
        
            
                
            
        

    
Kitty Party: The Second Generation

An Extreme Femdom Fantasy (18+ Only)


Consent and Disclaimer

This is a work of erotic fiction and pure fantasy written exclusively for adults 18+ (21 in jurisdictions where 21 is the minimum). All characters are fictional consenting adults who negotiated, discussed, and enthusiastically consented to every element long before events begin. Safe-words (“red” = full stop, “yellow” = pause/adjust) always honored. Consent ongoing, revocable, informed. Aftercare integral (off-page). This does NOT depict, condone or glorify real non-consensual acts, abuse or harm. Real BDSM = SSC or RACK.


Content Warning

Extreme: long-term objectification, heel/trampling/scratching CBT, group humiliation/degradation, toilet slavery (urine/spit/ash/waste ingestion), power imbalance, total service slavery, permanent marking. Hardcore taboo. Stop if triggering.


Author's Note

Power folds inward like silk sarees — from mothers who ruled to daughters who were taught to smile through boredom. Every torment imagined within strict negotiated role-play. Safe, sane, consensual — always. 

— FootRubSlave
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Chapter 1: The Discovery
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Rain tapped insistently against the floor-to-ceiling windows of Ananya’s Vasant Vihar penthouse. It was 11:47 p.m. on a cold February night in 2026. Below, Delhi glittered in wet neon streaks — indifferent, endless, alive even when the city should have been sleeping. Inside the apartment, the only sounds were the soft clicks of Ananya’s keyboard and the low, steady hum of the Dyson air purifier battling the winter smog that always found its way through the seals.

She was in the middle of typing a reply-all to the London team — something sharp about Q4 projections and “aggressive upside capture” — when her phone lit up like a string of firecrackers.

The WhatsApp group “Legacy Ladies” erupted. Twenty-three profile pictures blinked in rapid succession. Ananya glanced sideways, expecting the usual late-night scroll: Rhea forwarding another overpriced Dubai villa listing, Priya’s mother-in-law dropping a passive-aggressive “family values” meme, or Tara bragging (again) about her newest Hermès Birkin shade.

Instead, the top message was different. A video file — 3.4 MB. Forwarded from Priya’s old iCloud backup. Caption: “Found this buried in Mummy’s hidden folder. 2009. Is this… him? ??”

Ananya’s thumb hovered for half a second. Then she clicked play.

The footage was grainy, shot horizontally on an early iPhone. The camera shook slightly in someone’s unsteady hand. Low light painted everything in warm chandelier gold and deep shadow. Muffled laughter drifted in from off-screen — the loose, confident laughter that only comes after three bottles of vintage Bordeaux.

The lens panned slowly across a long teak dining table Ananya recognized instantly. It was the same table from her childhood birthday parties — polished dark wood, heavy damask tablecloth draped all the way to the marble floor like a cream-colored funeral shroud.

Then the camera dipped lower.

Beneath the tablecloth, lit only by faint glow leaking through silk, a man lay flat on his back. He was completely naked. His arms were stretched wide and chained loosely to the table legs with thin silver links that caught the light like jewelry. His legs were spread and secured at the ankles with matching restraints. His cock and balls were bound viciously in loops of purple silk rope — the same exact shade her own mother used to keep hidden in the vanity drawer for “special evenings.” The rope cinched so tightly at the base that the skin turned deep violet-black; the shaft stood rigid and helpless, veins bulging. The head was swollen dark, glistening wet. A steady leak of pre-cum had already formed a small, shining pool on his stomach, catching the chandelier glow like liquid mercury.

Above him moved a slow, deliberate forest of high heels.

Red soles of Louboutins hovered, then descended. Patent black Manolos followed. Crystal-buckled Jimmy Choos rocked gently. Metallic gold strappy sandals glinted.

A crimson Louboutin planted itself squarely on the head of his cock and twisted slowly, grinding the tip against his own leaking slit. A square-toed platform rocked back and forth across the shaft, producing wet, fleshy smacks with every shift of weight. A thin stiletto stabbed the underside repeatedly — tip-tip-tip — leaving tiny red puncture marks that beaded instantly with blood. Metal studs dragged down the stretched skin of his balls, carving faint white lines that quickly filled crimson.

No one spoke to him. No one looked down.

They talked over him — casual, bored, elite chatter: which stocks were undervalued this quarter, which new spa in Goa had the best couples massage, whose husband was cheating again this season. All while their heels treated his genitals like an ashtray, a doormat, a stress ball.

A cigarette butt was flicked casually onto the shaft; the ember hissed against slick skin and left a tiny charred circle. Thick strings of spit dripped from above, landing on the swollen head and mixing with pre-cum in slow, viscous trails. A half-drunk glass of Bordeaux was tilted; the remainder poured over his bound balls, making everything slicker, warmer, more obscene for the next grind.

The camera lingered for almost ninety seconds — long enough for every detail to sear itself into memory. Then it lifted. Priya’s mother’s voice floated in — soft, amused laugh: “Still breathing? Good. Keep the machine running.”

The video cut abruptly to black.

Ananya sat motionless for a full ten seconds. Her thumb hovered over the replay button. Her heart rate had climbed — not from fear, but from something sharper, hotter, more curious.

She played it again. Slower this time. She zoomed in on the purple silk rope. It was unmistakable. The same shade her mother had kept coiled in that velvet-lined drawer for years.

A typing bubble appeared in the group. Then vanished. Then exploded.

Rhea: Wait… is that the same foot massage guy who used to come to the house back then? Priya: The rope is Mummy’s. Exact shade from her vanity drawer. Tara: He’s still locked somewhere, right? Or was that just the old days? Neha: Someone check if he’s even alive lol Meera (Priya’s daughter-in-law, usually silent): My mother-in-law literally said last week “the machine is still under warranty” when I asked why the foot guy never came anymore. Shivani: Bet he’s more broken now than he was then.

Ananya recorded a quick voice note — her voice calm, the same tone she used to close multimillion-rupee deals: “I already checked. Same number. Same WhatsApp name. Last seen three days ago.”

She dropped a screenshot into the chat. His profile: plain black photo, no status, no stories. Green dot three days old.

The group went quiet for exactly thirty seconds — an eternity in WhatsApp time.

Then Ananya typed one line:

“Next kitty is at my farmhouse. Saturday. I’m thinking we upgrade the equipment. Glass top. Ring light. Live feed. Who’s bringing their bored daughter-in-law?”

Every typing bubble ignited at once.

By 12:19 a.m. a shared Google Drive folder appeared: “Second Gen Reference Material” Inside: the 2009 video, a handful of stills, screenshots of old text messages between their mothers, a grainy 2012 photo of the same man kneeling in someone’s living room.

A Venmo pool started: “Upgrade Fund.” By 1:17 a.m. it had crossed ₹4.8 lakh.

They wanted a custom glass cockbox — tempered lid, integrated LED strips, Wi-Fi cameras, sound-reactive electro pads, drainage channels “just in case.” They wanted tighter, prettier medical-grade silk rope. They wanted rules scribbled fast in the group notes:

	No safe word for the machine. He doesn’t get one anymore. 
	Everything gets filmed. Every angle. Every sound. Every swallow. 
	Highest bidder each month gets 48-hour solo custody. 
	If he breaks — really breaks — we keep him anyway. 


Ananya closed WhatsApp. She stood and walked to the window. The rain kept tapping — impatient, restless, like the bored daughters-in-law who had been texting their mothers at 2 a.m. for months: “I feel nothing.” “He’s never here.” “Tell me the real stories again.”

She opened her contacts. Found his number. Stared at it for almost a minute.

Then she typed a single message:

Saturday 7 p.m. My farmhouse. Black Sprinter will collect you. Linen pants and kurta only. No underwear. No questions.

She hit send.

Three dots appeared almost immediately. Vanished. Reappeared.

A single reply:

Yes, Ma’am.

Ananya smiled — small, sharp, satisfied. She locked her phone and looked out at the wet Delhi skyline.

Somewhere out there, a man who had once knelt under her mother’s table was waiting for the next summons. And somewhere closer — in drawing rooms across the city — bored married daughters and daughters-in-law were already imagining what it would feel like to sit for the first time.

The machine had waited almost two decades.

Now the bored ones were coming to wake it up.


Chapter 2: Arrival & Inspection
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The black Sprinter van pulled up to the farmhouse gates exactly at 6:58 p.m. on Saturday. Rain had stopped an hour earlier, leaving the gravel driveway slick and reflective under the security lights. The driver — silent, uniformed, NDA-signed — opened the sliding door without a word. Seven women stepped out one by one, heels clicking uncertainly on wet stone.

They were the bored ones. Meera (Priya’s daughter-in-law, 29, married four years) wore a soft blush-pink saree that still carried the faint scent of her mother-in-law’s rose attar from brunch earlier. Kavya (Simran’s daughter, 31) arrived in an emerald Anarkali suit, the dupatta draped loosely like she hadn’t quite decided if she was attending a family dinner or something else entirely. Tara Jr. (Rhea’s daughter, 28, newlywed) chose a cream silk saree with delicate gold zari — the same one she’d worn to her engagement photos. Zara (Ananya’s daughter-in-law, 32) stepped out last in tailored black palazzos and a fitted kurta — professional, composed, but her fingers twisted the edge of her dupatta nervously.

They had all received the same cryptic text from their mothers or mothers-in-law two days earlier: “Saturday 7 p.m. Farmhouse. Dress for brunch. No panties. Trust me.”

None of them had asked why. Some had guessed. All had come anyway.

The front doors opened before they reached the steps. Ananya stood framed in the entrance — black saree, crimson Louboutins, calm as a boardroom closing. Behind her, the original Legacy Ladies formed a loose semicircle in the marble foyer — champagne flutes in hand, phones already discreetly recording, faces lit with quiet pride and something darker.

“Welcome,” Ananya said simply. No hugs. No small talk. Just a slow sweep of her gaze across the seven women, cataloging every nervous shift of weight, every quickened breath.

“Leave your heels by the door,” she instructed. “They’ll be waiting for you later.”

Seven pairs of designer heels lined up in a neat row — Louboutins, Manolos, Jimmy Choos — still warm from the drive. Bare feet padded across cold marble. The contrast made their steps tentative, vulnerable.

Ananya led them through the hallway to the drawing room. The air inside was thick with jasmine incense, expensive candles, and the faint metallic tang of anticipation. In the center of the room sat the new glass cockbox — tempered lid gleaming under violet LED strips, rose-gold accents catching light like jewelry. The digital display glowed softly:

Status: Primed Temp: 37°C (body warm – welcome setting) Runtime: 0:00

The machine was already in place. Cock and balls taped brutally through the circular opening — head swollen dark, leaking a thin steady thread onto the glass. Mouth sealed wide to the matte black porcelain hydration port — nostrils flaring through small drilled holes. Eyes visible through the clear lid — wide, glassy, locked upward in silent waiting.

The seven women froze at the threshold.

Ananya turned to them. “This is what your mothers told you about in whispers,” she said. “This is what they used when they were your age. Tonight you don’t watch from the doorway. You sit. You feel the weight. You decide how heavy legacy becomes in your hands.”

Priya stepped forward — Priya, the mother-in-law — and handed Meera a slim black remote. The master control: temperature coils, speaker volume, camera angles, electro intensity.

“Safe-words are ours tonight,” Priya told the originals, then looked at the married women. “You use them. Red stops everything. Yellow pauses. Green continues. Say it now.”

One by one they spoke — voices starting soft, ending firmer.

“Red stops. Yellow pauses. Green continues.”

Ananya nodded once. “Inspection phase begins.”

The originals circled first — clinical, proud. They lifted arms to photograph faded rope burns on wrists from years ago. They spread thighs to document overlapping heel imprints on inner legs. They tilted heads back to count tiny white scars on throats from old stilettos. They forced arches so the lattice of welts across lower backs became visible under the lights.

Each added quiet commentary — half clinical, half mocking:

“These red-sole stamps from 2018 still show up nicely.” “His balls look more purple than I remember — good color retention.” “Chest still bounces under pressure. Reliable cushioning.”

The married women watched in silence — some wide-eyed, some biting lips, some already breathing faster.

Then Ananya crouched beside the glass lid. She lifted his chin through the opening with one crimson-nailed finger — gentle, almost tender.

“We’re not just upgrading the box,” she said to the new arrivals. “We’re upgrading the experience. Higher definition cameras. Better lighting. Sound-reactive electro. And a live audience that actually pays to watch.”

She stood. “Inspection complete. Take him to position.”

Two originals grabbed the leash clipped to his collar and dragged him forward on his knees across marble. The seven married women followed — bare feet silent, eyes fixed on the glowing glass coffin.

They lifted him like cargo — careful, practiced. Positioned him on his back inside the shallow padded tray. Threaded his cock and balls through the machined opening — bare, flushed, already half-hard from anticipation and fear.

Rhea and Priya wrapped wide black bondage tape tightly around the base — multiple overlapping layers cinching brutally, forcing the cock to stand rigid and upright. Veins bulged. Head swelled darker. The entire package protruded helplessly — no retreat, no protection.

The toilet seat was bolted immediately beside the cockbox — low, matte black porcelain, no tank, no visible pipes. His head was locked inside a padded wooden frame that held his skull immobile. Thick silver duct tape wrapped layer after layer around his mouth and the underside of the toilet rim — sealing lips airtight to the cold porcelain opening. Jaw forced wide. Cheeks bulged from pressure. Only nostrils remained free through two small drilled holes at the front edge.

A small chrome plaque screwed to the front read: Machine Hydration & Disposal Port – Use Freely

The arrangement was brutally efficient: Cock and balls — bare, taped, exposed for unrestricted heel torment. Mouth — taped open and sealed directly to the toilet seat for instant, casual use whenever any woman felt like spitting, pissing, dropping ash, wiping, or depositing anything else.

Ananya looked down through the lid at his face. Smiled thinly.

“No cage this time,” she said to the married women. “We decided it was time to let the machine feel everything directly. Every heel. Every grind. Every stomp. Unfiltered.”

She tapped her phone. The ring lights flared to full brightness.

“Welcome to version 2.0,” she announced to the room — but her eyes stayed on the seven new arrivals. “Tonight your mothers watch. Tonight you sit first.”

Meera stepped forward — blush-pink saree whispering against marble. She looked down at the taped, leaking cock. At the sealed mouth. At the eyes staring up — wide, glassy, waiting.

She lifted the hydraulic seat cover. The faint hiss of silent hinges filled the room.

Then she sat.

Full weight.

The coils were body-warm — welcoming. A low, distorted gurgle rose through the speaker — reverent, broken.

And just like that — the bored ones began to wake up.


Chapter 3: First Rotation – Heel Dance Reels
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The ring lights flared brighter, turning the glass cockbox into a glowing stage. Violet LEDs pulsed softly beneath the tempered lid. The digital display ticked upward: Runtime: 4:12 — already counting the minutes since the first sit. The machine’s bare cock stood rigid through the opening — taped base purple-black, head swollen dark, leaking a thin steady thread that pooled on the glass and caught every light like liquid crystal.

Ananya tapped her phone. The Bollywood playlist kicked in — a deep bass remix of an old classic, tabla beats layered with heavy electronic drops that vibrated through the marble floor and up into the cockbox frame.

“First rotation,” she announced to the room. “Heel dance reels. Three minutes each. Most humiliating clip wins the first bid discount at tonight’s auction. Go for virality — stomps, grinds, taps. And don’t forget: the hydration port is open 24/7. Mid-reel breaks are encouraged.”

She looked directly at the seven married women. “You start. Your mothers watch. Show them what you’ve learned in the last hour.”

Meera stepped forward first — blush-pink saree whispering against her legs, bare feet silent on marble. She had slipped back into her heels — soft rose-gold Louboutins with 11 cm stilettos — the same pair she’d worn to her last family dinner. She positioned herself over the glass lid, phone in hand, hit record.

The beat dropped.

Her heel slammed down on the bare head of his cock — point-first, twisting slowly as the music built. The skin yielded instantly; the head flattened under pressure, a fresh bead of pre-cum squeezing out like paste. She dragged the sharp edge along the shaft, leaving a thin red scratch that bloomed into a welt almost immediately. Mid-grind, she leaned forward and spat a long thick string directly into the toilet seat hole — it landed with a wet splat on his tongue, forcing a reflexive swallow while her heel kept twisting.

The group chat (projected on a wall screen) flooded instantly: “Spit-sync at 0:45 is chef’s kiss ??” “His twitch timed perfectly with the drop — viral potential 8/10”

Meera stayed for the full three minutes — rocking, grinding, spitting again on the final chorus. When the timer beeped, she stepped back, cheeks flushed, breathing faster than when she’d arrived. She looked at Priya (her mother-in-law) — a small, surprised smile tugging her lips.

Priya nodded once — proud, silent approval.

Kavya went next — emerald Anarkali swishing as she moved. She chose metallic gold strappy platforms — 13 cm, crystal buckles catching light like tiny stars. She hit record on the downbeat.

Her heel came down in rapid taps on the taped base — tap-tap-tap-tap — making the entire exposed package bounce like a puppet on strings. Then a full stomp on the balls — rocking back and forth with fleshy smacks that echoed in the room. During the chorus she sat quickly on the toilet seat — warm piss poured straight down his throat in a steady stream while her platform flattened his shaft beneath her weight. Double trouble: piss filling his mouth as her heel crushed him flat.

Display ticked: Swallows: 7 in under two minutes.

Comments exploded on the wall screen: “Seamless piss-to-stomp transition ??” “Gulp sound was audible — mic upgrade needed next time”

Kavya rose laughing — breathless, exhilarated. She looked at Simran (her mother). “That felt… good.”

Simran raised her champagne flute in a quiet toast.

Tara Jr. followed — cream saree flowing, newlywed glow already shifting into something sharper. She slipped into silver strappy platforms — thin heels like needles. She focused on scratches — dragging the heel-tip in long deliberate lines across shaft and balls, carving red furrows that overlapped like latticework. Mid-reel she tapped ash from her cigarette into the seat hole — glowing ember hissed on his tongue as he swallowed, all while her heel ground the head in slow cruel circles. Triple layer: scratching, ash, forced gulp.

The chat lit up: “Those scratches look permanent — artistic 9/10” “Gulp timed with the bass — perfect sync”

One by one the seven married women rotated — three minutes each, heels back on, phones recording. Rose-gold Louboutins, emerald platforms, silver needles, black patent blocks — every style tested. Pointed tips pierced. Blocks flattened. Studs scraped. Scratches accumulated into a bloody map across the bare skin. The head swelled grotesquely, leaking constantly.

And the toilet seat saw constant use: Spits during builds. Piss during drops. Ash and cigarette butts scattered throughout. Champagne flutes refilled endlessly — bladders emptied often, right into him, no step away needed.

The originals watched — sipping, commenting quietly, recording side angles for the private Stories feed.

By the end of the rotation the display read:

Reels Captured: 7 Crush Impacts: 198 Fluid Intake: 1.4 L Swallows: 68 Scratches: 47

Ananya paused the playlist. Looked at the seven flushed, bright-eyed women.

“Rhea’s daughter wins the first bid discount — that slam on the bass drop was iconic.” She smiled thinly. “Next up: ring light hours. Keep the heels sharp. And keep drinking, ladies — the machine’s thirsty.”

The married women exchanged glances — no longer nervous. Something had shifted. Something had awakened.

They were no longer just bored. They were beginning to understand what power really tasted like.


Chapter 4: The Ring Light Hours
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The ring lights snapped to maximum intensity with a soft electronic hum. Violet and white LEDs flooded the glass cockbox, turning it into a blinding surgical stage. Shadows vanished; every vein, every welt, every glistening leak became cruelly visible. The digital display updated instantly: Runtime: 19:47 — the night already stretching longer than any of the married women had expected.

Ananya paused the Bollywood remix mid-drop. The sudden silence felt heavier than the music. She looked at the seven flushed, bright-eyed women — their bare feet still slightly damp from nervous pacing, sarees and Anarkalis now clinging in places from the room’s rising heat.

“Ring light hours,” she announced. “Slow trampling relay. Five at a time — originals and new sitters together. Commentary on. Hydration port stays open. No need to hold back — ever.”

She gestured to the sofas and floor cushions arranged in a loose circle around the glowing coffin. “Drink freely. The more you drink, the more he processes. The more he processes, the better the footage.”

Champagne flutes were refilled in seconds — vintage Krug bubbling like liquid confidence. The married women exchanged quick glances — no longer hesitant. Something had shifted during the heel dance reels. They weren’t just following instructions anymore. They were beginning to direct.

Five heels hit the glass lid first — a coordinated symphony of cruelty.

Ananya centered her crimson Louboutins on the swollen head — grinding in slow, deliberate circles that flattened the tip against the glass until pre-cum smeared in sticky arcs. Rhea rocked her glossy patent platforms on the shaft — full weight shifting back and forth with wet fleshy smacks that echoed in the room. Priya dragged metal studs down the balls — carving fresh red lines over the older scratches. Tara stabbed the underside with thin silver strappy heels — tip-tip-tip — puncturing rhythmically. Zara — Ananya’s daughter-in-law — joined last: black patent blocks stomping the taped base, making the entire package bounce under pressure.

Double, triple, quadruple layers hit instantly. While heels crushed and scratched, spits fell into the toilet seat — thick globs from manicured lips, landing wet on his tongue. Someone always sat: quick piss streams pouring down his throat mid-stomp, forcing gulps while his cock was pulped beneath designer soles. Ash tapped from cigarettes hissed on skin. Cigarette butts dropped glowing into the port.

Ananya spoke first — voice calm, clinical: “Swallow that, machine. Stay hydrated for the next round.”

She rocked harder — head flattening further under her Louboutin. Rhea sat next — warm piss flowing steady as her platform crushed the shaft flat. Triple torment: crush + piss + swallow.

The drinking amplified everything. Champagne, gin, sparkling water — endless sips meant endless relief breaks. No far walk required; the seat was right there, mouth sealed open and waiting. Women rotated seamlessly: stomp on cock, sit and piss, stand and scratch, spit during the grind. Ash smeared by careless soles. Paan residue dripped from chewing mouths. Tissues wiped and discarded inside.

The married women began to experiment — bolder with every pass.

Meera (blush-pink saree) sat longer than anyone expected — rocking deliberately, releasing in controlled pulses while she scrolled her phone with one hand. She looked up at Priya (mother-in-law) and smiled: “It’s… addictive.”

Priya laughed softly. “That’s the point, beta.”

Kavya (emerald Anarkali) added electro — low buzz through the balls on a remote tap. Cock twitched violently under her weight. She ground harder in response — piss flowing while the buzz ran. She exhaled — half-laugh, half-sigh: “I’ve never felt this… in control.”

Tara Jr. (cream saree) dragged her silver heels in slow figure-eights across the shaft — carving overlapping welts. Mid-grind she spat thickly into the port — then sat and released a long stream. She rose giggling: “He’s still thanking me through the speaker. Distorted, but clear.”

Zara (black palazzos) went clinical — tapping the remote for medium electro pulses timed to her stomps. Each buzz made the cock jump; each stomp flattened it again. She leaned forward — hair falling like a curtain — and whispered through the seat opening: “You waited decades for us. Now feel what bored wives can do.”

The originals watched — sipping champagne, offering quiet pointers: “More weight on the balls — he bounces better.” “Spit first, then piss — makes the swallow louder on mic.” “Drag the studs slower — let the welts rise before the next pass.”

Hours blurred. Heels rotated. Lights burned brighter. Champagne bottles emptied. Bladders refilled and emptied again.

His body became a living canvas: Cock pulped purple — crisscrossed scratches weeping thin red lines. Head swollen twice normal, leaking endlessly. Throat worked constantly — gulp after gulp, bitter tastes coating tongue and throat. Nostrils flared desperately between deposits.

Display updated relentlessly:

Trample Duration: 2:47 Crush Impacts: 412 Fluid Intake: 1.8 L Swallows: 76 Scratches: 89

Ananya finally paused the relay. The ring lights dimmed slightly — not off, just enough to let everyone breathe.

She looked at the seven married women — cheeks flushed, eyes bright, sarees disheveled from leaning and sitting. No longer bored. No longer pretending.

“Ring light hours complete,” she said. “You’ve all done well. He’s handling triple duty perfectly.” She smiled thinly at the machine below. “Keep drinking, ladies. The machine’s still thirsty.”

The married women exchanged glances — no words needed. They were no longer guests. They were beginning to understand ownership.

And beneath the glass — bruised, leaking, gulping — the machine waited for whatever came next.


Chapter 5: Electro Symphony
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The ring lights dimmed to a soft violet pulse — just enough to let the room breathe, but not enough to hide the wreckage. The glass cockbox glowed like a dark jewel under the LEDs. The digital display updated with cold precision: Runtime: 3:12:19 — the night had already stretched into early morning territory. Cock and balls protruded through the opening — taped base bruised violet, shaft crisscrossed with weeping scratches, head grotesquely swollen and leaking in thick, slow ropes that pooled on the tempered surface.

Ananya paused the playlist mid-beat. Silence fell like a dropped veil. She looked at the seven married women — sarees disheveled, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with something new and dangerous. They no longer shifted nervously. They stood taller. They breathed deeper.

“Electro symphony,” Ananya announced. “Music controls the shocks now. Sound-reactive pads taped directly to his balls — no cage, just skin on electrode. Every bass drop, every synth stab, every tabla hit — he feels it. And we keep the hydration flowing. The more he processes, the better the conductivity.”

She tapped her phone. The playlist resumed — heavier remixes now: deep sub-bass, electric synths layered with fast tabla drops that vibrated through the marble and up into the cockbox frame. The pads hummed to life on the first low note — gentle buzz teasing the balls, making the cock twitch involuntarily.

The originals stepped back slightly — giving space. This round belonged to the new sitters.

Meera moved first — blush-pink saree now slightly wrinkled from earlier sits. She stood over the glass, remote in hand. Hit record on her phone. Then tapped the electro slider to medium.

The bass dropped. Pads buzzed hard — sharp sting through the balls. Cock jumped violently. She slammed her rose-gold Louboutin down on the head — point-first, twisting as the synth rose. At the same moment she sat on the toilet seat — warm piss poured straight down in a steady stream while the buzz ran and her heel crushed. Triple layer: electro sting + heel grind + forced swallow.

The group chat (still projected on the wall screen) lit up: “Bass-synced shock + piss drop at 0:32 — insane ??” “His twitch is perfect for the build-up”

Meera stayed seated through the next chorus — rocking slowly, releasing in controlled pulses timed to the tabla. She looked up at Priya (mother-in-law) with a small, wicked smile. “It’s like conducting,” she said softly. Priya raised her flute in silent salute.

Kavya followed — emerald Anarkali flowing as she stepped up. She chose low electro first — teasing buzz that made the balls tighten. Then she stomped her metallic gold platforms on the shaft — full weight on the downbeat. Synth stab → pads cracked harder → cock arched under her sole. She sat mid-drop — long piss stream flowing as the buzz peaked. She ground her hips once — deliberate, possessive — and whispered through the seat: “Feel that rhythm? That’s me now.”

Display ticked: Electro Cycles: 23 in her three minutes. Swallows: 14

Tara Jr. (cream saree) went next — silver strappy heels back on. She cranked the slider to pulsing mode — random zaps synced to the tabla. Each zap made the cock jump; each jump met her heel coming down. She dragged studs across the head during a synth swell — carving fresh lines. Then sat — piss pouring while zaps ran in staccato bursts. She laughed — breathless, exhilarated: “He’s thanking me through the distortion speaker. Every zap gets a gurgle.”

Zara (black palazzos) took clinical control. She set the electro to medium-high — timed to the bass drops. Her black patent blocks stomped the base in rhythm — each impact amplified by the buzz. She sat for the bridge — long, slow release while the pads hummed. Leaned forward — hair falling — whispered: “You waited decades for bored wives to wake up. Now conduct with me.”

The originals joined the relay — five at a time again — layering torment under the married women’s direction. Ananya centered crimson Louboutins on the head during heavy drops. Rhea rocked platforms while electro teased. Priya dragged studs as piss flowed from whoever sat.

Champagne bottles emptied faster. Bladders refilled and emptied without pause. Spits, ash, cigarette butts, paan residue — all dropped into the port. Swallows came in waves — distorted gurgles floating through the speaker like dark music.

The married women grew bolder. They experimented with sliders — low buzz to build tension, sharp spikes on drops. They timed sits to choruses — piss flowing as heels crushed. They laughed when the machine twitched perfectly on beat. They whispered commands through the seat — soft at first, then firmer.

By the end of the symphony the display glowed:

Electro Cycles: 89 Fluid Intake: 2.9 L Swallows: 112 Crush Impacts: 531 Scratches: 124

Ananya paused the playlist again. The room fell quiet except for heavy breathing and the soft hum of cooling coils.

She looked at the seven married women — sarees clinging, eyes glassy with power. No trace of boredom left.

“Perfect harmony,” she purred. “Auction next.”

The married women didn’t move right away. They stayed circled around the glass — watching the leaking, bruised, gulping machine beneath them.

They were no longer just participating. They were conducting.

And the machine — forever beneath — had never sounded more grateful.


Chapter 6: The Auction
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The playlist faded to silence at 4:38 a.m. The ring lights softened to a low amber glow — no longer blinding, just warm enough to make the glass cockbox look like a dark trophy case. The digital display froze on the final symphony stats:

Electro Cycles: 89 Fluid Intake: 2.9 L Swallows: 112 Crush Impacts: 531 Scratches: 124

Cock and balls protruded through the lid — pulped purple, crisscrossed with weeping red lines, head swollen twice normal and leaking in thick, slow ropes that had smeared the glass into a sticky abstract painting. The machine’s breathing came in shallow, ragged pulls through the nostrils — the only part of his face still visible. The hydration port glistened wet from the last round of spits and ash.

Ananya set her champagne flute down on a side table. She looked around the circle — originals standing proud and calm, married women flushed, eyes glassy with adrenaline and something deeper. They no longer fidgeted. They stood with weight shifted forward — like predators deciding how to play with prey.

“Auction time,” she announced. “Starts at ₹2 lakh base. 48 hours solo custody in the guest house. Winner picks style: silence, verbal, or mixed. Preview your plans now — heels, remotes, fluids, whatever you want. Highest bid wins.”

The wall screen switched to a live bidding interface — Venmo-linked, anonymous handles, real-time counter ticking up. The originals stepped back slightly — giving the floor to the new sitters. This was their moment.

Meera moved first — blush-pink saree now slightly rumpled, rose-gold Louboutins back on her feet. She crouched beside the glass lid, looked down at the leaking, bruised cock. Then she stood, remote still in hand, and spoke clearly for the mic.

“₹2.5 lakh,” she said. “Verbal style. I’ll make him beg while I crush. Slow grinds on the head, timed spits into the port, and I want to hear every thank-you distorted through the speaker.”

The chat pinged softly — hearts and fire emojis from the originals.

Priya (her mother-in-law) smiled from the circle. “Bold start, beta.”

Kavya stepped up next — emerald Anarkali flowing as she moved. She tapped the electro slider once — low buzz making the balls twitch under the tape. She smiled at the reaction.

“₹3 lakh,” she countered. “Silence style. No words from him. Just heels and swallows. I’ll sit for hours — piss on command, ash drops on the tongue, cold coils to make him shiver while I grind.”

Simran (her mother) raised an eyebrow — impressed, silent approval.

Tara Jr. (cream saree) went third — silver strappy heels clicking as she approached. She dragged one heel-tip slowly across the glass above the head — leaving a faint trail in the pre-cum smear.

“₹3.4 lakh,” she said. “Mixed style. I want him begging and thanking at the same time. Crush the shaft while I piss, spit ash on the tongue, electro spikes on every thank-you. I want the distortion speaker to crackle with gratitude.”

Rhea (her mother) laughed softly from the sidelines. “That’s my girl.”

Zara (black palazzos) stepped forward last — composed, almost clinical. She tapped the remote for a single medium electro pulse — cock jumped hard under the tape. She watched it settle, then spoke.

“₹4.2 lakh,” she said quietly. “Mixed style. Crush the shaft while I piss long and slow. Spit ash on command. Cold coils to make him seize, then warm again to tease. I want every thank-you timed to my heel drops — loud, broken, grateful.”

The bidding froze for three seconds — an eternity in the room. No one countered.

Ananya checked the screen. Looked up at Zara.

“Sold. ₹4.2 lakh to Zara. 48 hours starts at sunrise.”

The originals clapped — elegant, restrained, like closing a high-value deal. The married women exchanged glances — no jealousy, only quiet excitement. They had all tasted it now. They all wanted more.

Zara crouched beside the lid one last time. She tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock twitched under the tape. She leaned close to the seat opening — voice soft, intimate.

“You heard that, machine? 48 hours with me. No words unless I allow them. Just heels, fluids, and gratitude.”

A distorted gurgle floated up — warped, reverent, almost musical.

Zara rose. Looked at the circle of mothers and mothers-in-law.

“I’ll bring him back in one piece,” she said. “But not unchanged.”

Ananya smiled — small, sharp, satisfied. “Take him to the guest house at dawn. Rest of you — morning aftercare starts in thirty minutes. He’s earned it.”

The married women didn’t move right away. They stayed circled around the glass — watching the leaking, bruised, gulping machine beneath them.

They had come bored. They were leaving owners.

And beneath the rose-gold glow — pulped, leaking, waiting — the machine had never felt more claimed.


Chapter 7: Zara’s 48 Hours – The First Solo Claim
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Sunrise bled pink across the farmhouse lawns at 6:42 a.m. The black Sprinter idled outside the guest wing — tinted windows, silent driver, NDA thick as a novel. Zara stepped out first — black palazzos swapped for soft charcoal linen pants and a fitted kurta, hair loose, gold Legacy anklet chiming faintly with each step. In her hand: the slim black remote — still warm from last night’s symphony. She carried no bag. Everything she needed was already inside.

Two originals unlocked the guest suite door — Priya and Rhea, champagne flutes swapped for black coffee. They nodded once — proud, silent handover. Then left without a word.

Zara closed the door behind her. The room was dim — heavy curtains drawn, only soft rose-gold LED strips glowing from the relocated cockbox in the center. Same glass lid. Same rose-gold accents. Same machine — taped cock protruding through the opening, bruised purple from the night before, head still leaking slow ropes onto the glass. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port. Eyes visible through the lid — wide, glassy, locked on her the second she entered.

She walked slowly around the box — bare feet silent on cool marble. Circled once. Twice. Let the anticipation build.

Then she crouched beside the lid. Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock jumped hard under the tape. She smiled — small, private.

“48 hours,” she said softly. “Just you and me. No audience. No safe-word from you. Only what I allow.”

She stood. Slipped off her kurta — folded it neatly on a chair. Pants followed. Bare now except the gold anklet. She stepped onto the glass lid — full weight centered on the head. Heel of one foot pressing the swollen tip flat. Toes of the other curling around the shaft — gripping, releasing, gripping again.

First release came slow — warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallowed — distorted gurgle floating up through the speaker, warped into reverence. She rocked gently — piss flowing in pulses timed to her breathing. No hurry. No performance. Just ownership.

She stayed standing for the first hour — alternating feet, grinding slow circles, dragging toes along scratches to reopen them. Every few minutes she sat on the seat — long releases while she scrolled her phone, read emails, answered a work message from her husband (“Running late at the spa, love you”). Each sit ended with a deliberate rock — making sure every drop hit target.

By noon the display read: Fluid Intake: 1.7 L Swallows: 41 Crush Duration: 2:14

She took a break — showered in the ensuite, came back wrapped in a silk robe. Reopened the lid hydraulics. Added fresh tape — tighter this time, medical-grade silk rope layered over the old black tape. Cinched until veins bulged darker. Head turned almost black from pressure.

Afternoon: cold coils. She dropped temp to 8°C — sudden chill making goosebumps erupt across exposed skin. Sat again — warm piss against freezing metal. Contrast made every swallow sharper — audible gasps through the speaker. She ground harder — robe open, bare thighs pressing down. Whispered through the port: “You waited decades for bored wives. Now feel how bored I was.”

Electro came next — low pulses synced to her heartbeat. She timed stomps to each buzz — heel slamming on the drop. Cock jumped, flattened, jumped again. She sat mid-cycle — piss flowing as pads hummed. Triple layer: cold + shock + stream.

Evening arrived with room service — sushi, chilled Sancerre. She ate cross-legged on the floor beside the box — feeding him nothing but fluids. Spit wine onto his tongue. Dropped soy sauce into the port — salty sting. Sat for dessert — long release while sipping the last of the bottle.

Night one ended at 2:17 a.m. She curled on the daybed — robe open, one foot resting lightly on the glass above his face. Coils set to body-warm. She slept lightly — waking every few hours to sit, release, grind, whisper.

Day two began slower. She untaped the base — let blood flow back — then re-taped even tighter. Added nipple clamps from the drawer — small silver ones with bells. Every stomp made them jingle faintly. She laughed at the sound — first real laugh since arrival.

More sits. More releases. Cold snaps followed by warm grinds. Electro patterns — teasing low buzz for hours, then sudden spikes that arched his back inside the box. She filmed short private clips on her phone — not for the group, just for her.

By sunset day two: Fluid Intake: 4.3 L total Swallows: 189 Electro Cycles: 214 Crush Duration: 7:41

She crouched one last time before handover. Took his chin through the opening — gentle, almost tender. Whispered:

“You belonged to them for decades. Now you’ve tasted what a bored wife can do when she stops pretending. I’m keeping the remote. Next month — my house.”

She tapped the remote — final low buzz. Cock twitched one last time. Distorted thank-you floated up — broken, reverent, hers.

Zara rose. Dressed slowly. Left the guest suite at 6:58 a.m. Sunday — exactly 48 hours later.

The machine remained — bruised, leaking, gulping. But something had changed. The bored circle had claimed its first solo territory.

And Zara walked out lighter than she’d walked in.


Chapter 8: Meera’s 48 Hours – The Second Solo Claim
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Sunrise bled pink across the farmhouse lawns at 6:42 a.m. the following week. The black Sprinter idled outside the guest wing — tinted windows, silent driver, NDA thick as a novel. Meera stepped out first — blush-pink saree swapped for soft ivory linen salwar kameez, hair tied in a loose bun, gold Legacy anklet chiming faintly with each step. In her hand: the slim black remote — claimed as her prize from the auction discount. She carried no bag. Everything she needed was already inside.

Two originals unlocked the guest suite door — Priya (her mother-in-law) and Simran, black coffee in hand instead of champagne. Priya handed her a small velvet pouch — fresh medical-grade silk rope inside. “Make it count, beta,” Priya said softly. Then they left without another word.

Meera closed the door behind her. The room was dim — heavy curtains drawn, only soft rose-gold LED strips glowing from the relocated cockbox in the center. Same glass lid. Same rose-gold accents. Same machine — taped cock protruding through the opening, bruised purple from last night’s symphony, head still leaking slow ropes onto the glass. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port. Eyes visible through the lid — wide, glassy, locked on her the second she entered.

She walked slowly around the box — bare feet silent on cool marble. Circled once. Twice. Thrice. Let the silence stretch until it hummed like anticipation.

Then she crouched beside the lid. Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock jumped hard under the tape. She smiled — small, tentative at first, then wider.

“48 hours,” she said softly. “Just you and me. No distractions. No safe-word from you. Only what I decide.”

She stood. Unpinned her dupatta — folded it neatly on a chair. Kameez followed. Salwar last. Bare now except the gold anklet. She stepped onto the glass lid — full weight centered on the head. Heel of one foot pressing the swollen tip flat. Toes of the other splaying across the shaft — gripping, releasing, gripping again.

First release came slow — warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallowed — distorted gurgle floating up through the speaker, warped into something almost pleading. She rocked gently — piss flowing in pulses timed to her breathing. No rush. No performance. Just quiet discovery.

She stayed standing for the first hour — alternating feet, grinding slow circles, dragging toes along fresh scratches to make them weep. Every few minutes she sat on the seat — long releases while she traced her phone screen, read old texts from her husband (“Busy at work, love you”). Each sit ended with a deliberate twist — ensuring every drop hit target.

By noon the display read: Fluid Intake: 1.9 L Swallows: 52 Crush Duration: 2:31

She took a break — showered in the ensuite, came back wrapped in a plush robe. Reopened the lid hydraulics. Added fresh silk rope — tighter than before, layering over the old tape. Cinched until veins throbbed visibly. Head turned nearly black from pressure.

Afternoon: warm coils. She cranked temp to 42°C — sudden heat making sweat bead instantly across his exposed skin. Sat again — warm piss against heated metal. Contrast made every swallow raspier — audible gasps through the speaker. She ground harder — robe open, bare thighs pressing down. Whispered through the port: “You waited decades for bored wives like me. Now feel how empty I was.”

Electro came next — pulsing mode synced to her heartbeat. She timed stomps to each buzz — heel slamming on the drop. Cock jumped, flattened, jumped again. She sat mid-cycle — piss flowing as the pads hummed. Triple layer: heat + shock + stream.

Evening arrived with room service — light sushi, chilled Sauvignon Blanc. She ate perched on the seat — feeding him nothing but fluids. Spit wine onto his tongue. Dropped wasabi into the port — spicy sting. Sat for dessert — long release while sipping the last of the bottle.

Night one ended at 1:47 a.m. She curled on the daybed — robe open, one foot resting lightly on the glass above his face. Coils set to fluctuating — warm to hot in slow waves. She slept fitfully — waking every hour to sit, release, grind, whisper.

Day two began gentler. She untaped the base — let blood flow back — then re-taped with velvet-lined rope for comfort and cruelty. Added small bells to the clamps on his nipples — every stomp made them jingle softly. She giggled at the sound — her first real laugh in months.

More sits. More releases. Heat waves followed by sudden cold snaps. Electro patterns — teasing pulses for hours, then sharp bursts that arched his back inside the box. She filmed intimate clips on her phone — not for sharing, just for her. Whispered during a long sit: “My husband doesn’t know I’m here. But you do. You feel every secret.”

By sunset day two: Fluid Intake: 4.6 L total Swallows: 203 Electro Cycles: 238 Crush Duration: 8:12

She crouched one last time before handover. Took his chin through the opening — gentle, almost affectionate. Whispered:

“You belonged to our mothers for decades. Now you’ve tasted what a bored wife can become when she stops smiling through nothing. I’m keeping this remote. Next month — my house. My rules.”

She tapped the remote — final pulsing buzz. Cock twitched one last time. Distorted thank-you floated up — broken, reverent, hers.

Meera rose. Dressed slowly. Left the guest suite at 6:58 a.m. Monday — exactly 48 hours later.

The machine remained — bruised, leaking, gulping. But something had shifted. The bored circle had claimed its second solo territory.

And Meera walked out — no longer empty. No longer pretending.


Chapter 9: Kavya’s 48 Hours – The Third Solo Claim
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The black Sprinter rolled up the farmhouse driveway at exactly 6:58 a.m. the following Saturday. Morning fog clung to the lawns like expensive chiffon. The driver opened the door without a sound. Kavya stepped out — emerald Anarkali traded for soft charcoal linen kurta and wide-leg pants, hair in a loose braid, gold Legacy anklet catching the first light with every step. In her hand: the slim black remote — her auction prize still warm from the night she’d first touched it.

Two originals waited at the guest wing entrance — Simran (her mother) and Tara, coffee mugs in hand instead of champagne flutes. Simran handed her a small velvet pouch — extra medical-grade silk rope coiled inside like a promise. “Make him remember you,” Simran said quietly. Then they turned and left — silent handover complete.

Kavya closed the door behind her. The guest suite was hushed — heavy curtains drawn, only rose-gold LED strips glowing from the cockbox in the center. Same glass lid. Same rose-gold accents. Same machine — taped cock protruding through the opening, bruised purple from previous sessions, head swollen and leaking slow ropes onto the glass. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port. Eyes visible through the lid — wide, glassy, locking onto her the moment she entered.

She walked slowly around the box — bare feet whispering on cool marble. Circled once. Twice. Three times. Let the silence stretch until it thrummed like a heartbeat.

Then she crouched beside the lid. Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock jumped hard under the tape. She smiled — small at first, then wider, almost surprised at how natural it felt.

“48 hours,” she said softly. “Just you and me. No meetings. No husband texting from Singapore. No pretending I’m fine. Only what I want.”

She stood. Unpinned her dupatta — folded it neatly on a chair. Kurta followed. Pants last. Bare now except the gold anklet. She stepped onto the glass lid — full weight centered on the shaft. Toes splaying across the taped base — gripping, releasing, gripping again. Heel of one foot pressing the swollen head flat.

First release came slow — warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallowed — distorted gurgle rising through the speaker, warped into something reverent. She rocked gently — piss flowing in pulses timed to her breathing. No rush. No performance. Just quiet possession.

She stayed standing for the first hour — alternating feet, grinding slow circles, dragging toes along welts to reopen them. Every few minutes she sat on the seat — long releases while she scrolled old photos on her phone, lingered on wedding pictures, then deleted one without hesitation. Each sit ended with a deliberate twist — ensuring every drop hit target.

By noon the display read: Fluid Intake: 2.1 L Swallows: 58 Crush Duration: 2:47

She took a break — showered in the ensuite, came back wrapped in a silk robe. Reopened the lid hydraulics. Added fresh silk rope — tighter than before, layering over the old tape. Cinched until veins throbbed visibly. Head turned nearly black from pressure.

Afternoon: cold coils. She dropped temp to 9°C — sudden chill making goosebumps erupt across exposed skin. Sat again — warm piss against freezing metal. Contrast made every swallow sharper — audible gasps through the speaker. She ground harder — robe open, bare thighs pressing down. Whispered through the port: “My husband calls me ‘perfect wife.’ You know I’m not. You feel the real me.”

Electro came next — pulsing mode synced to her breathing. She timed stomps to each buzz — heel slamming on the exhale. Cock jumped, flattened, jumped again. She sat mid-cycle — piss flowing as pads hummed. Triple layer: cold + shock + stream.

Evening arrived with room service — grilled paneer tikka, chilled rosé. She ate perched on the seat — feeding him nothing but fluids. Spit wine onto his tongue. Dropped chili oil into the port — burning sting. Sat for dessert — long release while sipping the last of the bottle.

Night one ended at 2:03 a.m. She curled on the daybed — robe open, one foot resting lightly on the glass above his face. Coils set to fluctuating — cold to warm in slow waves. She slept lightly — waking every hour to sit, release, grind, whisper.

Day two began slower. She untaped the base — let blood flow back — then re-taped with velvet-lined rope for comfort and cruelty. Added small weighted clamps to the balls — every stomp made them swing and tug. She giggled at the motion — her second real laugh in years.

More sits. More releases. Cold snaps followed by sudden heat waves. Electro patterns — teasing pulses for hours, then sharp bursts that arched his back inside the box. She filmed private clips on her phone — not for sharing, just for her. Whispered during a long sit: “I used to wait for him to come home. Now I make you wait for me.”

By sunset day two: Fluid Intake: 4.8 L total Swallows: 217 Electro Cycles: 256 Crush Duration: 8:39

She crouched one last time before handover. Took his chin through the opening — gentle, almost tender. Whispered:

“You belonged to our mothers for decades. Now you’ve tasted what a bored wife becomes when she stops waiting. I’m keeping this remote. Next month — my apartment. My schedule. My rules.”

She tapped the remote — final pulsing buzz. Cock twitched one last time. Distorted thank-you floated up — broken, reverent, hers.

Kavya rose. Dressed slowly. Left the guest suite at 6:58 a.m. Sunday — exactly 48 hours later.

The machine remained — bruised, leaking, gulping. But something had shifted again. The bored circle had claimed its third solo territory.

And Kavya walked out — lighter, sharper, no longer waiting for anyone.


Chapter 10: Tara’s 48 Hours – The Fourth Solo Claim

[image: ]

The black Sprinter glided up the farmhouse driveway at 6:58 a.m. the next Saturday. Morning mist hung low over the lawns like expensive perfume. The driver opened the door in silence. Tara stepped out — cream saree traded for soft dove-grey linen kurta and palazzo pants, hair loose and wavy, gold Legacy anklet catching faint sunlight with every step. In her hand: the slim black remote — her auction prize, still carrying the faint warmth of last night’s grip.

Two originals waited at the guest wing entrance — Rhea (her mother) and Ananya, coffee mugs steaming instead of champagne flutes. Rhea handed her a small velvet pouch — extra weighted clamps and a fresh coil of medical-grade silk rope inside. “Make him sing for you,” Rhea said quietly. Then they turned and left — silent handover sealed.

Tara closed the door behind her. The guest suite was hushed — heavy curtains drawn, only rose-gold LED strips glowing from the cockbox in the center. Same glass lid. Same rose-gold accents. Same machine — taped cock protruding through the opening, bruised purple from previous claims, head swollen and leaking slow ropes onto the glass. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port. Eyes visible through the lid — wide, glassy, locking onto her the moment she entered.

She walked slowly around the box — bare feet whispering on cool marble. Circled once. Twice. Three times. Let the silence stretch until it vibrated like a plucked string.

Then she crouched beside the lid. Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock jumped hard under the tape. She smiled — small at first, then wider, almost playful.

“48 hours,” she said softly. “Just you and me. No wedding planning calls. No mother-in-law texts. No pretending I’m still glowing. Only what I want to hear.”

She stood. Unpinned her dupatta — folded it neatly on a chair. Kurta followed. Palazzo pants last. Bare now except the gold anklet. She stepped onto the glass lid — full weight centered on the shaft. Toes splaying across the taped base — gripping, releasing, gripping again. Heel of one foot pressing the swollen head flat.

First release came slow — warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallowed — distorted gurgle rising through the speaker, warped into something almost melodic. She rocked gently — piss flowing in pulses timed to her breathing. No hurry. No performance. Just quiet discovery.

She stayed standing for the first hour — alternating feet, grinding slow circles, dragging toes along welts to make them weep fresh. Every few minutes she sat on the seat — long releases while she scrolled old wedding photos on her phone, lingered on one, then deleted it without hesitation. Each sit ended with a deliberate twist — ensuring every drop hit target.

By noon the display read: Fluid Intake: 2.0 L Swallows: 54 Crush Duration: 2:39

She took a break — showered in the ensuite, came back wrapped in a silk robe. Reopened the lid hydraulics. Added fresh silk rope — tighter than before, layering over the old tape. Cinched until veins throbbed visibly. Head turned nearly black from pressure.

Afternoon: heat coils. She cranked temp to 43°C — sudden warmth making sweat bead instantly across exposed skin. Sat again — warm piss against heated metal. Contrast made every swallow raspier — audible gasps through the speaker. She ground harder — robe open, bare thighs pressing down. Whispered through the port: “My husband calls me ‘beautiful bride.’ You know I’m more than that now. You feel the real me.”

Electro came next — pulsing mode synced to her heartbeat. She timed stomps to each buzz — heel slamming on the exhale. Cock jumped, flattened, jumped again. She sat mid-cycle — piss flowing as pads hummed. Triple layer: heat + shock + stream.

Evening arrived with room service — butter chicken, naan, chilled rosé. She ate perched on the seat — feeding him nothing but fluids. Spit wine onto his tongue. Dropped chili oil into the port — burning sting. Sat for dessert — long release while sipping the last of the bottle.

Night one ended at 1:59 a.m. She curled on the daybed — robe open, one foot resting lightly on the glass above his face. Coils set to fluctuating — hot to warm in slow waves. She slept lightly — waking every hour to sit, release, grind, whisper.

Day two began playful. She untaped the base — let blood flow back — then re-taped with velvet-lined rope for comfort and cruelty. Added small weighted clamps to the balls — every stomp made them swing and tug. She giggled at the motion — her third real laugh in years.

More sits. More releases. Heat waves followed by sudden cold snaps. Electro patterns — teasing pulses for hours, then sharp bursts that arched his back inside the box. She filmed private clips on her phone — not for sharing, just for her. Whispered during a long sit: “I used to wait for him to notice me. Now you wait for me. And you notice everything.”

By sunset day two: Fluid Intake: 4.9 L total Swallows: 224 Electro Cycles: 267 Crush Duration: 8:51

She crouched one last time before handover. Took his chin through the opening — gentle, almost tender. Whispered:

“You belonged to our mothers for decades. Now you’ve tasted what a newlywed wife becomes when she stops glowing for someone else. I’m keeping this remote. Next month — my penthouse. My playlist. My rhythm.”

She tapped the remote — final pulsing buzz. Cock twitched one last time. Distorted thank-you floated up — broken, reverent, hers.

Tara rose. Dressed slowly. Left the guest suite at 6:58 a.m. Sunday — exactly 48 hours later.

The machine remained — bruised, leaking, gulping. But something had shifted again. The bored circle had claimed its fourth solo territory.

And Tara walked out — lighter, sharper, no longer waiting to be noticed.


Chapter 11: The First Wives’ Circle – All Seven Claim
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The farmhouse drawing room smelled like rain-soaked jasmine, chilled Sancerre, and the faint metallic edge of anticipation. It was Saturday night again — exactly four weeks after the auction. Seven black Sprinters arrived in convoy at 7:02 p.m. Seven married women stepped out — no nervous hesitation this time. Sarees, Anarkalis, tailored kurtas — all chosen with deliberate elegance, gold Legacy anklets chiming in unison as they walked barefoot across marble.

Meera led — blush-pink saree flowing like liquid silk. Kavya followed — emerald Anarkali catching light like a blade. Tara Jr. next — cream saree with gold zari, newlywed softness replaced by sharp confidence. Zara closed the line — black palazzos and fitted kurta, remote already in hand like an extension of her arm. The other three — Simran’s niece (Riya, 30), Ananya’s cousin’s daughter-in-law (Nisha, 33), and Priya’s friend’s daughter (Sana, 29) — completed the circle. All seven carried their own remotes now — slim black wands claimed from previous auctions or gifted by the originals.

The originals stood in a proud semicircle — champagne flutes raised like silent toasts. No instructions needed. No handover ceremony. The wives knew exactly what to do.

The glass cockbox waited center-stage — rose-gold accents glowing under violet LEDs. The machine was already primed: taped cock protruding through the lid, bruised purple from prior sessions, head swollen dark and leaking steadily. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port. Eyes visible — wide, glassy, locking onto the seven women as they formed a tight ring around him.

Ananya spoke once — voice low, ceremonial. “All seven of you. No turns. No waiting. Simultaneous claim. Hydration port open. Remotes synced. Show him what bored wives become when they stop waiting.”

They stepped forward as one.

Seven pairs of designer heels clicked back on — rose-gold Louboutins, metallic gold platforms, silver strappy needles, black patent blocks — all reclaimed from the foyer row. Seven remotes synced to the master app — electro pads humming to life on his balls.

First wave: simultaneous stomps. Seven heels slammed down on the glass lid — different angles, different weights, different rhythms. Cock flattened under the collective pressure — head pancaked, shaft crushed in overlapping prints, balls tugged tight by tape. Pre-cum squirted in thick ropes across the glass.

Second wave: overlapping sits. They didn’t rotate — they layered. Meera sat first — long warm stream pouring down the port. Kavya joined mid-flow — her piss mixing with Meera’s, forcing faster gulps. Tara Jr. sat next — stream timed to a sharp electro spike from her remote. Zara leaned in — added her own slow release while cranking cold coils to 8°C. The other three layered in — spits, ash drops, chili oil drips — all while heels kept grinding above.

Distorted gurgles rose through the speaker — warped, frantic, grateful. Swallows came in waves — audible rasps, desperate gulps.

Third wave: synced electro symphony. Seven remotes tapped in unison — low buzz building to sharp spikes on every bass drop from the playlist. Cock jumped violently under the tape — each twitch met by seven stomping heels. Piss flowed in overlapping streams — warm against sudden cold coils, conductivity spiking the shocks higher.

Fourth wave: verbal claim. They leaned close to the port — one after another, voices soft then sharp. Meera: “You waited for bored wives. Now swallow us all.” Kavya: “My husband’s in Singapore. You’re here for me.” Tara Jr.: “No more glowing for photos. This is real.” Zara: “Every thank-you belongs to us now.” Riya, Nisha, Sana layered in — whispers turning to commands: “Gulp harder.” “Feel every drop.” “You’re ours.”

The originals watched — sipping champagne, recording side angles, offering quiet nods. No interference. This was the wives’ circle now.

Hours blurred. Champagne bottles emptied. Bladders refilled and emptied without pause. Heels rotated — stomps, grinds, scratches, punctures. Electro cycled — teasing lows to sharp bursts. Coils fluctuated — cold snaps to heat waves. Fluids poured — piss, spit, wine, ash, chili oil, paan residue. Swallows never stopped — distorted gurgles turning into a dark, rhythmic chorus.

By 3:41 a.m. the display glowed:

Fluid Intake: 7.2 L Swallows: 389 Electro Cycles: 412 Crush Impacts: 1,047 Scratches: 312

The wives stepped back — breathless, flushed, eyes glassy with power. No boredom left. No pretending.

Ananya raised her flute. “To the wives’ circle. First collective claim complete.”

Seven glasses clinked — soft, triumphant.

They left the machine beneath the glass — bruised, leaking, gulping, forever marked by seven bored women who had stopped waiting.

The originals dimmed the lights. The circle walked out together — anklets chiming in perfect sync.

The machine remained — claimed by all seven. And the bored circle had become something unstoppable.

Next month — their houses. Their rules. Their rhythm.


Chapter 12: Morning Aftermath – The Wives’ Circle Rests
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Sunrise crept through the farmhouse curtains at 6:19 a.m. Soft gold light spilled across marble floors. The ring lights had dimmed to faint amber — no longer blinding, just warm enough to make the glass cockbox look like a sleeping relic. The digital display glowed final stats:

Fluid Intake: 7.2 L Swallows: 389 Electro Cycles: 412 Crush Impacts: 1,047 Scratches: 312

Cock and balls protruded through the lid — pulped deep purple, crisscrossed welts weeping thin red lines, head swollen grotesquely and still leaking slow ropes onto smeared glass. Mouth sealed to the porcelain port — lips raw, throat visibly working even in silence. Eyes half-lidded through the lid — glassy, exhausted, peaceful.

The seven married women sat in a loose circle on floor cushions — sarees and Anarkalis rumpled, gold anklets glinting in morning light. No makeup left. No pretense left. Just flushed skin, heavy breathing, and quiet satisfaction.

Meera leaned back against a sofa — blush-pink saree slipping off one shoulder. She traced a finger along her remote — still in her hand like a new accessory. “I didn’t know I could feel this… full,” she said softly. Priya (mother-in-law) smiled from the doorway — coffee mug in hand. “You always could, beta. You just needed the right seat.”

Kavya stretched — emerald Anarkali creased from hours of leaning and sitting. She looked at the box. At the machine. At the slow drip still falling. “I deleted his last ‘I miss you’ text at 3 a.m.,” she said. No guilt. Just fact.

Tara Jr. laughed — small, breathless. “My husband asked why I didn’t come home last night. I said ‘girls’ trip.’ He believed me.” She tapped her remote once — low buzz. Cock twitched weakly under the tape. She giggled again. “He still thanks me.”

Zara stood slowly — black palazzos wrinkled but posture perfect. She walked to the box. Crouched. Tapped her remote — gentle warm coil pulse. Whispered through the port: “You carried seven of us last night. No breaks. No complaints. Good boy.”

The other three — Riya, Nisha, Sana — sat close. Riya traced a fresh welt on her own thigh from leaning too hard. Nisha sipped coffee — eyes never leaving the machine. Sana scrolled private clips on her phone — small smile playing.

Ananya entered last — black saree still immaculate, crimson Louboutins clicking softly. She carried a tray: warm towels, arnica gel, chilled water bottles, small bowls of soothing salve.

“Aftercare,” she said simply. “For him. And for you.”

The originals moved first — practiced, gentle. They lifted the hydraulic seat cover. Peeling tape slowly — silk rope unwound layer by layer. Applied salve to welts and bruises — cool gel sinking into purple skin. Wiped the glass lid clean with warm towels — removing every smear, every rope mark, every fluid trail.

The wives joined — hesitant at first, then sure. Meera massaged arnica into the balls — gentle circles, no pressure. Kavya wiped the head with a damp cloth — soft, almost tender. Tara Jr. held chilled water bottles against swollen skin — cooling the heat. Zara poured water slowly into the port — small sips to rinse the throat. Riya, Nisha, Sana followed — hands steady, eyes soft.

The machine breathed easier — shallow pulls turning deeper, steadier. Distorted gurgles softened — no longer frantic, just grateful.

Ananya watched from the doorway. Spoke once — voice low, proud.

“You claimed him together. Seven bored wives. Seven remotes. Seven rhythms. He carried all of you. Now rest.”

The wives sat back — cushions, coffee, quiet laughter. No rush to leave. No guilt.

The originals dimmed the lights further. Left the room in soft silence.

The machine remained — salved, cooled, breathing. Bruised. Leaking. Owned.

And the wives’ circle — no longer bored, no longer waiting — rested together. Anklets chiming faintly. Remotes still in hand.

Next month — their houses. Their nights. Their rules.

The circle had closed. And it was only beginning.


Chapter 13: Meera’s Penthouse – The Wives-Only Kitty
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Meera’s Vasant Vihar penthouse smelled like fresh lilies, oud candles, and the sharp tang of chilled Dom Pérignon.

It was Saturday night — six weeks after the auction.

No black Sprinters this time.

Seven private cars pulled into the underground garage at 7:11 p.m.

Seven married women stepped out — no sarees tonight.

Sleek black dresses, tailored jumpsuits, silk slips — chosen for movement, not approval.

Gold Legacy anklets chimed softly as they rode the private elevator up.

No originals invited.

No mothers.

No mothers-in-law.

No watching from the doorway.

This was theirs.

The living room overlooked the glittering Delhi skyline — floor-to-ceiling glass, city lights like scattered diamonds.

In the center: the custom glass cockbox — transported that afternoon, rose-gold accents catching every reflection.

The machine was already primed: taped cock protruding through the lid, bruises faded to deep violet, head swollen and leaking steady ropes onto the glass.

Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain hydration port.

Eyes visible — wide, glassy, locking onto the seven women as they entered.

Meera led — black silk slip dress hugging her curves, remote in one hand, champagne flute in the other.

She stopped at the box.

Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls.

Cock jumped hard under the tape.

She smiled — confident, no trace of the nervous woman who’d sat first.

“Tonight,” she said, voice low and clear, “no rules from them.

Our playlist.

Our remotes.

Our rhythm.

Hydration port open.

No breaks.

No mercy.”

The wives circled as one — heels clicking back on: rose-gold Louboutins, metallic gold platforms, silver strappy needles, black patent blocks.

Seven remotes synced.

Electro pads hummed to life.

First wave: simultaneous claim.

Seven heels slammed down — different angles, different weights, different rhythms.

Cock flattened under collective pressure — head pancaked, shaft crushed in overlapping prints, balls tugged tight by tape.

Pre-cum squirted in thick ropes across the glass.

Second wave: overlapping sits.

They didn’t rotate — they layered.

Meera sat first — long warm stream pouring down.

Kavya joined mid-flow — her piss mixing, forcing faster gulps.

Tara Jr. sat next — stream timed to a sharp electro spike from her remote.

Zara leaned in — added slow release while cranking cold coils to 7°C.

Riya, Nisha, Sana piled on — spits, ash drops, chili oil drips — all while heels kept grinding above.

Distorted gurgles rose — warped, frantic, grateful.

Swallows came in waves — raspy, desperate.

Third wave: wives’ symphony.

Seven remotes tapped in unison — low buzz building to punishing spikes on their custom playlist (slow R&B remixes with heavy bass drops).

Cock jumped violently — each twitch met by seven stomping heels.

Piss flowed in overlapping streams — warm against sudden cold coils, conductivity spiking shocks higher.

Fourth wave: verbal ownership.

They leaned close to the port — voices soft then commanding.

Meera: “You carried us last time. Now swallow every secret we never told our husbands.”

Kavya: “He’s in Singapore again. You’re here for me.”

Tara Jr.: “No more glowing for photos. This is real.”

Zara: “Every thank-you is ours now.”

Riya: “Feel how bored I was.”

Nisha: “Feel how empty.”

Sana: “Feel how powerful.”

Champagne flowed.

Bladders refilled and emptied without pause.

Heels rotated — stomps, grinds, scratches, punctures.

Electro cycled — teasing lows to sharp bursts.

Coils fluctuated — cold snaps to heat waves.

Fluids poured — piss, spit, wine, ash, chili oil, paan residue.

Swallows never stopped — distorted chorus turning rhythmic, almost musical.

By 4:12 a.m. the display glowed:

Fluid Intake: 8.1 L

Swallows: 462

Electro Cycles: 518

Crush Impacts: 1,289

Scratches: 387

The wives stepped back — breathless, flushed, eyes glassy with triumph.

No boredom.

No guilt.

Just power.

Meera raised her flute.

“To the wives-only circle.

First collective claim at my house.

Next month — whoever’s turn it is.”

Seven glasses clinked — soft, victorious.

They left the machine beneath the glass — bruised, leaking, gulping, forever marked by seven women who had stopped waiting forever.

The penthouse lights dimmed.

The circle walked out together — anklets chiming in perfect sync.

The machine remained — claimed by all seven.

And the wives-only kitty had just begun.

Next month — someone else’s house.

Someone else’s rules.

Someone else’s rhythm.

The bored circle was dead.

The wives’ circle was alive.


Chapter 14: Zara’s Permanent Claim – The Machine Moves In
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Zara’s Worli penthouse overlooked the Arabian Sea — floor-to-ceiling glass, infinity pool shimmering under Mumbai moonlight. It was Friday night, eight weeks after the auction. No convoy. No Sprinter. Just one discreet delivery truck at 11:47 p.m. — blacked-out windows, silent crew in NDAs thicker than the sea air. The glass cockbox arrived wrapped in velvet — rose-gold accents catching hallway LEDs like jewelry. They installed it in the master bedroom corner — custom marble platform, hidden drainage, rose-gold power strip glowing softly. No more farmhouse. No more shared nights. This was hers.

Zara stood barefoot in black silk slip — gold Legacy anklet chiming faintly. Remote in one hand, chilled Negroni in the other. The crew left without a word. Door clicked shut. Silence settled — only the distant crash of waves and the soft hum of coils warming to 37°C.

She walked to the box. The machine was already primed: taped cock protruding through the lid, bruises faded to deep violet memory, head swollen and leaking slow ropes onto fresh glass. Mouth sealed wide to the porcelain port. Eyes visible — wide, glassy, locking onto her like she was the only light left.

She crouched. Tapped the remote — low buzz through the balls. Cock jumped hard under the tape. She smiled — slow, possessive.

“Welcome home,” she said softly. “No more weekends. No more sharing. You live here now. Every day. Every night. My rhythm. My schedule. My boredom — gone.”

She stepped onto the lid — full weight centered on the shaft. Toes splaying across the taped base — gripping, releasing, gripping again. Heel pressing the head flat. First release came slow — warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallowed — distorted gurgle rising through the speaker, warped into something almost domestic. She rocked gently — piss flowing in pulses timed to her breathing. No rush. No audience. Just ownership.

Daily routine began next morning. 6:42 a.m. — wake-up sit. Long warm release while she scrolled emails, sipped coffee. 9:17 a.m. — work-from-home grind. Heel on lid, remote pulsing low electro while she took Zoom calls — mute on, smile perfect. Cock twitched under her sole; she never broke eye contact with the camera.

Afternoon: cold coils at 9°C — sudden chill while she napped on the daybed, one foot resting lightly on the glass. Waking sit — warm piss against freezing metal. Contrast made every swallow raspier — audible gasps through the speaker.

Evening: heat waves to 43°C — sweat beading across exposed skin while she ate dinner perched on the seat. Long release while sipping rosé. Spit wine onto his tongue. Dropped chili oil into the port — burning sting.

Night: electro symphony on her custom playlist — slow R&B remixes with heavy bass. Remotes synced to her heartbeat — teasing pulses for hours, sharp spikes on every chorus. She sat through every drop — piss flowing as pads hummed. Triple layer: heat + shock + stream.

Weekends: longer sits. No husband home (Singapore trip extended). She read books on the daybed — feet resting on the lid, occasional grind. Occasional guests — other wives for “coffee” — overlapping sits, shared remotes, laughter echoing off glass.

By week four the display glowed permanent stats:

Fluid Intake: 41.8 L Swallows: 1,892 Electro Cycles: 2,314 Crush Duration: 47:19 Scratches: 1,047

Zara crouched one evening — took his chin through the opening — gentle, almost tender. Whispered:

“You waited decades for bored wives. Now you live with one who stopped waiting. No more farmhouse. No more sharing. Just me. Every morning. Every night. My remote. My rhythm.”

She tapped the remote — final pulsing buzz. Cock twitched one last time. Distorted thank-you floated up — broken, reverent, permanent.

Zara rose. Dressed for dinner — black dress, gold anklet, remote clipped to her waist like jewelry. Walked to the balcony — sea breeze cool against her skin. Looked back at the box glowing softly in the corner.

The machine remained — bruised, leaking, gulping. Home. Hers.

The wives’ circle had evolved. One penthouse. One owner. One rhythm.

And the bored wife was gone forever.


Chapter 15: Zara’s Daily Rhythm – The Machine’s New Normal
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6:42 a.m. – Wake-up sit Zara’s bedroom is still dark except for the soft rose-gold glow from the cockbox corner. She slips out of silk sheets, barefoot, gold anklet chiming faintly. No coffee yet. She walks straight to the glass lid. Steps on — full weight centered on the shaft. Toes splay across taped base. Heel presses swollen head flat. First morning release: slow, warm stream pouring straight down the port. He swallows — distorted gurgle rising through the speaker, warped into sleepy gratitude. She rocks gently — piss pulsing with her breathing. Checks emails on her phone while sitting. Replies to one from her husband (“Flight delayed again, miss you”). Smiles. Deletes the message. Stays seated until 7:04 a.m. Total: 1.1 L already.

7:15 a.m. – Shower & prep She showers — jasmine body wash, steam curling around glass. Towel-dried, robe open. Returns to the box. Untapes base — lets blood flow back for 10 minutes. Re-tapes tighter — fresh medical-grade silk rope. Adds small weighted clamps to balls — they swing when she taps the lid. Low electro pulse — morning tease. Cock twitches weakly. She whispers through port: “Good morning, machine. Another day of me.”

9:17 a.m. – Work-from-home grind Zara sits at her glass desk — laptop open, Zoom muted. One foot on the cockbox lid — heel resting lightly on head. Every 12 minutes she stands — walks over, grinds slow circle, releases short stream. Electro on low loop — synced to her typing rhythm. Cock twitches under sole during client calls. She never breaks eye contact with camera. Smile perfect. Husband texts: “How’s your day?” She replies: “Busy. Love you.” Then sits again — long release while he types back.

1:22 p.m. – Lunch sit Perched on the seat — grilled salmon salad on lap. Eats slowly. Spits lemon wedge juice into port — sour sting. Drops olive pit — small clink. Long release while chewing. Electro spike on every bite. Cock jumps under clamps. She giggles softly — first real laugh of the day.

4:08 p.m. – Afternoon cold snap Coils drop to 8°C. Goosebumps erupt across exposed skin. She sits — warm piss against freezing metal. Contrast makes every swallow raspier — audible gasps through speaker. Grinds harder — robe open, bare thighs pressing. Whispers: “He’s in another meeting. You’re the only one who really feels me today.”

7:33 p.m. – Evening heat wave Coils up to 43°C. Sweat beads instantly. She eats dinner on the seat — pasta primavera, chilled rosé. Spits wine onto tongue. Drops chili flake — burning sting. Long release while sipping. Electro pulses synced to her fork rhythm. Cock twitches in time.

10:19 p.m. – Night symphony Playlist on — slow R&B remixes, heavy bass. Remotes synced to heartbeat. Teasing lows for hours. Sharp spikes on choruses. She sits through every drop — piss flowing as pads hum. Triple layer: heat + shock + stream. Whispers between songs: “No more waiting for him to come home. You’re already here.”

2:47 a.m. – Final sit before sleep Lights dimmed. She curls on daybed — robe open, one foot resting on glass above his face. Coils fluctuating — warm to hot waves. Long release while scrolling private clips from previous days. Deletes none. Saves all.

She taps remote — final gentle buzz. Cock twitches one last time. Distorted thank-you floats up — broken, reverent, routine.

Zara closes her eyes. Smiles into darkness.

The machine remains — bruised, leaking, gulping. Home. Hers. Every day. Every night.

No more farmhouse. No more sharing. Just Zara’s rhythm.

The bored wife is gone. The owner is here.

And the machine has never felt more necessary.


Epilogue: The Circle Eternal
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Months melted into seasons. Zara’s Worli penthouse became the silent heartbeat of the circle. The glass cockbox stayed fixed in the bedroom corner — rose-gold accents catching Mumbai sunrises and midnight sea reflections like quiet jewelry. No more farmhouse weekends. No more auctions. No more waiting for turns. Just daily rhythm. Zara’s rhythm. And the machine’s new forever.

The other six wives drifted in like tide — “coffee” visits that turned into overlapping sits, shared remotes, laughter bouncing off glass walls. Meera arrived with chilled rosé and whispered secrets while grinding slow circles. Kavya synced electro spikes to her favorite moody playlists. Tara Jr. clipped tiny weighted bells that jingled like soft wind chimes with every stomp. Riya, Nisha, Sana layered spit, ash, chili oil — casual, cruel, intimate, like applying perfume. They never stayed the night. They never needed to. Each carried her own slim black remote now — tucked in designer handbags or clipped to waistbands like secret keys to a private kingdom.

The originals watched from a distance. Occasional WhatsApp voice notes floated in: “Still operational?” “Still grateful?” Zara always answered with one photo — fresh welts blooming, fresh leak glistening, fresh distorted thank-you frozen on screen. They never asked to take him back. They never needed to. The legacy had folded inward — mothers to daughters-in-law, shared nights to permanent homes, whispers to ownership.

Husbands traveled longer. Meetings stretched into nights. Weddings glowed brighter on Instagram feeds. But in sea-view bedrooms and high-floor penthouses, seven women no longer waited for anyone to come home. They claimed. They released. They whispered commands into porcelain ports. They owned — completely, quietly, every single day.

The machine remained — bruised violet, leaking slow ropes, gulping with reverent rhythm. No safe-word. No escape. Only gratitude — distorted through speakers, daily, eternal.

One humid evening Zara stood on the balcony — black silk slip catching the sea breeze, remote warm in her palm. She looked back at the glowing corner. Tapped once — gentle buzz. Cock twitched softly under fresh tape. A single distorted thank-you floated up — broken, familiar, hers.

She smiled into the dark water. No more emptiness. No more pretending.

The wives’ circle had closed. And it would never need to open again.

The End.
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