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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of forced feminization, sissy training, age play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors or impose any real-world gender identity.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: The Tablet In March

Iunfolded the printout on the breakfast table and started reading.

Celeste buttered toast. She did not look up. The knife scraped the bread in a slow, steady rhythm that dried my mouth out.

“Sissy captions,” I said. My voice cracked on the first word. “Diaper forums. Size comparison videos. Still in the watch history.”

The fridge hummed behind her. Cold air leaked from the seal every time the compressor kicked. I stayed with that sound because it was easier than her face.

She set the knife down. “Keep going.”

I was thirty. She was twenty-nine. Five years married as of this morning, and I sat there reading my own browser history like a grocery list while the coffee went cold in my cup.

“I looked at men with bigger cocks next to small ones,” I said. “I looked at men in adult diapers getting called pathetic. I looked at wives who locked their husbands and brought other men home.”

My cock twitched hard in my pants. Too fast. Wrong. My face burned with it.

Stop. Get up. Leave the kitchen. That thought hit and died in the same breath. My knees stayed planted under the table, my hands on the paper.

“I left the tablet open on purpose,” I said. “In March.”

Celeste picked up her toast. Took a bite. Chewed. Swallowed.

“Try again,” she said. “That was the soft version.”

I swallowed. “I did not leave it open on purpose.”

“Lie one,” she said. Flat. “Two.”

“It was research. For work. For a client file.”

“Lie two.” She sipped her coffee. “Three.”

“I only looked once. After a fight. It did not mean anything.”

She set the mug down hard. The sound cracked through the kitchen. “Get on the floor.”

I stood. My chair scraped. I went to my knees on the cold tile by the island, printout in my hands, the chill shooting up my thighs into my gut.

“Now,” Celeste said. “In your own words. All of it. Out loud.”

I stared at the grout line between the tiles. “I want to be small. I want my cock locked so it cannot get hard enough to matter. I want you to call it tiny and mean it. I want to wear a thick adult diaper under my clothes and hear it when I walk. I want another man in our bed while I watch. I want him to fuck you and I want to thank him for it. I want you to tell me I am a sissy and a cuck and a diaper slut and I want my body to get hard from the shame of it.”

My dick was fully hard now, pressed against the zipper, aching. The tile under my knees stayed cold. The fridge kept humming. Celeste’s bare feet were two feet from my face.

She listened without blinking.

“Good,” she said. “That was the truth.”

She walked around the island and stood over me. Her toes brushed my knee.

“My half,” she said. “Marcus. Thirty-eight. Eight months. Every Thursday you never asked about. He fucks me in hotels. He fucks me in his car. Once he fucked me on this counter while you were at the gym, and I wiped it down before you got home. You gave silent blessing by never asking where I was. I took it.”

The words landed under my ribs. My cock jerked anyway. Traitor meat. I made a sound I did not mean to make.

Celeste’s mouth curved. “There it is. You like that he already had me.”

“I…”

“Shut up.” She put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up. “Here is the trade. One week. Anniversary week. Seven nights. Marcus brings a duffel tonight. He sleeps in our bedroom. On the eighth morning the duffel goes back in his car. Between now and then I run a program built out of every search term on that printout. Diapers. Cage. Size talk. You on the floor while he uses me. You will do exactly as I say.”

My pulse beat up into my throat. Six days after tonight. A whole week with no deniability left.

“Say yes or say no,” she said. “If you say no, I tear the printout up and we eat toast like normal people. If you say yes, your wants stop being private. They become house facts. I decide when they get spoken. You own none of them alone after this hour.”

I looked at the paper in my hands. The most honest writing of my life, and the terror was not that she had found it. The terror was that she was answering it.

“Yes,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Yes. I want the week. I want Marcus. I want you to use the list on me.”

“Stand up. Pants off. Underwear off. Hands on the island.”

I stood. My fingers shook on the button. I shoved my pants and briefs down. My cock sprang out, short and flushed and already leaking a clear bead at the tip. Celeste looked at it the way she would a stain on a shirt.

“Three inches hard,” she said. “Maybe. Marcus is twice that soft. Say it.”

“Three inches hard. Marcus is twice that soft.”

“Good little bitch.” She opened the junk drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube, a black silicone butt plug, and a wand vibrator with a thick head. She set them on the island by my hands. The lube bottle clicked when she opened it. Cold gel hit her fingers.

“Ass out. Spread.”

I braced on the island and pushed my hips back. The kitchen air was cool on my bare skin. Celeste’s lubed finger pressed against my asshole and pushed in without warning. The burn made me gasp. She worked the finger in to the knuckle, then added a second, scissoring me open. The fridge hummed. Toast crumbs stuck to my palms.

“Tight little hole,” she said. “You searched for this too. Men getting their assholes stretched while their wives laugh. That was you in the comments, Wade. I checked the usernames.”

A third finger. The stretch burned hot. My cock bobbed, dripping on the cabinet door. She twisted her hand and I made a broken noise.

“Please…”

“Please what.”

“Please open me. Please use my ass.”

“Filthy mouth already.” She pulled her fingers out. The plug pressed cold against my rim, thicker than her hand, and she shoved it in one hard push. My asshole spread around the fattest part and then sucked shut on the neck. I cried out. The plug sat heavy inside me, pressing on the spot that made my knees soft.

Celeste turned the wand on. The buzz filled the kitchen, loud and mean. She pressed the head to the underside of my small cock and held it there.

My hips jerked. “Fuck, Celeste…”

“Count when you cum. Out loud. You do not get to fake quiet.”

The vibration chewed through my cock. The plug in my ass turned every pulse into a deep, dirty shove. I lasted maybe twenty seconds before my balls drew up and I shot, thin spurts hitting the cabinet, my asshole clenching hard around the plug.

“One,” I choked.

She did not take the wand off. She pressed harder. The head of my dick burned past bearing. I tried to pull away. Her other hand locked on my hip.

“Stay. You searched for ruined orgasms too. Take it.”

The second one ripped out of me faster, dry and sharp, my cock twitching against the wand head with almost nothing left to give. “Two, two…”

“One more,” she said. “Beg for it like the diaper whore you wrote about being.”

“Please make me cum again. Please ruin my tiny cock. I am a diaper whore, I am a small-dicked sissy, please…”

She yanked the plug halfway out and slammed it back in, the wand never leaving my dick. The wet sound of the lube in my ass carried through the quiet kitchen. My third orgasm hit with no cum left, just spasms and a broken sob, my hole gripping the plug like it wanted to keep it.

“Three,” I said. My voice was wrecked.

Celeste shut the wand off. The silence rang in my ears. She left the plug in. She walked to the fridge, opened it, and pulled a thick adult diaper off a shelf behind the milk. Brand new. Still in the plastic. She had already bought it.

“Turn around. Sit on the floor.”

I turned. Sat. The tile iced my bare ass. She tore the plastic, unfolded the diaper, and patted her lap once. I crawled. She taped me into it over the plug, the padding thick between my thighs, warm already from my skin. My spent cock sat soft and sticky against the liner. She pressed her palm flat against the front. The crinkle filled the room.

“Listen to that,” she said. “That is your new sound in this house.”

She shoved two fingers into my mouth. I tasted lube and my own ass on them. She fucked my throat with her fingers until spit ran down my chin and dripped onto the diaper.

“Marcus likes a wet mouth,” she said. “You will practice. Open.”

I opened. She spat in my mouth. I swallowed because she watched until I did.

“Stand. Walk to the bedroom. Plug stays in. Diaper stays on.”

I walked. Every step made the padding shift and the plug nudge my prostate. The crinkle followed me down the hall like a second set of footsteps. Celeste walked behind me with the wand and the lube.

In the bedroom she pushed me onto the bed on my back. She stripped her sleep shirt and her panties. Her cunt was already wet. I smelled it when she climbed over my face and sat down.

“Tongue out. Work. Do not touch your diaper.”

I licked. Her clit was hard under my tongue. She ground down and rode my mouth, wet and loud, the slick sounds mixing with the crinkle every time my hips twitched. She reached back, found the wand, and pressed it against the outside of my diaper right over my soft cock.

The padding muffled the buzz and made it worse. Deep. Heavy. My cock tried to get hard inside the thick plastic and failed, trapped and aching. The plug in my ass throbbed.

“Tell me what you are,” she said, grinding on my tongue.

“I am your sissy. I am your cuck. I have a tiny cock and a used asshole and I am wearing a diaper on our anniversary.”

“And tonight.”

“Tonight Marcus fucks you in this bed and I watch from the floor.”

“Louder.”

I said it louder with her cunt on my mouth. She came on my tongue with a hard shake of her thighs, wetness running down my chin. She did not give me a second to breathe. She spun around, yanked the diaper tapes open, pulled my soft cock free, and sat on it in one drop.

I barely filled her. She laughed once, short and mean, and started riding anyway, her cunt swallowing what little I had while the plug stayed buried in my ass.

“Feel that?” she said. “Marcus will stretch me open and you will thank him for doing the job you cannot.”

She reached under herself, found the base of the plug, and fucked it in and out of my ass in time with her hips. The dual pull wrecked me. My fourth orgasm built against my will, my small dick twitching inside her as she bounced.

“Count.”

“Four, fuck, four…”

I came inside her, weak pulses, and she kept riding through it, using my spent dick like a finger. When she lifted off, a string of my cum connected us for a second and broke.

She flipped me onto my stomach. Pulled the plug out. My hole stayed open for a beat, empty and aching. She lubed the wand handle and pushed that into my ass instead, then turned the head on against my perineum from behind, working the handle deeper.

“Fifth,” she said. “Then you are done until Marcus gets here. Ask for it.”

“Please make me cum in my own ass. Please use me. I am a hole. I am a toy. Please…”

She pumped the handle and held the buzzing head hard against me. My whole body seized. The fifth one tore through my gut, prostate-deep, no cum, just shaking and a raw cry into the sheets, my asshole fluttering around the wand handle.

“Five,” I whispered into the mattress.

Celeste pulled the handle out. My hole clenched on nothing. She taped the diaper back on over the mess of lube and sweat, patted the front once, and stood.

I stayed face down. Breathing hard. The diaper was warm and heavy. My ass throbbed. The house was quiet except for the fridge down the hall and the soft tick of the ceiling fan.

Celeste picked up her phone. Typed. Hit send.

“Marcus is coming at seven,” she said. “You will shower, shave everything below the neck, and put on clean clothes. You will wait by the couch with your hands on your thighs when the doorbell rings. You will say his name the first time you open your mouth. You will not speak to me unless I ask. The fridge calendar has seven boxes. I will mark tonight when he walks in.”

She set the phone on the nightstand and looked down at me.

“Get up, Wade. Strip the guest bed and move your pillow in there. From tonight the master is his when he wants it. Start now.”


Chapter 2: Two Numbers One Card

Headlights cut across the living-room ceiling in a white bar, then swung away. I stood there with the good towels already stacked on the guest-room dresser, the ones we kept for company, and my hands still smelled like dish soap from cleaning the kitchen after the deal.

Seven o’clock. Day one. Six nights left after this one.

I had put the towels out before the car turned into the drive. That part sat wrong in my gut. I had set the house for him like I meant it.

The engine cut. A door shut. Keys hit the walk.

She went to the front door in her black dress and bare feet. I stayed by the couch with my palms flat on my thighs. Curiosity pushed up under my ribs, sharp and stupid. I had asked for this in search bars for months. Now a real body walked it into my house.

He came in carrying a dark duffel, thirty-eight and broad through the shoulders, cologne filling the hall ahead of him. Cedar and skin. He nodded at me once.

“Wade.”

“Marcus,” I said. My voice came out thin.

He did not ask where to put the bag. He walked past the living room, past the kitchen calendar with tonight’s box already marked in her ink, and straight down the hall into our bedroom. The zipper opened. Fabric shifted. He set the duffel on my side of the bed like the space had always been his.

She shut the bedroom door halfway and came back. “Dinner first. Then we start.”

We ate at the table we used for holidays. Roast chicken. Butter. I chewed and tasted metal under the salt. He sat in my chair. She poured wine for the two of them and water for me. His knee bumped the table leg and the wood jumped. I kept my eyes on my plate and tracked the size of his hands around the fork.

“You clean up nice when you’re scared,” he said, not looking at me.

She smiled into her glass. “He set towels out.”

Heat climbed my neck. My dick twitched in my briefs, small and traitor-fast. Part of me wanted to stand up and tell him to take the bag back to his car. The rest of me leaned forward for the next thing.

Plates cleared. She pointed down the hall.

“Bed. Both of you.”

Our room still held the afternoon light in the curtains. He had kicked his shoes under my nightstand. The duffel sat open. Black cotton. A leather case. A bottle of lube with the seal cracked.

“Strip,” he said.

I took my shirt off. Pants. Socks. Briefs last. My cock bobbed out short and pink, already half up from nothing but being told. Shame stuck in my throat. I left my wedding ring on.

He undid his belt. Jeans dropped. Boxers followed. His dick swung out thick and heavy, half filled, the head dark, veins raised along the shaft. The smell of him hit me first: clean sweat under cologne, musk from the day. My tongue pressed the back of my teeth.

She went to the closet and came back with the cloth tape from her sewing box. Yellow. Soft from years of hems.

“On the bed,” she said. “On your backs.”

I lay where I had slept for five years. He lay beside me. The mattress dipped hard under his weight and rolled me toward the middle. Our hips almost touched. His heat bled across the sheet.

She climbed up between our knees with the tape. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

The cloth kissed the base of him first. She drew it to the tip, thumb firm, no hurry. She read the number under her breath and wrote it on a blank index card with a black pen from the nightstand.

Then she turned to me.

The tape was still warm from his skin. She pinched my shaft at the root, stretched the cloth along the short length, and the number came out small enough that her mouth twitched.

She wrote the second line under the first.

“Sit up. Read it.”

I sat. The card shook in my fingers.

“Seven and a quarter,” I said. “Three.”

“The difference.”

“Four and a quarter.”

“As a sentence.”

My throat worked. Defiance flared and died in the same breath. I needed to hear myself say it.

“He is four and a quarter inches longer than me.”

She took the card, stood, and walked it to the kitchen. The fridge door sucked open. Tape tore. When she came back the card was gone from her hand, stuck under a magnet where anyone who opened the fridge would see it.

“Good,” she said. “Now you learn what that number means.”

He sat up and pointed at the floor beside the bed. “Knees.”

I slid down. Carpet burned my shins. His dick hung in front of my face, thicker up close, the slit wet. He smelled like soap and salt and dark skin. My own cock jumped against my belly, useless.

“Ask,” he said.

I swallowed. “Can I put it in my mouth.”

“Beg better.”

“Please let me suck your dick. I need it in my throat. I need to taste how much bigger you are.”

He gripped my hair and pushed the head against my lips. I opened. Salt hit my tongue first, then heat, then the stretch of him forcing past my teeth. Spit ran. I gagged when he hit the back and he held me there until my eyes watered. The sound was wet and ugly. Drool spilled down my chin onto my chest.

She sat on the edge of the mattress with a black plug in one hand and a wand in the other, the fat head humming on low. “Take your holes like you meant those searches.”

He pulled out. Spit strung from my lip to his tip. She tossed him the lube. Cold gel smeared between my cheeks. One thick finger shoved into my asshole and I clenched, burned, then pushed back anyway because the stretch lit every nerve I had pretended I did not own.

“Slut,” he said, calm. “Look at you sit on it.”

A second finger. Scissor. The burn went deep. He worked me until the ring gave and then pressed the plug home in one long shove. My hole stretched around the thickest flare and sealed on the neck. Full. Used. My cock leaked a clear bead onto the carpet.

She pressed the wand to the underside of my short dick and turned it up. Vibration slammed through the little shaft. My hips jerked. I bit down on a sound.

“No coming,” she said. “You beg if you think you’ve earned air. You do not finish until I say.”

He stood, hauled me up by the arms, and bent me over the foot of the bed. My cheek hit the quilt. The plug shifted inside me. She lay back against the pillows, dress hiked, panties gone, and spread her knees. Her pussy shone. Her scent carried to me, sweet and sharp, the same one that used to be mine alone on this sheet.

He stepped between her thighs and rubbed that thick head up her slit. She sighed. He pushed in. The wet sound of her taking him filled the room, a slick drag and a soft slap when his hips met hers. The mattress rocked. My mattress. My side dipped under his knee.

I watched the place where they joined. Stretched. Pink. His shaft came out shiny and drove back in. She gripped the headboard. Her tits moved under the dress.

“Tell him what you’re taking,” he said to her, voice even while he fucked.

“A real cock,” she said. “Finally.”

My face burned. My dick throbbed against the quilt, trapped and buzzing where her hand kept the wand pressed. The plug made every rock of the bed shove deeper into me. I kept my eyes open. I had clicked these videos a hundred times. The real thing smelled like sex and laundry soap and her cunt.

“Crawl up,” she told me. “Tongue on my clit. Do not touch him with your teeth.”

I climbed onto the bed on my belly. My face went between them. His shaft pistoned beside my cheek, slick with her. I put my tongue on her clit and licked. She tasted like salt and heat. His next thrust smeared her wetness across my nose. I licked through it. Filthy. Exact. My jaw ached from earlier and I kept going.

“Say what you are,” he said above me.

I pulled back enough to speak. “A small-dicked cuck. A hole. Your wife’s diaper slut when she puts me in one.”

“Again. Meaner.”

“I’m a pathetic little bitch with a three-inch dick who begs to clean up after real men.”

She moaned and shoved my face back down. “Keep working.”

He fucked her harder. The bedframe knocked the wall. Wet slap. Squelch. Her thighs clamped my ears. The wand jammed firmer under my cock and tipped me toward the edge so fast my stomach dropped.

“Please,” I gasped into her. “Please let me come. I’ll say anything.”

“Not yet,” she said.

He pulled out of her. His dick bobbed, dark and dripping. He wiped the head across my lips. “Taste your wife on me.”

I sucked him clean. Her flavor and his musk mixed on my tongue. Bitter. Sweet. I moaned around the shaft like a whore and hated how easy the sound came.

He flipped me onto my back. She straddled my chest, facing him, and sank onto him again so I stared up at the place they joined from under her ass. His balls swung. Her cunt stretched wide around him. Juice ran down onto my sternum.

“Fingers,” he told her.

She reached behind, found the base of the plug, and twisted. Then she pulled. The widest part dragged out of me and my hole gaped, empty and aching. She pushed two of her fingers into the open ring, then three, then tucked her thumb and pressed. The burn turned white. My legs shook. She worked her hand until the knuckles passed and my asshole swallowed her to the wrist.

“Fuck,” I breathed. Broken. Too much. Full. “Please. Please I can’t…”

“You can,” she said. “Hold still.”

She fisted me while he fucked her above my face. Every thrust shook her arm inside me. The stretch would not stop. I dripped onto my own stomach in thin clear lines. The wand she had dropped buzzed against my hip where it rolled. I grabbed it and pressed it to my cock without asking.

“Naughty,” he said, and slapped my thigh. “Ask.”

“Please let me use the wand on my clitty while you fist my ass and fuck her. Please let your pathetic sissy edge. Please I’ll be good.”

“Edge,” she said. “Do not spill.”

I pressed the buzzing head to my short shaft and rode the fist in my hole. The room smelled like cunt and lube and sweat. My mouth hung open. Drool ran to the pillow. I climbed fast. Too fast. The edge hit like a wall.

“Please may I come. Please I’ll be your diaper boy tonight. Please write the numbers bigger. Please use me on the floor. Please…”

“Stop,” she said.

I yanked the wand away. My cock jerked, angry and red, denied. A sob cracked out of me. She pulled her hand free of my ass with a wet sound. The gape stayed. Cool air hit the sore rim.

He lifted her off him, laid her down on my pillow, and drove back into her pussy in one stroke. Breeding pace. Deep. She hooked her ankles at his back. I lay beside them on the mattress that was not mine anymore while his ass flexed and she took every inch I did not have.

“Hand,” she said.

I gave her my hand. She put it on her lower belly, where he moved inside her below the skin.

“Beg for his load,” she said.

“Please come in my wife. Please fill her. Please put it where I never could. Please let me stay small and useful while you breed her on my bed.”

He groaned and buried himself. His hips stuttered. He emptied into her, wet and deep. She clenched around him and came with her nails in his shoulder, her cunt pulsing so hard it beat against my palm. Smell of sex thickened. His cum started to leak out around his shaft when he eased back, white on pink.

“Clean,” he said.

I crawled down and put my mouth on her used pussy. His cum and her slick flooded my tongue, bitter and thick. I swallowed. Licked into her. Sucked the mess out of her hole while she held my hair. The taste coated my teeth. My cock rubbed the sheet, denied and leaking.

“Now you,” she said. “On your back. Wand on. Plug back in. You earn one if you ask right.”

He pushed the plug into my sore hole again. I cried out. She set the wand on my dick and pinned it with two fingers. High. Mean. Vibration tore through me.

“Beg.”

“Please let your locked-up little cuck come. Please I need it. I’m a hole. I’m a measuring stick. I’m not the man in this room. Please let me squirt while I say it.”

“Say the card.”

“Seven and a quarter and three. He is four and a quarter longer. This is his bed. Please…”

“Come.”

I broke. Short crude pulses. My cock kicked under the wand and spilled thin ropes onto my stomach, weak and fast, shame-hot. My hole clamped the plug. More. Can’t. Too much. The orgasm ripped out of me in little shudders while they both watched. Spit and cum and her juice dried on my chin.

She shut the wand off. The quiet rang.

“Guest room,” she said. “Floor. Door stays open. You listen to this bed tonight.”

I stood on soft legs. Cum cooled on my belly. The plug shifted when I walked. In the hall I passed the fridge and the index card under its magnet, two numbers in her hand, the difference now a fact in the house.

The guest-room carpet scraped my knees. I lay on my side facing the dark. From our room came the low sound of him settling into my pillow, the sheet pulling, her laugh cut short by a kiss. My side of the bed did not exist anymore. I was a unit under his number, padded later if she chose, useful on the floor.

Six nights left. The calendar in the kitchen held the rest of the boxes empty and waiting.

A knock hit the front door. Three firm raps. Too late for a neighbor. Too sharp for a mistake.

She padded down the hall past my open door in his shirt. The chain slid. The latch turned.

“Oh,” a woman’s voice said from the porch, bright with nerves. “I brought the thing you texted for.” Plastic rustled. She thanked her, took the bag at the threshold, and slid the chain back on without letting her past it. From the floor I watched her carry a case of adult diapers past my open door to the laundry room.


Chapter 3: The Refrigerator Office

Iyanked the fitted corner free and the whole sheet came up in a ball that still smelled like sex and Marcus’s cologne. Coffee I had not made sat cooling on the counter. Two mugs stood drying in the rack, rims touching.

Celeste walked in barefoot with her hair twisted up and a black marker behind her ear. She took the sheet out of my hands like I had been waiting to give it to her.

“Guest bathroom,” she said. “Leave the door wide. Marcus is still asleep.”

I carried the laundry down the hall. The guest room floor had left a crease in my hip. The cage she had locked on me before dawn tugged when I bent for the hamper. The padding scraped soft against itself with every step. Weight. Warmth. The thick front panel held everything small and useless, and my pulse beat into that dull plastic like it belonged there.

I hated how fast my body went for it.

In the kitchen again she had the fridge door open. A magnetic dry-erase grid clung to the white face of it, two columns ruled in black. MARCUS. HUSBAND. Last night’s numbers sat under each heading in her neat hand. Beside the grid she had taped a seven-box calendar. The first box held a thick X.

“Read them,” she said.

I stood at the fridge in a T-shirt and the adult diaper she had taped on me before bed and read the inches out loud. Then the gap. Then the sentence she made me build from it. My voice scraped. She capped the marker and kissed the side of my neck once, light as thanks for taking out the trash.

“Before you eat anything in this house, you read that column,” she said. “Every meal. Starting now.”

I read it again with my stomach empty and my face hot. She handed me toast. Butter. No jam. I ate standing because sitting folded the padding into a squeak I could not stand the sound of yet.

Marcus came in at nine, thirty-eight and easy in the doorway, last night’s jeans and nothing else. He poured from the pot I had not touched. Celeste told him the guest bath was running. He nodded at the fridge like a man checking a schedule on a job site and went back down the hall with his mug.

She took my wrist.

The guest bathroom steamed. She had the tub half full and a towel folded on the closed lid of the toilet. She stripped the T-shirt over my head, peeled the tapes, and dropped the wet-warm bulk into the hamper. Air hit my skin. The cage hung small and pink and ridiculous. She checked the lock with two fingers, then pointed at the water.

“In.”

I stepped in. She sat on the edge and soaped a cloth. She washed my chest, my belly, the tops of my thighs. When she reached lower she cupped the cage in her palm like jewelry she meant to keep polished. Soap ran down the bars. My clitty twitched inside the steel and got nowhere. A thin sound left me. She did not comment on it.

She shaved me bare herself. Legs first. Then the crease of my groin. Then under the cage as far as the ring allowed, short careful strokes while I held still and breathed through my teeth. The razor whispered. Smooth skin came up under the foam. When she finished she ran the cloth over me again, and on the new bare skin every brush of terry landed twice as loud.

“You stay smooth for the week,” she said, rinsing the blade. “I will do it. You will not nick yourself trying to hide.”

She talked while she worked, the same voice she used for grocery lists.

“Marcus keeps the marital bed every night of this week. You sleep in the guest room on the floor unless I call you up. Padding stays on except for baths and inspections. The cage key stays on my necklace. You do not touch yourself. You do not come unless I say so, and when I say so there is a witness in the room. That is the rule from this morning on.”

My throat worked.

“Celeste…”

She set the razor down and studied me the way she studied a bill that had come due.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

Flat. Final. I nodded because my mouth would not make a clean answer. She pulled the drain. Water sucked away. She patted me dry with the towel, tape by tape, then laid a fresh adult diaper on the bath mat, powdered me, and taped me back into the thick front and the crinkling sides. The weight settled between my thighs again. Heavier than before. Or I was paying more attention.

She led me to the guest room.

Marcus had brought a low padded bench in from the garage. Black vinyl. Wide enough for a man to lie on. Celeste pointed. I climbed on my back. She cuffed my wrists to the legs with soft straps from a drawer I had never opened. Ankles next. Spread. The bulk forced my knees wider than they wanted to go. Vinyl stuck to the backs of my thighs.

Marcus leaned in the doorway with his coffee, watching like this was ordinary.

Celeste set a tray on the dresser. A wand. A slim vibrating plug still in its plastic. Lube. A pair of nipple clamps on a short chain. She uncapped the lube and pushed two slick fingers past the back tape edge and found my hole. I clenched. She waited. Then she pressed in to the knuckle and worked me until the burn went soft and my hips chased her hand anyway.

“Greedy little hole,” she said, almost fond. “Say what you are.”

“I am a diapered slut,” I got out. “I am a small locked bitch who needs his hole used.”

“Louder.”

I said it louder. Marcus drank his coffee.

She worked a third finger in. Stretch. Ache. The wet sound under the padding rang in my ears. She scissored me open until my thighs shook against the straps, then drew her hand out and seated the vibrating plug. It sank in thick and cold, then warm as my body took it. She twisted the base. The buzz climbed low and steady up my spine. My locked clitty jumped inside the cage and leaked a clear bead into the padding right over it.

She laid the wand against the thick front of the diaper and switched it on.

The vibration reached the cage through plastic and fluff. My whole crotch lit up stupid and fast. I jerked against the straps. Celeste pinned the wand with the heel of her hand and read my face like a recipe.

“You do not finish,” she said. “You hold. You tell me when you get close.”

The plug throbbed in my hole. The wand ground the padding into the steel. Warmth built under the tapes until the front panel went damp with my own leak. Soap, lube, and the sharp edge of my arousal crowded the small room. Marcus set his mug down, stepped closer, and unzipped.

His dick hung out heavy and thick, the same length we had measured on the bed, the same number written on the fridge. He held it near my face. Heat crossed the air between us. Mine stayed locked and tiny under the buzzing plastic. Size was not a thought. Size was a fact shoved under my nose while my body tried to come and could not.

“Look at what fucks your wife,” Celeste said. “Then look at what you get to keep.”

I looked. My tongue wet my lip without leave. Marcus tapped the head against my cheek. I opened because she nodded, and he slid over my tongue, salty and fat, until my jaw ached around him. He fucked my throat in short rolls while Celeste turned the wand up a notch and the plug’s buzz climbed with it.

Too much. Edge. My belly locked. The cage jerked useless against the wet padding.

“Close,” I gagged around him.

Celeste lifted the wand. Marcus held still in my throat. The need slammed around with nowhere to go. Spit ran down my chin. Drool ran down my chest; bare-chested, diapered, strapped, and the cool air on my wet chin stripped me past naked.

She waited until my breathing broke. Then the wand came back. Lower setting. Circle. Grind. The soaked padding squelched under the head, a filthy wet noise that swelled each time she leaned her weight in. My hole clenched on the plug. Marcus used my mouth again, slow now, letting me feel every inch of what I was not.

Celeste talked through it the way she talked through folding laundry.

“You come on my schedule. You come with a witness. You thank me after. If you sneak one in the night I add a day to the calendar and Marcus stays longer. Do you understand.”

I tried to nod with a dick on my tongue. She took that as yes and turned the wand up. Edge again. Faster. My thighs shook. The straps creaked. The warm bulk spread my legs and held my locked clitty in wet heat while the wand punished it through the plastic. I made a sound that was not a word.

“Close…”

Off. Empty. The plug kept buzzing. My hole fluttered around it like it could finish me by itself. It could not.

Marcus pulled out of my mouth. Strings of spit connected my lip to his cock. He wiped them on my cheek with his thumb.

“He takes instruction,” Marcus said to her. Casual. Like grading lumber.

“He always did,” Celeste said. “He just lied about what he wanted the instruction for.”

She slicked her fingers again and pushed under the back tapes beside the plug’s base. One finger beside the buzzing stem. Then two. The stretch burned white. I yanked at the wrist straps. She kept going until her knuckles met the ring of muscle and my hole gaped around the plug and her hand both. Full. Ruined-feeling. The ache went deep and dirty and I pushed back onto it, because craving had eaten the part of me that still argued.

“Fist later in the week,” she said, almost kind. “Today you learn to stay open for what I put in you.”

She pulled her fingers free. The plug stayed. My hole stayed loose around it, twitching. She wiped her hand on the front of my diaper and the wet smear darkened the plastic.

Wand back on. High.

Marcus fed himself into my mouth again. Celeste braced the wand with both hands and worked tight circles over the soaked cage until the whole pad was a hot, heavy, squelching mess and my locked clitty was nothing but a trapped pulse inside it. Sweat ran down my ribs. The vinyl stuck to me. My wrists burned in the straps.

“Tell me what you need,” she said.

“I need to come,” I forced out around Marcus. “I need you to let your locked diaper whore come with him watching. I need…”

“Ask properly.”

“Please let me come. Please use me until I break. I will not decide. You decide.”

She held my eyes. The wand stayed. The plug hammered me from the inside. Marcus stretched my jaw. Wet slap on soaked padding filled the guest room. My belly seized. The edge rose and kept rising and this time she did not lift away.

“Now,” she said. “Come in your padding like the small thing you are. Marcus stays in your mouth. You do not spit.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore through the cage with nowhere to shoot. My clitty jerked and jerked inside the steel and dumped useless cum into the wet fluff while my hole clamped the buzzing plug in hard spasms. My body bowed off the bench. Short crude noise ripped out of me around him. Too much. Cannot. More. The wand stayed on and dragged the climax out long and ugly until my thighs cramped and spit poured down my chin and the diaper hung heavy and slick with my own mess.

Marcus held still until the shaking slowed. Then he pulled out, stroked twice, and came across my tongue and lips in thick stripes. I swallowed what landed because her hand was in my hair and her face offered no second option.

She switched the wand off. The plug idled low. She unclipped the nipple clamps I had stopped registering and blood rushed back into the tips with a raw sting. She freed one wrist, then the other, then my ankles. I stayed on the bench because my legs did not trust the floor.

Celeste cupped the ruined front, squeezed the warm wet bulk once, and read her palm like a nurse reading a chart.

“Soaked,” she said. “Good. You stay in it until lunch. Then I change you and you read the fridge before you eat.”

Marcus zipped up. On the way past the kitchen doorway he touched two fingers to the number under his own name, a private confirmation, and went to shower in my old bathroom.

Celeste eased the plug out at last. My hole clenched on empty air and stayed soft. She kissed my forehead. Tender. Practical. The kindness sat heavier than the straps had.

“Anniversary week,” she said. “Five days left after today. The calendar gets an X every morning. On the eighth morning his duffel goes in the car unless I write a different plan. Your orgasms live on my list now. That part does not undo.”

She left the wand on the tray and the cuffs hanging off the bench legs and walked out to refill the coffee.

I lay in the crinkling wet weight with smooth bare skin and a locked clitty sticky in its own mess and the taste of Marcus on my tongue. The fridge waited down the hall with my number under his. Lunch would cost me my voice on those inches before I got a plate. Night would cost her word before my body got anything at all.

I could have stood up and said no. The front door was twenty steps away. My car keys still hung on the hook by the coats.

I stayed on the bench and listened to her pour coffee for two, and the only true thing left in my head was that I would read the column when she called me, and I would ask permission the next time my body wound itself up, and I would take the witness, because the part of me that used to run the house had crawled into her hand this morning and did not intend to climb back out.


Chapter 4: Sized Eleven Days Early

She caught me with the packing slip pinched between my fingers, the cardboard flaps still spread on the kitchen counter.

“Read the date,” she said.

I did. Eleven days before the anniversary. Eleven days before I unfolded my browser history on the breakfast table and spilled every filthy search I had ever typed. The foam tray in the box sat empty, the steel already locked on me since yesterday, and her index card was taped to the fridge under the two columns. My throat closed. I put the slip down and stopped thinking about what the date meant.

She went back to her sewing box on the table. Scissors snipped pink frill like she was hemming a napkin. Kettle steam fogged the window. My bare thighs stuck together inside the padding she had taped on after yesterday’s bath. The empty cage box sat between us like any other delivery.

“Apron first,” she said. “Then the lock goes back on. Stand still.”

I stood. She stepped behind me and dropped the frilled nursery-maid apron over my head. The cotton landed warm from her lap. She cinched the waistbow until the padding bulked forward in a thick, silly shelf. The frill scratched my hips. One look down at myself and I wanted to crawl under the table. My dick twitched useless in its soft pouch, already half hard from the shame of the bow alone.

“Kitchen counter,” she said. “Pants off. Keep the pad.”

I shoved the lounge pants down. The adult diaper crinkled when I hopped up on the cold granite. The chill bit my bare ass cheeks around the tape wings. She washed her fingers at the sink, dried them, and set the steel ring and the short tube beside my thigh, unlocked since she cleaned me at the sink that morning. The metal held the morning cold.

“You swore you would never let anyone put hardware on you,” she said. “Say what you are giving me.”

My face burned. “My cock. Locking it. Keeping it off me.”

“Louder.”

“I am giving you my cock. You lock it. I do not get to use it.”

She oiled the ring and worked it behind my balls. The steel sat snug. She guided my small shaft into the tube, which it barely filled, and clicked the padlock shut. The key went back onto the thin ribbon at her throat. Heat flushed up my chest. The cage was mine now. Mine to clean. Mine to carry. Not mine to open.

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

I stared at the fridge calendar. Two boxes X’d. Five left. Four full days after today before his duffel went back in the car on the eighth morning. The lock hung heavy and final between my legs. Pride tried to stand up in my spine and folded.

She pressed a remote into my palm for half a second, then took it back. A small pink bullet vibrator came out of the sewing box, already paired. She slid it down the front of the padding until the tip met the underside of the cage. Tape held it. One click from her thumb and a low buzz woke against steel and skin. My hips jerked. Warmth flooded my belly.

“On,” she said. “Off when I say. You serve breakfast like that.”

I slid off the counter. The diaper sagged warm against my locked dick. The bullet hummed. Every step bounced the frill. I plated eggs and toast with shaking wrists. He came in from the hall in a T-shirt, thirty-eight and easy in his body, hair damp from her shower. He took the table like he owned the chair. She sat across from him. I poured coffee. The buzz kicked higher when I bent. A wet spot bloomed on the inside of the pad where my tip leaked into the steel.

“Thank the room for breakfast,” she said.

“Thank you for letting me serve,” I said.

He ate. She ate. I stood by the sink with my thighs pressed together, the remote in her lap clicking the bullet up and down, and tried not to rock. The warmth inside the plastic turned slick. My clitty strained and hit nothing but cage. Spit gathered under my tongue.

When the plates were clear she pointed at the master bedroom. “Strip the bed you do not sleep in. Fresh sheets. Then the guest room gets finished.”

I walked the hall with the bullet buzzing. Changing the marital bed, locked and padded and frilled, made my ears ring. I stripped the damp sheets. His smell and hers sat in the cotton. I fitted clean ones. Corner, corner, tuck. The remote cut the vibe mid-fold and I almost dropped the pillow. Silence. Then a hard pulse dipped my knees. Cum tried to push out and had nowhere to go. A thin drip leaked through the cage slits into the warm padding.

Guest room next. She had already set the changing station on the dresser: wipes, powder, a stack of adult diapers, lotion. A baby-monitor base sat on the sill. The receiver lived on her nightstand now so she could hear me without getting up. I plugged the base in. The green light came on. My face burned the whole time.

She followed me in and shut the door partway. He leaned in the frame to watch. She pointed at the changing mat.

“On your back. Knees up. You are going to take what you said you would never take.”

I lay down. The apron rucked under me. She peeled the tapes and pulled the soaked diaper away. Cool air hit my locked dick and the wet crease of my ass. She wiped me down with a cloth warm from the heater, rolled a thick fresh pad under my hips, and left it unfastened.

“Lube,” she told him.

He squeezed a cold glob onto her fingers. She pushed one into my asshole. I clenched. She worked past the ring of muscle and crooked. The stretch burned. A second finger joined it. Then a third. I breathed through my teeth. The remote flicked the bullet back on against the cage and my whole pelvis jumped.

“Ask for the fist,” she said.

Pride cracked. “Fist me. Stretch my asshole. Use it.”

“What are you?”

“A locked diaper slut. A hole you keep. A pathetic little maid who cums in his pad.”

She twisted her fingers, added more lube, and tucked her thumb. The knuckles pressed. Pressure built. My hole gave. Her fist slid in to the wrist. The burn went white. I made a sound I did not recognize. She held still and let the fullness sit in me. Heat poured down my thighs. The bullet buzzed against steel. My locked dick throbbed and spat another useless bead into the open diaper under me.

He stepped closer, hard, and fed the head between my lips. I choked on the first push. Spit ran down my chin. She fucked my ass on her fist in short drives while he used my throat. Wet gagging sounds filled the guest room. The monitor light blinked. Down the hall the receiver picked up every choke and squelch.

She pulled her fist free. My hole gaped and fluttered. Cold air found the stretch. She pushed a thick plug in to hold me open, then fastened the fresh diaper over cage, bullet, and plug base. The tapes yanked snug. Bulk pressed everything inward. Warmth trapped the mess of lube and sweat.

“Up. Over the dresser. Hold the edge.”

I bent. The frill rode up. She clicked the remote to high. The bullet hammered the cage. Vibration carried the steel into my balls and up into the plug. My knees shook. She took a wand from the kit on the dresser and jammed the fat head against the front of the padding, right over my locked tip. The double buzz punched a moan out of me.

“Come,” she said. “Then come again. You do not stop when you want to stop.”

The first orgasm ripped through with nowhere for the cum to go. My dick jerked inside the tube. Spunk pulsed thin through the slits. The pad drank it. My asshole clenched on the plug until my vision spotted. I tried to count and lost the number past four, past whatever came next. She kept the wand pinned. The remote stayed high. A second climax stacked on the first before I could breathe. My hips stuttered. Drool hit the dresser wood. The pad went hot and heavy, squelching each time the wand ground in.

He moved behind me, pulled the tapes on one side, and worked the plug out. My hole stayed open. He lined up and shoved into the gape in one long thrust. The stretch lit every nerve. He fucked hard. Slap of skin. Slick drag. The wand never left the front of the diaper. She held it with both palms while he plowed my ass. I came again into the padding, a broken stutter, then again with no clear edge between them. Past counting. Brain offline. Too much. More. Cannot stop.

“Say it,” she ordered.

“Breed my hole,” I gasped. “Use the locked little slut. Keep me padded. Keep me small.”

He groaned and buried deep. Hot cum flooded my ass. He kept thrusting until it frothed and leaked around his shaft into the open side of the diaper. Sex and warm plastic filled the room. She killed the wand. Left the bullet on a low tease. My legs barely held.

She wiped his cock with a cloth and pointed at the floor. “On your knees. Clean him. Then you thank us for locking you.”

I knelt. The heavy pad squelched under my heels. I licked him clean of his cum and my own lube, throat working, eyes wet. When he was done she held out the remote where I could see it.

“This stays on you through chores. If you leak, you change yourself and bring me the wet one to inspect. The key stays on me. You do not ask for it.”

I nodded. Words sat too thick.

She refastened the tapes, smoothed the frill, and walked me back to the kitchen on the leash of that low buzz. He followed with coffee. On the fridge the third box of seven took her X in black marker. Four days left after this one. The packing slip still lay on the counter where I had dropped it. Eleven days early, printed clear under the barcode, the steel already warm against my skin from my own trapped heat, and the green light on the guest-room monitor steady in the hall behind us.


Chapter 5: What He Keeps

Her voice carried down the hall, flat and sure.

“Wade. Master bed. Strip it again. He sweat through the top sheet.”

I went. The apron strings bit my waist. Thick padding dragged between my thighs with every step, and the steel cage sat locked beneath it like a mean little fist. Day three. Four nights left on the fridge calendar before the duffel was supposed to leave. I told myself that like it still meant the same thing.

The master room smelled like sex and her soap. The fitted sheet had a kink at the far corner. A hairpin sat jammed in the seam where the elastic had twisted. My fingers found it before my brain caught up. I tugged. The corner sprang free. The strap for the mattress cover lived in her nightstand, same place it always did.

My hand was already in the drawer.

Paper. Not the strap. A manila envelope with a family-law stamp in the corner, the kind that dries your mouth before you read the words. I pulled it out. My thumb left a damp mark on the flap.

Petition for dissolution. Her name. Mine. Dated three weeks before the anniversary. Before the confession. Before the box on the porch.

Under it, a lease. Her name added in neat print next to his address. Three years of fertility letters from two clinics, stacked with paper clips, margins marked in her pen. And one loose page in her handwriting, the title centered like a grocery list.

Wade, what he keeps.

I read it standing there in the frilled apron with my mouth open and no sound coming out. Browser history dates going back a year. Folder names I had buried. The cage order, eleven days before I said a word out loud. A note at the bottom in the same ink: soft landing. Then let him go.

The monitor hissed on her nightstand. She had known I would find it. Of course she had.

“Bring it,” she called from down the hall. “Living room. Blinds up.”

I walked the hall with the envelope in both hands like it might bite. The padding crinkled loud enough to fill the quiet. My dick twitched in the steel and I hated that it did. Grief sat in my throat like thick spit. The husband who thought telling the truth would buy him a week of mercy was already dead on that page, and I was still wearing his wedding ring.

She stood by the couch in a short robe, bare legs, hair pinned up with the mate to the hairpin I had found. He sat in the armchair, thirty-eight and easy in his skin, jeans open, thick cock half hard on his belly like he had been waiting for the show. She did not look sorry. She looked finished with a task.

“Read the title out loud,” she said.

My voice cracked on it. “Wade, what he keeps.”

“Louder. The street can have it.”

The blinds were up. Afternoon light laid the whole living room out for anyone walking a dog past the hedge. I stood on the rug in the apron and the bulk and the cage, envelope shaking in my fingers, and said it again until my tongue went numb.

She took the papers from me and set them on the coffee table face up. The petition sat there like a third person in the room.

“You thought March,” she said. “I had been reading you for a year. It did not save us. It taught me how to leave you without making a mess. This week is the soft landing. He has known since Monday.”

He tipped his chin once. No apology in it. Just fact.

My knees wanted the floor. I stayed up because she had not told me to drop yet, and the old rules were ash. Obedience had nowhere left to land. Everything from here was an application to a woman who had already decided.

“Turn around,” she said. “Hands on the window sill. Ass out. Show the street what you are while we talk.”

I turned. The glass was cool under my palms. A car passed. My face burned so hot my eyes watered. She flipped the apron up over my back. Fingers hooked the waist tabs of the padding and yanked them loose. Cool air hit my bare cheeks. The cage hung forward, tiny and locked, and my hole clenched on nothing.

“Pathetic,” she said, close enough that her breath warmed my neck. “All that searching, and you still thought you were bargaining.”

She spit on her fingers. The wet sound made my stomach flip. One finger pushed into my asshole without warning. I grunted into the glass. She worked it in to the knuckle, then added a second, scissoring me open while the bulk of the half-undone padding sagged against my thighs and the cage tapped the sill.

“Taste,” she said, and shoved those same fingers into my mouth. Lube and spit and my own musk. I sucked because she held my jaw. The sound was filthy and small.

“Good. Keep looking out. If a neighbor waves, you smile.”

He stood. Belt buckle clinked. She sat on the arm of the couch facing my back and spread her knees. Her pussy took him in one wet shove, the slap of his hips, her sharp inhale. She fucked him where I could hear every inch and still had to hold the display pose at the glass.

“Tell him what the page means,” she ordered between thrusts.

“It means you were already gone,” I said. The words tasted like metal. “It means the kindness was goodbye. It means I am applying for scraps.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“I am a caged diaper slut begging for a place in a marriage you already ended on paper.”

She moaned at that, mean and pleased. He drove into her harder. The wet slap filled the room. My hole twitched empty and hungry and wrong.

She pulled off him with a slick pop. “On the coffee table. Back. Knees wide. Hold your thighs.”

I climbed up. The wood bit my ass. She strapped my wrists to my own knees with soft cuffs from the side table so I stayed spread, apron bunched at my ribs, padding shoved under my lower back like a shameful pillow. The cage pointed at the ceiling, purple at the tip where it tried to swell. Blinds up. My whole body on offer to the hedge and the street.

She brought the thick black dildo on the strap harness and buckled it around her hips. The shaft shone with lube. Beside it, a string of graduated anal beads and a wand vibe with a flat head. She set the petition on my stomach so the legal stamp sat over my navel.

“You do not get to close your eyes,” she said. “You watch us use what is left of you.”

The first bead pressed my rim. I bore down. It popped in. The stretch burned. Second. Third. Each one wider. The sound of them seating was a wet click I will hear until I die. She worked the string until the biggest sat against my prostate and my toes curled hard enough to cramp.

Then the strap. She lined the dildo up and pushed. My hole took the head, then more, then too much. I yelped. She did not slow. She fucked the toy into me in long strokes while he stood over my face and fed his cock past my teeth.

“Suck,” he said. First time he had spoken since the chair. “Make it sloppy.”

I gagged on him. Spit ran down my chin onto the petition. The paper wrinkled. She pounded my ass with the strap and the beads shifted inside me on every thrust, dragging over that spot until my vision speckled. The wand came on against the cage, flat head pinned to the steel, buzz chewing through metal into my trapped dick. Too much. Not enough. My hips jerked and the cuffs held me open.

“Listen to yourself,” she said. The wet squelch of the toy in my ass was loud as a draining sink. “That is the sound of a husband who does not get to keep a marriage. That is the sound of what he keeps instead.”

I tried to say her name and got a mouthful of cock. He held my hair and fucked my throat until my eyes streamed and my nose ran. Drool soaked the legal stamp. She reached down and tugged the bead string halfway out, then shoved it back in while the strap kept railing me. The dual stretch made my gut seize. I made a noise that was not a word.

She edged me with the wand in mean circles, then took it away every time my thighs shook. Again. Again. My dick leaked thin slick inside the steel and went nowhere. The padding under my back had gone warm where I started to piss from the pressure and the fear, and the smell rose between us, sharp and intimate. She ground it through the steel and that warm mess until I sobbed around him.

“Ask for the fist,” she said.

My throat worked. He pulled out enough to let me speak. Spit strung from my lip to his tip.

“Fist me,” I said. “Ruin the hole you are leaving behind.”

“Name what you are.”

“A going-away present. A padded little whore on the table. A thing that cums for the woman filing on him.”

She pulled the strap free. The beads came out in a rush of pops that left me gaping. Cool air kissed the open ring of my asshole. She coated her hand. Fingers first, four of them, twisting. Then the tuck of her thumb. The burn went white. I screamed into the empty room and the window took it. Her hand sank in to the wrist and my rim locked behind her knuckles. Full. Stuffed past sense. She curled inside me and pressed, and the wand slammed back onto the cage at the same time.

I broke.

The orgasm tore up from the fist and the buzz and the piss-warm padding and the petition stuck to my wet belly. My dick jerked in the steel with nowhere to spend, pulsing and pulsing, thin cum forcing out the tip in weak spurts that striped my stomach and the court stamp. My ass clamped her wrist in hard spasms I could not stop. Sound ripped out of me raw. Too much. Cannot. More. Brain gone. Just the fist and the cage and the shame of finishing for the end of my own marriage while the blinds showed God and the mailman everything.

She worked me through it until I shook and the cum on my skin went tacky. Then she eased her hand out. The gape stayed. I was empty enough to cry and did, quiet, while spit and snot cooled on my face.

He wiped his cock on my apron frill and stepped back. She uncuffed my wrists. My arms flopped. She left the petition where it was, glued to me with my own mess.

“Four nights,” she said, tapping the fridge calendar in the kitchen doorway where I could see the boxes from the table. Lawyer morning marked in her hand on the eighth dawn. “Duffel leaves that morning unless I change my mind. You want a place after that, you earn one. Obedience is not a defense anymore. There is nothing left to defend.”

I sat up. The envelope’s contents lay scattered. The lease. The clinic letters. Wade, what he keeps, smeared at the edge with my cum.

“Why show me now,” I whispered.

She tied the apron back down over the undone padding like she was wrapping a gift she regretted buying. Her mouth was soft. Her eyes were not.

“Because soft landings still have a ground,” she said. “And because you needed to understand what every warm hand this week already was.”

She leaned in. Her lips brushed my ear. The wand clicked off in her other hand. Outside, a dog barked once and went quiet.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Under Her Plate

Iset the plate down on top of the envelope.

Neither of us spoke for a full minute.

The china sat heavy on the manila flap. Egg and toast steam climbed past my face and mixed with the paper smell underneath, dry and sharp as a lawyer’s office. My palms stayed flat on the wood. The adult padding between my thighs crushed soft when I shifted from one knee bone to the other under the chair.

Celeste cut a bite of egg. She chewed. She did not look at the edge of the envelope sticking out past the plate.

“You put it where I would find it again,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Good. Sit up.”

I sat. The steel between my legs tugged when the padding settled. She slid the plate aside and opened the flap with two fingers. Clinic letterheads came out in a stack. She laid them in a line between us like bills.

“Three years,” she said. “Two clinics. Look at the dates.”

I looked. The earliest letter carried a stamp from a winter I had thought we were trying together. The latest one sat under a sticky note in her hand. November circled twice.

“I turn thirty in November,” she said. “I want a child badly enough to leave a man I love for it. That is the count. That is what the letters are.”

My throat locked. The kitchen clock ticked once, loud as a knock. On the fridge calendar three boxes sat empty before the morning marked for the lawyer. Marcus’s duffel waited in the hall. The petition under her hand had a date older than this whole week.

“You read my history for a year,” I said.

“I did. It taught me how to end this kindly. It did not teach me how to stay.”

She tapped the lease page. Her name stood next to another address in clean print. Then she folded the papers back into the envelope and set her plate on top, neat, the way a person closes a drawer.

“Friday,” she said. “Honest ending. The padding comes off. He goes. You keep the house. We stay kind to each other. Nothing gets filed if you take that.”

My mouth opened on a bargain before I could stop it.

“I want to finish the week. On real terms. All of it.”

Celeste wiped her fingers on the napkin. “I will not promise that buys you anything. Obedience does not reopen a door I shut three weeks ago. If you serve from here, you serve for free.”

The word free landed in my gut like a dropped pan. Heat crawled up my neck anyway. My locked dick twitched useless inside the steel and the thick crotch of the padding, traitor-fast, and my ears burned.

I nodded.

“Say it,” she said.

“I serve for free. It does not buy me the marriage.”

“Then clear the plates.”

I stood. The load between my legs shoved my thighs apart when I walked. I scraped eggs into the bin and ran water until the plates shone. Behind me a chair scraped. Marcus, thirty-eight, set his mug in the sink beside mine without asking whose turn it was. The weight of him at my back pressed the air thin. Coffee and skin and the clean soap from the guest shower. He had known since Monday. He poured the last of the pot like a man who lived here.

Celeste’s voice came from the table.

“When you finish, you come to the bedroom on your knees. Mouth open. You asked for real terms. You get maintenance.”

I shut the water off. My hands shook once on the towel. Bargaining clawed at the back of my tongue (one more chore, one more hour, one more proof) and I swallowed it. Proof had a price yesterday. Today it had none.

I dropped.

The hall runner burned my kneecaps. The padding crinkled with every shuffle. By the time I reached the marital bed my jaw ached from holding it soft. Celeste sat on the edge in a robe half open. Bare cunt, bare thighs, the salt-sweet scent of her in the room before I got close. She held a slim black wand in one hand and a thick flared plug in the other, both shiny with lube.

Marcus took the armchair by the window. He spread his knees. He watched.

“Under,” Celeste said. “Tongue flat. You do not come up until I say.”

I crawled under the fall of her robe and put my mouth on her.

She tasted like sleep and last night’s soap. I licked slow along her slit, then harder when her hand landed in my hair and shoved. The wand clicked on at her clit above my nose. The buzz filled my skull. Her hips rolled and smeared my chin. I sucked where she put me and the wet sound got louder, slick and filthy, spit and her cream mixing until it ran down my throat.

“Small thing under there,” she said, voice even, talking past my head to the chair. “Locked. Padded. Begging with his tongue because talking got him nowhere.”

Marcus gave a short breath that might have been a laugh. Belt leather whispered. I kept licking. My own dick strained inside the chastity until the metal bit, and every throb made the padding warmer against my thighs. Useless. Tiny. On display without even being seen.

Celeste’s free hand reached back and tapped the base of the plug against my mouth beside her cunt.

“Get it wet. Then ask for your ass to be opened while you work.”

I took the plug between my lips. Lube and silicone. I sucked it messy, gagged once when she pushed, drooled down the shaft. When she pulled it free a string of spit hung from my lip to the tip.

“Ask.”

“Open my ass while I eat you. Use me. I am a free hole under your plate.”

“Good enough.”

She reached under, yanked the tape tabs of the padding open at one side, and shoved the plug past my rim in one steady drive. The stretch burned. My mouth fell open on her clit and a broken sound spilled into her. She pinned the wand harder and fucked the plug in short thrusts with her other hand until my hole took the flare and clenched around the neck.

Full. Heavy. The scent of lube and her cunt and the warm plastic of the half-open padding hit me in the same breath.

“Back on my pussy. Earn the right to stay in the room.”

I buried my face again. Tongue deep. Nose crushed to the wand’s hum. She ground on me until my jaw shook. Every time I slowed she twisted the plug and my whole body kicked, cock straining inside its lock with nowhere to go. Spit soaked the sheet under my chin. My throat clicked when I swallowed her.

Marcus stood. Floorboards took his weight. He came around the bed and stopped beside my hip. A hand the size of a skillet settled on the small of my back and pressed me flatter to the mattress edge.

“He keeps dripping in that thing,” Celeste said. “Look.”

Fingers peeled the other tape. Cool air hit the damp crotch of the padding, then a thumb rubbed over the steel cage and the inch of flushed meat trapped inside. I whimpered into her. The sound was high. Wrong. I throbbed harder for it.

“Pathetic,” Marcus said. First time he had spoken all morning. “That all of it?”

“That is all of it,” Celeste said. “And he still wants the week.”

She hooked a leg over my shoulder and pulled my face tighter. “Suck my clit. Hard. You do not get to bargain with your mouth full.”

I sucked. The wand buzzed against my cheekbone. Her cunt fluttered and then clamped and she came on my tongue in a long hard shake, thighs locking my ears, cream flooding my mouth until I had to gulp or drown. I gulped. She held me there and rode my face through every twitch.

When she let go, spit and cum shone on my chin. I stayed on my knees because standing had not been offered.

Celeste shut the wand off and set it aside. She kept the plug seated in me with two fingers on the base, rocking it while she talked.

“Friday is still on the table. Kind. Clean. House yours. Or you finish the nights that are left as unpaid labor, and I decide what that is worth when the duffel goes back in the car. I am not scoring you. Stop auditioning.”

Bargaining rose again, ugly and automatic. I bit it down. My hole fluttered around the plug. My locked dick leaked a thin line into the open padding.

“I want the nights that are left,” I said. “Even if they buy nothing.”

“Then prove you can shut up and serve.”

She lay back and spread. “Marcus. Use his throat. I want to watch him take it while I sit on his face again.”

Marcus rounded the bed. His dick was thick, dark at the head, slick at the tip from watching. He fed it past my lips without warning. Salt. Heat. The weight of him on my tongue made my eyes water on the first push. Celeste swung a knee over and sat on my face from the front at the same time, cunt sealing over my mouth and nose, and the two of them turned me into a spit-slick tunnel between their bodies.

I gagged. Drool ran. Marcus held my hair and fucked my throat in long strokes that bumped the back and kept going. Celeste ground her soaked pussy over my nose and lips and told me to lick through it. The plug in my ass shifted with every thrust from above. My lungs burned. Tears ran into my ears. The smell of sex and sweat and warm padding filled every gap I had left for thought.

“Look at him,” Celeste said. Soft. Mean. “Husband under the bed he used to own. Throat full. Ass full. Tiny locked clitty making a mess in plastic. And he asked for this after he read the petition.”

Marcus pulled out long enough for me to drag air. A rope of spit connected my lip to his dick. “Say what you are.”

“A cuckold sissy,” I rasped. “Small. Padded. Free labor. Use my mouth.”

He shoved back in. Celeste’s cunt followed, smothering the rest of the words. They fucked my face in a rhythm that did not care if I kept up. When Marcus bottomed out and held, my throat convulsed around him and he groaned and came hard, thick pulses hitting the back of my throat faster than I could take. I swallowed. Bitter. Hot. It kept coming. Celeste rubbed her clit on my upper lip and came again with a sharp cry, soaking my face a second time while I drank him down.

They pulled off together.

I stayed on the floor on my hands and knees, shaking, chin dripping, the plug buried deep, the open padding sagging heavy and damp between my thighs. My dick ached in its steel, denied, leaking, so hard it hurt and so small it made my stomach turn.

Celeste crouched in front of me. She wiped my mouth with her thumb and pushed the thumb past my teeth.

“Clean.”

I sucked her clean.

She stood. “Tape yourself. Plug stays. You finish the laundry, then you come back here and keep your mouth on me until I nap. No score sheet. No credit.”

I fumbled the tapes shut over the wet bulk. The weight of it settled between my legs like a verdict. Marcus zipped up and went to the doorway without looking back, a man who had somewhere else to be in a house that was starting to fit him.

Celeste paused with her hand on the jamb.

“You belong in this room now.”

Then she left me there on the carpet with cum cooling on my tongue, the plug stretching my ass with every breath, and the warm drag of soaked padding on my locked dick, a heat that would not fade no matter how still I held.


Chapter 7: Eleven Minutes

Iunlocked the wardrobe case at dawn and took the suit out myself.

Charcoal wool. The same one from the courthouse steps. The hanger still smelled like cedar and dry cleaning.

I cut the tapes at my hips with kitchen shears. The adult diaper peeled off warm and heavy and left red lines where the elastic had sat all night. My clitty twitched, useless and pink, once the steel she had unlocked came off. I left the cage on the bathroom counter for later. Or for never. I had not decided which.

The shower ran hot. Soap on skin. I scrubbed until the powder smell was gone and my thighs were clean and ordinary. Towel. Deodorant. The shirt buttoned wrong once, then right. The tie knotted on the first try. In the mirror a husband looked back. Costume. Whole thing.

My cock tried to thicken against nothing and failed. No steel to blame. Soft meat. Short. I tucked it into black briefs like it belonged to a man who could still take a woman to dinner and mean it.

Two days left on the fridge calendar. Saturday empty. Sunday empty. The petition date sat under her handwriting for Monday morning. I put flowers in a vase anyway. White roses. The restaurant where I proposed still took six a.m. messages if you sounded sure.

She came into the kitchen in a robe and stopped at the sight of the suit.

“Wade.”

“I made a reservation,” I said. “Noon. The place with the white tablecloths. Come with me.”

She poured coffee. Did not laugh. A laugh would have been kinder.

“You want to date me.”

“I want to be your husband for one afternoon.”

Her mouth did a small thing. Pity without the soft edges. “Get the car. I will dress.”

I drove. She wore the blue dress from our third anniversary and sat with her knees together like I had earned the view. At the table I ordered for both of us. Put my palm on her knee beneath the cloth. Warm skin. Soft. It shook, and she could feel it.

“You are trying very hard,” she said.

“Let me.”

She let me. Through the salad. Through the steak I barely cut. Through the walk back to the house with her fingers laced in mine like we were still the people in the photos. Jealousy sat below my ribs the whole time, thick and stupid. The other man had slept in our bed for four nights. I wanted to erase him with a credit card receipt and a hard fuck.

In the bedroom I shut the door. Kissed her mouth. Pushed the dress up her thighs. She helped. Generous. She lay back on our sheets and spread for me and I got my dick between her legs and shoved in.

Tight. Hot. Slick around the short length of me. I groaned into her neck and thrust the way he did it, deep and sure, and for a stretch of minutes it almost worked. Her cunt took what I had. Her hands stayed on my back. I counted strokes in my head and told myself I was winning.

Eleven minutes.

That was all the body gave me. My balls drew up. My dick jumped and spilled early, thin and fast, while she was still only half there. I kept moving to hide the finish. She stroked my hair.

“There you go,” she said. “All done.”

I stayed buried in her, soft already, and shame burned my eyes. She did not laugh. She kissed my temple and rolled me off and that mercy landed worse than any joke.

“Stay,” she said. “On your back. Hands at your sides.”

I obeyed because pride had already left the room.

She sat up. Stripped the dress. Bare tits. Dark nipples. She straddled my chest facing me and put her cunt over my mouth.

“Clean what you left. Use your tongue. Do not use your little dick again until I say.”

I licked. Salt and my own cum and her. Warm. Soft folds under my tongue. She ground down and pinned my wrists to the mattress, thumbs pressed into my pulse, inspecting the shake in me while I ate her out. Her grip was the whole lesson. Firm. Certain. My short dick twitched on my belly, sticky and spent and trying again.

“Look at that,” she said, glancing back. “Still trying to be useful. Poor thing.”

She reached behind herself and wrapped her fingers around me. Measured with her hand. Thumb to tip. The whole length sat in her palm with room left over.

“Say how big.”

“Small,” I got out against her pussy. “Too small.”

“Compared to who.”

My throat closed. Jealousy rose hot and ugly. “Compared to him.”

“Name it.”

“Compared to Marcus.”

That was one.

She smiled like I had handed her a gift and shifted off my face. Opened the nightstand. Brought out the black silicone plug, thick at the base, and a wand with a round head, and a pair of leather cuffs. She cuffed my wrists to the headboard slats. Checked the fit with two fingers beneath the leather. Warm pads. Grain rough on my skin.

“You wanted to compete,” she said. “Competition is closed. This is what you get instead.”

She slicked the plug with lube from the bottle and pushed my knees up. One finger first at my asshole, pressing, turning, working past the ring. Burn. Stretch. She added a second and scissored while I hissed. Her free hand cupped my balls, rolled them, weighed the soft sack like produce.

“Loose already. You have been taking him.”

“Yes.”

“Ask for the plug.”

“Please put it in me.”

She seated it slow. The flare dragged. My hole gave at the widest point and then locked on the neck. Full. Deep. The weight of the toy sat inside me and made my spent dick jump.

She turned the wand on. Low buzz first. Pressed it to the underside of my cock, right below the head, and my hips kicked.

“Hold still.”

I could not. The vibration ran through soft flesh into the plug and back out. Too much too fast. She edged me, backing off each time my stomach tightened, until I dripped clear onto my own belly and begged without words.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please. Please let me come. I will be good. I will stop trying to be him. Please.”

She cranked the wand higher and held it there while her other hand worked the plug in short hard twists. The orgasm ripped out of me dry and mean, a full-body clench with almost nothing to show for it, my hole spasming around silicone while I shouted into the pillow.

“That is one,” she said. “Count.”

“One.”

She did not stop. The wand stayed. My dick went raw past bearing and I twisted away and the cuffs held. She slapped the inside of my thigh once, sharp, and put the buzzing head back on the same spot.

“Again.”

“I cannot.”

“You can. Say what you are.”

“A jealous little slut with a short cock.”

“Louder.”

“A jealous little slut who came in eleven minutes and still wants more.”

She forced the second one out of me with the wand and a hard shove on the plug that punched my prostate. White crowded the edges of my vision. Spit ran down my chin. Cum pulsed in thin ropes across my stomach, less than the first mess, and I counted through clenched teeth.

“Two.”

“One more.”

She pulled the plug free. My hole gaped a second, empty and aching, and she pushed three fingers in at once to the knuckles. Stretch burned. She folded her thumb and kept pressing until her hand made a cone and my asshole took her knuckles with a wet sound I will not forget. Fist. Her whole fist inside me, warm and huge, turning slow while the wand buzzed against my spent dick.

I came apart in pieces. Too much. Cannot. More. Please stop. Please do not stop.

She fucked me on her fist in short punches and kept the wand there until the third orgasm tore through with nothing left to spend, just spasm and a broken sound and my hole clamping her wrist like it wanted to keep her.

“Three,” I gasped. “Three. Fuck. Three.”

She eased her hand out. My ass held open a beat, then fluttered shut, sore and used. She wiped her fingers on my thigh and uncuffed both wrists so I could touch her.

“On your knees at the edge of the bed. Mouth on me. Hands behind your back.”

I knelt. She sat and put her pussy against my face again and I licked while she held the wand to her own clit. Her thighs went tight around my ears. Warm. Soft. She came on my tongue with a low sound and pulled my hair when she finished, then pushed me back.

“Stay kneeling.”

She got the strap from the closet. Thick pink dildo on the harness. Buckled it on. Slicked it. Turned me, chest to the mattress, ass up, and drove into the hole she had already fisted. The toy filled me in one long shove. She fucked me hard enough the bed frame knocked the wall. Each thrust dragged the sore rim. My dick hung soft and slapped my belly. She reached beneath and pinched the head every few strokes until I was hard again despite the ache.

“Fourth,” she said. “You do not get to choose the shape.”

She angled for my prostate and stroked me dry, rough, mean, while she pounded. The fourth orgasm hurt. Real hurt. My balls emptied a last weak spurt onto the sheet and I sobbed the number into the duvet.

“Four.”

She pulled out. Unbuckled. Left me face down and shaking. Went to the bathroom. Water ran. She came back with a towel and wiped my stomach, my crack, the backs of my thighs. Careful. Warm cloth. Terry rasping raw skin.

“You tried to win me the old way,” she said. “It lasted eleven minutes. Do not do that again.”

I nodded into the pillow.

“Sleep in the guest room tonight. Cage stays off until you decide what you are asking for.”

I went down the hall on soft legs. Lay on the narrow bed in the dark. The clock on the nightstand crawled. Jealousy did not leave. It changed clothes. His hands on her. His size. The way she took him without needing mercy.

Two in the morning.

I got up. Walked to the master. Knocked once.

He answered in boxers, thirty-eight and broad in the doorway, hair messed from our sheets. The steel sat on the dresser behind him like a dare.

“I need it back on,” I said.

He leaned on the frame. “Say it properly.”

“Please put the chastity cage back on me.”

“Again. With the number. How many nights are left.”

My mouth went dry. “Please put the chastity cage back on me. There are two nights left, and I am asking you, not her.”

He stepped aside. I went in. She was awake against the headboard, watching, saying nothing. He picked it up. Held it out on his palm for me to see. Then he took my soft dick in his fingers, measured the length the same way she had, thumb from tip to base, and fitted the ring behind my balls. Cold metal. Warm hands. He slid the tube on, locked it, and the click went through my whole body.

He dropped the key into his own pocket.

Not hers.

Mine to ask for. His to keep.

“You come to me for this from now on,” he said. “She already gave me the schedule. Thursdays through the weekend I hold the lock. You want it off, you ask me twice, same way you did tonight.”

She looked at me over the edge of the sheet. No smile. No rescue.

“Go back to your room,” she said. “In the morning you measure yourself on the fridge grid under his number, in your own hand, and you write the date. Then you make breakfast for both of us and you do not wear the suit again this week.”

I walked the hall with steel between my legs and the key in another man’s pocket, and the last story I had about only ever obeying my wife went thin and died behind me.


Chapter 8: Five At The Table

Iwiped the spit off my chin with my wrist and got up off the kitchen tile. Celeste had left the room. The thick toy she had worked into me sat warm and deep, and every step made me clench around it.

Five chairs waited at the dining table. I had set them myself that afternoon. I counted them again like the number might drop if I stared hard enough.

It did not.

Celeste came back with the apron. She tied it at my waist herself, snug over the thick adult padding she had put on me an hour earlier, and the bulk pushed the fabric into a soft round shape no man at a dinner party was supposed to have. The cage underneath pressed me flat against my body. Heat climbed my neck.

“You chose the place settings,” she said. “You chose the guest list. Own it.”

I nodded. My mouth still tasted like her cunt from the floor.

The doorbell rang at six-forty.

Nadia came in first, thirty-four, lipstick already talking. Rhys followed, thirty-six, holding a bottle of red like this was a normal anniversary. Their coats went on the hook. Their shoes stayed on. They both looked at the fifth chair, then at the man standing next to it in an apron with a padded seat.

“Oh,” Nadia said. “You hired help?”

Celeste smiled with her whole face. “No.”

I opened my mouth before she could. My voice came out thin and wet.

“Sit down. Please. I need to say this before anyone pours a drink.”

Rhys glanced at his wife. They sat. The other man took the head of the table without being asked, thirty-eight, pouring water like he lived here, because for five nights he had. I stayed on my feet. The toy in my ass shifted when I locked my knees.

“I asked for this week,” I said. “I searched for it for a year. Celeste found the history. She did not invent any of it.”

Nadia’s smile died one corner at a time.

“I wear padding. I wear a cage. My number is on the fridge. His is bigger. We measure. We write it down. She fucks him in our bed and I hold her hand while she does it. There is a petition for divorce in her nightstand dated three weeks before this anniversary. There is a lease with her name on his address. There are fertility letters. She has been planning how to leave me kindly, and this week is the soft landing.”

Nobody spoke. The heater clicked once and stopped.

Rhys stood up. He walked into the hall. A door shut. Water ran. He came back and sat down with his jaw set.

Nadia looked at Celeste. “Is he telling the truth?”

“All of it,” Celeste said. “Show them the fridge, Wade.”

I walked. The padding whispered between my thighs. The toy dragged inside me with every step. I opened the fridge and pointed at the two columns of inches taped under the calendar. One box for tonight still empty. One box for tomorrow night. The morning after marked lawyer in her handwriting.

“Read them,” Celeste said.

I read both columns out loud. Mine first. Then his. The gap made Nadia’s breath hitch.

“Check me,” I said, and my voice cracked on it. “Please. Waistband. I want you to see it yourself.”

Nadia’s eyes went wide. “Wade…”

“I am asking.” I turned, lifted the apron, and dragged the back of the waistband down so the thick adult padding showed clear under the dining light. Warm. Bulky. Sealed over a cage that left me nothing to use. “This is what I am. This is what I asked him to put back on me at two in the morning after I tried to be a husband again and failed.”

Rhys made a punched sound. He stayed in his chair.

Celeste’s voice stayed even. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

Nadia put both palms flat on the tablecloth. “Do you get to keep him or not?”

The question sat there between the plates.

Celeste looked at me, not at her sister. “That depends what he does with the truth now that other people have it.”

I went to my knees right there on the dining room rug. The toy shoved deeper when I sat back on my heels. My caged cock twitched against the warm padding, and the shame of that twitch dropped through me.

“Let me serve,” I said. “In front of them. Please. Let me show them what I am good for.”

Celeste stood. She hiked her dress to her hips. No panties. She was slick from earlier, from my mouth on the tile, and the smell of her hit me across the table, salt and heat. She crooked two fingers.

“Worship. Properly. They can hear every word you say.”

I crawled. The padding crinkled loud in the quiet room. Nadia did not look away. Rhys stared at his water glass and did not leave.

I put my mouth on Celeste’s cunt and licked. She held my hair and used my face. Her clit dragged over my tongue. Wet sounds filled the space between the five chairs, and I moaned into her because the cage strained and the padding held me useless.

“Tell them what you are,” she said.

I pulled off enough to speak, spit shining on my chin. “I am her diaper slut. I am the small one. I cum in padding when she lets me and I beg for it.”

“Again. Meaner.”

“I am a locked little whore who sets a fifth plate for the man who fucks his wife.” My face burned. My hips pushed into nothing. “Please use me. Please let me earn tonight.”

She pushed my face back in. I sucked her clit the way she had trained me, short and hungry, and she rocked on my mouth until her thighs shook. When she came she did it standing, grinding down, flooding my tongue, and I swallowed what she gave me like service was the only language left in my body.

“Under the table,” she said. “His turn.”

I crawled to the head chair. The other man had his fly open. He stood heavy and dark, wet at the tip, and the size of him next to the memory of my caged inch closed my throat. Size was not a thought. It was a fact in the air between my mouth and his lap.

“Ask,” he said.

“Please let me suck you. Please fuck my throat while my sister-in-law watches. Please.”

He took my hair and fed me his cock in one long shove. I gagged. Spit ran. Wet and ugly. He held me there until my eyes watered, then fucked my mouth in short hard strokes while Celeste told Nadia, calm as weather, that this was the part of the marriage that worked.

Nadia whispered, “Jesus Christ.”

Rhys said nothing.

When the man pulled out, a string of spit connected my lip to his tip. Celeste took a folded napkin from the sideboard, snapped it open on the rug beside my knees, and laid two things on the linen the way you lay out cutlery: a string of graded silicone beads on a black cord, small at the top, obscene at the bottom, and a little silver bullet with a remote no bigger than a car key.

“Padding off the front. Cage stays. You do not get to touch yourself. You grind and you beg.”

I peeled the tapes enough to free the front of the thick padding and leave it hanging open. In the steel I looked ridiculous, small and pink and dripping a useless bead. Celeste tucked the bullet up under the cage, right against the seam where my clitty pressed the bars, and folded the warm padding back over it so the buzz would have nowhere to go.

Then she pressed the remote into Nadia’s hand.

Nadia’s mouth opened. Nobody helped her. She thumbed it on.

The bullet woke up inside the padding, trapped against steel, and I made a noise I had never made in front of family. My hips jerked. The hum stayed buried and hot, no relief in it anywhere, and my thighs shook.

“You do not come until you beg right,” she said. “And you do not beg right until you say the petition out loud again.”

“There is a petition in the nightstand,” I gasped. “She was leaving. This week was a gift on the way out. Please. Please, Celeste, I will be small and padded and useful, please let me come, please…”

Nadia turned it up a step, then dropped it to nothing, and my whole body chased the buzz into empty air.

I sobbed once. Ugly.

“Service first,” she said. “Ass up. Show my sister what you take.”

I turned on the rug and put my chest down. Celeste worked the toy out of me inch by inch. The stretch burned going out. Then the first bead pressed in, slick with lube from the bottle she kept in the sideboard like napkins, and popped past the ring.

“One,” she said, and Nadia gave me two seconds of the bullet for it.

The second bead was bigger. It went slow. My hole fought and swallowed.

“Two.”

Third. My mouth came open on the rug. Fourth stretched me wide enough that I whined into the wool, and Celeste held it there, turning it, letting me feel exactly how much was still waiting on the cord.

“Five is the one you asked for in your search history,” she said, and fed it in.

I broke a sound into the rug. Full. Split. Owned. The cord hung out of me like a leash for the wrong end.

“Thank her,” the man at the head of the table said.

“Thank you for filling your husband’s ass at the anniversary table. Thank you. Please. Please do not stop.”

Celeste passed the remote across the plates to Rhys. He looked at it a long moment. Then he pushed it up, all the way, and kept it there, and the trapped bullet screamed against my cage while his wife counted my breathing out loud.

Too much. Cannot. Please.

“Beg,” Celeste said.

“Please let your locked diaper whore come. Please, I will keep the columns on the fridge, I will keep the cage, I will get up in the night for his baby if you make one, please Celeste please…”

She took the cord in her hand and pulled, bead by bead, slow, each one dragging out through the ring while the bullet howled.

Four. Three. My spine went electric.

Two.

I came at one, and Celeste killed the remote at the exact second I tipped.

The buzz died. The last bead came out. My cock jerked inside the steel and spilled in weak dribbles into the padding with nothing behind it, no peak, no wave, just a long ruined leak while my emptied ass clenched on air. Spasm. Spit on the rug. The smell of sex and warm padding rose between the chair legs.

Celeste wiped her hand on the napkin and left the beads coiled on it like used silver. “Pull the tapes. Sit in it. Dinner.”

I sealed the soaked padding back around myself with shaking fingers, the dead bullet still shut in there against my cage. Warm mess against my spent cock. I climbed into my chair because my legs would not hold a clean stand. Rhys set the remote face-up beside his bread plate. The fifth plate sat in front of the man who had just used my throat. My place was the one with the water glass and the apron.

Nadia stared at me. Then she looked at Celeste.

“So. Do you get to keep him?”

Celeste cut a piece of chicken like the question belonged next to salt. “He just made it family fact. Ordinary husband is gone for good in this house and in yours. What remains is whether he stays useful on purpose.”

She looked at me. “One night left. Lawyer box on the calendar fills at eight the morning after unless I tear the petition. You already chose exposure. Tomorrow you choose the rest.”

Rhys cleared his throat. “We should go.”

“Stay for dessert,” Celeste said. “He baked it this afternoon between measuring and padding himself.”

Nadia laughed once, short and broken, and then stopped. She reached across the table and touched my wrist with two fingers, careful, like I might crack.

“You always were the one who needed catching,” she said. “I just did not know you wanted the net this tight.”

I could not answer. My ass still throbbed open. My mouth still tasted like both of them. The fridge calendar sat ten feet away with two empty boxes and a lawyer’s morning written under it.

We ate. Forks on plates. The heater kicked on and blew dry air across the wet spot on the rug. Nobody made a toast.

At the door, Nadia hugged Celeste and whispered something I did not catch. Rhys shook no one’s hand. They left their wine bottle on the counter like they had forgotten why they brought it.

Celeste locked the deadbolt. She pointed me toward the guest room with one look.

“Strip the apron. Leave the padding. Sleep on your back. Tomorrow you write.”

I turned toward the hall.

The porch light tripped on through the sidelight glass. A car door shut at the curb. Then another.

Celeste frowned. “They left five minutes ago.”

The doorbell rang.

I stood in the soaked padding with my apron half untied and my stretched ass aching while Celeste opened the door on a courier with a folder under one arm, signed the sheet he held out, took the neighbors’ package he had left at the wrong house, and shut the deadbolt again without ever turning around.


Chapter 9: The Last Empty Box

Ifed the last sheet into the dryer and the zipper on Marcus’s duffel clicked in the hall every time the machine shook. Nine in the morning. Car keys sat on top of the bag where anybody walking past could see them. The fridge calendar had one empty square left. I put my palm on it and took it away.

She had not said a word about the papers. Not at breakfast. Not when Marcus, thirty-eight, carried his boots to the mat and left them there like a man who still might stay. I ran the laundry anyway. I wiped the counters. I wrote the morning numbers under the two columns and set the plate for three even though the bag by the door said the house was already packing itself.

Nadia’s question from last night sat in the air. Does she get to keep him. Nobody had answered it out loud. Rhys had driven them home with his jaw locked. My sister-in-law had kissed my cheek and held on one beat too long. Then the door shut and the week kept dying on schedule.

I stripped the guest bed. I remade it with clean corners. The bulk between my legs whispered when I bent, warm plastic and the faint piss-sweet smell that never quite left the room anymore. I hated how my dick twitched at that smell. I hated that I leaned into it.

Marcus came through the kitchen for water. He looked at the duffel, then at me.

“You don’t have to stare at it,” he said.

“I’m not.”

“You are.” He drank. “She’ll tell you when she’s ready.”

I nodded. He left. The keys stayed on the bag.

By noon I had done the sheets, the towels, the lunch dishes. I set a sandwich in front of her and waited while she ate. She touched my wrist once. That was all. Gratitude rose up my throat so hard I almost choked on it. Thank you for the week. Thank you for using me. Thank you for the soft landing before the lawyer. I kept my mouth shut and cleared her plate.

At three she pointed at the kitchen floor.

“Down.”

I dropped to my knees on the tile. The apron hung on me. She tugged it off and left me in the soft dress she had pulled over my head that morning and the thick adult diaper that made my thighs sit apart. She dragged a chair out from the table and sat in it, facing me, knees together, and the kitchen went quiet except for the dryer turning over in the hall.

She reached behind her and took a napkin off the stack I had folded that morning. She shook it out, creased it once, and tucked it into the neck of my dress like a bib.

“You eat properly in this house,” she said. “Even on the floor.”

My face went hot. Marcus leaned in the doorway with his water glass. He didn’t speak. He watched.

She hiked her skirt to her hips. Nothing under it. She had been sitting through my sandwich like that. She hooked one heel over my shoulder and the smell of her hit me before I had moved an inch, thick and warm and better than anything I had earned.

“Closer.”

I walked forward on my knees. The diaper crackled with every shuffle, loud as a laugh. My locked cock tried to swell and hit the steel and gave up and leaked instead, a slow wet spread into the padding that she could probably hear.

“Ask me for it,” she said.

“Let me use my mouth.”

“Filthier.”

“Let me eat your cunt until you come on my face. Please. Please use my mouth. That’s what it’s for.”

She took a handful of my hair and pulled me in.

I opened my mouth on her and she was already slick. Salt and copper and heat. I licked her open in long flat drags, base to top, the way she had trained into me on the second night with her hand fisted in my hair and Marcus counting out loud. She let me work. Then she stopped letting me and started taking. Her hips rolled up into my face. Her heel dug into my back. My nose pressed into her and my breath went, and she held me there four seconds, five, until my chest burned and my eyes ran, and only then let me up an inch to gasp before she pulled me back down.

“Hands,” she said.

I got my hands on her thighs. She moved them where she wanted them, one under her ass to tilt her up into my mouth, the other flat on her belly with my thumb pressed just above where my tongue was. She showed me the pressure. I held it. Her stomach jumped under my palm.

I sucked her clit and she swore at the ceiling.

“There. There. Don’t get clever.”

I didn’t get clever. I did the one thing she wanted, over and over, tongue flat and steady, jaw already aching, drool running off my chin into the collar of the dress she had put me in. My whole face was wet. The bib did nothing. That was the joke of it and we both knew it.

She came the first time with her thighs shutting around my head so hard the kitchen went muffled and far away. I stayed. I kept my mouth on her through it while she shook, and when she pushed my forehead back she was breathing through her teeth.

“One,” she said.

I licked my lips. “Thank you,” I said, and meant it, the ache, the wet, the fact that she still bothered to use me at all.

“You thank me for a sore jaw.”

“Yes.”

Marcus crossed the room. He crouched by my face. His thumb wiped the mess off my chin.

“He’s shaking,” he said to her.

“He can take more.”

She dropped both heels onto my shoulders and pulled me back in.

The second time was longer and meaner. She rode my mouth like the chair was a saddle, hips grinding, her hand steering my head by the hair, and when I slowed she jerked me flush and held me. My knees screamed on the tile. The padding between my thighs had gone warm and heavy and I could feel my caged cock jerking uselessly inside it every time she moaned, spilling clear and getting nothing back. I made a sound into her and she laughed at the vibration of it.

“Listen to that. He’s leaking in his diaper because I’m the one getting off.”

“He is,” Marcus said. He had not moved from beside my face. He was watching my mouth work.

She used two fingers on herself and gave me the rest. I sucked where she told me. When she came the second time she went silent, and silent was always worse, all of it locked in her thighs and her fingers and the pull on my scalp until it broke and she sagged back in the chair.

“Two.”

I did not stop. She had not told me to. I kept going soft and slow through the shudder, tongue gentle now, hands rubbing the outsides of her thighs the way she liked when she was raw, and she let me, and that permission undid me worse than anything she had done to me all week.

“Mine,” she said, looking down at me over her own body. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Say it with your mouth full.”

I said it with my mouth full. It came out as nothing, as noise, as a hum against her, and she came a third time on that noise with her hand clamped on the back of my neck.

“Three,” she said, when she could.

She let go of my hair. My head dropped against her thigh and stayed there. I was soaked to the eyebrows. My jaw would not close properly. The napkin hung off my collar, ruined.

She took it, wiped my face with it herself, slow, thorough, like cleaning a counter, and dropped it in my lap.

“You’ll fold that later.”

Then she slid off the chair onto her knees in front of me and peeled the tapes on my diaper. The plastic came away heavy. The warm reek of my own mess rose between us and my face burned and my locked cock strained anyway. She had Marcus’s key in her palm. She unlocked the steel around my dick for the first time since he locked it. The ring came off. Air touched skin that had forgotten air. My cock jumped, small and red and running.

“Look at that little thing,” she said. “Locked since he put it back on and it still thinks it matters.”

She wrapped her hand around it, wet with herself, and stroked. Twice. My hips shoved up into her grip and the heat came roaring from my heels.

“Close,” I gasped. “I’m…”

She let go. My dick twitched in the air, shiny and angry, and the edge slid away by inches while I shook and made a sound I did not recognize.

“You don’t get to finish,” she said. “You get to stay right here.”

I nodded. Tears ran into the mess already on my face. No cum. My dick jerked once in the air and spit a clear drop onto the tile, nothing like a finish.

She sat back on her heels. Sweat shone on her chest. She looked at the open steel on the floor beside my knee, then at my face.

“I’m putting it back,” she said.

I reached first.

My fingers closed on the ring before hers did. The metal was cool. I fitted it over my soft, aching cock myself, guided the tube, clicked the lock shut with a sound that went through the whole quiet house. The key lay on the tile. I pushed it toward her foot with two fingers.

She stared at me.

“I closed it,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Before you offered. That’s all I had left to give you.”

She picked up the key. She held it out and Marcus put it back in his pocket. For a second her mouth softened, and then it hardened again into the look that had run this whole week.

“Good,” she said. “Then you understand what tomorrow is.”

Marcus exhaled through his nose. He went back to the doorway and looked at his duffel like it had gained weight.

She taped a fresh diaper onto me while I was trembling. The plastic crinkled loud in the kitchen. She powdered me, smoothed the front, and patted the bulk once like a signature. The warm sealed smell closed around my locked cock. I was hard inside the steel again inside a minute, useless and trapped, and the gratitude that flooded me had no performance left in it. It was true.

“Thank you for the week,” I said.

She went still with her hands on my hips.

“Say that again.”

“Thank you for the week. Even if it ends in the morning. Even if the bag goes in the car and the papers go to the lawyer. Thank you for letting me have it once.”

Her eyes flicked to the fridge, to the empty box, to the petition’s date she had written in her own hand. She did not argue. She did not comfort. She stood and washed her hands at the sink while I stayed on the floor in the clean diaper and the soft dress, jaw sore, cock locked by my own choice.

Marcus picked up his water glass and set it in the sink beside her. “I’m going for a run,” he said. “I’ll be back before dark.”

“Leave the keys,” she said.

He left the keys on the duffel. The door shut. The house held three heartbeats and then two.

She dried her hands. She looked down at me.

“Dinner at seven. You cook. You serve. You clear. After that we talk about what Nadia asked.”

I nodded. My throat worked.

“And Wade.” She waited until I met her eyes. “If you thank me for leaving you, you had better mean the staying too. I don’t collect empty thanks.”

“I mean it.”

She walked out of the kitchen. Her footsteps carried down the hall toward the bedroom where the manila envelope still lived in the nightstand, dated and ready for the morning. I stayed on the tile until my knees hurt enough to make me move.

I stood. The diaper pulled between my thighs when I walked. I wiped the floor. I pushed the chair back under the table and wiped the seat where she had been. I folded the ruined napkin as she had told me and put it in the laundry basket with the rest. My jaw ached with every swallow, a deep used throb that kept my locked dick leaking into the diaper. The smell of her clung to my hands and my mouth no matter how hard I scrubbed.

At the fridge I stopped. One empty square. Marcus’s bag by the door with the keys on top. My own handwriting under the inch columns from this morning. The week had been a kindness she planned to file away. A soft landing. A going-away present. I had closed the lock myself, and that should have been the end of what I could offer.

It wasn’t.

I opened the utensil drawer and took out a pen. I did not write on the calendar. I stood there with the pen in my hand and the truth sitting heavy under my tongue, the one I had not said to Nadia or to Rhys or even to her when her thighs were shut around my head. Tomorrow morning the duffel either went into the trunk or it didn’t. The petition either left the house or it got torn. The empty box on the fridge was waiting for a mark.

I put the pen back. I started the onions for dinner because she had told me to cook, and because obedience was the only language I had left that still sounded like love. Outside, a car door slammed on the street and was not ours. Inside, the zipper on the duffel stayed shut.

Night was coming. She had said we would talk about Nadia’s question after the plates were cleared. I had already chosen what to put on the table when she asked me what I wanted the answer to be. Not a speech. Not a bargain. The anniversary card on the mantel was still blank. My hands smelled like dish soap and sex. My mouth still held the shape of her. And under the steel I had clicked shut myself, my cock throbbed like a held breath, waiting for a night that had not started yet and a morning that would not wait.


Chapter 10: New Vows On Ribbon

“You can have it all back. Say the word and I’ll go get the bin.”

The blank fifth-anniversary card sat on the sofa arm with a black pen across it. Ten at night. The last empty box on the fridge calendar already filled in her hand. Marcus stood by the mantel at thirty-eight, arms folded, waiting like a man who had packed once and could pack again.

I looked at the card. June print on the front. Nothing written inside.

She held the manila folder from the nightstand against her hip. “Marcus drives home. Nothing gets filed. The soft stuff goes out with the trash. We try again exactly as we were.”

My throat worked. The cage pulled under the plastic between my legs. Warm. Heavy. Full from the afternoon she had edged me on the kitchen floor and I had clicked the lock shut myself.

I shook my head.

“Say it,” she said.

“I don’t want it back.”

Marcus huffed once through his nose. She set the folder on the coffee table and put the card in my hands.

“Then write what you do want. Out loud when you’re done. On your knees at the foot of our bed. He stays for it.”

I took the pen. The cardstock was stiff. I wrote slow so the ink would not smear. New vows. Short lines. My own hand. The pen tip dug grooves that ridged the back of the card.

When I finished I stood. The crinkle between my thighs followed me down the hall. Marcus came after. She walked ahead and sat on the edge of the mattress we had shared for five years.

I knelt at the foot of the bed. The carpet pressed into my knees. The cage pressed cold and small into the front of the plastic. My wedding band rode my left hand like it belonged to a different man.

I opened the card.

“I vow to keep the guest room and the laundry and the sheets,” I read. “I vow to take the lock and keep it.”

“Yes,” she said.

“I vow to stay small for you. Caged. Soft between the legs. Useful.”

“Yes.”

Marcus shifted his weight. Floorboards creaked.

“I vow that the baby is his.” My voice snagged. “I want it to be Marcus’s. I want the place that gets up in the night for it. I want to be kept soft and wet and useful for as long as you’ll have me.”

She looked at me for a long breath. Then she nodded.

“Yes. To every word.”

She held out her palm. “Ring.”

I worked the gold band off. The skin beneath was pale and indented. She pulled a thin pink ribbon out of the nightstand drawer and threaded it through the ring of the cage, then the wedding band, and knotted it tight. Metal clicked on metal. My old ring hung under my locked clitty like a tag.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said.

I almost did then. I held it.

She stood and stripped without rush. Bra first. Then the skirt. Bare from the waist down, cunt shiny when she sat back and spread her knees. Marcus unzipped. His dick hung thick and hard, darker than mine had ever been even before the cage. He rolled a dry hand down the shaft once and spit in his palm.

“On the floor,” she told me. “Beside the bed. You hold my hand. You watch. You keep that ribbon where I can see it.”

I lay on my side on the carpet. The thick plastic forced my thighs open. She reached down over the mattress edge and took my fingers. Her grip was dry and sure.

Marcus climbed on. He rubbed the head of his dick along her slit until she made a wet sound, then pushed in. One long shove. She clenched around him and her nails bit my knuckles.

“Fuck,” she said. “There. Breed me.”

He set a hard pace. The bed frame knocked the wall. Slap of skin. Squelch every time he bottomed out. Her tits bounced. His thick shaft pulled out shiny and slammed back into her cunt. The smell of sex hit the room in a warm sheet.

My locked clitty tried to swell inside the steel and failed. The ribbon tugged. The wedding band tapped the cage with every shift of my hips.

She squeezed my hand harder. “Tell him what you are while he fucks me.”

“I’m your caged sissy,” I said. The words scraped. “I’m the hole that does laundry. I’m the one who holds your hand while he puts a baby in you.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a diapered little bitch with a ribbon on his cage and I want him to fill you.”

Marcus grinned without looking at me and drove deeper. She gasped. Her free hand found the wand on the nightstand. She pressed the round head to her clit and clicked it on. The buzz cut through the slap of fucking. Her thighs jumped.

“Don’t you come yet,” she told him. “I want it deep when I say.”

He grunted and slowed to long grinding strokes. The wand hummed. Her cunt made wet sucking noises around him. My mouth watered. Shame sat hot on my tongue and my hips pushed the soaked plastic into the carpet for friction that went nowhere.

She looked down at me. “Open your mouth.”

I did. She spit. It landed on my tongue. I swallowed.

“Good. Stay useful.”

Marcus pulled out. His dick shone. A string of her slick hung from the tip. He wiped it on her inner thigh and nodded at the toy drawer.

“Get the beads and the thick plug,” she told me. “Then get back on the floor on your belly. Ass up.”

I crawled to the drawer on my knees. Found the black string of anal beads and the heavy silicone plug with the flared base. Brought them back in my teeth like she had taught me earlier in the week. Laid them on the carpet by her hanging hand.

She kept the wand on her clit while Marcus pushed two slick fingers into my asshole without warning. Burn. Stretch. I shoved back onto them because my body had stopped asking permission days ago.

“Tighter than her,” he said. Flat. Almost bored.

“Work him open. I want him ruined while you breed me.”

He added a third finger. Then a fourth. The stretch went sharp and wide. My hole fluttered and tried to close and could not. He folded his thumb in and pressed. The thickest span of his hand pressed at my rim.

“Take it,” she said. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a fist slut,” I got out. “I’m your padded whore with a locked clitty. Push it in.”

He pushed. The knuckles breached. My asshole stretched around the back of his hand until I made a broken sound into the carpet. Full. Packed. The burn went all the way up my spine. He held the fist there and flexed once. My legs shook.

She turned the wand higher. “Fuck me while you fist him.”

Marcus pulled his fist back to the knuckles, shoved in again, and lined his dick up with her cunt at the same time. He fucked her in hard thrusts while his fist worked my hole open and shut. The wet slap of the bed mixed with the wetter sounds of my ass. Drool ran from my mouth onto the carpet. The cage jerked on its ribbon. The wedding band chimed against steel.

Past any count. My clitty leaked inside the lock in useless dribbles. The plastic was soaked and warm and heavy and I ground it into the floor anyway.

She came first with a sharp cry, cunt clamping on him, wand still pinned to her clit. He kept pounding through it. Kept fisting me. When she could breathe again she kicked the wand toward my face.

“On your clitty. Through the plastic. Hold it there until I say stop.”

I jammed the buzzing head against the front of the cage through the wet bulk. The vibration hit the steel and shot up into my gut. Too much. My hole clenched hard around his fist. He laughed once and pushed deeper.

“Come for her, little bitch,” he said. “Ruin that diaper while I put a baby in your wife.”

The first orgasm ripped through me with nowhere to go. Locked. Dry. My whole body seized. I sobbed into the carpet. The wand stayed. The fist stayed. He fucked her through my shaking and she held my hand so tight the bones ached.

“Again,” she said.

I shook my head. The wand did not move. Vibration ground against the cage without mercy. My hole fluttered around his knuckles. Second climax hit harder than the first, a raw clench that made me piss a little into the warm plastic. The smell rose. Sharp. Mine. She breathed it and smiled like she had won a bet.

“Past three,” I tried to say. The number broke. Past four. Past whatever came next. My brain went to short scraps. Too much. Can’t. More. Hole. Full. Her hand. His fist. Breeding.

Marcus pulled his hand free of my ass with a wet pop. My hole stayed open. Gaping. Cool air on the stretch. He wiped his fist on my hip and grabbed the beads.

“Count them going in,” she ordered.

I couldn’t. He fed them one by one into the loose ring of my asshole while he kept railing her cunt. Each bead popped past the rim. I lost track after the third. The string hung out of me. He tugged it once for the drag and I jerked.

She came again around him, louder, and dug her nails into my palm. “Now. Fill me. Deep.”

He buried himself to the root and groaned. His hips stuttered. His balls pulled tight against her. His face went slack. He pumped cum into her in thick pulses I could almost hear. Breeding. Real. The thing the clinics had written about for three years while I searched porn in the dark.

He stayed planted. Let it settle. Then he pulled out slow. Cum leaked from her cunt in a white line down to the sheet. She scooped some on two fingers and held them over the mattress edge to my mouth.

“Clean.”

I sucked her fingers. Salt. Her. Him. I swallowed.

She clicked the wand off at last. My clitty throbbed in its lock, spent past sense, twitching. Marcus sat back on his heels, dick shiny and soft now, and looked at the ribbon hanging from my cage.

“Pretty,” he said.

She stroked my hair once with the hand that still held mine. “Stay on the floor. Sleep there. In the morning we deal with the folder.”

I slept with my cheek on the carpet and her fingers in my hair until they slipped free. The plug went in before she turned out the light, thick silicone seating in the gape his fist had left, beads set aside in a wet pile. The wedding band tapped the cage when I shifted. Marcus snored on my side of the bed.

Morning light hit the kitchen tile. She stood at the counter in one of his shirts and tore the petition down the middle with both hands. The rip was loud. Clean.

She taped the top half to the refrigerator under the two columns of inches we had written all week. Took a marker. Wrote the date beside the torn edge. Then she drew a third column on the grid and put one word at the top of it.

Wade.

No number under it. Just the name. Mine. Kept.

Marcus came in with coffee. The duffel stood by the front door where he had left it the night before. He looked at it. Looked at her. She slid a folded sheet across the counter, handwritten, already signed.

“Thursdays through Sundays you keep the master,” she said. “He keeps the guest room. Laundry. Sheets. Lock. You initial.”

He read it. Initialed. Left the duffel where it was.

I stood in the doorway in a fresh plastic bulk and the cage with the ribbon and the ring. She pointed at the fridge.

“You put the inches back up every anniversary. I ask for the truth as my gift. You give it on your knees. Same terms.”

I nodded. The peace in my chest was quiet and heavy, like the warm weight taped around my hips. No audition left. No exit he could take from me. Only the risk I had written in my own hand and knotted onto steel.

Tuesday the phone rang while I folded towels. Nadia, her sister, voice awkward at first and then not.

“Do you two need a second crib mattress?” she asked. “There’s one in my attic. Clean. I can bring it Saturday.”

I looked at the fridge while she talked. Torn paper. Two columns of numbers. A third column with my name and no inches under it. The marker date still drying in the corner. Marcus’s shoes by the door for the weekend stretch. My ring hanging under the lock where anyone who opened my plastic would see it.

“Yes,” I told Nadia. “Bring it.”

I hung up and set my palm on the cool fridge door under the third column, tape edge and paper grit rough against it, and left it there until the cold bit in.


THE END
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