. Her nails bit through my shirt sleeve. "This is the consultation I booked under the file I sent."

Vivian flipped pages. Paper whispered. My stomach turned before my brain caught up.

"There it is. Marcus. Bride side." She tapped a line without looking at my face. "Chest, waist, hip, rise, inseam. Shoes off. Jacket off. Stand on the platform."

I laughed. One sharp bark that died in the lilac air. "Bride side is a joke."

"It's where your numbers live now." Vivian clicked her pen. "Platform. Or I charge a no-show and your deposit is gone."

Elena squeezed my arm. "Do what she says, Marcus. We are on day three of forty-two. Thirty-nine days left. Every slot in this book is paid."

The platinum band between my legs had been there since midnight. Cold when I pissed. Worse when I got hard and had nowhere to go. I had told myself it was a game through breakfast. Through the drive. The card in my pocket said otherwise.

I stepped onto the low platform. Vivian circled me with a cloth tape, muttering numbers to Elena, who wrote them in the ledger in her own neat architect hand. Not mine. Hers.

"Forty-one and a half chest," Vivian said. "We'll pad the bodice. Don't slouch."

"I'm not slouching."

"You're slouching." She yanked the tape tight under my arms. The pinch stiffened my nipples against cotton. Shame hit hot and stupid. My locked cock throbbed, useless, leaking already.

"Waist thirty-two. We'll take two inches with the corset training." Elena did not look up from the page. "Hip thirty-eight. Good. He'll fill a mermaid."

"He," I said.

"Bride," Vivian corrected, flat. "Turn. Arms out."

I turned. The tape slid over my ass and Vivian clucked. "Flat seat. We'll build shape with hoops if she wants drama."

"She wants drama," Elena said.

My face burned. I was an architect. I had drawn this city. I was standing in my boxer briefs on a platform while two women talked about my ass like it was yardage.

"Inseam thirty-one. He'll need heels. Start at two inches, work to four by week five." Vivian wrote. Elena wrote. The same numbers in two inks.

"Sign here," Vivian said, and turned the ledger to me.

At the bottom, in copperplate: Client: Marcus. Role: Bride. Fitting schedule: attached.

Attached was a stack of cards. Veil fitting. Corset fitting. Shoe trial. Rehearsal dinner walk-through. Cathedral rehearsal. All in my name. All bride-coded. Dates marching across the next thirty-nine days like a sentence.

"I didn't agree to this."

"You walked in." Vivian held the pen out. "Your fiancée paid the retainer. Your measurements are already in the book. Sign or leave and forfeit, but the numbers stay."

Defiant curiosity hooked me harder than fear. What happened if I signed? What did she have on me besides a metal joke on my dick and a schedule I never saw?

I signed. The ink smelled sharp, chemical, wrong in my mouth when I breathed.

"Good." Vivian snapped the book shut. "First fitting is in twenty minutes. We don't waste fabric. Elena, strip him to skin. I need true waist for the corset mock."

Elena locked the consulting room door. One twist. Her smile was small and clean.

"Shirt. Pants. Now."

"I'm not getting naked in a shop."

"You signed the bride file." She hooked her thumbs in my waistband and dragged my briefs down. The cage flashed dull silver. A drop of precum hung on the tip through the bars and trembled.

Vivian did not blink. "Chastity noted. We'll pad the front so nothing shows in satin. Hold still. This is for your own good."

Elena said the line like she had rehearsed it in the car. Or maybe Vivian said it. My head spun. Someone said it while Vivian pressed a cold steel tape to my bare stomach.

The mock corset was black couture mesh, boned, waiting on a mannequin that had my chest numbers on a tag. Vivian wrestled it onto me from behind. Each busk click was a door closing.

"Breathe in."

I breathed. She cranked. My ribs compressed. Air came thin. The mesh bit my nipples. I grunted.

"Out is not an option," Elena said from the chair where she watched, legs crossed, phone in her lap. "Vivian, use the training belt."

Vivian buckled a wide leather belt over the corset, low on my hips, with a ring at the back. She threaded a bar through the ring and attached it to a hook in the floor.

"Spread your feet. Shoulder width."

The bar held me open, locked upright, corseted, caged, displayed. Vivian wheeled a mirror in front of me. I looked like a man in a woman's torture device. My cock strained in the cage. My balls ached.

"First rule of bride training," Elena said. "You don't touch without permission. You don't come without permission. You answer when Vivian asks."

"This is insane."

"Say yes, bride."

The word stuck in my throat. I needed to know how far she would take a signature and a laugh.

"Yes."

Vivian slid a drawer open. Rubber gloves snapped. She held up a stainless plug, thick, lubed, gleaming.

"Turn around. Bend over the bar."

"No."

Elena's voice dropped. "Marcus. You signed. You want to know what the file means? This is the first inch."

I bent. The corset fought me. The bar kept my legs apart. Vivian spread my ass cheeks with clinical hands. Cool lube dripped down my crack.

"Breathe out."

The plug pressed my hole. Burn. Stretch. My body tried to clamp shut and could not. She worked it in slow, twisting, until the base kissed my skin.

"Good hole," Vivian said, like she was grading tile work. "We'll wear a trainer plug daily. Smaller for street. This size for appointments."

The fullness sat heavy inside me. Every tiny shift rubbed my prostate. Precum leaked steady from my cage.

Elena stood. She pulled a wand from her bag. Pink silicone head. Corded. She plugged it into the wall.

"Spread wider."

"I can't."

"You can." She nudged my ankles with her heel.

The wand buzzed against my perineum, right under the cage, driving the plug deeper. My knees shook. Pleasure climbed fast, shame riding it, teeth in my neck.

"Count out loud," Elena said. "Start at one."

"One."

The wand moved. Circles. Cruel. My ass clenched on the plug. Wet sounds leaked from my hole around the silicone.

"Say what you are."

"I'm… I'm Marcus."

"Wrong." She tapped the cage with the wand. Metal rang. "Say what the book says."

"Bride." The word tasted like lilac and ink.

"Louder."

"Bride."

Vivian wrote while I shook. "Arousal noted. Leakage noted. He'll stain muslin if we don't plug the clitty."

"Call it a cock one more time and I'll gag you," Elena said, mild as weather. "Clitty. Say it."

"My clitty is locked."

"And your ass?"

"Full. Plugged."

"Good little toy." She pressed the wand harder. "One. We're edging. You don't come until I say."

I bit my lip. Blood, salt. The taste mixed with lilac until my mouth was a mess. Orgasm coiled at the base of my spine. My cock jumped with nowhere to go.

"Please."

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"You're not coming in my atelier on day three." Vivian wiped lube off her gloves. "You'll ruin the corset mock."

Elena pulled the wand back. The denial was worse than the buzz. I sobbed once, angry, humiliated, still hard and dripping.

"That's one edge," she said. "We're doing five. Vivian counts."

Vivian's voice was dry. "Two."

It returned, faster. My hole squelched around the plug. Elena reached between my legs from behind and flicked the cage with two fingers, sharp, mocking.

"Thank me for training your bride ass."

"Thank you."

"Thank you for what?"

"Thank you for training my bride ass."

"Again."

"Thank you for training my bride ass."

The orgasm slammed into me without permission. My cock pulsed in the cage. Cum oozed through the bars in thin ruined stripes down my thighs. No release. Just pain and spit from my dick while my ass clamped and released on the plug.

"That's two," Vivian said. "Ruined. Messy. Wipe him before three."

Elena wiped me with a rough towel that smelled of bleach and lilac. The friction on my oversensitive clitty wrung a whine out of me.

"Three."

They did not give me time to recover. Elena swapped the wand for a slim vibrator, pushing it against the base of the plug, buzzing my hole through the silicone. Vivian held my chin up so I had to watch myself in the mirror: corset, belt, bar, tears, cum on my legs.

"Name the wedding date."

"Forty-two days. Thirty-nine left."

"Name your role."

"Bride."

"Name who owns the key."

"Elena."

"Again."

"Elena owns the key."

The second orgasm wrenched through me, ruined again. My whole body jerked against the bar. Cum dribbled. My ass gaped around the plug when I clenched and failed.

"Four," Vivian counted.

"One more," Elena said. "Make him beg in the filthiest words he knows."

"I… I'm a locked bride slut. I cum from my ass like a whore."

"Keep going."

"My clitty is useless. My ass is yours. I need… I need…"

"You need what?"

"To come. Please. I'll say anything."

"Say the cathedral line."

The engraved date on the cage flashed behind my eyes. Six weeks. Forty-two days. The calendar Elena had shown me at breakfast.

"I'll walk the aisle caged."

"You'll curtsy."

"I'll curtsy."

"You'll say I do as your wife."

The wand mashed my perineum. The vibrator buzzed the plug. Elena pinched my nipple through mesh and twisted.

I came a third time ruined, fourth if you counted the double pulse, cum stringing from the cage to the floor. My voice broke. "I do. I'll say I do."

"Five," Vivian said, and closed the ledger. "Recorded."

They unhooked the bar. My legs nearly folded. Vivian left the plug in and tightened the corset one more click.

"Mock fitting," she said. "Arms up."

She dropped a muslin bodice over the corset and pinned it to my shoulders. Stab after stab. Each pin a small bite. Elena photographed me with her phone. Flash. Flash. Profile like a crime scene.

"Smile, bride."

I bared my teeth.

"Good enough for the client portal." She showed me the screen. My corseted torso. My face flushed. Caption field: Marcus / Bride / Consult complete.

"Delete it."

"No." She pocketed the phone. "That's your paperwork now too."

Vivian rolled a rack out. White satin on hangers. Veils. A train bag.

"We'll start hemming after lunch. You'll wear heel trainers today. Two inches."

She strapped chunky white heels to my feet. My calves burned. Elena led me to the walk mirror at the end of the room.

"Look."

I looked. A man in a half-made wedding shell. Corset crushing my breath. Plug buried in my ass. Cum drying on my thighs. Heels that set me swaying.

"That's the groom?" I whispered.

"That's the file," Elena said. "The groom is a story for your colleagues. The book says bride. The cathedral calendar says bride. Your father RSVP'd to bride."

My blood went cold under the heat still buzzing in my ass.

"What?"

"Invitations went out Monday. In your name as host. Copy says you are overjoyed to welcome guests to witness your marriage to Elena. They think you're the happy one walking in last. You're walking first. In white."

"You sent those without telling me."

"I told you the schedule changed." She adjusted my veil on my head, tulle down my face. "You were busy whining about a cage."

Vivian held out a clipboard. New pages. Rehearsal slots. Fitting slots. A line for emergency contact. Bride.

"Initial each page, Marcus. Same as the ledger. Then we measure your throat for the pearl choker."

I initialed because my hands shook and curiosity had eaten fear. Page after page. My name beside bride tasks. Elena added her signature as planner on every sheet.

Vivian wrapped a soft tape around my neck. "Sixteen inches. We'll leave room for the collar lock."

"Cage stays on," Elena said. "Plug stays for the drive home. You'll sit on it and think about thirty-nine days."

She uncuffed the training belt but left the corset laced tight. Vivian bagged the muslin mock. The bell chimed when she opened the door to the street.

Lilac gave way to exhaust and cold wind. Elena walked me to the car in heels I could barely stand in. Each step drove the plug against my prostate. Fresh precum slicked my thighs.

In the car she handed me a water bottle. "Drink. You'll taste the starch all day otherwise."

I drank. Water and lilac. Wedding taste.

She started the engine. Her phone pinged. She read it aloud.

"Cathedral office confirmed. Rehearsal one booked. Marcus, bride aisle, Saturday nine a.m. Vivian added a note: bring plug and heels."

Saturday was six days away. Not thirty-nine. Six.

"They moved it up."

"They filed you as the bride." She pulled into traffic. "Paperwork runs ahead of fabric. By the time you try to argue, the wedding already happened on paper."

I stared at the card still in my palm. Veiled Surrender. The embossed letters cut my skin.

Elena reached over and buckled my seat belt tight across the corset. "Next stop is the wax studio on Huron. Yes, that Huron. Same owner. Different room. You'll spread your legs on a table and thank the esthetician when she rips you bare for the gown."

The plug shifted when I sat. My ruined clitty throbbed. Thirty-nine days on the cage. Six days to rehearsal. My name on every form as bride.

I asked the only question left in me, voice wrecked, curious still, sick with it.

"What happens if I run?"

Elena did not look away from the road. "You already signed the condo refi with me last month. Remember? Late night. You were tired. Bride paperwork piggybacks the same bundle. You don't own an exit. You own a fitting schedule."

The car slid toward the river. Behind us the atelier bell was silent. Ahead, another appointment with my name on it, another inch already filed away.


Chapter 3: Beg Prettily

“That's nine you've asked for and nine you won't get,” Elena said, tapping the tally card with her nail. The ink was her handwriting. Each stroke a small no. My knees burned on the hardwood in her dressing room, four-inch heels locked under my arches with tape so I could not slip out of them. Weight pooled dead in my calves. A black plug filled my ass, thick silicone, unmoving while she held the wand an inch from my locked clitty through the platinum chastity cage.

I had begged again. Pretty voice, chin down, the way she drilled it. “Please edge me. Please let me leak.” She turned the wand off and clicked it on the side table.

“Thank you for denying me,” I said. The words came out clean. Practiced. My cock strained against metal and leaked anyway, a clear thread down the cage bars onto the polished floor.

“Say it like you mean it,” she said. “Not like a boy reading lines.”

I swallowed. “Thank you, Elena, for refusing your sissy. For keeping me empty.”

She wrote a ten on the card. Ten requests. Ten refusals. Thirty-five days left on the cathedral calendar she had pinned above the mirror next to the invitation proof with my name on the groom line crossed out and hers alone. The wedding countdown was also etched inside the cage band. I read those numbers when I pissed every morning.

“Stand,” she said.

I rose on shaking legs. The plug shifted, a blunt pressure that made my hole clench. Tape pulled at my ankle skin. She circled me with a measuring tape from the atelier, the same one Vivian had used two days ago when my file said bride and I stood naked while a stranger wrote my hip width in a ledger.

“Posture,” she said. “Shoulders back. Tits out.”

I arched. The training corset from the fitting dug into my ribs, satin boning crushing my breath into shallow sips. She yanked the laces tighter one more hole. Air left me in a hiss.

“You will hold that while I count to sixty,” she said. “If you drop your chest, we add a tally. If you grind on the plug, we add two.”

I locked my spine. Sixty seconds of stillness while my locked dick wept. She watched the mirror, not my face. Her reflection stayed bored, lipstick perfect, hair pinned for a lunch she would still make after breaking me.

“One. Two.”

My thighs trembled. The wand sat there, humming memory in my skin without touching me.

“Twenty-nine. Thirty.”

A drop of precum hit the floor. Plink. Loud in the quiet room.

“Forty-one.”

I bit my lip. Architects do not shake apart over a count. I designed load-bearing walls. My body was betraying a spreadsheet.

“Fifty-eight. Fifty-nine. Sixty.”

“Good,” she said. She did not praise. She noted.

She picked up the wand and pressed it to the cage base, buzzing through metal onto the root of my shaft where sensation still lived. I jerked, a full-body flinch.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she said. “You do not decide when you twitch. You ask.”

“Please,” I gasped. “Please edge me. I'll hold posture. I'll,” “Off,” she said. The buzz died. My hips chased air anyway, obscene, hungry.

“Thank you for stopping,” I panted.

“Louder.”

“Thank you for stopping, Elena.”

She slapped my cage lightly with two fingers. Metal rang. Pain sparked and my dick tried to swell harder, the stupid thing straining against its cage.

“Beg prettier,” she said. “Hands clasped. Smile like you want the veil, not like you're swallowing glass.”

I clasped my hands at my sternum. The corset made my bound chest look like a shelf. I smiled until my cheeks ached.

“Please, Mistress, may your sissy have one edge before the fitting call? Vivian is due at two. I want to drip for the pins.”

Her eyes flicked to the clock. 1:14. The atelier would send more tulle. More humiliation dressed as couture.

“You want to drip for pins,” she repeated.

“Yes.”

“Say what you are while you ask.”

“I'm your denied little bride slut,” I said, heat crawling up my neck. “I'm a locked clitty bitch who cums only when you allow it.”

She set the wand against me again, low buzz. My knees buckled. She caught my elbow and held me upright in the heels.

“Hold,” she commanded.

I held. Pleasure built behind the cage, a tight coil with no outlet. Precum slicked the bars. The plug sat dead weight in my ass, no mercy there.

She lifted the buzz higher. My breath broke into whines. Almost. Almost enough to crest.

She pulled the wand away.

I sobbed once. Ugly sound.

“Thank her,” she said.

“Thank you,” I choked. “Thank you for the edge and the stop. Thank you for owning my cock.”

Eleven on the card.

She opened a drawer and took out a slim vibrator, curved, meant to sit against a prostate. She did not ask. She pushed my corseted hips forward, reached behind me, and worked the toy alongside the plug, stretching my hole around double fill. Burn. Stretch. My mouth opened on a silent scream.

“This one I control,” she said, and clicked it on.

The vibration hammered my prostate through the plug wall. My cage dripped faster. Legs wide, taped heels, I stood split open in her room while she dialed the remote up and down, watching my ass twitch around silicone.

“Please,” I begged. “Please may I cum. I'll say it pretty. I'll say anything.”

“You will not cum,” she said. “You will leak. You will beg. You will thank me when your balls ache.”

The remote climbed. My prostate pulsed. Vision narrowed to the cage and her hand on the remote. I was an object on her carpet, a training dummy in satin and steel.

“I'm going to,” I cut off. No. She had not given the word.

“You are going to what?”

“Nothing. Nothing, Elena. I'm sorry.”

“Sorry earns a minute on high,” she said, and cranked it.

I screamed into my fist. Cum did not shoot. Could not. The cage blocked release while my prostate tried to milk dry air. Fluid leaked in strings, humiliating, a dribble without climax. Ruined pressure rolled through my gut again and again. My ass clenched on the toys until my hole stung.

She killed the vibrator. I hung on her shoulder, sweat soaking the corset lining.

“Count your leaks,” she said. “Out loud.”

“One drip. Two. Three…” I counted to nine, voice wrecked.

“Add them to the card,” she said.

I took the pen with shaking fingers. I wrote +9 leaks beside the eleven denials. The card was a map of my failure.

“Drink water,” she said, and handed me a glass. “Sit on the stool. Knees apart. Show me the cage while you hydrate.”

I sat. The plug pressed deeper from the stool angle. I spread my knees in the heels, cage on display, shiny with slime.

The phone buzzed on her vanity. Vivian's name lit the screen. Elena answered on speaker.

“We're running ten minutes early,” Vivian said. “Bustle mock-up for Marcus. Client is in prep?”

“Client is in training,” Elena said. “He'll be in pins by two-fifteen.”

Vivian laughed, a dry click. “Bride posture improving?”

“Improving,” she said, eyes on my leak.

“Put him on speaker if he's coherent,” Vivian said. “I need vowel shape for the neckline. He'll be crying yes at the altar. The mic picks up breath.”

Elena's mouth curved. “Marcus, say yes for Vivian.”

“Yes,” I croaked into the phone.

“Louder. Bridal yes. Like you already signed.”

“Yes,” I said, forcing brightness through tears. “Yes, Vivian.”

“Good pet,” Vivian said. “We'll add lace to hide the cage bulge under the skirt. Elena's orders. See you in ten.”

The call ended. My face burned. Vivian would fit lace over my locked dick like it was normal.

Elena set the phone down and knelt in front of me, eye level with the cage. She licked a stripe up the metal, tongue hot, then closed her lips around the cage tip and sucked. Suction pulled blood into my shaft. I grabbed the stool edge.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she murmured against the bars. “Not when you rise. Not when you leak. Only when I say cum for me.”

“Please, Cum for me,” she said, and shoved the wand hard against the cage while her mouth worked the crown through steel.

Permission hit like a door kicked in. My whole body seized. Cum jetted in pulses, partial, tortured by the cage, spraying through the bars onto her lips and chin. She kept sucking, wand screaming on high, milking spurts I could not stop. One. Two. Three ropes striped her face. My ass spasmed on the plug and vibrator. Sound came out of me, animal, broken.

“That's one,” she said, pulling back, cum stringing from her mouth to my cage. “You do not touch yourself. You do not hump air unless I tell you to hump.”

I slumped, oversensitive, shame and relief tangled in my chest. I had come on her command. The first time in seven days I had finished at all.

“On your feet,” she said. “Wedding drill. Veil line.”

I stood, legs liquid. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smeared my cum there like gloss.

“Repeat after me. I am Elena's bride.”

“I am Elena's bride.”

“I beg on command.”

“I beg on command.”

“My pleasure is hers.”

“My pleasure is hers.”

She turned me toward the full-length mirror. Corset, cage, plug, heels, tape. A man in bridal hardware.

“Again,” she said, and pushed the vibrator remote to medium without warning.

My knees knocked. My reflection jerked in the glass. Pathetic. Pretty enough for an aisle if the guests stayed blind.

“Beg for number two,” she said. “Pretty. Specific.”

“Please, Elena, fuck your sissy with the wand until he spills again. I'll thank you on my knees. I'll lick your shoes. I'm a hole in a veil.”

She pressed the wand to my perineum, under the cage, and slid the curved vibrator deeper in my ass until I rose on my toes. Double buzz, inside and out. My prostate sang. She reached around and pinched my nipple through the corset fabric, hard.

“Come when I count three,” she said. “Not before. If you come before, you wear the gag home.”

“One.”

I bit my tongue. My sac drew up tight.

“Two.”

“Don't you dare,” she whispered in my ear.

“Three.”

“Cum, Marcus.”

I exploded. Cum burst through the cage in messy spurts down my thighs and over the wand head. My asshole fluttered on the toys. I barked her name. Legs gave out and she held me up with an arm across my chest, casual strength.

“Two,” she said. “Thank me.”

“Thank you for letting your slut cum. Thank you for two. I'm yours.”

She lowered me to the floor on my knees, forehead to her shoes. Leather smelled like city sidewalk and power.

“Lick,” she said.

I licked salt and street grit off the toe cap. My tongue was thick. My cage still dripped the last of two onto the rug.

The intercom chimed. Front desk. Vivian upstairs.

“Rise, bride,” she said. “Fix your smile. Pins in ten minutes. Then you will thank me for denial eleven more times before dinner.”

I stood. She tucked the tally card into my corset busk, paper against my sternum, counts pressing my skin.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she said, straightening my collar. “Not pleasure. Not posture. Not the name on the invitations.”

She opened the door toward the fitting parlor. Vivian waited with muslin and pins. Thirty-five days to the cathedral. My body already answered her voice before my mind caught up.

I walked toward the pins on taped heels, leaking, smiling, begging inside my head for the next edge she would refuse.


Chapter 4: The Gentlest Trap

Steam curled off both mugs on the counter, and my breath was the only loud thing in the kitchen. Sun through the east window hit the tile and the chrome on the stove. The metal between my legs had stopped biting cold sometime in the night; it sat there warm against my skin, a dull weight I had learned to carry before my first step each morning.

Elena stood at my shoulder in a thin robe, bare feet on the warm floor. She slid one mug toward me. Black, no sugar, the way I used to take it when I still picked how my day started.

"Sit," she said.

I pulled out the chair. The silk robe she had put on me after last night hung open at the throat. Soft slippers, no heels, no tape. My thighs rubbed without that strip pulling hair. Part of me kept waiting for the snap of a card or her voice counting refusals.

Nothing came.

She combed her fingers through my hair where I had slept wrong against the pillow. Slow. Scalp tingling. My chest tightened like someone had pressed a hand over the name I still used in my head when the apartment was quiet.

Groom.

The word sat there rotting while she stroked me.

"Thirty days," she murmured. "Cathedral calendar. Huron block is already inked for Thursday."

Thursday. Fitting. Another hour in mirrors while my body got measured for white instead of black.

I wrapped both hands around the mug. Heat bled into my palms. "I should be at the office today. The Lakewood revision."

"You signed those drawings over to me three weeks ago, Marcus. Remember the refinance packet?"

My stomach dropped. I did remember signing. Fast pages, her pen tapping the line, my hand moving because she had looked tired and I had wanted the condo safe.

I had not read every page.

"Drink," she said. "You shook all night after I left you on the card."

Last night lived behind my eyes in flashes. Heels. Posture drill. Begging pretty for an edge I did not get. Thanking her while my balls ached and the lock kept my dick useless.

No release. Number seven on the tally, or eight. I had lost count when shame got louder than arithmetic.

Elena kissed the top of my head. Gentle. Worse than the dressing room.

"Come to the couch," she said.

I followed her into the living room. Light poured across the rug. She sat and drew me down until my cheek rested on her thigh through the robe. Her hand went back into my hair. Petting. Like I was something hurt she owned.

"I am not angry," she said. "You did well."

Pride should not flood me from three words. It did anyway, hot in my face, cock straining against cold metal inside the warm lock.

I am an architect. I ran crews. I stood on job sites in steel-toes.

Her pet. On her couch. leaking precum I could not hide.

"Say what you are becoming," she said, voice low. "Not for guests. For me."

My mouth went dry. "Your fiancée."

Her fingers tightened. Not pain. Claim.

"Try again."

The old self thrashed. I could still see my father handing me a level at sixteen. My name on the firm door. Elena in my bed in a man's shirt eating takeout while we sketched the cathedral annex.

"Bride," I whispered, so quiet I barely heard it.

"Full sentence."

"I…" My throat closed. "I can't."

"You can. You already walk in practice heels. You already beg for denial like a desperate little slut. The only lie left is the one in your skull."

Tears pricked. Grief, not pain. The man in my memory was already buried and she was shoveling kindness on top so I could not dig him out.

She lifted my chin. "Look at me."

I did.

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

My hips rolled without permission. The cage dragged slick heat along my inner thigh.

"Please don't make me."

"I am not making you. I am letting you stop fighting the truth. Thirty days until you curtsy in front of two hundred people who think the joyful one is you. Say it once and we eat breakfast like a normal Sunday. Fight me and we go back to Huron at noon with the corset mock and the tally card."

Noon. Six hours.

The trap was the warmth. Coffee. Her thigh. No whip, no sneer. Just the exit door held open while my body stayed on the leash.

"I'm the bride," I said.

The room did not explode. My bones did. Something in my chest cracked open and drained out, and what pooled in the hollow was need so raw I moaned.

Elena smiled. Small. Certain.

"Good girl."

The words hit harder than any slap. My clitty throbbed in its prison.

"Again."

"I'm the bride." Louder. My voice broke on bride.

"Now you may eat."

She stood and walked to the kitchen. I stayed on the couch, shaking, robe sticking to the wet spot spreading at the cage. The groom was dead. I had killed him with one sentence and she had handed me orange slices like reward.

We ate at the small table. She fed me a segment between her fingers. Juice on my lip. She wiped it with her thumb and put it in my mouth.

"Bedroom," she said when the plates were clean. "Robe stays on. Slippers off."

The bedroom blinds were half-drawn. Warm air, smell of her skin and last night's makeup on the dresser. She pointed at the mattress.

"On your back. Knees up."

I climbed on. Silk slid under my shoulder blades. She opened the nightstand and took out the thick black plug we had used twice before, the bottle of lube, and the wand with the round head that buzzed low and mean.

"No tally today," she said. "One long lesson. You will take it until you cum in your cage like the whore you are becoming."

She lubed the plug and pressed the tip to my asshole. Cold gel, then pressure. I breathed out. The stretch burned sweet. She worked it in slow until the base kissed my skin and my hole clenched around the neck.

"Hands above your head."

I obeyed. She looped the silk belt from her robe around my wrists and tied me to the headboard. Not tight enough to bruise. Tight enough that I could not reach my own desperate dick.

She stripped her robe. Naked, she straddled my thigh, wet cunt dragging a stripe of heat across my leg. Her nipples were hard. She turned the wand on low and held it against the cage.

The buzz shot up my spine. I arched. "Fuck."

"Language," she said. "Ask pretty."

"Please… please buzz my clitty, Ma'am."

"Who are you?"

"I'm the bride." The admission made the wand feel ten times stronger. "Your bride. Your locked little bride."

She turned it up. Vibration hammered the steel shell over my cock. My ass sucked at the plug. Precum leaked out the drain hole in clear beads on my stomach.

She reached back and twisted the plug. Obscene squelch. My hole fluttered.

"You will take my cock in this ass before the morning is over," she said. "You will thank me with cum dripping out of your useless locked dick while I fuck you open."

She climbed off, went to the closet, came back with the harness and the fat silicone dick she liked for training. Black, curved, mean-looking. She stepped into the straps and tightened them across her hips.

"Roll to your side. Face the wall."

Rope of silk bit my wrists when I turned. She pulled my hips back. Cool air on my plugged ass. Then her fingers spread my cheeks and she pulled the plug free with a wet pop.

My asshole gaped empty. Shame burned my cheeks.

"Tell me what this hole is for."

"For you." My voice cracked. "For your cock. For fucking."

"For a bride who can't even use her clit."

"Yes."

She lined the head up and pushed. Slow. Relentless. Stretch wider than the plug. Burn. My forehead pressed the sheet. The curved dick found the spot inside me and my vision went white.

"There," she breathed. "Every bride needs to know where her brains live."

She bottomed out. Held. My stuffed ass throbbed around her.

Then she moved.

Long strokes. Deep. The slap of her hips on my ass cheeks, wet from lube and sweat. Each thrust punched a grunt out of me. The wand she had left buzzing on low between my thighs rattled against the cage.

"Say it while I fuck you."

"I'm the bride." I sobbed it into the pillow. "I'm your bride, I'm your fucking bride."

"Louder."

"I'm the bride!" The words bounced off the walls. "Use me. Ruin me. I want it."

"You want my strap in your ass more than you wanted your firm."

She was right. The thrust of that truth hurt worse than the dick splitting me.

She fucked harder. Faster. Sheet wadded in my mouth. Drool on the cotton. My balls drew up tight, aching from last night's denials. The wand buzz climbed as her rhythm shook the mattress.

"Don't you dare cum until I tell you."

"I can't… I'm so full…"

"You can. Bride takes it. Bride begs."

"Please let me cum, Elena. Please, I'm your whore bride, please."

Her hand snaked under me and cranked the wand to high. Vibration and pounding ass-fucking stacked until my brain stuttered. Prostate lit white. Cock jumped in the cage, denied and desperate.

"Now," she said. "Cum for your wedding training. Show me the mess."

I came.

Not like a man. Like a broken toy. Orgasm wrung my ass and belly in spasms while my dick jerked and leaked thin cum through the cage in pulsing strings onto the sheet. Hole clenched on her silicone cock. Noise ugly, animal, my voice gone. More. Couldn't stop. Another pulse. Another dribble of cum. Ass milking her while I shook.

She did not stop fucking. Rode my aftershocks, using my limp spasms to get herself off. Her breath went ragged. She ground deep and stayed there, hips jerking, wet cunt sounds against the harness base.

When she pulled out I was open, dripping lube, asshole twitching. Gaping, cool air on the open rim.

She untied my wrists. Turned me onto my back. Straddled my chest, harness still on, dick glossy with lube.

"Lick it clean."

I opened my mouth. Taste of rubber and my own ass. She fed me the head and pushed until I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. She held my hair and fucked my throat in short pumps.

"Who did you just cum for?"

"You." Muffled around silicone.

"Title."

"My… my owner. My wife."

"Almost." She pulled out. Slapped my cheek with the wet cock. "Say bride."

"I'm the bride who cums from getting fucked in the ass."

"Again."

"I'm the bride."

She slid off me. Kissed my forehead like morning all over again. Cruel loop.

She went to the bathroom. Water ran. Came back with a warm cloth and wiped my stomach, my thighs, the cage crusted with cum. Tender. Each stroke another shovelful of dirt on the man I had been.

"You will nap," she said. "When you wake, we pick invitations for the welcome dinner. Your handwriting on the envelopes so everyone knows the joyful one sent them."

My handwriting. My name on two hundred cards. Guests picturing a groom while I lay leaking in a robe.

She pulled the sheet over me. Hand on my hair again.

"Sleep, bride."

I closed my eyes. Grief sat heavy on my ribs, and under it arousal still hummed, traitor pulse in the lock. Thirty days. Huron Thursday. Cathedral at the end.

I did not say groom in my head again. There was only the bride left, and she was already wet for the next fitting.


Chapter 5: Presented in Muslin

The chime at the front of the atelier cut through the muslin room like a nail dragged on glass. Three pairs of heels hit the hardwood in the vestibule, fast and sure, voices I did not know layering over each other while I stood behind the fitting curtain with my palms flat on the stool.

Elena had laced me into the mock corset an hour ago. Whalebone bit my ribs. The muslin sheath clung to my hips and left my shoulders bare. A pearl collar sat at my throat. My mouth held a bit gag buckled behind my head, leather strap across my cheeks, drool already pooling at the corner because I could not swallow right. The steel on my dick throbbed every time I breathed too deep. Twenty-four days left on the cathedral calendar. The same number was etched on the lock between my legs.

"She's in the back," Elena said to them, calm as if she were offering tea. "Don't be shy. Marcus is shy."

My name in her mouth out there, while she called me she to strangers, turned my skin hot under the muslin.

The curtain rings scraped. Elena swept it aside. Light from the salon hit my face. I blinked against it.

A woman in her fifties stood closest, silver hair in a tight roll, lipstick the color of old roses. Elena's mother, I guessed from the chin. Two younger women flanked her, both in sundresses and salon heels, both holding garment bags.

"This is Vivian," Elena said. "My mother. And your bridesmaids, Sasha and Renee. Girls, this is Marcus. Our bride."

Vivian's eyes traveled from my collar to the bulge of the lock under muslin, to my bare calves in the fitting slippers.

"Oh, honey," Vivian said. "Look at that waist. Elena, you were right about the cinch."

Sasha leaned in. Her perfume was sharp, citrus and alcohol. "The shoulders are masculine still. Muslin lies, though. Veils fix everything."

Renee touched my jaw, turned my face toward the tri-fold mirror. Three copies of me stared back, gagged, corseted, eyes too wide.

"Say hello to your wedding party, Marcus," Elena said. She reached behind my head and unbuckled the gag. Spit strung from my lip to the bit as she pulled it free.

My tongue was thick. "Hello."

"Louder," Vivian said. "A bride projects."

"Hello." My voice cracked on the second syllable.

Sasha laughed, not mean, delighted. "She's perfect. Nervous reads on camera."

Camera. My stomach dropped. Renee had her phone angled up, red dot live on the screen.

"Put that away," I said.

Elena slapped my thigh, hard enough to sting through muslin. "You don't tell my bridesmaids what to do on fitting day. You thank them for caring about your look."

The words stuck. Vivian watched me choke on them.

"Thank you," I whispered.

"For what?" Elena asked.

"For… caring about my look."

"Good girl." Elena said it flat, like a grade. She lifted the gag again. "Open."

I opened. She strapped the bit back in. Drool slid down my chin. Renee kept recording.

Vivian circled me. Her fingers found the corset laces through the muslin overlay. "May I?"

"Please," Elena said.

Mother and daughter worked the laces tighter. Air left my lungs in a wheeze. My locked cock strained against steel, useless, leaking into the little tube. The wet spot spread, cooling against my skin. Vivian's knuckle brushed the damp through fabric.

"Chastity," Vivian murmured, approving. "Smart for a bride who can't keep her hands to herself."

Sasha snorted. "Is that why she's drooling?"

"That's training," Elena said. "Marcus drools when she's told to be pretty and quiet."

Shame crawled up my neck. My dick leaked harder anyway, traitor flesh.

They pinned muslin panels to my hips. Vivian stuck pins near my ass. Each prick made me flinch. Renee narrated to her phone. "Bride fitting, day eighteen, twenty-four days out. Look at that corset line."

Day eighteen. Everyone was counting.

Elena held a swatch of lace under my chin. "Taste this."

She rubbed the lace on my tongue. Chemical sizing, bitter soap, the metallic tang of pins she had sucked before handing them to Vivian. I gagged softly. The sound filled the small room, wet and obscene.

"She hates it," Sasha said. "Keep it. Contrast makes the photos interesting."

Photos. Wedding photos. My mother's face in the cathedral. My father. Colleagues who thought I was the groom.

I tried to step back. Elena caught my hair.

"Stand still. You wanted a wedding. This is what wedding is. People watch you get dressed."

Vivian hummed. "When I married her father, I had six women in the room. You only have three. You're lucky."

"Lucky," Elena echoed. She looked at me in the mirror. "Show them your walk."

She unbuckled the bit again and tossed it on the stool. "Walk to the end of the salon and back. Chin up. Small steps. Let the muslin talk."

I walked. The corset forced my posture upright. My balls ached from the lock. Heels Elena had buckled on me clicked against wood, too loud, each click a broadcast. Vivian and the girls watched from the mirrors, faces framed around my body like a jury.

"Hips," Renee called. "Sway. You're not a linebacker."

I swayed. Muslin whispered against my thighs. Sasha whistled.

"Better," Elena said. "Again."

I walked again. Saliva pooled because I was breathing through my mouth. Taste of lace and fear sat on my tongue.

On the third pass Vivian stepped into my path. "Stop. Turn. Let me see the back."

She lifted the muslin tail. Cool air hit my ass. I wore only a thin thong and the base of the plug Elena had seated before the guests arrived, black silicone flush against my hole.

"Plugged too," Vivian said, almost proud. "Elena, you think of everything."

"Spread your legs, Marcus," Elena said from the chair.

I spread them. The plug shifted, pressure on my prostate. A whimper slipped out.

Sasha crouched behind me. "Can I touch?"

"Ask the bride," Elena said.

Sasha's fingers grazed the plug base. "May I touch your plug, Marcus?"

My ears burned. "Yes."

She wiggled it. Pleasure sparked up my spine. My locked dick jumped. Vivian clicked her tongue.

"Responsive. Good stock."

Stock. Like a horse. Like furniture.

Elena stood. "Enough muslin. I want to show them how she takes direction when she's grateful."

She guided me to the fitting platform, a low stage with a brass pole for veils. Cuffs dangled from the pole, soft leather. She buckled my wrists above my head. Muslin rode up when my arms lifted. The salon air kissed my nipples, already stiff from friction and humiliation.

"Bridesmaids," Elena said. "Hold her steady if she shakes."

Renee and Sasha pressed palms to my hips. Vivian sat in the client chair like royalty, purse in her lap, watching.

Elena knelt. She pulled the thong aside and spat on my asshole. The wet heat made me clench. She worked the plug out slow. My hole gaped, empty, twitching. Sound of the silicone leaving me was a slick pop that Renee's phone surely caught.

"Count for me, Mother," Elena said.

"One," Vivian said, amused.

Elena replaced the plug with two fingers, then three, stretching me open while the bridesmaids held me. Burn. Stretch. My thighs trembled.

"Two," Vivian counted.

Elena added the thicker trainer, veined rubber, lubed and cold at the tip, then warm once it slid in. She fucked me with it in short strokes that made my hole slap wetly. Each thrust punched the air out of me.

Sasha leaned close to my ear. "You like that, bride? You like getting your ass opened in front of us?"

"Answer her," Elena said.

"Yes." Barely a word.

"Yes what?"

"Yes… I like it."

"Liar tone," Renee said. "Try again."

"Yes, I like getting my ass opened." My voice broke. "In front of you."

Vivian smiled. "Honest. Three."

Elena twisted the trainer and drove it deep. My prostate lit up. Cum leaked from my cage in a thin stream, hitting the inside of the muslin skirt.

"She's dripping," Sasha announced to the room, to the phone, to whatever cloud Renee fed.

Elena pulled the trainer out. My hole clenched on nothing. "Bridesmaids, strip the muslin to her waist. I want Mother to see the lock."

They peeled muslin down. Corset stayed. My locked cock and balls sat exposed, shiny with leak, steel cruel and small.

Vivian stood finally. She tapped the cage with one finger. Metal rang, tiny bell sound in my skull.

"Twenty-four days," she read from the engraving. "Then this comes off?"

"When I say," Elena answered. "Not before."

"When she says," Vivian corrected, eyes on me. "Marcus doesn't decide anymore."

The sentence landed like a slap worse than Elena's hand. Witnessed. Said aloud. Recorded probably.

Elena strapped a harness around her hips. Black rubber cock, thick, curved up. She stroked lube along it while Vivian watched without blinking.

"Open your mouth," Elena told me.

I opened. She pushed the head past my lips. Salt taste of latex and her skin on the shaft. She fed it inch by inch until my nose touched the harness. Gag reflex heaved. Drool ran down my chin and dripped on my chest.

"Take it," she said. "Bride sucks her owner's cock before she takes it in the ass. That's the order."

I sucked. Slurping sounds I could not control. Sasha counted breaths out loud like a gym coach. "Four… five… six…"

Elena pulled out, strings of spit bridging my lip to the rubber dick. "Turn her. Face Mother."

Renee and Sasha spun me by the hips. Cuffs bit my wrists. Elena lined up behind me.

"Beg for it in front of them," she said.

I looked at Vivian. Rose lipstick. Calm eyes. My future mother-in-law watching me shake.

"Please fuck my ass," I said.

"Please who?"

"Please, Elena. Fuck my ass."

"Louder."

"Please fuck my ass with your cock."

Vivian nodded once, satisfied.

Elena pushed in. One long stroke to the hilt. My hole burned around the girth. The breath tore out of me in a shriek. She set a pace that rocked me against the pole, cuffs rattling, the fabric bunched at my waist.

"One," Vivian counted, voice steady. "That's one orgasm when she makes you leak like that."

I had not even crested. Fluid pulsed from my cage in helpless spurts, prostate milked by the pounding. Shame and pleasure mashed together until I could not tell which squeezed my chest.

Elena did not slow. Rubber slapped my ass, wet from lube and sweat. Taste of my own spit lingered on my tongue while grunts left my throat without permission.

"Two," Sasha said when my legs buckled and Elena had to catch my hips. "Look at her go."

Renee whispered to her phone. "Bride orgasm two, fitting day."

Elena reached around and pressed a small vibrator to the underside of my balls, right where steel met skin. Buzz filled my pelvis. I screamed.

"Hold the third," Elena ordered. "Don't you come until Mother says."

Vivian stood, walked close, smelled my sweat, my leak, the muslin. She put two fingers under my chin.

"You want to come, Marcus?"

"Yes." Whimper.

"Ask me."

"May I come, Vivian?"

"May I come, Vivian, while my fiancée fucks my ass in front of you."

The sentence destroyed something in me. I sobbed it out anyway.

Vivian smiled. "Yes. Come for your wedding party."

The vibrator and the cock in my ass shoved me over. The orgasm wrenched out of my cage, thin cum jetting in pulses that splattered muslin on the floor. Sound obscene, high whimper I did not recognize as my voice. My hole clamped on Elena's rubber dick. She groaned, fucked through it, prolonging the spasm until vision grayed.

"Three," Vivian said softly. "Pretty."

Elena did not stop. She yanked the vibrator away and shoved a larger plug into my ass alongside her cock, stretch too much, burn too sharp. I howled.

"Four is coming," she told the room. "Count with me, girls."

"Four," they chorused when I broke again, dry and hurting, cum already spent, body still convulsing.

She pulled out, plug and cock, and turned me to face the mirrors. Cum on my thighs. Ass gaping. Lipstick smudged where I had bitten my lip.

"Look," Elena said. "That's what my bride looks like when she's honest."

Vivian straightened my collar. "Muslin stays. Pins on the left. We'll need another fitting before the rehearsal."

"Thursday," Elena said. "Vivian has the veil."

Thursday. Huron. Names in the calendar like nails.

Vivian kissed my cheek, lipstick transfer warm on my skin. "Welcome to the family, dear. You're going to make a beautiful wife for my daughter."

Sasha hugged me, muslin crunching. Renee stopped the recording and blew me a kiss. "Caption writes itself."

They left in a cluster of heels and laughter. The chime rang again. The salon went quiet except for my breathing and the drip of cum hitting wood.

Elena unbuckled the cuffs. My arms fell dead. She wiped my chin with muslin scrap, then made me lick the cum from her fingers. Salt and metal taste, my own shame on my tongue.

She held the engraving on my lock up to the light. "Twenty-four days. Every one of them will have witnesses now. Your father already RSVP'd yes. So did your partner at the firm."

My gut turned over. "They think I'm…"

"They think you're happy," Elena finished. "Because I sent the invites in your name. Because you signed the condo papers. Because you're standing in muslin with my mother's lipstick on your face and my cum on your thighs."

I had signed something. Weeks ago. Refinance, I thought then.

She buckled the gag back between my teeth. "Walk the salon one more time. Practice your curtsy for the camera I keep in the corner."

Red light blinked above the tri-fold mirror. It had been on the whole time.

I walked. Legs shook. Plug back in, bigger now, seated deep. Muslin hid the mess on my thighs but not the smell.

Elena followed with her phone, narrating for whoever would watch later. "Day eighteen. Bride presentation complete."

At the altar end of the room she stopped me. "Curtsy."

I sank, corset biting, thighs spread by the plug. Balance wobbled. I stayed down because she had not said rise.

She lifted my chin. "We are only just beginning."

The chime on the door sounded again. Another appointment on the books. Voices in the vestibule, unfamiliar, coming closer.

Elena smiled at the sound. "Next fitting waits. Wipe your face. They'll want to see the bride too."


Chapter 6: Two Hundred Invitations

The manila folder slid across the marble table and stopped under my fingers. My own signature sat at the bottom of the top page, dark ink, dry. The pen was still clipped to the folder tab. I had signed that stack three weeks ago at the condo closing table. Elena had called it refinancing paperwork for the unit I designed. I never read past the first paragraph.

"I want the key," I said. My voice came out too loud for the atelier back room. Perfume and starch hung in the air. Under that, the warm plastic smell of the thick white diaper taped between my thighs. It had soaked through during the drive over. The bulk weighed my legs apart. "I want out. Today."

She did not touch the folder. She stood on the other side of the table in a black sheath dress, one hand flat on the marble. "You already chose."

"That was a game." I gripped the folder edge. Paper rasped. "Fittings. Training. You said I could walk if I hit my limit."

"You hit it yesterday in muslin in front of my mother." Her eyes stayed on mine. "You stood there and let Vivian pin your veil while your clitty leaked into the lining. You did not stop the appointment."

Heat crawled up my neck. The memory put a twitch in my locked dick, useless inside the steel. I hated that my body still did that.

"So end it." I shoved the folder back toward her. "Give me the key. I'll sign whatever release you want. I'll pay. I'll disappear."

She opened the folder. Not the page I had signed. The next one. Partnership dissolution and assignment. My firm's equity, the line I built for six years, reassigned to Elena. My name again at the bottom. Same pen stroke. Same day as the condo papers.

My stomach dropped.

"Read the date," she said.

I read it. The same afternoon I thought I was saving two hundred a month on the mortgage.

She turned another page. Prenuptial agreement. Sole signatory on marital assets. Transfer triggers at solemnization of marriage before witnesses. Home. Accounts. Business. All of it to her the moment the officiant pronounces us married.

"This is bullshit." My hand shook. "I would never sign away the firm."

"You did." She laid a second stack beside the first. Cream envelopes. Cathedral crest in gold. "Two hundred invitations. Mailed in your name as the joyful groom. RSVPs are in. Your father accepted for the whole table. Your senior partner confirmed the firm table. Colleagues think you are the one in the tux at the end of the aisle."

The weight in my chest outweighed the diaper between my legs. Twenty days left on the engraving inside my lock. Forty-two total. Day twenty-two today. The numbers sat in my mouth like copper.

"You forged my name on the invites."

"Your signature. Your return address. Your assistant helped stuff them." She fanned one RSVP. Dad's handwriting. Yes, with a plus two. "Every person you know is coming to watch you give me everything. The law already says you will."

I lunged for the door. The handle did not turn. Electronic. She had locked it from her phone before I came in.

"Let me out."

"You belong in this room now." Quiet. Final. "Sit."

I did not sit. "Get me a lawyer."

The side door opened. Huron walked in carrying a slim briefcase. Gray suit. No smile. He had drawn up the partnership papers when I started the firm. He had been at our engagement dinner.

"Marcus." He set the case on the table. "Don't make this messy."

"You knew." My throat closed. "You sat there while I signed my life away."

"I drafted what you asked for." He opened the case. Notarized copies. Recording numbers. "You wanted to protect Elena. You insisted she have control if anything happened to you. You were very clear after the accident scare last year."

I had said that. I remembered the wine, her hand on my knee, the fear that she could lose the condo if I died on a job site. I had said control. I had not meant this.

Huron slid a printout across the table. Guest list. Two hundred twelve names. Cathedral layout. My name in the program block as groom. Her name as bride. Except the dress measurements in the file were mine.

"The invitations cannot be recalled," he said. "Deposits are paid. The archdiocese calendar is fixed. If you fail to appear, you breach multiple contracts. She keeps the assets anyway. You keep the debt and the public humiliation."

Elena pulled a chair out. "Kneel."

"I'm not kneeling."

Huron closed the briefcase. "I'll be in the front office. Marcus, read the trigger clause again." He left. The lock clicked.

Just us. Perfume and the sour edge of my wet diaper.

She rounded the table. Her fingers hooked my chin. "You bargained your firm for love. Now bargain your ass for air."

"I'll fight this."

"With what money?" She tugged my hair. My knees hit the rug. The diaper crinkled loud. "Your operating account moved to escrow yesterday. Vivian has the muslin mock for alterations tomorrow. Sasha booked the cathedral rehearsal. You have twenty days to become presentable."

I grabbed her wrist. She broke my grip like I was a child.

"You don't get to do this."

"I already did." She unbuckled my belt. The cage pressed cold against my belly through the satin panties she made me wear. "You want the key? Earn a conversation about it."

She snapped her fingers toward the low bench by the mirror wall. Leather cuffs waited there. Ankle spreader bar. A black plug thick as my wrist on a stand. Lube gleaming on a tray.

I crawled because my legs would not hold me upright anymore. Not surrender. Math. If I ran into the street in a soaked diaper and a locked clitty, Huron had copies. Dad had RSVP'd.

She cuffed my wrists to the bench legs. Clicked the spreader between my boots. Pulled the diaper down to my knees. Cool air on my exposed balls. The cage key turned once. She did not remove it. She tightened the ring until I grunted.

"Open."

Her strap hung from her hip. Black rubber, curved, heavy. I shook my head. She slapped my face. Sting. Spit in my mouth when I gasped. Salt on my tongue.

"Suck it or I call Vivian back to watch you cry."

I took the head. Rubber filled my jaw. She fed it inch by inch until my nose touched leather and my eyes watered. Drool ran down my chin onto the bench.

"Good little hole." She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet shaft. "Tell me what you are."

"A mistake." The words tore out of me.

She laughed once. "Try again."

Her boot pressed my chin up. "Say it."

"Your slut."

"Louder."

"Your slut bride."

She pushed the plug into my ass without warning. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched and lost. The widest part popped through and seated deep. I screamed into the empty air.

"Count twenty days," she said. "That's one."

The wand buzzed against my cage. Vibration through steel into my clitty. My hips jerked. Denied. Teased. She held it there while the plug shifted inside me with every twitch.

"Please."

"You don't please me yet." She cranked it higher. "You signed. You invited. You leak. Beg for the first one."

"Let me cum. Please, Elena."

My name on her tongue like a leash. "Beg like the whore you mailed."

"Please let this whore cum. I'm your whore. I signed everything away. Please."

The wand stayed. My balls drew up tight. Pain and need mashed together until my vision smeared.

"That's two," she murmured when I sobbed. "One more word."

"I'll walk the aisle. I'll say I do. Just let me cum."

She pressed the wand hard to the cage seam. My orgasm ripped out dry. Nothing left the lock. My whole body convulsed. Ass clamping the plug. A broken sound out of my throat. Shame hotter than the climax.

"Thank me."

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For letting your slut cum."

She yanked the plug free. Gape. Cold air in my open asshole. Before I could breathe she slammed the strap in. No mercy. Rubber cock splitting me open. Wet slap of her hips on my caged balls.

"Take it."

Each thrust punched air out of me. The bench rocked. My wrists burned in the cuffs. She fucked me like she was stamping the contract into my guts.

"Who owns the firm?"

"You."

"Who owns the condo?"

"You."

"Who walks the aisle?"

"I do."

"Who signs at the altar?"

"I do."

She reached around and shoved two fingers beside the strap, stretching my hole wider. Burn. Too much. My clitty throbbed in its prison. She worked a third finger in. Scissored. My hole made obscene wet sounds around rubber and skin.

"Come again," she ordered.

"I can't."

"You can." The wand returned. On my balls this time. Buzz through pain. The fingers curled. Strap deep. Everything at once.

I came a second time. Harder. Dry fire. Spit flew from my lips. My ass gaped and sucked at the strap. I begged in a voice I did not know.

"That's three." She did not stop thrusting. "Huron is counting orgasms for the prenup addendum. Clench and say thank you for each one."

"Huron is not here."

"He's listening on the intercom." She tapped the mirror. A red light blinked behind the glass. "Say it."

"Thank you for orgasm three." Tears and drool mixed on the bench.

She pulled out. Emptiness. Then her fist, knuckles pressing, slow rotation. My hole resisted. Then gave. Full. Stuffed past what I thought I could hold. I howled.

"Stay open."

I tried. Could not. She punched deeper. Wand on my cage. Fourth climax wrenched through me while her fist moved. My ass spasmed around her wrist. Vision whited at the edges.

"Four." Her voice far away. "One more. Name what you are in front of two hundred people."

"I'm the bride." I choked it out. "I'm your bride. I'm your property."

"Again."

"I'm your bride slut. I mailed the invites. I signed. I cum in a cage like a toy."

She withdrew her fist. Strap back in. Brutal pace. Machine fast. Sweat dripped off her chin onto my back. The smell of sex and rubber and my wet diaper on my knees filled the room.

"Five." She snarled it in my ear. "Come while I breed your ass."

The wand. The strap. Her hand on my throat. I came a fifth time. Body empty. Still shaking. Ass leaking lube down my thighs.

She uncuffed me. I collapsed on the rug. Diaper shoved back up. Tape refastened. The weight settled. Humiliating. Familiar.

She dropped the invitation stack on my chest. Two hundred envelopes. Paper smell. Ink.

"Twenty days," she said. "Rehearsal Thursday. Vivian hems the muslin. You will curtsy when Huron reads the asset transfer at the altar. You will smile for your father's camera."

The red light on the mirror blinked off.

I clutched an envelope. My name on the return label. My handwriting on the RSVP card inside, photocopied from something I signed months ago that I did not remember.

She opened the door. Hall noise. Another client voice in the front. Fitting appointment. Calendar full.

"Get up." She straightened her dress. "You have a walk-through at the cathedral tomorrow. Wear the plug I leave in you. No diaper under the skirt. They need to see your gait."

I stood on legs that were not mine. The folder stayed on the table. My signatures inside. Her pen on top.

She handed me the cage key on a ribbon. Not to unlock. To wear around my neck with tomorrow's pearls.

"You belong in this room now," she said again, softer, like a vow. "Go home. Pack your groom suits in the garment bag by the door. Label it archive."

I walked out past Huron's closed office door. His shoes visible under the gap. Listener. Witness. Lawyer.

In the elevator I counted twenty days and two hundred names and five orgasms I could still taste. The diaper sagged warm between my legs. The plug she had reinserted before I left burned with every step.

My phone buzzed. Dad's text. So proud of you, son. Can't wait for the big day.

I deleted the draft reply that said help me and typed See you at the cathedral instead. Send.

The car waited at the curb. Driver from her account. My account now, on paper. I got in. The garment bag lay on the seat. Empty label sticker in the pocket. Archive.

Tomorrow the cathedral. Thursday rehearsal. Muslin. Veil. Aisle.

I had mailed everyone myself, in ink I did not remember, to watch me sign the last page alive.


Chapter 7: Before She Asks

I had my mouth open on the third vow card when the lock clicked downstairs. My knees burned on the padded stool in front of the vanity. Satin scrap under my palms. I kept reciting anyway, voice flat, the words Elena had typed in pink script.

"I will walk when you point. I will curtsy when you nod. I will sign what you place in front of me."

The heel boxes were already open. Ivory pumps lined up by size, tallest in the center. I'd set them out before dawn because the folder was still in my skull, every page, my father's RSVP yes, my mother's handwritten note about how proud she was of her son's big day. There was nowhere left to run that did not end in a cathedral full of people who already believed the lie.

The black plug sat in its dish beside the lube. I'd greased it and worked it in sitting on the edge of the bed, hips rolled, breath hitching around the metal locked over my dick. Fourteen days left. The number was stamped on the inside of the band Elena had clicked shut after the folder. Day twenty-eight. The wedding date lived on the cathedral calendar and on my skin.

Her steps came up the stairs. I did not stop.

"I will wear what you choose. I will thank you for correction."

She came through the door without speaking. Cream blouse, hair pinned. She hung her keys on the hook by the mirror and looked at the heel lineup, the open vow deck, my reflection in the vanity lights. Garter straps bit my thighs under the thick white diaper I'd taped on myself. It crinkled when I shifted. Warm bulk between my legs, heavy enough to spread me open a little. I'd wet it once already, helpless heat spreading while I practiced the curtsy in the full-length mirror at the end of the hall. The smell clung under the powder she made me use.

She pulled the stool closer with one finger. Sat. Crossed her ankles.

"Keep going," she said.

So I did. Card four. Card five. My ass clenched around the plug on every syllable. Shame crawled up my neck and my locked clitty throbbed against plastic anyway. Architect. Equity gone. Condo gone. Two hundred names on invitations I supposedly sent. The man who drafted those contracts with his own hand had signed away the exit before the first fitting.

Card six. My voice cracked.

"Louder," she said. Quiet. No smile.

I swallowed spit and raised the volume. The words tasted like paper and perfume.

"I am yours to dress. I am yours to display. I am yours to marry."

She reached out and traced the lace edge of the diaper through my robe. The crinkle was loud in the small room. Her nail dragged the damp center where I'd leaked after the wetting. My hole twitched. The plug shifted.

"Good," she murmured. "You knew what today was."

Thursday's fitting at Huron Street. Gown muslin. Veil measurement. Chastity stays on through vows, she'd said it once and never repeated it. I had the appointment card propped against the mirror where she used to leave my tasks. I'd filled the thermos, packed the shoe bag, laid out the corset liner she wanted under the diaper for the car ride. All before she asked.

Pride had been the last thing in the way. It was gone now. What sat in my chest was worse. Anticipation. Obedience running ahead of her mouth.

She stood and opened the closet. The muslin gown hung in its bag, ghost-white. She unzipped it halfway, let me see the boning through the fabric.

"Stand. Hands behind your head."

I rose. Diaper sagged warm against my balls. I laced my fingers at my nape. She stepped behind me, loosened my robe, let it drop. Cool air on my corseted waist, on the tape tabs at my hips. Her palms slid over the diaper's swell, pressing the thickness flat, grinding the wet core against my taint. Squelch. Heat climbed my spine. My clitty strained in its tube.

"You did this yourself," she said into my ear. "The plug. The cards. The heels."

"Yes."

"Say why."

Because there was no key. Because begging for one had bought me a stack of signatures I'd thought were refinance papers. Because if I did not learn the part before she spoke, the cathedral would eat me alive.

"Because you shouldn't have to tell me anymore," I said.

Her hand left the diaper. She picked up the wand from the drawer, the fat silicone head already charged. She did not turn it on yet. Just held it against my hip through the plastic outer layer, letting me feel the weight.

"Kneel on the rug. Face the mirror."

I dropped. Knees sank into the long pile. The plug drove deeper. In the mirror she circled me, robe pooled at my knees, diaper obscene and thick, cock cage gleaming between taped thighs.

She set the wand on the floor in front of me, tip pointing up like a little pink torch.

"Lick it clean. The one from last night is still on there. Taste it."

My stomach turned. I bent. Tongue on silicone. Salt and her cum from yesterday's training, dried to a film. I licked until she tapped my shoulder.

"Open."

She pushed the head past my lips. No buzz yet. Just gag reflex, drool threading down my chin. She held me there, two inches, my eyes watering in the mirror.

"When we get to Huron today, Vivian measures your waist again. Tighter. You do not fidget. You do not speak unless I put words in your mouth. The cage stays. The diaper stays under muslin. If you leak during fitting, you thank her for the inconvenience."

I moaned around the wand. She pulled it out. Spit bridged my lip to the tip.

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words landed soft. Crueler than shouting. My throat worked. I had been hard in the cage for an hour before she came home, humping air while I recited vows to an empty room.

"Please," I said. "Please let me cum. Please, Elena."

"Might," she said. "Try again."

"Please let your sissy cum. Please. I'm your whore in a diaper. I need it. I'll do the fitting. I'll curtsy for Vivian. I'll piss myself if you want. Just please."

She clicked the wand on low. Pressed it to the cage, buzzing through metal. My whole pelvis jumped. She dragged it down, tucked it under the diaper waistband, right on the cage base where the ring bit my skin. Heat and vibration. No direct touch on my dick. Torture.

"Stay still," she said.

I shook. Couldn't help it. The plug filled my ass while the wand hummed against locked flesh. Diaper warmed as another leak spread. Slick noise when she ground the wand harder, crushing padding into my balls.

She walked to the bed, came back with the strap harness and the thick black cock she liked for my mouth. Buckled it around her hips. Lubed the shaft slow, eyes on mine in the mirror.

"Ass up. Diaper down to your knees. Plug stays until I say."

I peeled tape, rolled the soggy bulk down my thighs. Cool air on wet skin. Smell of piss and arousal rose between us. I stayed on knees and elbows, face to the mirror, ass high. She twisted the plug, then pulled it out with a wet pop. My hole gaped, pink and slick. Empty clench. My face burned and I pushed back anyway, hungry for fill.

She did not give me the strap first. She fetched the anal beads, the heavy string she'd made me count in an earlier week. Pressed the first ball to my rim.

"Take them. One at a time. Tell me what you are."

"Your toy," I gasped as the first popped in.

"Louder."

"Your anal toy. Your bride slut."

Ball two. Burn. Stretch. The wand buzzed on my cage from where she'd wedged it against the rug.

Ball three. Four. My hole stretched obscene around the string. She tugged lightly. I whined.

"More," she said.

Five. Six. Seven. My ass ached sweet. Diaper at my knees soaked my shins. In the mirror my face was ruined, mascara she'd applied last night smeared under my eyes.

She set the wand higher. Pressed it to my perineum, then slid two fingers into my ass beside the beads. Scissored. Stretch. Burn. I bucked.

"Hold," she said.

I bit my lip bloody. Fingers withdrew. Beads came out one at a time, each pop a punch of relief and loss. When the last left me, I was open, fluttering, dripping lube down my thighs.

"Beg again."

"Please fuck my ass. Please use your bride. Please let me cum in the cage. I'm nothing without you. I'm your hole. Please, Elena."

She fed the strap cock in one long push. No warm-up beyond the beads. I screamed into the mirror. Full split. Her hips slapped my ass, slick sounds, flesh on flesh. She fucked me hard from the first stroke, hand fisting my hair, yanking my head back so I had to watch.

"Who owns this ass?"

"You do."

"Who signs the papers at the altar?"

"I do."

"Who walks the aisle?"

"I do."

Each answer cost air. She pounded deeper, angle hitting my prostate through the cage ring. My clitty leaked clear fluid inside the tube, no orgasm, just drip. She reached under me, cranked the wand to high, mashed it into the cage and my taint at once.

"Come when I say. Not before."

I sobbed yes. She railed me, long strokes, balls slapping my diaper bunched at my knees. Sweat ran down her wrist. My hole made wet noises, obscene, open for her.

She slowed. Stopped. Buried deep. My body shook with need.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please. Please Mistress. Please Elena. I'll say I do in front of everyone. I'll sign. I'll curtsy. I'll wear the veil. Just let your bitch cum. Please. I'm begging. I'm your filthy sissy bride. Please."

She pulled almost out, slammed home, did it again until my vision blurred. Then she reached around, pressed her thumb on the cage vent, and said, "Now."

Orgasm tore through me locked. Prostate spasm, clitty jumping in the tube, cum pumping in thin ropes with nowhere to go. I howled. Ass clamped on her strap. She fucked me through it, milking the aftershocks, wand screaming on my ring.

When I went limp, she pulled out. Gape in the mirror, red hole twitching, unable to close. She wiped the strap on my thigh, smearing lube and sweat.

"Stay open," she said.

She lubed her hand. Three fingers. Four. My burned hole resisted, then yielded. She worked knuckles past the ring, stretch fire white-hot, my forehead on the rug. Fist seated. I could not breathe. Fullness impossible. She twisted wrist slow. Pressure on prostate again. Cage dribbled spent cum.

"No coming again," she said. "Feel it."

I felt it. Every ridge of her knuckles. Diaper crinkled under my shins. Wedding muslin in the closet. Fourteen days. My father's arm waiting in the aisle I would walk as her wife.

She withdrew fist inch by inch. I gaped wider, obscene, air cool inside. She shoved the plug back in to keep me open, then rolled the diaper up, taped me shut over the mess I'd made in the cage during orgasm. Warm cum and piss mix spread in the padding.

"Stand."

My legs wobbled. She cleaned the wand with a wipe, tossed it in the bin. Picked up the appointment card for Huron.

"Vivian waits at ten," she said. "You will drink water on the way. You will leak before muslin goes on. You will apologize in the voice I taught you."

"Yes, Elena."

She hooked a finger under my chin, made me look at her.

"You started without me today."

My chest hollowed out. Pride had been the last wall. I'd torn it down myself.

"Tomorrow you prep the rehearsal dinner seating chart," she said. "My parents at table one. Your colleagues where they can see the veil. You lay out the place cards before I wake."

"I will."

She kissed my forehead, almost tender. Trap in the softness. My ass throbbed around plug and fist-memory.

"Fourteen days," she said. "Then you say it in front of everyone."

She zipped the gown bag, handed me the shoe tote. The fitting waited. The car keys in her purse. My name on invitations I never mailed. I took the bag. Heels clicked in their box when I lifted them. Obedience moved my feet before she pointed at the door.

I went first. Down the stairs. Into the morning that smelled like lake wind and exhaust. The diaper was heavy between my thighs, warm with cum and piss, plug seated deep where her fist had been. The cage was still locked. Fourteen days engraved on the band.

She locked the atelier behind us. Her hand settled at the small of my back, guiding me to the curb. Not pushing. Present.

At Huron, Vivian would measure the waist I no longer owned. Muslin would rustle. Cameras would come later. For now I walked where she aimed me, bride drills done, vow cards still wet with my fingerprints on the vanity upstairs, and the worst part was how empty my head was without resistance. Room she had not even filled yet.


Chapter 8: The Matron's Chain

The screen burned my thumb. I had typed four words to Huron under the breakfast table, I need you to get me out, and the fifth word stuck in my throat while water hammered the glass shower and Elena's voice floated through the door like she owned the steam.

My clitty strained against the steel band. Eight days left on the engraving inside the ring. Day thirty-four. The phone wanted to autocorrect rescue into rehearsal and I almost laughed until bile climbed the back of my tongue.

Delete. Retype. Delete again.

She would hear the shower stop. I wiped the message and pocketed the phone, hands shaking. Coward. Again. The hollow week after the folder had trained my body to move before she spoke, heels lined, plug seated, vow cards memorized, and still my fingers had reached for Huron like he was a door.

Elena stepped out wrapped in a white towel, hair dripping on her collarbone. She kissed my forehead, same spot she kissed Renee last month in a photo I was not supposed to find.

"Shower's yours. We leave for the shower at eleven. Stockings first. I laid them out."

I nodded. My mouth had forgotten how to argue.

The atelier van smelled like steamed satin and coffee. Vivian buckled me into the rear bench without meeting my eyes, corset already biting, a small plug shifting when the van hit a pothole. Sound of crinoline bags sliding. Cold AC on my nipples through the thin training top. Eight days. The calendar on my phone and the metal on my dick said the same number.

The venue was a private room above a River North florist, all glass and forced heat, women in pastels clinking mimosa ice. Elena held court by a table of wrapped boxes, laughing at something Sasha said. My label on the place card read Marcus in script I did not write anymore. Under it, smaller: soon-to-be Elena on the invitation stack by the door.

Elena. My chest tightened. That name was not mine. It was the story.

"There you are."

Elena pulled me into the circle by my wrist. Her fingers were warm. She always ran hot; I ran cold under lace.

"Everyone, this is my matron of honor, Renee. Renee, this is Marcus."

Renee turned. Tall. Silver blouse. Mouth that had practiced smiling in mirrors. At her throat, a thin gold chain, same gauge as the one Elena locked on me week two, same catch, same little tag with a date I could not read from here.

Renee's eyes slid over my corset, my shaved jaw, the way I stood in heels she recognized. Her pupils dilated once. Recognition. Not surprise.

"Pleasure," she said, and kissed Elena's cheek, then mine, dry and assessing.

Jealousy hit, fast and ugly. Elena touched Renee's chain with one finger, fond, proprietary.

"You wore yours at your shower too. Remember how they gasped."

Renee laughed low. "They thought it was fashion."

"They always do."

Elena's hand stayed on Renee's neck. My plug sat twice as thick in me. I wanted that hand on me. I hated that I wanted it. I hated Renee for already walking through the fire and coming out poised while I still shook over unsent texts.

Sasha raised a glass. "To the bride who can't wait for the aisle."

Two hundred guests. My name on the stamps. Huron had RSVP'd yes with a plus-one.

Renee leaned close while Elena opened a gift. Her perfume was sharp citrus.

"Fight it if you need to," she murmured, lips barely moving. "She expects that too."

Then she stepped back into the light, matron again, chain gleaming when she tilted her head to thank someone for a ribbon.

Fight it. The words sat in my ribs. Renee had rebelled and lost and now kissed Elena's cheek like a medal.

I found Huron by the elevator bank an hour later, him in a blazer with his phone out, thumb scrolling the group chat from the bachelor party that never happened for me.

"Huron. Hallway. Now."

He frowned. "Marcus, it's your shower. Elena said you were nervous, not…"

"Not what." I pushed him into the service corridor where the air ran hot and stale and the florist's coolers hummed through the wall. Temperature jumped; sweat pricked under my arms. "Listen. The wedding is a trap. The papers I signed. The cage. She's making me…"

"Making you what." His voice went flat. Not angry. Worse. Patient.

I grabbed his wrist. My nails were painted shell pink. He stared at them.

"She's turning me into the bride. The dress. The vows. Huron, I typed a message to you this morning. Get me out. Why do you think I'm in a corset at my own shower."

He pulled free. "Because you're devoted. Because you love her. She showed me the thread last week when you were at fittings."

"The thread."

"Texts. Photos. You in the gown, smiling. You told her you'd die if anyone saw before the reveal." His jaw worked. "You said it was roleplay. Kink. Your words, Marcus. She forwarded the screenshots."

My gut iced over. Screenshots I did not remember sending. Or remembered too late, drunk on her praise, face flushed, saying filthy yeses into the camera while she counted down days on the cage.

"No. Those were, she coached…"

"Marcus." Huron put a hand on my shoulder, gentle, the way you steady a friend breaking down at his own party. "Everyone out there is happy for you. Your dad cried when he saw the invite layout. You as bride. Elena as groom in the program draft. You signed off on the programs."

"I didn't read…"

"You always read." Quiet certainty. "You're the architect. You don't sign blind."

The cooler fans roared. My ears rang over them.

"I need you to kidnap me. One night. Burn the dress."

He looked at me like I had asked him to burn a church.

"Elena said you might panic today. Eight days left, pressure gets loud. She asked me to remind you." He pulled out his phone, turned the screen. A photo: me on my knees in the atelier, veil on, lipstick smeared, grin that looked real because she had edged me for an hour before snapping it. Caption from me to her, Can't wait to walk for you.

My throat closed.

"That's not…"

"It went to the wedding chat. Forty people. Huron, stop embarrassing her."

Embarrassing her.

The rebellion died in the corridor heat, no drama, just a valve shutting. Leverage gone. Huron believed the joyful bride story because I had been photographed into it and my best friend had toasted my surrender.

He went back to the party. I stood against cinderblock until my heels ached.

When I returned, Elena had that look. Calm. Hungry. Renee watched from the gift table, chain catching light when she breathed.

Elena kissed me in front of twelve women. "My nervous darling. Huron handled you?"

I could not speak.

"Good." She tucked hair behind my ear. Her whisper was only for me. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

My knees wanted to fold.

"We're leaving through the back. Vivian has the van."

The atelier fitting room was frigid after the florist heat. Vivian locked the door. Elena hung the shower sash on a hook like it was a prop we were done with.

"Strip to the waist. Skirt up. Hands on the bar."

I obeyed. Shame and jealousy still burning, no outlet. Renee's chain in my head. Huron's patient face.

Elena clicked the spreader onto my ankles. Cold metal on skin. She did not warm it first.

"You reached for rescue."

"It didn't send."

"Doesn't matter. You reached." She lubed the thicker plug, black silicone, ridged, bigger than morning training. "Matron of honor watches you learn. You hate that. Good. Hate is fuel."

She worked it in slow. Burn. Stretch. My asshole clenched and lost. The squelch echoed off the mirror panels. I bit my lip until copper taste.

"Count the ridges."

"One. Two. Three…"

She slapped my thigh. "Louder. Tell me what you are."

"A, training bride. Her toy."

"Whore."

"Your whore."

The plug seated. Full. She snapped a remote and the vibrator in my ass pulsed, low buzz climbing my spine while she strapped the ring gag behind my teeth.

"Drool for me."

Saliva ran over my chin. Temperature dropped on the wet skin. She fixed the wand to the cage, head pressed to the metal shield so every pulse hit my trapped dick through steel.

"Renee took three months. You'll take eight days. Let's see how many times you leak before you thank her name."

She turned the wand up.

My body jerked. Denied orgasm built wrong, prostate heavy around the plug, clitty screaming in its box. I gagged on the ring, moaned around it.

"Don't come. If you come, we add a day."

Lie. She always made me come anyway.

She slid gloves on, lubed her fingers, worked two into my ass beside the plug. Stretch burned white. She scissored, crooked, found the spot and punched it.

"Ah…"

"Ask."

"Please fuck my ass, Mistress, please let your whore…"

"Filthier."

"Ruin my hole. I'm your broken bride slut, use me…"

She added a third finger. The wet sound obscene. Vivian opened the door a crack; Sasha looked in, counted on her phone like she was timing a roast.

"Witness," Elena said. "He begs prettier when he's watched."

Sasha leaned on the doorframe. "That's one. Face already."

I had not caught the first leak. Clear drip from the cage vent, hitting the floor. Humiliation throbbed worse than the wand.

Elena pulled the plug halfway, thrust it back. Again. Pounding my ass with silicone while the wand buzzed relentless.

"Come for me. Ruined. No touch on your clit. Prostate only."

"Can't…"

"You can. Thank me for each one."

The crest hit prostate-first, cruel, partial. Cum oozed through the cage in thin pulses, not enough, too much, legs shaking. I sobbed around the gag.

"Thank you, Mistress, thank you, one…"

"Again."

She rammed the plug, twisted the wand higher. Second orgasm tore longer, meaner, ass clamping on her fingers, more dribble pooling on tile. Sasha said "two" flat, like a metronome.

Renee entered without knocking. Matron in her street clothes, chain visible. She stood at my eye level while I hung in the spreader.

"He reached for Huron," Elena told her.

"I heard." Renee touched my cheek, wiped drool with her thumb, fed it back past the gag. I gagged, swallowed salt.

"Jealous of me earlier?" she asked.

I nodded, tiny.

"Good. I was jealous of the girl after me." She looked at Elena with something like worship. "You'll stop reaching when the world stops listening."

Elena replaced the plug with her strap, thick veined black, no ceremony. She lined up, spread my cheeks, drove in one stroke to the hilt.

Air left my lungs. Full split. She fucked hard from the first thrust, no warm-up, belt slapping my ass, wand still on the cage.

"Pound back."

I rocked into her as much as the spreader allowed. Each thrust punched sound out of me, wet slap of lube and skin, the bell of the wand against steel.

"Say who owns the condo."

"You…"

"Say who signs at the altar."

"You…"

"Say who the guests are coming to see."

"The bride. Me. I'm…"

"Louder."

"I'm the bride, I'm Elena's bride whore…"

She choked me with the collar leash, short pulls timed to thrusts. Vision speckled. Third orgasm built from ass and cage together, nastier, longer. She did not let it crest easy; she edged me with the wand off-on until I begged through the gag, words mush.

"Four," Sasha said.

Elena rammed deep, held, vibrator max. I came screaming muffled, ass spasming on her cock, cum stringing from the cage in ugly ropes down my thighs.

"Hold it open."

She pulled out. Gape ache. Cool air on my stretched hole. She shoved the wand handle against my prostate through the gap, brutal angle, while Vivian clamped my nipples, silver bites.

"Last one. You'll thank Renee."

"No…"

"You will."

Renee knelt, watched my face while Elena worked the wand. Jealousy and worship twisted together. I hated her chain. I wanted to be her.

"Thank Renee for showing you the end."

I sobbed the words. Thank you Renee thank you for the chain thank you, Fifth orgasm broke me longest. Body convulsed, oversensitive, ass fluttering, cock dribbling after empty, noise I did not know I could make. Sasha said "five" and Elena turned the wand off.

Silence rang louder than the shower water had that morning.

They unstrapped me. I collapsed to the rug, cheek on wool, tasting spit and metal. Elena crouched, lifted my chin.

"Huron texts the group tonight. Photo of you in the sash. Caption: she's ready."

My stomach rolled.

"You'll smile in it."

She showed me the phone. The draft already open. Huron's reply slot glowing: can't wait to walk you down, cuz.

Cuz. Bride to the groom's side. My family tree rewritten in a group chat I was not in.

Renee fastened her coat. Chain hidden now. She paused at the door.

"Stop typing messages you won't send. The world already has its version."

They left. Vivian mopped the tile. I stayed on the floor, ass throbbing, cage sticky, eight days burning on my skin.

Elena called from the car. Speaker on in the fitting room.

"Tomorrow. Cathedral rehearsal. Your father picks you up at two. He bought shoes to match your gown."

My father. Arm in arm. Cameras.

I crawled to the bench, pulled the vow card from my bag with trembling fingers, recited the bride lines aloud to the empty room because my mouth knew them before my courage did.

Outside, church bells practice drifted across Huron Street, real sound, cold air under the door crack.

I had reached for rescue and the door had already been nailed shut from the other side.


Chapter 9: Asking for the Veil

Tulle dragged across my mouth and nose, one slow strip at a time, until the world went soft and white at the edges. A padlock charm at the nape of the veil caught the atelier lamp and threw a hard little flash against the glass. Chicago sat black beyond it. No cars. No voices. Just the hush in here and her hands on the comb.

She had not asked if I was ready. She never did anymore.

The gown hung on the form beside us, finished at last, ivory silk that drank the light and gave nothing back. My reflection in the fitting mirror wore the trial bodice, boned tight, my ribs locked under satin. The steel between my legs had been on forty-one days. Tomorrow would make forty-two. The wedding date sat on the cathedral calendar and on the engraving inside the band, two days out, close enough that my pulse kept time with it.

Elena stepped back and looked at the veil the way she looked at load-bearing walls. Precise. Final.

"Turn," she said.

I turned. The tulle shifted. Her perfume hit first, jasmine cut with the sharp clean smell of the atelier thread wax. Under that, my own sweat from the corset, and the faint rubber tang from the plug she had made me wear since the shower three nights ago. Huron had not come. He had not texted. I had told him everything in the service corridor at the hotel, voice cracking, begging him to pull me out, to tell my father, to stop the invitations. He had gone pale. He had said he would think about it. Then Elena's assistant had found me and marched me to the car. Huron's silence since then sat in my throat and would not go down.

She lifted the veil higher and set the comb into my upswept hair. Pins clicked. Each one a small nail.

"You wanted a fitting without the girls," she said. "You have it. Vivian is at the cathedral with the flowers. Sasha is on call. It's only us and the vows."

On the worktable lay the vow cards, her handwriting on thick cream stock. Bride's lines on top. Groom's lines underneath, crossed out with a single red line so clean it could have been printed. My stomach turned. I had signed papers I thought were refinance documents. I had learned too late to matter. The trap was already law. What was left was the aisle and the dress and whether I would walk as the man who fought or the thing who thanked her for winning.

She unclipped the trial veil and held the finished one. This one had a chain at the temples and the padlock at the nape, meant to close behind the head and stay closed until she opened it.

"Read the bride's card," she said. "Out loud."

My voice came out thin through the tulle she had left draped on my face.

"I take you to be my lawfully wedded wife," I read, and the words tasted like chalk and copper. "To have and to hold. From this day forward. For better, for worse."

"Again," she said. "Slower. Like you mean it."

I read it again. Slower. My clitty strained against the steel. Shame crawled up my neck under the pins. I hated that my body answered her before my mind caught up. I hated worse that I was tired of fighting a body that had already picked a side.

Elena set the vow card down and picked up the plug from the velvet tray. Black glass, thick at the base, the same one she had seated in me at the shower while her matron of honor watched with that quiet chain at her throat. The woman who used to be where I was. I had been jealous of how Elena touched her hair. I had been stupid. Jealousy was another leash.

"This stays in until I take it out," Elena said. "Tomorrow we rehearse the processional with the veil locked. Tonight you ask for what you need."

She held the plug in one hand and the veil in the other. Waiting.

My knees wanted to buckle. Not from pain. From the gap between the man who cornered Huron and the thing in the mirror with painted lips and a locked band between his legs. Coercion had carried me weeks. Fear had carried me after that. Gratitude was worse. Gratitude meant I chose the next step.

I opened my mouth. The first try died.

"Put it in," I whispered.

She did not move.

"Ask properly," she said. "Tell me what you want and thank me for giving it."

The words burned. I deserved the burn.

"Please seat the plug," I said, louder. "Lock the veil on me. I want to practice like it's real. Thank you for training me. Thank you for… for making me fit."

Her eyes held mine in the mirror. Calm. Hungry in a way she never showed the guests.

"Why," she said.

Not a question. A command for the true answer.

Because Huron left me. Because fighting hurt more than sinking. Because when you hold me down I come like a whore and I cannot pretend I hate it anymore. Because tomorrow there will be two hundred people and my father's arm and I would rather be your bride than the man who ran.

"Because I'm yours," I said. "Because I want to walk right. Because I don't want to embarrass you."

"Liar," she said, soft. "Try again."

My face went hot under the tulle.

"Because it makes me hard in the cage," I said. "Because I want you to see me wet and open and say I'm ready. Because if you're going to own me in front of everyone I want to deserve it."

Silence. Then she nodded once.

"Bend over the stool."

I bent. The corset bit. She spread my cheeks with oiled fingers, two at once, stretching the hole that had learned her schedule. The old plug slid out with a wet sound I hated and needed. Cool air on my rim. Then the glass pushed in, thicker, filling me inch by inch until my breath hitched and my hole clenched and could not keep it out.

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

I took it. The base seated flush. My legs shook.

"Good hole," she murmured. "Stay bent."

She did not rush. She worked a lubed vibrator against the steel cage from behind, buzzing through the metal so my cock jumped and leaked without ever getting hard. Precum slicked my thighs. The smell of it mixed with oil and her perfume. She pressed the wand harder while her thumb circled the plug base, nudging it deeper. My ass swallowed the glass. Squelch. Slap of her palm on my cheek.

"Tell me what you are," she said.

"A sissy bride," I gasped. "Your sissy. A locked little slut in a corset."

"And tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow I rehearse in the cathedral. I curtsy. I say I do."

She turned the wand up. My vision narrowed. I bit the inside of my cheek. Taste of blood and lipstick.

"Come for me without touching your cock," she said. "Spill in the cage like the toy you are."

I tried to hold back. Useless. The orgasm rolled up my spine, cruel and dry, clitty jumping in the steel, cum dribbling out in thin strings that stained the inside of the band and dripped down my balls. I moaned into the stool seat. My ass clenched on the plug so hard my hole ached.

"Thank you," I choked out before she told me to. "Thank you, Elena."

She turned the wand off. The aftershocks kept shuddering through me.

"Stand."

I stood on jelly legs. She turned me to face the mirror and drew the finished veil over my head. Tulle settled on my shoulders. She brought the chain to my temples and clicked the padlock at my nape. The lock snapped shut with a sound like a door closing on a life I used to have.

I could still see through the mesh, but the world was filtered. Bride-colored.

"Kneel."

I knelt on the padded fitting rug. The plug shifted inside me. The cage cooled against my thigh, wet with what she had milked out of me.

She lifted my chin with two fingers.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

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

"Louder."

"I'm yours, Elena. Yours."

She held a small box. I had not seen her open it. Inside, on black velvet, lay a thin gold band for my upper arm, and a needle kit laid out like surgical tools.

A chill dropped through me.

"Rung nine," she said. "You asked for the veil. You asked for the plug. You thanked me. Now you wear my mark where the sleeve of your gown won't hide it."

"It's two days," I said. "The rehearsal. The guests."

"The rehearsal is why we do it now," she said. "When you raise your arm to take the bouquet, Vivian will see. When you sign the license at the altar, the photographer will catch it. You will not cover it. You will not explain it. You will smile."

I should have said no. The part of me that still thought it was an architect with a name on a building should have stood up and walked to the door.

I stayed on my knees.

"Do it," I said. "Mark me. I want… I want to carry you into the church."

Her mouth curved. Not kind. Satisfied.

She swabbed the inside of my upper arm with alcohol. The sting made my eyes water. The needle buzzed. Pain bloomed, bright and clean, a single letter followed by a tiny lock symbol, her initial and her claim in gold ink under my skin.

I hissed. Tears slid under the veil mesh.

"Breathe," she said. "Almost done."

When she finished, she pressed a cloth to the spot and held it there until the bleeding stopped. The mark throbbed in time with my heart.

"Look," she said.

I looked. E plus the lock. Small enough to call a fashion tattoo. Permanent enough to end arguments.

She helped me into the finished gown. Hooks up the back, one by one, my body disappearing under ivory. The weight of the skirt pooled on the floor. The corset inside the dress squeezed me until I could only take shallow breaths. Bride breath. She arranged the train and set the bouquet in my hands, white roses that smelled sweet enough to gag me.

"Processional," she said. "Show me."

I rose. The plug pressed deep with every step. The cage swung heavy between my thighs under all that silk. I walked the length of the atelier the way she had drilled me, chin down, eyes soft, feet in the heels she had locked on my feet an hour ago. At the imaginary altar I stopped and curtsied, skirt spreading, veil shifting, lock cold at my nape.

"Perfect," she said.

She did not sound surprised. She sounded like a woman whose blueprint finally matched the building.

She cleared the vow cards from the table and set down a strap harness and a thick silicone cock, black and curved, already glistening with lube.

My mouth went dry.

"One more thing tonight," she said. "Not a punishment. Maintenance. You will take my cock in your mouth until I am bored or you are drooling, then you will bend over and take it in your ass while the plug is still in. I want you stretched and leaking when you sleep. I want you to wake tomorrow sore and grateful."

She stepped into the harness and buckled it slow. The silicone hung heavy from her hips, obscene against her tailored slacks before she stripped them off. She was all muscle and control, no softness anywhere I could reach without permission.

"Open," she said.

I opened. The veil made it clumsy. She pulled the mesh aside and fed the head past my lips. Salt and silicone taste. My jaw ached. She did not thrust at first. She made me lick the shaft, base to tip, tasting lube and her skin where the harness rubbed her.

"Hands behind your back," she said.

I laced my fingers behind me. She held the back of my head and pushed deeper. Gag reflex kicked. I choked. Spit ran down my chin and soaked the tulle. She pulled back, let me gasp, pushed again, deeper this time, fucking my mouth in steady strokes that made wet obscene sounds bounce off the atelier mirrors.

"Eyes on me," she said.

I looked up through the veil. Her face was flushed now. Control with heat under it. She used my throat like a sleeve, not fast, relentless, each push training my gag to open for her.

"Good little cocksucker," she said. "Swallow. Don't spill."

I swallowed around the silicone. Drool still leaked. My clitty ached in the cage. I moaned around her cock and the sound vibrated against her.

She pulled out all the way. A string of spit connected my lip to the head. She broke it with her thumb and wiped it across my cheek like paint.

"Bend over the table. Skirt up. Plug stays."

I bent. She gathered the ivory silk to my waist. Cool air on my ass. The plug base winked at her. She poured more lube over it and over the strap cock, then pressed the head against my rim beside the glass.

"You're going to take two," she said. "My cock and the plug. Breathe out."

I breathed out. The stretch burned. My hole fought, then gave. The head popped in and my scream muffled against the tablecloth. She did not stop. She fed it deeper while her hand between my legs pressed the wand to the cage. Buzz through steel. Pain and pleasure stacked until I could not tell which was which.

"Take it," she said. "Take all of it, slut."

"I'm taking it," I sobbed. "Fuck your bride. Use me."

She bottomed out. Her hips flush to my ass. The plug and the cock filled me so full I could not clench. I was open. Gaped around her. She drew back and thrust, slow at first, then harder, the slap of her thighs on my cheeks loud in the empty room. The table rocked. Scissors and pin cushions rattled. My ass gave a slick, wet drag every time she rammed in, the smell of sex and lube thick as the jasmine.

She reached around and undid the cage.

Blood rushed to my cock. Still trapped, she had switched to a smaller opening ring for tonight, enough for the head to swell without freedom. She stroked what she allowed while she fucked my ass, two rhythms, hand and hips, until my legs trembled and my cock wept constant precum onto the floor.

"Don't come," she said. "Not until I say."

I bit my lip until it bled again. The denial hurt worse than the stretch. My body begged. She fucked me through it, long strokes that hit deep, the plug shifting inside me so every thrust rubbed two angles at once.

"Please," I gasped. "Please let me come."

"You please me," she said. "You don't ask for charity."

"Please let your sissy come," I corrected, voice breaking. "Please let your locked bride spill. I'll thank you. I'll count if you want. I'll say it in the cathedral."

"No counting tonight," she said. "One long ruin. Beg with your ass. Clench on my cock."

I clenched. She groaned low, first sound she had let slip all night. She pounded harder. The wand pressed. My cock head swelled in the partial ring. The orgasm built and built, denied at the edge, until my vision blurred and my hole spasmed around her and the plug.

"Now," she said.

I came. Hard. Cum shot in pulses onto the rug, thin and humiliating after weeks in steel, my ass milking her strap while I sobbed into the table. She kept fucking me through it, drawing it out, using me until my orgasm turned painful and still she did not stop.

When she finally stilled, I could not stand. She eased out. My hole gaped, twitching, plug still seated, lube and spit dripping down my thighs. She held me up and wiped me with a warm cloth, clinical after the ruin, and locked the full cage back on with a click that meant tomorrow again.

"Sit," she said.

She sat me on the stool in the gown and veil, lock still at my nape. She handed me water. I drank. It tasted like metal and roses.

She picked up the groom's vow card, the one with the red line through it, and tore it in half. Slow. Deliberate. Dropped the pieces in the bin.

"That voice is dead," she said. "Tomorrow Huron meets us at the cathedral for the rehearsal. He will see you in the veil. He will see the mark. If he still wants to rescue you, he can try in front of my florist and my priest."

My chest tightened. Huron. The last thread to who I was.

"And if he does?" I asked.

"Then you choose again," she said. "In public. With my hand on your back."

She would win either way. She always did.

She adjusted the veil one last time and kissed my forehead through the mesh. Her lips were warm. Almost tender. The trap in tenderness was worse than the strap.

"Two days," she said. "You walk the aisle. You sign. You curtsy. You thank me at the altar where everyone can hear."

"I will," I said. And meant it. That was the horror. That was the gift.

She turned off the lamps one by one. Chicago stayed dark outside. The atelier smelled like cum and wax and her perfume. I sat in the finished gown, locked veil, marked arm, plug deep, cage wet, and listened to her lock the front door.

In the silence after, I whispered it to the mirror, bride in white, groom dead on the floor in torn paper.

"Thank you."

The lock at my nape caught the last light when she opened the back door for the car.

Tomorrow the cathedral. Tomorrow Huron's face. Tomorrow the rehearsal that was never just a rehearsal.

I stood when she called. I took her arm. I went.


Chapter 10: Named Her Wife

The bells hit my ribs before my feet left the carpet. The organ took the nave in one long swallow and every flash along the pews burned white holes into my veil. Two hundred faces. Colleagues who still thought I drew the condo. My mother's cousins. Elena's board. All of them looking at white silk and a waist I could not breathe around without her numbers.

Huron's arm was iron through the sleeve. My father smelled like aftershave and the old wool coat he wore to every church. He squeezed once, proud, and steered me toward the altar where Elena stood in black, smiling like she owned the stone.

She did. She owned the stone, the firm, the accounts, the deed with my ink already dry from weeks I thought were refinance forms.

The plug shifted with each step. Heavy glass, seated last night when I asked her to push it home and lock the veil myself. The corset laced me down to the cards in my glove. The metal between my legs pressed my trapped dick flat and leaking into the satin lining Elena had sewn in for that purpose. Weight on weight. Texture on texture. I smiled because the program said smile, and because the tightness in my chest had stopped fighting and gone still.

Cameras clicked. Someone whispered how radiant the bride looked.

Bride.

The word slid over me like another layer of fabric. I curtsied inside my shoes without breaking stride. Huron matched the rehearsal timing. Left, right, left. Forty-two days engraved on the lock at my groin and zero left on the calendar over the doors.

Elena mouthed one word when we drew close. Mine.

The officiant, a woman named Gloria with a silver cross, raised her hands. She had met me once as Marcus the architect donating pew restoration. Today she read from Elena's script and never stumbled.

"Dearly beloved."

Huron placed my hand in Elena's and stepped back. My palm was slick inside the glove. Elena's fingers closed, cool, sure.

Gloria looked at me through the lace at my eyes. "Do you take Elena to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, in sickness and in health, forsaking all others, for as long as you both shall live?"

Elena's vow card shook once in my other hand. Her handwriting. Bride's vows. I was to speak them in my trained voice, the one Vivian drilled at the atelier until my throat belonged to the role.

I opened my mouth. The corset allowed only a bride's breath.

"I take you, Elena, to be my wife," I said, and the cathedral heard a woman promise obedience, service, body given. "I give you my name, my home, my days. I will stand at your side as you command. I am yours in sight of God and these witnesses."

My clitty throbbed against steel. Shame should have clawed up. It did not. Peace sat in my belly, warm as the plug, and I wanted the next line.

Gloria turned to Elena. She said groom's lines in a voice that cut. I do. I do.

Then Gloria faced the crowd.

"By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you married. You may kiss your wife."

Elena lifted my veil with two fingers. The lace rasped. She kissed my mouth, public, dry, ownership. Applause rolled down the aisles. I stood in it and let them photograph Elena's bride.

Gloria lowered her voice for the license only the wedding party could hear. "Sign here, please. Both parties. This filing completes the marital property schedule attached."

The clipboard held the same stack I signed at Huron's kitchen table believing it was a line of credit on the condo I designed. Elena's assistant had not lied. Refinancing. My hand had moved anyway.

Elena slid the pen between my fingers. "Sign your married name, sweetheart. The one we practiced."

I wrote the letters Vivian made me trace until my wrist ached. Not Marcus. The new name. The bride name on the certificate that transferred sole signatory, equity, accounts, home, to Elena in one notarized stroke.

The ink dried while cameras flashed again.

Gloria said, "Congratulations, Mrs." and used the name from the form.

Mrs.

Huron clapped me on the shoulder. "Beautiful ceremony, Marcus…"

He caught himself, laughed, corrected to the name on the program. Guests already had the program. Bride. Wife. He hugged me careful of the train Sasha pinned this morning.

Elena whispered at my ear, "Curtsy for your husband."

I sank, skirts pooling, thighs burning from the plug, eyes down. The nave cheered. Elena took my chin, lifted it, let them see flushed cheeks they read as joy.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said, so low only I could hear.

I already did. The thank you stuck behind my teeth with spit and lipstick.

The reception was marble and champagne I could not drink without ruining the lipstick. Elena worked the room on my arm. Partners from the firm shook my hand and called me lucky. Renee filmed for the highlight reel. Thursday toasted the couple and meant Elena. I smiled until my face ached and the weight of skirt and corset and locked veil became my skeleton.

Each time Elena introduced me, she used the wife name. Each time I answered, my clitty leaked another stripe into the lining.

When the last speech died, Elena squeezed my hand. "Suite. Now."

Sasha and Vivian rode the elevator with us, silent, professional. The bridal suite door shut on the corridor noise. Elena locked it.

"Strip the bride," she told them.

Vivian unlaced the corset. Each eyelet released air I had not known I hoarded. Sasha lifted the gown over the locking veil, careful, then unhooked the veil at the nape. My neck bare. The room colder on sweat.

I stood in stockings, garter, the steel cage, and the plug tail visible between my cheeks.

Elena sat on the bed edge. "On your knees, wife."

I knelt on carpet that cost more than my first car. It bit my knees through the stockings. Good. I wanted bite.

"Thank me," Elena said.

"Thank you for marrying me. Thank you for taking me. Thank you for the name."

"Louder. Like you mean it for them downstairs."

I shouted it once. My throat raw from vows. Elena nodded at Vivian.

Vivian brought the garment bag. My old groom's suit inside, the one I thought I would wear today. Elena zipped it shut and tagged it with a silver label. Trophy. Sealed.

"Gone," Elena said. "Say it."

"My suit is gone."

Sasha produced the permanent lock plate for the cage. Small hex tool. The temporary wedding key went into an envelope addressed to Huron for return mail.

"No more key," Elena said. "Tell me what you want."

I swallowed. My mouth tasted like champagne I had only pretended to sip.

"I do not want the key."

Elena's smile broke sharp. "Good girl."

She nodded at Sasha again, who fit the plate and turned the screw until the mechanism seated with a click that echoed in my balls. Permanent. Forty-two days of engraving made law on my skin.

Elena spread her legs. She wore nothing under the black dress now. Strap harness and a thick silicone cock, matte black, already slicked.

"Open your mouth, slut."

I leaned in. The head pushed my tongue down. Salt and silicone. She held the back of my head and fed inch by inch until my nose touched harness leather and drool ran off my chin onto stockings.

"Say what you are."

"A cocksucking wife."

"Again."

"Your cocksucking wife."

She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet dick. "On the bed. Ass up. Keep the plug until I say."

I climbed onto satin, ass high, face in sheets that smelled like hotel laundry and her perfume. Sasha clicked a spreader bar between my ankles. Vivian set the wand on the nightstand, plugged in, humming ready.

Elena worked the plug slow. Twist, pull, the glass neck stretching my rim. I clenched anyway. The pop when it left made a wet sound I hated and needed.

"Count the first one clear," Elena said, and pressed the wand to my cage through the bars.

The vibration hit my clitty like a command. My hips jerked. Two fingers from her other hand shoved into my ass without warning, scissoring wide.

"One. Oh fuck, one."

"Do not come yet."

She turned the wand higher. My thighs shook. The fingers became three, then four, stretching burn that lit my spine.

"Please, Elena, I can't."

"You can. You will. Beg for my cock in your hole."

"Please fuck my ass. Please use your wife's asshole."

She replaced fingers with the strap cock, one hard thrust to the root. The slap of harness on my cheeks. Slick drag in and out, obscene squelch from lube and open rim.

The wand buzzed relentless on steel and skin. I bit the sheet. Orgasm climbed and she killed the wand dead.

"Not yet, whore."

"Please."

"Thank me for denying you."

"Thank you for denying me, Mistress."

Mistress in the suite where law said wife. Both true. Peace again, twisted with need.

She turned the wand on. Drove ten strokes brutal. My prostate hammered. I screamed into cotton.

"Come. One. Now."

I came trapped, clitty jumping in the cage, cum pumping in thin stripes that Vivian wiped with a cold cloth while I still spasmed.

"That's one," Vivian said, calm counter.

Elena did not stop fucking. Long strokes, short strokes, grinding deep circles that made my ass gape around silicone.

"Two coming," she said. "Hold it."

I could not. The wand returned. My ruined clitty hated the touch and bucked for it. Elena reached under and pressed a small vibrator against my taint behind the cage, buzzing bone deep.

"Two. Fuck, two, thank you, thank you."

Cum leaked again, thinner, humiliating, no permission in my balls, just forced spill while my ass clenched on her cock.

"Good little toy," Elena said. "Sasha, beads."

Sasha lubed a string of anal beads, thick spheres, and fed them into me one at a time while Elena held still, cock buried. Each bead seated with a pop. Seven. Eight. My ass full of glass and silicone both.

"Move," Elena said, and fucked through the beads, dragging them against my walls.

I sobbed. "Too much."

"Three."

She yanked the wand to max and pulled the beads out in one ruthless string. The stretch, the burn, the empty clench, then her cock slamming back in. I came screaming her name, not the new name, Elena, like a prayer I was not ashamed of anymore.

"Three," Vivian said.

Elena flipped me onto my back, legs over her shoulders, stocking seams digging her arms. She fucked downward into my ass, angle punching deep, while she wrapped her hand around my cage and shook it cruel.

"Look at me."

I looked. Mascara ruined. Lipstick gone. Her eyes steady.

"Say the name on the license."

I gasped it out between thrusts. The wife name. Each syllable a thrust.

"Again."

I said it until it stopped tasting foreign.

"Four," she said. "Give it to me."

The fourth orgasm ripped longer than the others, legs cramping, ass gaping, clitty dribbling, noise ugly from my throat. Sasha held my wrists above my head. Vivian wiped cum from my belly and counted four like a metronome.

Elena pulled out. My asshole stayed open a second, twitching, obscene. She pressed the plug back in, sealing mess inside.

"Kneel."

I slid off the bed, knees weak, and knelt on the floor without being told twice.

Elena handed me a fountain pen and a cream card. Wedding stationery. The line for signature blank.

"Your married name. First time you mean it."

My hand shook less than at the altar. I signed. The loops Vivian taught. The name Gloria spoke. The name two hundred guests put on their calendars when they thought Marcus was the groom.

Elena took the pen, signed beside me, then cupped my jaw.

"Mine in law. Mine in church. Mine in this room."

"Yours."

She kissed my forehead. "The atelier has three fittings tomorrow. New brides. You'll help Vivian pin hems when you're sore enough."

A laugh slipped out of me, broken, real.

I knelt in stockings and permanent steel while she hung the groom's bag in the closet like a hunted pelt. The wand cooled on the stand. My ass throbbed around glass. The certificate and the license and the signature dried in my married name on the desk by the champagne no one finished.

Outside, Chicago kept humming. Inside, I stayed on my knees and did not ask for the key I would never want again.
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