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Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: The Brass Hook

Istood on his doorstep at dusk with the landlord’s letter folded sharp in my coat pocket and the word stuck behind my teeth.

Fortnight.

I said it once under my breath. Then again, colder, like I meant it. One bag sat against my calf. The brass knocker waited. My thumb found it before my pride could invent a better plan.

Rhys opened on the second knock. Forty, broad in a plain dark shirt, and already looking at me like he had sorted the evening into slots. The cold from the street slid in past my ankles.

“Ivy.”

“Fortnight,” I said. “I’m here a fortnight. Then I sort my flat.”

He stepped aside. “Come in. Coat off. Bag by the wall.”

“I can hang my own coat.”

“You can do as you’re told.” His voice stayed even. “Coat. Now.”

Heat climbed my throat for no good reason. I stripped the coat and shoved it at the stand. The letter crackled in the pocket. Thirty days. Sign or hand over the keys at noon on day thirty. I had rehearsed a short stay and the paper had already laughed at me.

He pointed at the kitchen chair nearest the table. “Sit.”

“I’m not a guest you park.”

“Sit, Ivy.”

I sat. The wood was cool through my jeans. My jaw locked. My shoulders dropped a fraction before I could stop them, and the drop made my cunt twitch like it had been waiting for an order all day. I hated that. I wanted more of it at the same time, which was worse.

He set a plate in front of me. Warm food. Real heat coming off it.

“Eat.”

“I ate earlier.”

“You will eat now. Then we talk.”

I picked up the fork because arguing with a plate looked stupid. The first bite hit my tongue and my stomach pulled tight around it. I chewed. He watched from across the table with his hands still, and the quiet of the house pressed on my ears. A fridge hummed. My own breathing sounded too loud.

“You’re exhausted,” he said.

“I’m fine.”

“You’re thin with it. You came here because deciding everything yourself has started to taste like dirt.” He did not soften it. “You will do exactly as I say.”

My fork stopped. “That is a hell of a first line.”

“It is the only line that matters tonight. You stay under my roof, you follow my rules. Bedtime. Meals. Phone away at eight. Lights out when I say. You argue if you need to. You obey anyway.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then you leave with your bag and your letter and your thirty days.” He nodded once at my coat. “I saw the crease in the pocket. Your landlord wants an answer. You get to keep that choice. Everything else here is mine to set.”

My pulse kicked hard between my legs. Eleven years of running my own hours and one calm man had me clamping my knees together under his table. I wanted to tell him to fuck off. My mouth stayed shut around another bite.

“Where do I sleep?” I asked, sharp on purpose.

“Upstairs. After you finish. After you tell me what you’re sick of carrying.”

“I’m not doing a therapy hour.”

“You’re doing what I asked. Speak.”

I laughed once, mean. “Fine. Bedtime. I hate picking it. Meals. I hate staring into a fridge at midnight like the answer will climb out. The phone. It never shuts up and I never put it down.” The words kept coming, ugly and fast. “Four o’clock hits and I still don’t know what I’m for. I’m tired of choosing the small shit so I can pretend I’m free.”

He pulled a yellow legal pad from a drawer and slid it in front of me with a pen on top. I wrote while I talked, not watching my own hand, the lines coming out crooked, no comment from him. My face burned. I kept going because stopping felt like admitting I had handed him something.

When I ran dry I set the pen down. “Good,” he said. “Stand up.”

“I’m still eating.”

“You’re done. Stand.”

I stood. The chair scraped. He walked me to the stairs without touching me, and the lack of it made my skin itch. Upstairs the bedroom was warm enough that my cheeks stung coming in from the cooler hall. He shut the door. The latch clicked soft and final.

“Clothes off.”

“Excuse me?”

“All of them. I put you to bed. You do nothing.”

“I can undress myself.”

“Hands at your sides.”

I put them there. He stepped in close. The heat of him hit first. Then his fingers on my jumper hem, lifting. Cool air hit my stomach. He pulled the wool over my head and dropped it. My bra next. The clasp gave. My tits spilled free and my nipples pulled tight in the cold air. Shame rolled through my belly hot and wet. He thumbed one nipple once, checking, and my cunt clenched so hard I had to bite my lip.

“Rhys.”

“Quiet.”

Jeans. Knickers. He peeled them down my thighs and I stepped out because standing in them half-on was worse. Thirty years old and naked in a stranger’s bedroom at the start of a fortnight I had already lied about. My bag was downstairs. My keys were in my fist. I had carried them up without thinking.

He took the keys from my hand and set them on the dresser. “Later.”

“Give those back.”

“Later,” he said again. “On the bed. On your front. Knees under you. Ass up.”

“You said bedtime.”

“I said I put you to bed. This is how.”

I climbed on. The sheets were cool against my cheek and breasts. Ass in the air. My hole was exposed in a way that made my ears ring. He opened a drawer. Plastic. Lube. A wand vibrator, thick-headed. A black butt plug, flared, bigger than I wanted to admit. A string of anal beads, glossy, graded from small to fat.

“You don’t get to decide the order,” he said. “You take what I put in you. You ask when you need to come. You count when I tell you to count. Say yes.”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“Yes what.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Daddy.”

The word landed wrong and right at once. My cunt dripped down my thigh. He made a low sound of approval and my clit jumped with it.

Lube poured cold into my crack. I hissed. His finger rubbed it over my asshole in slow circles, pressing, not entering yet. The wand clicked on. A hard buzz filled the room. He set the head flat against my clit and the sound jumped into my bones.

“Fuck.” My hips jerked.

“Stay still. You do nothing. I do all of it.”

I locked my knees. The wand chewed at my clit while his finger pushed into my ass, one knuckle, then two. The stretch burned. The buzz made it filthy. My pussy fluttered empty and jealous. He worked that finger in and out until the burn turned slick, then added a second. The wet sound of it filled the gaps in the drone. Squelch. Drag. My face mashed into the sheet.

“Look at you,” he said. “First night and your asshole is sucking my fingers like a hungry little whore. Say what you are.”

“I can’t.”

He curled the fingers. Pressure deep. The wand pressed harder. “Say it.”

“I’m a whore.” The word ripped out of me. “I’m a hole. Fuck. Please.”

“Better.”

He pulled his fingers free. The plug nosed at me, colder, thicker. He pushed. My ring fought it. He kept steady pressure until the fat of it forced through and my ass sealed around the neck with a filthy little pop. Full. Stuffed. The plug sat heavy inside me while the head kept grinding my clit.

“You will come on the plug,” he said. “Out loud. Count it.”

“I don’t…”

The orgasm hit before I finished the sentence. My cunt clenched on nothing. My ass clamped the plug so hard my thighs shook. Sound tore out of me, raw. Wetness flooded down onto the wand head and made the buzz smear and slap.

“That’s one,” I gasped. “Fuck. One.”

“Good girl.”

He did not stop. The wand stayed. Every nerve down there went past raw. I tried to crawl forward. His free hand pinned my hip to the mattress.

“You stay. You take the next one.”

“It’s too much.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please, Daddy, I can’t, it’s too…” Another crest slammed through me, nastier, my asshole fluttering around the plug, clit jumping against the hard head. Spit wet the sheet under my mouth. “Two. That’s two. One more. Shit. One more.”

“Ask for it.”

“Please make me come again. Please use my ass. Please, I’ll say it, I’m your dirty little toy, just don’t stop, don’t…”

He switched the wand to a sharper pulse and shoved the plug deeper by the base at the same time. Third orgasm ripped me open. I counted it broken, “three, three,” while my hole milked the plug and my empty cunt gushed down my thighs in audible drips. The smell of sex rose thick and warm. Sweat stuck hair to my cheek.

He shut the wand off. Silence slammed in. My panting filled it. He worked the plug out. My asshole gaped for a second, lewd, open, before it tried to close. He did not give it time. The beads came next. Smallest first, popped in. Then the next. Then the next, each one thicker, each stretch a fresh burn. He packed them into me until my ass was crowded and wrong and perfect.

“Hold them,” he said.

I clenched. Failed. Clenched again. He unzipped. His cock slapped heavy against my cheek when he stepped to the side of the bed, thick, already wet at the tip. Forty years on him and he was hard as a man half that, veins standing, the head flushed dark.

“Open.”

I opened. He fed his cock into my mouth and the salt hit my tongue. He fucked my throat in short strokes, his other hand toying with the bead string, tugging enough to make the largest one drag at my rim. Gag. Drool. Spit ran down my chin onto my tits. The wet choke sounds mixed with the soft click of the beads shifting inside me.

He pulled out of my mouth. “On your back. Legs wide. Hold your knees.”

I rolled. The beads shifted and I moaned at the drag. He hooked my knees up and open until my holes were spread for him under the bedroom light. Exposed. Graded by his eyes. He spat on my asshole and rubbed it in with his thumb.

“I’m going to fist this greedy hole,” he said. “You ask for every inch. You thank me when it’s in. You come when I grind that wand on your clit with my hand buried in you. Clear?”

My stomach dropped. My cunt throbbed. “Clear.”

Lube again, thick. Two fingers. Three. Four. The stretch turned sharp. I breathed through it in ugly shallow pants. His knuckles pressed. My rim burned white-hot.

“Ask.”

“Please put your hand in my ass, Daddy. Please fist me. Please stretch my whore hole.”

He pushed. The widest part of his hand forced me open. I cried out. Then his fist was inside, a thick occupying weight that made my whole pelvis seize. Full past sense. My mouth hung open. Drool ran. He turned his wrist a fraction and the pressure rang up my spine.

The wand came back on, pinned to my clit while his fist stayed buried. Both at once broke me clean.

“Four,” I sobbed as I came, cunt spasming, ass locked around his wrist, thighs jerking in his hold. “Four. Fuck. Can’t. Can’t.”

“One more. Say what you are while you take it.”

“I’m a hole. I’m a used little bitch. I’m Daddy’s toy. Please, pull them, please fist me, please I need…”

He dragged the beads out around his wrist in a wet rush, each pop a fresh shock, then drove his fist short and brutal inside the stretched ring. The wand ground my clit without mercy. The fifth hit so hard I lost words. Fragments only. Too much. Full. Ass. Coming. Please. My pussy squirted a thin spray onto his forearm and the sheets. The sound was obscene. Slick. Slap. My own broken cry.

He worked his fist out. The empty ache made me whimper. My asshole stayed soft and open, used, shining with lube and my own mess. He wiped his hand on my inner thigh like I was a towel.

“Stay still ten minutes,” he said. “Hands on the headboard. No rubbing. No closing your legs. I decide what your body does. You do nothing.”

I gripped the wood. Legs open. Cunt dripping. Ass throbbing. The clock of the house ticked somewhere downstairs. Cool air moved over wet skin and made me shiver. He sat on the edge of the bed and watched me shake through the aftershocks without touching. Every second of being looked at and not allowed to hide stacked shame on the heat until I could barely stand my own breathing.

When he stood, he pulled the sheet up over me. Tucked it. Switched off the brighter lamp and left a low one on.

“Phone.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Your phone. Eight o’clock rule starts tonight. Give it.”

I pointed weakly at my jeans on the floor. He took the phone from the pocket, powered it down, and set it on the dresser beside my keys.

“Tomorrow you wake when I wake you. Breakfast when I plate it. You ask before you leave a room. You ask before you touch yourself. You hang your flat keys on the brass hook by the front door before you sleep. That hook is yours. I do not touch those keys. That choice stays on you for the thirty days.”

The letter in my coat downstairs weighed a ton.

He brought the keys to the bed and set them in my palm. “Downstairs. Hang them. Then come back up and ask me properly for permission to stay in this bed.”

I got up on unsteady legs. Cum and lube cooled on my thighs as I walked naked down his stairs. The hook caught the hall light. I hung my flat keys on it. The metal chimed once. The sound went through me cleaner than any of the orgasms. My whole story since nineteen, the one where nobody led me anywhere, sat on that hook and did not fall off.

I climbed back up. He stood by the bed.

My voice came out stripped. “May I stay in your bed tonight. Please. Not as a joke. For real.”

“Yes,” he said. “You may.”

I had asked. He had granted. I could not unsay it.

He pointed at the mattress. “In. On your side. Ass toward me.”

I climbed in. He fitted behind me, still dressed from the waist down, cock soft now against the sore heat of my backside. His arm pinned my waist.

“Tomorrow at four you sit at the table and tell me how the day went. No editing. Lights out when I say. And Ivy.”

“Yeah.”

“In the morning I put the plug back in before breakfast. You wear it while you eat. If you argue, you wear it longer. Sleep.”

I shut my eyes. The brass hook held my keys downstairs. The letter waited in my coat. Twenty-nine days left after this one, and the first real permission I had ever asked for was already spent.

His mouth brushed my hair once.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “you will ask before you come. Every time. Fail that, and I edge you until you cry for the privilege. Understood?”

“Understood, Daddy.”

“Good. Now be still.”


Chapter 2: No Deflection Allowed

The white bowl sat full in front of me and his fork lay flat beside his plate.

He had set it down the second I laughed. The stew still steamed. Rosemary and black pepper climbed off the surface and stuck in my throat. Seven o’clock on the dot. Day three. Twenty-seven days left on the renewal, and the letter still sat under the fruit bowl like it owned the room.

“Try again,” Rhys said.

I wiped my mouth on the napkin. “Thank you, Daddy. I mean, it is only stew, so…”

The fork stayed down. His eyes did not move off my face.

“Ivy.”

My stomach pulled tight. Heat slid low between my legs before I could stop it, wrong and fast, like my body had already picked a side. I wanted to shove the bowl away and call the whole thing a joke. The joke was the armour. It always had been.

“No joke,” he said. “No qualifier. No well, barely. You say thank you, Daddy. Then you stop.”

I stared at the spoon. The stew smelled rich enough that my mouth watered and my eyes stung. I had not chosen a single thing on this plate. He filled the bowl before I came downstairs. That was the rule. Food was decided. Now praise was decided too.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said. “Though anyone could…”

Fork. Down. Again.

Silence. My pulse climbed into my ears. I counted the ticks of the kitchen clock. I thought about the brass hook by the door and the decision hanging there that he would not touch. About leaving. My thighs locked together under the table instead.

“Four chances,” Rhys said. “You have used two. Eat nothing until you get it clean.”

I put the spoon down. My fingers shook on the wood.

“This is stupid.”

“This is the rule,” he said. “Praise may not be deflected. You have lived on shrinking yourself before anyone else can. That ends here.”

The words went in under the joke and stuck. My cheeks burned. Under the table my pussy throbbed, slick already, and the shame of that only pushed it higher. I was sitting at a dinner table failing at thank you, and my cunt was getting wet for it.

Third try. I dragged air in through my nose. Pepper. Meat. Him, clean soap under the food smell.

“Thank you, Daddy. I guess I did okay…”

His chair scraped back. He stood, walked around the table, and stopped at my shoulder. Warm breath at my ear. I stopped breathing.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

He pulled my chair out. The legs shrieked on the tile. He tipped my chin up with two fingers until I had to look at him.

“Last chance at the table. Then we do this another way.”

My throat clicked. The part of me that ran meetings and paid bills on time screamed to stand up and walk out. My nipples tightened under the soft shirt he had laid out for me. Traitor body. Whole damn thing.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

I clamped my mouth shut after it. No joke. No shrink. The silence after the words felt huge, like stepping off a curb into traffic. My shoulders shook. Tears pricked without permission.

Rhys’s mouth curved, small and pleased.

“Good girl. That is how you take it. Clean. Unarmoured.”

The praise hit harder than the rule. I had nowhere to put it. It went straight in and left me shaking in the chair.

“Eat,” he said.

I ate. Every bite tasted louder than it should have. Salt. Fat. The soft give of potato. He watched me finish the bowl like it was a test I could still fail. When the spoon scraped empty he took it from me and set it in the sink.

“Upstairs. Now.”

I stood on soft knees. He walked behind me up the stairs. His presence pressed at my back the whole way. In the bedroom he pointed at the rug at the foot of the bed.

“Clothes off. Kneel. Facing the bed.”

I stripped. Air moved over my bare skin. My tits hung heavy. Between my legs I was already shiny. I dropped to my knees on the rug and stared at the duvet. Little space tugged at the edges of me, that floaty drop where decisions went away. I fought it and lost ground with every breath.

Rhys opened the bottom drawer. The drag of the wood in the runners set me clenching. He set items on the bed where I could see them. A thick black plug. A wand. A bottle of lube. Soft cuffs.

“You spent dinner trying to make yourself smaller,” he said. “Now you are going to beg to be used properly, and you will not get to laugh any of it off.”

He cuffed my wrists behind my back. The click made my breath hitch. He tipped me forward until my cheek met the duvet and my ass was up. Fingers parted me. Cool air on wet folds.

“Soaked from being told thank you,” he said. “Pathetic little slut. Tell me what you’ve turned into.”

My face went hot against the fabric. “I am a slut.”

“Louder. Specific.”

“I am Daddy’s dirty hole who gets wet when she is not allowed to joke.”

“Better.”

Lube ran down my crack, cold, and I jolted. His thumb rubbed it over my asshole in slow circles. Pressure. Then the tip of his finger pushed in. Burn. Stretch. I gasped into the bed.

“Take it,” he said. “This hole belongs in my house the same way your meals do.”

He worked the finger deeper. In and out. Added a second. The stretch edged toward too much and my pussy leaked down my thighs anyway. The wand clicked on. He pressed the buzzing head to my clit and held it there while his fingers fucked my ass.

Too much. Too fast. My hips jerked. He pinned me with a forearm across my lower back.

“You do not get to finish until you beg for it the way I want,” he said. “Filthy. Clear. No shrinking.”

The wand buzzed against my clit in a hard, mean rhythm. His fingers scissored inside my ass. Slick sounds filled the room. I smelled my own arousal mixed with the lube, sharp and dirty. My mouth watered around a moan I tried to swallow.

“Daddy,” I got out. “I need…”

“Need is not begging.”

He pulled his fingers free. Empty ache. Then the plug pressed at my rim, thicker than his fingers. He pushed. My hole fought and lost. The thickest part forced me open, then seated deep, and left me full and throbbing.

“Clench,” he said.

I clenched. The plug shifted inside me. He turned the wand up and ground it against my clit until my thighs shook. Edge slammed into me. I almost tipped. He pulled the wand away.

“No.”

A broken sound tore out of me. “Let me. I will do anything.”

“Then ask like the whore you are becoming in this house.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. The clean thank-you from dinner sat in my mouth. This was the other side of it. Being seen. Being named. Nowhere to hide.

“Please,” I said, and hated how thin it sounded. “Fuck my pussy. Use my ass. I need to cum on your cock like a good little toy. I will say thank you after and I will not deflect. Daddy, let your slut break.”

He waited a beat, listening for armour. There was none left.

“Stay down.”

Belt buckle. Zip. The blunt head of his cock nudged my entrance. He shoved in to the root in one hard stroke. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass turned the fit brutal, every inch dragging against the thin wall between. He fucked me in deep, measured thrusts that slapped skin on skin. Wet. Loud. Obscene.

“This is what happens when you take a compliment without running,” he said. “You get filled. You get used. You get kept on the edge until your mouth tells the truth.”

He gripped my hip and pounded harder. The plug jolted with every thrust. My clit ached, untouched now, swollen and furious. Drool wet the duvet under my cheek. I could taste salt from my own tears.

“More,” I sobbed. “Stuff me. Ruin me. I am just a hole, Daddy, make me take it.”

He pulled out. Empty again. Then his cock pressed at my stretched asshole beside the plug and I panicked.

“That will not fit.”

“It will. Breathe.”

He eased the plug out. My rim fluttered, gaping for a second. Then his dick pushed into that same raw ring. Thick. Slow. The burn climbed my spine. I cried out. He kept going until his hips met my cheeks and my ass was packed full of cock.

“Good girl. Taking Daddy deep where it hurts.”

He fucked my ass in short, grinding strokes. One of his palms slid under me and found my clit, working rough circles while he plowed my ass. Both at once wrecked me. I shoved back onto him without meaning to.

“Beg to come on Daddy’s cock,” he said.

My brain blanked. “Please.”

“You heard me. Ask me to wreck this greedy ass and drag it out of you. Ask like you mean it.”

Horror and heat tangled so tight I could not separate them. I wanted to refuse. My ass fluttered around his cock instead.

“Make me come,” I whispered.

“Louder. Full sentence.”

“Fuck my asshole until I come, Daddy. Ruin me on your cock. Use me until I cannot close. I am your little whore and I need it.”

He drove deeper. His hips slapped my cheeks, the head grinding the raw ring on every stroke. His palm stayed under me, fingers working my clit in rough circles, relentless. The burn turned huge. My pussy clenched on nothing, dripping onto the rug. He hooked an arm under my hips and hauled me back onto him, seating himself until I felt him in my belly.

I screamed into the duvet. Full. Split. Shaking.

“That is it,” Rhys said, calm as dinner. “Look at you. Speared on Daddy’s cock. Dinner manners and a gaping hole. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

No joke after it. Clean. I shook so hard the bedframe creaked.

He fucked me hard and even, root to tip, while the wand came back against my clit. The buzz and the brutal stretch shoved me straight to the cliff. My voice broke into scraps.

“Cannot. Too much. Gonna. Daddy. Let me. Let me finish. I will be good. I will take praise. I will take your cock. I will take anything. Let your dirty girl cum with you buried in her ass.”

He held me there, buzzing, stretched, sobbing, until the begging turned ragged and ugly and true.

“Now,” he said. “Cum for me. Make a mess.”

I broke.

My cunt seized. Slick gushed down my thighs onto the rug. My ass clamped hard around his cock in helpless pulses. Vision went white at the edges. Short crude noise ripped free. Wave after wave. Nothing left. Coming. Spasms kept hitting while he held the wand on my clit and drove himself deep. Cum and lube and my own mess went wet and filthy with every tiny shift.

He eased out only when I went limp. My hole stayed open for a second, used and aching. He wiped me with a warm cloth, then pressed the plug back in to keep me full. The cuffs clicked open and my arms dropped useless at my sides.

He gathered me up and sat on the bed with me in his lap, sticky and shaking. His shirt smelled like soap and stew and sex. I buried my face in it.

“You took the rule,” he said against my hair. “Praise stands. Deflection is done. Tomorrow you will practice again at breakfast.”

I nodded against his chest. Downstairs, the brass hook held the one choice he would not make. Twenty-seven days. The letter under the fruit bowl. My mouth still tasted like salt and rosemary and the raw shape of thank you.


Chapter 3: Four O'Clock

Iclosed my jaw around the rest of the sentence and kept talking anyway. His hand sat on the laptop lid like a paperweight, screen dark, cursor dead mid-clause.

“I had two more emails. Two. The client is waiting and you do not get to…”

“Four o’clock,” Rhys said.

I shoved at his wrist. The laptop stayed shut. My pulse jumped so hard my throat clicked.

“It is four-oh-seven. You are seven minutes late to your own stupid rule, and I am in the middle of a deliverable that pays my rent.”

“Your phone is in the drawer,” he said. “Work is closed. One hour on the floor beside my chair.”

“I am thirty years old and I run a whole freelance stack and you want me on the rug like a…”

He took the laptop out of my hands mid-word. Just lifted it. Walked it to the sideboard and set it down with a soft thud that ended the argument better than shouting.

My palms stayed open in the air, empty. My neck went hot. My cunt gave a traitor throb that had no business showing up in a work fight.

I hated that throb. I hated him for putting it there by taking a tool out of my grip.

“Rhys.”

“Floor,” he said. “Now.”

I stood. My knees locked. The brass hook by the door held my keys, and under them the landlord’s renewal letter waited in the dish where I had left it for six days. Friday. I had sworn I would sign Friday. Sign, scan, send. Keep the flat. Keep the exit.

He waited.

I went down. The rug bit my shins through thin cotton. One hour. Phone gone. Laptop gone. My whole competent life reduced to floorboards and the weight of his shoe two inches from my hip.

He sat. Opened a book. Turned a page.

I stared at the grain in the wood and listed every way I had failed at being a person who finished things on time. Missed invoices. Late replies. The lease still unsigned. I could alphabetize my disasters. I could not name one clean win without a joke stapled to it.

My thighs squeezed. Wet. Already. From being put on the floor.

I pressed my forehead to the chair leg and breathed through my teeth.

Sixty minutes of that. Texture of wool under my knees. Weight of nothing to do. When he closed the book he tapped the chair once.

“Up. Kitchen. Drink water. Then upstairs.”

I drank. The glass shook. He took it from me when I finished and set it in the sink.

“You fought the hour for six days,” he said. “Tonight the price changes.”

My gut went cold.

“What price.”

“You do not come tonight unless you say, out loud, in a full sentence, with no irony, one thing you did well today.”

I laughed. The sound cracked.

“That is easy. I filed three…”

“No punchline. No ‘well, barely.’ No shrug. One true thing. Then you earn release.”

The praise rule from dinner sat in my ribs like a bruise. Thank you and stop. No armor. Now he wanted the same bare throat turned inward, and my whole spine rejected it.

“And if I can’t.”

“Then you stay edged,” he said. “And you learn.”

He walked me upstairs with a hand at the back of my neck. Not hard. Certain. The spare room held the low padded bench he had brought out two nights ago and never explained. Leather. Buckles. A wedge that tipped the hips up.

“Clothes off. On your belly. Ass up.”

I stripped. The air hit my nipples and they peaked, shameless. I climbed onto the bench. The leather was cool, then warm under my stomach. My cheek pressed the pad. He buckled a strap over my lower back. Another above my knees. My cunt hung open to the room. My asshole clenched on nothing.

He dragged a fingertip through my slit and held it up, shiny.

“Soaked from being told to sit on the floor. Pathetic little slut.”

My face burned. My hips tried to chase his hand. The strap stopped me.

He opened a drawer. The butt plug came out first, thick black silicone, flared base. Then the wand, head heavy. Then a bottle of lube that clicked open, the wet sound going straight to my empty cunt.

Cold gel on my rim. I flinched. His thumb rubbed it in, circling, pressing. One finger pushed past the ring and I grunted into the leather.

“Breathe.”

He worked that finger in and out. Added a second. The stretch burned. My asshole fluttered around his knuckles and my cunt dripped onto the bench in a thin string.

“Look at you. Taking it in your ass already and you still cannot name one good thing about your day.”

“I sent the mockups,” I said, voice tight. “I sent them before lunch.”

“And.”

“And they were fine. Adequate. Whatever.”

He stopped moving.

“Try again.”

“Fuck you.”

The plug nosed my hole. He pushed. The widest part forced me open and I yelped, thighs shaking against the straps. It seated with a sudden give. Full. Heavy. My rim gripped the base and my brain went stupid for a second on the weight alone.

He switched it on. Low buzz. Pressed the head straight to my clit.

I jerked. The strap creaked. Pleasure punched up my spine too fast, too bright, shame right behind it. Already climbing and he had barely started.

“Ask for permission to come.”

“Can I…”

“Ask properly. Filthy.”

“Can I come on the wand like a desperate whore,” I gasped. “Please. Daddy. Let me.”

The last word slipped. I hated how easy it sat on my tongue.

He turned it up. My clit swelled against the hard head. Silicone shifted in my ass with every twitch. I chased the edge in ugly little jolts, clenching on air, thighs locked.

Right at the crest he ripped the wand away.

My orgasm broke open with nothing to ride. My pussy pulsed and spilled a thin rush of slick down onto the leather while my body seized around the plug and got no friction, no finish, only the wasted spasm leaking out of me in humiliating jerks.

I sobbed once. Raw.

“Ruined,” Rhys said. “That is what you get when you joke.”

“I didn’t joke.”

“Adequate. Whatever. That is a joke wearing a shrug.”

He pushed two fingers into my cunt without warning. Wet squelch. He fucked them in hard while the plug stayed buried and the dual stretch made my eyes water. His knuckles dragged. My clit ached, untouched, humming where the head had been.

“Say one true thing you did well.”

“I kept the client,” I said. “I kept them from leaving after the last delay.”

“And how did that feel.”

“Like I patched a hole with tape.”

He withdrew. Wand back on my clit. Higher. I screamed into the pad. The build came faster this time, meaner, my cunt grabbing at nothing, asshole gripping the plug in helpless flutters. Sweat slicked my back. Drool wet the leather under my cheek.

“Come for me and I will stop.”

“I, I can’t say it prettier…”

“Then you do not come.”

He held me there. Right there. My whole body tightened toward the drop. I begged in broken scraps. More. Need it. Fuck. He counted under his breath and at three he yanked the wand off again.

The ruined climax hit worse. My cunt spasmed hard enough to cramp. Slick gushed out in a messy pulse and ran down my thighs while I kicked against the straps and got nowhere. The smell of my own arousal filled the space between my face and the pad. Thick. Obscene.

I hung there shaking.

Rhys worked the plug out. My hole gaped for a second, empty and aching. Then his fingers returned, three this time, twisting into my ass with more lube. The burn climbed. He pumped them deep and steady, knuckles dragging my rim raw on every pass, and my breath left me in a punched sound.

“Take it.”

He fucked those three fingers into me hard while his free hand brought the wand back to my clit, full buzz, no build. My asshole stretched and clenched around his knuckles, greedy. The stretch and the buzz stacked fast. My cunt dripped in fat drops onto the bench while my whole body wound toward the drop.

“Good girl,” he said. “Hole open for Daddy.”

I came apart at the word and he gave me nothing for it. He tore the wand off at the exact crest, the climax spilling out ruined and wasted. Just held his fingers still while I fluttered and dripped and failed to finish.

He fucked me on those fingers in short rolls. Each shift dragged a wet sound out of me. My clit throbbed untouched, screaming now. When he finally eased out, my rim stayed open, fluttering, used.

He wiped his hand on my thigh.

“Again.”

The plug went back in, a bigger one this time, stretching the already-sore ring. Wand on my clit. His cock out, thick and flushed, and he fed the head into my mouth while the toys worked me.

I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. He held my hair and used my throat in shallow strokes timed to the wand’s buzz. Every time I climbed he backed the wand off. Every time I dropped he pushed deeper into my throat until my eyes streamed.

“Name it,” he said, cock resting heavy on my tongue. “One thing. True. Clean.”

I pulled off enough to speak, voice ruined.

“I got out of bed this morning.”

He waited.

“I got out of bed and I answered every message before noon and I did not cry about the lease.”

Silence.

“That last part is a joke,” he said.

“It is true.”

“It is armor. Try once more.”

I shut my eyes. The list in my head ran A to Z. Missed calls. Half-done decks. The unsigned paper downstairs. Friday ticking past the window while my cunt leaked on his bench and my keys hung useless by the door, twenty-four days out from the agent’s visit.

Twenty-four days. And today, the day I had promised myself I would sign, I was tied down with a plug in my ass and a man’s cock shining with my spit.

“I finished the copy deck,” I whispered. “It was clear. It was good. I did that well.”

The words landed wrong in my chest. Naked. Nothing stapled to them. My throat closed around them.

Rhys’s hand stilled in my hair.

“Say the whole sentence.”

“I finished the copy deck and I did it well.”

“Thank me for making you say it.”

My pride kicked. Hard. The part of me that had lived on being barely-adequate-and-funny tried to bolt.

He turned the wand up against my clit and my body sold me out in one ugly buck.

“Thank you for making me say it,” I gasped. “Daddy.”

He pushed his cock into my cunt in one long drive. Silicone in my ass. Double stretch. I screamed. He fucked me in deep strokes that slapped skin and squelched through my mess while the wand pinned my clit and the praise sat raw in my mouth like a cut.

I raced the edge. He raced it with me on purpose. Right as my cunt clamped down to come he tore the wand away and pulled his cock free and held my hips still while the orgasm blew through me with nowhere to go.

Wasted. Leaking. My pussy pulsed around emptiness and spit a fresh wet rush onto the leather. My asshole clenched the plug in frantic grabs. I sobbed into the pad, hips jerking, denied in the middle of the break.

“That,” Rhys said, calm, “is the new price. You can obey every order in this house and still leave this bench dripping and unfinished if you lie about yourself. Honesty first. Then pleasure.”

I could not answer. My body kept twitching through the ruined crest.

He unbuckled the straps. Rolled me onto my side. Left the plug in. Left my cunt open and shiny and unused for finish. His cock stood wet with me. He stroked it once, twice, and came across my tits in thick ropes while I lay there denied, marked, shaking.

Warm weight of his cum on my skin. Texture of cooling leather under my hip. The plug’s heavy presence with every breath.

He cleaned my chest with a cloth. Left my cunt alone.

“Stay.”

I stayed. Minutes. More. My clit throbbed in angry little beats. When I reached down he caught my wrist.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line hit harder than the plug had. I dropped my hand.

Downstairs, past the kitchen, Friday finished dying. The renewal stayed unsigned in the dish. My keys stayed on the hook. I had spent the day I meant to use for escape on a floor and a bench, learning to say I had done one thing well without turning it into a joke.

He freed the plug at last. My hole clenched on the sudden empty and leaked lube down my crack. He cupped my cunt once, possessive, and did not rub.

“Bathroom. Wash. Bed.”

I walked on soft legs. In the mirror my mouth was red, my tits streaked faint where he had wiped, my eyes wrong. I washed. I did not touch between my legs. The ache there stayed loud.

In bed he pulled the blanket up and set a glass of water on the nightstand. His palm rested on my stomach, heavy, claiming the shake still left in me.

I stared at the ceiling and did the ugly math again. Hours, toys, and three ruined climaxes to force out a single clean sentence about something I had done right.

And even then he had taken the orgasm away.

The new rule sat in me like the plug had: thick, undeniable, reshaping the space. Obeying would never be enough again. I would have to stand in the bare truth of my own worth with no shrug to hide behind.

I turned my face into the pillow so he would not see my mouth shape the next thought.

I still wanted him to make me try again tomorrow.


Chapter 4: Under The Blanket

Rhys’s bare feet stopped on the kitchen tile while my fingers were still on the keys.

The laptop cast a thin blue square over the table. No overhead light. I had kept it that way so nothing would show under the door. Three in the morning. Day nine in his house, and I had broken the rule about sleep like it was optional.

He did not raise his voice.

“Laptop. Closed.”

I shut it. The click sounded huge in the dark. My nipples were already hard under his stolen shirt, traitor body racing ahead of any excuse I could invent. Heat sank low in my belly. Nine days ago it would have made me slam a door. Now it clamped my thighs shut under the table.

“I had a deadline,” I said.

“You had a bedtime.” He held out his hand. I gave him the machine. “Tomorrow is cancelled. All of it. Work stays off. Phone stays in the drawer. You belong to the house for the day.”

No spanking. No corner. That would have been easier. Orders I could brace against. Care I could not.

He walked me upstairs by the nape of my neck. The shower ran hot, then he plugged the tub and poured bath salts that turned the water cloudy. He stripped the shirt off me without asking. My pussy was slick already. I hated that he could smell it.

“In,” he said.

I stepped into heat that prickled up my skin. He washed my hair with slow thumbs at my scalp. Soap ran into my eyes. I did not wipe it. Being tended cracked something orders never reached. Gratitude stuck in me like a swallowed stone. I wanted to shove his hands off and finish the job myself. I sat still instead.

Three hours after he caught me, the bath had gone lukewarm. My fingers were pruned white. He lifted me out and wrapped a towel around my shoulders. It held the last of the warmth against my ribs. He combed every tangle out of my hair while I stood dripping on the mat. Each pass of the comb worked a small sound loose that I tried to bite back.

“Good,” he said. “Taking care like you are told.”

The praise landed harder than a slap. My face burned. I almost argued. The rule about praise stood between us: I was not allowed to push it away. I swallowed it and my cunt clenched around nothing.

He walked me naked to the bedroom. On the nightstand sat a small remote and a smooth egg-shaped vibe the size of a plum. He coated it in lube, spread my knees on the edge of the mattress, and pressed the toy up into my pussy in one steady push. I gasped at the stretch. He seated it deep and thumbed the remote once. A low buzz woke inside me, warm and mean.

“That stays in,” Rhys said. “I hold the control. You hold still when I say.”

He dressed me in one of his soft shirts and nothing else. Downstairs he sat me on his lap at the kitchen table and fed me eggs by hand. Bite after bite. When grease ran down my chin he wiped it with his thumb and made me suck the thumb clean. The egg hummed a lazy pulse through my stuffed hole the whole time. My hips kept trying to rock. He pinned them with one arm.

“Name what you are doing,” he said between bites.

“Sitting.”

“Try again.”

My ears rang. “Being fed.”

“And.”

I stared at his wrist. “Letting you.”

He gave me another forkful. “Close enough for now.”

After breakfast he took me to the armchair in the quiet front room. He sat. He pulled me across his thighs and shook out a heavy blanket over both of us. The house went still. Heat from his chest soaked into my back. The vibe inside me ticked on a setting so low it was almost kind, which made it worse. My thoughts went soft at the edges. I tried to hold on to the landlord’s letter, the twenty-one days left before the agent came for a signature or the keys. The numbers slid. Under the blanket, with his palm spanning my stomach, the flat I used to call mine turned into a cold room I could not picture sleeping in.

Rhys spoke against my hair, plain as a weather report.

“This is little space. You drop into it when the rules hold and the day gets taken off your hands. I keep you there. I wash you, I feed you, I put you under when you run yourself raw. There is no cute word for it in this house. You go under. I hold the line. That is the job.”

I made a broken sound. Nobody had said it out loud. Hearing it named stripped the last place I could pretend this was only sex and schedules. My body went heavy. I slid further than I meant to, past the place where pride still had a vote. Warm. Held. The buzz in my pussy a soft tether. Sleep took me in pieces.

I woke to the remote clicking.

The egg kicked harder. My hips jerked under the blanket. Rhys’s hand was already between my legs, pressing the toy deeper while the vibration climbed. Slick noise answered him. I was dripping down onto his trousers.

“There she is,” he said. “My dirty girl, soaked through a nap.”

“Rhys…”

“Daddy, when you are under. Say it.”

“Daddy.” The word scraped. Shame and need braided so tight I could not pull them apart. “Please. It is too much.”

“It is exactly enough.” He thumbed the remote higher. The buzz turned vicious. “You hid work in the dark. Today you learn what care costs. Kneel up. Blanket off. Hands on the arm of the chair.”

I scrambled. Cool air hit my bare backside. He left the egg buried in me and reached for the bottle of lube on the side table. Cold gel striped down the cleft of my cheeks. One thick finger pushed into my asshole without warning. The burn dragged a moan out of me. He worked that finger in and out, then added a second, scissoring me wide while the remote-kept vibe chewed at my pussy from the inside.

“Confess what you are,” he said.

“A hole.” My voice cracked. “Your hole. Please.”

“Specific.”

“A greedy little anal slut who sneaks work after bedtime.” The words tasted like metal. Saying them made my nipples ache. “A toy. Use me.”

“Better.”

Three fingers. The stretch stole my breath. He fucked them into me in a slow grind, knuckles dragging, while his other hand flicked the remote in short bursts that made my thighs shake. Squelch from both holes. The smell of lube and my own arousal thick in the air the blanket had warmed.

He pulled his fingers free. My ring clenched on empty and failed to close. Before I could brace, he pressed the flared base of a thick butt plug to me and seated it with steady pressure. Full. Aching. The egg and the plug crowded each other through the thin wall inside me. He tapped the remote. Both sensations blurred into one filthy throb.

“On the rug. Chest down. Reach back and spread yourself.”

I did it. Face to the wool. Fingers digging into my own cheeks, holding my used hole on display around the plug base. The position wrecked me more than any order to kneel. He crouched behind me, checked the egg with two fingers in my pussy, then pressed the wand’s head hard against my swollen clit and switched it on.

The dual assault ripped a cry from me. Wand on the outside, remote egg punching from inside, plug holding my ass open. My arms shook. Drool hit the rug.

“Beg for the fist,” Rhys said, calm as Sunday. “You still fight it every time. Beg for it anyway.”

My brain slammed into a wall. Fisting. The thing I hated needing, the stretch that undid me worst. My cunt fluttered around the buzzing egg hard enough to hurt.

“Please fist me,” I whispered.

“Louder. Filthy.”

“Please put your whole hand in my ass. Stretch me. Ruin me. I need it. I am a whore who needs Daddy’s fist.”

He clicked the remote to a punishing pulse, pulled the plug free with a pop, and poured more lube directly into my gaping hole. One finger. Two. Three. Four. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The burn went white. I shoved back onto him because stopping would have meant thinking, and thinking would have meant the empty flat and the quiet that used to be mine.

His knuckles breached me. I sobbed into the rug. Full past full. The egg kept buzzing, merciless, while his fist seated to the wrist. He held there so I could take every inch of the stretch, the ache, the way I fluttered and could not close.

“Good girl,” he said. “Taking care of my greedy slut. Look how you open for it.”

Praise again. It undid me worse than the fist. Tears ran hot into the wool. I hated how much I needed the words.

He moved. Short thrusts. His fist working my ass in a slow, deep fuck while the wand pinned my clit and the remote egg thrashed inside my pussy. The sounds were wet, slap and squelch and my own broken begging. Spit stringing from my lip. Sweat cooling on my spine where the blanket warmth had been.

“Who do you belong to today.”

“You. Daddy. The house.” I could barely shape the consonants. “Please do not stop. Harder. Use your dirty toy.”

He fucked deeper. My rim burned around his wrist. The stretch turned to a thick, dragging pleasure that scared me. Split wide. Sinking. Gone. My thoughts chopped down to animal scraps. The orgasm built from the fist outward, out of the stuffed ache, the wand’s mean buzz, the egg’s relentless pulse. I came with a raw shout, cunt spasming around the toy, asshole clamping his fist in helpless ripples, slick pouring down my thighs onto the rug. My vision spotted. Legs kicked. He kept the wand on me through it so the climax dragged and dragged, a long ruin instead of a spike.

He eased his hand free. I stayed gaping, fluttering, empty and wrecked. Cum and lube streaked my thighs. He wiped his fist on the towel from the bath, then caught my jaw and turned my face up.

“Again,” he said. “On my cock this time. You stay under while I fuck the hole I worked open.”

He sat back in the chair, shoved his trousers down, and pulled me into his lap facing out. His cock nudged my sore asshole. He fed it into me in one long push. The burn sang. I was so used and slick he sank to the root on the first stroke. The egg buzzed on in my pussy. He put the remote in my own hand.

“You hold the setting. Every time you try to come down, you turn it up. That is an order.”

I sobbed and thumbed it higher. He fucked my ass in deep, owning strokes, one arm banded under my tits, the other working the wand back against my clit. The chair creaked. Skin slapped. My hole took every inch with a filthy wet sound. He talked mean the whole time, calling me his blanket slut, his cancelled-day whore, the bitch who worked in the dark and now got held through the consequences.

“Say what you need.”

“Your cock in my ass. The toy on my clit. To stay under. Please keep me under.”

The admission came out raw. I turned the remote up again because the rule said so. Another climax ripped through me, longer, messier, my asshole milking his dick in frantic pulls. He groaned and buried himself, pumping cum deep into the stretch he had fisted open, hot pulses that leaked around his shaft as he thrust through his own finish.

He left his cock in me while we both shook. Then he eased out. Cum dripped from my used hole onto his thigh. He clicked the egg off at last and drew it out of my pussy with a slick slide. The quiet inside me stung my eyes.

He cleaned me with warm cloths. Touched me like I might break. Wrapped the blanket around my shoulders again and pulled me back across his lap. My body loosened on contact. I buried my face in his shirt.

The drop came sideways. I surfaced enough to know where I was, enough for the ache in my ass and the throb in my empty pussy to register, and my first clear thought was a reach for the blanket edge, to tug it higher and go back under. My fingers found the wool. I pulled.

Rhys’s hand covered mine. He did not stop me. He let me drag the blanket to my chin, and he watched my face while I did it.

“Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

I could not answer. The truth sat in my throat. Little space had stopped arriving like weather. I had gone looking for it with my own hands. We both sat with that.

Somewhere past his shoulder, through the doorway, the brass hook by the front door held my keys where they had hung since the morning I arrived. The renewal letter lay on the hall table beside them, still unsigned. Twenty-one days on the paper. The quiet of my old flat rose up in my mind, bare floors and a dark kitchen and nobody to cancel a day for me, and the thought of it turned my stomach cold.

I pressed my forehead to Rhys’s chest and kept the blanket where I had pulled it. His remote rested on the arm of the chair, small and black, the red power light still glowing.


Chapter 5: Twelve Lines

The bell rang once from the kitchen.

I came down with my phone already lit in my palm. Rule two. Broken on purpose. I kept my eyes on his face the whole walk across the tiles.

Rhys stood at the counter with the kettle. He looked at the phone. Then at me. No crack. No jaw tic. Nothing I could use.

“Breakfast is ready,” he said. “Sit.”

I sat. I kept scrolling. Emails I did not need. A calendar alert for day thirteen of thirty. Seventeen days left until the letting agent came for a signature or my keys. The thought sat sour in my chest.

He set a plate down. Eggs. Toast cut the way he always cut it. I left the toast. That was the second break. I waited for his voice to harden.

He buttered his own slice. Took a bite. Chewed.

“Eat what is in front of you, Ivy.”

“I am not hungry.”

“You are.” Calm. Flat. “You skipped dinner last night because you were in my lap. Your body needs food. Eat.”

I pushed the plate an inch. My cunt pulsed under the chair. Traitor. Heat climbed my neck. I wanted him angry. I wanted a reason to spit the whole house back at him.

He waited. I ate two bites. The eggs tasted like salt and surrender. I hated how good they went down.

“Phone face down,” he said.

I set it face down. My fingers itched for it already. Pride scraped raw behind my teeth.

He ate. I ate. The kitchen clock ticked. No lecture. No raised voice. The quiet got under my skin worse than a slap.

After plates, he pointed me toward the living room with a tilt of his chin.

“Four o’clock is early today. You broke two rules before nine. You will spend the morning under instruction. Go kneel on the rug.”

I went. My knees hit the rug. The carpet bit through thin cotton. He left me there while he washed up. Water ran. A spoon clinked. I stared at the grain in the floorboards until my eyes burned, then stopped myself from that too.

When he came back he held a thick black plug and a bottle of lube. Also the wand. Also a short strap with a bright pink ball gag.

“Mouth,” he said.

I parted my lips. He fitted the gag. The rubber pressed my tongue down. Drool started at once. The taste of clean rubber filled my mouth. Humiliating. Immediate. My nipples went tight under my shirt.

He stripped me where I knelt. Shirt over my head. Bottoms dragged down my thighs. No pants underneath because he had already decided that for the week. Cool air hit my wet pussy. I flushed hot all the way to my ears.

He lubed the plug. Pressed it to my asshole. Worked it in with short pushes until the flare seated and my rim clenched around the neck. The stretch burned. I moaned into the gag. Shame and slick heat tangled so tight I could not pick them apart.

“Stay,” he said.

He left me plugged, gagged, bare on the rug. He went upstairs. The wardrobe door. A drawer. Soft fabric. Then his steps came back down.

Coat over his arm. The grey wool one. He hung it on the stand by the door and checked his phone.

“Wren is coming by at eleven,” he said. “He is thirty-eight. He knows how this house runs. He will sit. He will watch. You will take what I give you in front of him. If that is a hard stop, tap the floor twice now.”

My pulse slammed in my throat. Public. Real public. A man with a name and an age and eyes. I should have tapped. I did not. My thighs closed around the plug and the shift sent a filthy little spark up my spine.

Rhys nodded once. Like he had already known.

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise landed so hard my eyes watered around the gag. “Do not chase that. Hold still.”

He walked back into the kitchen. I stayed. Drool ran down my chin onto my tits. The plug kept my asshole busy with every breath. I wanted to hate him for the calm. Day thirteen and I had not found the place where his patience broke.

Eleven came with a knock.

Rhys opened the door. Wren stepped in. Tall. Dark jacket. Easy mouth. He looked at me on the rug the way a man looks at a placed object. Interested. Not shocked.

“Rhys,” Wren said.

“Coat,” Rhys said, and took it. Hung it beside his own.

Wren sat in the armchair. Ankle over knee. He had a clear view of my spread thighs, the wet shine on them, the black base of the plug between my cheeks.

“She broke two rules before breakfast,” Rhys said, like he was reporting weather. “She is going to break a third on purpose. Watch her face when she does.”

I went rigid.

Rhys crouched in front of me. Took the gag out. Strings of spit connected my lip to the rubber. He wiped my chin with his thumb and fed the spit back onto my tongue.

“Say it,” he said.

“Say what.”

“The thing you have been chewing since you came downstairs. Out loud.”

My mouth tasted like rubber and salt. Pride reared up, stupid and sharp.

“Your rules are yours,” I said. “You wrote them. You run me. I am sick of pretending I asked for this.”

Silence. His eyes did not change.

“Third,” he said to Wren, almost mild. Then to me: “Stand up. Bend over the arm of the sofa. Reach back and spread yourself.”

I stood. My legs shook. I bent. My palms found my own cheeks and parted them. Cool air hit the plugged rim. Wren’s breath left him in a low sound. Being seen like that punched the air out of me. My pussy ran down one thigh in a thin line.

Rhys twisted the plug. Drew it out. My hole fluttered, empty and greedy. He poured more lube. Cold. Then one thick finger pushed in. Then two. He fucked them into me with a wet sound that filled the room. Squelch. Slick. Obscene.

“Louder,” he said. “Let him hear what your ass does.”

I moaned. Could not stop it. He added a third finger. The burn climbed. My clit ached untouched and furious.

“Please.” It came out before I could stop it.

“Please what.”

“Please fuck me. Please use me. I do not care that he is watching.”

“You care,” Rhys said. “That is why you are soaking the sofa.”

He took his fingers out. Lined up his cock. The head pressed my stretched rim. He pushed in one long shove until his hips met my cheeks. Full. Splitting. I cried out and Wren shifted in the chair, adjusting himself through his trousers.

Rhys fucked my ass with deep, measured strokes. Each thrust punched a wet slap into the quiet house. My tits scraped the sofa fabric. Drool wet the cushion under my mouth.

“Tell Wren what you are,” Rhys said.

“A hole,” I gasped. “A dirty hole getting fucked in the living room.”

“More.”

“A whore who breaks rules so Daddy will put her on display. A slut who gets wet when a stranger watches her take cock in the ass.”

Wren exhaled. “Christ.”

Rhys kept pounding. The stretch edged toward too much and then past it into a thick, dizzy ache. He reached under me and pressed the wand against my clit. The buzz hit hard. My whole body jerked. Sound poured out of me, raw and broken.

“You do not come,” he said. “You hold. You take. You stay on the edge until I decide.”

I held. Barely. The wand buzzed. His cock plowed my ass. My pussy clenched on nothing, leaking onto the sofa arm in sticky strands. The smell of sex and lube thickened in the room. Taste of salt on my tongue from my own spit.

He edged me until my thighs shook and my voice went thin. Then he shut the wand off. Left me hanging. Pulled out of my ass with a wet pop.

“Kneel facing Wren,” he said. “Mouth open.”

I knelt. Wren’s eyes were dark. Rhys stood over me, cock shiny with lube and my mess, and fed it into my mouth. I tasted myself. Bitter. Filthy. He held my hair and fucked my throat until I gagged and spit ran down my chest.

“Good,” he said. “Swallow around it. Show him how well you choke.”

I did. Eyes streaming. Pride in pieces on the rug.

He drew out. Wiped my mouth with two fingers and made me clean them.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Both of you. Bed. Now.”

Wren followed. I climbed the stairs on soft knees. In the bedroom Rhys stripped the rest of the way. Hard. Controlled. He pointed Wren to the chair by the window.

“Sit. Do not touch her. Look.”

Wren sat. Thirty-eight and fully dressed while I was bare and used and shining with spit.

Rhys laid me on my back. Knees to my chest. He lubed again. Worked two fingers into my asshole, then three, stretching me while I panted. Shook my head. Nodded. Did both at once.

“Breathe,” he said. “You asked to be run. This is what being run looks like when you try to pick a fight with patience.”

He drew his fingers out and seated the thick plug in their place, one steady push until the flare popped past my rim and locked deep. Stuffed. Split. I sobbed once, ugly, and my cunt gushed onto the sheet.

Wren swore under his breath.

Rhys held the base. Let me feel the impossible fullness. Then he began to work it. Short. Mean. Screwing the silicone against every nerve. My hole clung and fluttered around the thick intrusion. I could not close. Could not think. Sound ripped out of me on every push.

He brought the wand back. Pinned it to my clit while he ground the plug in my ass. The wand and the plug together wrecked me. Edge after edge. No release. Sweat stung my eyes. The squelch of my stuffed rim ran under the wand’s hard buzz.

“Out loud,” Rhys said. “What have I made you.”

“A toy,” I choked. “A broken bitch stuffed and stretched while a man watches. Daddy’s filthy little display whore. Please. Please let me come. I cannot…”

“You can.” He drove the plug deeper. “You will wait.”

I waited. Time stretched. Begging wore my voice down to a rasp. Taste of tears at the corner of my mouth. The sheet under me was a soaked mess. Every nerve screamed.

When he finally spoke again his voice stayed even.

“Come.”

The orgasm hit like a fall from a height. My ass clamped hard around the plug. My pussy spasmed, empty and pouring. I screamed into the pillow. Body jerking. Brain gone to short filthy scraps. White. Loud. Bottomless. The release dragged on and on while he kept the wand pressed and the plug buried, milking every last shake out of me until I was sobbing and limp and dripping.

He drew the plug out. My hole stayed loose. Gaping. Twitching. Cumless and wrecked. He had not spent yet. He stroked himself once over my tongue and came thick across my lips and tits. Hot stripes. Salt hit my mouth when I licked what I could reach.

“Swallow,” he said.

I swallowed. Wren sat very still, flushed, hands locked on the chair arms.

Rhys wiped my mouth with a cloth. Cleaned between my cheeks with the same calm he used on dishes. He draped a blanket over my hips. Left my face bare so Wren could see the wreck of me.

“Water,” Rhys said, and held a glass to my lips. I drank. Cold. Perfect. I hated how perfect.

Wren stood after a minute. “I should go.”

“Coat is downstairs,” Rhys said.

They went. Voices low in the hall. The front door. Then Rhys alone on the stairs again.

I sat up. Blanket around me. Legs unsteady. My asshole ached deep and used. His praise rang in my skull from earlier and I wanted more of it so badly my stomach turned.

I needed a weapon. Something of his I could hate cleanly.

His coat.

I crept down while he ran the tap in the kitchen. The grey wool hung on the stand. I put my fingers in the inside pocket. Paper. Folded.

I took it to the light by the window.

Yellow legal pad. My handwriting. Dated the first night. Twelve lines.

Bedtime eleven.

Meals decided for me.

Phone off at eight.

Four o’clock every day I am here.

Hair washed when he says.

No work after midnight.

Ask before I leave the house.

Take what I am given to eat.

Kneel when told.

Praise may not be argued with.

Sleep in the bed he points to.

Tell him when I am tired instead of lying.

My throat closed.

I had written this. At his kitchen table. Too worn out to sit straight. I had thought I was only talking. Venting. He had written nothing of his own. Not one line. He had only obeyed mine. Every quiet order since night one was my own voice coming back at me in his register.

The plate I had shoved. The phone. The fight I had tried to pick. All of it aimed at a rulebook that was already mine.

Rhys came out of the kitchen. Stopped when he saw the page in my grip.

I held it up. My voice came out thin.

“You never wrote a single one.”

“No.”

“I thought you were overriding me.”

“I was keeping you,” he said. “To the letter of what you asked for when you were too tired to perform.”

The landlord letter flashed behind my eyes. Seventeen days. Keys on the hook he never touched. Stay was not on the page. Keep me was not on the page. He would not add a line I had not spoken.

So the one thing I wanted now, the thing my whole spine had been built to refuse, was the only door left. Ask. Sober. Adult words. For someone.

Pride went out of me in one slow hiss.

“You will not tell me to stay,” I said.

“Not if it is not asked for.”

I looked at the twelve lines until the yellow blurred. My used body throbbed under the blanket. Wren’s eyes were still printed on my skin. The house pulled tighter and wider at once.

Rhys stepped close. Took the page. Folded it. Slid it back into the coat like a vow returned to its sleeve.

“Seventeen days on the flat,” he said. “The agent still comes at noon on day thirty. Your keys still hang where you left them. That choice stays yours.”

I swallowed taste of salt and rubber and him.

“And until then?”

He set his palm on the back of my neck. Steady. Claiming without a new line.

“Until then,” Rhys said, “we are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Line Two Unwritten

Iset the pen square across the yellow page and kept my hands in my lap so they would not shake.

He sat opposite me at the kitchen table with coffee going cold between us. Toast crusts waited on the board. Ordinary morning junk. The folded sheet under the pen made all of it look fake.

“You found it,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Then we talk.”

My cunt was already wet from sitting there with my own handwriting in front of me. Stupid. Filthy. The weight of the day pressed into my thighs through the chair. I hated that my body got ahead of the conversation again.

He tapped the page once with one finger.

“Twelve lines. Your words. Dated night one. I can burn this right now, Ivy. Or you can add to it. Every new line goes down in your hand and you say it out loud before the ink dries. I do not invent. I never have.”

Fifteen days left on the flat. The renewal letter still lived in the drawer by the sink. The keys hung on the hook he never touched. Half the month gone.

I picked up the pen.

My writing looked smaller than the old lines. I spoke as I wrote, voice flat, adult, careful.

“Ask before I get to go little.”

The ink shone wet for a second. Line thirteen.

He read it back to me without softness.

“Ask before you get to go little. Say the next one.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came. The second line sat blank and mean under the first. My throat locked. Heat crawled up my neck until my eyes burned.

“I can’t.”

“Then talk.”

I talked badly. The words came out crooked.

“I was nineteen and I paid my own rent. I told my mother I was fine. I said it like it made me strong. I meant it like a threat. I kept deciding everything so nobody could take it from me. Bedtime. Food. Whether I was allowed to need anyone. I built a whole person out of that and she is still in my skin and I do not know how to bury her without calling her trash.”

Tears hit the table in daylight with my shoes still on. Ugly ones. My nose ran. I did not wipe it. The pen rolled off the page and clicked against the wood.

He did not rush me. He did not tell me the girl who paid that rent was a mistake either. He let the funeral sit.

“She got you here alive,” he said. “We do not spit on that. We retire her. Different job.”

I nodded and hated how fast I did it.

He set his palm over the blank space under line thirteen.

“From today the registers split for good. Adult words first when you want care. You ask sober. You name the thing. Silence counts as a choice I will hold you to. You do not get to hide behind not knowing anymore.”

My gut dropped. My nipples tightened under my shirt. Shame and want tangled until I could taste copper.

“Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Good. Now ask for what you need. Adult language.”

I swallowed. The chair creaked when I shifted. Coffee smell clung to the air, bitter, close.

“I need you to use me. I need to suck your cock until I stop thinking. I need you to open my asshole and keep me open while I do it. I need to be little after I earn it.”

His eyes stayed steady.

“Earned. Come.”

I stood. My knees wobbled. He walked me out of the kitchen toward the back room where the padded mat lived and the toy drawer stayed locked. Halfway there the front door clicked.

A man stepped in without knocking. Tall. Dark coat. Thirty-eight. He set a paper bag on the hall bench like he owned the right to walk through.

“Wren,” Daddy said. “You are early.”

“Traffic died. Brought the silicone set you asked for.” Wren looked at me once, calm, measuring. “She already crying?”

“Grief work. She stays.”

My face burned. A stranger in the house at noon on day fifteen, watching me blotchy and wet-eyed with line thirteen still drying on the table behind us. My pussy clenched hard enough to hurt.

“She asked,” Daddy told him. “Adult ask. She gets what she asked for. You observe. Hands off unless I say.”

Wren nodded. “Understood.”

They took me into the back room. Daddy stripped me without ceremony. Shirt first. Then the soft shorts. The thick adult diaper underneath sagged warm against my crotch from hours of holding and leaking want. He peeled the tapes and dropped the soaked padding to the floor. The smell of my own piss-warm slick hit me in the face. Heavy. Animal.

Wren stood by the wall with his arms folded and watched like inventory.

“On your knees,” Daddy said. “Hands behind your back.”

I dropped. The mat took my weight. He freed his cock and the thick heat of it bounced once against my cheek. Salt. Skin. Clean soap under the musk of him. My tongue came out before I told it to.

“Open. You asked to suck. Then suck.”

I took him in. The first stretch of my jaw set spit running. He fed me deeper until my nose pressed to the hair at the base and my throat fluttered around the head. I gagged. Drool spilled down my chin onto my tits.

“Look at her,” Wren said, mild. “Jaw already shaking.”

Daddy held my skull and fucked my face in short hard strokes. Each thrust punched a wet sound out of me. Spit strings swung from my lip to his shaft. My eyes watered. My cunt dripped onto my heels.

He pulled out. A thick line of spit connected us, then broke.

“Name what you are while you take it.”

“A hole,” I rasped. “A dirty little cock slut who asked for this.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“A whore on her knees who cries about rent and still opens for Daddy’s dick.”

Wren huffed a short laugh. The sound landed in my gut like a slap.

Daddy opened the drawer. He took out a fat black plug, a wand, and a bottle of lube that smelled sharp and clinical. He added a pair of nipple clamps linked by a thin chain and laid the metal on the mat in front of me.

“Chest out.”

The clamps bit. Pain flared bright and dirty. The chain hung heavy between my tits and tugged when I breathed. He slicked two fingers and pushed them straight into my asshole without warning. I made an ugly noise around nothing. He worked me open. Wren watched the stretch.

“Tight for someone who asked,” Wren said.

“She always is until she breaks.” Daddy added a third finger. My rim burned and fluttered. He scissored. Lube ran down my crack onto the mat in a shiny trail. “Push back. Show him how you take it.”

I pushed. Shame made my ears ring. Nothing touched my clit and it raged anyway.

He lined up the plug and drove it home in one firm shove. The flared base kissed my rim. Full. Heavy. Wrong in the best way. My belly cramped around the stretch.

“Back on my cock. Hands stay behind you. If you drop them, we stop and you write the blank line instead.”

I lunged forward and swallowed him again. He held my hair and used my throat like a sleeve. The plug shifted with every bob. The clamps yanked when my chest jerked. Spit flooded my chin and dripped onto the mat in a dark patch.

Wren stepped closer. Close enough that his cologne rode over the sex smell. He did not touch. He looked down at the mess of me.

“She leaks when you choke her,” he said. “Pussy is shiny.”

“Because she likes being seen. Ivy. Tell him.”

I pulled off long enough to rasp it.

“I like being watched while I choke on cock. I like that you can smell how wet I am.”

“Good girl. Open.”

He shoved back in. Deeper. My throat convulsed. Tears streaked hot down to my jaw. He kept the pace brutal and even, no mercy stroke, just use. My jaw ached. My tongue went numb under the drag of him. The weight of the plug sat solid in my guts and every swallow made it grind.

He pulled free again, shining with my spit.

“On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I rolled. The chain between the clamps slapped my sternum. He knelt between my spread thighs, pulled the plug out with a wet pop, and poured more lube into my open hole. Cold. Then his fingers again. Four this time. My voice broke on the stretch. He folded his thumb in and pressed.

“Breathe. You asked to be opened.”

His knuckles worked past the rim. Burn. Pressure. A raw full ache that made my vision spot. Then he was in me to the wrist and I sobbed once, open, loud, with Wren standing over us like a clerk taking notes.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Fuck, it’s in, it’s in…”

“It is. Clench.”

I clenched around the fist. He nodded at the grip.

“Hold that. Wand on.”

He set the wand hard against my clit and switched it to a mean buzz. My hips jerked. The fist stayed buried. The clamps tugged. My empty cunt fluttered and dripped. My asshole stretched around his wrist like it had forgotten how to close.

“Suck while I fist you,” he said. “Earn the little space.”

He straddled my chest enough to feed his cock back between my lips at an angle. I sucked messy and desperate, spit bubbling at the corners, while the wand rattled my clit and his fist worked a slow grind inside my ass. The wet sounds stacked. Squelch. Buzz. Gag. Slap of spit.

Wren’s voice stayed calm above it.

“She is going to come from that. Look at her stomach.”

“She does not get to hide it. Ivy. Ask.”

I pulled off him with a string of drool still linking us.

“Please let me come on your fist with him watching. Please. I am a filthy open whore and I need it.”

“Then take it.”

He twisted his wrist. The wand pressed harder. My whole lower body seized. The orgasm ripped through me in ugly spasms, cunt pulsing empty, asshole locked on his fist, thighs shaking so hard my knees slipped in my own slick. I came with his cock shoved back onto my tongue mid-cry, choking on it, drooling, broken into short scraps of thought.

Stretched wide. Split open. Watched. Seen.

He did not stop the wand. He rode me through the aftershocks until I made a raw animal noise and slapped the mat once with my heel. Then he eased his fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the open ring of me. Lube and my own mess leaked down onto the padding under my back.

He shut the wand off. The quiet came down hard.

“Clean me.”

I licked his cock from base to tip, tasting my own spit and the salt of him. He let me until he was shiny again. Then he wiped my chin with his thumb and made me suck that clean too.

Wren crouched, not touching, and looked at the loose shine of my used hole.

“She stays open a while after. Useful.”

“She does.” Daddy unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples with a sharp hurt that made me hiss. He rubbed once, firm, then left the ache alone. “Get the new diaper from the bag.”

Wren fetched it. Thick. Adult cut. He handed it over and stepped back to the wall again.

Daddy powdered me, lifted my hips, and taped me in. The bulk settled heavy between my legs and pressed the swollen, oversensitive flesh. Warm already from my own heat. The powder took over for a breath, then mixed with the sex smell.

He cupped my padded crotch once, possessive, testing the fit.

“Adult ask is done. You earned the other register. For now.”

I nodded, wrecked, throat raw.

He helped me sit. My asshole throbbed open inside the padding. Every shift woke what his fist had done. The weight of the diaper held me spread.

“Keys still on the hook,” he said. “Letter still in the drawer. Fifteen days. I will not renew for you. I will not pack for you. That choice stays yours. Everything else you put on the page, I keep.”

I looked at his hands. Steady. Mine were not.

Wren picked up his empty bag.

“I will be back Thursday with the longer beads,” he said. “Unless you cancel.”

“We will not cancel,” Daddy answered.

Wren left. The front door shut. The house went quiet except for my breathing and the soft crinkle when I shifted on the mat.

Daddy crouched in front of me and tipped my chin up.

“You belong in this room now.”

The line landed low in my belly and stayed.

He stood and held out a hand. I took it. My legs shook when I got up. The diaper dragged warm and thick between my thighs with every step toward the hall. Inside it my used hole pulsed around nothing, open and aching, all the way to the kitchen, where the yellow page waited with one new line written and the space under it blank.


Chapter 7: Noor Pours Her Own

Ilined the forks up and wiped the plates dry a second time. A stranger’s coat hung on the brass hook, right next to my keys, and the wool still held the chill of the street.

He had told me to set three places. I did it with my mouth shut and my hands too careful, because care was the only thing I could control before she walked in.

“Glasses,” he said from the hall. “Two for wine. Water for you.”

I set them. The third place stared at me from across the wood.

The knock came at six. He answered it. I stayed by the table with my fingers locked on the chair back like it might run.

Noor stepped in at thirty-four, married band catching the light, coat already half off her shoulders. She hung it herself on the hook beside mine. Chose her own chair. Sat without waiting to be pointed.

“Ivy,” she said, warm as a kitchen she’d cooked in before. “He said you were here.”

“Hi.” My voice came out thin.

She poured her own wine. Red up to the mark she wanted. No ask. No glance for permission. The bottle settled back with a soft thud, and my stomach dropped hard enough to clamp my knees shut under the table.

He served the food. She talked about a job downtown and a husband who burned toast on purpose to get a rise out of her. She laughed with her whole mouth. Easy. Done.

I ate because the rule said eat. My cunt throbbed against the thick adult padding he’d put on me an hour before she arrived, bulky between my legs, and I hated that the heat started there first. Shame climbed my neck. I kept chewing.

“Three years under this roof,” Noor said, forking greens. “I still miss the four o’clock hush.”

My fork stopped.

“You lived here,” I said.

“I did.” She tipped her glass at him. “He walked me out when I was ready. Blessing and all. Graduated clean.”

The word went through me clean. Graduated. Designed ending. A door with a date on it.

Eleven days left on my flat. Day nineteen, and the renewal letter sat folded in my coat pocket where I had shoved it. The keys hung on that hook like a dare he refused to touch.

She was the proof. Good girls got released. Warm. Married. Pouring their own.

I wanted to be the one who did not get walked out. The want came up so sharp my jaw locked.

Four o’clock came anyway. Guests did not move it.

He set his napkin down. “Floor.”

My face burned. Noor kept her seat and her wine. She did not look away.

I slid off the chair. Knees to the boards beside his boot. The padding crinkled loud in the quiet. My palms went to my thighs the way he had taught me.

“Show her how you take it,” he said.

Noor’s eyes stayed kind. That was worse.

His hand landed in my hair, heavy, then slid down to my jaw and tipped my face up.

“Praise,” he said. “Clean. Out loud.”

I swallowed. “I… I did my chores. I ate. I stayed off my phone.”

“More.”

“I am…” The words stuck. My nipples went tight under the soft shirt. Arousal rose too fast, stupid and early, and I wanted to claw it back. “I am a good girl when you tell me what to do.”

“Again. Meaner. Own what you are.”

My throat clicked. “I am your little whore who kneels when the clock says, and I get wet in my diaper for it.”

Noor hummed, soft, like she remembered the script from the inside. “She takes it well.”

“She does,” he said. “Hands behind your back, Ivy.”

I laced my fingers. He unbuttoned my shirt without hurry and peeled it off my shoulders. Cool air hit my tits. He pinched both nipples between finger and thumb, rolled them, inspected the flush like he was grading fruit.

“Pretty when she is scared of being seen,” he told Noor. “Look how hard these get.”

I bit my lip. My hips rocked once against the warm bulk between my thighs before I could stop them. Traitor body. The part of me that paid my own bills at nineteen wanted to stand up and leave. My knees stayed put.

He tugged the diaper tabs. The front panel dropped. Air reached my slick folds. He spread me with two fingers and held me that way, pussy on display for the woman who had already left.

“Dripping,” he said. “Smell that.”

Noor leaned in a fraction. “Warm. Same as I used to get.”

Jealousy cut through me sideways. Not for his favour. For the exit she had earned. She had been walked out and blessed. I was on a clock.

His thumb stroked my clit in a slow circle. Texture. Heat. The pad of it sticky with me. I moaned and hated the sound.

“Ask for inspection,” he said.

“Please inspect me,” I whispered.

“Louder. Filthy.”

“Please finger my pussy and check my asshole like I am a toy you keep on a shelf.”

He pushed two fingers into me. Slick squelch. My cunt clenched hard around them. He pumped, knuckles deep, then pulled out and dragged the mess back to my rear.

“Breathe.”

One finger pressed my asshole. Burn. Stretch. He worked it in to the second knuckle while he held my folds open for Noor’s calm view.

“Tight,” he said. “She fights it even when she begs.”

“I am not fighting,” I lied, and my hole fluttered around his finger and gave me up.

He added a second. The burn widened. My thighs shook. He scissored, slow, cruel, opening me while the wand waited on the chair seat above my head, its black cap already shiny with lube.

“Plug,” he said.

I reached back with one free hand when he nodded. He took the tapered silicone from the side table and pressed the tip to my stretched rim. Pushed. My asshole took it with a wet pop and a deep ache. The base seated flush. Full. Wrong. Perfect.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for stuffing my ass in front of her.”

Noor sipped her wine. “He always did like an audience for the first hard lesson of the night.”

He clicked the wand on. Low buzz. Set the head against my clit through nothing now, skin to silicone, and my whole body jerked.

“Hold still.”

I tried. The vibration chewed at me. His free hand went back to my pussy, three fingers this time, fucking in and out while the plug kept my ass stretched and the wand pinned my clit.

“You do not get to finish when you want it,” he said. “You wait.”

The climb hit fast. Too fast. My belly tightened. I panted against his knee.

He pulled the wand off. Denial like a door slammed. I sobbed once.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line punched straight into the soft place under my ribs. I pressed my forehead to his thigh.

“Please. Please let me come. I will say anything. I am a used little hole who needs it. Please, Daddy.”

He put the wand back. Higher. My clit screamed under it. His fingers curled inside my cunt and found the spot that made my vision smear.

“Count them when they hit. Out loud. She will hear every number.”

The first orgasm tore through me ugly and loud. My pussy spasmed around his fingers. Slick ran down onto the padding pooled at my knees. I shook and gasped.

“That is one,” I choked. “Thank you. Fuck. That is one.”

He did not stop. Wand stayed. Fingers kept pumping. Over-sensitive, raw, I tried to twist away. His palm pinned my hip.

“Stay. You asked to be kept busy. This is busy.”

Second build stacked on the first with no mercy. My clit throbbed under the buzz, too much, and the plug rode huge in my ass every time my body clenched. I came again with a broken cry, thighs jumping, drool on his trousers.

“Two,” I said. “Two. Please. Too much.”

“One more minimum. Say what you are while you take it.”

“I am a diaper slut who cums for company,” I forced out. “I am a whore on the floor. Please, I cannot…”

He yanked the plug free. My asshole gaped for a second, empty and aching. Then he drove it back in, deeper, seating the flare with a hard shove, and thumbed the wand to full against my clit. The stretch and the buzz burned white. I pushed back because my body had stopped asking my brain.

“Take it,” he said, calm. “All of it.”

He ground the plug by the base while the wand chewed my clit. My rim stretched and gripped around the fat silicone. Burn. Full. I sobbed into the fabric of his leg while the wand never left my clit. The wet sounds were filthy, slick and lewd, and Noor counted under her breath like she was keeping score at a match.

“Now,” he said, and mashed the wand down harder.

I came hard on the third one, screaming into his thigh, cunt gushing onto the floorboards, ass clenched around the plug so tight I could not think. Fragments only. Skinned. Stuffed. Blank. Gone.

“Three,” I gasped. “Three. Thank you. Thank you.”

He twisted the plug deep, short and cruel. The wand cranked higher. My clit felt skinned. I begged without words, then with them.

“Please stop. Please do not stop. Please make me again. I am your ruined little toy. Breed my throat after. Use me.”

Fourth ripped out of me shaking and ugly. Spit strings from my lip. Sweat down my spine. My pussy fluttered empty and greedy while my ass stayed packed around the plug.

“Four,” Noor said for me, soft. “She is shaking.”

“Say it,” he told me.

“Four. That is four. I am a hole. I am a hole.”

He eased the plug free slow. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the stretched ring. He wiped his hand on my tits, smearing me with my own mess, then stood me up by the hair enough to bend me over the seat of his chair.

His cock was out, thick, flushed. He dragged the head through the slick on my pussy and shoved in to the root in one hard thrust. Full. Stuffed. The slap of his hips on my ass filled the kitchen. He railed me deep while Noor watched over her glass, and his hand jammed the wand back against my clit from underneath.

“Take it. Thank me for fucking you while she sits there finished with this house.”

“Thank you for fucking my cunt in front of the woman you graduated,” I cried. The jealousy sat hot and precise now. She had left with a blessing. I was still meat on a schedule. I did not want to be good enough to release. I wanted to be the one he kept.

He pounded. Wet slap. My tits swung. He reached under and pinched my clit between two fingers in time with his thrusts.

Fifth orgasm broke me open. I came on his cock with a wail, milking him, shaking so hard my knees nearly went. Cum heat flooded me a second later as he buried deep and spent, pulsing, filling me. Overflow leaked down my thighs in thick drips onto the padding still tangled at my ankles.

“Five,” I whispered. Raw. Done. “Five.”

He held me there, still inside, breath steady at my ear.

“Look at her,” he said.

I looked at Noor. She smiled like a woman who had already won her exit and did not need this anymore.

“Good girls get walked back to their own lives,” he said. “You heard her. That is the design.”

My chest went tight. Eleven days. The yellow page in the drawer with one new line I had managed yesterday and a blank I could not fill.

He pulled out. Cum ran down my leg. He tugged the diaper back up around the mess, taped it snug, warm and heavy again, and sat me on the floor at his boot once more.

Noor stood. She kissed his cheek the way you close a book you already finished. Then she looked down at me.

“He keeps the ones who ask,” she said. “I never did. That is why I am pouring my own now.”

The front door shut behind her. Her coat was gone from the hook. Mine and my keys stayed.

He tipped my chin up with two fingers.

“Tomorrow morning you sit at this table sober, shoes on, and you ask Noor nothing. You ask me one thing in adult words. You write it after you say it. Line fourteen stays blank before that.”

I nodded, throat raw, padding warm between my thighs, his cum leaking into it.

“And Ivy,” he added. “If you try to earn a graduation by being perfect, you will get one. Decide if that is what you want before you speak.”

I pressed my forehead to his knee. The keys hung over my shoulder in the edge of my sight, brass bright, waiting on a decision he would not make for me. I did not want out. I wanted the door to stop being offered.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Bath. Then bed. You will practice the sentence once before sleep, out loud, to the empty room. I will listen from the hall.”

I stood on shaky legs and went toward the stairs with his seed cooling on my skin and the shape of permanence stuck behind my teeth, mine to spit out tomorrow if I could stand to be the kind of woman who asked to be kept.


Chapter 8: The Kindness Trap

My knees stuck to the kitchen tile. Cum cooled on my inner thighs in sticky stripes. The phone on the counter kept blinking its little green light, one missed call, one voicemail, and I had left it there for a day and a half on purpose.

Rhys stood at the sink with his sleeves rolled. He rinsed a glass. The tap ran loud. Cold air rolled off the open fridge while he put the milk away and crawled up my bare arms.

I stayed where I had put myself, on the floor, before he had asked for anything.

“Play it,” I said.

He shut the fridge. The seal made a soft suck. He dried his hands on a towel and looked at me the way he looked at a clock.

“No.”

“It’s the agent. Day twenty-three. Seven days. You know what she wants.”

“I know what she wants.” His voice stayed even. “You know what I will not do.”

I crawled closer on my hands until my cheek found the side of his calf. Warm skin. Soap. I pressed my mouth there and held it. Bargaining in the only currency I still trusted.

“I’ll sign the flat over,” I said against his leg. “I’ll call her back and give the keys. I’ll write any line you say. I’ll be whatever shape you name. You only have to tell me to stay.”

His hand settled in my hair. Not a stroke. A hold.

“I will not tell you that.”

Heat jumped between my legs so fast I hated myself for it. My cunt clenched on nothing. The diaper under my skirt was already damp from earlier, warm and heavy, and the pressure of it against me made my hips twitch once before I locked them still.

“Then explain,” I said. “One more time. Why.”

“I already did.”

I bit the inside of my cheek. The part of me that still ran a life wanted to stand up, play the message, make a plan, take the lease by the throat. That part sat back and watched me nuzzle his knee like a dog that had already lost the argument.

“Please, Daddy.”

He tipped my face up with two fingers under my chin. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

My throat worked. I had nothing clever left.

He let go. “Four o’clock.”

The house did not bend for panic. The house did not bend for a blinking phone. He turned from the sink, and the ritual started the way it always started, him walking and me following on the floor, the rule I had asked for when I could barely hold my own head up.

The hallway runner scraped my palms. His footsteps stayed steady ahead of me. In the sitting room he sat in his chair. I took my place at his feet without being told. The carpet was warmer than the tile. My knees sank into it.

He checked his watch.

“Skirt up.”

I hiked it. The diaper showed, thick and adult, taped neat, a dark patch already blooming where I had soaked myself while I begged. Shame burned up my neck. My nipples tightened under the soft shirt he dressed me in for house hours. I wanted to cover. I kept my hands on my thighs.

He leaned down and pressed two fingers to the padding, right over my cunt. The material squelched. Warm piss-smell and slick arousal rose together. My hips jerked into his hand.

“Already messy,” he said. “And you came in here to trade leases for sentences.”

“I’ll be good,” I whispered. “I’ll be so good.”

“You already are. That is the problem you keep missing.”

He stood. “Clothes off. Diaper stays.”

I stripped the shirt and skirt and left them in a pile. Cold air hit my tits and belly. The padding stayed on, bulky between my legs, forcing them apart. He pointed at the low stool by the chair.

“Worship.”

I knelt on it so my face lined up with his fly. My fingers shook when I opened his trousers. His cock was already hard, thick, flushed dark at the head. I took him into my mouth without waiting for a prettier order.

Salt. Heat. The blunt push of him over my tongue. I hollowed my cheeks and worked him deep until my nose pressed to the coarse hair at his base. Spit ran down my chin. The sound of it filled the room, slick and ugly.

He let me serve. That was the hour. No race. No stack of peaks. Just my mouth used for what mouths were for when the house said so.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Slut on a stool, sucking dick while your flat rings unanswered. Spell it out. What are you.”

I pulled off long enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to his cock. “I’m your whore. I’m a hole that begs. I’m a dirty little toy that cums in her diaper.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a pathetic diaper slut who tries to buy forever with her mouth.” My voice cracked. “Please use me anyway.”

He fed his cock back between my lips. I gagged when he held me there. Drool spilled onto the padding between my knees. My cunt throbbed in the warm bulk until I rocked without meaning to, grinding the soaked crotch against the stool edge for a scrap of friction.

He pulled out. A thin line of spit snapped.

“Turn. Chest on the seat. Ass up.”

I folded. The position shoved my face into the leather and stuck my padded hips high. He peeled the tapes. Cool air hit me when the diaper fell open, still hanging under me like a tray. My pussy glistened. Slick dripped onto the padding.

He thumbed my asshole. I clenched. He waited until I breathed out, then pushed one slick finger in to the knuckle.

Burn. Stretch. The first inch always made my eyes water. He worked it in and out until the ring gave, then added a second. The drag sounded wet. My thighs shook.

“Take it,” he said. “You asked to be whatever shape I name. This is the shape.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

A third finger. My belly jumped. He scissored me open. His other hand pinched my nipple hard enough to make me yelp into the leather. Pain and full-ass heat tangled. My clit ached, swollen and ignored.

He reached to the side table for the lube. Cold gel hit my crack and ran. He worked it in with all three fingers until my hole made a soft open sound each time he drew back.

He drew his fingers free. Something blunt and cool nosed my slick rim. The heavy glass plug. He seated it with one firm push until the flared base met my hole and held me wide from the inside.

“On your back. Diaper under you. Legs open.”

I rolled. The padding caught the mess dripping from me. He stripped the rest of his clothes and knelt between my thighs. His cock dragged through my pussy lips, gathering slick, then pushed into me in one long thrust.

Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made every inch of him feel thicker. He fucked me in a steady grind, deep and mean, the slap of his hips against me joining the squelch of my cunt around his dick. The room dropped out of my head. All I had was heat where he drove in and the cold sweat on my stomach.

He pinned a wand against my clit and switched it on.

The buzz hit. My back arched. I grabbed at his wrists and he did not move. The toy ground into my clit while he plowed me and the plug shifted in my ass with every thrust. Too much. No count. No mercy shaped like a finish line. Just the long hold of it.

“Beg for permission to cum,” he said. “And name the trade you are still trying to make.”

“Please let me cum,” I gasped. “I’ll give the flat. I’ll write line fourteen. I’ll kneel forever. Just say stay. Please, Daddy, say stay and I’ll break open for you.”

He fucked me through the words. The wand did not ease. My orgasm piled up behind my teeth like a scream.

“No trade,” he said. “Cum because I told you to. Cum with nothing bought.”

The refusal cracked something clean through me. I came anyway. My cunt seized on his cock in hard pulls. My ass clenched the plug until my vision went white at the edges. Slick gushed around him and soaked the diaper under my hips. I made a broken noise and kept coming while he held the wand on me and drove in, dragging the climax out until my legs kicked and I could not form a sentence, only fragments.

Losing it. Full. Used. Please. Can’t stop.

He pulled the wand off. My clit pulsed in the sudden quiet. He pulled out of my pussy and eased the glass plug free. The gape stayed. Air touched places air should not touch. I clenched and got nothing.

Then he tucked his thumb and pressed.

“Fist,” he said. “Ask.”

My brain tried to bolt. The proud part of me that signed contracts and answered emails slammed against the need already leaking down my thighs.

“Please fist my ass,” I said. “Please open me. Please ruin me for any other use.”

He pushed. Slow. Relentless. The widest part of his hand forced the burn wide until I sobbed once, raw, and then he was inside to the wrist. My asshole locked around his forearm. I could not close. The stretch owned every thought.

“Fuck,” I choked. “Too much. Can’t. More.”

He turned his hand inside me. My guts fluttered. Spit ran down my jaw. He fucked me on his fist in short deep strokes, the wet suck of it loud in the room, and I pushed back onto him like the whore I had named myself because stopping would have meant choosing, and choosing was the thing I had come here to quit.

He eased his fist out. The gape stayed wide, open and twitching. Then he lined the head of his cock to that ruined ring.

I screamed into my wrist. He buried himself to the root and fucked my ass with a steady pace, using the stretch his fist had made. Each thrust punched a wet slap out of me. Spit and lube foamed at my rim. He gripped my hips and pounded until his breath went rough.

“Say thank you for being used with no prize attached.”

“Thank you for fucking my ass,” I sobbed. “Thank you for keeping me when it buys me nothing. Thank you, Daddy.”

He drove in deep and came. Hot pulses filled me. Every spurt landed deep. He held me there, cock kicking, while my body fluttered around him in aftershocks I could not stop.

When he pulled out, cum leaked from my hole onto the padding in a thick run. He wiped his cock on my inner thigh and left the smear.

I lay open. Cold air found the sweat on my chest. The house hummed. The phone in the kitchen kept its green blink going, patient as a debt.

He dressed me after. Fresh diaper, tapes snug, soft shirt, skirt. He cleaned my face with a warm cloth. The kindness sat on my skin like a hand I could not slap away. He had given me the hour. He had filled me. He had refused the only sentence I wanted. Obedience had purchased none of it and lost none of it. The ledger in my head went blank.

I could be perfect and still leave. I could be a mess and still be held until day thirty. The skill I had built my whole life on, the belief that being good enough at a thing made the thing mine, had nowhere left to stand.

I followed him back to the kitchen on my feet this time. My keys hung on their hook by the door. I did not touch them. The phone still waited.

Rhys poured water and set the glass on the floor where I would kneel for dinner prep. His hand brushed my hair once, brief, almost nothing.

“You keep the rules because they are yours,” he said. “Not because they earn a verdict.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like him. Cum cooled inside me under the clean padding. I drank.


Chapter 9: Daylight Words For Del

Del set both cups down and slid mine across the table before I finished sitting.

“Black, no sugar. You still look like someone who forgot how to sleep.”

My thighs closed around the thick plug Rhys had worked into me that morning. The base sat flush. Every shift dragged the flared stem against me from the inside. Coffee steam rose between us. I tasted burnt beans and the mint he had made me suck after breakfast, ghosting the back of my tongue.

Del was thirty-two and had ordered for me the same way since we were nineteen. She watched my face over the rim of her own cup. Two streets away my flat held nine weeks of post on the mat and a plant gone brown in its pot. I had stood in that stripped bedroom for ten minutes and left the keys in my coat again.

“You dragged me out on a Tuesday,” she said. “Spit it.”

The plug shifted when I leaned forward. Heat flashed low and mean. My pussy squeezed around nothing and I hated how fast my body answered a piece of silicone in a café full of strangers.

“I have been living with someone.”

Del’s eyebrow went up. “For a month. I know. You stopped answering anything that wasn’t a one-line lie.”

“His name is Rhys.” My voice stayed flat. Adult. No blanket. No kneeling. “He runs the house. Meals. Bedtime. Phone off at eight. I asked for that the first night and I wrote it down and he has kept every line.”

She set the cup down hard enough to click. “You. Asked a man to manage you.”

“I wrote out a list because I was sick of deciding. He never added a rule of his own.” The next part stuck. My cunt throbbed against the seam of my jeans. “There is a condition. Nothing I ask for inside that house counts until I say it once outside, in daylight, sober, to someone who still has to look at me after.”

Del held my eyes. She did not blink.

“So this is the outside.”

“This is the outside.”

A man at the next table laughed at his phone. Milk steamed behind the counter. Ordinary Tuesday noise. The plug pressed huge inside me. My nipples scraped my bra with every breath.

“What do you need to say, Ivy?”

I put both palms flat on the wood so they would not shake. “I want him to keep me. I want the door locked. I want to stop pretending I can go back to that flat and build a life out of empty rooms and a dead plant. I am asking for someone. Out loud. To you.”

Del sat back. Her mouth opened once and shut.

“Jesus.”

“Two days left,” I said. “The letting agent comes at noon on day thirty for a signed renewal or my keys. Rhys will not tell me to stay. He says he does not write lines I have not asked for. So I am asking you to hear it so I can ask him and have it count.”

She rubbed her forehead. “The Ivy I know needs nobody. That was the whole brand.”

“That Ivy is a performance and I am tired.” Coffee turned bitter on my tongue. Under the table my thighs slicked the denim. “He praises me when I follow the list. I am not allowed to push the praise off. It lands and I take it and my whole body lights up like a switch I never meant to install. I hate how much I need it. I still go back upstairs when he sends me.”

Del stared. “You are telling me you are his little.”

The word hit. My hole clenched on the plug so hard I almost made a noise. “I am telling you I live under his rules and I want him to keep me past the thirty days and I needed a witness who will still look at me on the pavement afterward.”

She picked up her cup, drank, set it down.

“I am still looking,” she said. “I am furious. I am also still looking. You understand there is no putting this back in a box.”

“I know.”

“You walk out of here and I know. Your independence story is dead for me. Permanently.”

My throat closed. Terror packed itself in under my ribs. The confession lived in her now. Daylight. Ordinary table. No candles. Nothing to hide behind.

“Good,” I said, and my voice cracked on it.

She shook her head once. “Text me when you hand over the keys or sign the lease. I am coming to dinner in a fortnight either way. I want to see the man who got you to say that sentence without a script.”

I nodded. Stood. The plug shoved deeper with the motion. Slick had soaked through to the seam. I smelled my own arousal under the coffee and her citrus perfume and the sugar dust on the pastry case. I left before I could take any of it back.

The walk to Rhys’s house took eight minutes. My keys hung on the hook inside when I shut the door. He stood in the kitchen with his sleeves rolled. He read it off my face.

“You said it.”

“I said it.”

“Come here.”

I went. He tipped my chin up with two fingers and checked my eyes the way he checked everything.

“Good girl.”

Praise landed. My knees tried to buckle. I held still and took it because the rule said I had to. Heat flooded my face. My cunt pulsed.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Jeans off. Bend over the bed. Leave the plug in. Hands on the mattress.”

I went up. Peeled the jeans down. The base of the plug sat between my cheeks, black silicone, indecent. I folded forward. Cool air touched the slick on my thighs. He stepped in behind me and rested one palm on the small of my back.

“You told Del you want to be kept.”

“Yes.”

“You told her you ask for someone.”

“Yes.”

His other hand twisted the plug. The stretch rolled through me. I gasped into the duvet. He worked it in a slow circle, then pulled. The widest part dragged. My rim clung. He drew it free with a wet pop and set it on the towel he had already laid out.

Empty. Aching. Opened.

He coated his fingers from the bottle on the nightstand. One thick finger pushed into my asshole. I shoved back onto it before I could stop myself. Shame burned up my neck. He added a second. Scissored. The burn bloomed sharp and clean. A third. I stretched around his knuckles. Squelch filled the quiet room. I smelled lube and skin and the sharp edge of my own need.

“Give it a name. What are you.”

“A hole,” I got out. “Your hole. A dirty little slut who told her oldest friend she needs a Daddy to run her life.”

“Louder.”

“I am a whore who came on a plug in a café while she confessed. Please. Use me.”

He worked a fourth finger. The stretch went white behind my eyes. My pussy dripped down onto the towel in a thin string. He pressed. Knuckles. Then the thick of his hand. I shook. He did not stop. My rim gave. His fist seated inside me to the wrist.

Full. Too full. Stuffed past thought.

“Breathe,” he said. “Take it.”

I breathed. He curled his hand and the pressure hit places a cock never reached. Nothing touched my clit and it throbbed anyway. He picked up the wand from the drawer with his free hand, clicked it on, and pinned the buzzing head hard to my swollen bud.

It wrecked me in seconds. Fist in my guts. Wand grinding my clit. My thighs jumped. I climbed fast, too fast, the orgasm coiling tight and ugly.

“Please. Let me. Please.”

He pulled the wand off at the crest.

The climax broke with nowhere to go. Pleasure ripped sideways and leaked out wasted. My cunt fluttered and spilled onto the towel in pathetic pulses while his fist held me wide and I sobbed into the sheets. Empty release. Ruined. Dripping for nothing.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for ruining it,” I choked. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He fucked me on his fist in short punches. Each thrust shoved air out of me. The wet sound went filthy. Slap of his forearm on my cheeks. He brought the wand back. I climbed again, shaking, mind going short and crude.

Burning up. So close. Right there.

He yanked the wand away again. The second crest died in a hard spasm that left me clenching around his wrist with nothing to spend it on. Slick ran down my thighs. My mouth tasted salt. Sex hung thick in the air, musk and lube and sweat.

“Greedy little toy,” he said. “You do not get a clean one. Not today. You get used.”

He eased his fist out. The gape stayed. Air hit the stretched ring. I could not close. He lined up and drove his cock into that loose heat in one stroke.

The first thrust dragged a broken noise out of my throat. He set a hard pace. Deep. Mean. His hips slapped my cheeks. He reached under, found my clit with two fingers, and rubbed in rough circles while he plowed my asshole.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.” The word tore out of me. “I am yours. My hole is yours. Keep me. Please keep me.”

“Again.”

“Yours. Daddy’s. I said it to Del in daylight and I am saying it here and it counts.”

He fucked harder. The bed frame knocked the wall. He pushed a smaller plug into my pussy while his cock stuffed my rear, double-filled, both holes claimed. The plug’s ridges caught. He turned the wand on again and wedged it against my clit, pinned by my own weight against the mattress.

I broke toward a third crest, babbling.

“Please. Please let. Fuck. Need. Hole. Yours.”

He killed the wand and pulled his cock free at the same second. My orgasm stuttered and spilled in useless jerks. Cum I did not get to have. My empty asshole winked and leaked lube onto the towel. He watched. Then he shoved back in and kept going.

“Beg for the next ruined one.”

“Ruin me. Please ruin another. Make me drip for nothing. Use your dirty girl.”

He did. Wand on. Build. Climb. Cut. My body jerked through a fourth abortive peak while he held still inside me.

“Good. That is my girl. Taking her fucking like she asked for it outside.”

Praise again. No deflection. It sank into my ribs and my cunt clenched around the plug and my ruined rim fluttered on his cock. He finally chased his own finish. Hard strokes. Deep. He buried himself and came in hot pulses that flooded my guts. Every jet landed. He stayed locked there while it settled.

Then he pulled out. Seed and lube ran down. He pressed two fingers through the mess, scooped, and fed it into my mouth.

“Taste what you earned.”

Salt. Bitter. Him. I sucked his fingers clean because he told me to. He wiped the rest along my tongue with his thumb.

He cleaned me with the towel. Seated a fresh plug to hold his cum in. Left the pussy plug where it was. Pulled soft pants up my legs. Carried nothing; I walked to the bathroom on my own shaky feet and he watched from the door while I rinsed my face.

Downstairs he poured water and set it in my hands.

“Del knows,” he said. “The ask can count now. You have two days. The agent still comes at noon. The keys are still on the hook. I still will not invent a line for you.”

I drank. The plug held him inside me. My ruined orgasms twitched in aftershocks along my thighs. My mouth tasted like him and coffee and the mint from morning.

He brushed hair off my forehead. “Mine. You already said it. When you are ready to write it, you know where the yellow page lives.”

I nodded. He sent me to the couch with a blanket and the clock on the wall ticking toward four.

I sat with the water cooling between my palms and the truth sitting heavier than the silicone in my body. Del had my daylight words now. She would look at me on any pavement for the rest of our lives and see the woman who asked. The flat waited with its dead plant and its unsigned paper. Two mornings left. The brass hook still held the one choice he refused to touch. Tonight I could ask him and have it land. Tomorrow I could still choke. The only door left was the one that required my own mouth, sober, standing, with my shoes on, and for the first time since I found my own handwriting in his coat, I would walk through it before the agent knocked.


Chapter 10: Line Thirteen

Ihad my fingers on the brass hook when Rhys walked in and closed his hand over my wrist.

The key ring sat cold under my palm. Twenty minutes to noon. The unsigned lease waited on the kitchen table, white and square, the letting agent circling the block in a dark car I clocked through the front window each time it passed.

“Caught,” he said.

My throat worked. I did not pull away. The metal bit into my skin where his grip held me to the hook I had not moved in thirty days.

“I wasn’t leaving,” I said.

He looked at my hand on the keys. He looked at the lease. He looked at me.

“Then put them down or take them. Noon is coming either way.”

I let go. The ring swung once and hung still. My wrist stayed in his hold a beat longer, then he released me and stepped aside like he would for any door he refused to choose.

The car stopped outside. An engine idled. A door shut hard enough to carry through the glass.

Rhys set a pen beside the lease and folded his arms.

“I will not tell you which,” he said. “I have never told you which. You wrote the list. You set the days. This one stays yours.”

My stomach dropped hot and low. Shame hit first, then the wet slick between my thighs that always came when he left me no soft place to hide. My body jumped the gun again. Ready for him while my mouth still tried to bargain.

I hated that. I wanted that.

Knuckles on the door. Three taps.

I walked to the table. The yellow page lay under a cookbook at the far end, the twelve lines in my own crooked writing from the first night when I was too tired to hold myself up and thought I was only talking. Bedtime. Meals. Phone at eight. Four o’clock. All of it mine. All of it obeyed.

I pulled the page free. Rhys did not stop me. He never stopped me from reading my own voice back.

The agent knocked again.

I took the pen. My hand shook once, then steadied. I wrote the fourteenth line under the thirteenth, hard enough to dent the paper.

Keep me. Stop leaving the door open.

I stood up straight. Shoes on. No blanket. Nothing to kneel behind.

“Keep me,” I said, out loud, sober, in adult words, to the man who had waited thirty days for me to do it. “And stop telling me the door is open.”

Rhys’s mouth changed. Small. Private. He nodded once.

I lifted the key ring off the brass hook. The weight of it sat wrong, heavier than metal had any right to be. I opened the front door on the letting agent, a woman in her forties with a clipboard and a tired smile.

“Decision day,” she said. “Sign or return.”

I put the keys in her hand. Then I took the lease from the table, tore it down the middle in the doorway, and gave her both halves.

“Flat’s done,” I said. “We’re finished.”

She blinked, checked the keys, checked my face, and left with the paper hanging from her fingers. The car pulled away. The street went quiet.

I shut the door.

Rhys locked it.

The bolt slid home with a thick, final sound that ran up my spine and settled between my legs. He turned the key, pulled it free, and pressed it into my palm hard enough to leave an outline.

“Line fifteen,” he said. He took the yellow page, wrote one line in his block hand under mine, and set the pen down. “You do not get to leave. You do not get to keep offering. I keep the ones who ask. That is mine. It was never on your list.”

My knees went soft. Peace arrived like a dropped coat, sudden and heavy.

He cupped my jaw. “You will thank me when it is done.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He walked me backward into the sitting room and stripped me without hurry. Jumper. Bra. Jeans. Pants. Cold air hit my nipples and they peaked at once. My pussy was already wet, lips slick, the seam of me shiny when he thumbed me open and checked.

“Messy already,” he said. “From asking. Good girl.”

My face burned. I tried to look away. He caught my chin.

“Praise stays. You take it.”

“I take it,” I whispered.

He cuffed my wrists in front of me with soft leather, short chain, enough give to brace and no more. From the drawer he brought the thick glass plug, the wand, and a bottle of lube that caught the light. Texture first: cold glass against my hip. Weight next: the wand’s heavy head resting on my thigh like a threat with a cord.

“On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I did. The cuffs clicked when I hooked my fingers behind my knees and spread myself. Open. Offered. Kept.

He slicked two fingers and pushed into my pussy without warning. I gasped. He fucked them in and out until the wet sound filled the room, crude and loud, then pulled free and pressed the same slick fingers to my asshole.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. He worked one finger past the ring. Burn. Stretch. My cunt clenched on empty air and dripped onto the cushion. A second finger joined the first. He scissored me open while I shook and tried to stay quiet. A third. The ache went deep. I whimpered.

“Name it,” he said.

“You’re opening my asshole,” I said, crude because he wanted crude. “You’re fingering me open so you can use me.”

“What are you.”

“Your hole. Your slut. The one who asked.”

“Again.”

“I’m Daddy’s whore and I asked him to keep me.”

He added a fourth finger. The stretch turned sharp. My eyes watered. Untouched, my clit turned mean with need. He poured more lube and tucked his thumb in with the rest, then pushed, slow and relentless, until his hand seated.

“Take it.”

I took it. The widest part dragged. I cried out. Then his fist was inside me, thick and impossible, and my body locked around his wrist while my brain went white at the edges.

“Fuck. Fuck. Too much.”

“You asked to be kept,” he said. “Kept means used past comfort.”

He worked me on his fist in short rolls, each one dragging a broken sound out of my chest. The wand came next. He pinned the buzzing head hard against my clit and left it there while he worked my ass.

I came so fast it shamed me. My pussy spasmed, empty and greedy, squirting a thin spray across his forearm. I choked on the noise. He did not take the wand away.

“Again.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will.”

The second orgasm stacked on the first before I found air. My thighs shook. My asshole clenched around his fist in helpless pulses. Past two. Past three. The count slipped. He held the wand mashed to my swollen clit and kept rolling his fist until I was sobbing and dripping and trying to twist away into the cushions.

“Stay.”

I stayed. Another climax ripped through with no clean edge, just spasm and wet and the ugly sound of my own cunt giving up juice I could not stop. Past four. Past whatever came next. Numbers quit on me. My mouth hung open. Drool hit my collarbone.

He eased out of me. The empty gape left me clenching at nothing, sore and open. He seated the glass plug in its place, heavy and thick, and the weight of it dragged inside me like a claim I carried with every breath.

Then he freed his cock.

Hard. Flushed. Wet at the tip. He dragged the head through the mess of my pussy, up and down, then shoved in to the root in one stroke.

I yelled.

He fucked me like a man who had waited for a sentence and finally heard it. Deep. Steady. The plug in my ass made every thrust tighter, the double fill brutal. The wand stayed on my clit. My cuffed hands clawed at my own knees. Skin slapped. Slick squelched. The smell of sex and lube and my own sweat filled the space between us.

“Say what you are while I breed this cunt.”

“Your kept slut,” I gasped. “Your good dirty toy. A pussy you own. A mouth that asked.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your whore, Daddy. I asked. Keep fucking me. Ruin me. Don’t stop.”

He did not stop. He hooked my knees wider and pounded until the couch walked an inch across the floor. Another orgasm took me sideways, no countdown, no neat crest, just my cunt locking on his cock and milking him while I made a raw broken noise that was almost a laugh. Too much. Cannot stop. More. Brain offline. Body taking it.

“Thank me,” he said.

“Thank you,” I managed. “Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for the fist. Thank you for fucking me stupid.”

“Again.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He pulled out, flipped me onto my knees, and pushed back into my pussy from behind while he twisted the plug deeper with his other hand. The new angle hit a spot that made my arms give out. My face pressed to the cushion. He gripped my hip and railed me until I came again in a messy, full-body shake, cunt fluttering, ass gripping the glass, clit screaming under the wand he had wedged beneath me so every thrust ground me onto it.

I lost the count for good. Orgasm bled into orgasm. My voice went hoarse. My thoughts ran short and filthy. Full. Used. His. Stay. Stay. Stay.

He pulled the plug free, set it aside, and pressed the head of his cock to my open asshole.

“Yes,” I said, before he asked. “Put it in. Take that too.”

He pushed. The burn returned, thicker than fingers, meaner than glass. I pushed back like he had taught me and he slid home, balls deep in my ass, and held.

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise landed harder than the thrust. “Such a good, kept girl.”

I came on that alone, shame-bright and helpless, pussy dripping onto the cushion while my asshole spasmed around his cock. He fucked my ass through it, long strokes that made me take every inch, and reached around to pinch my clit between two fingers until I broke again, past language, past pride, past the woman who used to need nobody.

“Mine,” he said into my hair. “You asked. I keep you. You do not get to offer this back like a loan.”

“Yours,” I sobbed. “I’m yours. Don’t give me the door. Don’t.”

He buried himself deep and came with a low sound, cock kicking as he filled my ass. Hot. Heavy. Every pulse landed. He stayed locked there until he softened, then pulled out and watched his cum leak from my used hole down the inside of my thigh.

I stayed where he put me, shaking, open, marked.

He uncuffed me. He cleaned me with a warm cloth, thorough and calm, like care was part of the claiming. He rubbed salve into the ache where his fist and cock had stretched me. He dressed me in one of his shirts and nothing else. Soft cotton. His smell.

In the kitchen he slid the yellow page into the drawer by the cooker. Fifteen lines. Fourteen in my hand. One in his.

“Four o’clock still stands,” he said. “Praise may not be deflected. The door locks every night. The key lives with you.”

He took my coat from the peg, slid the key into the inside pocket where the landlord’s letter used to sit, and hung the coat back up. The pocket sagged with that small hard shape.

“Del is coming to dinner in a fortnight,” he added. “She knows. She is staying anyway.”

I swallowed. “And Noor.”

He met my eyes. “Noor got walked back out to her own life because she never asked to be kept. Some people finish clean and leave. Some ask. I keep the ones who ask. You asked.”

The old line about the door was gone. The bolt had already said so.

My body was sore in the best ugly way. Cum cooled on my thigh where he had missed a streak. My asshole throbbed around the memory of his fist. Peace sat in my chest like a held stone, solid, mine by force of a sentence I had finally said.

I looked at the brass hook. Empty of keys. Then at my coat, and the weight waiting in the pocket.

I went up the stairs without waiting to be sent.

Behind me the kitchen drawer sat shut on fifteen lines, and in the dark of my coat the key rested where the renewal letter had lived, ready every evening, unused on purpose.


THE END

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.

Continue here on Amazon.


About Polly Bane
I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.
I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.
Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book
pollybane.com


[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Before You Begin


    		Copyright & Disclaimer


    		Chapter 1: The Brass Hook


    		Chapter 2: No Deflection Allowed


    		Chapter 3: Four O'Clock


    		Chapter 4: Under The Blanket


    		Chapter 5: Twelve Lines


    		Chapter 6: Line Two Unwritten


    		Chapter 7: Noor Pours Her Own


    		Chapter 8: The Kindness Trap


    		Chapter 9: Daylight Words For Del


    		Chapter 10: Line Thirteen


    		Still Craving More?


    		About Polly Bane


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112






OEBPS/image_rsrc18B.jpg
UNDONE
FOR DADDY

POLLY BANE





OEBPS/image_rsrc18C.jpg





