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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of explicit adult sexual fantasy, kink, and power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional. No real person, place, or actual event is intended or should be inferred.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: Her One Amendment

Islid the two printed pages across the kitchen island and kept talking before Simone could cut in.

“Twenty-eight days. We try it. You see who you want. I keep the calendar, I keep the veto, and on day twenty-eight we sit right here and decide if we keep going.”

The pen sat between us. Black. Cheap. My handwriting filled both pages, clauses stacked neat as invoices. Three months of this fight had worn the edges of the argument smooth. I was the one holding the blade. I was sure of it.

Simone’s mouth tipped. At thirty-four she looked sharper than the day I married her, hair pulled back, robe open enough that the line of her collarbone kept dragging my eyes down. I was thirty-two and certain I could bargain my way out of a dry marriage with the right document.

“Read the last line again,” she said.

I did. Out loud. The part about full disclosure. The part about safe words. The part that said any man she brought home left by morning.

“And the chastity clause?” she asked.

“There is no chastity clause.” I laughed. Heat crawled up my neck. “That was a joke, Simone. A late-night joke. I’m not locking my cock in a box so you can go get fucked.”

She took the pen. Signed the bottom of page two in one clean stroke. Then she flipped the paper, wrote a single line in the margin, and turned it so I could see.

Amendment: terms bind both parties. Device optional for review period only. Keyholder: Simone.

“Cute,” I said. “Very funny.”

She stood, walked to the drawer by the stove, and set a small black box on the island. Inside lay a curved steel cage, a ring, a tiny padlock, and a numbered plastic seal in its sleeve. Cold air from the drawer brushed my wrists. The cage looked smaller than my dick already.

My cock jumped against my zipper. Traitor. Novelty, I told myself. The stupid dare of it, the same itch that made me propose this open-marriage fix in the first place. Keep her. Keep the house. Keep control by giving a little away on paper.

“You want me to put that on for twenty-eight days,” I said.

“I want you to put it on now.” Her voice stayed even. “You wrote the trial. I am adding the part you left out because you were busy sounding generous.”

I should have packed the pages up. I should have told her no. Instead my hand went to my belt, and the buckle clicked too loud in the quiet kitchen.

“This is insane.”

“Say stop and we burn the papers.” She waited. “Or drop your pants and let me fit you.”

I shoved my jeans and underwear down. My dick slapped up against my stomach, wet at the tip, stupid and eager. Shame hit right under the ribs. A man who runs a department does not get hard while his wife holds a chastity cage. A man who wrote the rules does not stand bare-assed at his own island and hope she keeps talking.

Simone’s fingers closed around the base of me. Cool. Steady. She worked the ring behind my balls first, then fed the cage over the head. Metal met skin. My shaft tried to swell into a curve that gave nothing back. The padlock clicked. The seal went through the shackle with a thin plastic snap.

“Key,” I said, palm out.

She held it up between two fingers. Then she walked to the dish by the sink, the one that held her earrings, and dropped the key into the porcelain. The metal rang once.

“Simone.”

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The words landed flat. No smile. My cock strained inside the cage, a dull ache building, and the heat in my face made me want to cover myself and want her to keep looking.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Now. Leave the pants.”

I walked. The cage shifted with every step, a cold weight that pulled my balls tight. The wood on the door frame was bare. Somewhere under the bravado I had already decided I would mark the days myself. Proof I owned the experiment.

Simone pointed at the bed. “On your stomach. Ass up.”

“That was not in the…”

“Amendment covers you.” She opened the bottom drawer and took out the bottle of lube, a black silicone plug, and the strap harness she had bought last year “as a joke” and never used on me. The wand vibrator came next. Then a pair of leather cuffs. The drawer smelled like rubber and the faint sweet chemical of toy cleaner.

My mouth went dry. Curiosity shoved past sense. I wanted to see how far she meant to take the first night, and I wanted to prove I could take it and still be the man who wrote the terms.

I climbed onto the bed and braced on my elbows. The cage pressed into the sheets. Simone cuffed my wrists to the headboard rails, snug enough that the leather bit when I tested them. Then her lubed finger pressed against my asshole.

“Breathe.”

She pushed in. One finger, thick with cold gel. The stretch burned. My cock thickened and slammed into steel. A sound left my throat that I did not authorize.

“Listen to you,” she said. “Writing me permission to fuck other men, and your hole is already greedy.”

“Fuck you.”

“You will.” She added a second finger. The wet sound of lube and skin filled the room, slick and dirty. She scissored inside me, opening me, and the burn rolled into a deep pressure that made my thighs shake. “Say what you are.”

“Your husband.”

“Try again.”

Her fingers crooked. White heat shot through my gut. Precome ran out of the cage and pooled on the sheet. My body had sold me out in under a minute.

“A bitch,” I ground out. “Your locked bitch.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your locked bitch. Please. More.”

She worked a third finger in. The stretch went mean. My asshole clenched and failed to close around her knuckles. Sweat prickled down my spine. The plug came next, thicker than her fingers, and she seated it until the base sat flush against me. Full. Used. Steel rattled when I jerked.

Simone stripped the robe. Bare. Nipples tight. She stepped into the harness and locked the thick silicone cock into the ring, black and ridged, longer than mine had ever been. She slicked it, climbed onto the bed behind me, and pulled the plug free with a wet pop. Air hit me open. I clenched on nothing.

“Beg for it,” she said.

“Put it in.” My voice cracked. “Fuck my ass. Use me.”

The head of the strap-on pushed against my rim. She drove forward. The shaft split me in one long glide, lube squelching, stretching me wide around the silicone until my eyes watered. Full. Too full. My locked dick throbbed in useless pulses.

She fucked me. Hard strokes. Her hips slapped my ass, wet and rhythmic. Each thrust shoved my caged cock into the mattress. Metal bit. The ache turned bright.

“Count when I come,” she ordered. She reached under herself and pressed the wand to her clit, the low buzz cutting through the wet slap of the fucking. “Every single one. Out loud.”

The first orgasm hit her fast. Her cunt clenched around nothing I could see; her thighs locked against my hips; a raw sound tore out of her while the strap-on stayed buried deep in my ass. Spit hit my back.

“One,” I gasped.

“Good boy.” She did not slow. She fucked through it, pounding into me, the wand still pressed to her clit, the buzz rising. My prostate took every hit. Pressure stacked behind the cage with nowhere to go. I wanted to come. I could not. The denial hollowed my stomach out and left it hot.

“Tell me what you wrote,” she said between thrusts. “Tell me who gets to fuck me.”

“Other men.” The words scraped. “Men with free cocks. Men who can fill your cunt while I stay locked.”

“And what are you for?”

“Watching. Serving. Taking this in my ass like a whore.”

“Again.”

“I’m a whore with a locked dick. Use my hole. Please.”

She came a second time with the wand jammed against her clit and the strap-on buried to the base. Her free hand twisted in my hair and yanked my head back. She dripped down onto my balls and the cage. The smell of her cut through the lube.

“Two,” I said. My voice shook.

“One more at least.” She pulled out. I gaped for a second, slick, then clenched on empty air. She uncuffed one wrist, flipped me onto my back, and shoved the pillow under my hips. The cage stood purple at the tip where precome kept beading. She pushed my knees to my chest.

“Hold them.”

I held. Exposed. Spread. She lined the strap-on up and drove back in, deeper from this angle, the ridge dragging over my prostate on every stroke. The wand went back between her legs. Her tits bounced with the force of her thrusts. Sweat shone on her stomach.

She spat on my caged cock. The spit ran down the steel and over my balls. “Pathetic. Look at it. Trying so hard.”

“Please…”

“Please what? You do not get to come yet. You get to take it.”

She worked two fingers in beside the strap-on. The stretch tore a shout out of me. Burn. Full. My rim strained around silicone and knuckle both, the wet squelch obscene. Then a third finger. Then she pulled the strap free, left her hand, and tucked her thumb.

“No,” I said. The word had no weight. It was not the safe word. Stop stayed behind my teeth, unsaid, the veto that could burn the papers still mine and untouched. This No belonged to the game.

“Yes.” She pushed. Knuckles. Slow. I burned white as her fist breached me, the widest stretch yet, lube and spit making the entry slick and filthy. I sobbed once. My dick dribbled steadily through the cage without climax, prostate milk forced out by the fist seated in my ass.

“Fuck. Fuck. Too much…”

“Take it.” She twisted her wrist. The fist turned inside me, a blunt weight that owned every inch. The wand buzzed against her clit again. She rode her own hand’s pressure through my body, using me as leverage, and when the third orgasm hit her she bore down until every spasm traveled up her arm and into my gut.

“Three,” I choked.

She kept the fist in. Kept fucking me with it in short grinding pushes. My vision spotted. I was a hole on a bed in my own house, counting my wife’s orgasms while she fisted my ass on day one of a trial I had written like a hero.

“Say the line,” she said.

“I will do exactly as you say.”

“Better.” She eased her hand free. I stayed open, a wet gape that fluttered and would not close. Cool air. Shame. She wiped her fist on my thigh and left a shiny streak. Then she pressed the plug back in, seating it deep, and the stretch of the base made me groan.

She straddled my face. Soaked, slick, the smell of her strong and salty. She dropped onto my mouth.

“Lick. Make it four.”

I licked. Tongue flat. Chin wet. She ground down, smearing herself over my nose and cheeks, the wand humming against the top of her mound while my tongue worked her clit. The plug shifted in my ass with every twitch. The cage tugged. I could barely breathe. I did not care. Somewhere in there the man who had walked into the kitchen proud of a printed plan was still yelling that day twenty-eight returned the key.

My body did not care about architects. My tongue fucked her hole. She came on my face with a hard shudder, thighs clamping my ears, cunt pulsing against my mouth, a rush of wet that I swallowed because she held me there.

“Four,” I said into her cunt, muffled.

She lifted off, breathing hard, and looked down at me. Spit and her cum shone on my chin. She dragged two fingers through it and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked clean.

“You do not unlock yourself,” she said. “Not for a shower. Not for a piss. Not because you get lonely at three in the morning and decide you made a mistake. The key stays where I put it.”

“Twenty-eight days,” I said. Trying to sound solid. “Then the review.”

“Then the review.” She almost smiled. “Get up. Bring the pencil from the nightstand.”

I stood on shaking legs. The plug sat heavy in me. Cum and spit dried sticky on my face. I found the pencil. Simone pointed at the bedroom door frame, the bare strip of wood at eye level.

“Mark it.”

I wrote in pencil, neat as a ledger: Day 1 of 28.

Twenty-seven days left. The number looked small. The steel around my cock made it huge.

Simone took the pencil from my hand and set it on the dresser. “Tomorrow night Dominic comes for dinner. You will cook. You will serve. You will keep that plug in until I say otherwise, and when I send you to the guest room you will go without argument.”

The name landed new. Dominic. A man with a free cock and a place already set at our table in her head.

“Who is Dominic?”

“The first man you are going to watch fuck your wife.” She kissed the corner of my mouth, light, almost kind. “Shower. Leave the cage alone. Leave the plug in. When you finish, strip the guest bed and put clean sheets on. That room is yours for the trial.”

I stood there with graphite on my fingers and another man’s name in my ears, locked, plugged, used, and still stupidly hard inside steel I could not remove.

“Simone.”

“Go,” she said. “And Adrian. When the doorbell rings tomorrow, you answer it on your knees.”


Chapter 2: Three Small Mercies

Istayed on my knees and wiped her slick off my chin with the back of my hand. The roll of masking tape sat on the dresser beside a blank index card.

Downstairs the washing machine hit the spin cycle. The floor hummed up through the rug.

My mouth tasted like her cunt. Salt, and the thick musk that had smeared up my nose when she held me there. The steel cage had cut a red ring into the base of my cock where it had swollen against metal while she finished on my tongue.

Simone sat on the edge of our bed in my old work shirt and nothing else. She had the card in one hand and a black pen in the other. Her inner thighs shone.

“We need this in writing,” I said. “Real limits. A veto. And day twenty eight in the document, in your hand, that the key comes back.”

She clicked the pen. “You already wrote a document. I signed it. Then I added a line.”

“That line locked my cock.”

“Yes.”

The washer thudded. My balls ached, pulled tight against the curve of steel. Her smell sat on my face, wet and sharp, under the clean soap coming up through the floorboards.

“I am still your husband,” I said. “I offered this to save us. I get a say in how it runs.”

Simone looked at me over the card. “Then say it. Bargain. That is what you came in here to do.”

I swallowed her taste and tried to find the voice I used at work. “No overnight guests without notice. I keep the right to stop a night if it goes too far. And the review on day twenty eight is a hard stop. Key returned. Cage off. We talk like adults.”

She wrote one word. I could not read it from the floor.

“Stand up. Take your jeans off. All the way.”

“Simone.”

“You want clauses. I want you stripped while you ask for them. That is the first trade. Take them off.”

I stood. My hands shook on the button. The jeans dropped. The cage sat ugly and tight, a wet bead already at the slit, my cock shoved forward into metal it could not fill. I stepped out of the jeans and left them on the rug.

She pointed at the nightstand. “Second drawer. Black plug. The lube.”

The plug was thick at the neck, a flared base, the rubber giving off a sweet chemical smell when I brought it over. I held it out like a file I wanted her to sign.

“Good,” she said. “On the bed. Face down. Ass up.”

“That is not a clause.”

“It is the cost of one. Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I climbed on. The duvet smelled like her skin and last night’s soap. I put my face in it and reached back and spread myself because she would have told me to in the next breath.

She took the plug from my hand. The cap on the lube popped. Cold gel hit my hole. I flinched. She put two fingers on the small of my back until I stopped moving.

“Breathe out.”

The tip pushed in. My hole burned and tried to shut. She waited, then fed it deeper, a steady press that opened me around the fat middle. I made a sound into the duvet. The cage knocked the mattress as my cock jumped and hit steel.

The base seated flush. I was full. Open. Stuck.

“There,” Simone said. “Now you may speak.”

I turned my face to the side. The plug sat heavy inside me, a blunt claim I had asked for by opening my mouth. “Veto. I want a veto.”

She wiped her fingers on my ass cheek. “No. You may watch. That is your first mercy. You will be in the room. You will see all of it. You do not leave and you do not cover your eyes.”

“That is not what I asked for.”

“It is what you get. Say thank you.”

My throat closed. The washer spun harder downstairs. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For letting me watch.”

She smiled. Nothing behind it. “On your back. Knees bent. Keep the plug in.”

I rolled. The plug shifted and dragged inside me and my locked cock twitched, a dull throb with nowhere to go. Simone pulled the shirt off and threw it on the chair. Her tits were already tight at the nipples. A smear of her own wet sat on her inner thigh, leftover from my mouth.

She opened the bottom drawer and took out the wand, the thick pink dildo, and a pair of black cuffs. She tossed the cuffs on my stomach.

“Left wrist to the headboard. Leave the right free. You will need a hand.”

I buckled the cuff. The click was small and final. The free hand I kept on the duvet so I would not cover the cage.

Simone climbed over my chest and set her cunt on my mouth again. She was soaked from before, and the smell hit me first, hot and rank and sweet, her clit already fat against my nose.

“Lick. Slow. You do not come off until I say.”

I licked. Her taste flooded back, thicker now, and I had to swallow or drown in it. She rocked once and smeared herself across my lips and chin. The wand clicked on in her hand, a low buzz, and she set it against her clit while my tongue worked under it.

The vibration ran through her into my teeth. My plugged ass clenched. The cage bit.

She talked over the buzz. “Second thing. You wanted a guarantee about day twenty eight.”

I tried to answer. She sat heavier and filled my mouth with cunt.

“You get one question per visit. One. You ask it when I say you may speak. You do not ask it twice. That is your second mercy.”

I made a noise against her. She lifted an inch.

“Say it back.”

“One question. Per visit.” My voice came out wet. “Simone, that is not a guarantee. That is a gag with a hole in it.”

“Then do not use the hole. Keep licking.”

I did. The wand’s head slipped in the slick and she hissed and pressed it harder. Her thighs tightened on my ears. Downstairs the washer clicked into the rinse and the pipes knocked.

She came up off my face with a string of spit and cunt joining my mouth to her. She wiped it across my cheek with two fingers and pushed those fingers past my teeth.

“Taste that. That is what you bargained for.”

I sucked her fingers clean because there was nothing else to do with them. The plug in my ass grew when I swallowed.

Simone took the pink dildo and put it in my free hand. It was heavy, veined, longer than I was even before the cage. She squeezed lube down the shaft until it shone.

“You wanted to stay a man in this bed,” she said. “So fuck me with that. You do not put your mouth on me again until I come on it. And you beg for every inch I take.”

“I am not going to beg to fuck my own wife with a toy.”

She took my locked cock in her other hand, steel and all, and squeezed until the metal pinched skin. A thin drop of fluid leaked from the slit and ran down the cage onto my balls.

“You already are. Look at you. Now put it in me and ask.”

I lined the head up with her pussy. She was open and dripping, and the dildo slid the first inch with a wet sound that made my ears burn. I stopped.

“Please,” I said. “Take it.”

“Deeper. Ask better.”

I pushed. Two more inches. Her cunt gripped the silicone and made a slick little kiss around it. “Please let me fuck your cunt with this. Please, Simone.”

“Who does this hole belong to?”

I shut my eyes. Opened them. “You.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“Your cunt belongs to you. I am putting this in because you told me to. Please take more.”

She dropped her hips and took the rest in one seat. The dildo bottomed against my knuckles. Her ass met my fist and the wand came back to her clit, high buzz now, and she started to ride.

The wet sound filled the room. Squelch, slap, the toy dragging out shiny and plunging back. I could smell her, and the rubber, and the lube, and my own sweat. The plug in me shifted every time my body jerked.

“Third mercy,” she said, riding. Her voice stayed even. “You never touch yourself. You never touch the guest. Hands off your cock, hands off his, hands off his mouth if he does not ask you to fetch water. That is the whole of it.”

“That leaves me nothing.”

“It leaves you the chair. It leaves you your one question. It leaves you your eyes. Beg me to keep those.”

I thrust the dildo up into her. Her tits bounced. A string of her wet ran down the toy onto my wrist.

“Please let me keep my eyes. Please let me watch. Please, one question. I will not touch him. I will not touch myself. Please.”

“Name what you are asking to be.”

I did not have the word yet. She did. It waited behind her teeth.

She pulled off the dildo with a filthy pop and turned around on me, facing my feet. “Ass. Your fingers. Start with one.”

I stared at her asshole. It winked, slick, a shine already there from her own dripping cunt. I put a lubed finger on it.

“Ask.”

“Please let me put a finger in your ass.”

“In.”

I pushed. She opened and took it to the knuckle. Hot. Tight. She groaned through her teeth and put the wand back on her clit, reaching between her legs, and the buzz made her hole flutter around my finger.

“Two.”

“Please. Two.”

Two went in. The stretch showed in the way her back dipped. I scissored because I had read that once and she laughed, a short mean sound, and said, “Do not be clever. Push.”

“Three. Please, three.”

Three. Her ass took them with a burn that showed in the clench. She was panting now. The wand slipped in her juice and she cursed and jammed it back.

“The dildo. Cunt. Same time. Do it.”

I got the toy back into her pussy, my cuffed side useless, my free hand doing both jobs in turns, fingers buried in her ass, then the dildo shoved home, then fingers again. She reached back and held the dildo in herself.

“Fuck both. Now.”

I did. Fingers in her ass, toy in her cunt, wand screaming on her clit. The smell was all sex and latex. Her holes made wet, ugly noises, a thick squelch every time I drove in. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. I had forgotten to close it.

“Four. Ask.”

My voice broke. “Please put four fingers in your ass. Please let me open you. Please, I will take the mercies, all of them, just let me do this, let me make you come, please Simone, please.”

Four. Her rim went white and then swallowed. The dildo dragged past my fingers through the thin wall. She shook.

“Make a fist. Slow. You ask all the way.”

I almost said no. The word sat on my tongue and died there, because the cage was drooling onto my stomach and my plugged ass pulsed in time with her, and I had come in here to win paper.

“Please let me fist your ass. Please use my hand. Please come on it. I will write whatever you want. I will sign it. Please.”

She pushed back. My hand tucked, thumb in, and her hole stretched around the widest part and then gave. I was inside her up to the wrist. She made a raw sound and the wand stuttered in her grip.

“Hold it there. Do not thrust. Let me.”

She fucked herself on my fist. Short rolls. The dildo still stuffed in her cunt, her clit mashed to the wand. I lay under her with a plug in my ass and steel on my cock and my wrist inside my wife, and I bargained.

“The card,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Write the three. Write day twenty eight. Write that I am still her husband in this house.”

“You are going to come on my hand and then you are going to tell me what to write,” I tried again. “Please. Come. Please come so we can write it.”

“Beg like you mean the title.”

“I do not know the title.”

“Yes you do. You have been living it since I dropped the key in the dish. Say it and I come.”

I searched. Husband was gone. Lover was a joke. Partner was a word for men who still put their cock in.

“Witness,” I said. “Please come on your witness. Please use me as the witness. I will watch. I will ask one question. I will not touch him. I will not touch this.” I jerked my chin at the cage. “Please. Come. I am asking. I am begging. Please, Simone, come on my fist, come on the toy, come on me, I will take the name, I will take it, please.”

She broke.

Her ass clamped on my hand so hard my fingers went numb. Her cunt gushed around the dildo in a hot spill that ran down over my wrist and onto the cage, dripping through the bars onto my balls. She ground on the wand and shook through it, thighs jumping, a wet pulse in both holes, and she kept the toy buried while she rode the last of it out on my fist.

I almost followed her. The plug and the smell and the sound shoved me to the edge inside the cage, my cock straining so hard the metal went hot, a cramp deep in my groin. Nothing came out but a weak dribble, clear, wasted on my stomach.

“Please,” I said, stupid with it. “Please let me come. Please, I did it, I said it, take the cage off, just this once, I will put it back, I swear, please Simone, I need to come, I need to, I cannot, please.”

She lifted off my hand with a slow pull that made her groan. My fist came free shiny, dripping. Her hole stayed open a second, a dark gape, then fluttered toward shut.

She turned and sat on my thighs, careful of the cage, and looked at my face.

“No.”

The word landed in my gut. My cock gave another helpless kick at the steel.

She shut the wand off. The room went quiet except for the washer clicking into the end of its cycle downstairs and our breathing.

Simone took the card and the pen from the nightstand. She wrote while she was still wet, still open, a smear of her own cum on her wrist.

I lay cuffed and plugged and read upside down as the letters formed.

She dated it. Day 3 of 28.

“Read it out.”

I did. My voice sounded like it belonged to the card. When I hit forfeit my mouth went dry.

“What did you give up?” she said.

“Husband in this bed. Lover. The right to put my cock in you. The right to stop a night. The veto. The guarantee.”

“What did you keep?”

“Eyes. One question. The chair.”

“And the name.”

“Witness.”

She uncuffed my wrist. Pins and needles rushed in. “Get the tape. We put it up together. You pick the corner for the chair, because I am allowing that. Then you pull the plug and you wash your hand and you put your jeans on. We have a house to run.”

I sat up. The plug shifted and I hissed. I took the roll of masking tape. My wet hand left a print on it.

We walked to the closet. The bedroom door frame still had my pencil marks. 1. 2. 3. Twenty five days left, and I had just signed away most of what I had been counting toward, and I looked at the numbers anyway, like they might save me.

Simone opened the closet. The inside of the door was bare white paint. She held the card level.

“Tape.”

I tore a strip. The adhesive smelled sharp, cheap, like school. I taped the top. She put her finger on the bottom and I taped that too. The card sat at eye height. HOUSE RULES. ROLE: WITNESS.

I read it again because she waited.

“The corner,” she said.

I turned. Our bedroom had two. One by the window, one by the wardrobe, a clear sight line to the bed if you sat still. I pointed at the wardrobe corner.

“There. I can see the bed and the door.”

“Why the door?”

“So I know when he comes in.”

“Good. That is your chair’s job now. We bring it up after dinner.”

She took my chin and turned my face back to the card. “You helped put it up. You chose the spot. You said the name. Do not come to me tomorrow and call this my idea.”

“It is your idea.”

“You asked for writing. You got writing. Pull the plug.”

I reached back, hooked the base, and drew it out. The stretch burned in reverse. I stood open and empty and ridiculous in my own bedroom, jeans still on the rug, my wife’s cum drying on my wrist.

I went to the bathroom and washed. Soap, hot water, the smell of her leaving my skin in gray swirls. The cage stayed on. The numbered seal sat intact. I put my jeans back on over it and the denim rubbed the steel.

Simone had put the work shirt back on. She was on her phone at the dresser, typing with her thumb. She did not hide the screen.

A name at the top of the thread. Dominic.

I opened my mouth. She raised one finger.

“That would be your question,” she said. “Save it. You get one when he is here.”

“When.”

She locked the phone. “Soon enough that you should change the sheets. He hates a used bed.”

I looked at the wreck we had made. The wet patch. The dildo glistening on the duvet. The wand. My fist-shaped ache in the air where her ass had been.

I stripped the bed because she had told me to, and because the alternative was standing there asking for the key like a child. The washer beeped downstairs, done. I bundled the duvet cover and the sheet and I could smell us in the cloth, cunt and lube and the sweet rubber of the plug.

“Day three,” I said, more to the door frame than to her. “Twenty five left. We review. That is still in my document.”

Simone taped one extra strip on the card, neat, and pressed it flat. “Your document is in the drawer under mine. Bring the chair up when you come back from the laundry. Put it in your corner. Sit in it once so you know the height.”

I took the laundry.

The hallway smelled like detergent and the leftover sex on my hands that the soap had missed. I started the next load. I folded what had finished. My cock throbbed in the cage the whole time, a stupid trapped beat, and every time I bent the plug’s ghost opened me again.

I carried the wooden chair from the kitchen. It was the one with the straight back, no cushion. I set it in the wardrobe corner. The bed looked different from there. Bigger. I sat. My knees were too high. I would see everything. That was the point.

Simone leaned in the doorway and checked the line of it.

“Stay there.”

I stayed. The house rules stared at me from the closet when the door hung open. WITNESS. I had asked for clauses. I had thanked her for each one. Each one had a leash on the back.

The doorbell rang.

I stood up too fast. The cage knocked my zipper.

Simone did not move from the door frame. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand, then at me.

“Go let him in,” she said. “Take his coat. You know the rules. He knows your name.”

I went down the stairs with the taste of her still under my tongue and the card’s wording stuck behind my teeth. Through the frosted glass a man’s shape waited on our step, tall, a bottle in one hand.

I opened the door.

“Adrian,” he said, like we had already met. “She said you would get this.”

He held out the bottle. His other hand was already moving to the coat. Behind me, up the stairs, Simone’s bare feet crossed the landing toward our room, toward the chair I had placed, toward the card I had taped.

I took the coat. I stepped aside.

Dominic came in.


Chapter 3: The Chair He Chose

Iheld the latch four seconds longer than the bell needed. The chime rang on in the wood under my palm. My dick tried to fatten in the lock and hit metal, and the throb went up my gut like a bruise.

I opened our front door.

Dominic stood on the step in a dark coat, collar up, bag over one shoulder. Thirty-nine. Gray starting at the temples. He looked past me first, into the hall, the way a man looks into a place he has already been promised.

“Evening,” he said.

I stepped aside. “Come in.”

He did. Warm night air came with him, then the weight of his coat as he shrugged it off and held it out without looking at me. I took it. The wool was thick and held the street. My arms bent under it. I carried it to the closet by the stairs.

The card sat taped inside the door where she had put it the night before. House rules in her block letters. I hung his coat on the hook above the card so the hem covered half the words. The fabric dragged. I shut the door on it.

She waited at the top of the stairs in the black slip she only wore when the trial was running. Bare feet on the runner. The key on its thin chain sat between her tits.

“Chair,” she said.

I went to the dining room and lifted the chair I had picked. Oak. Heavy. One of the set we bought the year we moved in. The legs knocked my shin as I climbed. My locked cock bounced against the ring with every step and the ache sat low and sour.

In the bedroom I set the chair in the corner I had marked with a strip of tape on the baseboard. Her side of the bed was already turned down. My side had a clean folded towel on the pillow and nothing else.

Dominic set his bag on the dresser. He took out a black leather bench, short and low, with cuffs fixed to the near legs and a strap across the middle. It was built for a body to be held face down and worked.

“Foot of the bed,” she told him.

He put it there. The legs scraped. He tested the strap with a pull. Then he took out a wand with a fat head, a bottle of lube, a thick plug with a flared base, and a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain. He laid them in a row on my nightstand like tools.

I stood by the chair with my palms open at my sides. My throat was dry.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt beside the chair. Knees on the rug. The nap dug into the bone. I kept my back straight because I still thought posture meant something.

Dominic peeled his shirt off. Broad chest. Dark hair down the center. He unbuckled and shoved his jeans and shorts down. His dick swung out half hard, thick, the head blunt. He stroked it once with a dry fist and it rose the rest of the way.

I wanted to look at the floor. The rule said eyes open. I kept them on him.

She walked to me and put two fingers under my chin. Lifted.

“You get the bench tonight,” she said. “You asked to watch. You will watch from there. You will stay hard in that lock until I say stop. You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words landed in my ribs. I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I do not get to decide that anymore.”

“Good. Strip to the lock. Then on the bench. Face the bed. Chin on the pad.”

I stood. Pulled my shirt over my head. Dropped my pants and underwear. The metal sat ugly and tight around my cock and balls, a silver trap with no give. A bead of slick sat at the tip of the tube. I hated that she could see it.

I crossed to the foot of the bed and climbed onto the short bench. Chest down. The leather was cold, then warm under my skin. My cheek pressed the pad. She buckled the strap over my lower back. Dominic clipped the ankle cuffs. My knees hung off the far edge. My locked cock pointed at nothing, smashed to the leather, useless.

She walked around where I could see her and slid the straps of the slip off her shoulders. The silk fell. Bare tits, dark nipples already tight. She hooked her thumbs in her underwear and pushed them down. Her pussy was shaved smooth, the lips already shiny.

Dominic stepped in behind her and put a hand on her hip. She leaned back into him like she had done it a hundred times. Maybe she had. The thought sat under my tongue like a coin I could not spit out.

“One question,” she said to me without turning. “You get one. Use it or lose it.”

My mouth opened on something sharp. A demand. A threat. The words died.

“Will he sleep in this bed after?” I said.

She smiled with half her mouth.

“Yes,” she said. “That side is his when he wants it. Your side is storage. You sleep in the guest room unless I call you to the foot.”

The tally on the door frame sat in the edge of my vision. Day seven crossed. Twenty one left to the review I had written into the deal like a door I could still walk through. The pencil marks looked thinner from here.

Dominic reached around her and rubbed two fingers up through her slit. They came away glossy. He held them near my face.

“Smell your wife,” he said.

I did. Salt and skin and the thick heat of her. My cock jerked in the metal and got nowhere. A sound left me I did not choose.

He wiped his fingers on my lower lip. “Lick.”

I licked. Her taste. My own mouth.

She picked up the plug and the lube. Slicked the toy until it shone. Then she bent over the edge of the mattress right in front of my face, ass high, and reached back to spread herself.

“Put it in me,” she told him. “I want him to see the stretch.”

Dominic set the blunt tip to her asshole and pushed. She breathed out hard. The ring of muscle gave in small jumps. The plug sank, inch by inch, until the flare seated and her hole clenched around the neck. She moaned into the duvet. Low. Raw.

My jaw hurt from how hard I held it.

He slapped her ass once. The sound cracked. Then he picked up the wand, thumbed it on, and the buzz filled the room, cheap and mean. He set the fat head against the metal of my lock, right over where my dick was trapped.

The vibration went through steel into meat. My hips tried to buck. The strap held me. White heat slammed up my spine. Too fast. Too much. I bit the pad.

“Stay,” she said. “You stay on that edge until we are done.”

He left the wand wedged under me so the head kept grinding the lock every time I breathed. Then he climbed on the bed behind her, lined up, and drove his cock into her pussy in one long shove.

She cried out. Full. Wet. The slap of his hips on her ass started at once, hard and steady. The plug shifted in her with every thrust; I saw the base twitch. Her tits swung. Her mouth hung open.

I could smell them. Sex and sweat and the rubber of the toy. The bench was slick under my cheek with my own spit.

“Tell him,” she gasped. “Tell my husband what you are doing.”

“Fucking your cunt,” Dominic said, calm, like he was naming a chore. “Deep. She is soaked. Taking all of it. Little whore wife with a plug in her ass and a locked man at the foot of the bed.”

“Yes,” she said. “Say it, Adrian. What am I.”

My voice cracked. “My wife.”

“Try again.”

“A whore.” The word burned coming out. “A slut taking his dick in our bed while I stay locked.”

“Good boy.” She reached back and pulled her cheek wider so I could see the plug and the way his shaft stretched her open on each pull out. Slick ran down her thigh and dotted the sheet. “Keep your eyes on it.”

He fucked her harder. The mattress springs complained. Her moans climbed. The wand worked my cage without mercy; I leaked onto the leather and my balls drew up tight and angry.

She clawed the duvet. “I am close. Do not let me. Ruin it.”

He yanked out of her. She sobbed once, hips chasing air. Her pussy clenched on nothing, shiny and open, and a clear gush ran out of her onto the towel. Her thighs shook. The crest broke empty. Wasted.

“Pathetic,” he said, almost fond. “Beg for it back.”

“Put it back in,” she said. “Stuff me. Use my holes. Make him hear it.”

He shoved back in to the root. The wet sound was filthy, a thick squelch on every stroke. She pushed back to meet him. The plug stayed buried. Her clit looked swollen where it rubbed the sheet.

He reached under, found the wand, and pressed it harder into my lock. The room bleached at the edges. The edge rose so fast I tasted metal. I was going to spill in the tube, thin and ruined, with no stroke to ride.

“Do not,” she snapped at me. “You hold. You leak if you have to. You do not finish.”

I held. Barely. My thighs trembled against the bench. A broken noise came out of my throat.

Dominic pulled out again. This time he flipped her onto her back and dragged her down the bed until her ass hung near my face. He yanked the plug free. Her asshole gaped for a second, dark and used, then fluttered.

He slicked two fingers and pushed them into that open ring. She took them with a grunt. He worked a third. Then he folded his thumb and pressed. My stomach dropped.

“Fist,” she said, voice flat with want. “Open me for him to see.”

He worked her open. Slow. Mean. Knuckle by knuckle until his hand sank past the widest point and her ass swallowed him to the wrist. She screamed into her forearm. Her belly jumped. Her cunt dripped a string of clear slick onto the sheet under her.

I could not blink. The stretch looked impossible. Her hole clung to his forearm, shiny with lube, and he twisted inside her until she sobbed.

“Describe it,” she ordered me, words punched out between breaths. “Out loud. Filthy.”

“His whole hand is in your ass,” I said. My voice did not sound like mine. “You are stretched. Gaping. Taking a fist in our bed while I stay cuffed to a bench with a wand on my lock like a toy.”

“And what are you.”

“Staff,” I said, and the word made my locked cock jump. “I hang coats. I carry chairs. I kneel. I do not get the bed.”

“Again.”

“I do not get the bed.”

Dominic pumped his fist in short rolls. She came hard and ruined on purpose, body seizing, mouth open, no sound at first, then a raw cry as he pulled the fist free at the peak so her hole clenched on empty air and the orgasm fell apart into shivers and a wet mess on the towel. Her asshole stayed open, a dark ring that would not close, lube and her own slick shining around it.

He wiped his hand on her thigh and fed his cock back into her cunt. Pounding. The headboard hit the wall. She locked her ankles at his back and took it, ruined and hungry for the next climb.

He set the clamps on her nipples. The chain bounced between her tits with every thrust. She hissed and arched.

“Mouth,” she told me. “On the chain. Hold it in your teeth. Do not drop it.”

I stretched my neck. Caught the chain. Metal on my tongue. Cold. Each slam of his hips yanked my head. My eyes watered. Drool ran down my chin onto the leather.

The wand kept buzzing. Behind the metal I was one trapped pulse, leaking a steady wet line. I was so close the room narrowed to the slap of skin and the taste of brass and the sight of his thick shaft splitting her.

She looked down her body at me, eyes glassy.

“One more,” she told him. “Ruin me again. Then fill me. I want him to strip sheets that smell like you.”

He pulled out at the next peak. She thrashed, empty, clit twitching, a spurt of clear fluid hitting her own stomach. He waited three breaths, then slammed back in and fucked her through the aftershocks until she broke into a real finish she could not stop, whole body locked, cunt milking him in hard pulls. He cursed and buried deep and came, hips flush, flooding her. I heard the wet push of it. When he drew out, thick white ran from her open pussy down over her abused hole and onto the towel in a heavy drip.

My own edge screamed. The wand hummed on. I was right there, right fucking there, balls tight, gut knotted.

She reached down, found the switch, and killed the buzz.

The loss was a slap. My cock jerked and spat a thin ruined dribble into the tube and out onto the leather, no thrust, no crest, just a wasted leak that left me shaking and unfinished and worse than before.

“Thank him,” she said.

“Thank you,” I said to the man who had just pumped my wife full on our sheets.

“For what.”

“For fucking her. For using her ass. For letting me stay on the bench and take it.”

Dominic unclipped my ankles. She undid the strap. My arms shook when I pushed up. Knees hit the rug. The chair I had chosen sat empty beside me.

She sat up, clamps still on, cum sliding out of her when she shifted. She pointed at the bed.

“Strip it. All of it. Towel too. Start the wash. Put clean sheets on for him. Bottom sheet tight. His pillow on the left.”

The left had been mine for six years.

I stood. The lock hung sore and wet between my legs. I pulled the duvet off. The fitted sheet stuck where their mess had soaked. The smell rose thick off it, his load and her slick both. I balled the linen against my chest. The weight of it was warm.

At the door frame I passed the pencil tally. Day seven. Twenty one left. The number had been a fuse I held. Now it was a countdown to a room that already was not mine.

In the hall I stopped with the sheets in my arms and looked back.

Dominic stretched out on the bare mattress like he lived there. She curled against his chest, clamps off now, his hand lazy on her hip. My side of the bed was a blank strip waiting for clean cotton and his shoulder.

“Guest room for you,” she said without lifting her head. “Door open. If I call, you come to the foot. If I do not call, you do laundry and you keep the schedule. The chair stays in that corner for visits. You kneel. You never sit.”

I nodded. My mouth tasted like metal and her.

I carried the load to the machine, stuffed it in, poured soap, turned the dial. Water rushed. The drum turned with our sheets and his cum and the proof of what the bed had become.

Back in the doorway of our room I set a stack of clean linen on the dresser. I made the bed the way she liked it, corners sharp, and I put the left-side pillow where he would lay his head. My hands did the work without asking me. When I finished, the room looked ready for a guest who was not a guest.

She watched from the mattress.

“Say what changed,” she said.

I stood at the foot, empty hands, lock heavy between my legs, the smell of them in my nose.

“This is his bed when he is here,” I said. “I serve it. I do not share it.”

“And the trial.”

“Twenty one days left on the frame.” My voice stayed level. The level was a lie my body told for me. “I proposed the review. I still think the key comes back.”

She almost smiled.

“Keep thinking that if it helps you strip sheets,” she said. “Now go. Shower if you need it. No touching. Lights out in the guest room by eleven. He stays the night.”

I left them there. In the guest room I sat on the edge of the single bed and looked at my bare knees, red from the rug and the bench. I ached in the trap, wet from the ruined leak. Jealousy sat in my chest with nowhere to go, only the next chore and the next kneel and the open door down the hall.

I lay back on the narrow mattress. The ceiling was the same ceiling as last week. The house was not the same house.

Twenty one marks waited on the frame. I told myself I was counting toward freedom. Under that, lower, harder to face, another count had started: nights I would make that bed for him, mornings I would start the wash, evenings I would open the latch at 7:40 and take a coat that was not mine.

I closed my eyes and still saw her hole stretched around his wrist. Still felt the wand die at the worst second. Still heard the wet push of him finishing inside her while I dripped useless on leather.

I did not get up. I did not call out. I lay in the small room with my hands at my sides, away from the lock, and admitted the thing I had been stepping around since the doorbell:

I had opened the door myself. I had hung the coat. I had carried the chair. And when she told me the left side was his, my cock had throbbed so hard in the metal I almost spent from the words alone.

Tomorrow I would iron the clean sheets. I would check the tally. I would wait for the next message on her phone that set the time.

And I would answer the bell again, because the part of me that wanted the key back was no longer the part that ran my hands.


Chapter 4: The Guest Room Dresser

Ifroze with my palm flat on the closet door. Half inside. Half out.

“Found you,” she said from the bed.

Coffee sat cold on the nightstand. Sun cut across the unmade sheets. Downstairs the washer hit its last spin, chewing through last night.

I turned. My wife sat up against the headboard with the sheet pooled at her waist, bare tits warm in the light, hair a soft mess. She smiled at me the way she used to on lazy Sundays. My dick jerked inside the steel.

“I was checking the wash,” I said.

“You were standing in our closet staring at empty hangers.” She patted the mattress. “Come here.”

I went. The word she used stuck under my ribs. Come. As if the bed still belonged to both of us the same way.

She pulled me down beside her and laid a warm palm over the metal. The lock was damp from the night. Her thumb traced the seam where the old seal sat.

“You did well yesterday,” she said. “Door. Coat. Chair. Kneeling the whole time. I am proud of you.”

Heat climbed my neck. My dick tried to swell inside the ring and hit steel. She kept that soft Sunday voice and I wanted to shove the whole trial off the table and run. I stayed put.

She reached for the little scissors on the nightstand. Snip. The old seal fell into her palm. She held the steel up and turned it, inspecting every edge, every rivet, the skin pinched pink underneath.

“Still clean. Good boy.”

A new plastic seal came from the drawer. She fed it through the lock, pulled it tight, and clicked it home. Then she wrote a number in a small black notebook. The pen made a dry scratch. I could not read the page from where I lay.

“Day eight,” she said, mild as weather. “Twenty left until the review.”

The pencil marks on the door frame sat in the corner of my eye. Eight tallies. Twenty blanks. I had proposed the clock myself. I had drawn the lines. I had told myself the key came back on the last one.

She set the notebook aside and kissed my shoulder. Warm lips. Warm breath. The kindness sat heavier than any slap.

“I want you to move your clothes,” she said. “Out of this closet. Into the dresser across the hall.”

My stomach dropped.

“That is the spare room,” I said.

“It is yours now.” She brushed hair off my forehead. “You will sleep there. Dress there. Keep your things there. This closet is for me. And for guests.”

Guests. One guest. The man whose coat I had hung over my own card.

“Simone.” Her name came out cracked.

“Do it while I watch. Then thank me.”

I got up. My knees wanted to lock. The steel dragged when I walked, a dull warm weight against my thigh. I pulled shirts from hangers one by one. Socks. Jeans. The gray sweater she used to steal on cold mornings. I carried the first armload across the hall.

The spare room smelled like clean dust and old carpet. The dresser had three drawers. I opened the top one and laid my undershirts in a neat stack. My hands shook.

She stood in the doorway in my old t-shirt and nothing else, coffee reheated in her grip, watching me empty six years of shared space into three drawers.

“Faster,” she said. “I have plans for that locked dick of yours.”

I went back for the rest. Belts. Ties I never wore. The box of watches. When the master closet held only her dresses and empty wood, I shut the door. The click sounded final.

I stood in front of her with my last pair of work shoes in both hands.

“Thank you,” I said.

“For what.”

“For the dresser. For letting me keep a place in the house.”

She smiled. It stopped short of kindness. “Put the shoes away. Then strip and get on the bed in there. On your back. Legs bent.”

I did it. The mattress in the spare room was thinner. Cooler sheets. I lay back with the steel pointing up off my belly, balls tight, skin hot. She came in with a black case and set it on the nightstand like a lunchbox.

Inside: a remote, a thick silicone plug with a flared base, a slim prostate massager that buzzed when she thumbed the switch, a bottle of lube, a pair of soft cuffs, and a strap harness with a thick dick already seated in the ring.

My throat went dry.

“You moved your clothes with your own hands,” she said. “That means you chose this. Say it.”

“I chose this.”

“Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “I am your locked cuckold. I live across the hall now.”

“Good little toy.” She warmed lube between her palms and pushed my knees wider. “Hold still.”

One slick finger pressed my asshole. I clenched. She waited, patient, until I let go, then slid in to the knuckle. The burn was clean and sharp. She worked me open with that one finger until the muscle stopped fighting, then added a second. My hips tried to crawl up the bed. Pre welled at the tip and ran onto my stomach.

“Listen to that,” she said. The wet sound of her working my ass filled the small room. Slick. Obscene. “Your body begs before your mouth does.”

She lined up the thick plug and pushed. The head stretched me past easy. I hissed. She kept steady pressure until the widest part popped through and the base seated flush against me. Full. Heavy. Warm silicone claiming the inside of me.

Then the prostate massager. She slid that in beside the plug’s neck, angling until the tip kissed the spot that made my locked dick jump and spit. She clicked the remote.

The buzz hit low and deep. My back arched off the thin mattress. A sound tore out of me.

“There,” she said. “That stays on. You do not get to turn it down.”

She cuffed my wrists to the headboard with the soft straps. Not tight enough to hurt. Tight enough that I could not reach the steel or the remote.

She straddled my chest facing away and lowered her cunt over my face. Already slick. Already hot. The smell of her hit me first, salt and last night and fresh want.

“Eat,” she said. “Slow. I am not in a rush.”

I put my tongue on her. She sat heavier. Her pussy smeared across my lips and chin. I licked from her clit down to her hole and back, flat and steady, while the massager thrummed against my prostate in a thick, rolling pulse. My locked dick strained and dripped. Nothing to fuck. Nowhere for the pressure to go.

She rocked on my face. Wet sounds. Her thighs warmed against my ears. When she wanted more she ground down and smothered me in cunt until I had to turn my head to suck air, then she pulled me back by the hair and sat again.

“Deeper. Get your tongue in that slut hole. Taste what Dominic fucked last night.”

I pushed my tongue into her. She was soft and used and still greedy. The shame of it made my balls pull up. I had stripped those sheets. I had started that wash. Now I licked the same pussy clean while a toy milked me from inside.

She reached back and bumped the remote. The massager kicked up a gear. My hips bucked. Pre spilled in a thick bead down the steel.

“Look at you,” she said. Her voice stayed warm. Fond. “You want this more than you will admit.”

I moaned into her cunt. She laughed, low, and rode my tongue harder.

She climbed off before she finished and turned around, kneeling over my hips. She slicked the strap-on dick with more lube. Thick. Veined. Longer than I had been even before the lock.

“You are going to take this,” she said. “All of it. And you are going to thank me for fucking your ass while you still have a room in this house.”

She pulled the plug free. The gape left me empty and twitching. Cool air hit the stretch. Then the head of the strap pressed in.

Big. Too big. She pushed anyway, slow and steady, and my body opened around the fake cock because she had already made room. Inch by inch. The burn rolled up my spine. When her hips met my ass she stayed buried and flicked the remote again.

Prostate and strap together. Full. Stuffed. Buzzing. I made a broken noise that did not sound like my name.

She fucked me.

Long strokes at first. The silicone dragged on the way out and shoved deep on the way in. My locked dick bounced against my stomach, useless, leaking a steady string. The headboard tapped the wall. Her tits moved under the old t-shirt. She watched my face the whole time.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “Your hole. Locked cuckold hole.”

“Louder.”

“I am a locked bitch who moved his clothes out so real cock can have the closet.” The words came filthy and true and I hated how hard my dick shoved at the ring saying them. “Fuck my ass. Use me. I live in the spare room now.”

“Good boy.”

She sped up. Skin slapped skin. Wet drag of lube and stretch. Every thrust nailed the massager deeper against that swollen spot inside me until the edges of the room bleached out. I pulled on the cuffs. The soft straps held.

She reached for the wand in the case, the big one, and thumbed it alive against her own clit while she kept railing me. The buzz of it joined the buzz in my ass. Her mouth fell open. Her hips stuttered.

“Keep your eyes on me,” she said. “Watch your wife get off while she fucks you like a toy.”

I watched. She ground the wand on her clit and buried the strap to the base and her cunt clenched empty in the air above my locked dick. A string of her slick hit the metal and ran down over my balls.

She broke with a raw cry. Her thighs shook. The wand stayed pressed hard as she rode the crest, pussy pulsing, juice running down onto me in warm little spurts. She kept thrusting through it, shallow and mean, using my stretched hole to drag the orgasm longer.

When she could breathe again she pulled the strap out. My ass stayed open. Cool air. A dull ache. The massager still buzzed on high.

“Your turn,” she said. “You do not get to cum in the steel. You get to leak. Beg for the remote to stay on until you break the pathetic way locked boys break.”

“I need it,” I said. “Leave it. Do not stop. I will take it. I will take whatever you set.”

She turned the massager up to the top setting and held the base of the steel so I could not thrash free. The prostate assault went brutal. Continuous. No rhythm to ride, only pressure building behind my locked dick until my whole body went rigid.

“Hold it,” she said. “Hold it. Now.”

I shattered.

No clean shot. No arc. Just a hard, ugly seizure that punched through my gut and forced thick cum out of the tip of the locked dick in weak pulses, smearing the steel and my stomach, balls drawn up tight, ass clenching on the buzzing toy like it could keep me from falling apart. Short. Broken. Filthy. My brain went blank for a stretch of seconds and all that was left was full and used and still locked.

She clicked the remote off. The silence in my body rang.

She uncuffed me and wiped my stomach with a tissue, gentle again. Kissed my temple. Pushed the plug back into my sore ass and patted the base.

“Wear that today,” she said. “Remote stays with me. If I buzz you while you fold laundry, you freeze and take it. No touching. No begging out loud if anyone is on the phone.”

I nodded. My voice was wrecked. “Yes.”

She stood and stretched. The strap still jutted from her hips, shiny with lube. She looked around the spare room, at my clothes in the dresser, at my shoes under the chair, at me bare and marked on the thin mattress.

“Unpack the rest before noon,” she said. “Put a glass of water on that nightstand. This is your room. Act like you live here.”

She left the door open when she walked out. In the master, drawers sliding, the soft sound of her hanging something in the closet that used to hold my shirts.

I sat up. The plug shifted inside me. Cum had dried sticky on the steel. Across the hall, through both doorways, the master closet stood open.

Empty hangers. A whole row of them. Waiting.

The pencil tallies read eight down, twenty to go. I had moved my life with my own hands for a review I told myself would give the key back. The remote sat in her pocket. The washer downstairs beeped, done.

I put my undershirts in the second drawer and shut it. The click was small. It stayed in the room long after I took my hand away.


Chapter 5: Eleven Months Earlier

Ichecked my phone twice before I stood up. The text sat plain on the screen: Study. Now. Bring the small key ring from the kitchen hook.

I took the ring. My bare feet stuck to the hall floor on the way down. Day fourteen hung in my head like a wrong note. Fourteen left. I had been counting them like money I owned.

The study door stood ajar. Light spilled out in a hard white rectangle. I pushed in and stopped.

She sat behind the desk with her laptop turned toward the empty chair across from her. The screen burned too bright in the dim. A document filled it. The corner of the file bar showed a date and a time stamp too small to read from the doorway.

Dominic stood by the bookshelf with a glass of water, settled in like he had been there an hour. He nodded once. No smile. A man waiting for a meeting to start.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The chair squeaked. The chastity device dragged cold beneath my shorts and my dick twitched at the metal before I could stop it. Heat climbed my neck. I hated that it happened that fast. I hated that they could both read it on my face.

She folded her arms. “State what you want. Plain words. No speeches.”

My mouth dried. This was the test. I had rehearsed versions of it for days.

“I want the key back on day twenty eight,” I said. “That was the deal. I proposed the trial. When it ends, I get out.”

Dominic drank. The ice clicked in his glass.

She turned the laptop the rest of the way so the screen hit me full on. White page. Black type. My eyes snagged on the top line.

ARRANGEMENT, DRAFT

Then the date under it.

Eleven months before I ever brought up an open marriage at our kitchen table. Eleven months before I sat her down and offered her what I thought was a gift.

“Read it,” she said. “Out loud. From the top.”

My throat closed. I leaned in. The light watered my eyes.

“Clause one,” I read. My voice came out thin. “Husband remains in continuous chastity for the duration of the trial and any extension. Key held by wife. No self release. No negotiation for early unlock without written request and refusal recorded.”

I stopped. Those were my words. The ones I typed into a notes app the night I thought I invented this. Identical phrasing, down to the stiff formal tone I used when I wanted to sound fair.

“Keep going,” she said.

“Clause two. Husband yields the marital bed during guest visits. Corner placement or outside the door as directed. Husband provides linens, water, and cleanup without being asked twice.”

Dominic set his glass down. “Guest towel. Blue one. Second shelf in the hall closet, left side.”

He said it the way a man names a street he drives every day. My stomach dropped. I had folded that towel yesterday. Put it back on that shelf because she told me the order. He already knew the order before she told me.

“Clause three,” I forced out. “Husband proposes the open structure himself so the record shows initiation by him. Wife accepts. Husband believes the terms are his.”

The sentence sat there. I had not written that one. I would never have written that one.

My pulse hammered in my ears. I scrolled with one finger. The calendar attachment sat below the clauses, a simple grid. Day twenty eight of the trial block, bold.

HANDOVER.

Not key returned. Not review. Handover.

“I made this up,” I said. The words cracked. “I sat at the table. I offered. I drafted…”

“You drafted what I left for you to draft,” she said. “Every concession you were proud of granting was a permission I never needed. You walked into a house I had already remodeled. You hung the paint and called yourself the architect.”

Dominic’s mouth twitched. He did not look away.

Pride tried to stand up in my chest and fell over. Fourteen days of a clock that had never been a door.

“Stand up,” she said. “Strip. Fold the clothes on the desk. Present.”

I stood. My fingers fumbled the shirt buttons. The shorts dropped. The device hung heavy and obvious between my thighs, a sealed ring and tube with the new tag she had fixed yesterday. My balls sat tight and full beneath it. My dick strained inside, tip pressed pink against the tip slot.

Dominic walked a slow circle around me. He did not touch. He looked.

“Show him the rest,” she told me. “Turn. Bend. Spread yourself. You wanted to be useful. Be useful.”

I turned. Bent over the desk edge. Reached back and pulled my cheeks apart with both palms. Air hit my hole. Shame landed so hard my knees shook. My dick leaked a thin line of pre into the tube and I tasted metal at the back of my tongue from how hard I bit it.

“Pathetic,” Dominic said. Calm. Almost bored. “Look at that. Tight. Empty. Waiting.”

She opened the bottom drawer. Toys hit the blotter in a dull clatter. A thick black strap harness. A curved dildo already fitted into it, fat and veined. A bottle of lube. A slim remote vibrator on a short plug base. A ring gag. A pair of nipple clamps on a chain.

“On your knees facing him,” she said. “Mouth open. You will keep your eyes on his face while I get ready.”

I dropped. The carpet bit my knees. Dominic stepped close and unzipped. His dick sprang out thick and already hard, the head flushed dark. He smelled like clean skin and faint soap. My mouth watered against my will. I hated that too.

She stepped into the harness behind the desk and buckled it. The dildo jutted from her hips when she came around. She fitted the ring gag between my teeth and strapped it tight. Drool ran over my lower lip at once. The taste of leather and spit mixed on my tongue.

“Hold still,” she said.

She pressed the slim plug to my hole, cold lube and hard silicone, and worked it in with short pushes until the base seated flush. The remote buzzed once in her fingers and the plug kicked alive deep inside me, a low grind against my prostate. My hips jerked. A wet sound left my throat around the ring.

Dominic set his dick on my tongue through the open ring. “Suck. Show me you understand what you are.”

I sealed my lips as best I could and took him. He pushed deeper. The head hit the back of my throat and I gagged, spit flying. He held there. My eyes streamed. The plug buzzed harder and my empty dick throbbed in its prison with nowhere to go.

“Listen to him,” she said. “That choke. That is the sound of a husband who thought he was in charge.”

Dominic pulled back and drove in again. My nose crushed to his stomach. Spit ran down my chin onto my chest. The wet gagging filled the study in crude bursts. Every swallow dragged the taste of him down, salt and skin.

She stood behind me and kicked my knees wider. The strap-on nudged my hole next to the buzzing plug. “I am going to fuck you while he uses your mouth. You will not come until I say. If you try, I stop everything and leave you here overnight.”

I moaned around Dominic’s dick, broken and hungry. Part of me clawed for the story where I had chosen this. The rest of me pushed back onto her toy like a bitch in heat.

She pulled the plug free with a slick pop and drove the thicker shaft in with one long shove. Burn flared. The stretch tore a cry out of me that Dominic swallowed with another thrust. She bottomed out. Her hips slapped my ass. The sound cracked loud in the quiet house.

“Take it,” she said. “Take every inch, you pathetic hole. Say what you are when he lets you breathe.”

Dominic pulled out. Strings of spit hung from my lip to his tip. I gasped.

“I am a cuckold,” I rasped. Drool ran. “I am your hole. I am a good little toy. Fuck me. Use me.”

“Louder,” Dominic said. He slapped his dick across my cheek. Spit smeared.

“I am a whore for my wife and her bull,” I said, and the words lit me up so bright I wanted to crawl under the desk. My locked dick pulsed and dripped. “Please. More.”

She started pounding. Hard, steady, the dildo ramming my prostate on every stroke. The desk shook. Papers slid. My whole body jerked forward onto Dominic as he fed himself back into my mouth and held my head by the hair.

The wet sounds stacked. Squelch of lube. Slap of her hips. My gagging. The low buzz when she thumbed the remote and pressed the slim vibrator flat to the underside of the chastity tube. It hummed through the metal into my trapped cockhead. Too much. Not enough. My eyes rolled.

“Listen to that mess,” she said. “Listen to how wet you sound when you stop pretending you run this marriage.”

Dominic fucked my throat in short mean strokes. Tears cut tracks down my face. Spit foamed at the corners of my mouth. I could not wipe it. My palms stayed planted on his thighs because she had told me to brace.

She reached around and clipped the nipple clamps on. The bite tore a scream out of me around Dominic’s dick. The chain swung and tugged with every thrust. Pain and the prostate grind braided into one ugly need that owned me.

“You drafted nothing,” she said against my ear while she railed me. “You signed what I wrote. Day twenty eight is handover. You will hand me the last of your pride and thank me for taking it.”

I tried to shake my head. My body nodded for me, pushing back onto the strap-on, throat opening for Dominic, clamps swinging. The man I thought I was sat far back and watched this version of me drool and take it.

Dominic pulled out again. “Tongue out. Beg for his load on your face while she ruins your ass.”

“Come on my face,” I said. The words tumbled, raw. “Use me. Breed my mouth. I am your slut. I am her cuck. I need it. Please. Ruin me.”

She changed angle and hit that spot without mercy. The vibrator on the tube climbed. My balls drew up tight. The orgasm built like a fist closing from the inside, prostate first, deep and wrong and huge, no clean path out through a free cock. I thrashed.

“Hold it,” she said. “Hold it, bitch. You come when the document is finished.”

Dominic put the laptop screen in my line of sight again, one hand in my hair, the other stroking his slick dick an inch from my tongue.

“Read the last line,” she ordered. Her thrusts never slowed. “Out loud. Then you may break.”

I blinked. The last line of the draft swam.

“On day twenty eight,” I read, voice shredded, “husband completes handover of residual autonomy. Arrangement becomes permanent. Key remains with wife. Calendar transfers to bull’s schedule. Husband keeps service roles.”

“Again,” she said.

“Handover. Permanent. Key remains. Bull’s schedule. Service.”

“Now come.”

She buried the strap-on to the base and pinned the vibe hard against the tube. Dominic shoved back into my throat and held. The climax tore through me prostate outward, a long brutal spasm that wrenched my gut and locked my thighs. Cum forced out of the tip slot in weak thin spurts, trapped, leaking down the metal, while my hole clenched around her dildo in helpless pulses. I gagged and sobbed and came harder for the gagging. The room bleached at the edges. Sound narrowed to the wet choke and the slap and my own broken noise.

It kept going. She ground through it. The vibe stayed on. My body tried to fold and she held me up by the hips and fucked me through the aftershocks until I was a shaking mess of spit and sweat and spent drip in the desk light.

Dominic pulled out and painted my tongue and chin with thick ropes of cum. The taste hit bitter and salt. He smeared the last of it across my lips with his head.

“Swallow what you can,” he said. “Leave the rest. I want to see it on you.”

I swallowed. Cum and spit ran anyway. My jaw ached around the ring. My hole gaped when she pulled the strap-on free, a lewd ache clenching on air.

She unclipped the gag. My mouth hung. I stayed on my knees because standing felt like a skill I had lost.

Dominic wiped his dick on my cheek and tucked away. He walked into the hall without asking where anything was. Drawer. Closet. The soft pull of fabric. He came back with the blue guest towel over his arm.

“Same place as last time,” he said to her. “Still folded right.”

She unbuckled the harness and set it on the desk beside the laptop. The document still glowed. HANDOVER still sat on the calendar like a brand.

I looked at the screen until my eyes burned. Eleven months. Every proud offer. Every careful clause I thought made me generous. All of it hers first, and I had been the one holding the pencil while I marked the count.

She crouched in front of me. Two fingers lifted my chin. Cum smeared under her touch.

“You wanted the key on day twenty eight,” she said. “You may still ask for it then. I will put it on the table. You will look at what is left of the man who thought he wrote this, and you will decide if he wants out of a story that was never his.”

My breath hitched. Nothing clever rose. Pride lay on the carpet with my folded shorts.

Dominic draped the towel over the chair back for later. He checked his phone.

“Seven forty works for me next,” he said. “Same setup.”

She stood. Looked down at me, open, marked, kneeling in the glare of the screen that had erased the last year of the marriage as I remembered it.

“Get cleaned enough to walk,” she said. “Then come to bed and sleep on the floor mat. Tomorrow you rewrite the tally in the hall in my wording. Permanent draft. Your handwriting.”

I nodded. My throat hurt. My hole throbbed. My spent dick twitched once in the device and went still.

She paused at the door with Dominic behind her.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Begging for the Lock

Istood over the tub with the water climbing the porcelain and steam on my chest, and the metal that had lived on my cock for fifteen days lay on the tile by the taps in two warm halves.

My skin looked wrong without it. Pale where the ring had sat. The hair flattened in a circle. I reached down and touched myself like a stranger, half swollen already from the air alone, and the shame hit so fast my throat closed.

Twelve days left. Day sixteen of the trial I had put in pencil myself. I had told myself the key would come back then. Simone’s calendar had another word for it.

She walked in with a towel and a small kit and set both on the sink. No speech at first. She tested the water with two fingers, shut the tap, and pointed at the mat.

“Step in. Sit on the edge. Legs wide.”

I did. The tub lip cut into the backs of my thighs. She took a cloth and soap and worked between my legs like she was washing a dish. Every pass of the cloth dragged over the head of my cock and my balls drew up tight. I bit my lip and kept my hands on the porcelain.

“Look at you,” she said. “Bare for the first time since you put that thing on. The man who walked through our front door on day one would have laughed at this.”

She said it like a eulogy.

She rinsed me. Then she took a soft brush from the kit and scrubbed the skin under where the ring had pressed, slow circles, until the flesh stung clean. My cock thickened in her grip and a bead of slick rose at the tip. She wiped it off with her thumb and held the shine up where I had to see it.

“He thought he was generous,” she said. “He thought he was inventing terms. He stood in our kitchen and offered me an open marriage like a gift.”

I flinched. The old version of me sat in that sentence like a body under a sheet.

She oiled her hand. The scent of it filled the small room, clean and sharp. She closed her fist around my shaft and pulled once, base to tip, and my hips jerked.

“Stay still.”

I locked my knees. She stroked again. Then she stopped with her palm just under the head and left me straining into nothing.

“That man is gone,” she said. “I am going to talk about him while I do this. You will listen.”

She worked me for long minutes without letting me climb. Up. Pause. Squeeze. Drop. My breath turned ragged. Sweat ran down my ribs into the bathwater. Each time I got close she let go and wiped her hand on the towel, and the air on my slick skin made me shake.

“He kept a calendar,” she said. “He counted days like they were money. He believed the finish line was a key in his palm.”

“Simone…”

“Hush. He is dead. We are washing what is left.”

She reached into the kit and brought out a slim black plug, tapered, with a flared base. Lube shone on it. She pressed the tip to my asshole and waited until I pushed out for her, the way she had trained me. The stretch burned. The weight of it settled inside me and my cock jumped in her empty hand.

“Good. Hold that.”

She went back to stroking. The plug shifted when I clenched. Pressure hit the spot behind my balls and a broken sound left me. She smiled without kindness.

“He used to fuck me like he owned the pace,” she said. “He finished first half the time and called it love. He would not know what to do with this version of you. This version who leaks when I bury a toy in his ass and talk about his corpse.”

“Stop calling him that.”

“Why? You buried him when you signed. I am only saying the service.”

Her fist tightened. She sped up. Heat built low and ugly. My thighs shook. The plug rode every pulse. I was right there, right on the lip of it, balls drawn, jaw open.

She let go.

I cried out. My cock slapped my stomach, shiny and dark, and the denied throb ran all the way into my teeth.

“On the floor,” she said. “Back flat. Head toward the wall.”

I slid down onto the mat. Tile cold under my shoulders. She stripped her skirt and underwear in two motions and stood over my face. The scent of her cunt hit me first, thick and salty, and my mouth watered before I could stop it.

“Service. Tongue only until I say. Keep that plug in. If it slips, we start the count of minutes over.”

I lifted my head and licked. Her folds parted under my tongue, slick already. I worked her clit in the flat strokes she liked and she bore her weight down on my jaw. The crush of her made my nose mash into her. I breathed her in and kept licking.

She leaned forward and took my cock in her oiled hand again. The angle put her tits against my belly. She stroked in time with my tongue, then against it, then not at all, until I was making wet, helpless noises into her pussy.

“The old Adrian would have demanded a turn,” she said above me. “He would have flipped me and chased his own orgasm like a dog. This one eats and takes what he is given.”

I pushed deeper. My tongue fucked into her hole. She was dripping on my chin. I swallowed what I could and kept going. The plug shifted when my hips bucked into her fist, and she squeezed the base of my cock until the climb died.

“Again,” she said. “Slower. Make me feel mourned.”

I did not understand the word until I did. Grief sat in my chest while I licked her, grief for the man who thought he ran a house, and under it I throbbed in her fist anyway. I hated how stiff I was. I hated how the hate made me stiffer.

She rode my face harder. Her clit dragged across my tongue. The wet sounds filled the bathroom, obscene little smacks every time she lifted and dropped. My jaw ached. Spit and her slick ran down my cheeks into my ears.

“Finger yourself around the plug,” she said. “One. Then two if you can take it.”

I reached under and found the rim where the silicone held me wide. I worked a finger in beside it. The stretch tore a moan out of me that vibrated into her cunt. She cursed and ground down.

“Filthy boy. Fingering your own hole while you eat your wife. Say what you are.”

I pulled back enough to speak against her. “A toy. Your toy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your hole to use. I’m the thing you keep under you.”

“And the man who walked in on day one?”

My throat burned. “Gone.”

“Good. Mourn him with your tongue.”

I went back in. She stroked me in long, mean pulls, twisting at the head until my back arched off the mat. Every time my balls tightened she stopped and pinched the base, or pressed her thumb hard under the crown, and the peak slid away leaving me raw.

Time stretched. My face was a mess of her. My ass clenched around plug and finger. My cock had been held on the edge so long the skin felt thin. I lost track of how many times she brought me up and killed it. My thoughts went short.

Need. Can’t. More. Stop. Don’t stop.

She pulled off my face and turned, straddling my chest the other way so her cunt hovered over my mouth again and her own mouth hung above my cock. She did not suck me. She breathed on me. Then she lowered her pussy onto my tongue and took the head of my cock between her lips for three wet pulls before she stopped.

“Oral is for me,” she said. “You get the edge of it. You get the smell of your own precum on my breath.”

She spat on my shaft and spread it with two fingers. Then she sat full on my face again and went back to stroking with that same cruel patience.

I licked until my tongue cramped. She came the first time with a hard clench on my mouth, thighs shaking, a low grunt, slick flooding my chin. She did not climb off. She kept me there through the aftershocks and used my tongue like a rag while her hand went on denying me.

“One for me,” she said. “None for the widow of that other man.”

She stood. My face cooled in the air, sticky. She kicked the kit closer and pulled out a thicker one, glass, heavy. The first one slid out of me with a tug that made me gasp. Empty. Then the glass nose pressed in and the weight of it filled me deeper, colder, denser. My cock jumped and spilled clear onto my stomach.

“Feel that,” she said. “That weight is what you are now. Heavy where he used to be light.”

She straddled my chest again, facing me this time, and lowered her cunt to my mouth without sitting full. “Hold still. Lick. I am going to talk him into the ground while you make me drip.”

I licked. She stroked. The glass plug sat in me like a fact.

“He proposed,” she said, almost soft. “He thought the idea was his. He listed rules like a man writing a will for a life he still believed he owned. Rule six was his pride. A finish during the trial ends it early, on my terms. He put that in so he could feel safe.”

My gut went cold even as her fist worked me.

“He is not here to feel safe,” she said. “You are. And you are going to remember his rule when I offer you the thing he would have grabbed with both hands.”

She sped up. Oil and precum made a slick sound in her fist. The glass shifted against that deep place and the room bleached at its edges. I was going to tip. I was right there.

She stopped.

I sobbed once, raw. My hips fucked empty air.

“Up,” she said. “Kneel in the tub. Hands behind you.”

I knelt in the inches of water left. She stepped in front of me, one foot on the rim, and pulled my face into her cunt again. “Service until I finish a second time. No hands on yourself. The plug stays.”

I buried my tongue in her. She held my hair and used my face. The weight of the glass in my ass kept me rocking. My cock stood out red and untouched, bouncing with every shove of her hips. Drool ran off my chin into the bath. The scent of her was all I had, cunt and soap and the oil on my own skin rising in the steam.

She came again with a sharp cry and a flood I had to swallow or drown in. Her clit pulsed on my tongue. I kept licking through it because she had not said stop. When she finally pushed me back, my lips were numb.

She looked down at me, flushed, eyes clear.

“You can finish,” she said. “Here. Now. My hand. You have earned the release if you want it.”

The words swung open like a door with nothing behind it.

Rule six rose in my head, his words, my old handwriting, the pride of a man who thought a clause could save him. A finish ends the trial early, on her terms. Take the orgasm and the twenty-eight days collapse into whatever she decides. Take it and I am done counting. Take it and the review I had been clinging to dies in a spurt on the tile.

My cock throbbed so hard it hurt. One stroke would have broken me. The old man would have said yes. He would have grabbed the mercy and called it winning.

I looked at the two halves of metal on the tile. I looked at my bare cock, free, heavy, ridiculous. Nothing held me but me.

“Put it back,” I said.

Simone’s head tilted. “Say that again.”

“Put the cage back on. Please.” The word scraped. “I don’t want to finish. I want it locked. I am asking.”

Silence. Water ticked from the faucet.

She crouched so we were level. “You are free right now. You understand that. No metal. No force. You can stand up, walk out of this room, and stroke yourself raw in the hall.”

“I know.”

“And you are begging me to shut you in.”

My face went hot. My cock twitched at the plain truth of it. “Yes. I’m begging. Seal me. I don’t want the finish. I want the lock.”

Something settled in her eyes. Not surprise. Completion.

“Hands on the rim. Stay kneeling.”

She took the halves from the tile. They clicked around me, cold after so much heat, and the ring closed behind my balls with a pressure I had learned by heart. The tube trapped my cock down and in. The padlock went through the hasp. The key turned.

I was shut.

The weight of it came down on me again, familiar and worse now, because I had asked for it with my own clean mouth while I still had the choice. The last story I had been telling myself, that this was done to me, that I was only enduring, cracked in half on the bathroom floor.

She wiped her hands, then my face, then the spit from my chin. She left the glass plug in.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

I stayed on my knees in the cooling water with the metal heavy between my legs and the plug dense inside me, and the ache under the metal keeping time with my pulse. No victim left in the posture. Only a man who had chosen the shut ring while his wife’s cum dried on his tongue.

Her phone buzzed on the sink. She glanced at the screen and answered on speaker without looking away from me.

“He’s ready for the new schedule,” she said. “Come by at seven. Use the side door. He’ll take your coat.”

A man’s voice answered, low, easy, already inside the plan. “Tell him I want the blue towel. He knows the shelf.”

She ended the call. She hooked a finger under my chin and made me meet her eyes.

“Twelve days,” she said. “You just spent the last clean one. Stand up. Dry off. Leave the plug where it is. I want you to feel the weight of what you asked for every time you walk.”

I stood. The metal tugged. The glass shifted deep and a fresh pulse of need ran through my trapped cock with nowhere to go. It did not fade when I stepped onto the mat. It clung, thick as the scent of her still on my face, and followed me out of the bathroom into the rest of the house, into the hours before seven, into the sound of the side door that would open whether I was ready or not.


Chapter 7: The Wrong Seal

Ilaid the bolt cutters on the garage bench at three in the morning and wiped the jaws on a rag that smelled like the mower. The strip light buzzed. My bare feet stuck to the concrete.

The cage sat warm against my balls. The seal hung through the pin, two black digits on white plastic, the same cheap tag she had clicked shut after the bath.

Simone was in his bed. She had taken an overnight bag. She had put her mouth on mine at the door and told me to sleep in the guest room and keep my hands off the lock.

I set the cutters on the plastic anyway.

My cock swelled against the steel and the ring bit down. Heat climbed my neck. I was the man who paid the mortgage, standing in my underwear over a pair of stolen minutes, and the hard-on arriving now turned my stomach.

Put them down. Walk back up. Count the marks on the frame and wait like you swore you would.

I closed the handles.

The tag gave with a thin snap. Broken plastic dropped into my palm, still body-warm, the number facing up. I set it in a paper cup so it would not vanish into the floor crack.

The pin slid free. The cage opened. Air hit skin that had been locked since she put me back in, and my cock kicked up so fast I had to grab the bench.

Thick. Wet at the tip already. Traitor meat.

I pulled the guest towel off the dryer stack. His towel. The one I fold and leave on the chair when she brings him here. I spread it on the stool and sat with my cock in my fist and the broken seal in the cup like a bill I had not paid.

The first stroke dragged a sound out of me. My own palm after days of nothing. Heat. Rough skin. I spat on the head and worked it, ugly and fast, hips punching up off the wood.

Her mouth. His cock in her. The door I did not open tonight.

I came like a boy who had never been touched. Hard jets onto the folded towel, white soaking into the nap, my balls pulling tight, thighs shaking. I kept the fist moving until it hurt and one last dribble ran down my wrist.

Then nothing.

The garage was still the garage. The strip light still buzzed. My cock softened in spit and cum, and the towel looked like a rag I would have to hide in a hot wash before she came home.

I sat with my mouth open. The orgasm had no taste. No her. No rule attached. It sat in my gut like food gone wrong.

I washed at the utility sink. I took my phone off the charger and found the seals she used, same brand, same size, two-pack, rush box. I paid the extra. The confirmation lit my screen while cum dried tight on my skin.

Cage back on. Pin through. No tag. The lock hung ready for anyone who looked. I pulled my underwear up and carried the dirty towel to the washer and stood in the dark kitchen with seven days left on a trial I had already cracked.

The courier rang at noon.

I signed for a small box and took it to the garage like auto parts. New seals in a neat row. Fresh plastic. A ridge that caught my thumb. Two digits already stamped, factory-clean.

I clicked one through the pin. It seated with the same snap. Locked again.

The number was sixty-four.

The old one had been nineteen.

I put the spare and the broken nineteen in a tin behind the paint cans and washed my hands a second time.

The notebook was on her nightstand.

I stood in our room with the pencil marks on the door frame at my shoulder. Twenty-one scratches. Seven empty days before the review I still counted like it belonged to me. The book sat on her side. Black cover. Elastic band. Her pen clipped to the spine.

I could open it. I could write sixty-four in a copy of her hand. I could make the page match the tag.

My fingers touched the elastic.

I took my hand back.

Heat in my face. A sick lift in the locked cage, my cock pushing steel because I had left her book alone and tried to call that clean, as if the clean part of me was not already in a tin behind the paint.

I went down and made the guest bed and set a fresh towel on the chair. I put a second towel in the dryer so it would be warm if she wanted one. My hands needed work.

Her key turned in the front lock after dark.

I opened the door before she could. Coat. Bag. The smell of her hit me in the hall. Sex. His soap. Heat still coming off her skin.

“You’re late,” I said.

“I’m home,” Simone said. She put the bag in my hand. “Guest room. Strip. Kneel on the towel. I want a look at you.”

I did it.

She came in after me with her blouse buttoned wrong and her hair in a knot that had not started that way. She walked a circle. Her fingers hooked the cage and lifted it, testing the weight, the ring, the loose skin behind my balls.

“Still locked.”

“Yes.”

Her thumb rubbed the warm steel. The new tag clicked against her nail. Air stuck in my chest.

She let the cage drop. It tugged my cock down.

“He fucked me in his kitchen,” she said. “Then in his bed. Then I sat on his face until I came on his tongue. Open my jeans.”

I opened them. She wore nothing underneath. Her cunt was swollen and slick, hair damp, a smear of drying cum on her inner thigh. The smell was thick. My mouth watered and my face burned in the same breath.

“Clean it.”

I put my mouth on her. The first lick was salt and him and her, a smear that had cooled and gone tacky. I had to work spit into it to get it moving. She held my head by the hair and rolled her clit on my tongue.

“That’s his cum, Adrian. Swallow it. Get your tongue in my cunt and pull it out of me.”

I pushed in as far as I could and sucked. A slick string hit my tongue, lukewarm, and I swallowed because she had told me to. My locked cock leaked inside the cage and dripped on the towel between my knees.

She made a low sound.

“Greedy mouth for a man who used to ask for the lights off. Fingers. Two. In my pussy. Keep your tongue on my clit.”

I slid two fingers into her. Hot. Soft. She clenched and a wet squelch came out around my knuckles. I fucked her with my hand the way she liked and licked the hood of her clit in short strokes.

She came on my face. Her cunt grabbed my fingers in hard pulses and more slick spilled over my knuckles. She kept me there until her thigh jumped and she shoved my head back.

“On the bed. Face in the blanket. Ass up. Hands behind you.”

I climbed on. The guest towel dragged under my knees when I moved, a wet spot of my own leak going with me. She took the cuffs from the drawer and clicked them around my wrists, tight enough that my fingers tingled.

A drawer opened. The snap of a bottle.

Cold lube hit my hole and ran down my balls onto the cage. Her thumbs spread me. She looked. Air moved cold on the wet, and she hummed, the small one she uses when she checks a thing she owns.

“Pink. Tight. You kept this for me while I was on his cock. Say what I am looking at.”

“My asshole,” I said into the blanket.

“Again. Filthy.”

“You are looking at my hole. Your hole.”

“Better.”

One finger went in. The burn was small and then it was not, the ring of muscle fighting her knuckle. She worked it until the lube turned warm and the drag went slick. My cock thickened and slammed into steel.

A second finger. Stretch. She scissored them and the wet sound was obscene in the quiet room.

“Push back. Don’t you clench on me.”

I pushed back. She gave me a third. The burn widened. My mouth opened on the blanket and a string of drool wet the cloth. Shame mixed on my tongue with the leftover taste of her cunt.

The wand came next. She pressed the fat head to the front of the cage and turned it on. The buzz hit my trapped cock through metal, a blunt rattle that jerked my hips.

“Stay.”

I could not stay. I rocked on her fingers and the wand and the cuffs bit my wrists. The edge rushed up too fast, the same stupid rush from the garage, and I begged.

“Please. I am going to…”

She pulled the wand off. Her fingers went still inside me.

“No.”

The need had nowhere to go. My hole fluttered on her hand. Pre-cum dripped through the cage slot onto the sheet.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please,” I said. “Please let me cum. Please use my hole. I am your locked cuck. I will take what you put in me. Please.”

“Name it properly.”

“I am a hole. I am a toy. Please make your locked bitch cum.”

“Hold that thought.”

She drew her fingers out. Empty. Then the beads, cool and slick, one sphere popping past the ring, then the next, each one thicker, each one deeper, until the last seated against my rim and the string hung down over the cage.

She put the wand back on the steel.

“You do not cum until I say. If you go early I leave you like this until morning.”

I nodded into the blanket. The buzz built. The beads pulled heavy in me. Her free hand cupped my balls and rolled them, warm skin, the texture of her callus on the seam.

“Now,” she said. “Give it to me. Count it.”

The first one tore out of me with no grace. My hole clamped on the beads, my cock jerking inside the cage, a thin spurt hitting the inside of the steel and leaking out the slot in weak pulses. My thighs shook. Too much. Full. The sound I made was ugly.

“Say it.”

“That’s one,” I gasped.

“Good. Again.”

She pulled the beads. One. Pop. My hole grabbed at nothing and I shouted into the cloth. The next bead dragged over the sore spot inside and my cock jumped, dry this time, a cramp of pleasure that had no cum left in it and still wrecked me.

She left the last two in and shut the wand off.

“Breathe. You are going to take more.”

The strap hung in the open drawer. She stepped into the harness and cinched it. The dildo jutted out, thick, shiny with lube she dragged down it with two fingers. She pulled the last beads out in one go and I kicked, hole gaping, the air cold on skin that should have stayed inside.

She notched the head against me and pushed.

The burn went wide. My rim stretched around the ridge and then the shaft slid in on the leftover slick, packing me full, deeper than the beads, until her hips met my ass and the harness leather slapped my skin.

“Take it. This is what I sat on last night. Smaller than him. You still fuss.”

She fucked me. Hard. The wet slap filled the guest room. Each thrust shoved my locked cock into the mattress and the cage bit. She reached around and put the clamps on my nipples, first one, then the other, the teeth closing until the sting watered my eyes.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you. Thank you for fucking my ass.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you for using my hole. Thank you for his leftover cum in my mouth. Thank you…”

She turned the wand on against the cage again and kept pounding. It all stacked. Clamp-sting. Full ass. Rattle on trapped meat.

“Two,” she said. “Ask for it.”

“Please. That’s two. I need two. Please rip it out of me.”

“Then give it.”

I did. The second orgasm had almost no cum, a dry hard clench that locked my whole gut, my hole spasming on the dildo, a dribble leaking from the cage onto the sheet in sad little wet spots. I counted the way she wanted.

“That’s two. That’s two. Please.”

She did not stop.

The strap kept going. My ass made a slick squelch every time she pulled back, lube and my own mess pulled into a string that broke on my balls. The smell was thick now, sex and rubber and the faint soap of him still on her skin when she leaned over my back.

She pulled out. My hole stayed open. Cold air found the shape of the gape.

Gloves. Fresh lube, poured until it ran down the cage and dripped off the tag. Sixty-four, warm and wet, hanging there like a confession she had not read.

Four fingers. She tucked her thumb and pressed.

“Push. You open for this or I stop and leave you cuffed.”

I pushed. The widest part of her hand stretched me past what I had room for. The burn went white. I made a broken sound and she kept coming, knuckles sliding in, and then her hand seated inside me and my rim closed on her wrist.

Fist. In me. I could not think around it.

“Look at you. Proud husband. Fist-deep. Locked. Still leaking.” She flexed her hand and my knees tried to slide apart. “Wand stays on. You will give me another. You will count it. You will thank me.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. What are you.”

“A hole. Your hole. Please. Too much. I am your hole.”

She fucked me with her fist in short heavy shoves. The wand rattled the cage. The clamps tugged when my chest jerked. The third one built from too far in, from the place her knuckles rubbed, and when it hit I had nothing left to shoot. My cock twitched in steel and a clear drip fell. My hole locked on her wrist so hard she hissed.

“Count.”

“That’s three. Thank you. Thank you. I can’t…”

“One more.”

“Please. No. Please yes. I don’t, please.”

She kept the fist where it was and pressed the wand harder, grinding it against the wet slot of the cage where my cock-head was mashed to the metal. Oversensitive. Raw. The pleasure turned sharp and I tried to crawl forward and the cuffs stopped me.

“Take it, you worthless bitch. Drip for me. Ruin it.”

The fourth tore through like a cramp. My vision spotted. My hole fluttered and failed to close even around her hand. A last weak spurt smeared the inside of the cage and leaked out in a thin line down the new tag. I tasted blanket and salt.

“That’s four,” I said, or I tried to. The words came out wrecked. “That’s four. Thank you.”

She left her hand in me until the shaking dropped to small twitches. Then she drew it out. I sobbed once at the drag, stupid and open-mouthed. My ass stayed wide. Lube ran out of me onto the towel in a warm slick sheet.

She peeled the glove and wiped her palm on my back.

The wand died. The clamps came off and the blood slammed back into my nipples until I hissed. She uncuffed me and my arms fell like they belonged to someone else.

“Turn over. Eyes on me.”

I turned. The cage shone with my own mess. The tag sat against my skin, sixty-four, catching the lamp.

Simone stood over me, the strap wet, her cunt flushed. She hooked two fingers under the cage ring and lifted my spent cock so she could look.

“Has this been off since I walked out that door.”

The lie sat ready. I had built it in the garage under a buzzing light. I had paid for it at noon. I had touched her notebook and left it.

“No,” I said. “It stayed on.”

Her eyes held my face. Her thumb rubbed a slow circle on the warm steel, a finger’s width from the number.

“Good. I like you honest, Adrian. It is the one thing I have not had to take.”

My throat worked. I said nothing.

She unbuckled the strap and set it on my chest.

“Clean that. Then you sleep in here. I sleep in our room. At seven you will bring the notebook to the kitchen. You will read me the number I wrote in it. Then we match it to the seal before anyone gets coffee.”

She waited.

“Yes,” I said.

“Say the rest.”

“I will bring the book. I will read the number. We will match the seal.”

“Seven. Do not be late.”

She left. The guest room door stayed open. Down the hall her feet crossed our room, and the nightstand drawer ticked as she set her rings down next to the book I had not opened.

I lay on the wrecked towel with four counts still in my mouth and the stolen fifth dried stiff in the washer downstairs. The tag hung under my cock, warm, wrong, a two-digit lie against skin she had just praised for the truth.

Seven days. Seven in the morning. Her notebook. My number.

I put my hand over the cage so I would not look at it, and I did not sleep.


Chapter 8: Confession Over Dessert

Icounted the plates again. Four. Forks. Knives. Glasses. Mine was the spare set stacked by the sink, face down, already ruled out of the meal.

Simone wiped a smear of lipstick from her thumb with a napkin and dropped the napkin in my palm. “Trash. Then wine. White for Rhea. Dominic drinks red.”

Cold dropped through my gut. Rhea. A name I had never been given leave to learn.

“Four days,” she said, mild as weather. “You still think the tally ends in your favor.”

I took the napkin. The steel between my legs sat heavy and wrong, the replacement seal pinched where the old one had sat clean. I had cut the true seal at three in the morning and come on a guest towel like a thief, and the new number on the band did not match her notebook. That part lived upstairs on her nightstand. I had put it back myself.

The doorbell rang.

I opened it because that was my job now. Dominic filled the porch in a dark shirt, warm from the walk, and the woman beside him wore a cream coat and a smile that already owned the room. Forty-two. Sleek, unhurried. Her eyes ran down my body and stopped at my crotch with the flat interest of someone checking a price tag.

“Adrian,” Dominic said. “Be useful. Coat.”

I took Rhea’s coat. The wool held street cold. Under it she smelled of citrus soap. Dominic’s coat followed. I hung both. My dick pushed at the steel and hit the wall of it, a dull ache that put blood in my face.

Rhea’s voice carried into the dining room. “He is prettier when he blushes. You said that.”

“I did,” Simone said from the table. “Sit. He serves.”

I poured. White. Red. Water for Simone. My fingers shook once on the bottle neck. Rhea watched that shake the way other people watch sports.

Salad first. I plated and set and stood against the wall with my palms on my thighs because standing was the rule when guests ate. Dominic cut lettuce and talked about a job site like this was any Sunday. Simone laughed at a line I missed. The room was warm from the oven. My bare feet on the tile stayed cold.

Between the salad and the roast Simone stood, walked out, and returned with the black notebook.

She set it by her plate. Opened it. Turned a page with one finger.

“Seal,” she said. “Read me the number on him, Rhea.”

Rhea stood without hurry. She walked around the table, stopped in front of me, and hooked two fingers in my belt. “Drop.”

I unbuckled. My pants hit my ankles. Boxers next. The steel sat pale against my skin, the band tight under my balls, the new seal a bright little loop with digits I had bought at midnight and lied about with my whole body.

Rhea crouched. Her breath hit the metal, warm. She read the number out loud, slow, each digit a nail.

Simone checked the notebook. She did not look surprised. She looked finished.

“That is not my number,” she said. “Adrian. Confirm.”

My throat closed. The wrong digits hung in the air between the roast and the wine. Dominic leaned back, chewing, eyes bright. Rhea stayed low, one fingernail tapping the seal like a clock.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I can’t.”

“Try harder,” Simone said.

“I cut it.” The words came out raw. “Last night. Bolt cutters. In the garage. I came on the guest towel and ordered a match and the match is wrong and I put it on anyway.”

Silence took the table. Then Rhea laughed once, soft, delighted.

“Oh,” she said. “He is a little thief.”

Simone closed the notebook. “Dessert first. Then we deal with the thief.”

I pulled my pants up with shaking hands. Simone shook her head.

“No. Leave them. Stand in the corner. Face the wall. You do not eat with us.”

I walked to the corner in my shirt and bare ass, the cage swinging, balls tight and blue with want I hated. The plaster was cool on my forehead when I set it there. Behind me, plates moved. Forks scraped. Rhea asked for more wine. Dominic said something about the roast being perfect. My wife answered like I was furniture.

I listened to them chew. Heat crawled up my neck. My dick leaked into the air and the wet cooled on my skin. Four days left on a trial I had written myself, and the woman who held the key was feeding another man my food while a stranger memorized my failure.

“Bring tiramisu,” Simone said.

I turned. She pointed at the kitchen. I plated three. My own serving stayed in the pan. I set theirs down. Rhea’s knee bumped my bare thigh as I bent. Cold from the fridge dish. Hot from her skin.

“Stay,” Simone said. “On your knees by my chair. Hands behind you.”

I dropped. The tile bit my knees. From here the table was a cliff of wood and legs. Dominic’s shoe rested near my hip. Rhea’s foot found my calf and left it there, a light claim.

Simone took a bite. Hummed. Then she slid her chair back an inch and opened her knees under the cloth.

“Service,” she said. “You know how. Clean me while we finish. If you stop, I tell Rhea the rest of the list out loud.”

The list. Rules. Counts. Things I had signed when I still thought I was generous.

I crawled under the tablecloth. The air there was warmer, thick with skin and wine. Simone’s skirt was already hiked. No underwear. Her cunt was slick and dark and open from the day, from last night at Dominic’s, from whatever they had done without me. I put my tongue on her and she tasted like salt and cream and another man’s soap.

She talked over my head.

“He cut a seal he begged me to put on,” she told them. “He came alone. Against the terms. Then he tried to forge the proof.”

Dominic’s laugh was low. “Hungry little bitch.”

Rhea’s foot pressed harder into my calf. “Is he any good with that tongue, or is he only good at lying?”

Simone’s fingers sank into my hair and held me flush to her. “He is adequate when he is scared. Work, Adrian. Deeper.”

I licked. I sucked her clit. I pushed my tongue into her and fucked her with it while my locked dick throbbed useless against the tile. She rolled her hips and used my face. Wet sounds crowded the dark under the cloth, slick and filthy, the kind you cannot mistake for anything clean. Her thighs clamped my ears. The room above went on with spoons and small talk.

“Tell Rhea what you are,” Simone said.

I pulled back enough to speak. “I’m a thief. A cuck. I cut my own seal and came like a dog.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a locked little whore who serves under the table.”

Rhea’s voice drifted down, sweet. “Again. Call yourself a hole.”

My face burned. My dick jerked in the steel. “I’m a hole. Her hole. I eat cunt while real people finish dessert.”

Simone dragged me back in. “Good. Now shut up and earn the right to beg later.”

Time frayed under there. Her clit swelled under my tongue. She came with a hard shake, thighs crushing my head, cunt pulsing against my mouth, a wet gush I had to swallow or drown in. She did not praise me. She wiped my chin with the tablecloth edge and pushed me back out into the light.

My lips shone. Spit and her slick ran down my chin onto my shirt.

Dominic stood. He was hard in his pants, thick outline, no shame. “Upstairs. Bring the toys bag. And him.”

I rose on stiff knees. Simone pointed at the corner chair we kept by the bedroom wall for me to sit and see.

“That leaves tonight,” she said. “Carry it to the hall closet. You do not get a view anymore.”

The words hit harder than the steel. I lifted the chair. Wood scraped. I walked it out past Rhea, who smiled like I had handed her a gift, and shoved it into the closet behind coats that smelled of winter. When I came back the bedroom door stood open and the three of them were already inside.

Simone’s strap harness lay on the bed, black, the thick dildo already seated in the ring, shiny with lube. A smaller plug sat beside it. Cuffs. A wand. A remote egg still in its case.

“Strip the shirt,” Simone said.

I pulled it off. Fully bare except the lock. Cold air from the vent hit my nipples and they peaked. Rhea sat in the armchair that used to be mine for reading, legs crossed, phone out.

“May I?” she asked Simone.

“Record if you want. He does not get a vote.”

“Limits,” Simone said. “It stays between the three of us. Nothing leaves this house. It dies the second he calls it. That clause never came off the page.”

Rhea nodded, thumb over the lens. “Private. Agreed.”

The camera light blinked red. My stomach turned over. My name in a stranger’s cloud. Rooms I would never stand in.

Dominic peeled his clothes. His dick sprang free, heavy, flushed, already wet at the tip. He stroked once and looked at me.

“Kneel. Hands behind. You clean me after I use your wife. First you watch her take the strap from me while I hold her. Then you worship what I leave.”

Simone stepped into the harness and tightened the buckles. The fake cock jutted from her hips, longer than mine had ever been free, ridged. She tossed the remote to Rhea.

“Egg in him,” Simone said. “Low for now.”

Rhea came off the chair. She lubed the egg with two fingers, spun me, and pressed it to my asshole. The stretch burned. I grunted. She pushed until it seated deep and the wire of need lit my gut. Then the buzz started, low, mean, a hum that pulled a slow drip out of my locked cock to the floor.

“On the bed,” Simone told me. “Face down. Ass up. Present.”

I climbed. Head on the sheet. Knees wide. The egg buzzed. Rhea’s camera caught the gape of me around nothing yet, the steel hanging, the mess of precum on the bedding.

Dominic got behind Simone, bent her forward over my back, and drove into her cunt in one thrust. She gasped. The slap of his hips filled the room, wet and hard. Each slam shoved her weight onto me. Her tits dragged my spine. The strap-on dug into my side, still unused, a threat with a pulse.

“Tell him,” Dominic said against her neck.

Simone’s voice shook with each thrust. “He is fucking me on top of you, Adrian. Thick. Deep. Filling the cunt you only get to lick.”

I moaned into the sheet. The egg kicked up a notch. Rhea, remote in hand, smiling.

Dominic fucked her through two hard orgasms that left her shaking and loud. When he pulled out, cum slicked his dick and her thighs. He stepped to my face.

“Clean.”

I opened. He fed me his cock still shiny with her and himself. I tasted both of them, salt and musk and the bitter edge of his cum. He held my head and used my throat until I gagged, spit running, eyes watering. The camera caught every choke.

“Good little toilet,” Rhea murmured. “Say it.”

I pulled off, strings of spit connecting my lips to his tip. “I’m a good little toilet. I clean bull cock. I swallow what he leaves in my wife.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a locked bitch who eats cum out of a real man’s dick while a stranger films it.”

Dominic wiped my mouth with his thumb. “On your back. Legs up. She is going to open you.”

Simone lubed the strap. She pushed my knees to my chest. The head of the dildo pressed my hole. The egg was still inside; she did not remove it. She pushed in beside the buzz, a brutal stretch that tore a sound out of me I did not know I owned.

“Take it,” she said. “Beg for every inch or I stop and leave you like this.”

“Please,” I started, then caught the worn word and burned it. “I need it. Push into me. Use my ass. Make me your toy. I cut the seal, I lied, I deserve to be split on your dick.”

She drove deeper. The burn whited out. Full. Too full. Egg and strap together, a sick stretch that made my empty cock jump in its prison and leak more. She fucked me in long strokes while Dominic fed Simone his half-hard cock to suck, and Rhea stood close enough that her phone clicked soft as it switched angles.

“Name yourself,” Simone ordered, hips slamming.

“Your whore. Your locked husband. A hole for your strap. A pet that lost the chair.”

“Louder.”

“I lost the right to watch! I lost the chair! I’m not a witness, I’m furniture with a mouth!”

She fucked harder. The bedframe knocked the wall. Sweat ran down my ribs. The wand came next; Rhea pressed it to the steel over my trapped dick and turned it high. Vibration poured through metal into meat that could not rise. My balls drew up. My vision spotted.

“You do not come,” Simone said. “Not until you beg right. Not until Rhea says the recording is pretty enough.”

I begged. Ugly. Long. I listed what I was and what I had done and what I would do for one permission. I offered laundry and doors and schedules. I offered my name in their mouths. I offered the last four days without a fight.

“Let me cum,” I gasped. “Please, Simone, I’ll say it on camera, I’ll say I cut the seal, I’ll say day twenty-four I am still hers, I am a slut for her rules, I need to spill, I need…”

“Stop.” Simone stilled buried to the hilt. The wand stayed. The egg stayed. I shook under them, right on the edge, tears on my temples.

Rhea crouched by my face. “Ask me. I hold the file.”

My voice broke. “Rhea. Let me finish. Put my shame in your phone and let me finish on it. I’m a pathetic locked cuck who forged a seal and now I want to cum while a stranger owns the proof.”

Rhea glanced at Simone. Simone nodded once.

“Come,” Simone said. “Now. On my cock. Make a mess.”

The wand jammed harder. The strap pounded three more times. The egg kicked. My orgasm ripped through with nowhere for the dick to go, a dry-locked ruin that still forced a weak spurt from the tip of the steel, white on my stomach, my whole body locking and thrashing while I sobbed filthy thanks that were half words. Too much. Can’t. Full. Used. The brain blanked, crude and empty, and I rode it until the shakes left me limp.

Simone pulled out. My hole stayed open a second, fluttering, then clenched on the egg. She removed that too. I flinched at the empty ache.

Dominic wiped his dick on my thigh. “Hallway.”

Simone unbuckled the harness. She was calm again, hair damp, mouth soft with sex.

“Kneel outside,” she said. “Door shut. You listen. You do not enter. The chair is gone for good. Your place is the floor on the wrong side of the wood.”

I crawled off the bed on soft legs. Cum cooled on my belly. My hole throbbed. In the hall the carpet was rough under my knees. Simone shut the door. The latch clicked. Through the wood came the wet restart of bodies, Rhea’s laugh, Dominic’s low grunt, the bed starting again without me.

I put my forehead to the paint. Cold. Inside, warmth and sound I used to be allowed to see.

Simone’s voice came once, close to the door, for me alone.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

Then she left me with the hallway and the noise.

Four marks still waited in pencil by the bedroom, counting down to a review I had written like a rescue. My steel hung sticky. My mouth still tasted like them. On Rhea’s phone, my confession already lived. Filmed on the terms we had all agreed, private and mine to revoke whenever I chose.


Chapter 9: In His Own Hand

Iwrote the number while the pen bit my fingers from the cold. Black ink. Thick. The notebook sat on my bare chest and rose and fell with my breath. Above me the guest-room ceiling held a thin crack I had never fixed. Six in the morning. Grey light. Steel around my dick. My hand moved on its own.

Seven. Four. Nine. One. The seal.

She stood at the foot of the bed with her arms folded and her hair still damp from a shower that had not included me. The key hung on the thin chain at her throat. She did not take it off. She did not need to. My cock strained inside the cage and failed, a dull ache that turned hard and stupid the second her eyes dropped to the page.

I finished the last digit. My palm left a damp print beside the entry.

“Read it,” she said.

“Seven four nine one.” My voice came out thin. “New seal. Written by me. Day twenty-six.”

She took the notebook off my chest and checked the line. Her thumb smudged the wet ink. She closed it. That simple. No slap. No corner. No list of rules read out for an audience. My throat worked. Heat crawled up my neck and settled under my jaw where pride used to live.

Two days left on the door frame. Pencil marks. Twenty-six tallies. I had been counting them off like a man waiting for a jailer. Lying there with her body heat in the mattress from last night and the pen still warm in my hand, the numbers ran the other way. Toward. Not out. Toward her.

That should have scared me clean. It made my cock jump against the cage instead.

“Bath,” she said. “Now.”

I followed her down the hall naked. The steel clicked when I walked. In the bathroom she already had the water running hot. Steam fogged the mirror. She pointed at the tub.

“In. Face the wall. Knees apart.”

I climbed in. The heat took my calves, my thighs, my locked junk. She stepped in behind me with her clothes still on, jeans rolled, sleeves pushed up. A bottle of oil sat on the rim. A black silicone plug sat next to it, thicker than the one she had used on me before. Beside that, a slim steel dildo harnessed into a strap, and a pair of leather cuffs already clipped to the towel bar.

My stomach dropped. My dick tried to rise and hit metal.

She poured oil into her palm. The smell hit first. Coconut cut with something sharper, almost medicinal. She rubbed it between her hands and put both palms on my shoulders.

“You wrote your own seal,” she said. “Do you know why I let you?”

I shook my head. Water lapped at my chest.

“Because last night you broke in front of company and still stayed on your knees in the hall until I opened the door at one in the morning.” Her hands slid down my back. Oil slick. Warm. “Because you did not try to bargain your way back into the bed. Because for the first time in years you were in the house when I needed a body in it.”

Her fingers reached the cleft of my ass. I clenched. She waited. I forced the muscle soft. One finger pressed the rim of my asshole and held there, not pushing yet, just present enough that every nerve lit.

“I started that document almost a year before you ever said the words open marriage out loud,” she said. The finger turned. Oil. Pressure. “People think I wrote it because of another man. I wrote it because of you.”

The finger went in to the knuckle. My breath punched out of me. Heat. Full. Wrong and exact.

“You were gone, Adrian. Work. Phone. Late trains. You lived in this house like a guest who paid the mortgage.” She worked the finger in a slow circle. My cock drooled pre-cum into the water. “These twenty-six days are the most present you have been since we got married. You think that is an accident?”

I braced my hands on the tile. “No.”

“Good.” A second finger joined the first. The stretch burned. She scissored them. Oil squelched. The smell of coconut mixed with the hotter, dirtier smell of my opened hole. “Say what you are.”

“Your cuck.” The word left my tongue before I could dress it up. “Your locked husband. The man who holds the door.”

“Filthier.”

“I am the hole that waits in the hall.” My face burned. My dick throbbed against the steel in useless little jerks. “I am the toy you leave outside while he fucks you. I am grateful you still want me for anything.”

The last part came out raw. True. It sat in the steam between us.

She pushed both fingers deep and crooked them. My prostate lit up like a struck match. A sound broke out of my throat. She did it again. Pre-cum ribboned into the bathwater.

“There,” she said. “That. Keep that.”

She pulled her fingers free. The empty ache made me rock back toward her hand. She took the black plug, coated it, and set the blunt tip at my asshole.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She pushed. The widest part forced me open and then seated. Heavy. My rim clamped around the neck of it and I could not close. She twisted it once. My eyes watered.

“Out of the tub. Towel. Bed. On your stomach. Cuffs.”

I obeyed with oil running down the backs of my thighs and the plug shifting inside me with every step. In the guest room she cuffed my wrists to the headboard slats. Face in the pillow. Knees spread. The steel under me pressed into the mattress. She stripped out of her jeans and shirt. The strap harness went on over her hips. The steel dildo jutted from her, thick, veined, longer than anything she had put in me before.

She climbed onto the bed behind me. The mattress dipped. Her hands spread my cheeks. Cool air on the stretched rim around the plug.

“I am going to take this out and put my cock in,” she said, calm as a grocery list. “You are going to take every inch. You are going to thank me for using your ass. You are going to come on my dick like a cheap whore with nothing else left. And when you do, you will not ask for the key. You will ask to keep the door.”

My pulse hammered in my ears. “Yes.”

She pulled the plug. My hole gaped. Empty. Opened. She lined the head up and drove.

One long push. No mercy. The burn ripped through me and then pleasure rode in on top of it, thick and mean. She bottomed out against my prostate and held. My cock jerked against the metal. Drool wet the pillow under my cheek.

“Fuck,” I said. Stupid. Helpless.

“Louder.”

“Fuck. Full. You are in me.”

She drew back and slammed home. Skin slapped skin. Oil and stretch made the room loud. She set a pace that left no room to think. Deep. Hard. Each thrust punched a grunt out of me. The dildo dragged over my prostate on every stroke and my locked cock leaked a steady smear into the sheet.

“What are you?” she said, voice even while her hips worked me open.

“Your hole.” The words broke on a thrust. “Your used little bitch. Your husband with another man’s schedule on the fridge.”

“And?”

“Grateful.” It cracked me open more than the dildo did. “I am grateful you still put your hands on me.”

She fucked harder. The bed frame knocked the wall. Sweat ran down my back and into the cleft of my ass where her hips met me. The smell in the room turned sharp. Sex. Oil. My own armpits. Her skin. I tasted salt where I had bitten the pillow.

She reached under me and cupped the steel. Her fingers pressed the base of my cock through the metal. The pressure plus the pounding on my prostate stacked so fast my vision narrowed.

“You do not come yet,” she said. “You hold it.”

I held. Barely. My thighs shook. My hole clenched on the steel shaft and she laughed once, low, and drove deeper for it.

“Beg for more stretch.”

“More. Stretch me. Ruin me for anything else.” My voice went high. Ugly. “Please. Use your fist after. Make it stay open.”

She pulled out. The sudden empty made me sob into the pillow. She stripped the harness off and tossed it aside. Oil again. Cool pour over my gaping rim. Then two fingers. Three. Four. The burn climbed. She tucked her thumb and pressed.

“Push out,” she said.

I pushed. Her hand slid in past the knuckles. Past the widest part of her palm. My asshole took her fist with a wet, obscene sound and then locked around her wrist. Full past full. Stuffed. My whole body went rigid and then soft in the same second.

“Look at you,” she said. “Taking a fist like you were built for it. Say it.”

“I was built for this.” Tears. Snot. Pre-cum. “I am your fist whore. Your cuck. Keep me.”

She worked the fist in short, grinding pulses. Each one crushed my prostate from the inside. The pleasure went white and wordless. My cock strained so hard against the lock it hurt, a deep bone ache, and still I pushed back onto her arm for more.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.” The word tore out of me. “I am yours. My ass. My key. My mornings. All of it.”

“Again.”

“Yours. Only yours. Even when he is in our bed. Especially then.”

She twisted her wrist. My orgasm went off without permission, without a free cock, pure prostate fire. I came in thick, useless pulses inside the steel, cum forced out the slit in messy spurts that soaked the sheet under my belly. My hole clamped hard around her fist. My whole body jerked against the cuffs. Short thoughts. Broken. Too much. Cannot stop. More. Hers.

She kept the fist in while I shook through it. Kept grinding. Dragged a second peak out of the first until I was gasping and empty and still hard inside the metal with nothing left to spend.

When she finally eased her hand free, my asshole stayed open. Gaped. Used. Ache and heat and cold air where she had been. Cum cooled sticky on my stomach. Oil and mess ran down my balls.

She uncuffed me. Rolled me onto my back. Straddled my chest, facing me. Her cunt was slick and dark and she smelled like sex and soap and the night before.

“Clean,” she said.

I put my tongue on her. Taste flooded my mouth. Salt. Musk. Her. I licked up her slit and over her clit and she held my hair and rode my face in short, selfish rolls. My nose mashed into her. I could barely breathe. I did not care. I sucked her clit and fucked her with my tongue the way she had taught me, slow then hard, and when she came she did it with her thighs clamped on my ears and her cunt pulsing against my mouth, wet and loud, flooding my chin.

She stayed there a second longer. Then she shifted off and lay beside me on the wrecked sheet. Her hand rested on my chest over the place the notebook had sat.

“Two days,” she said. “You still think the review gives the key back.”

I stared at the ceiling crack. My hole throbbed open. My cock sat soft and spent inside steel that had never needed to hold me as hard as my own need did.

“I think the review is whatever you already decided,” I said.

She did not correct me. She kissed the corner of my mouth where the taste of her cum sat. Then she got up, put the notebook on the nightstand, and left me in the guest room with the door half open and the smell of us thick in the air.

I lay there with my wrists sore and my ass wrecked and the pencil tallies waiting on the bedroom frame down the hall. Twenty-six. Two left.

The countdown used to be a rope I clung to. Get to the end. Get the key. Get the marriage back the way I had run it. She had seen it first. She had written the terms while I still thought I was the one drafting the deal.

I turned my head into the pillow. Her taste was on my tongue. Coconut oil and skin and the sharp edge of being wanted for the door, the towel, the schedule, the seal written in my own hand.

Gratitude sat in my gut like a warm stone. Ugly. Real. I would have crawled for another hour of her fist if she had asked. I would have thanked her for every inch.

Two days. The marks on the frame would end. Whatever she called the twenty-eighth morning, I already knew which way I wanted the verdict to fall. Not free. Not back. Hers, with my name under the seal and my place at the door, counting toward the life she had already built around my empty chair.

I closed my eyes and kept that thought. Held it. Let it settle where pride used to sleep.


Chapter 10: No End Date

Istopped in the kitchen doorway. One small brass key sat dead center on the table, bright against the wood.

Eight in the morning. Day twenty-eight. The last pencil mark on the bedroom door frame already waited for a strike-through, and my wife stood on the far side of the table with both palms flat on the surface, as if she had set a trap and wanted me to walk into it with my eyes open.

“There,” she said. “Take it. Keep the house. No penalty. I walk out today.”

My cage pressed tight against my thigh. The brass sat three feet from me. Free. Real. No speech after it. No clause. She meant it.

I crossed the floor barefoot. The metal was cool when I closed my fingers on it. Texture first, then the small hard mass of the thing that had owned my dick since the first mark on the door frame. My pulse kicked in my throat. My cock tried to fill inside the tube and found nowhere to go.

“Adrian.” Her voice stayed level. “This is the review. The offer is clean. Pick it up or leave it. Either choice stands.”

I should have put the key in my pocket and told her to pack. The man I had been six years ago would have done that. He would have called a lawyer by noon.

I carried the key to the sink instead. My hands shook on the padlock. The shackle clicked. The cage came off in two pieces and hit the counter with a dull ring.

Air on my cock. Actual air. I was hard in three breaths, thick and red and stupid with blood, the head already shiny. Four weeks of denial dumped into one raw minute. I stood free in my own kitchen with my dick out and my knees soft, and the shame of how fast I rose made my ears burn.

She did not smile. She watched my face.

“You are hard,” she said. “Good. That proves the point. Nothing physical was ever holding you. The cage was a prop. You stayed because you stayed.”

A hard no sat on my tongue. The free air on my shaft said I had a body of my own.

My mouth opened on a different sentence.

“I want terms,” I said.

“Speak.”

“I do not want the key back as a prize. I do not want the bed. I do not want the corner chair put back.” My throat scraped. “I want the door. The right to open it. Take the coat. Carry the towel up. Keep the schedule. That is my place. Write it that way.”

Silence held. Then she nodded, slow.

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

The line hit like a brand. I picked the cage up off the counter. The ring of metal was cold again, familiar, almost kind. I fed my cock back into the tube while it was still stiff, forced the shaft down, hissed as the cage pinched me small, and snapped the padlock shut. The click went through my bones.

I put the brass key in her palm and closed her fingers over it.

“Yours,” I said. “Permanent. No end date. I keep the guest room, the laundry, the calendar, and the door. You keep me.”

“On your knees,” she said. “Now. You negotiated like a man. You get claimed like the hole you asked to be.”

I dropped. Tile bit my kneecaps. She left the room and came back with the black case from the closet, the one with the straps and the toys that had already taught my body its new shape. She set it on the table next to the key.

The harness went on her first. Black leather, wide base, a thick silicone dick buckled firm at her hips, the head fat and blunt. She coated it with lube from a pump bottle until it shone. Then she pointed at the floor.

“Chest down. Ass up. Present.”

I folded. My forehead found the cool tile. My caged cock hung useless between my thighs, a hard lump of denied meat that twitched when she stepped in behind me. A finger traced my rim, slick, pressing. I clenched on reflex.

“Still tight,” she said. “After everything. Pathetic. Push out.”

I pushed. One finger slid in to the knuckle. Burn. Stretch. She worked it, then added a second, scissoring, the drag loud in the quiet kitchen. My breath hitched. A third finger joined, and the ring of muscle gave with a wet sound, and heat crawled up my neck.

“Say what you are.”

“Your cuck,” I said. “Your locked bitch. The man who holds the door while you get fucked.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a whore for this,” I said, and hated how true it came out. “Use my ass. Ruin it. Make me keep the house for you.”

She pulled her fingers free. The blunt head of the strap-on nudged my hole. She pushed. The stretch tore a sound out of me, raw and high. Inch by inch the shaft drove in, fat silicone packing me full, until her hips met my cheeks and the whole length sat buried.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked for a role. Roles get used.”

She fucked me. Hard from the first stroke. The slap of her thighs on mine filled the room. The toy dragged over my prostate on every thrust, a thick rub that made my locked cock jerk and drool pre onto the tile. Texture of the floor under my palms. Weight of her body driving me forward. I braced and took it.

“Stroke the wand,” she ordered. She slapped a magic wand into my right grip, the big head already buzzing. “Pin it under your cage. Do not stop. You come when the prostate breaks you, and you keep coming past the point where numbers work.”

I jammed the buzzing head up under the cage, against the trapped base of my dick and the seam of my balls. The vibration shot straight through the metal into meat that had no room to swell. The room bleached out at the edges. She kept pounding.

“Count,” she said.

“One,” I gasped, as the first orgasm ripped through me with no proper shot, a dry wrenching clench that milked a dribble of cum out the tip of the cage and down onto the tile. My hole spasmed around the strap-on. She laughed once, mean, and drove deeper.

“Two.”

The second hit faster. My thighs shook. Spit ran from my lip to the floor. The wand never stopped. The toy in my ass never slowed. She reached under, found my nipples, and pinched until I yelped.

“Three. Four.”

Past four the numbers slipped. Another climax stacked on the last, then another, the body firing while the brain lost the tally. Past whatever came next. Too much. Cannot stop. My hole was a stretched, used ring around her silicone dick, squelching on every thrust, lube and my own mess frothing at the rim. She spat on my back and rubbed it in with her palm.

“What are you?”

“A hole,” I said, broken. “A good little toy. Your door man. Your bitch who begs for it.”

“Beg then.”

“Please,” I said. “Please wreck me. Please breed my ass with that fake cock until I cannot sit. Please let me keep the schedule. Please.”

She pulled out. The empty gape burned. Cool air hit the open ring of muscle and I clenched on nothing, a dirty ache. She wiped the strap-on on my thigh and reached into the case again.

“Fingers first,” she said. “Then the rest of the hand. You wanted permanence. You get the full claim.”

Four fingers this time, already slick, pushed back into the stretched hole. The stretch climbed past comfort into a pressure so deep my breath went shallow. She tucked her thumb. The widest part of her knuckles pressed. I shook my head, a last scrap of the old man, and then she pushed and my body took her to the wrist.

Full. Packed past anything the toy had done. The weight of her arm inside me pinned me to the floor. She curled her fingers against my prostate and rubbed in small hard circles while the wand buzzed on under my cage.

I came again. No number. Just a raw animal sound and a spurt of thin cum forced out through the cage slit, dripping in a string to the tile. My hole clenched hard around her wrist. She held still and let me thrash.

“Again.”

I could not speak a clean word. She fucked me on her fist, short thrusts, the wet squelch filthy and loud, and the wand ground my trapped cock into another break, then another. Past four, past counting. Mind gone. Body a shaking, drooling thing on the kitchen floor with a wife’s whole hand buried in its ass and a chastity cage leaking steady.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you,” I managed. Once. Clear. No chant.

She eased out slow. The gape stayed. I carried the open, ruined shape of myself, the ache, the way I could not fully close. She wiped her arm on a towel, unbuckled the harness, and left the thick strap-on on the table beside the key like a second verdict.

“Up,” she said. “Door frame. Now.”

I crawled first, then got my legs under me. We went to the bedroom. The pencil tally ran down the wood in my own marks, day one through day twenty-eight, the countdown I had built to hold my hope in place. I took the pencil. I struck a hard line through the whole column. Under it, in block letters, I wrote:

ARRANGEMENT. NO END DATE.

GUEST ROOM. LAUNDRY. SCHEDULE. DOOR.

FOOT OF BED.

She read it over my shoulder. “The corner chair stays out. Your place is where I can reach you.”

“Yes.”

I set the pencil down. The marks on the frame were mine. The terms were mine. The key was hers. Peace settled in my chest, thick and quiet, and under it my used hole throbbed with every step.

The day moved. I did laundry. I wiped the kitchen tile clean of my own cum and spit. I showered and put on soft pants that rubbed the cage. She worked at the table with her laptop. Midafternoon she called me over, made me kneel, and sat with her bare foot on my thigh while she typed, the sole warm, the pressure a reminder. My dick tried to rise and failed. I stayed hard in my head anyway.

Evening came.

At seven thirty-five I laid out the clean towels on the dresser. I set a glass of water on her nightstand. I checked the lube bottle and the spare plug in the drawer, the fat one he liked in her when he wanted her kept full between rounds. The morning was still in me, low and sore.

Seven forty. The bell rang.

I walked to the front door on steady feet. I turned the lock. I pulled the door wide.

He stood on the step with a gym bag over one shoulder, tall, already half-smiling the way he did when the house was ready. I took the bag. I stepped aside.

“She’s upstairs,” I said. “I’ll bring water.”

He clapped my shoulder once, casual, and went past me like a man entering a place he owned on a schedule I now kept. I shut the door. The click of it was clean.

Upstairs, cloth hit the floor. Her laugh cut short into a moan I had learned by heart. The bedframe tapped the wall. I carried the water up, set it down, and took my place at the foot of the mattress where the new writing on the frame said I belonged. From there I could see everything. His thick cock splitting her cunt on the first long thrust. Her nails in his back. The wet slap of a real fucking, deeper and meaner than any toy, her pussy stretched around him while she looked past his shoulder and found my eyes.

“Stay,” she told me. “Watch. Hold the towel when he pulls out.”

I stayed. He railed her through two of her own orgasms, hard enough that the headboard knocked, her cunt loud and slick around him, and when he finally buried deep and came with a groan she made me lean in with the towel and catch the mess that spilled out of her when he withdrew. Thick cum. Her stretched hole twitching. I wiped her clean on command and folded the towel like laundry.

Later, after he left and the house went still, we sat at the kitchen table with coffee. My ass still burned. The cage sat quiet between my legs. The key hung on the thin chain around her neck where I could see it every time she lifted her cup.

“Rhea has been asking how the house is kept,” she said, mild, like weather. “I may invite her to see for herself. Not today. Soon.”

I wrapped both hands around my mug. The ceramic was warm. Outside, the street was dark. Inside, the door frame in the other room held my writing in pencil, no date at the bottom, no last mark to cross off, only the work and the bed and the bell.

On the table between us, next to the cooling coffee, the black harness lay where she had left it, the thick silicone dick shiny in the kitchen light, waiting for the next time she decided the keeper of the door needed to be reminded who held the key.


THE END
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