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Chapter 1: Flat Packed Welcome

The Allen key bit into my palm before I had the first leg tight. Dusk had cooled the driveway; the metal in my fingers stayed cold anyway. Carton flaps lay open around my knees. Birch slats, chrome screws, a diagram I had already stopped trusting. Our boxes from the move still sat along the garage wall, tape dull, labels half peeled.

Bree’s tires crunched gravel. Headlights swept the lawn and died. Her door slammed hard enough to carry across the cul-de-sac.

She came around the hood with a flat-pack box hugged to her chest and a grin that did not match the woman who left Friday morning. Lip gloss caught the porch light. Her hair was looser. The neckline of her sundress sat lower than anything she owned when we signed the lease.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said, and kicked it with her toe. “Simone picked it. Accent chair. Master corner, by the closet. Tonight.”

The word Simone landed wrong in my mouth, like a neighbor I had not met yet already had a key to our bedroom layout.

I wiped sweat off my upper lip. “We have a chair. The one I’m building.”

“This one’s different.” She set the box down. The cardboard scraped asphalt. “Build it where I said.”

She did not kiss me. She went inside. Glass rattled in the kitchen. Wine poured. The smell of her perfume, sharper now, drifted back out through the screen door.

I carried the new flat-pack up the stairs two steps at a time. The master still smelled like packing paper and joint compound. Bree had already cleared the corner by the closet, shoving my duffel aside with her foot. The space was barely wide enough for a seat and a man’s knees.

I knelt again. Allen key. Slats. Screws that fought the holes. Down the hall, water ran in the shower. Her voice hummed something bright and careless through the door.

The chair took shape: low, armless, upholstered in cream fabric Simone had chosen without asking me. It faced the bed at an angle. From the seat you could see the whole room, the duvet we had bought together, the pillows still stacked the way I liked them that morning.

Bree came out in a towel, then dropped it on the bed without folding it. She pulled a black lace set from a shopping bag I did not recognize and stepped into it like she had been wearing that cut for years.

“You’re still down there,” she said, looking at the chair, not at me.

“Almost done.”

“Good. Simone’s coming for wine. Patio. Twenty minutes. Shower. Shirt with the buttons. Not the old one.”

She turned before I could answer. The lace left red marks on her hips where the elastic bit in. My cock stirred against my jeans, fast, stupid, before my brain caught up with the weekend she had not described.

I am her husband. I put the screws in straight.

The shower water went hot enough to sting. I scrubbed garage dust off my arms and neck. Through the tile her phone chimed once, twice, then a low laugh muffled by the bedroom door.

When I came out in the pressed shirt, the corner chair sat finished. Bree stood beside it, wine glass in hand, studying the placement like she was pricing the room for resale.

“Closer to the closet,” she said. “Two inches.”

I dragged it. The feet squealed on the hardwood. That sound would live in the house now, a small permanent noise every time the chair moved.

“Perfect.” She sipped. “You sit there when I tell you to. Simone’s big on stations. You’ll see.”

“Stations.”

“You’ll see.” She touched my chest, one finger, through the shirt. “Don’t embarrass me tonight.”

Cicadas screamed in the heat that had not fully left the air. The patio stones still held the day’s warmth through my soles. Bree had set out a bottle I did not buy, label gold, condensation sliding down the glass.

Simone came up the walk like she owned the sidewalk. She was older than Bree, mid-thirties at least, sun-browned shoulders, hair the color of dark honey, smile easy and measuring at the same time. Her hand in mine was warm, dry, held half a second longer than polite.

“Jonah,” she said, like she had already written it down somewhere. “Welcome to the street. Bree’s told me so much.”

Bree lit up beside her. “Simone runs the cul-de-sac the way it should be run.”

“I host,” Simone said. “I listen. I help couples settle.” She took the chair Bree offered and sat with her legs crossed, dress riding high on her thigh. “Your first month here is a settling-in evaluation. Twenty-eight days. Same for everyone who moves in. Friendly. Structured. Nightly notes in the wives’ chat so nobody drifts.”

I laughed. The sound came out thin. “Evaluation.”

“Service, attendance, restraint.” Simone’s voice was velvet over gravel. “Husbands learn the house rules. Wives learn what they want. At the end, we grade. Pool party, day twenty-eight. Verdict read aloud. Kept as household staff or dismissed from the marriage bed. Bree already knows the format.”

Bree’s toes brushed my ankle under the table. “Jonah’s great at following instructions.”

“He built my chair in under an hour,” Bree added. “Good hands.”

Simone’s eyes stayed on me. “Good hands are a start. Obedience is the rest.” She lifted her glass. “Twenty-seven nights after tonight, then we tally.”

The wine tasted too sweet. My shirt stuck between my shoulder blades where sweat had cooled and dried and cooled again.

“I’m a partner,” I said. “Not staff.”

Simone smiled without showing teeth. “Partnership is a word. Behavior is the grade.” She set her glass down. The clink was soft. “You will do exactly as I say.”

The sentence did not ask. It sat in the patio air next to the insect noise and the drip of water hitting stone.

Bree leaned into Simone’s arm. “He will. He’s just new.”

Simone stood. Her fingers brushed Bree’s jaw, a tutor’s touch. “Train him clean, love. I want a high mark on my roster.”

Roster. Wives’ chat. Words I was not in.

After Simone left, Bree locked the patio door and turned the AC down until the room felt sharp and cold against my sun-heated skin.

“Bed,” she said.

I reached for her waist. She caught my wrist.

“Not yet. Chair first. Sit.”

“What?”

“Sit in the corner. Now.”

My legs moved before I chose them. The cream upholstery gave under my weight with a quiet exhale of fabric. From here the bed dominated the room, wide, white, ours until an hour ago.

Bree climbed onto the mattress and arranged herself against the headboard. She spread her knees. Lace darkened between her thighs where she was already wet.

“You watched me all weekend through that phone I didn’t show you,” she said. “Simone’s rules. Girls only. No husbands in the thread. You want to know what happened.”

“I want you to tell me.”

“Show is better.” She slid two fingers inside herself and pulled them out slick. The sound was small and obscene in the cooled bedroom. “You don’t touch unless invited. That’s house rule one. Simone texted it while you were in the shower.”

My cock pushed at the denim. Shame burned my face and made me harder.

“Bree.”

“Take your cock out. Stroke. Slow. You don’t come without permission.”

I fumbled the belt. Zipper. My dick sprang free, flushed, leaking at the tip. I wrapped my fist around the shaft and stroked once.

“Slower.”

I slowed. The chair creaked when I shifted. Every scrape of the feet echoed Simone’s placement.

Bree worked her clit in tight circles. Her head fell back. Breathing broke into short pulls of air that hit my ears like slaps.

“Simone had a vibrator,” she said. “Purple. Buzzing so loud the whole suite heard. She made me say what I was. Out loud.”

“What did you say?”

“Wife in training. Hole for better men’s stories.” She laughed, breathless. “You should have heard yourself in my head when I came on her wand. Still your husband. Still mine to downgrade.”

The words punched low in my gut. My hand sped up on its own.

“Stop.”

I froze. Balls tight. Cock twitching in the open air.

She pulled a slim silver bullet from the nightstand drawer. I had never seen it. She turned it on. The buzz filled the room, an angry insect trapped in glass.

“Eyes on me. Not on your hand.”

She pressed the toy to her clit and bucked once. Color rose on her chest and throat. She kept the vibrator there, rolling it, lifting, pressing again until her thighs shook.

“Count for me, Jonah.”

“One.”

Her first orgasm hit with a choke in her throat. Pussy clenched around nothing, then released, wet sound audible in the cold air. She smeared slick over her lips and tasted it.

“Again.”

She did not turn the toy off. She held it to her clit through the aftershocks until her knees snapped together, then forced them open again.

“Two.”

The second crest broke her voice. “Fuck. Fuck. Good boy in the chair.”

She panted, eyes glassy on me. “You don’t come. You put it away. You sleep in the station when I say.”

“Bree, that’s our bed.”

“It’s my bed.” She said it soft, almost kind. “You sleep where you’re placed until you earn an invite. Simone’s evaluation started tonight. Twenty-seven nights left.”

I tucked my wet cock back into my jeans. The zipper pinched skin. My balls ached, heavy, unfinished.

She turned off the vibrator and tossed it onto the pillow like a used tool. “Lights out.”

The lamp died. Moonlight cut the bed in silver. Bree rolled onto her side, back to the chair, breath slowing into sleep.

I sat in Simone’s cream upholstery. Hardwood pressed through the thin seat pad into my ass. The AC hummed. The house ticked. Somewhere a phone buzzed in Bree’s nightstand, a wives’ chat updating a score I would never see.

Twenty-seven nights.

I did not lie down. I did not touch myself again. The corner held me facing the bed I had carried her over on our wedding night, and in the dark I understood the upgrade for what it was: a demotion with good upholstery, a friendly neighbor’s voice still in my ears, and a flat-packed welcome I had built with my own hands.


Chapter 2: The Laminated Rubric

My face in the mirror was half gone under a laminated sheet Simone had stuck to the glass with a fat magnet. Six in the morning. I had not pissed yet. The grid sat over my nose and mouth, columns of letters and blank boxes, her handwriting in red marker at the top: SETTLING-IN RUBRIC. JONAH. DAY 3 OF 28.

I peeled the corner up. It stuck. Bree's voice came from the hall, flat and awake.

"Leave it. You read it with it there."

I read. Preparation of bed. Beverage service. Footwear assist. Vocal acknowledgment. Restraint during wife's pleasure. Each line had a weight. Chair station. Foot of bed. In bed, conditional. My throat went tight and my dick stirred against my boxers before I had done a single task. I told myself it was a joke the block played on new people. My balls ached anyway.

Bree stepped in behind me. She smelled like coffee and the shampoo from her girls' weekend, that sweet citrus she brought back from Simone's house. She did not touch me. She looked at the grid in the mirror, not at me.

"Simone laminated it so spit and steam do not wreck it," she said. "Every night I fill a box. She audits when she wants. Twenty-five days left. Then the pool party and your final number."

"Final number."

"Letter grade. Same as the wives' chat. You are not in that chat."

The words landed like a slap I leaned into. I could see exactly how to be good. That should have made me furious. Instead I wanted the sheet in my hands, wanted to memorize the rows so nothing would be wrong tonight.

"Why am I on a report card in my own house."

"Because you laughed on the patio," she said. "Simone said laughing husbands need structure. You get structure."

I turned. She had on a thin robe, nipples pressing the fabric, legs bare. Wife. Judge. I married her six months ago in a church with my mother crying. Now she was explaining how I earned the piece of furniture I slept on.

"Show me footwear assist," she said.

I dropped to my knees on the bath mat. She lifted one foot. I buckled the strap on her heel, tongue between my teeth, the leather cool, then warm from her skin. The buckle clicked. She lifted the other foot. I repeated it. My cock throbbed. Shame burned my ears and made me harder.

"Say the line."

"What line."

"From the rubric. Vocal acknowledgment."

I swallowed. "Thank you for letting me buckle your heels."

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"Thank you for letting me buckle your heels."

"Better. That is a C. You rushed the left buckle."

A C. In our bathroom. Before breakfast.

She walked out. I stayed on my knees an extra breath, dick leaking a spot into my boxers, hating that I wanted to know what an A looked like.

The day was errands and paint samples and normal shit. Bree texted me a photo of the rubric mid-afternoon. Someone had filled in tiny check marks in the morning column. My stomach flipped. I typed three jokes and deleted them. I sent: What do I do for beverage service.

Her reply: Red wine. Room temp glass. Pour to the line I showed you. Do not drink from my glass. Ever.

I did not ask when she showed me. I would have to guess. Defiant curiosity, she would call it if she had a word for my sickness. I wanted to fail on purpose and see what happened. I wanted to ace it and see her face.

At six I started the ritual.

I turned down the sheets on her side first, hospital corner tight the way a YouTube video showed me at lunch. I fluffed her pillow. I laid out her night lotion on the nightstand. I poured red wine into the stemware she left on the dresser, wine dark, oak and blackberry rising off the glass. I tasted nothing. I only smelled it and imagined her mouth on the rim later.

I knelt at the foot of the bed when she came in. She dropped the robe. Naked Bree. Tits full, waist soft from happy eating, pussy trimmed neat. My wife on display for a man who was not allowed to stand.

"Footwear," she said.

I crawled to her closet and brought the heels she set out. I buckled them slow, narrating each click under my breath so I would not rush. Thank you for letting me buckle your heels. Thank you for letting me.

"Turn down your side," she said.

"I turned down yours."

"Mine is graded. Yours is habit. You sleep in the accent piece until your scores say otherwise."

The word accent piece replaced chair in her mouth. I pulled my side down anyway. The sheets smelled like laundry soap and her skin from last night. I had slept in the upholstered thing by the closet, hard back, shallow seat, listening to her breathe alone in this bed.

She sipped wine. She let me watch her throat move.

"Restraint line," she said. "Tell me what you do when I cum."

"When you cum I stay where I am and I do not touch unless you tell me."

"And if you touch."

"I lose points. I move back on the chart."

"Where are you now."

"Chair station."

"Where is foot of bed."

"Three consecutive B nights."

"Where is in bed."

"When Simone says so. And my monthly average stays above C plus."

She set the wine down and lay back on the fresh sheets. She spread her legs.

"Service me. Mouth only. Hands behind your back."

I laced my fingers behind me and crawled up between her thighs. Her pussy smelled thick, musk and soap and that sweet shampoo trace. I put my mouth on her clit. She grabbed my hair.

"Slower. This is timed."

I licked slow. Flat tongue. Circles. She rolled her hips. Wet sounds carried, obscene and plain. My dick strained against my jeans. I could not touch. I counted in my head how many licks per minute might equal a B.

She pulled my hair harder.

"Do not get clever. Open your mouth."

I opened. She ground her clit against my tongue, using my face, not asking. Saliva ran down my chin. My jaw ached. She tasted salt and wine and her own slick.

"Chair boys earn with their mouths," she said. "Not their cocks. Say it."

"I earn with my mouth."

"Louder."

"I earn with my mouth, not my cock."

She came on my tongue without warning, thighs clamping, a sharp cry she muffled with her fist. I stayed still. Restraint line. Her wet pulsed against my lips. I swallowed taste and shame together.

"Good," she breathed. "That is one."

One what. One orgasm. One check mark. I did not ask.

She pushed me off with her foot. "Corner piece. Now."

I went to the upholstered thing and sat. Zipper digging into my balls. Cock leaking. She picked up her phone. Thumbs moving. The wives' chat I was not in.

"Posted your first pleasure restraint score," she said. "B plus. Simone will nitpick."

My dick jumped. A B plus existed in a thread of neighbors I had met once over wine.

Headlights swept the window. A car in the cul-de-sac. Knock at the front door. Bree did not cover up. She pulled a silk throw over her lap and told me to answer.

Simone stood on the porch in a cream dress, hair pinned, smile like we were still on the patio joking about evaluations. She held a clipboard and a slim case.

"Audit," she said. "Hold still. This is for your own good."

Bree let her in. I stood in my jeans with chin still shiny from pussy. Simone looked at my mouth, made a note, said nothing about it.

She walked into our bedroom like she owned the air. She peeled the laminated rubric off the mirror, though it was meant to stay, and set it on the clipboard.

"Footwear assist," she said.

Bree sat on the edge of the bed. Simone pointed at me. I knelt. I buckled Bree's heels again, hands shaking now, leather, click, leather, click.

"Vocal acknowledgment."

"Thank you for letting me buckle your heels."

Simone made a sound in her throat. "Affect flat. Try again."

"Thank you for letting me buckle your heels."

"Better. Still rushed on the left."

Same sin. My face went hot.

"Beverage service."

The stemware sat half full on the nightstand. Simone lifted it, sniffed, sipped, set it down.

"Pour is acceptable. Glass was not polished. Smudge on the bowl." She marked a box. "Minus."

"I can repour."

"You cannot unpour. Next category."

She opened the slim case on the dresser. A small wand vibrator, a black plug with a flared base, a coil of soft rope. Toys. Named plain on the bed like surgical tools.

"Wife's pleasure protocol," Simone said. "Demonstrate."

Bree lay back and spread her legs again. Simone handed me the wand. "Clit only until I say stop. You will count her orgasms out loud. If you lose count we start over."

I turned the wand on. Buzz swallowed the room. I pressed it to Bree's clit. She jerked, moaned, grabbed the sheet.

"Count," Simone said.

"One."

Bree's hips bucked. The wand blurred against her. Slick sounds, smell of her getting wetter, raw and human.

"Do not tease. Keep pressure."

I pinned the wand hard. Bree's face twisted. She hated me and wanted more in the same breath.

"Two."

Her second orgasm ripped through her louder than the first. She squirted a thin hot stripe onto the sheet. I kept the wand there. My arms shook.

"Stop," Simone said.

I lifted the wand. Bree panted, tits heaving, pussy red and open.

"Plug," Simone said.

She handed me the black plug. Lube from the case. I coated it. Bree rolled onto her side, ass up, still catching her breath.

"Ask her."

"Can I put the plug in your ass."

"Say it like a servant."

"Please let me put the plug in your ass so I can score higher."

Bree laughed once, mean and tired. "Do it."

I pressed the tip to her asshole. Slow. Burn. She exhaled. Inch by inch until the base seated flush. She clenched around it.

"Wand again," Simone said. "Same count rules. You are at two."

I pressed the wand to her clit from behind. The plug shifted inside her when she moved. She screamed into the pillow.

"Three."

Simone's pen scratched. "Restraint."

I had not touched my cock. Precum darkened my jeans. Balls screamed.

"Four."

Bree's voice broke. "Too much."

"She does not command you during audit," Simone said. "Keep going."

"Four. Five."

The fifth orgasm wrecked her. She shook, ass clenching the plug, cunt dripping down her thighs. Wet slap smell filled the room. I counted because stopping was worse than continuing.

Simone tapped my shoulder. "Hands behind your back."

I laced my fingers. She took my wrists and tied them with the soft rope, loose enough to hurt if I pulled.

"Open your mouth."

I opened. She slid the wand handle past my lips, slick with Bree's cum and juice. Taste hit me, salt, musk, metal from the motor heat. Clean your toy, the look on her face said without words.

I sucked the wand clean while Bree lay destroyed on the sheets. Simone watched my throat work.

"Restraint during wife's pleasure," she said. "A minus. You leaked on your jeans. Visible stain."

I could not hide it. My cock had betrayed me without touch.

She untied my hands. She wrote on the rubric in red. Large block letters at the bottom: NIGHT 3. C PLUS.

"C plus," she said. "Chair station holds. Foot of bed requires three B nights, not B plus. You are one notch above failing vocal tone."

Bree sat up slow, plug still in her ass. She looked at me with glassy eyes.

"Hear that, Jonah. You eat pussy like a B plus boy. You buckle heels like a C."

Simone laminated a fresh copy from her bag, slapped it on the mirror over my face again. Grid. Boxes. My name.

"The chat has tonight's tally," she said. "Other wives will comment. Some couples loan chair boys for yard work when scores are high on restraint. You are trending interesting."

Loan. Restraint. I had stayed still while Bree came five times and I had scored interesting.

Simone left. The door clicked. Bree untied the throw and stood naked, plug shifting when she walked to me in the corner piece.

"Kneel."

I knelt on the carpet. She unzipped my jeans and freed my cock, purple and leaking. She did not stroke it.

"You want to cum," she said.

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

"A chair boy."

"A graded chair boy."

"A C plus graded chair boy who earns with his mouth."

She spat on my cock once, sharp and cold. Then she put the wand back on my tip, low buzz, cruel tease. I bucked.

"Count backward from twenty-five."

"Twenty-five days."

"Twenty-five is days left. Count from twenty-five to one or you do not get to leak."

She pressed harder. I counted aloud, voice cracking, numbers mixing with her smell still on my face. At eleven my balls drew up. At seven she pulled the wand off.

"Hands on the floor."

I braced. She milked me with two fingers at the base, tight ring, no stroke, just pressure while she watched my face in the mirror through the laminated grid.

"Come without touching," she said. "Show me restraint worth a B."

I came dry and violent, spasm after spasm, nothing out but pain and shame, hips jerking, a ruined orgasm that left me sobbing air. She held the pressure until I went soft.

"That is logged as attempted unauthorized release," she said. "Minus on tomorrow's sheet unless you thank me."

"Thank you for ruining me."

"Thank you for grading me."

"Thank you for grading me."

She tucked my cock back in, zipped me, wiped my chin with her throw. Plug seated in her ass when she walked to the bed.

"Sleep in the piece," she said. "Tomorrow is day four. Simone audits morning routine at seven. Brush your teeth before you read the mirror. If you brush after, you lose preparation points."

I crawled to the accent piece. Back rigid. Balls empty and aching. Bree turned off the lamp. In the dark her phone chimed once, twice, three times. Laughter muffled through the speaker. Wives. Grades. My name in a room I would never enter.

I stopped keeping score in my head of how many nights I had lost the bed. The sheet on the mirror kept score now. Twenty-five days until a letter grade at the pool house, and every blank box on the laminate was a place I could fail before I got there.


Chapter 3: Frosted Glass

The tray handles bit into my palms before I knew whose party this was. I cut between lounge chairs at the Delacroix pool house, spritzers sweating through the glass rims, string lights throwing gold on wet tile, chlorine in my nose and somebody's laugh too loud in my left ear. Day six. Twenty-two days left on the evaluation card still stuck in my head from the mirror at home. I kept moving because stopping meant every wife on the cul-de-sac could read my face.

Music thumped low. Tiki torches hissed. Bree sat on the deep end ledge in a white bikini that cost more than my first car, legs in the water, wine untouched. She did not look at me when I offered the tray. She looked past me at the man coming through the gate with Simone on his arm.

He was tall. Tan. Shirt open. No name in my mouth yet because Simone had not given it.

Simone wore black linen and a smile that made the neighbors straighten in their chairs. She raised one hand and the chatter dropped like she had a switch.

"Neighbors," she said, voice soft, carrying anyway. "You know Bree. You have met Jonah."

Heads turned. My spine went cold under my polo.

"This is Damon. Vetted. Clean bill. Discretion contract signed." She touched his forearm like she was showing a bottle of wine. "Bree's first guest of the summer. Jonah serves tonight. Graded. Silent. Graceful. You are all witnesses."

Damon's eyes slid over me and away, like I was part of the furniture.

A woman in a coral dress, Renee from two doors down, lifted her glass. "To upgrades."

They drank. I stood there with twelve sweating spritzers and a tray heavier than when I picked it up.

Simone stepped close enough that her perfume cut the chlorine. "Tray down on the bar. Kneel at my knee. Now."

I set the tray on the teak bar. The glasses clinked, one sloshing over the rim. Warm sticky spill ran between my fingers. I went to my knees on the pool deck, rough stone through my pants, and every lawn on this street might as well have been a stadium seat.

She held a laminated strip like the mirror card, only smaller. A clip.

"Service rank," she said, loud enough for Renee and the others to hear. "Night three at home was a C plus. Heel buckle acceptable. Sheet corners sloppy. Wine pour mean. Attitude… playful." She said playful like a stain. "Tonight he carries drinks. He does not speak unless addressed. He does not look at the suite door when his wife is inside it. He waits in the hall on the tile and takes what he is given."

Renee murmured, "Poor thing," and smiled into her drink.

My cock stirred against the seam of my pants before my brain caught up. Wrong time. Wrong crowd. It kept building anyway, hot and traitor.

Simone clipped the strip to my collar. Not a real collar. A guest badge with a number on it. Six. Day six. The plastic edge dug into my throat.

"You do not get to decide that anymore," she said, quiet now, only for me. "When you stand up, you smile at the neighbors. You thank them for coming to your wife's party. Mean it in your body if you cannot mean it in your head."

I stood. My legs shook. I smiled. "Thank you for coming."

Bree finally looked at me. Wet hair back. Mouth glossy. "Good boy. Go work."

Damon was already at her side, hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward the pool house suite. The frosted glass door waited at the end of the path, lit from inside, a blur of bodies I was not allowed to name yet.

Simone put a fresh tray in my hands. Heavier. Bottles clinked. Ice shifted, cold against my ribs through the bottom.

"Round two," she said. "Every lap you make, they watch your hands. Spill and you lose points. Hard."

I walked the circuit. Spritzers to Renee. Beer to a husband whose name I had forgotten. Wine to Simone herself, once, her fingers brushing mine on the stem, deliberate. Each stop added weight to the tray and to the badge on my throat. People talked about lawn care and vacation plans and glanced at the pool house door like it was a TV left on in another room.

Through the frosted glass, shapes moved. Bree's pale bikini top gone. Damon's dark head bent. A gasp I could not unhear.

I kept walking. My face burned. My dick stayed half hard, rubbing the fabric with each step.

Simone intercepted me at the bar. She pressed a small black remote into my palm and closed my fingers over it.

"That is not yours," she said. "Put it in your pocket. Do not touch the button. If you do, I will know."

In my other pocket, something had been there since I dressed. A silicone plug, thick, lubed, seated before we left home while Bree watched and counted my breaths. The remote in my hand had to be for it.

The buzz hit without warning. Low. Inside my ass, a dull throb that made my knees dip.

I bit the inside of my cheek. "Ma'am."

"Good. Carry on. They are about to start the real grading."

At the pool house, the frosted door was shut. Music inside now, private. The hall tile was cool under my dress shoes when Simone pointed me to a spot six inches from the jamb.

"Stand here. Tray on the floor. Hands at your sides. You serve if they open the door. You do not knock. You do not listen on purpose." She smiled at Renee, who had drifted close with her refilled glass. "He listens anyway. Men like him always do."

Renee laughed. "What happens if he moves?"

"He loses social face permanently," Simone said, like she was discussing HOA rules. "Twenty-two days left, neighbors. Help me train him."

The buzz in my ass climbed. Not enough to cum. Enough to leak. Pre-cum dampened my boxers.

Behind the glass, Bree's voice rose. "Damon. There. Fuck, yes."

The slap of skin. A slick rhythm. A bed frame tapping the wall.

Damon's voice, rough. "You wet for me already, slut?"

"Yes. Harder. Split me open."

I should have walked away. Should have thrown the remote in the pool and run. My feet stayed on the tile. My hands stayed at my sides. The need coiled in my gut, shame feeding it, the whole street feeding it.

The door cracked open. Bree's arm, bracelet flashing, reached out without showing her face.

"Jonah. Water. Ice. Now."

I lifted the tray. My hands shook. I passed her two bottles. Her fingers were slick. Smelled like sex and chlorine.

"Good pet," she said, and the door shut.

Renee sipped her spritzer. "He does have nice hands."

Simone turned the remote up again. My hole clenched around the plug. A whine left my throat before I could swallow it.

"Silence," Simone said. "Or I turn it to high in front of everyone."

I locked my jaw. Sweat ran down my back under the polo. The tray handles had left red grooves in my palms.

Inside, Bree came first. It was there in the break of her voice, the long oh that turned into a sob, the wet squelch as Damon kept driving.

"That's one," Renee said, conversational. "Do they always count?"

"Tonight they do," Simone answered. "For the chat."

The wives' group chat I was not in. Grades tallied nightly. My stomach turned.

"Please," Bree screamed through the glass. "Do not stop."

Damon grunted. "You beg like a whore, I treat you like one."

The pounding sped up. The frosted pane shook. Another crest in Bree's voice, longer, broken into filth.

"Two," Renee said. "God, listen to her."

My cock throbbed. I hated Renee for counting. I hated myself for getting harder.

Simone leaned to my ear. "You want to know what his cock looks like inside her?"

I shook my head once.

"Liar." She clicked the remote. High.

The plug hammered my prostate. My vision narrowed. I gasped, whole body jerking, and every head on the patio turned toward the pool house hall.

"Do not cum," Simone said. "You spill on this tile, you lick it up while they watch."

I panted through my nose. Tears pricked. The orgasm crawled up my spine and stopped an inch short, denied by sheer terror of Renee's coral dress and her grin.

Inside, Bree begged for a third. Damon obliged. The wet sounds turned obscene, sloppy, a rhythm that made my balls ache.

"Three," Simone said herself, calm. "Good girl in there. Bad boy out here."

When the door opened again, it was Damon, naked chest, sweat shining, shorts low on his hips. He looked at me like I was a waiter at a bad hotel.

"Towels. Two. And lube on the tray if you have it."

My mouth went dry. I loaded the tray. My legs barely held me. The plug still buzzed on high.

I handed him everything. He took the lube and shut the door.

Simone finally clicked the remote off. My asshole twitched, empty feeling without the buzz. My balls screamed for release.

"Kneel," she said.

I knelt on the hall tile. Hard. Cold through the fabric.

She unzipped my pants with one hand, casual, like opening a mail envelope. Renee stayed to watch. Two other wives drifted over, glasses in hand, faces polite and hungry.

"Say it," Simone said. "What are you out here?"

"A servant." My voice cracked.

"Louder. What is your rank?"

"Graded staff. Day six. Twenty-two days left."

"What is she in there?"

"My wife. Getting fucked. By Damon."

"And you?"

"A hole that waits. A tray. A badge."

Renee whispered, "Christ," and did not look away.

Simone wrapped her hand around my cock, dry palm, firm grip. No tenderness. She stroked once, twice, then fitted a clear sleeve over me, tight silicone, a milking tube from her purse. I had seen these online. Never on me.

"This counts your spill," she said. "Not your pleasure. Thank me for each drop."

She worked the sleeve slow, then faster, while the pool house bed slammed and Bree's fourth orgasm tore out of her in a scream that made the glass vibrate.

"One," Simone said, counting my cum, not Bree's. "Hold still."

The first pulse shot into the tube, thick and humiliating. My hips bucked. She pinned me with her other hand on my shoulder.

"Thank me."

"Thank you for milking me."

"Again."

The second rope pumped. My brain blanked. Shame and relief mashed together until I could not tell them apart.

"Two."

Damon's voice inside. "Five, baby. Take it."

Bree wailed. The neighbors chuckled like it was fireworks on the fourth of July.

Simone squeezed the base of my cock hard, cutting the third spurt short into pain.

"Enough for the patio," she said. "You do not get a full finish until you earn chair rights. You know the card."

She peeled the sleeve off, capped it, and dropped it in a ziplock with my name written on the tape in marker. Evidence. Grade material.

"Stand. Fix your pants. Smile."

I stood. My knees were raw. My cum sat in a bag in her clutch like takeout.

The frosted door opened wide.

Bree lay on the suite couch, legs spread, pussy red and dripping, Damon still inside her, slow grinding now. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. She looked at me and did not cover herself.

"Jonah. Look."

I looked.

"Tell the neighbors what you see."

My tongue was thick. "My wife. Full of another man's cock. Cum running out of her."

"And what are you?"

"Locked out. Graded. Watching."

Damon pulled out. The stretch of her hole showed, pink, gaping, his cum sliding down to the cushion. He tucked himself away like the show was over.

Bree sat up, kissed his jaw, and pointed at the floor in front of her.

"Towel him off. Then clean me with your tongue. Door stays open."

Renee made a small sound.

I took the towel. My hands trembled. I wiped Damon's sweat from his chest while he smirked down at me. Then I knelt between Bree's thighs on the suite rug, taste of chlorine on my tongue already, and licked her used cunt while the cul-de-sac pretended this was normal summer entertaining.

Salty. Bitter. Damon's cum mixed with her slick. She held my hair and ground against my face.

"Good little service slut," she breathed. "That's your penetration tonight. My pussy. His mess. No cock for you. Just tongue."

I lapped until she shuddered through a sixth peak, smaller, meaner, thighs clamping my ears. Neighbors clapped once, polite golf clap, from the hall.

Simone wrote on her clip card without looking at me.

When I stumbled back to the patio, the badge on my throat had a new sticker. Yellow. C minus.

Bree walked out on Damon's arm, bikini back on, hair wrecked, smile bright for the lawns.

"Party continues," she told the street. "Jonah refills. No pouting."

I picked up the tray. My ass ached from the plug. My cock hung soft and punished in my pants. Renee patted my ass as I passed, familiar now, like we were friends.

Simone caught my elbow near the tiki torches.

"The chat already has your number," she said. "Six wives voted tonight. You are trending. Requested category opens at sustained high restraint marks. You kept your hands at your sides. Good boy. Stupid boy."

I did not understand. My head still rang with Bree's screams.

"Tomorrow," she said, "you serve breakfast in the corner of your own kitchen while Damon eats at your table. Bree wants a comparison photo for the roster. Smile for the camera."

She walked away toward the next new couple on the perfect street, already scanning them like inventory.

I circled the pool with spritzers again, tray weight cutting my palms, twenty-two days left, and every eye on the cul-de-sac holding my grade like they had paid for the view.


Chapter 4: Earn It

The kitchen tile was cold under my bare feet and the coffee was already going. Two mugs sat by the sink, steam curling off the one she'd poured for me. Between them lay a folded sheet, crisp white, her handwriting on the front in blue ink. Report card. Day seven.

I didn't touch it yet. Through the sliding screen a plastic cup skittered in the yard where the torches had burned down to black stubs. Last night still out there. Me in the hall with a tray while Damon's laugh came through frosted glass and the wives on the deck talked about their lawns like I was furniture.

My dick stirred in the thin sleep pants all the same. Shame hit before the first sip. I took the mug anyway. Heat spread through my palms into my wrists. Warmth read like permission this morning and I hated that my body took it that way.

Bree's bare feet padded in behind me. She hooked her chin on my shoulder, hair still messy from sleep, smelling like rum and chlorine and her own skin. She kissed the side of my neck once, soft, and reached past me for her mug.

"You stayed up," she murmured. "You cleaned the trays."

"I had to."

"I know." Her hand slid around my waist, palm flat on my stomach. "B-minus on composure. Simone texted the wives at two. I read it when I got up."

B-minus. My chest loosened like I'd passed a test I didn't study for. I almost laughed. Almost asked her to forget the grades and come back to bed as equals.

She opened the fold. Lines I wasn't allowed to see in the group chat. Restraint: A. Presentation: B. Silence at the suite entry: B-minus. Notes: graceful pour, no hovering, acceptable face.

"Acceptable face," she read aloud, amused. "You looked like you were dying."

"I was."

"Good." She turned me by the hip and pressed her forehead to mine. "Come back to the room. The bed's warm. I want you in it for once."

The master bedroom had been off limits three nights running. The new chair sat in its corner, oak arms catching early light. I stopped looking at it. She tugged my hand and I went.

She'd stripped the ruined sheets and put fresh ones on. White cotton held her body heat. She pushed me down on my back and climbed over my thighs, knees pinning the mattress on either side of me, sleep shirt riding up to the dark crease where her thighs met and the bruise-colored mark Damon probably left on her hip.

"Coffee first," she said, and fed me from her mug, thumb wiping a drop off my lip. "You earned a slow morning. Don't waste it."

Earned. The word snagged. I swallowed hot coffee and tried to bargain while her fingers traced the waistband of my pants.

"Maybe we cap this," I said. "The party was one night. The grades are a phase. You and me, we could…"

"Shh." She set the mug on the nightstand and kissed me, tongue lazy, tasting like sugar. "You want warmth. Take it."

Her hand slipped inside my pants and wrapped around my cock, already half hard from her mouth on my neck in the kitchen. I bucked into her fist before I could stop myself.

"There he is," she whispered. "My good server."

Pride and filth twisted together. I gripped her wrists to slow her and she bit my lower lip.

"You don't get to pace this," she said. "I decide when my husband spills."

Husband. She still said it. My throat burned.

She slid off me and opened the nightstand drawer I used to keep condoms in. Now it held a black silicone plug, thick at the base, and a small bottle of lube, and a pink wand with a cord. She'd stocked it while I slept in the guest room.

"When did you…"

"Simone left the kit after the shower consult." She held up the plug. "Twenty-one days left on your eval. This stays in when I say. Understand?"

Day seven of twenty-eight. The pool party verdict at the end of summer. Household staff or dismissed from the marriage bed. I should have walked out. I stayed on the fresh sheets and spread my legs because her voice had gone velvet sweet and my cock was leaking on my belly.

"Say it," she said.

"I understand."

"Louder."

"I understand, Bree."

She lubed the plug and pressed the tip to my asshole. Cold shock, then burn as the head popped in. I grunted and grabbed the sheet.

"Breathe," she cooed. "That's my boy. Take it for me."

She worked it in inch by inch while her other hand stroked my cock slow, cruel slow, matching the stretch in my ass until the base kissed my skin and my hole clenched around the plug like it had forgotten how to open without her toys.

"Good hole," she murmured, and the degradation landed soft, almost loving, which was worse. "Now you're ready."

She clicked the wand on low and held the round head between my balls and the plug, vibration traveling up into my gut. I arched off the mattress. She laughed, breath hot on my ear.

"Not yet. You don't come until I say. You begged with your body all week. Now use your mouth."

She shimmied forward and pulled her shirt off. No bra. Her nipples were stiff, dark pink. She braced on the headboard and lowered her pussy onto my face, lips already slick, smell of last night and this morning mixed, musk and chlorine and cum I didn't want to name.

"Lick," she ordered. "Don't make me ask twice."

I lapped her clit, flat tongue, the way she liked before the cul-de-sac rewrote us. She ground down and the wand buzzed harder against my taint. The plug shifted inside me with every roll of her hips. Wet sounds filled the room, obscene, her juice smearing my chin.

"That's it," she breathed. "Service mouth. Simone said your restraint score is too high. Makes you loanable. Did you know that?"

Loanable. It punched through the heat. Other wives on the street could request me. My tongue faltered and she grabbed my hair.

"Don't stop, Jonah. Lick my cunt while you think about that."

I licked harder, shame pumping blood into my cock. She rode my face slow, savoring, while the wand stayed on my balls and the plug filled my ass. She talked through it, narrating last night for the grade log I wasn't in.

"He poured the second round without spilling. He didn't knock. He waited in the hall while Damon fucked me on the tile. You could hear the slap through the glass and Jonah stood there with his tray like a pretty little mute. Renee said she wanted to borrow him for her patio party."

Borrow him. Me. Renee from two houses down with the perfect hosta beds.

"Say you heard the slap," Bree said, lifting so my mouth almost lost her clit. "Say it out loud."

"I heard it."

"Say what it was."

"Damon fucking you. I heard him fucking you through the glass."

"Good boy." She sank back down and I sucked her clit between my lips. She moaned, thighs trembling. "You're going to add that to tonight's tally. Narrated humiliation. Plus two points if you don't cry."

I wanted to cry and come at the same time. My balls drew up tight. She caught it and lifted off my face, strings of spit and her wet connecting my chin to her pussy.

"Not yet."

She reached behind herself and twisted the plug, seating it deeper. Pain flared bright and melted into ache. I whimpered.

"Roll over," she said.

I rolled onto my stomach, cock trapped under me, plug pressing the sheet. She straddled my ass, knees wide, and leather buckled behind me. Strap-on. I'd sworn I'd never take one from her, never be the one fucked in our marriage bed while the chair loomed in the corner.

The head pressed my hole, already stretched around the plug. She pulled the plug out with a wet pop and replaced it immediately with the silicone cock, thicker, unyielding.

"No," I said, automatic, the old husband voice.

"Yes." She pushed. "You want warmth. This is the price."

The head breached me and I bit the pillow. She sank in slow, hands on my hips, using my ass like she'd watched Damon use her. Burn, stretch, gape. My toes curled. Tears wet the pillowcase and my cock leaked on the sheet beneath me.

"Take it," she said, voice still soft, almost tender. "Take your wife's cock, Jonah."

She bottomed out and held there, letting my ass clench and flutter around her. Then she fucked me. Long strokes, dragging out, the slap of her hips on my ass cheeks loud as last night through glass. The wand she tossed under me buzzed against my cock head when she drove in. Pleasure smashed into shame until I couldn't split them.

"Please," I gasped into the pillow.

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"Earn it." She sped up, railing my ass, one hand fisting my hair so my neck arched. "Tell me what you are."

"A hole," I choked out. "Your hole. Your good little service hole."

"Louder."

"I'm your hole. I'm your fucking staff hole."

She reached under me and wrapped her fingers around my cock, stroking in time with the strap pounding my ass. Wet squelch every thrust, my hole sloppy with lube, her balls slapping my taint when she buried deep. The room smelled like sex and coffee cooling on the nightstand.

"Look at you," she said, leaning over my back, mouth at my ear, Simone's cadence in her borrowed words. "You want this more than you will admit."

I did. God help me, I did.

"Come for me," she whispered. "Come while I fuck your ass. Thank me."

"Thank you," I sobbed. "Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for…"

"For what?"

"For letting me finish. For the bed. For…"

"For grading you." She bit my shoulder. "Say it."

"Thank you for grading me. Thank you for the B-minus. Thank you for owning my ass."

She slammed deep and twisted her wrist on my cock. The orgasm ripped out of me violent, cum spurting in ropes on the sheet under my belly, ass clamping on her strap while I shook and moaned into the pillow. She kept fucking me through it, prolonging the spasms until my arms gave out and my face mashed the wet spot I'd made.

She stilled, cock buried, and kissed the back of my neck.

"Good," she breathed. "One payout. Don't expect it free again."

She pulled out slow. Cool air on my gaped ass. I lay destroyed, boneless under her weight when she collapsed beside me.

Silence for a long minute. Birds outside. A neighbor's sprinkler clicked on.

Bree sat up, reached for the report card she'd carried from the kitchen, and slid it across the duvet to my chest.

"Earn it," she said again, smiling, not cruel, not kind. Transaction plain on her face. "Every touch, every orgasm, every night in this bed if you're lucky. Marks on the card. Simone posts at midnight. Twenty-one days."

I touched the paper with sticky fingers. Blank lines for tonight. Narrated humiliation. Plug wear duration. Optional loan availability if restraint stayed high.

"If you cap it," I tried once more, voice wrecked, "if we stop the eval…"

She tapped the card. "You don't cap love with love anymore, Jonah. You clock in."

She got up, pulled a fresh plug from the drawer, smaller, for maintenance, and told me to stay face down while she pressed it into my sore hole and kissed my cheek like a wife who'd just paid a bill.

"Shower," she said. "Then laundry from the pool house. Damon left a shirt. Wash it separate. Simone wants you at Delacroix at four for posture review."

At four. More points. More witnesses. My ass throbbed around the plug. Cum dried on my stomach.

Bree left for the shower humming. I stayed on the warm sheets one more minute, report card on my chest, coffee going cold, the sprinkler ticking next door like a clock I wasn't in.

I got up when my legs worked. Twenty-one days to the verdict. The chair in the corner waited for tonight.

I folded the report card into my back pocket and went to gather Damon's shirt from the wreckage by the pool.


Chapter 5: Her Handwriting All Along

Bree's phone lit the sugar bowl from underneath, screen waking before her sandals hit the porch steps. I had both hands on the dish rack. Water ran off a cereal bowl. The counter was hers, mine, four other wives from the cul-de-sac, and a thread name I had never been invited into: ROSTER.

Messages stacked while I stood there with pruny fingers.

Renee: Jonah restraint 9/10 again. REQUESTED tag stays green.

Damon's wife posted a laughing emoji I could not parse. Then a photo cropped tight on handwriting I knew from our bedroom. Block letters. The same slant as the report card on the duvet yesterday. Tonight corner rotation: J stays in master, Bree bed only, earned watch if he holds tongue.

My stomach dropped. That was not Simone's script. That was my wife's.

The back door clicked. I swiped the screen black a half second late. She came in with the mail fan, bare legs, ponytail, smelling like hot pavement and the jasmine along the walk.

"You're dripping on my granite, Jonah."

I set the bowl down. "Sorry."

Her phone buzzed again face-up where she had left it. ROSTER. Forty-seven unread. She did not snatch it. She poured coffee, leaned on the counter, and let me see the notification banner anyway.

Simone: Klatch at ten. Bring your ledgers. Graduated wives only host this month.

Graduated. The word sat in my mouth like burnt coffee.

She took a sip, eyes on me over the rim. "You look pale. Bad night?"

"I slept in the bed. You said I earned it."

"I said earn it going forward." She tapped the phone, not to hide it, to scroll. "Read the last line out loud. Practice."

My voice came out thin. "REQUESTED. Loanable pending wife approval."

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"REQUESTED. Loanable pending wife approval."

She smiled, the one that used to mean we were in on a joke together. "Good. Simone stepped back from my training six weeks ago. I run your chart now. High restraint scores make you useful to the street, not precious to me. The better you behave, the more Renee and the others get to borrow you for pool duty, corner nights, whatever we vote."

I gripped the counter edge. Pride was the last thing I had been stacking, B-minus composure, quiet hands, all of it to win her back from the MILF I thought had stolen her.

"You were never stolen." She set the mug down. "You were filed."

The doorbell rang. Voices on the porch, heels, Damon laughing too loud. Public. Exposure. The klatch was not a fantasy Simone ran from her pool house anymore. It was my kitchen filling with women who graded me in a chat I was not in.

Renee swept in first, sundress, iced latte, gaze sliding to me like I was a piece of furniture moved wrong. "Jonah. Hands look clean. Mouth too, I hope."

Damon followed, polo, beer at nine in the morning, clapping my shoulder hard enough to hurt. "Man, my wife put you on her wish list. Wild."

My face burned. Damon's wife, Tessa, had not been in the locked name list before. New name, no history: Tessa. She waved from behind him, grinning.

Simone entered last, linen, perfume, the smooth calm that had rewired my marriage. She kissed my wife's cheek, not mine. "Ledger time."

They spread phones on my counter. Not Simone's templates. Screens full of my wife's notes. Day twelve corner log. Day thirteen earned watch, denied climax, plus point for silence. Day fourteen, today: klatch exposure, confirm REQUESTED status aloud.

Renee read it like a menu. "He has to say it in front of us or the tag goes red. Street rules."

Every head turned. The kitchen shrank. My mouth went bitter and dry, panic rising under it.

My wife crossed her arms. "Jonah. Tell them what you are on the roster."

"I'm…" The old me would have walked out. That man was already demoted to staff. Walking out meant dismissed from the marriage bed for good, Simone's pool-party verdict in fourteen days, and I had been counting nights I was not allowed like a child with gold stars.

"I'm REQUESTED household staff," I said. "Loanable. With my wife's approval."

Tessa whistled. "Hear that, Damon? Shared asset."

Damon laughed again. I wanted to hit him. My dick stirred anyway, traitor, half hard from the shame of saying it out loud in my own kitchen.

Simone pulled a chair from my table, sat like it was a throne, and opened her ledger. Not hers. A copy in my wife's handwriting, every page. "We are only just beginning."

The words landed soft. They gutted me anyway.

Renee set a small velvet bag on the granite. "Inspection before votes. Pull your shorts down. Hands on the counter. Spread."

This was the escalation. Not a bedroom door closed. A circle of neighbors, my wife watching, Simone watching, Damon still here because the husbands sometimes got to look if the wives allowed it.

I unbuckled. Shorts hit my ankles. Cool air on my thighs. My cock hung heavy, leaking.

"Nose to the tile," my wife said. "Count when you're touched. Thank each point."

Renee snapped on a latex glove. The sound was obscene in the quiet. She lubed two fingers, no warning, and pushed into my ass in one go.

I grunted. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched around her knuckles.

"One," I gasped. "Thank you."

She scissored. Added a third finger. The slick drag made a wet sound, and I hated that everyone could hear it.

"Two. Thank you."

Damon stepped closer. Simone did not tell him to leave. My wife nodded permission like she was lending a lawn mower.

Tessa held my phone, recording. "Smile, Jonah. Roster content."

Renee worked me open, rough, clinical. Pride collapsed into a pulsing need I could not hide. My hips rocked back onto her hand.

"Greedy," Renee said. "That's why you're REQUESTED."

She pulled out. Emptiness. Then cold metal, a plug, thick, pushed past the burn until the base kissed my skin.

"Three. Thank you."

The plug seated deep. A remote clicked. Buzz hit my prostate like a fist. I moaned, loud, kitchen acoustics carrying it.

My wife sipped her coffee. "Hold it. No coming until you earn watch privileges tonight."

Simone stood, traced a finger down my spine. "Bree graduated with honors. I only advise now. Remember that when you beg."

I bit my lip. Blood taste. The vibrator in my ass pulsed harder.

They voted while I trembled. Tessa wanted me pool-side next week. Renee wanted Thursday corner at her house. Damon joked about car wash detail in a thong. My wife checked boxes on her phone, each ding another nail.

"Majority carries," she said. "Jonah serves the street on rotation. Home base is still my bed, when I say. Corner chair when I don't."

Fourteen days until the pool party verdict. The evaluation was halfway done and I had just learned the judge was the woman I slept beside.

They cleared the counter. Almost. Simone left the velvet bag. Inside, a black silicone strap, thick, curved, harness included. A note in my wife's hand: install after klatch. Demo for ledger.

Damon clapped me again. "Good luck, bro."

When the door shut, the silence pressed in.

My wife locked it. Dropped her sundress in one pull. No bra. Nipples hard, mouth set.

"On your knees. You read my chat. You don't get to pretend anymore."

I knelt on the tile, plug still buzzing. Taste of salt when I opened my mouth for her pussy, slick, musky, her arousal thick over my shame. She grabbed my hair.

"Lick. Tell me who writes your grades."

"You do."

"Who owns the roster?"

"You do."

"Who got promoted while I played rescue?"

"You did."

She ground on my tongue, wet sounds, my nose buried in her clit. The remote in her hand cranked the plug to max. My vision blurred.

"Don't you come. Describe what you are."

"A loanable hole," I mumbled against her cunt. "Your staff. Their toy when you vote yes."

"Louder."

"A loanable hole. Your staff."

She pulled off, walked to the bedroom, pointed at the harness on the bed. "Strap it on me. Tight. Then bend over the dresser."

I fumbled the buckles. My hands shook. The dildo jutted black and heavy from her hips. She looked like a verdict in human shape.

"Bend."

I gripped the dresser. Mirror in front of me. My own face stared back as she spat on the dildo and pressed the head to my plugged asshole.

"Remove it or I remove your privilege for a week."

I reached back, yanked the plug free. Gape. Cool air. Then her cock, silicone but merciless, pushing in inch by inch.

I cried out. Burn worse than Renee's fingers. Full.

"Pound yourself back. Show me you understand the roster."

I pushed my ass onto her. The stretch, the ache, the slap of her hips when she took over and fucked me for real. Brutal. Steady. Each thrust punched air out of me.

"Who trained me, Jonah?"

"Simone trained you. You run me now."

"Who am I?"

"My wife. My judge. My…"

"Say it."

"My owner."

She reached around, wrapped her fist around my dick, stroked in time with the railing. Pain and pleasure stacked. I was so close.

"Not yet. Beg to come like roster trash."

"Please. Let your loanable hole come. Please, Bree."

She slapped my ass, hard. "Come. One. Count it."

I exploded, cum splattering the mirror, legs shaking, hole clenching on the strap while I sobbed through it.

"One," I gasped. "Thank you."

She did not stop. The oversensitive drag of her hand on my cock was torture. The dildo kept pounding.

"Two is for the street. Imagine Tessa watching."

"No…"

"Come again. Thank her."

My second orgasm ripped out meaner, dry hurt, knees buckling. Cum dribbled, thin, onto the wood. "Two. Thank you."

She yanked out. Turned me around. Shoved me to my knees again. The silicone cock slick with my ass, shoved past my lips.

"Taste your hole. Clean it. Three is in your mouth if you choke pretty."

I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. She face-fucked me until my throat opened, tears streaming, the buzz of shame louder than the wet gag sounds.

She pulled out. Nothing on my face but spit and drool. "Stroke. Fast. Four for the camera I already sent to ROSTER."

The phone dinged on the dresser. Preview of me bent over, face wrecked. Permanent.

I jerked myself raw. Four hit like a cramp, painful, cum pooling on the tile between her feet.

"Four. Thank you for sharing me."

She crouched, kissed my forehead, almost tender. Almost.

"Earned watch tonight. Corner chair in the master. You see me use the wand on myself. You do not touch. You hold the ledger while I update day fourteen."

Fourteen days left. The woman I had tried to save from Simone was the one who had filed me, graded me, and marked me green for neighbors to borrow.

She stood, buckled the harness off, tossed it in the bag for next time.

"Shower. Then prep the pool house cooler for Simone's follow-up lesson. She advises. I decide."

I crawled toward the bathroom, legs useless, mouth full of the taste of rubber and my own ass.

Behind me, her phone lit again on the counter. ROSTER typing.

Renee: confirmed Thursday. Send him shaved.

My wife's reply banner floated before the screen went dark.

Tessa: can't wait to try your A student.

I rinsed my face. The water roared in my ears. Somewhere down the street a lawn mower started, same perfect lawns, same cage.

Tonight I would sit in the corner chair I had chosen to salvage, hold her pen while she wrote the next line of my life, and pray that serving her better would not vote me further away.

I already knew the prayer was backwards. High marks made me shared. Good behavior made me less hers.

The roster had my name in green.

She called from the bedroom, voice casual, like she was asking me to pick up milk.

"Jonah. Bring the plug back. Remote too. We're only just beginning on day fifteen."

I picked up the bag. My hands would not stop shaking.

I went to her.


Chapter 6: Initial Each Clause

The lamp threw a yellow square on the oak and nothing else in the house was on. I came in through the side door twenty minutes late from edging the Delacroix lawn and found my chair pulled out like someone had set a place for me. Stapled pages. Black ballpoint dead center on the top sheet. The smell was ink and the lemon cleaner she always used after dinner, and under that her perfume from this morning still on the air though she was upstairs a minute ago.

My knees hit the seat before I read the title. HOUSEHOLD SERVICE AGREEMENT. Principal: Bree. External evaluator: Simone. Subject staff: Jonah. Day fifteen. Thirteen days left on the evaluation clock before the pool party and the final grade read out loud to the whole cul-de-sac.

Footsteps on the stairs. She came in barefoot, hair loose, wearing the thin sleep shirt I used to peel off her on wedding nights. She kissed my forehead, soft, like I had a fever.

"You're late," she said. "Sit. We are doing this tonight."

"I saw the roster this morning."

"I know you did." She dragged the second chair close enough that our knees almost touched. "That is why there is paper. No more pretending the MILF runs your chart. I run it. She scores what I file. Sit straight."

The first clause was in her handwriting, block letters, brutal and neat. The marriage of equals is retired as of this date. No joint decisions on money, bed, or body. I am household staff under her authority with Simone as outside evaluator for the twenty-eight-day trial and any renewal after.

My throat closed. The man who proposed on a rooftop in Chicago was not in the room. He was a ghost I kept feeding with excuses. She slid the pen into my hand. The plastic was warm from her grip.

"Initial here," she said. "Small letters. J.H. Like you used to sign receipts."

I wrote J.H. The ink bled on the fiber. Weight settled in my chest, the kind you get when you carry a box downstairs and your arms shake after you set it down.

"Clause two," she murmured. "Bedroom demotion. Master bed is mine alone or with guests I approve. Your station is the corner chair in our room, or the kitchen when I say. You sleep there when you sleep at all. You do not enter the bed without permission logged in the roster chat."

She kissed my forehead again. Tender. Final.

"Initial."

J.H. My hand shook on the third letter.

"Say it out loud so your mouth learns it."

"I sleep in the corner chair unless you allow otherwise."

"Good boy."

The word boy hit my cock in its cage. I had worn the metal since week one. It bit when I shifted on the hard seat.

Clause three was restraint scoring. High marks mean compliance, silence, service without complaint. High marks also flag REQUESTED status. Loanable to other principals on the street pending wife approval.

"I did not ask for that," I said.

"You earned it." Her voice stayed low, almost loving. "Every night you held your tongue while Damon's name showed up on my phone. Every morning you made coffee for women who grade you. Simone told me weeks ago you were ready for sharing. I waited until you could read your own label in the chat."

"Renee posted the comment."

"Renee wants you Tuesdays if I sign off."

The house was too quiet. No TV. No dishwasher. Just the pen and the lamp and her breath when she leaned in to turn the page.

Clause four. Sexual service. Staff provides oral, manual, and anal service on command. Staff accepts penetration, toys, denial, and milking without veto. Orgasms are privileges recorded in the roster. Staff thanks the principal for each release.

I could not use the word thank. Not twice. I whispered, "I accept."

"Initial. Then say thank you to me for letting you accept."

The heat of it climbed my face. My dick pushed at the steel. "Thank you, Bree."

She smiled. Small. Wife smile from before all this. "Again for clause four."

"Thank you for clause four."

"Good."

Clause five detailed the corner chair schedule, nights I am not in the room when she entertains, nights I am on the floor with a plug and a blindfold. Clause six gave her camera rights for roster proof. Clause seven named Simone final authority if we dispute a grade.

Page four was initialed blank lines for witnesses.

"Bree," I said. "If I do not sign the rest, we can still"

"There is no still." She cupped my jaw. "You want the old us back. Sign away the old us or walk out and lose the house, the street, and me. Those are the only doors."

I initialed clause five. Six. Seven.

Grief sat on my tongue, metal taste. I mourned the husband who used to pick her up at the airport. He died on this table tonight and I was the one killing him for a forehead kiss and a wet pussy I was not allowed to fuck bare anymore.

She stood, went to the counter, opened a drawer. Silicone lube. A black plug thick as my thumb at the tip and fat at the base. She held it under my nose.

"Scent check," she said. "Rubber and bleach from when I washed it after Damon left last week. You are going to wear this while you sign the appendices."

I bent over the table. She did not ask. She pushed my shirt up, spread my cheeks, cold lube, then pressure. Slow twist. My hole burned open inch by inch. The base seated with a slap that echoed off the tile.

"Stay bent. Appendix A is anal standards. Depth, duration, gratitude."

Her finger tapped the paper in front of my eyes. I initialed with my ass full and my eyes watering.

"Say what you are."

"Your staff."

"What kind."

"Anal staff."

She lubed a slim vibrator, pressed it to my taint under the cage, buzz low. My whole pelvis jumped. She left it there, humming, while she read appendix B out loud. Milking schedule. Prostate only until she unlocks me for special occasions.

The kitchen clock ticked. My balls ached. The plug shifted when I breathed and sent sparks up my spine I hated needing.

A phone chimed from the living room.

Bree went to get it, came back, set it on the table screen up. Renee's name. Live video. Renee in a cream blouse, wine glass, patio lights behind her on the other side of the cul-de-sac.

"Show her," Bree said.

I straightened partway. Plug pulled at my rim. Renee's mouth opened.

"Jonah. Sweetheart. Read clause nine aloud for me."

Clause nine was new on the last page, one I had not seen. Upon REQUESTED approval, staff may be loaned for supervised service sessions. Principal retains veto and grade credit.

Renee grinned. "I already sent my request form. Your wife holds the pen, honey. Say you understand."

"I understand."

"Louder. With your staff title."

"I, Jonah, household staff, understand I can be loaned."

Renee blew a kiss at the camera. "Thirteen days until party night. I want you cleaned and plugged for my patio slot. Bree, mark tentative Tuesday."

"Marked," my wife said.

The call ended. The screen went dark. The witness block on page four had a line for neighbor countersign. Bree typed Renee's initials herself from the video confirmation.

"Finish," she said. "Full signature page. Then service."

I signed Jonah in shaky cursive. She signed Bree principal. Dated day fifteen.

She took the vibrator off my taint, turned it up, shoved it against the plug from the outside so it rattled my hole and my prostate at once. I moaned into the table.

"You belong in this room now," she said. "Not the bed. This kitchen where I feed you rules. Turn around."

I turned. Lamp light on her nipples through cotton. She stripped the shirt off, leaned back on the counter, spread her legs.

"Lick first. Slow. I want to smell you on your beard when Renee gets you."

I knelt on the tile, hard. Her pussy was shaved smooth, already slick. I tasted salt and the day on her. She grabbed my hair, pulled me tight to her clit, ground on my mouth. The plug made every motion in my ass a second stroke.

"Don't stop. Tongue flat. Count in your head how many nights you slept in the chair this month. That number is how long you stay down there."

I lapped until my jaw buzzed. She pulled me up by the hair, kissed me, tongue full of her own taste.

"Stay here," she said. She left the kitchen. Came back with the harness bag from the closet we used to share. Black strap, thick cock, eight inches, matte finish. She stepped into it, buckled, stroked the silicone once like she was already proud of it.

"Table edge. Elbows down. Ass up. Hold the plug in with one hand until I tell you to let go."

I bent over the agreement we had just signed. My signature still wet. She worked the plug out slow. My hole gaped, air cold. Then her cockhead, wider than the plug, pushed in. Burn. Stretch. I grunted.

"Take it. Staff hole. Open."

She sank half way on the first thrust. No warm up beyond the plug. My prostate screamed. She bottomed out, hips flat to my ass, the slap loud and wet from lube.

"Please"

"Beg in staff words."

"Please fuck my ass, principal."

She pulled back and drove in again. Long strokes. Table legs scraped the floor. The lamp shook. Paper fluttered. Ink smell and sex smell mixed.

She reached under me, found the cage, unlocked it with a key from her bracelet. My cock sprang free, dripping. She did not touch it. She fucked me harder, angle up, nailing my prostate every hit.

"Rub yourself on the table edge. Hump like a dog. I want cum on the wood before you get to come in your hand."

I dragged my dick on the oak rim. Rough. Stupid. The agreement under my elbows creased. J.H. J.H. smearing under my sweat. I humped and got railed and hated how my balls drew up.

"Renee is going to use this ass Tuesday," she said. "You will thank her with your mouth on her deck. You will tell the roster you are grateful. You will mean it because your body will still be open from tonight."

"I can't"

"You can. You are. Take it."

She sped up. The wet sound obscene, squelch and slap. My hole clenched and could not close around her girth. She smacked my cheek once, hard.

"Come for me. Now. Staff comes when principal says."

I broke. Cum shot across the signature page, white stripes on black ink. My ass spasmed on her silicone cock. Vision pinholed. I barked her name and it was not husband talk. It was pet talk.

She kept pounding through it, milked the last drops from my prostate with the head of her cock until I sobbed into the paper.

She pulled out. I hung open, dripping lube down my thighs. She scooped cum off the page with two fingers, fed it to my mouth.

"Taste what you signed."

I swallowed. Salt and ink bitter on my tongue.

She locked the cage again. Click. She picked up the plug, pushed it back in one firm shove. I whimpered.

"Wear it to bed. Chair station. Appendix C says aftercare is principal's choice. My choice is you plugged, denied, sheets on the chair fresh."

She kissed my forehead. Third time. Husband funeral kiss.

Phone buzzed in her hand. She angled it so I could see. The wives' roster chat. New message from her account, photo attached. The agreement signature page with my cum on it. Caption: Day 15 filed. Staff signed. REQUESTED confirmed. Corner chair tonight.

Typing dots from Simone. Then: Received. Grade logged. Thirteen days. Do not disappoint your principal.

Bree set the phone down, turned off the lamp. Only the stove clock glowed green.

"Upstairs," she said. "Chair. Now."

I walked ahead of her, thighs slick, plug shifting, document smell on my hands. The master bedroom door stood open. The bed was turned down on her side only. The corner chair waited with a folded blanket and a printed copy of appendix A clipped to the arm.

I sat where I belonged. She tucked the blanket under my chin, domestic as anything.

"Sleep if you can," she said. "Tomorrow you scrub the kitchen table. Renee likes a clean surface when she visits."

She got into the bed alone. Springs creaked once. The house went quiet except for the tiny buzz she left remote-linked to the plug, low pulse, all night.

Thirteen days. Tuesday on Renee's patio. The man I was did not live here anymore. His name was on a page downstairs streaked with cum, and my ass still throbbed to the rhythm she set, and I did not reach for my old side of the bed because the door was closed in ink, initialed, witnessed, and filed where every wife on the street could read it before I could take it back.


Chapter 7: Through the Closet Gap

The grade card hung on the closet hook where Bree had pinned it, paper warm from her palm, the little box in the corner showing her numerals: 8. Eight days until the pool-house verdict. I stood under the bulb with the door cracked an inch, reading restraint like it was law. Service: B minus. Attendance: A. Release: withheld three nights running. My dick had been hard since dinner without permission to touch, and I hated how I leaned closer to the card to memorize what would get me marked down tomorrow.

I traced the line about corner placement with my thumb. Earn the seat. No release without principal approval. Simone still signed the footer as external evaluator, but the handwriting on the daily boxes was Bree's loops, Bree's pressure on the pen. I had initialed the agreement at the kitchen table. That made this my job now, policing myself before anyone else had to.

Footsteps on the hall runner. Bree's voice, low. "Jonah. Closet. Now."

I shut the card inside my fist and stepped out. She wore a silk robe that clung where her nipples pushed the fabric. Her hair was loose for bed. She did not kiss me. She pointed at the master bedroom door. "You know the gap rule. Strip to the collar. Plug stays in unless I say."

The black plug in my ass had been there since after work, a heavy glass bulb that made every step a reminder. I peeled shirt and pants off in the laundry nook, folded them the way the agreement required, and followed her. The bedroom smelled like her lotion and Simone's perfume, both of them in there already, sheets turned down, the corner seat empty because my last grade had not cleared me for it.

Bree opened the closet and shoved me among her shoes. "Hands behind your back. Watch. Do not come. If you leak on my carpet I subtract a letter."

Simone lay on my side of the mattress in a black bra and nothing else, thighs thick and gleaming, one knee cocked open. Bree climbed over her, robe falling, and the two of them kissed like they had all night and I had none. My wife's hand slid between Simone's legs. Wet sounds started, small at first, then louder when two fingers curled inside that pussy.

The gap was a slice of mirror and flesh, three inches of voyeur hell. My cock stood out from the collar, slick at the tip, untouched. I bit the inside of my cheek. You do not get to finish. You do not get to finish. The thought was mine before Bree could say it. That scared me more than the plug stretching my hole.

Simone arched and moaned against Bree's mouth. "Good girl. Show your husband what principal looks like."

Bree laughed, breath hot on Simone's neck, and drove a third finger in. Simone's cunt gushed around the knuckles, shine running down to the sheet. I grunted without meaning to. Bree's eyes flicked to the closet gap. "Quiet, staff. Count how many times she twitches. Report."

I had to speak while they fucked each other with fingers and tongues. "One. Two. Three." Simone came on the fourth count, hips jumping, juice slick on Bree's wrist. The smell hit the closet, musk and salt, and my balls drew up tight. I clenched around the plug until my thighs shook. No release. Withheld. I whispered the grade card lines to stay safe.

They rolled, Bree on her back, Simone's mouth on her clit. The wand from the nightstand kicked on, pink head pressed flat to Bree's hood. Bree grabbed Simone's hair and ground up. "He is watching. Tell him what he is missing."

Simone did not look at me. "A tongue that knows service. Not a husband. A graded hole in the closet."

Bree came hard, back lifting off the mattress, squeal muffled by her own arm. Simone kept the wand there until Bree kicked. "Enough. Enough." Only then did the buzz stop. Sweat darkened the pillow where my head used to sleep.

Bree stood, robe forgotten, pussy flushed and swollen. She opened the closet door. Cold air on my sweaty chest. "Out. On your knees at the foot of the bed. Mouth open."

I crawled. Carpet burned my knees. She tapped my chin with the wand, still vibrating, still coated in her cum. "Lick it clean. No teeth. If you spill, you sleep in the garage."

I tasted Bree on the silicone, tart and thick, vibration numbing my lips. Simone lay back in the pillows, legs spread, fingers idle on her own clit. Bree held my hair. "Say what you are."

"A withheld staffer." My voice cracked. "Closet watcher. No release."

"Louder."

"A withheld staffer who earns his seat."

She pulled the wand away and replaced it with her fingers, two of them sliding past my tongue into my mouth, fucking it slow. I gagged, drool running down my chin. She wiped it on my cheek. "Good. Back in the closet. Plug check."

I bent forward. She pushed the glass deeper without lube, burn flaring, and twisted. I hissed. "Thank you, principal."

"Eight days, Jonah. You want the chair? Improve restraint. Improve silence." She closed the door. Darkness and shoe leather smell. Through the gap they curled together, Simone's hand on Bree's ass, whispering numbers I could not hear. My dick pulsed. I did not touch it. I mouthed tomorrow's targets before sleep took me.

Morning grading happened at the kitchen island. Bree slid a fresh card across the granite. I had made coffee, set out her yogurt, scrubbed the shower glass where Simone had left fingerprints. Bree circled Attendance and bumped Service to B plus. Release still read withheld.

"You self-corrected last night," she said. "I heard you reciting in the closet. That saves me work."

Pride and sickness rolled together in my gut. I wanted her approval like air. "What do you need before tonight?"

"Simone is staying through day twenty-one. You will prep the room, fresh towels, condoms in the drawer even if we do not use them on you. You will present the plug options on a tray at six. And you will ask for denial out loud at dinner so I can log it in the wives' chat."

The wives' chat I was not in. Damon and Renee and Tessa probably already had my scores. I nodded. "I ask for denial tonight."

"Say it like you mean it."

"I want to be denied tonight. I want my release withheld until my principal decides I have earned it."

Bree typed on her phone without looking at me. "Logged."

Day twenty-one bled the same heat. I carried the tray in at six: small plug, medium plug, the thick silicone one with the tail, lube, wipes. Bree chose the thick one and had me insert it at the foot of the bed while Simone watched from the lounger, legs crossed, wine in hand.

"Push it yourself," Bree said. "Describe it."

I spread my cheeks on the carpet, slicked the plug, and worked the fat head past my rim. Sting, then fullness, then the obscene pop when it seated. "Silicone plug. Largest. My ass is full for your guests."

Simone swirled wine. "Restraint mark trending up. The roster will notice."

Bree smiled at her, not at me. "He is learning to hold the leash."

They used the bedroom again. I knelt at the gap while Bree rode Simone's face, then switched to a strap-on, black rubber cock gleaming. Simone took it on her hands and knees, grunting each thrust, tits swinging. Bree fucked her hard enough the headboard knocked. I counted strokes aloud through the gap like the card required. At fifty Bree pulled out and pointed at the closet. "Staff. Lube her ass. With your tongue first."

I crawled out, shaking. Simone's asshole winked, slick from pussy juice. Bree gripped my hair. "Get it wet. Then finger her. Two. Three. Work her open for me."

I buried my face between those cheeks, tongue flat on her rim, tasting rubber and skin. Simone pushed back. "Deeper, Jonah. Service mouth."

I speared my tongue, drool running, then slid one finger, two, three into her ass. She clenched and released. Bree shoved me aside and replaced my fingers with the strap-on, pushing into Simone's ass in one long stroke. Simone screamed into the pillow. The slap of rubber on flesh filled the room. Bree did not slow. "Count her orgasms, staff. Out loud."

"One." Simone shattered around the cock, ass fluttering, squelch obscene. Bree kept pounding. "Two." A second crest ripped through her, voice broken. "Three." She collapsed. Bree pulled out, ass gaped for a second, pink and wrecked. Cum and lube dripped down her thigh.

My dick leaked on the carpet. Bree saw. "Subtract. Service back to B. You almost spilled."

I choked on apology. "I'll hold it. I'll hold it."

"You'll do more than hold." She nudged Simone's shoulder. "Evaluator's call. Edge him?"

Simone rolled onto her side, lazy, satisfied. "Edge him. No finish. He is too eager."

Bree fitted a milking sleeve over my cock, tight silicone ribs, and set the small wand underneath my balls on low buzz. The dual squeeze made my vision white out. I bucked. "Please. Please, principal."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words sank into my spine. I begged anyway, filthy, voice wrecked. "Let me cum. I'm your withheld slut. I'll lick every mess. I'll sleep in the closet a week. Please."

She twisted the sleeve tighter and turned the wand up. My hips jerked. Cum climbed my shaft and stalled, blocked, painful sweet. I sobbed once. Bree read my face. "Not tonight. You are two nights from a possible release if restraint holds."

She stripped the sleeve off before I could spill. My balls ached blue. Simone chuckled. "Self-report tomorrow. If he lies, garage."

I slept on the closet floor with the plug shifting when I rolled. At dawn I wrote my own corrections on the back of the grade card in pencil: quieter, slower leak, recite denial before arousal spikes. Bree found the notes at breakfast. She did not smile. She did not need to. She added a gold star sticker next to Self-Initiated Discipline, the first sticker on any card.

Day twenty-two. Withheld four nights. Simone left after coffee. Bree locked the bedroom door at nine with me inside, on my knees, wrists cuffed behind my back to the radiator. The wand was taped to my inner thigh, head pressed to my shaft root, buzzing relentless. A second plug, vibrating, filled my ass on top of the glass one, double stretch, gut-deep fullness.

"You will not come," Bree said. She sat in the corner seat, the one I had not earned, legs bare, reading messages on her phone. "The wives are comparing notes. Damon wants to know if you are loanable after day twenty-eight."

Loanable. The word from the agreement I had initialed. My stomach dropped. I had thought high restraint would save me. Maybe it flagged me the other way.

"Beg them to keep you here," Bree said, eyes on the screen. "Out loud. Convince me you are worth denying."

"I want to stay denied for you. I don't want other wives. I want your card, your closet, your plug rules. Please keep me. Please withhold me."

She set the phone down. "Convincing enough."

Hours. The wand never stopped. I dripped on the floor, clear slick pooling, never allowed to tip over the edge. When she finally uncuffed me the sun had moved across the rug. My legs did not work. She walked me to the bed, pushed me face down, and worked the vibrating plug out slow, then the glass, my ass gaping, twitching.

"Stay open," she said. She lubed three fingers, then four, stretching me until burn turned to blunt ache. I buried my face in the sheet that smelled like them both. This is how you keep your place. This is how you beat loanable. I pushed back on her hand without being told.

"Say it," she whispered at my ear.

"I'm policing myself. I'm your denied hole. I want the regime that starves me."

She added her thumb, knuckles past the rim, fist-width pressure. I screamed into cotton. She did not fist me, not yet, but the threat hovered, four fingers curling inside my ass while the wand returned to my cock, taped again.

"Beg, and I might let you."

I was beyond shame. "Let me cum. I'm your broken staff slut. Fist my ass if you want. Just let me spill."

"Count backward from ten. If you break count, garage a week."

"Ten. Nine." Her fingers scissored. "Eight. Seven." The wand climbed higher. "Six. Five." My whole body shook. "Four. Three." Cum surged. "Two. One."

She yanked the wand away and slammed her palm over my tip, blocking the spurt. I wailed. "No. No."

"Almost." She laughed, mean and bright. "You failed count at two. Your voice cracked."

She let me drip denial tears into the sheet while she fetched the milking sleeve again, fitted it, and ran it slow, cruel wringing strokes that pulled pre-cum out in strings without giving orgasm. "That's one ruined dribble. Not a release. Logged."

When she finally took the sleeve off I hung limp, cock angry red, balls heavy. She turned me over, straddled my chest, pussy wet on my skin, and ground down while she jerked me raw with her slick hand, fast tight pumps. "Second chance. You do not come until I say the word principal."

I chanted it with her thrusts. "Principal. Principal. Principal." On the fourth chant she rose up, slammed down on my face, and ordered me to tongue her while she beat me off. I lapped her clit, sucked her lips, swallowed her taste. Her hand blurred. "Now."

I exploded. Cum shot across my own stomach, thick ropes, five days of denial firing in spasms that hurt. I could not stop. She milked another pulse out, then another, oversensitive, cruel. "Count it."

"One. Two. Three." My voice was scrap. "Four."

"Thank who."

"Thank you, principal. Thank you for letting your withheld slut cum."

She slid off my face, wiped herself on my thigh, and marked the grade card on the nightstand without leaving the bed. Release: partial, evaluator override. Service: A minus. Restraint: flagged requested.

Flagged requested. She let me see the word before she capped the pen.

"You did this," she said. "High marks. Quiet nights. Self-denial. The roster wants loanable men who can hold an edge and serve without fuss."

I lay in my own cum cooling on my skin, ass still stretched and sore, the closet door open for once. Tomorrow I would scrub the streaks off the rug. Tomorrow I would ask for worse denial to wipe the flag. My hand moved toward the card to pencil another self-correction before she could tell me to.

Bree caught my wrist. "Leave it. You don't get to edit tonight."

She pulled the sheet over me, not tucking me in, and turned off the lamp. From the hallway her phone chimed once, the wives' chat. She murmured to someone, voice pleased. "Day twenty-three slot. Bring the thick plug."

Eight days had become seven in the box on the hook. I stared at the ceiling where the mirror used to hang before the corner seat took its place. My body still twitched aftershocks. The part of me that used to object had gone quiet on the ride up my spine when she blocked the first climax. What was left administered itself, hungry for the next grade, already rehearsing how to beg tomorrow without being told to open my mouth.


Chapter 8: Trash Night

The chair's wheels caught every crack in the driveway. I hauled it toward the curb anyway, wood scraping asphalt, my breath loud in the cold dark. Trash bins already lined the cul-de-sac, green lids gleaming under porch lights. Four days left on Simone's countdown. My phone had buzzed an hour ago with a screenshot Bree never meant for me to see, forwarded by mistake or on purpose I still couldn't tell.

LOAN CONFIRMED: Jonah to Renee's. Tuesday 9pm. Host duty: Bree + guest (Damon).

Damon. The name dropped into my gut and stayed. Bree hosting him while I wiped another wife's floors and ate denial for dessert. Jealousy burned my throat hotter than shame ever had. I dragged harder. The corner chair that had been my station, my proof I was still in the game, tipped toward the gutter.

I'd earned that chair with restraint marks so high Simone flagged me REQUESTED. Loanable. Like a fucking lawnmower. I was trying to serve Bree so well she'd take me back, and every good grade made me property of the roster.

The chair thumped against the bin. I stood there shaking, night air biting my arms through the thin tee Bree made staff wear indoors. Crickets. A dog barked two houses down. My cock stirred against the cage she'd locked after day nineteen, traitor flesh I couldn't trust anymore.

I went back inside.

Bree's handwriting covered the grade card on the fridge, columns I'd memorized during the denial stretch. Restraint: A. Attendance: A minus. Mouth service: B plus. Jealousy incidents: pending. I took the pen from the hook, found my row, drew one hard line through JONAH and wrote REMOVED in block letters that looked nothing like hers.

My hands steadied. Wrong. Good.

I crossed the lawn to Simone's house without knocking. She sat on her front steps in a cream robe, bare feet on perfect grass, phone glowing against her collarbone.

"I want my wife back," I said. "I want my bed. Take me off your roster."

She didn't look up at first. Thumb scrolling. The screen cast blue on her mouth. Then she set it face down and studied me like inventory.

"You put the chair at the curb."

"I did."

"And you edited my graduate's ledger."

"Bree isn't your graduate. She's my wife."

Simone stood. Robe whispering. Close enough that her perfume hit the back of my tongue, warm despite the chill.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said. "You don't get to unwrite a failing night by dragging furniture. You get a revised line."

She called Bree. Speaker on. My wife's voice, sleepy, annoyed. "He's at your house?"

"He's here," Simone said. "Chair at the curb. Card defaced. Damon still coming Thursday."

A pause. Fabric rustle. "Handle it."

"Failing," Simone said to the phone, calm as weather. "Master bedroom revoked. Pool-house guest room effective now. One additional failing mark and dismissal stands: divorce packet, change of locks, staff termination. Four days to verdict. He can still lose everything."

Bree hung up without saying my name.

Simone opened her door. "Inside. Now."

I followed her through halls I'd only ever seen from the pool deck. Marble cold under my soles. Somewhere a fountain trickled, steady drip that counted seconds I didn't have.

Her study smelled like leather and ink. She pulled the grade card from her desk, a clean copy, my row intact.

"F," she said, writing it slow. "Rebellion. Public disobedience. Jealousy spike logged."

"I didn't touch Renee."

"You touched the system. That's worse." She clicked a remote. The blinds dropped with a soft thud that sealed the room. "Strip. Staff uniform only counts when you're compliant."

I pulled the tee over my head. The cage flashed dull metal between my thighs. My dick strained against it, useless and loud in the quiet.

She opened a drawer. Leather cuffs. A black plug thick as my wrist. A wand with a fat round head. She laid them on the desk in a row like surgical tools.

"You're going to Renee's Tuesday whether you sulk or not," she said. "You'll thank her for using you. You'll come when she allows it and you'll count aloud. Tonight you learn what failing costs before the neighbors get their turn."

She cuffed my wrists behind the chair back she'd had me drag to the curb and then carried inside before I arrived, because of course she had. The wood pressed my spine. Cold slats through my thin shorts.

"Bree gets Damon Thursday," she said, clipping the wand to my inner thigh so the head rested just under my balls. Click. Low buzz. My legs jumped. "You'll hear them through the pool-house wall. Thin drywall. Cheap for guests."

The buzz climbed a notch. Heat pooled where I couldn't reach.

"Say what you are."

"A husband," I said, and my voice cracked on the last syllable.

She turned it up. The vibration crawled up my shaft inside the cage, teeth on metal, pain braided with itch I couldn't scratch.

"Try again."

"Staff." Sweat broke along my hairline. Cold room, hot skin. "Her staff."

"Loanable staff." She lubed the plug without looking at my face. "Open."

I spread my legs on the seat. Shame climbed my neck. My asshole clenched anyway when the cold tip pressed.

"Take it or I call Renee early."

I bore down. Stretch burned. Inch by inch the plug seated, fullness that made my breath chop into pieces. She twisted it once. Locked.

"Good hole," she murmured. Not praise. Classification.

She set her phone on the desk, screen toward me. A wives' chat I wasn't in. Messages scrolling.

Renee: Can't wait for Tuesday. High restraint scores make the best tongue.

Tessa: Film if Bree approves.

Bree: Approve for roster archive.

My stomach turned. Cock leaking in the cage, clear drip hitting the wood between my feet. It pulsed higher.

"Read the last line aloud," Simone said.

I read. My own name in their inventory. Jonah. REQUESTED. Mouth + cleanup. No penetration without wife sign-off.

"Damon gets penetration," I said before I could stop. Jealousy again, raw, stupid. "She didn't ask me."

"No," Simone said. "She graded you."

She cranked it to high. My thighs shook. The plug shifted inside me with each tremor, rubbing places that had nothing to do with pride. I bit my lip. Tasted blood, copper and salt.

"You'll listen Thursday," she said. "You'll stay in guest room. You'll polish her boots while he fucks her. You'll ask if she needs water. That's your A path back. This F is your hole."

I thrashed against the cuffs. Wood creaked. The wand didn't stop.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come." The words scraped out. Husband mouth saying staff lines. "Please, I can't…"

"You can. You will. Count your edge. One."

I hung on the precipice, every muscle locked. The buzz sawed at my balls. Plug deep. Chat notifications chimed like laughter.

"Two."

My vision narrowed. Simone's robe. Her calm hand on the dial.

"Say thank you for denial."

"Thank you for denial." Gasp. Spit on my chin, drool gone cold before I knew it was there.

"Thank you for Damon."

The name ripped my chest. "Thank you for Damon."

"Thank you for Renee's cunt on your tongue Tuesday."

I said it. Filth in my own voice. Room spinning slow.

"Three. Come."

She flicked the cage latch. Not full release. Partial. Enough that blood surged into my cock and the wand hammered the underside. I came screaming, first spurt hitting my stomach, second striping the slat, third weaker while she watched without blinking. Spasm after spasm dragged out of me until my abs hurt and the plug felt twice as wide.

"One," she said. "Wipe it with your tongue. Lick the chair. Every drop."

I bent as far as the cuffs allowed. Salt and wood grain on my tongue. Humiliation so sharp it yanked another aftershock through me, dry this time, cage cutting in.

"That's two," she said. "You don't get a third until you beg for Renee properly."

"I want to serve Renee." Voice flat. Broken. "I want her to use my mouth on Tuesday."

"Louder."

"I want to eat her pussy while my wife gets fucked by Damon."

Simone nodded once. She turned the wand down, then up in a cruel tease. My oversensitive cock jerked, overshot, pain-pleasure blurring.

"Again."

I begged. Each sentence worse than the last. Names and acts I'd never spoken when we were equal. She made me thank Bree for the loan schedule. Thank the roster. Thank the cage. My voice went hoarse. The fountain outside was louder now, or maybe my ears were ringing.

When the second orgasm hit I was mid-sentence, thanking Tessa for wanting film. Cum splattered my thigh, thin and humiliating after the first flood. I sobbed once. No sound I recognized.

She turned the wand off. Silence slammed down. My skin buzzed ghost vibration. Sweat cooled fast in the air-conditioned study.

"Dismissal threshold," she said, wiping her hands on a towel like she'd washed dishes. "One more F. You live in pool house until day twenty-eight. Verdict at the party. Permanent staff or out on the street."

She uncuffed me. Legs dead. I almost collapsed.

"Move your things before dawn," she said. "Guest room east wing. Corner chair stays at curb until Bree says otherwise. You sleep on the narrow bed. You hear everything."

I stumbled out across her lawn. The chair still leaned against Renee's bin two doors down, obscene in porch light. My house, our house, windows dark. Bree's silhouette in the master suite, phone in hand, probably texting Damon logistics.

I didn't go in.

Pool-house path crunched under my feet. Guest room key on a hook outside the door, tagged STAFF in Bree's script. Inside: single bed, bleach smell, thin wall that would carry every moan Thursday.

I set my duffel on the floor. The plug still filled my ass. I couldn't remove it without permission I hadn't been given.

My phone buzzed. Not the wives' chat. A calendar invite I couldn't decline.

Tuesday 9pm. Renee's. Mouth service. Wear collar.

Thursday. Damon. Host: Bree. Location: main house master bed. Staff: Jonah (pool house, serve drinks, no release).

Four days to final grade. One F from the door.

Through the wall, water moved in the pool filter, steady mechanical suck and return. Somewhere in the main house a laugh, Bree's, bright and finished with me for the night.

I pressed my forehead to the cool drywall and listened. Temperature dropping. Sound carrying. Thursday already in my body like a bruise.

I didn't sleep. I counted drips from the pool gutter against the baseboard and waited for the sun, for Renee, for whatever came after the chair at the curb that I couldn't take back.


Chapter 9: Grateful at the Foot

The knock came twice, soft, like whoever was outside did not want the cul-de-sac awake. I lay on the pool-house guest bed with the sheet twisted around my ankles and my own house twenty yards away through the hedge, lights off in what used to be our room. Day twenty-six. Two days left before Simone read my grade at the party and either kept me or threw me out for good. One more failing mark and I was dismissed. I had earned that mark myself.

I opened the door. Bree stood there in a thin robe, hair damp from a shower, perfume and chlorine on her skin. Behind her on the path, Simone rolled the salvaged station on quiet wheels, wood polished, fresh tag wired to the arm: PROPERTY OF BREE, STAFF STATION, DO NOT RELOCATE. The hallway bulb cast a long shadow of the frame across my bare chest.

"We are not here to fight you," Bree said. Her voice was low, almost kind. That was worse. "Open wider."

I did. They came in. Simone locked the guest-room door behind them and set the brakes on the wheels. The smell of lemon oil from the wood mixed with Bree's shampoo and the faint salt of the pool filter through the screen. My dick twitched against my thigh before my brain caught up, and heat crawled up my neck because I was already hard for the woman who had exiled me.

Simone laid a folded paper on the nightstand. Ink. Bree's slanted loops, not Simone's crisp print. RULES FOR REINSTATEMENT. I read without wanting to. No fiction of trial. No curb. No deleting rows. Station returned only if I accepted permanent staff status pending final grade. Gratitude expected. Verbal.

"I dragged your chair to the trash," I said.

"We know," Simone said. "We pulled it out before the truck. Scrubbed it. Tagged it." She tapped the wire tag. "You don't own this piece anymore. You sit in it."

Bree sat on the edge of my strange bed and patted the mattress beside her. "Come here, Jonah. You smell like panic and cheap soap. We can fix one of those."

I crossed the room because my body moved before pride could vote. Her robe fell open when she pulled me down by the wrist. Warm thigh against mine. She tasted like mint lip balm when she kissed me, tongue lazy, owning. I groaned into her mouth and hated how hungry the sound was.

"You want your old life back," she murmured against my lips. "You don't get that. You get this. Say what you get."

My throat closed. The old Jonah would have spat the words. He was in the guest bed with me, shrinking.

"I get the station," I whispered. "At your bed. Staff."

"Louder."

"I get staff status. Permanent pending grade. No trial lie."

Simone opened a small case on the dresser. Black collar, adult width, silver ring. A marker pen. A tube of sealing wax the color of blood. "Rung nine," she said to Bree, not to me. "Mark him so he stops pretending he could leave with his pride intact."

Bree's eyes held mine. "Do you want to come home tomorrow night? Not the master bed. The station. Where you can watch and serve and leak while I use real men."

My cock leaked on the sheet. Yes was a traitor word and I still wanted to say it.

"Yes."

"Then you will thank us for the leash," Bree said. "Not perform. Mean it. Gratitude is the lock."

She pushed me to my knees on the rug. Simone buckled the collar around my throat, tight enough to swallow with care. The ring clicked. Bree threaded her fingers through it and tugged so my chin tipped up.

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

The room went thin. I tasted copper from biting my cheek.

"Yours."

"Again."

"Yours, Bree. Staff. Your hole when you want it."

She smiled like I had finally spoken her language. Simone uncapped the marker and drew a line on my sternum, slow, deliberate: B. Initial only. Ritual, not surgery. Still permanent in my head. Wax next, pressed over the ink while I shook. Hot resin and her perfume stung my eyes.

"Good boy," Simone said. "Hold still for your welcome back."

They stripped me without hurry. Bree's robe pooled on the floor. She was naked under it, nipples stiff, pussy shaved clean, shining. She made me smell her first, cunt lips parted with two fingers, musk and soap and the sweet edge of arousal. "Lick. No hands."

I put my mouth on her clit and she ground down until my nose slicked with her wet. She tasted salt and sugar, thick on my tongue. She held my hair and narrated me to Simone like I was a lesson plan.

"Watch how he opens up when he's starved. He'll do anything for a place on the floor."

Simone sat in the returned station, legs crossed, observing. The wood creaked once. My face was buried in my wife's cunt and another woman graded the view from my old punishment seat. Humiliation burned my ears and my dick throbbed harder.

Bree pulled off my mouth with a wet sound. "On the bed. Face down. Ass up. You're getting your gratitude lesson inside."

I climbed onto the mattress I had slept on alone an hour ago. Simone produced a bottle of lube and a thick silicone plug, black, flared base. Not the wand. Not the same script as other nights. She worked the plug into me one inch at a time while Bree knelt in front of my face and fed me her fingers, then her clit again, smearing my chin.

"Relax your hole," Simone said. "You will wear this while you watch. You will wear it while you serve. You will thank Bree when she pushes it deeper."

The plug seated with an obscene pop. My asshole clenched and failed. Stretch burned sweet. Bree slid off the bed and opened the guest-room closet where they had stored my things: chastity cage, still locked from before the rebellion, key on Bree's chain between her breasts.

"No coming without permission," she said. "Tonight you earn watching. Not touching yourself. Not coming. You earn it by saying thank you like you mean it for every inch."

She unlocked the cage. My balls ached when blood rushed in. She did not let me stroke. She slapped my ass once, sharp, plug shifting inside me, and I yelped into the pillow.

Simone dimmed the lamp. Bree lifted her phone, angled the screen toward me. A video from the roster chat, timestamped earlier that evening. Damon on our old marital bed, Renee riding him, Tessa in the corner filming. Audio low moans. Bree had hosted without me. The reciprocal loan I had raged about. My replacement in the room I had been thrown out of.

"Watch," Bree said. "That's what you don't get. That's what staff supports. Tell me what you're grateful for while you look."

I stared at the screen. Jealousy fisted in my gut. My mouth opened anyway.

"I'm grateful you didn't dismiss me."

"More specific."

"I'm grateful you brought the station back. I'm grateful I can still smell you. Taste you."

She pressed the plug base, grinding it. "Grateful you're marked."

"I'm grateful for the collar. The wax. The letter on my chest. I'm grateful you own me."

The words left and something behind my ribs emptied with them. No room left for the man who dragged furniture to the curb. He died quiet while Damon thrust up into Renee on my phone and my ass held silicone I could not spit out.

Bree killed the video. "Simone, help me reward him. He gets to stay in the room tomorrow if he breaks pretty."

Simone stood. Strap harness. Rubber cock, matte black, longer than the plug. She did not ask. She lubed it and pressed the head to my asshole around the plug.

"Pull the plug on three," she told Bree.

Bree counted. On three the plug slid out with a squelch that made my face hot. Cool air on my gape. Then the strap pushed in, inch by inch, opening me wider than I thought I could take. I bit the pillow and drooled.

"Take it," Simone said. "Staff hole. Say thank you for each thrust."

"Thank you."

She bottomed out. My prostate screamed pleasure.

"Thank you for fucking my ass."

"Again."

"Thank you for using me while she watches."

Bree crawled under me, cage-free cock in her hand, stroking slow while Simone set a pace that rocked the bed frame. Wet slap of harness against my cheeks. Slick drag in my hole. Simone's hands on my hips, nails digging. I was spit on the sheet, sweat pooling under my chest, the wax mark itching where it stuck to skin.

"You don't get to finish in her," Bree said. "You get my hand. You get to watch my face while you get ruined. Look at me."

I lifted my head. Her eyes were dark, satisfied. She jerked me in time with the pounding in my ass, thumb swiping precum over my slit.

"Tell me you're grateful you can't fuck me anymore."

"I'm grateful I can't fuck you. I'm grateful I'm your staff. Your pet. Your marked hole."

Simone leaned over my back, mouth at my ear. "Mine through her. Say it."

"Yours. Hers. Staff."

The strap drove harder. No counting orgasms tonight. One long climb. My thighs shook. Bree sped her fist.

"Beg for it in the dirtiest words you have."

"Please let your staff cum. Please let your marked slut spill on your hand while you get your ass plowed. I'm your whore. Your kept hole. Please."

Bree kissed me, tongue in my mouth, tasting her own juices on my lips. "Come for me. On my hand. Thank me out loud."

I broke. Orgasm ripped up my spine, cock pulsing, cum stripe across her fingers and the sheet, obscene and thick while Simone nailed my ass through the spasms. My brain went blank. Just spurts and stretch and her name in my throat.

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for letting me stay. Thank you for the collar. Thank you for home."

Bree milked the last drops, cruel gentle, and wiped her hand on my cheek. I licked salt off my lip without being told. Gratitude tasted like cum and wax and defeat.

Simone pulled out slow. My asshole gaped, throbbed, leaked lube down my balls. She replaced the plug, larger this time, sealing the mess inside. Click of the chastity cage back on. Bree locked it.

"You sleep here tonight," she said. "Tomorrow we move you to the station in our room. Two days until the party. You will practice grateful service every hour. You will not touch the grade card. You will not touch the curb."

She stood, robe on, collar ring still in her fist so the metal bit my throat when she tugged once.

"Jonah."

"Yes."

"Say you're glad the evaluation is almost over because you already know your place."

I was glad. That was the trap and I had walked in with my mouth open.

"I'm glad. I know my place. I'm grateful for it."

Simone unbraked the station wheels. "We leave the furniture here until morning. You will polish it before dawn. Then you carry it to her bedside yourself."

They left. The door locked from outside. I lay in cum and lube with a plug in my ass and a letter on my chest and a collar I could not remove, listening to their footsteps fade across the pool deck toward the main house where my wife would sleep in the bed I used to share.

I polished the wood before the sky lightened, lemon oil on my hands, tag glinting. At six forty-two I wheeled the station through the hedge gap Bree had left unlatched. The master bedroom door stood open on purpose. I set the frame where the corner had always been, knees weak, plug shifting with every step.

Bree was awake, propped on pillows, phone in hand. The roster chat glowed on the screen. She did not show me. She did not have to.

"Kneel," she said.

I knelt on the rug beside the station that smelled like my spit and her perfume from the guest room.

"Day twenty-seven starts tonight," she said. "One day left after that. Simone reads your grade at the pool party. You will be on display. Every wife on the street will know you're retained staff or dismissed trash."

My cage pressed tight against the plug.

"I want retained," I said. No fight left. Wanting retention was the last honest thing in me.

"Then we train gratitude in front of witnesses tomorrow," Bree said. "Damon owes us a visit. You will serve drinks. You will watch. You will thank him for using my mouth while you stand in the collar."

She hooked a finger through the ring and pulled me closer until my marked chest pressed the mattress edge.

"Mine," she said again, softer this time, almost a promise. "Say it."

"Yours."

She let go and tapped the station arm.

"Sit. Wait. Be grateful the door stayed open."

I sat where I belonged, ass full, cock caged, chest marked, two days collapsing to one, and I was already thanking the air for letting me stay.


Chapter 10: Permanently Retained

The grade card on the easel was bigger than my chest, black ink on cream stock, every line Bree had been logging in the wives' chat while I slept in the guest room and told myself I could still pass. Folding chairs scraped the pool deck in rows. Casserole lids clicked. Someone's ice rattled in a bucket. Golden light caught the string lights Simone had hung between the cabana posts, and the whole cul-de-sac smelled like sunscreen and potato salad and the chlorine I'd scrubbed off the tile that morning as prep.

I stood where they'd put me, barefoot on warm concrete, collar tight against my throat, hands at my sides because Renee had already corrected me once for fidgeting. Damon leaned on a post with a beer, watching like it was a game on TV. Tessa set a pie on the buffet table and gave me a look that said she'd known the ending before I did.

Simone stepped into the open space with the clipboard from her pool house office, heels quiet on the deck. She didn't rush. She never rushed. Bree sat on the white lounger they'd dragged to the center, legs crossed, linen dress hitched to her knee, hair still damp from a swim. My wife. The one with the pen.

"Day twenty-eight," Simone said, and the chatter died. "Final tally for Jonah's settling-in evaluation."

My pulse knocked in my ears. Twenty-eight days. Zero left. The number on the card matched what I'd been counting on my private scrap until two nights ago, when Bree took it and dropped it in the trash without reading it aloud.

Simone cleared her throat. "Service consistency: exemplary. Restraint under observation: exemplary. Bedroom protocol: exemplary. Community loan eligibility…" She paused, and Damon snorted into his beer. "…flagged requested. Overall disposition."

She turned the card so the block letters faced the rows.

PERMANENTLY RETAINED. HOUSEHOLD STAFF. GRADE A MINUS.

A minus. Like I'd failed one small thing on purpose so I'd never forget who owned the rubric.

"Ruling," Simone said. "Jonah is not dismissed from the marriage. He is permanently retained as graded household staff under Bree's authority, per the roster the wives maintain. This is not a trial extension. This is the verdict."

The deck went still except for the filter pump humming.

Bree uncrossed her legs. "Bring his station."

Damon and two husbands I didn't know well lifted the corner seat from the side gate where it had waited, cleaned and re-tagged since the night they hauled it back from the curb. The wood gleamed under their hands. The cushion had a new tag stitched in red: STAFF. They set it down beside Bree's lounger, legs touching hers, close enough to smell her skin when I knelt.

Simone looked at me. "You will thank me when it is done."

My mouth opened. The old Jonah would have argued. That man was gone. I nodded once.

"Thank you," I said, and meant it, and hated how steady my voice was.

Simone's mouth curved, not kind, not cruel. Finished. She glanced past the hedge toward the empty house at the end of the street where boxes sat on the lawn and a For Sale sign had come down last week. A fresh couple. Her next file. She slid the clipboard under her arm and drifted toward the bar cart like the ceremony was already over for her.

Bree patted the cushion beside her lounger. "Kneel. Face the street."

I knelt. The wood pressed hard into my shins through my thin shorts. Weight settled in my bones, the good kind, the kind that said I didn't have to guess my place anymore.

"Earned watching," Bree said, soft enough that only the front row caught it. "You get to see what permanent looks like before you work for it."

She hooked a finger under the hem of her dress and drew it up to her waist. No panties. Her pussy was shaved, gleaming, already slick from whatever she'd been doing in the cabana before the party. She spread her thighs and tapped her clit with two fingers, lazy, showing the neighbors the wife I'd married and never kept.

"Watch," she told me. "Don't touch. Don't speak unless I ask."

Renee counted under her breath from the second row. "One minute."

I stared because she told me to. Her fingers circled, pressed, dipped inside. Wet sounds carried in the open air. Damon shifted his weight, leaning in. My dick pushed at the cage they'd locked on me after the guest-room reinstatement, metal biting when I swelled.

Bree pulled a slim vibrator from under the lounger cushion, black silicone, buzzing the second she switched it on. She pressed it to her clit and rolled her hips, breath hitching, tits rising under the linen. "Jonah. Tell them what you are now."

"Household staff," I said, loud enough for the rows. "Retained. Graded."

"Louder."

"Your retained staff. Your hole when you want it."

She laughed, sharp. "Good. That's two."

The vibrator dug in. Her thighs trembled. She came with a broken gasp, hips jerking, slick shining on the plastic and dripping to the cushion. Neighbors murmured. Tessa whispered to Renee. I stayed frozen, knees on wood, cock leaking in the cage, shame hot in my face and my body leaning toward her anyway.

"Clean it," Bree said, and held out the toy.

I took it in my mouth, tasted her cum and chlorine, gagged on the width, drool running down my chin while she faced the street and the husbands watched me.

"Permanent terms," she said. "You serve this lounger. You serve me in public when I say. You cum when I grant it, not before. Nod if you accept."

I nodded, spit on my lips.

"Say it."

"I accept permanent staff terms. I accept your station for me."

Damon set his beer down. "Christ."

Bree stood, dress falling, and pointed at the cushion. "Sit. Ass to the wood. Hands behind you."

I sat where I'd knelt. The tag STAFF scratched my thigh. She pulled a remote from her pocket and clicked. Inside my cage, the plug they'd seated before the party woke up, a fat vibrating bulb in my ass, throbbing hard enough to make my vision fuzz.

"Three," Renee called, like this was a sport.

Bree straddled my lap facing the crowd, dress bunched at her waist, her wet pussy grinding the cage and my trapped dick through the bars. Heat and pressure. She grabbed my hair and yanked my head back so everyone could see my face.

"This is mine," she said to the cul-de-sac. "Not a husband. Staff. He takes it in front of you because the verdict is public."

She reached behind me and cranked the plug higher. My ass clenched around the silicone, burn spreading while the cage dug into my balls. I grunted. Couldn't help it.

"Beg for your first granted release as staff."

"Please let me cum, Bree. Please, I'm your staff, I'm your toy, let me cum on your terms."

"Terms are mine forever now." She ground down, wet slap of her cunt on metal. "Count with Renee."

Renee's voice was flat, amused. "One."

The bulb pulsed. Bree bit my ear. "You don't keep score anymore. I do. The wives' chat does. You just perform."

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, ma'am. Yes, staff."

She fumbled the key at my hip, unlocked the cage, freed my cock into the hot air. It jumped, angry, slick at the tip. She didn't touch it with her hand. She used the wand from the lounger, pressed the round head to my shaft base while the plug hammered my prostate.

"Two," Renee said.

I broke fast, harder than I wanted, cum shooting across Bree's thigh and the STAFF cushion, thick ropes cooling in the breeze. My ass spasmed around the plug. The front row stared. Bree smeared my cum into her skin like lotion and licked her finger.

"Thank me," she said.

"Thank you for granting it. Thank you for keeping me."

Simone was at the bar, pouring for the new neighbors' welcome committee she was already grooming. She didn't look back. Her work on me was done.

Bree climbed off, cum sticky between us. "On your knees again. Mouth open. Damon doesn't get to fuck me tonight, but you do get to taste what's left of my orgasm while the street watches you choke."

She wasn't asking. I dropped to the deck, mouth wide. She fed me two fingers, then three, pumping my throat while Tessa made a filthy joke I couldn't hear over the gagging. Spit pooled on the concrete. My jaw ached. When she pulled out, she wiped my face with her dress hem.

"Ass up on the station," she ordered. "Show them the plug."

I bent over the cushion, shorts around my knees, ass in the air toward the folding chairs. The plug base winked. Bree tugged it halfway out and shoved it back, squelch loud, then did it again, stretching me open for the crowd.

"Four," Renee said, grinning.

"Take it," Bree told me. "Tell them what your ass is for."

"For staff use. For my wife's toys. For the verdict."

She swapped the plug for a thicker silicone cock on a harness she'd hidden under the lounger. Strap-on. Not Simone's velvet lesson anymore. Bree's handwriting on my body now. She lined up and drove in one stroke, balls-deep, my hole burning around the girth.

I screamed into the cushion. Fabric muffled it. She fucked me like she meant the rows to hear the slap, steady, deep, no mercy. The wand buzzed against my spent dick, cruel on oversensitive skin.

"Five. You owe one more," Renee called.

"Please stop," I tried, and Bree laughed.

"Staff doesn't get to stop. Staff gets retained."

She pounded until my legs shook, prostate rubbed raw, and the second orgasm ripped out of me dry and painful, cum dribbling useless while she kept thrusting. My hole gaped when she pulled out, cool air on slick skin. She slapped my ass once, hard.

"Stay displayed. Thirty seconds."

I stayed bent, face down, cum and spit on the wood, plug discarded on the deck, neighbors whispering. Damon clapped slow, mocking. Bree fixed her dress and sat on the lounger like she'd just closed a business deal.

"Sit on your station," she said. "Hands in your lap. Look grateful."

I sat. Metal cage re-locked without release this time. The wood held my weight, familiar already, like it had always been beside her chair in our bedroom and here on the deck. The evaluation was over. No countdown in my head. No scrap of paper in my pocket. Bree's phone chimed in her bag; another wife logging tonight's grade in the chat I'd never join.

She rested her bare foot on my knee, possessive, casual. "You did fine, Jonah."

I breathed in potato salad and her sweat and the salt on my own skin. Peace sat in my chest where panic used to live. Equal husband gone. Retained staff glad for the cushion, the collar, the public cum on her thigh.

Down the street, Simone laughed with a woman in moving-day yoga pants, clipboard already out, velvet voice carrying over the perfect lawns. Torch passed. My story ended on the wood under me, beside my wife, while the cul-de-sac ate pie and talked about fall.

Bree squeezed my knee with her toes. "Home after cleanup. You sleep on the station in our room from now on. Permanent."

"Yes, Bree."

She smiled at the easel card still showing PERMANENTLY RETAINED, then at the faces in the chairs. "Good staff."

I stopped counting the nights I wasn't allowed to watch. Someone else kept the score. I let them.
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