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CHAPTER 1

THE BOX

CLAIRE

The box waited on our bed for four days.

I could have hidden it.

I could have opened it, used what I had bought, cleaned everything, and returned the cardboard to the recycling bin before Ethan came home. He would have known something had changed. My husband had learned to read secrets in the way I crossed my legs and held his gaze. But he would not have known the weight of the thing I had held against my thigh or the small steel cage resting beneath black paper.

That would have made the fantasy mine alone.

Item three was not mine.

Not yet.

Ethan had written it in the same cramped black ink as the first two.

Watch her use something bigger than me and tell me the difference.

He had imagined a toy. A comparison. His wife spreading her legs while he sat close enough to hear every humiliating word.

He had not imagined the box.

He had not imagined eleven inches of dark silicone with a thick base and a weight that made my wrist dip when I lifted it. He had not imagined the steel cage. He had not imagined me keeping the key against my breast while his cock fought metal and failed.

Those details belonged to me.

Friday came hot and white over Miami. The rain from the week before had vanished. Sunlight hammered the bay. The windows held a pale glare that made every surface in our bedroom look exposed.

I left the curtains open.

Ethan came home at six twelve.

I heard his key. The brief scrape of leather shoes downstairs. The pause in the foyer when he noticed my heels beside the stairs.

I had placed them there on purpose.

Black patent leather. Thin straps. The pair I wore to the hotel with Roman.

One shoe stood upright.

The other rested on its side with a faint scratch near the heel from the moment Roman had lifted my leg and driven deeper.

Ethan climbed the stairs slowly.

I sat at the foot of the bed wearing a white silk robe and my wedding ring. Nothing else. The robe stayed closed from throat to thigh. The box rested beside me.

His gaze found it before it found my face.

“You opened it.”

“I inspected the order.”

“You touched it.”

I looked down at the cardboard.

“Yes.”

His hand remained on the bedroom door.

He wore the blue shirt I liked because it made his eyes look colder than they were. Sleeves rolled to the elbows. Dark trousers. No tie. Thirty-eight years old, lean through the waist, shoulders built more by swimming than weights. Ethan had never needed to look large to hold my attention. His hands were long and careful. His mouth had learned me through twelve years together, eleven of them married. A small scar cut through his right eyebrow from a bicycle accident before we met.

Roman had none of those things.

Roman had weight, calm, and a cock that made my breath stop when he pushed the first part of himself into me.

The box held something larger than both men.

Ethan shut the door.

“How much bigger?”

The question had waited in our messages since Monday.

I had refused to give him a number.

“Open it.”

He crossed the room.

The air-conditioning moved cool silk against my thighs. Outside, a boat dragged a white line across the bay. The city continued beneath us as though a married woman had not ordered an oversized cock and a steel cage to answer one sentence her husband had hidden in a drawer.

Ethan stood before the bed.

I touched the box once.

“On your knees.”

His eyes lifted to mine.

That hesitation lasted less than a breath, but I saw what lived in it. Pride. Fear. The memory of Roman looking at him from the hotel bed while another man's cock disappeared between my thighs.

Then Ethan lowered himself to the rug.

His knees settled on the rug.

I opened the robe enough to show one thigh.

“Read the label.”

He turned the box toward him.

Only my name. Our address. No company. No description.

“Claire Hart.”

“Your wife ordered it.”

His jaw tightened.

“Yes.”

“Say the item.”

He knew every word.

He still reached into his shirt pocket and removed the folded list.

The paper had softened at the creases. His black ink filled the first three lines. My red ink continued beneath them like a second voice speaking over his.

He unfolded it against his thigh.

“Watch her use something bigger than me and tell me the difference.”

My pussy tightened beneath the robe.

Ethan heard the change in my breathing.

His eyes dropped to my lap.

“Open the box,” I said.

He used his house key to lift the unsealed cardboard flap.

Cardboard separated with a dry tear. Black paper appeared. He pulled it aside slowly, almost carefully, as though rough hands might make the fantasy more real.

The toy lay in molded foam.

Dark silicone. Heavy shaft. Wide head. Veins raised along the surface. A suction base thick enough to hold it against glass.

Ethan stopped moving.

I watched his throat work.

“Take it out.”

He wrapped one hand around the middle.

His fingers did not meet.

The first honest reaction crossed his face before he could hide it. Not only jealousy. Calculation. His eyes measured the toy against his palm, against the memory of his own cock, against Roman.

He lifted it.

The weight pulled his wrist lower.

“Both hands,” I said.

He added the second.

The toy looked obscene between us.

Not because it was realistic. Because my husband held it.

His wedding ring pressed against the dark shaft. The same hand that had touched my bruises after Roman now supported something made to stretch his wife beyond him.

“Eleven inches,” I said.

His eyes remained on it.

“Twenty-eight	 centimeters.”

“I know how long eleven inches is.”

“Do you?”

He looked at me.

A pulse moved in his jaw.

I opened the robe another inch.

“Hold it against your trousers.”

His breath slowed.

Then he obeyed.

He placed the base near his belt and held the shaft down the front of his frame.

The head reached far beyond the shape forming beneath his trousers.

Ethan stared at the comparison.

I did too.

Heat spread between my thighs.

The toy did not breathe. It did not want me. It could not kiss, grip, hesitate, or watch my face.

It still made my husband look smaller.

That was enough.

“Tell me what you see while you hold it,” I said.

“What you ordered.”

“Weak answer.”

His eyes darkened.

“A cock bigger than mine.”

“Much bigger.”

“Yes.”

I slid one bare foot from the robe and placed it against the hard shape in his trousers.

Ethan's breath caught.

“And what did that sentence do to you?”

“Made me hard.”

“Your wife has not even touched it yet.”

“You held it against your thigh in the photograph.”

“You stared at that photograph all week.”

He did not deny it.

I pressed my foot harder.

The toy remained against his trousers, dark and thick between both hands.

“Tell me what you pictured.”

“You taking it.”

“How do you picture me taking something that size?”

“Slowly.”

“And you?”

“Holding it.”

The answer moved through me.

I leaned forward.

Silk opened over my knees. Ethan's gaze dropped, but I kept enough fabric between us to make him wait.

“You wrote comparison,” I whispered. “You imagined humiliation. You thought the cruel part would be hearing me say it was bigger.”

I reached into the box and lifted the smaller black package.

“You forgot I could add something.”

Ethan looked at the steel cage when I opened the lid.

The toy lowered in his hands.

He had seen the photograph.

Seeing the metal three feet from his cock changed him.

“Friday,” he said.

“It is Friday.”

I removed the cage from the foam.

Cool steel settled against my palm. A narrow ring. Curved bars. A small lock no larger than my thumbnail.

The key waited beneath it.

I picked it up and slipped it beneath the robe, tucking it against the upper curve of my left breast.

Ethan watched the place where it disappeared.

“Your key stays here.”

His breathing grew heavier.

“For how long?”

“Until your wife decides she needs your cock.”

“Tonight?”

I smiled.

“You still think this is about what you need.”

I touched the toy's head with two fingers.

Ethan held it steady.

The silicone was smooth, warmer now from his palms.

I leaned closer and pressed my lips to the tip.

One kiss.

No tongue.

No open mouth.

Just lipstick against something larger than my husband while he knelt and held it for me.

When I pulled back, a red mark remained on the dark head.

Ethan stared at it.

His cock pushed harder beneath my foot.

“Shower,” I said. “Then come back naked.”

He looked at the cage again.

“And where are you while I learn it?”

I closed the robe.

“I am going to decide how much preparation eleven inches deserves.”

Ethan rose.

He took one step toward the bathroom, then stopped.

The toy remained in his hands.

“Leave it,” I said.

He placed it on the bed beside me.

The mattress dipped beneath the weight.

Ethan walked into the bathroom without another word.

Water began behind the glass.

I sat alone with the box, the cage, and the list.

My pulse beat low between my thighs.

I touched the lipstick mark on the toy.

Then I looked toward the shower, where the blurred outline of my husband moved behind steam.

Item three had been his fantasy.

The key against my breast made it mine.

CHAPTER 2

THE LOCK

CLAIRE

Ethan came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist.

Steam followed him into the bedroom. Water darkened the hair on his chest and gathered along the lines of his stomach. He had shaved that morning. I knew because I had watched him do it while drinking coffee, neither of us mentioning the cage waiting upstairs.

Now the smooth skin above the towel looked prepared.

Not for sex.

For metal.

I sat in the chair near the window.

The toy stood upright on the dresser, fixed to a small glass plate by its suction base. I had washed it, dried it, and placed it where Miami sunlight cut along every raised vein.

The cage waited on my open palm.

Ethan looked from one to the other.

“Drop the towel.”

He did.

His cock was already half hard.

That complicated the lock.

I liked the complication.

Ethan stood naked in front of me, shoulders tight, hands loose at his sides. He was not a weak man. Nothing about his frame suggested helplessness until I held a key he could not reach.

I pointed between my knees.

“Come here.”

He moved closer.

I opened my robe.

No lingerie. No stockings. Bare breasts, bare pussy, wedding ring, and the tiny steel key hanging from a thin black cord around my neck.

I had changed where I kept it.

Ethan noticed.

The key rested between my breasts.

“You said it would stay against your breast.”

“It is.”

His eyes followed the small movement each time I breathed.

I touched his cock.

It hardened fully in my hand.

The cage remained on my other palm, impossible while he swelled.

“This is not helping,” he said.

“I know.”

I stroked him slowly.

Warm skin. Familiar weight. The curve I could recognize in darkness. A thin bead appeared at the tip and spread beneath my thumb.

Ethan watched my hand.

His breathing grew rough.

I leaned forward and opened my mouth over the head.

One slow pull. Salt. Heat. The familiar taste of my husband before I put him away.

His hips moved toward me.

I took another inch, then another, using my tongue along the underside. I sucked until I heard the wet sound of it. Ethan's hand lifted toward my hair.

I looked up.

He stopped before touching me.

The restraint made me wetter.

I sucked him until his thighs tightened and his cock pulsed against my tongue.

Then I pulled away.

“Why stop now?” he whispered.

“Because I wanted to feel what I was locking away.”

I let him go.

His cock stood hard between us, slick from my mouth.

“Now wait.”

Ethan laughed once without humor.

“You made me hard so I could wait to get soft.”

“Your list made me cruel.”

“You were learning before the list.”

The line reached deeper than he intended.

I sat back.

Ethan remained between my knees while his cock slowly softened under my gaze.

That waiting became its own humiliation. Nothing touched him. No hand, no mouth, no friction. Only his naked wife watching the hardness leave because she needed him small enough for the cage.

Outside, sunlight flashed from another building. A helicopter moved along the coast. The air-conditioning hummed beneath the silence.

Ethan looked at the toy on the dresser.

His cock gave one stubborn pulse.

“Do not think about it,” I said.

“That is impossible.”

“Think about Roman.”

His eyes returned to mine.

The softness reversed.

I smiled.

“Wrong direction.”

“You said his name.”

“I wanted to see what happened.”

“You know what happens.”

I did.

Roman's name carried the hotel with it. Dark sheets. His hand around my thigh. The first push. Ethan's face when he understood another man would fit.

My husband hardened because I remembered aloud.

That should have made the cage feel unnecessary.

Instead, I wanted the steel more.

I stood and walked around him.

My robe stayed open. My breasts brushed his shoulder when I moved behind him. I pressed my mouth near his ear.

“Picture me Friday night,” I said. “Roman holding my hips. My legs shaking. His cock stretching your wife while you sat close enough to stop him.”

Ethan's hands closed.

“You did not stop him.”

His cock hardened again.

“Claire.”

“Picture the first time I looked at you with half of him buried in me.”

“Claire.”

My name came rough, dragged from him by a cock that refused to obey the cage while my voice fed it.

I moved in front of him.

“You wrote bigger. You do not get to blame me for knowing which memories make you hard.”

His eyes dropped to my pussy.

The robe framed it.

I was wet enough for him to see.

“You are enjoying this.”

“Yes. Your fear makes the control feel sharper.”

No softness. No rescue.

The honest answer helped more than any teasing could.

Ethan's cock began to lower.

I waited.

When it was soft enough, I knelt.

The rug pressed against my knees. His legs stood on either side of me. My husband's cock hung warm and damp from my mouth, smaller now, unguarded.

I slid the steel ring around him.

Ethan inhaled.

The metal was cool. His skin tightened beneath my fingers. I guided him into the curved cage slowly, fitting the bars over flesh that wanted to swell again the moment I touched it.

He watched every movement.

So did I.

The cage changed his cock before the lock closed. It compressed what I knew. It turned something that had filled me thousands of times into something held, denied, controlled by a piece of steel small enough to hide beneath trousers.

I fitted the pieces together.

The lock clicked.

A tiny sound.

Ethan's whole frame reacted.

His stomach tightened. His breathing stopped for one beat. The cage shifted as his cock tried to harden and met metal.

I looked up at him.

“There.”

He stared down at the locked shape.

“It is smaller.”

“That is the point. I want you to see the exact difference.”

I touched the bars with one finger.

His hips jerked.

The key rested between my breasts.

Ethan looked at it.

The steel sat tight without pinching, holding him exactly where I wanted him. His thighs shifted once as he learned the weight.

I stood.

“Walk to the mirror.”

He moved toward the dresser.

The tall glass reflected him from head to foot. Naked husband. Caged cock. Eleven-inch toy standing beside his hip.

I came behind him and wrapped one arm around his waist.

My hand settled over the cage.

Ethan's eyes closed.

“Look.”

He opened them.

I reached past him and removed the toy from the glass plate.

Then I held it beside the cage.

The contrast was brutal.

Dark shaft in one hand. Steel bars covering my husband's cock beneath the other.

Ethan's reflection looked at mine.

“Say the difference out loud,” I whispered.

“It is bigger.”

“Everything is bigger while you are locked.”

His jaw tightened.

I slid the toy along his stomach, leaving a faint track of lubricant over his skin.

“Roman. This. Your own fantasy.”

“And me?”

The question was quieter than I expected.

I met his eyes in the mirror.

“You are the man I trust enough to show what I want.”

Love softened his face for half a second.

I ruined it deliberately.

“And the little cuck who has to hold it while I take it.”

The cage shifted beneath my palm.

Ethan groaned.

There he was.

I turned him toward me and pressed the toy against his chest.

“Both hands.”

He took it.

I let the robe fall.

White silk pooled around my feet.

Ethan's gaze moved over me. Breasts. Waist. Dark hair between my thighs. The marks from Roman had faded, but one pale shadow remained near my right hip.

I touched it.

“He left this.”

“I know.”

“Tonight you leave something different.”

“With that.”

“With your hands.”

I moved toward the bed.

Ethan followed carrying the toy against his caged cock.

The image in the mirror came with us.

A naked wife leading her locked husband toward the place where his own fantasy waited to stretch her.

CHAPTER 3

BOTH HANDS

CLAIRE

I made Ethan sit against the headboard.

Pillows supported his back. His legs opened across the white sheets. The steel cage rested between his thighs, small and bright beneath the dark toy he held over his stomach.

I stood at the foot of the bed and watched him.

The room smelled of clean silicone, lubricant, Ethan's shower soap, and the salt heat that came through the open balcony door. I had turned off the air-conditioning. Miami moved into the bedroom one humid breath at a time.

Sweat formed first at Ethan's temples.

Then along my spine.

The heat made every surface feel closer.

“Put the base against your stomach,” I said.

He did.

The toy rose from his hands like a second cock, darker and larger than the one trapped beneath it.

I climbed onto the bed.

My knees settled between his feet.

The key swung between my breasts.

Ethan stared at it while I crawled toward him.

“Not the key,” I said.

His gaze moved to my face.

“What should I look at?”

“Your wife learning what bigger tastes like.”

I lowered my mouth to the toy.

The lipstick mark from earlier had faded during washing. I replaced it with my tongue.

The silicone carried no flavor of its own. I had brushed my teeth earlier, then taken one final sip of gin from the glass on the nightstand. Juniper and lime remained in my mouth. I let the taste coat the head before I opened wider.

Ethan held the base with both hands.

I took the first two inches.

His breathing changed.

I sucked slowly, cheeks tightening, tongue sliding along the raised veins. The toy was too thick for the easy rhythm I used on Ethan. My lips stretched. My jaw began to work harder.

That difference mattered even though the cock could not feel me.

Ethan could.

He watched every inch disappear into his wife's mouth while steel denied him even the shape of full hardness.

I pulled back with saliva shining across the dark head.

“Bigger than your cock in my mouth,” I said.

The cage moved.

Ethan tightened both hands around the base.

“Again. Use both hands this time.”

I opened wider.

This time I took more.

The shaft pressed against my tongue, heavy and smooth. My eyes watered when the head reached the back of my throat. I stopped, breathed through my nose, and held it there while Ethan stared.

His face lost color around the mouth.

A thin line of sweat moved from his temple to his jaw.

I drew back slowly.

Saliva stretched between my lips and the toy.

“How much?” he asked.

“More than you.”

“That is fear, not a measurement. Tell me the number.”

I smiled.

“You want numbers because numbers feel safer.”

“You ordered twenty-eight centimeters.”

“And you are holding every one.”

I licked the tip once.

“But your wife has not decided how many she can take.”

I moved higher on the bed and straddled one of his thighs.

The cage pressed lightly against my knee.

Ethan flinched.

I reached for the lubricant.

The bottle clicked open in the quiet room.

Clear gel fell over the toy's head and traveled in a slow line down the shaft. Ethan rotated it in his hands while I spread the slick coating with my palm.

The size became more obscene when it shone.

I wrapped my fingers around it.

They did not meet.

“Roman was thick,” I said.

Ethan's eyes sharpened.

“Do not compare him to a toy.”

“Jealous of silicone?”

“Jealous of the way you said his name.”

The answer reached me.

I looked down at the cage.

His cock strained against it.

“You are trapped because hearing his name makes you hard.”

“I am trapped because you bought a lock.”

“Same marriage.”

I kissed him.

The kiss surprised both of us.

No cruelty. No performance. My mouth opened over his, still carrying gin and the clean taste of the toy. Ethan's hands remained occupied, so he could not pull me closer. I kissed him until his breath softened and mine became unsteady.

Then I moved away.

“Lie flatter.”

He lowered himself.

I climbed over his waist and knelt facing him. My knees pressed beside his ribs. The toy stood between us in his hands.

I reached beneath myself.

My pussy was slick.

Anticipation had done most of the work. The sight of the cage had done the rest.

I spread the slick heat over myself with two fingers, then used those fingers on the head of the toy.

Ethan watched the shine transfer.

“Hold it upright.”

He adjusted both hands.

The base rested against his stomach. The shaft rose toward me.

I lifted my hips over it.

The head touched my pussy.

My breath stopped.

Not because it hurt.

Because the first contact made the fantasy physical. The weight pushed back against me. The width covered more than Roman's head had. The smooth surface carried none of his warmth, yet my muscles tightened around the promise of it.

I was already dripping. The head sat against my slit and I felt how wet I had gotten just from watching Ethan hold it. My lips parted around the silicone. A thin thread of slick ran down the shaft onto his knuckles.

Ethan saw everything from beneath me.

His eyes moved from my face to the place where the toy pressed between my lips.

“Look,” I said. “Your wife is sitting on something your cock cannot match.”

His throat worked.

“Push,” I said.

His hands rose.

The head pressed harder.

My pussy resisted.

I lowered at the same time.

The first part slipped past the tight ring of muscle with a slow, thick pressure that made my thighs shake. I heard myself take it. A wet, reluctant sound. My cunt opened around a head that asked for more room than Ethan ever had.

“Stop.”

Ethan held still.

I looked at him.

The word held the moment exactly where I wanted it.

I breathed through the stretch.

Sweat gathered beneath my breasts. The key slid along my skin. The toy held me open around its widest first curve. I could feel my pussy fluttering around it, trying to decide if it would let him give me more.

Ethan's hands trembled beneath it.

“That is only the head,” he said.

“I know. Keep holding it there. I want you to feel how hard I have to work just to take the start of it.”

The answer came thinner than I wanted.

He heard it.

A flicker crossed his face. Concern. Pride. Hunger. The urge to lift me away tangled with the need to see me take more.

I wanted both urges in him.

“Push another inch.”

His arms moved.

The shaft advanced.

My pussy stretched around the polished thickness. Every small push created a new line of pressure. No sudden drive. No easy slide. Ethan had to support the weight with both hands and watch my face change as his wife lowered herself over something made larger than him.

“Fuck.”

The word broke on my breath.

I was open. I was taking it. I could feel how wide I was around him—around it—and the cage under my ass made the contrast filthy.

Ethan stopped again without being told.

His cage shifted beneath my ass.

I could feel his trapped cock trying to rise against the steel.

“Look at you,” I said.

“Look at yourself.”

I turned toward the mirror across the room.

The glass showed my back, my thighs spread over Ethan, the dark shaft disappearing into me inch by inch. It showed his hands at the base. His caged cock beneath my ass. The key against my breast.

The picture made me lower farther.

Another inch.

Then another.

Pressure spread through my pelvis. My mouth opened. The toy demanded a slower adjustment than Roman had because silicone gave me no breathing, no hesitation, no hand on my hip. Only size and my husband's hands.

I heard the wet give of my cunt. Slow. Thick. Honest.

“How much?” Ethan asked.

I looked down.

Nearly half remained visible.

“Not enough. Your wife can take more than that.”

The cruelty returned to my voice because I needed it.

I lifted slightly, then lowered again.

The shaft moved deeper. Slick. Heavy. My inner walls dragged along the raised veins.

A raw sound left me.

Ethan's arms tightened.

His eyes never left my face.

“Bigger,” I said. “Thicker than you. Stretching your wife wider than your cock ever has.”

The cage pressed against me as he tried to harden.

“Say it again.”

“Your little cock is locked under me while both hands push something bigger into your wife. I can feel how wide I am. I can feel you failing to get hard under me.”

His stomach tightened.

The toy advanced another inch.

My eyes closed.

I wanted to keep them open. I wanted Ethan to see the exact moment I lost the practiced control I had carried since the box arrived.

The pressure broke it anyway.

I gripped his shoulders.

“Claire.”

My name came rough.

I opened my eyes.

“Keep pushing. Don't you dare pull it out.”

He did.

The last thick part moved into me slowly, my pussy pulling tight around the shaft, my thighs quivering as the base approached. I could not take every inch. The angle stopped me with nearly two inches still visible.

That failure should have embarrassed me.

Instead it made the toy feel even larger.

“There,” I breathed. “Hold it. Don't move.”

Ethan's hands locked.

I stayed stretched over him.

Sweat slid between my breasts and fell onto his chest. The key tapped against his skin. His caged cock pressed beneath my ass, reduced to a hard struggle against steel while the dark shaft filled me above it.

I rolled my hips once.

The toy did not give. It stayed thick and fixed while my pussy worked around it. Pressure moved through me so sharply that my nails dug into Ethan's shoulders.

“Fuck. It's so thick. I can feel it in my stomach.”

He watched my face.

“Different?”

“Yes.”

“Better?”

The question hurt him before I answered.

I saw it.

That was why I did not rescue him.

“For this,” I said. “For tonight. Yes. It fills me in a way you don't. That's what you wrote. That's what you're holding.”

His eyes closed.

The cage moved.

I rocked again.

The thick shaft rubbed deeper with each small motion. My clit dragged against the base and Ethan's knuckles. The combination turned size into something more than pressure. It made my whole pelvis work around the toy while my husband supported every movement.

Wet. Slow. The sound of a cunt learning a size it was not built for.

“Look at me while your hands give me the inch you cannot,” I said.

His eyes opened.

I moved faster.

Not long strokes. I could not. Short, grinding circles that kept the toy buried and made the heavy head press in a place Ethan's cock reached differently.

My breathing broke.

Ethan's did too.

“Tell me what your body cannot hide,” he said.

“Too thick. Too deep. My pussy is stretched around it and I still want more.”

I rolled harder.

“You chose it.”

“I wanted to know.”

“Now you know.”

“Not yet. You have only watched me learn the first half.”

My thighs tightened around his waist.

The first orgasm rose too quickly, pulled from the pressure and the mirror and the locked man beneath me. I tried to slow it because I wanted more words, more cruelty, more time to watch Ethan suffer.

My pussy tightened around the toy.

The stretch magnified every pulse.

“Ethan.”

His name came out like a warning.

He held the base harder.

I ground down once more.

The orgasm hit.

My back arched. My nails scraped his chest. The toy stayed deep while my pussy clenched around something too thick to give me room. Each contraction pushed a broken cry from my mouth. I could hear how wet I was. I could feel myself milking silicone while my husband's cock stayed locked and useless under my ass.

Ethan watched every one.

His face changed with me. Mouth open. Eyes wet. Sweat shining at his throat. The cage jerking beneath my ass as his cock fought for space it could not have.

I came harder because he could not.

That truth frightened me.

It also kept the orgasm moving until my thighs gave way and I folded over him.

The toy remained between us, buried deep, held by both his hands.

Ethan pressed his forehead to mine.

Neither of us spoke.

The balcony curtains moved in the hot wind.

Traffic whispered far below.

My pussy continued to pulse around the dark shaft while my husband's trapped cock beat uselessly beneath me.

When I could breathe again, I kissed him.

Slow. Open. Almost gentle.

Then I whispered against his mouth.

“That was only the first lesson. Your wife came on something bigger than you, and you held it the whole time.”

CHAPTER 4

THE MIRROR

CLAIRE

Ethan kept the toy in me while the first orgasm faded.

That mattered.

He could have lowered it the moment my thighs weakened. He could have eased the pressure and turned the scene back into something gentle enough to recognize. Instead, both hands remained locked around the base, holding the dark shaft where I had ordered him to hold it.

His arms trembled beneath me.

The cage rested hard against my ass.

I lifted my head.

Ethan looked wrecked.

Not handsome in the polished way he looked at dinner or in the photographs our friends kept on their phones. Sweat darkened the hair near his temples. His mouth stayed open because breathing through his nose was no longer enough. A red line marked one shoulder where my nails had scraped him.

The sight reached the part of me that still loved the man beneath the fantasy.

Then the toy shifted when I moved.

Love became heat again.

“Pull it out slowly.”

Ethan lowered his hands.

The shaft dragged through my tightened pussy one inch at a time. Every part leaving created a fresh stretch, a thick sliding pressure that made me grip his shoulders and breathe against his mouth.

When the head finally slipped free, my slickness coated the entire dark shaft.

Ethan stared.

A clear strand stretched from me to the toy before breaking across his stomach.

“Your wife did that,” I said.

“I watched.”

“You held it.”

His fingers tightened around the base.

“I felt every time you clenched.”

I moved down his legs until I knelt between them.

The toy rested over his stomach. His caged cock stood beneath it, unable to rise fully, slick gathering at the narrow space between the bars.

I touched the metal.

Ethan flinched.

“Did you almost come?”

“I could not.”

“That was not my question.”

His eyes stayed on the toy.

“Yes.”

I leaned over the dark shaft and licked myself from the head.

Ethan groaned.

The taste was mine. Salt, lubricant, and the raw heat left after the first stretch. I took the head into my mouth, cleaned it slowly, then dragged my tongue down one raised vein.

“You are cleaning it while I am locked,” he said.

“I am tasting what you did to me.”

“With something bigger than me.”

“You are learning.”

I moved to the edge of the bed.

My legs felt loose. The first steps toward the dresser carried a tender pull between my thighs. I liked the reminder. Not pain. Evidence.

The tall mirror waited against the wall.

I had cleaned it twice that afternoon.

No fingerprints. No water marks. Nothing to soften the picture.

I pressed the suction base against the center of the glass and pushed the locking tab down.

The toy stood straight from the mirror at waist height.

Ethan sat behind me on the bed.

In the reflection, the cage shone between his thighs.

“Come here. I want the cage beside the thing replacing you.”

He crossed the room.

I placed him three feet behind me, close enough to watch every change in my breathing, too far for his hands to reach unless I moved closer.

The dark shaft pointed between us from the glass.

“What did you imagine when you wrote item three?” I asked.

Ethan looked at my reflection.

“You using a toy while I watched.”

“Where were you?”

“In the chair.”

“Of course.”

The chair again. The controlled shape of his fantasies. A place to sit, stare, and pretend that distance protected him.

I turned.

“You keep giving yourself furniture.”

“You keep taking it away.”

“Because your wife is not a screen.”

I took his hand and placed it around the toy.

“And you are not only watching.”

His palm closed over the shaft.

I moved behind him.

My breasts pressed against his back. One hand covered the cage. The other wrapped around his wrist on the toy.

Our reflections stood layered together.

Wife behind husband.

Husband holding the larger cock.

His real one locked and visible beneath us.

“Stroke it,” I said.

Ethan's hand moved along the silicone.

The motion looked obscene because the toy could not feel him, but he could feel every implication. His wedding ring slid over the dark shaft. His forearm tightened. His eyes remained on the mirror.

“Faster.”

He obeyed.

I rubbed the bars with two fingers.

The cock beneath them pushed hard enough to make the steel lift.

“Imagine Roman holding it. Imagine me opening for him,” I whispered.

Ethan's hand stopped.

I tightened my fingers over his wrist.

“Do not stop.”

He resumed.

“Imagine he is standing here while you stroke him for your wife.”

“You did not make me touch him.”

“Not in the hotel.”

His reflection looked at mine.

That future frightened him.

I could tell by the way his mouth tightened.

The fear made me wet again.

“Would you?” he asked.

I pressed my lips to the back of his shoulder.

“This part is about a toy.”

“You answered around me.”

“Then keep wondering.”

I moved his hand to the base and stepped around him.

The toy waited against the mirror.

I knelt before it.

Glass reflected my face, Ethan's legs behind me, and the steel cage at the height of my eyes.

I opened my mouth over the toy.

Ethan watched from above.

My lips slid over the head. I took it slowly, using the mirror to look at my husband while I sucked something larger than him. The angle tipped my neck back. Saliva gathered quickly and ran down the shaft toward his fist.

“Hold it steady,” I said around the head.

He did.

I took more.

My lipstick had already vanished. My hair stuck to one cheek. Sweat moved between my breasts and dropped onto my thighs.

The mirror gave Ethan two versions of the same humiliation. My mouth around the toy in front of him. My reflection doing it again beneath his caged cock.

I pulled back.

“Tell me what the mirror is forcing you to see.”

“My wife on her knees.”

“For what?”

“Something bigger.”

“And your cock?”

His eyes lowered.

“Locked.”

“Say the whole picture.”

His breathing roughened.

“My wife is sucking a eleven-inch cock while mine is locked above her face.”

Heat moved through me.

I sucked the toy again.

This time I kept my eyes on the cage.

The steel moved with every failed pulse beneath it. Ethan's thighs tightened. His hand on the toy grew slick from my saliva.

I wanted to make him come without touching the lock.

I wanted the impossible because denying him had made me greedy.

I moved my mouth faster.

Wet sounds struck the glass. The toy's base held firm. Ethan's fist worked near the suction cup, guiding the shaft over my tongue.

His other hand moved toward my hair.

I caught it before he touched me.

I placed it flat against the mirror.

“No hands on your wife.”

He spread his fingers against the glass.

His wedding ring clicked against it.

I took the toy deeper.

My throat tightened around the head. Tears gathered. The strain in my jaw returned. I held it until my lungs demanded air, then pulled back with a wet gasp.

Ethan looked down at me.

His face carried hunger and something darker.

“You like making me smaller.”

The accusation landed cleanly.

I sat back on my heels.

The toy shone beside my cheek.

“Sometimes.”

His eyes changed.

I could have softened the answer.

I did not.

“Not because I want less of you,” I continued. “Because I want to see what happens when the man I love cannot hide behind being enough.”

“And what happens?”

I touched the cage.

“You become honest.”

His cock pushed against the bars.

I smiled.

“Exactly.”

I stood and faced the mirror.

My knees had reddened. My breasts rose and fell. My pussy remained swollen from the first scene.

I took Ethan's hand from the toy and placed it on my hip.

“Now you touch me.”

He gripped me immediately.

The familiarity of his hand nearly broke my control. Roman had been larger. The toy was larger still. Neither knew the exact place above my hip where pressure made me lean back before my mind understood why.

Ethan knew.

His thumb found it.

I let my head rest against his shoulder.

For one quiet moment, the mirror showed a married couple holding each other.

Then I reached forward, spread lubricant over the toy, and bent at the waist.

The dark head touched my pussy from the front of the glass.

Ethan stood behind me.

His caged cock pressed against my ass.

“Guide me,” I said.

He used one hand on my hip and the other on the toy's base.

I pushed forward.

The head pressed into me.

The second entry was easier, but not easy. My pussy remembered the width. It opened around the first thick part with a slow pull that made my hands flatten against the mirror.

Ethan watched my face in the glass.

“Deeper. I want the part that still frightens you,” I said.

He pushed.

The shaft filled me inch by inch while his locked cock rubbed uselessly between my ass cheeks.

The contrast became unbearable.

“Tell me what changes when it disappears inside you,” he said.

I held his eyes in the mirror.

“It fills more.”

He pushed deeper.

“It makes me feel every inch.”

Another push.

My breath fogged the glass.

“Your cock slides into places that know you. This makes my pussy learn again.”

The cage jerked against me.

Ethan's hand tightened on my hip.

“Crueler.”

He wanted it.

That was the twisted heart of us. He wanted the words to cut because pain sharpened the heat he could not take.

I pushed farther onto the toy.

“Your cock fits your wife. This stretches your slut.”

His eyes closed.

“Look.”

He opened them.

I rocked against the shaft.

The mirror shook lightly with each motion. The toy stayed fixed. My hips moved forward and back while Ethan held me from behind, his steel cage knocking against my ass.

“You made me want this,” I said.

“I wrote one sentence.”

“You opened a door.”

“You ran through it.”

“Barefoot.”

He almost smiled.

Then I drove myself deeper and the smile vanished.

The toy pressed through me with a dense fullness that pulled a moan from my throat. Ethan's hand slid from my hip to my breast. He squeezed hard enough to make my nipple flatten against the mirror.

The glass was cool.

His palm was hot.

The toy remained thick and relentless.

I began to fuck myself against it.

Short drives. Deep returns. My ass struck the cage each time I moved back. Ethan's trapped cock could feel the rhythm without joining it.

“My locked husband,” I gasped.

His fingers tightened around my breast.

“My greedy wife.”

“Your greedy slut.”

The word broke when the shaft hit deep.

Ethan's forehead touched my shoulder.

His breath burned my skin.

“Come on it,” he said.

The command surprised me.

I looked at him in the glass.

His face had changed. The helplessness remained, but something possessive had moved through it. He could not use his cock. He could still use his voice.

“Make your wife come,” I said.

His hand left my breast and moved between my legs.

Two fingers found my clit.

The first hard circle nearly folded me against the mirror.

Ethan knew the rhythm. He knew when to press, when to slow, when to keep the same brutal pace while my hips lost discipline.

The toy filled me.

His fingers worked me.

The cage struck my ass.

I watched his eyes in the glass and understood why no object could replace him. Size could stretch me. Roman could overwhelm me. Ethan knew the road to every place I tried to hide.

The orgasm gathered slower this time, darker and heavier.

I felt it building beneath his fingers and around the thick shaft. My knees weakened. My mouth opened against the glass.

“Say my name,” he whispered.

“Ethan.”

“Again. Say my name like it still belongs in your mouth.”

“Ethan.”

He pressed harder.

I came with my husband's name fogging the mirror.

My pussy clenched around the toy. My thighs shook. Ethan held me upright with one arm around my waist while his other hand kept moving between my legs.

The mirror blurred beneath my breath.

Through the haze, I saw his face over my shoulder.

Not small.

Not erased.

Wrecked, locked, and necessary.

When the last contraction passed, I stayed folded against the glass.

Ethan's fingers slowed.

The cage rested hot against my ass.

“Take it out,” I whispered.

He held my hip and drew me backward.

The toy slipped free with a wet sound.

My knees nearly failed.

Ethan caught me.

For several breaths, he held my naked weight while the dark shaft remained fixed to the mirror beside our reflections.

“You called yourself my slut,” he said.

“I am.”

“Even with something bigger?”

I turned in his arms.

“Especially when you are the man holding me afterward.”

I kissed him.

The steel cage pressed between us.

I did not reach for the key.

CHAPTER 5

WHAT BIGGER MEANT

CLAIRE

We ate dinner naked.

That was not the plan.

The plan had been black lingerie, wine, and a second performance after midnight. Plans belonged to the woman who had imagined the night from a clean distance. The woman sitting at our kitchen island had red knees, tangled hair, and a tender pull between her thighs every time she shifted on the stool.

Ethan wore only the cage.

He sat opposite me with a bowl of pasta cooling between his hands.

The key still hung between my breasts.

Neither of us had mentioned it since leaving the bedroom.

Miami glowed beyond the glass doors. Condensation gathered on the windows where humid night met cold kitchen air. Boats moved as small lights across the black water. Somewhere below, music drifted from a terrace and dissolved before reaching us.

I wound pasta around my fork.

Ethan watched my mouth.

“You are thinking about the toy.”

“I am thinking about the way you looked in the mirror.”

“Which time?”

“When you said sometimes.”

I set down the fork.

The word had survived the orgasms.

Sometimes I like making you smaller.

It sat between us now, stripped of dirty talk and bedroom heat.

“You asked,” I said.

“You answered.”

“Would you rather I lie after everything we have done?”

“No.”

His response came immediately.

That did not make it painless.

Ethan looked down at the cage.

The bars had left faint red impressions along his skin. Nothing dangerous. Nothing severe. Still, the sight stirred guilt through me.

I moved around the island and stood between his knees.

He looked up.

“Sometimes,” I repeated. “Not always. Not because I want another husband.”

“Because you like the comparison.”

“Because I like what comparison does to us.”

“It makes me feel small.”

“It makes you stop pretending you are not afraid.”

His hands closed around my hips.

“And you?”

The question deserved more than performance.

I touched the scar through his eyebrow.

“It makes me admit I can want something you cannot give me exactly.”

His grip tightened.

“That sounds worse.”

“Only if marriage means pretending one person contains every possible thing.”

Ethan looked past me toward the windows.

Silence moved through the kitchen.

I let it.

This was the part fantasies removed from videos. The locked cock was easy. The eleven-inch toy was easy. A camera could capture my mouth stretching, my hips shaking, my husband sweating while steel denied him.

No camera stayed for the sentence afterward.

I climbed onto his lap.

The cage pressed against my bare pussy.

Ethan inhaled.

I wrapped my arms around his neck.

“Roman gave me something different,” I said. “The toy gave me something different. You give me the place where I can say that and still be held.”

“That sounds like the consolation prize.”

I slapped him.

Not hard.

Enough to turn his face one inch.

His eyes returned to mine.

“Do not insult what we built because jealousy wants a simpler story.”

Heat sharpened his expression.

“You came harder with that thing than you did with me this morning.”

“Yes. I will not lie just to protect your pride.”

The honesty hit him again.

I held his face.

“And when I came, whose name did I say?”

He did not answer.

“Whose fingers made it happen?”

“Mine.”

“Who held me when my knees failed?”

“I did.”

“Then stop asking size to explain marriage.”

Ethan's mouth covered mine.

The kiss carried anger.

Good.

I wanted something from him that was not obedient.

His hands gripped my ass and pulled me harder against the cage. Steel pressed between my swollen lips. I rocked once, feeling the bars drag across my clit.

Ethan groaned into my mouth.

“You are using it on me,” he said.

“I bought it for both of us.”

I moved again.

The cage was small, hard, and hot from his skin. It could not fill me. It could still rub exactly where the toy could not.

I ground on it slowly.

Ethan's hands guided my hips.

“You are not unlocking me.”

“No. Tonight the cage gets the orgasm.”

“You are going to come on the cage.”

“Maybe.”

His jaw tightened.

“Cruel wife.”

“Locked husband.”

I rolled harder.

The bars scraped my clit through the slickness still coating me. Ethan pulled my ass toward him each time, turning his denial into friction for me.

The irony made us both breathe faster.

I kissed his neck.

“Tell me what you want.”

“The key.”

“Not yet.”

“My cock in you.”

“Not yet. I want you desperate enough to remember every inch of the difference.”

“To bend you over this counter and make you remember what fits.”

That answer reached me.

My pussy tightened against the steel.

“There he is,” I whispered.

Ethan stood with me in his arms.

The sudden movement made me gasp.

He placed me on the kitchen island, spread my knees, and stepped between them. The cage rested inches from my pussy.

His hands moved over my thighs, waist, breasts. Familiar and rougher than before. He pinched my nipples, gripped my jaw, kissed me until my head tipped back.

He could not use his cock.

He made sure I felt the rest of him.

One hand moved between my thighs.

Two fingers pushed into me.

Tenderness from the toy made the first stroke sharp.

I moaned.

Ethan watched my face.

I caught his wrist and pushed his fingers deeper.

“You know better than to ask your slut weak questions.”

His eyes darkened.

He curled his fingers.

The pressure found the place he knew.

I grabbed the edge of the island.

“That is my wife,” he said. “Not silicone. Not Roman. Mine.”

Possession moved through his voice.

I needed it.

His thumb worked my clit while his fingers drove deeper. The toy had stretched me. Ethan's hand claimed the space afterward with a rhythm no object could invent.

“Say whose wife is taking all of it,” he said.

“Your wife.”

“Dirtier.”

“Your greedy slut.”

“Whose?”

“Yours.”

He made me come on the kitchen counter.

No mirror. No toy. No performance beyond the one marriage had taught us in private. My legs locked around his hips. My hand caught the black cord at my neck, the key pressing into my palm while the orgasm moved through me under his fingers.

Ethan kissed my open mouth.

When I came down, he rested his forehead against mine.

His cage pressed against my wet thigh.

“Now,” he whispered.

I looked at the key in my fist.

Then at him.

I wanted to unlock him.

That was why I did not.

I closed my fingers around the steel.

“Tomorrow.”

Pain and hunger crossed his face.

“Claire.”

I kissed him once.

“The third item lasts all weekend.”

CHAPTER 6

THE HARNESS

CLAIRE

Saturday began at a sex shop in Wynwood.

I wore a yellow sundress, flat sandals, and the key beneath the fabric between my breasts. Ethan wore linen trousers and a black T-shirt loose enough to hide the cage.

Miami heat pressed against us the moment we left the car.

Murals burned across warehouse walls. Spray paint, coffee, hot pavement, and fried food thickened the air. Tourists stopped in the middle of sidewalks for photographs. Music leaked from open doors.

No one knew my husband was locked.

That secrecy changed the way he walked.

Every step carried a small awareness between his legs. Every time my hand brushed his waistband, his shoulders tightened. The cage did not show. I could still see it in him.

The shop occupied a narrow space between a tattoo studio and a boutique selling white dresses no one needed in Miami.

Cool air met us at the door.

Black shelves displayed toys, leather, glass, silicone, straps, cuffs, and polished metal beneath soft lighting. Nothing looked hidden or ashamed. That made Ethan more uncomfortable than a dirty store would have.

A woman behind the counter looked up from her tablet.

She was perhaps forty-five, silver streaks through black hair, red glasses, and a sleeveless black dress that showed tattoos along both arms.

“Let me know what you are looking for.”

I smiled.

“A harness.”

Ethan looked at me.

The woman did not.

“For you or him?”

“Him.”

Now she looked at Ethan.

Her gaze moved over his waist with professional calm.

“Standard ring attachment?”

“Suction-base compatible. Eleven inches. Thick shaft.”

Ethan's face warmed.

The woman set down the tablet.

“That needs support.”

“He has both hands.”

One corner of her mouth lifted.

“Both hands get tired.”

She led us toward the back.

Leather and nylon harnesses hung from hooks. Some simple. Others built with more straps than I could understand at first glance.

I selected black leather with a wide base and adjustable hip straps.

The woman measured Ethan's waist over his shirt.

Her tape passed close to the hidden cage.

The woman asked Ethan to lift the hem of his shirt.

He obeyed with two fingers, exposing the narrow line of skin above his trousers. A bead of sweat moved from his ribs toward the waistband despite the cold air.

She passed the tape around him again, this time against bare skin. The soft strip crossed his stomach and disappeared behind his back. Her knuckles brushed the place where the upper edge of the cage sat beneath the linen.

Ethan's breath stopped.

The woman felt the change. Her eyes lifted to his face, then to mine.

“Your waistband sits here?” she asked.

I placed two fingers over the hidden outline. “Lower.”

Ethan's stomach tightened beneath my hand.

The woman shortened the tape by half an inch and leaned closer to read the mark. Red glasses. Black hair streaked with silver. Professional calm inches from the secret that had ruled our weekend.

“Thirty-two at the waist,” she said. “A little less where the lower strap will rest.”

Her fingertip traced the route without touching the cage. Ethan still flinched.

For one second, the cruelty stopped being abstract. I saw the sweat at his temple, the humiliation in the hard set of his mouth, and the trust required to remain still while I let a stranger measure him so close to the lock.

My palm moved to the center of his back.

Not an apology.

A reminder that I was there.

His shoulders lowered by a fraction.

The woman noticed that too. She said nothing. The silence made the fitting hotter than any joke could have.

He went still.

I watched from two feet away.

Jealousy should have appeared. It did not. The touch was not sexual. The knowledge was.

A stranger stood close enough to discover the steel if her fingers moved one inch lower.

“Thirty-two,” she said.

“He is locked,” I told her.

Ethan looked at me sharply.

The woman's hands paused at his hip.

Then she nodded as though I had said he preferred blue.

“This base will sit above it. Use the lower strap loose enough that the cage does not pinch.”

“Thank you.”

Ethan's face remained warm.

The woman handed me the harness.

“First time?”

“With this,” I said.

Her gaze moved between us.

“Then take your time. The person wearing it often feels more than expected.”

Ethan laughed quietly.

“I have noticed.”

I added a bottle of thick lubricant and a larger glass mounting plate to the purchase.

At the counter, the woman placed the harness in a black paper bag.

“Enjoy your weekend.”

“My wife will,” Ethan said.

The answer surprised me.

The woman smiled at him.

“Then you bought the right equipment.”

Outside, heat swallowed us again.

Ethan carried the bag.

We walked one block before he spoke.

“You told her.”

“She needed to fit the straps.”

“You enjoyed telling her.”

“I enjoyed watching you stand there while another woman knew your cock was locked.”

His hand closed around the paper handles.

“You are getting worse.”

“Item four is mine. You should hope I am only practicing.”

We stopped beside a mural of a woman with blue skin and gold teeth.

Ethan looked at me.

“Who is number four?”

“Not who. What.”

“Choose the man myself.”

“Exactly.”

“You already chose Roman.”

“Roman was your fantasy. I selected the candidate for your item.”

“That sounds like a distinction you invented.”

“It is.”

I kissed his cheek.

“Number four begins when I choose someone without using your list as an excuse.”

Ethan's face changed.

The cage moved beneath his trousers.

I saw the small adjustment in his stance.

“Not today,” I said. “Today I am choosing what my husband wears while he fucks me with a cock larger than his own.”

We drove home in silence.

The black bag stood between my feet.

At a red light, I reached across the console and placed my palm over Ethan's cage through the linen.

His fingers tightened on the wheel.

The steel sat cleanly beneath the fabric, tight without pinching. I pressed harder.

“Keep driving.”

At home, I made him shower while wearing the cage.

I watched through the glass.

Water moved over his shoulders and down his stomach. Soap gathered around the steel bars. He cleaned himself carefully, lifting the cage, rinsing beneath it, never taking his eyes from my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

I sat on the counter wearing the yellow dress.

The key rested against my skin.

When he finished, I dried him myself.

Towel over shoulders. Chest. Stomach. Thighs.

I knelt for the cage.

Ethan held his breath while I pressed soft cotton around the steel and dried every drop.

Then I stood and unzipped the dress.

It fell to the tile.

No underwear.

Ethan stared.

I lifted the harness from the black bag.

“Turn around.”

He faced the mirror.

I fitted the leather around his hips. The wide base settled above the cage exactly as the woman had promised. Straps crossed his ass and thighs. I adjusted each buckle until the harness sat firm without pressing the steel.

Ethan watched my hands in the mirror.

“You look like you are preparing me for someone else.”

“I am preparing you to become someone else.”

I fixed the toy into the front ring.

Eleven inches rose from Ethan's pelvis.

His real cock remained locked beneath it.

The sight stopped both of us.

The toy changed when attached to him. It gained his height, his hips, his hands. It moved when he breathed. It looked like a cruel replacement built over the husband I loved.

I stepped back.

Ethan stared at the mirror.

“Say what belongs to you now,” I whispered.

“It is mine now.”

“No. It belongs to the woman wearing the key.”

I moved behind him and placed both hands on his hips.

“It belongs to your wife. You are wearing it for me.”

His eyes met mine in the glass.

“Then use me.”

The command came from him.

A small challenge.

I smiled.

“Bedroom.”

CHAPTER 7

THE COCK HE WORE

CLAIRE

Ethan stood at the foot of our bed wearing a cock that was not his.

The harness changed the way he held himself. Leather pulled across his hips. Straps framed his ass. The dark shaft rose from his pelvis with an exaggerated weight that made his familiar frame look both more powerful and more humiliated.

His real cock remained trapped beneath it.

I could see the steel cage between the lower straps every time he shifted.

I lay on my back across the mattress and opened my knees.

The room had cooled again. Air-conditioning moved over my damp skin. Sunlight had turned gold near the balcony, catching the toy's head and the small lock beneath it.

“Come closer.”

Ethan stepped between my legs.

The toy touched the upper curve of my thigh.

I wrapped one hand around it.

The harness held firm.

“It looks like it grew from you,” I said.

“It did not.”

“Jealous?”

“Of plastic attached to my waist?”

“Silicone.”

“That changes everything.”

His dry answer made me laugh.

The laugh loosened something in both of us.

This could have become too solemn. Too heavy with meaning. A life together did not survive twelve years by turning every dirty experiment into a trial. Sometimes the man wearing an oversized cock over a steel cage was still the husband who forgot to buy coffee filters and hated decorative pillows.

I pulled him closer by the shaft.

“Do not make me laugh while I am trying to humiliate you.”

“You chose the wrong man.”

“I chose exactly the right one.”

The words softened his face.

I ruined the softness by dragging the head through my wet pussy.

Back and forth. Slick over slick. The harness tugged at his hips with every pass.

Ethan's breath caught.

He felt the movement through the harness. Not the slick heat directly. The pull against leather. The pressure across his hips. A shadow of what the larger cock did to me.

“You can feel that.”

“Every time you move it.”

“Good. I want you to feel every movement you cannot stop. I want you to feel your wife using the cock you're wearing.”

I spread lubricant over the shaft until it shone.

Then I placed the head against myself and looked up at Ethan.

“Do not use your hands.”

He let them fall to his sides.

I guided the toy with one hand while my other gripped his hip.

The first thick part pushed into me.

My mouth opened. The stretch arrived all at once, blunt and polished, no body heat to soften it.

Ethan watched.

The harness shifted against his waist as I pulled him closer.

The toy advanced with his hips.

This was different from his hands holding it. Different from the mirror. The shaft moved as part of him now, following the angle of his pelvis, driven by the same muscles that had fucked me through years of mornings, vacations, arguments, and reconciliations.

Except the cock stretching me was larger.

Much larger.

“Slow,” I said. “I want to feel every inch you put in me.”

Ethan moved one inch forward.

Pressure spread.

I held his hips and adjusted mine beneath him. The head pushed past the tight first resistance. The shaft followed. I heard the wet sound of it going in.

My thighs tensed around his waist.

“Look at me, not the toy. Watch what fucking you with it does to me,” he said.

I had been looking at the toy.

I raised my eyes.

Ethan's face held more authority than the cage should have allowed. He could not feel my pussy around the shaft, but he could see every change in me. He controlled the hips carrying it. He understood that size did not erase skill.

“More. Make me take the rest. Fuck your wife with the cock that makes you feel small.”

He pushed deeper.

The harness creaked.

A thick pull moved through me. I felt each raised vein drag against my pussy, every inch forcing room. My fingers tightened on Ethan's hips.

“That is my wife,” he said.

“Taking a cock bigger than yours. Taking it from your hips.”

“Wearing it does not make it someone else's.”

“It does not make it yours either. It makes you the man who has to watch me stretch around it.”

The argument itself made me wetter.

Ethan advanced again.

The toy filled me until my breath broke.

“Fuck. It's in so deep.”

He stopped with most of the shaft buried.

Leather pressed against my thighs. The cage hovered above my clit, hidden beneath the larger cock and the straps supporting it.

I reached down and touched the steel.

Ethan jerked.

The toy shifted deep in me.

A moan escaped before I could swallow it.

“Your real cock is trapped under the one fucking me,” I said. “I can feel the cage. I can feel how badly you want to be the thing inside me.”

“And my wife is moaning for my hips.”

He pulled back.

The shaft dragged through me almost to the head. The sound was filthy. Wet. Long.

Then he pushed again.

One long, controlled drive.

My back lifted from the bed.

“Again. Do not lose the angle.”

Ethan repeated it.

The harness transferred every movement. His thighs tightened against mine. His stomach worked. Sweat formed along his chest. He looked like a man fucking his wife, because he was.

The difference hung between our faces.

His cock could not feel me.

His mind felt everything.

“Faster,” I said. “I want to hear it.”

Ethan found a rhythm.

The toy moved in deep strokes. The base struck above my pussy. Leather pulled against his hips. The cage shifted beneath it, carrying the vibration to the cock denied any direct heat.

Each thrust made a wet slap. My cunt took it and gave it back.

I watched him watch me.

His eyes moved between my face and the shaft disappearing into me. Each time I took the thick base, pain flickered through his jealousy and came back as hunger.

I gripped my breasts and squeezed.

“Look at your slut. Look at how open I am for it.”

His pace increased.

“I am looking.”

“Look at what she needs.”

“Tonight.”

The correction came hard.

I smiled through a moan.

“Tonight. Tonight your wife needs this cock. Tomorrow she might need yours. Don't you dare come in that cage while you give it to me.”

Ethan drove the toy deeper.

The bed struck the wall.

My legs climbed around his waist. The position pulled him closer and changed the angle. The thick head pressed higher, rubbing a place that made my stomach tighten.

“There. Right there. Keep hitting that.”

He repeated the stroke.

“Again. Keep the same cruel stroke.”

Another.

My control began to fail.

I had imagined the scene as pure humiliation. Ethan wearing replacement size while his wife described his inadequacy. Reality complicated it. His rhythm mattered. His face mattered. The possessive set of his mouth mattered.

The toy was larger.

The man using it was my husband.

I could not separate the two enough to make the fantasy simple.

Ethan leaned over me.

His mouth found mine.

He fucked me with the oversized cock while kissing me like he wanted to climb beneath every word I had used against him.

I bit his lower lip.

He groaned.

“Harder,” I whispered. “Fuck me like you hate how much I like it.”

His hips struck faster.

The shaft drove through me with a thick, relentless rhythm. The bed took the impact. Leather creaked. My pussy made a filthy noise around silicone every time he pulled back and gave it to me again.

“Say the difference,” Ethan demanded.

I held his face.

“It stretches me wider.”

He pushed hard.

“It fills more. I can feel it in places you don't reach.”

Another drive.

“It makes your wife shake before she comes.”

His jaw tightened.

“And me?”

The cage moved beneath the harness.

I touched it with two fingers.

“You make me want it. You make me filthy enough to ask for it.”

That answer broke something open in him.

Ethan grabbed my thighs and fucked me harder.

The toy moved with more power, not careless, not uncontrolled. He used the knowledge built over twelve years, adjusting when my breath changed, repeating the stroke that made my toes curl.

I stopped narrating.

The scene did not need words for several minutes.

Only our breathing. Leather. Wet silicone. The low knock of the bed. Miami traffic beyond the glass.

Silence made every movement heavier.

I came with Ethan over me.

The orgasm began around the thick shaft and moved outward through my thighs. I cried into his shoulder. My pussy clenched hard enough to drag against the toy while he kept the same deep rhythm.

“That is it. Let me watch you come around what scares you,” he said.

I did.

The words took nothing from the size. They changed who owned the moment.

My fingers locked behind his neck. My legs tightened around him. The orgasm rolled through me in long waves while Ethan drove the larger cock through every pulse. I was loud. I did not care. I wanted him to hear what bigger did to his wife.

When it ended, he stayed buried.

His forehead rested against mine.

The cage pressed between us beneath the harness.

“Did I make you come?” he asked.

I breathed against his mouth.

“Yes.”

“Or did it?”

I looked at the dark shaft joining us.

Then at him.

“Both.”

He closed his eyes.

The answer hurt.

It was still the truth.

I kissed him before the hurt could harden into distance.

“Both,” I repeated. “That is why this works.”

Ethan drew back slowly.

The toy slipped from me, wet from base to head. I felt myself stay open. Empty. Used.

He stood between my knees wearing the evidence.

His real cock strained beneath it.

I reached for the harness buckles.

“Not yet,” he said.

My hands stopped.

Ethan looked down at me.

“You bought it for the weekend.”

Something dark and pleased moved through me.

“What do you want?”

“Turn over.”

I obeyed.

Not because he had taken control from me.

Because I wanted to see what he did with the piece I gave him.

I moved onto my stomach and raised my hips.

The mattress cooled my cheek.

Ethan's hand covered my ass.

The toy pressed between my cheeks, then lower, finding the wet place it had just left.

“Your list,” he said, “does not make me furniture.”

He pushed the head against my pussy again.

I smiled into the sheet.

“Then prove it. Put it back in and fuck me from behind until I say your name.”

CHAPTER 8

THE KEY

CLAIRE

By Sunday evening, Ethan had been locked for forty-nine hours.

The cage had become part of the weekend.

He slept in it. Showered in it. Made coffee wearing it beneath gray shorts. We sat on the balcony Sunday morning while the bay turned blue under a cloudless sky, and no one in the neighboring towers knew the man drinking espresso had spent Saturday night fucking his wife with an oversized cock strapped above his own.

I kept the key on the black cord.

Ethan watched it whenever I leaned forward.

We did not use the toy Sunday morning.

That denial mattered too.

I wore one of his shirts and nothing else. He wore the cage and shorts. We ate fruit, read separate sections of the newspaper, and let ordinary marriage hold the filth without erasing it.

Ordinary did not mean easy.

Ethan had slept badly. Twice during the night I woke to find him on his back with both hands above the blankets, staring at the ceiling while the cage held every dream against steel.

At four in the morning, he had gone to the kitchen.

I found him standing barefoot beneath the refrigerator light, drinking water with his jaw clenched. He was not hard. He was angry.

“You could ask me to end it,” I said.

He looked at the key resting between my breasts.

“I could.”

“But you won't.”

“That is not the same as not wanting to.”

The answer cut through the game.

He told me the steel made him feel present and erased at the same time. Every step reminded him that his cock belonged to the weekend, yet the lock prevented him from using it even when I slept beside him. He had spent hours wanting me and hours resenting me for making want the only thing he could do.

“I felt lonely next to you,” he said.

No insult had prepared me for that sentence.

I touched the cord.

For one breath, I almost removed the key.

Then Ethan caught my wrist.

“Do not unlock me because you feel guilty.”

“I do feel guilty.”

“Then stay with it.”

His eyes were red from exhaustion. Mine burned for a different reason.

I sat with him on the kitchen floor until dawn began thinning the windows. I held his hand. He rested his head against the cabinet. The cage remained locked, but the distance it created no longer belonged to him alone.

That was the hour I understood cruelty needed witnesses too.

That evening, Roman texted.

Thinking about the first time?

I read the message twice.

Ethan noticed.

“Him?”

“Yes.”

“What did he say?”

I turned the screen toward him.

Ethan read the words.

His expression stayed still, but the cage shifted beneath his shorts.

“Answer me. Do not make me borrow your words.”

“You want the answer in my words.”

“I want to see what you say.”

I typed:

My husband spent the weekend making something bigger than both of you disappear into me.

Ethan read over my shoulder.

Roman's reply came quickly.

Did he watch your face?

I looked at Ethan.

“He understands you,” my husband said.

“He understands the chair.”

“Same thing.”

I typed:

Every second.

Roman sent one final line.

Then he did his job.

No invitation. No claim.

The restraint made me remember why I chose him for item two.

I put the phone face down.

Ethan stared at the bay.

“You liked that.”

“Yes.”

“You like that he praised me.”

“More than I expected.”

The admission changed the silence.

Ethan reached beneath the table and touched my bare thigh.

His fingers moved higher.

I opened my legs.

He found me wet.

“From him?”

“From both of you.”

“Cruel answer.”

“Honest answer.”

His fingers rubbed me under the table while sunlight flashed across the water. No dramatic scene. No straps. No mirror. Just my husband touching his wife after another man sent three sentences.

I nearly came before he stopped.

“Why stop when I was about to come?”

Ethan lifted his wet fingers and looked at them.

“Because you made me wait forty-nine hours.”

The revenge in his voice made me smile.

He stood and walked into the bedroom.

I followed.

The toy waited on the dresser. Clean. Upright. The harness hung from the chair.

Ethan stopped in front of the mirror.

“Unlock me.”

The words held no request.

I moved behind him.

My shirt brushed his legs. I touched the cage through the shorts.

“Not yet. I want the cage aching when I decide.”

His jaw tightened.

“Then what are we doing?”

I removed my shirt.

Ethan watched my reflection become naked.

I reached for the toy and fixed it to the mirror at knee height.

The lower position changed the picture. The dark shaft projected horizontally from the glass. A woman on hands and knees could face it. A husband behind her could see everything.

Ethan understood.

I placed a pillow on the floor.

Then I knelt.

My knees sank into the fabric. I leaned forward on my hands. The toy waited inches from my mouth.

Ethan stood behind me.

The cage pressed visibly beneath his shorts.

“Take them off.”

He did.

Steel appeared between his thighs.

I looked at it through the mirror.

“Come closer.”

Ethan stepped behind me.

His cage touched my ass.

I opened my mouth over the toy.

The first slow suck made Ethan groan.

I kept my eyes on the mirror. My lips stretched around the dark head. Saliva gathered. The shaft moved between my mouth and the glass while my naked husband stood caged behind me.

“Touch me,” I said.

Ethan spread my ass with both hands.

Cool air reached my wet pussy.

His thumb moved between my lips.

I sucked the toy deeper.

He rubbed my clit from behind.

The position was filthy enough to make words unnecessary. My mouth worked around eleven inches fixed to the mirror. Ethan's fingers worked me. His steel cage touched the back of my thigh whenever he leaned closer.

I pulled off with a gasp.

“Your cock.”

“Locked.”

“Tell me you want it in your wife.”

“Yes. I want it in my wife.”

I reached between my breasts for the key.

The black cord lifted over my head.

Ethan went still.

I placed the key between my teeth and looked at him through the mirror.

Then I turned onto my back.

The toy remained above my shoulder, dark and wet.

Ethan knelt between my legs.

I removed the key from my mouth.

“Come closer.”

He lowered his hips.

I opened the lock.

The click sounded louder than the first one had.

I removed the steel slowly.

Cool air reached the skin that had been covered for two days.

Ethan flinched hard enough that his hand struck the floor. The steel came away with faint red lines pressed around him, marks deeper than I had understood while looking through bars.

His cock did not rise at once.

For several breaths it remained soft, swollen, and unfamiliar between us. Ethan stared as if the lock had taught him to distrust the freedom he had demanded.

His hand shook when he touched himself.

I covered it with mine.

The first pulse moved beneath both palms.

Ethan's face tightened. He looked away toward the mirror, but not before I saw the shine gather in his eyes.

“I hated you last night,” he said.

The confession came quietly.

“I know. I felt you pretending not to wake.”

“I wanted you to wake up and find the key gone.”

“I know that too. The cage made trust visible.”

“I also wanted you to keep sleeping because the cage proved you trusted me not to break.”

His voice failed on the final word.

I kissed his forehead.

Then his wet cheek.

Then the red skin where the metal had rested.

I did not tell him the weekend was beautiful. Some parts had not been. I did not turn his tears into another tool.

I held him until his breathing steadied and the first true hardness returned beneath our joined hands.

“You are here,” I whispered.

“So are you.”

Only then did I close my fingers around him.

Now Ethan's cock swelled fully in my hand. Red marks circled the skin. A clear bead gathered at the tip. He looked down as though seeing himself again after an absence.

I wrapped my hand around him.

He hardened so quickly that the shaft pulsed against my palm.

“Forty-nine hours,” I whispered.

“You counted.”

“Every one.”

I stroked once.

Ethan groaned.

His hands flattened beside my shoulders.

“Do not come yet.”

“That may not be your decision.”

I tightened my fist.

His jaw clenched.

“It is always my decision when your cock is in my hand.”

I guided him between my legs.

His head touched my pussy.

The familiar size felt almost delicate after the toy.

That thought carried guilt.

It also made me wetter.

Ethan saw the realization cross my face.

“Say what the difference makes you feel beside it.”

“You feel smaller.”

His eyes closed.

I stroked the head through the slick heat between my legs.

“Not small. Smaller. There is a difference.”

“Put me in.”

I guided him to me.

Ethan pushed into his wife after forty-nine hours locked away.

The first inch felt familiar enough to hurt emotionally. My pussy recognized him. It opened with less resistance, held his shape without learning, welcomed the man who knew the path.

Ethan felt the difference too.

His face tightened.

“You take me easier.”

“Yes. My body learned the difference.”

He filled me to the base in one controlled push.

I wrapped my legs around him.

No toy could give me the small shudder that came from feeling Ethan's pubic hair against me, his weight over my chest, his breath near my mouth.

“Fuck me,” I said.

He did.

The first strokes were rough from waiting. Ethan pulled almost free and drove back, making the pillow shift beneath us. His cock felt familiar but newly sharp, every ridge recognized after the unnatural smoothness of silicone.

I held his shoulders.

“Look at the mirror.”

He turned his head.

The toy remained fixed to the glass behind us.

“Not finished,” I said.

Ethan looked at me.

“What now?”

I pushed against his chest.

He withdrew and sat back on his heels, cock hard and wet.

I turned onto my knees.

The toy faced me from the mirror.

Ethan knelt behind me.

I opened my mouth over the dark head again.

“Fuck your wife while she sucks the cock that made you feel small.”

Ethan gripped my hips.

His cock pushed into me from behind.

Familiar heat filled the space the toy had stretched. I moaned around the silicone.

Ethan began to move.

His hips struck my ass. My mouth worked around the fixed shaft. The mirror showed my face, lips stretched around the toy, and Ethan behind me using his real cock with forty-nine hours of hunger.

Every stroke pushed my mouth deeper.

The toy reached the back of my throat. My eyes watered. Ethan watched my reflection while his cock drove through my wet pussy.

“Whose cock is fucking you?” he asked.

I pulled back enough to answer.

“My husband's.”

“And the one in your mouth?”

“Bigger.”

His hand struck my ass.

The slap snapped through the room.

I moaned and took the toy again.

Ethan fucked me harder.

Jealousy had become rhythm. His grip bruised my hips. His cock moved in deep, fast strokes while my mouth slid over the dark shaft inches from the mirror.

I watched his face.

Sweat. Anger. Love. The desperate focus of a man reclaiming his wife without erasing what she had wanted.

My pussy tightened around him.

Ethan felt it.

“Come on my cock.”

I shook my head around the toy.

Not yet.

I pulled my mouth free and turned beneath him.

Ethan slipped out.

I rolled onto my back, grabbed the toy near the base, and lowered myself over it from the floor. The suction cup held against the mirror. The dark shaft pressed into my pussy as I lifted my hips.

Ethan stood above me.

His cock was hard, slick, and shaking near my mouth.

I took him between my lips.

The position reversed everything.

The larger cock filled me from the mirror.

My husband's cock filled my mouth.

I moved on both.

My hips worked over the toy, taking the thick shaft deeper while my mouth stroked Ethan. He gripped the mirror frame with one hand and my hair with the other.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

I looked up at him.

His control was gone.

Forty-nine hours lived in every pulse beneath my tongue.

I sucked him faster.

My pussy moved over the toy in short, wet drives. The mirror held the base. My thighs burned. The thick shaft pressed deep enough to make my stomach tighten.

Ethan's breathing broke.

“Claire.”

I pulled my mouth off him.

Saliva stretched from my lower lip to his swollen head.

“Not in my mouth.”

His eyes widened.

The scene from The Black Rabbit flashed between us. Another man. My knees on dirty tile. Ethan outside the door.

He understood.

“Where do you want it?”

I kept moving on the toy.

“My face.”

Ethan wrapped his hand around his cock.

I leaned back against the mirror, knees open, dark shaft buried deep, face tilted toward my husband.

“Come on the wife who needed something bigger.”

His fist moved fast.

I watched every sign. Thighs tightening. Stomach pulling hard. Breath catching before the first pulse.

Ethan looked down at me.

Not outside a door.

Not trapped in a chair.

Standing over his wife while she used the toy and asked for his come.

“Look at me when you cover the face that asked for bigger,” I said.

He did.

The first hot streak hit my cheek.

The second crossed my lips.

The third landed over my chin and ran toward my throat.

Ethan groaned through each pulse.

His come marked my face while the toy remained buried in me.

I did not stop moving.

My hips continued to rise and lower along the dark shaft. I rubbed Ethan's come across my cheek with two fingers and held his eyes.

“Your wife is still fucking it.”

He stared.

His cock softened in his hand.

I pushed myself deeper onto the toy.

The sight of him spent above me, his come warm on my face, his cage lying open on the floor, drove the final orgasm close.

I used two fingers on my clit.

Ethan dropped to his knees.

He did not touch me.

He watched.

Exactly as item three had promised.

I rode the toy faster.

Wet silicone moved through me. The mirror creaked softly. Ethan's come cooled across my lips while my fingers worked tight circles.

“Tell me the word you hate needing,” he whispered.

“Bigger than you.”

My breath broke.

“But whose come is on your face?”

“My husband's.”

“Whose name?”

The orgasm reached me.

“Ethan.”

I came saying his name while something larger than him stretched me and his come marked my skin.

The contradiction tore through me harder than either piece alone could have.

My thighs shook. My pussy clenched around the toy. Ethan caught my shoulders when I slipped against the mirror.

He held me through every pulse.

When it ended, I rested my face against his chest.

His come smeared between us.

Neither of us spoke.

The dark shaft remained fixed beside us.

The open cage waited on the floor.

Item three had given us comparison.

What remained between Ethan's arms was not measurable.

CHAPTER 9

AFTER THE LOCK

CLAIRE

The shower was running before he lifted me.

Ethan turned it on, then returned to the bedroom and lifted me from the floor.

My legs wrapped around his waist. My face pressed against his neck. Come, sweat, lubricant, and the salt of my tears mixed across both of us.

He carried me into the bathroom.

No command.

No performance.

Warm water struck my shoulders.

Ethan stood beneath it with me until the mirror disappeared behind steam.

The sharp edges of the weekend softened. Steel, silicone, numbers, comparison. Water reduced them to marks on skin and the way my husband held my waist when my knees remained uncertain.

He washed my face first.

His thumb moved beneath my eye, clearing the last dried streak. He used no cloth. Only his hands and water.

I watched him.

The cage marks circled his cock and the skin behind it. Red, faint, already fading.

I hated how quickly skin could forgive what the mind still carried.

Ethan saw my face and touched my wrist.

“Do not make yourself crueler just to prove the weekend mattered.”

The sentence found the doubt I had been hiding.

I had liked his frustration. I had liked the stranger measuring him, the mirror making him smaller, the sight of his real cock trapped beneath the one he wore for me. Power had become easy to perform because Ethan kept turning pain into hunger.

That did not mean every second had been harmless.

“I almost unlocked you in the kitchen,” I said.

“I know.”

“How?”

“Your hand stayed on the cord for twenty minutes.”

He had noticed even while angry.

I rested my forehead against his stomach.

“I need you to tell me when Claire disappears behind the woman holding the key.”

Ethan's fingers moved through my wet hair.

“She did not disappear.”

“You felt lonely.”

“And you came looking for me.”

The tenderness in his answer hurt more than blame.

I kissed the fading marks again, slower this time, and let the silence hold both truths: I had enjoyed the lock, and I loved the man who survived it enough to admit when steel had become solitude.

Guilt returned.

I knelt in the shower.

Water ran through my hair and over my breasts. Ethan's cock hung soft before me, free after two days of steel.

I touched the marks with two fingers.

He inhaled.

“I hurt you.”

“Not the way you mean.”

“I made you feel small.”

“Yes. For a moment, I wanted you to.”

The honest answer stopped me.

Ethan touched my wet hair.

“Those are different things.”

I looked up.

He had learned my own distinction and returned it to me.

I kissed the red line around him.

Not sexual at first.

An apology without taking back the weekend.

Then my tongue moved over the soft head.

Ethan's hand tightened lightly in my hair.

His cock gave a weak pulse.

“Again?” he asked.

I smiled against him.

“You survived forty-nine hours. You can survive your wife being grateful.”

I took him slowly into my mouth.

He did not harden fully. He had come minutes earlier. The softness made the act more intimate than the performance before the mirror. I cleaned him, kissed the tender skin, used my mouth without asking anything from him.

Ethan watched with a face I could not read.

When I stood, water ran between us.

“What?”

He touched my cheek.

“You looked powerful with my come on your face.”

“And now—what do you see when the performance is gone?”

“Now you look like my wife.”

The words should have divided the two women.

I did not let them.

“Same woman.”

“I know. I need them to be the same woman.”

That mattered more than the compliment.

We washed the toy together.

I held it beneath the water while Ethan used soap along the shaft. No dirty talk. No comparison. The object returned to silicone under our hands.

He dried the cage and placed it in the black box.

I dried the key.

The ordinary care felt almost ceremonial.

In bed, Ethan lay on his back. I rested against his chest. My pussy felt swollen and tired. His skin smelled clean. The balcony doors remained open enough for distant city noise to enter.

“Did you mean it?” he asked.

“Which part?”

“That sometimes you like making me smaller.”

I traced one finger across his chest.

“Yes.”

His breathing changed beneath my ear.

“And sometimes I hate myself for liking it.”

“Do you?”

“For a few seconds.”

“Then what?”

I looked at him.

“Then I remember how hard it makes you.”

A reluctant smile moved across his mouth.

Ethan's reluctant smile faded.

“That is the polished answer. Give me what is underneath it.”

“I know,” I said.

“I like the moment you stop performing certainty. You spend your life solving problems. Work, bills, reservations, the car, flights. You make yourself useful because usefulness feels manageable.”

Ethan stared at the ceiling.

“And this?”

“This makes you admit you cannot solve what your wife wants. You have to feel it.”

“You sound pleased about that.”

“I am.”

He turned toward me.

“What do you want now?”

The question had no sexual urgency.

That made it harder.

I thought of item four.

Choose the man myself.

I thought of Roman, then dismissed him. Roman belonged to Ethan's list, no matter how much I had shaped the night.

My choice needed to come from our real world.

A man we would see again.

A risk that could not be packed into a box after Sunday.

“I want you to trust me before you know his name.”

Ethan went still.

“You already chose someone.”

I had not.

Not exactly.

A face had appeared in my mind.

A man from the gym who watched without smiling. Broad shoulders beneath gray training shirts. Dark curls. Hands that corrected posture with two fingers rather than a full palm. A wedding band had never appeared on his hand.

Nico Reyes.

He had trained clients near me for eight months.

He knew I was married.

He knew Ethan sometimes waited in the lounge.

He had never crossed a line.

That made the line brighter.

“I have an idea,” I said.

“Who?”

I placed my finger over his mouth.

“Item four is mine.”

Ethan's eyes darkened.

His cock gave one tired pulse against my thigh.

Even spent, even marked by the cage, he reacted.

I kissed him.

“Sleep.”

“You expect me to sleep after that?”

“You wrote the list.”

“I wrote three items.”

“And gave the pen to the wrong woman.”

I turned away and pulled his arm around my waist.

Ethan held me from behind.

For a long time, neither of us slept.

His hand rested over the place the toy had filled.

My mind moved toward the gym.

CHAPTER 10

MY CHOICE

CLAIRE

Monday morning, I wore green leggings.

Not because Ethan asked.

He did not know I had packed them.

The fabric sat beneath my work clothes in the gym bag by the front door. Tight, bright, thin enough to show the shape of every muscle when I bent. I added a black sports bra and no panties.

Item four waited in red ink at home.

Choose the man myself.

Ethan left before me.

He kissed my cheek in the kitchen, glanced toward the black box on the counter, and said nothing about the weekend.

The silence carried everything.

At nine, I changed in the office gym.

The leggings rolled over my thighs with a familiar drag. The green looked almost indecent beneath white locker-room light. My wedding ring remained on.

I wanted Nico to see it.

I wanted the choice to include the marriage.

The gym occupied the top floor of our building, all glass, steel, and a view over downtown Miami. Morning sun poured across the machines. Air smelled of rubber mats, disinfectant, coffee from the lobby, and clean sweat.

Nico stood near the cable station with a client.

Thirty-six, perhaps thirty-seven. Six feet two. Thick black curls cut short at the sides. Warm brown skin. A trimmed beard. Shoulders shaped by years of lifting without the swollen look of a competition athlete. His legs were powerful enough to make black training pants pull tight when he demonstrated a squat.

He saw me through the mirror.

His gaze moved once.

Face.

Ring.

Green leggings.

Then back to his client.

Professional.

Controlled.

The restraint made my pulse move faster.

I chose a mat within his line of sight.

For twenty minutes, I trained alone.

Hip stretches. Lunges. Slow squats. Movements I knew well enough to perform without help and chose because they made the green fabric work harder.

Nico finished with his client.

He wiped down the bench and checked his tablet.

I bent for a water bottle.

His eyes dropped.

Only for a second.

That second became mine.

I straightened.

“You keep correcting everyone except me.”

Nico looked at my face.

“You have never asked.”

His voice was calm. Lower than I remembered.

“I am asking now.”

He set down the tablet.

“What are you working on?”

“Hips.”

The word held more than training.

He heard it.

Nothing changed in his expression, but his gaze sharpened.

“Show me your squat.”

I stood on the mat with my feet apart.

Nico moved to the side.

I lowered slowly.

Green fabric stretched across my ass.

No panties softened the line.

When I rose, he looked at my knees rather than my hips.

“Again. Slower this time.”

I repeated it.

“Your right knee moves inward.”

“Fix it.”

Nico came closer.

Two fingers touched the outside of my knee.

“Press against my hand.”

I lowered.

His fingers remained there.

Small contact. Clean. Almost nothing.

My pussy tightened anyway.

The last two fantasies had trained me to understand that first touches mattered because everything afterward grew from them.

I rose.

“Better?”

“Again. Let me show you where you lose control.”

This time his hand moved to my hip.

The palm was larger than Ethan's.

Not by much.

Enough.

Nico guided my weight backward.

His thumb pressed into the upper curve of my ass through the leggings.

My breath changed.

He noticed.

His hand did not move lower.

“Your husband still waits downstairs sometimes?” he asked.

The question surprised me.

“You noticed him.”

“He notices me.”

Heat spread beneath the green fabric.

“Does he?”

“Every time I look at you.”

Nico removed his hand.

The loss sharpened the place he had touched.

I looked toward the glass wall separating the gym from the city.

Ethan was miles away at work.

No chair. No mirror. No list in his pocket.

This choice began without him.

“He knows men look,” I said.

“That was not my question.”

I turned toward Nico.

He stood close enough for me to smell clean cotton and faint cedar from his skin.

Roman had smelled like rain and expensive soap.

The stranger at The Black Rabbit had smelled like whiskey and sweat.

Nico smelled like a man from my ordinary mornings.

That made him more dangerous.

“What was your question?”

“Why does your husband watch me when I look at you?”

Silence opened between us.

I could have stepped away.

I could have laughed and turned the moment into harmless flirtation.

Instead I touched my wedding ring.

“Because he knows I notice you too.”

Nico's jaw shifted.

The first flaw appeared in his control.

Not a smile. Not a crude glance.

A breath taken deeper than necessary.

Human.

Interested.

He picked up his tablet.

“I have time Thursday at seven.”

“Private session?”

“The gym closes at eight.”

“And after?”

His eyes held mine.

“After depends on what you are actually asking for.”

The answer was not perfect. It carried caution. Curiosity. The awareness that I wore a ring and had mentioned a watching husband.

I liked him more for not pretending certainty.

“Book me.”

Nico typed my name.

My phone vibrated in the locker on the other side of the room.

Ethan, perhaps. Work, perhaps. The ordinary world asking for me while I placed my name into another man's schedule.

Nico handed me the tablet to confirm.

My wedding ring touched the screen.

Thursday. Seven.

One hour.

I signed.

“Wear shoes with a flatter sole,” he said.

His gaze moved toward the green leggings.

“Keep those.”

A small smile finally appeared.

Then he walked away.

I remained on the mat with the shape of his hand burning against my hip.

In the locker room, I found Ethan's message.

Dinner at eight?

I looked at my reflection.

Hair damp near my temples. Green leggings. Wedding ring. Eyes brighter than they had been an hour earlier.

I typed:

Thursday instead.

His answer came almost immediately.

Why Thursday?

I opened the list photograph saved on my phone.

Item four waited beneath the red check beside item three.

Choose the man myself.

I took a photograph of the green fabric stretched over my hip where Nico had touched me.

No face.

No name.

Only his faint handprint in the nap of the material and my ring resting above it.

I sent the photograph.

Then I wrote:

Because I made my choice.

Three dots appeared.

Disappeared.

Appeared again.

Who?

I locked the screen.

Item four was mine.

Ethan would learn the name when I decided the name could hurt him properly.

EPILOGUE

THE APPOINTMENT

CLAIRE

Thursday came with heat lightning over the ocean.

No rain reached the city, but the sky flashed white beyond the towers while I dressed in the bedroom.

Black leggings this time.

A white cropped top.

No panties.

My wedding ring.

The steel cage rested in the open box on the dresser.

The toy lay beside it, clean and dark beneath the lamp.

Ethan stood in the doorway wearing a gray shirt and black trousers.

He had spent three days asking Nico's name without asking directly.

A photograph of a gym schedule left open on the kitchen counter.

A question about whether I needed the car Thursday.

A casual mention of trainers at my office building.

I answered none of it.

Now he looked at my clothes.

“You are going to the gym.”

“Yes. I already decided.”

“Private session.”

“Yes. Alone with him.”

“With him.”

I pulled my hair into a high ponytail.

“With the man I chose.”

Ethan's jaw tightened.

“Am I coming?”

I looked at him in the mirror.

The question carried more fear than he wanted me to hear.

“Not tonight.”

His face changed.

Item six waited two items ahead of us in the list, a night entirely alone. This was not that. Nico would not touch more than training allowed. I had decided that before booking him.

Ethan did not know the limit.

The uncertainty was the first gift of item four.

I picked up the cage.

“Trousers off.”

He stared at the steel.

“You said item three was finished.”

“The toy is finished. The lesson was useful.”

“You are locking me while you leave.”

“For one hour.”

His cock hardened beneath his trousers.

There was the answer beneath every complaint.

Ethan closed the bedroom door.

He removed his belt.

I watched him undress.

This time the lock went on faster. We knew the shape of it. I knelt, fitted steel around familiar skin, and clicked the small lock into place while heat lightning flashed beyond the windows.

Ethan looked down at me.

“His name.”

I stood.

The key disappeared into the tiny pocket at the back of my leggings.

“Nico.”

The name reached his cock beneath the bars.

“Nico what?”

“Reyes.”

Recognition crossed his face.

Ethan had seen him.

That was why I chose him.

“The trainer with the curls.”

“And the hands.”

Jealousy sharpened his eyes.

I kissed him.

“Dinner at eight thirty.”

“Claire.”

I opened the bedroom door.

“Wait for your wife.”

The elevator carried me down through white flashes of distant lightning.

At seven, the office building was nearly empty.

Nico waited alone beneath the gym lights.

Gray shirt. Black training pants. Tablet in one hand.

His eyes moved over me when the glass door opened.

Then toward the hallway behind me.

“Your husband did not come.”

“He is watching the clock.”

Nico set down the tablet.

“What does he think will happen?”

I walked toward the mat.

“Whatever hurts him most.”

“And what will happen?”

I stopped close enough to feel heat from his skin.

The wedding ring remained bright between us.

“Tonight?”

I smiled.

“You teach me how to move.”

Nico looked at the locked glass door.

Then at me.

“And next time?”

Item four burned in my mind.

Choose the man myself.

I turned my back and bent to place both hands on the mat.

Black fabric stretched across my ass.

“That depends on how well you use those hands.”

Nico came behind me.

His palm settled on my hip.

At home, my husband waited with his cock locked and Nico's name repeating in his head.

I looked at our reflections in the dark gym window.

The trainer's hand on my wife-shaped hips.

The empty hallway where Ethan should have stood.

The choice entirely mine.

“Again. Hips back. Make the last one honest,” Nico said.

I pushed my ass back into his hand.

KEEP READING HER FORBIDDEN LIST

MY CHOICE

After learning what bigger really does to them, Claire takes control of the next name on the list.

OLIVIA CROSS
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