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To the ones who kneel,

to the ones who ache,

to the ones who find freedom in surrender.

And to those who dare to turn the key.
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The bathroom mirror didn’t make it easier. Harsh LED lighting lit up every inch of his naked body, casting sharp shadows on skin that looked more pale than usual. Dustin stood there, cock in hand—not hard, not soft either. Just waiting.

On the sink beside him sat the box. No label. No instructions. Just the cold metal contraption he’d been reading about for months. It looked smaller in real life. Smaller and meaner. Like it was designed to punish, not protect.

He picked it up again, turning it in his hand, heart pounding. The weight of it felt heavier than it should. Final.

His fingers trembled as he slid the ring behind his balls, then pressed his cock down into the tube. The metal was smooth, unforgiving. It didn't hurt—but it humiliated. He clicked the cage shut with a shaky breath, the tiny lock snapping closed with a metallic snick.

His reflection looked back at him: a grown man, caged like a dog.

He hated how hard his heart was beating. Hated how his balls throbbed already.

He jumped at the sound of the bedroom door creaking open.

"Baby?" Olivia's voice carried in casual, half-distracted.

Shit.

Before he could grab a towel or close the door, she was already standing there—framed in the doorway, arms crossed, still in her gym leggings and hoodie, a protein shake half-finished in her hand. Her eyes dropped instantly.

The silence was molten.

"...What the hell is that?"

Dustin froze. His mouth opened, then closed again. Nothing came out.

She stepped forward slowly, not angry—curious. She set the shake down on the counter, leaned one hip against it. Her eyes didn’t leave his groin.

“You... locking it up now?” she asked, her voice low. Not mocking. Almost impressed.

He stammered, “I—I was just trying it. I didn’t think you’d⁠—”

"You didn’t think I'd what? Walk in and catch you locking your dick in a fucking cage?" she said, raising her brows. Then, before he could answer, she chuckled. “You kinky little bastard. When were you planning to tell me?”

He wanted to sink through the floor. His whole body flushed with heat. “I don’t know. I was just... curious.”

She stepped closer. Her eyes never left the locked cage. She looked fascinated, almost predatory.

“It’s small,” she said bluntly. “Tiny, even.”

Dustin wanted to look away, but couldn’t.

Her voice softened, took on that tone she used when she wanted something. “Does it lock?”

He nodded once.

“Then lock it.”

His breath caught. “It... it already is.”

She smiled. Not sweet. Not cruel either. Something in-between. Something dangerous.

“Good.” She turned away, walked out of the bathroom like she’d just checked the mail. Left him standing there, caged, shaking, brain on fire.
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Olivia sat on the edge of the bed, one leg crossed over the other, pulling her hoodie off like it was just another night. Like she hadn’t just ordered her husband to cage his cock.

She didn’t say anything. Not right away. She just watched him. Her gaze traveled over his chest, then lower, pausing at the little silver bulge between his thighs.

Dustin stood there awkwardly, trying to hide nothing with his hands. The cage pressed tight against his skin, cold and inescapable. It hadn’t even been five minutes and already he could feel himself pressing against it, twitching with confusion and helpless arousal.

“You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Why?”

He swallowed. “I don’t know. I thought maybe it would turn you on. Or maybe help me stop... you know... bothering you so much.”

Olivia tilted her head. “Bothering me?”

“You haven’t really... been in the mood, lately.”

She smirked. “So you locked yourself up instead of talking to me?”

He looked down, cheeks hot. “I didn’t think you’d... want to hear about it.”

She stood. Walked toward him. Close enough that he smelled the faint sweat from her workout, the sweet vanilla of her body lotion. Close enough that he could feel the heat off her skin. She reached down casually and tapped the cage with one fingernail—tink.

“Do you like it?”

He hesitated. “I think so.”

“Does it hurt?”

“No. Not really.”

She stepped behind him, dragged a single finger across his back, down his spine. “And what if I told you I did like it?”

He turned toward her, surprised. “You do?”

“I didn’t say that,” she said smoothly. “I said what if.”

His mouth opened, but no words came out.

“I think it’s cute,” she said, stepping in front of him again. “Honestly. A little pathetic. But cute. Like... a puppy with a shock collar. Harmless. Loyal. Always ready to beg.”

He flinched, but his cock twitched hard behind the cage, straining uselessly.

She noticed. Smiled. “You really like that, don’t you? Being talked down to?”

“I don’t know.”

She rolled her eyes. “You do.”

Then she turned and walked toward the bed. Her fingers hooked in the waistband of her leggings, sliding them down over her hips. No underwear. Bare ass, soft curves, that smooth skin he hadn’t tasted in months.

She laid back on the bed, spreading her legs with a sigh. One hand between her thighs, the other behind her head. She looked at him casually, like he was the TV remote.

“Sit down,” she said. “On the chair.”

He did, confused.

“You locked it,” she said, her voice thickening. “So you don’t get to fuck me tonight.”

He stared.

She started touching herself.
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Her fingers slid between her folds, slow and deliberate. She was already wet. It caught the light, glistening between her thighs as she spread them a little wider.

Dustin couldn’t stop staring.

He sat on the chair like she told him, hands gripping the sides, the caged bulge between his legs now painfully tight. His cock was trying to swell, pushing hard against steel that didn’t give an inch. He could feel his heartbeat in his balls. The pressure was maddening.

And she knew it.

Olivia looked right at him, her fingers gliding in lazy circles, slick sounds filling the silence between her soft moans.

“You really haven’t touched me in months,” she said, not accusing—just factual. “I forgot how good this feels.”

“I wanted to,” he breathed. “I’ve wanted to every day.”

She hummed. “You had a weird way of showing it.”

Her fingers dipped deeper, two now. She arched her back, mouth parting in a quiet gasp. Dustin’s jaw clenched. He leaned forward slightly, eyes wide, hypnotized.

She opened her eyes and caught him staring.

“Don’t move.”

He froze.

“Hands on the chair. Back straight.”

She kept fingering herself, wetness building as her moans grew louder. Her thighs trembled slightly with each slow thrust. Her nipples were stiff and visible through her thin tank top, brushing against the fabric as her hips started to rock.

“God,” she whispered, eyes fluttering closed. “You have no idea what it’s like to finally touch myself without you whining about it.”

His cock throbbed violently behind the bars.

She looked at him again. Her expression was different now—glazed over, hungry, electric with power.

“You want to be inside me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You won’t be. Not for a long time.”

His hands gripped the chair tighter. He whimpered without meaning to. She smiled.

She spread herself wide with her fingers, letting him see everything. Her clit was swollen, pink and needy, glistening with her arousal. She rubbed tight circles around it, faster now.

“Do you know what I’m thinking about?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“I’m thinking about someone else doing this. Someone not locked in a little cage like a neutered dog.”

His breath caught in his throat.

She groaned louder, hips lifting off the bed. “Someone with a real cock. One that actually works.”

He couldn’t speak. He was sweating, mouth dry, heart pounding.

She cried out, legs shaking, back arching as her orgasm hit. She fucked herself through it with practiced, greedy strokes. Her moans were loud—raw, unfiltered. Not like the ones she used to give him. These were real.

When she finally relaxed, her legs fell open wide, her fingers dripping.

She glanced over at him, flushed, glowing, her cunt still twitching between her thighs.

“You did good,” she said breathlessly. “Now keep sitting there.”

Dustin swallowed hard. “Are you... are you gonna unlock me now?”

She laughed. Actually laughed. Short, cruel, amused.

“No, baby. You don’t get to cum. You gave that up.”

She stood, picked up her phone from the nightstand, and slipped her leggings back on—slowly, no underwear. She didn’t even bother cleaning herself up. Her wetness soaked into the fabric, leaving a visible patch that made his stomach twist.

She walked out of the room, tossing her tank top over her shoulder.

A few seconds later, her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

He looked down.

Jace: Friday still on?
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Dustin woke up with the cage pressing against him like punishment.

It wasn't just physical. It was psychological—aching, humiliating, constant. Every time he stirred in his sleep, every time a half-forgotten dream pulled him back into her scent, her taste, the memories of her body, the cage reminded him: no. No touch. No release. No ownership. Not anymore.

He lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling. Olivia’s light footsteps moved around in the kitchen. He heard the fridge, the pop of the toaster, the low hum of music from her phone.

She was humming.

He sat up slowly, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. His balls ached. The cage felt heavier than it had the night before. He padded into the kitchen wearing only a T-shirt and boxers, the tiny steel bulge clearly outlined in the thin fabric.

She didn’t turn right away. She was in one of his old T-shirts—oversized, stretched around her hips, clinging to her ass. No shorts. No panties. Her bare legs caught the light as she moved between the counter and stove.

“Morning,” she said cheerfully.

He tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “Morning.”

She turned finally, holding her mug in one hand and her phone in the other. Her eyes dropped immediately to the cage. She didn’t even try to hide her smile.

“Still locked up?”

He nodded.

She walked over and pressed her fingers against the metal through his boxers. Light. Teasing. She didn’t look at him—she watched her own hand.

“You didn’t even try to take it off?”

“No,” he said quietly.

She took a sip of coffee, not moving her hand. “Good.”

She let go and went back to the stove like she hadn’t just fondled his prison.

They ate in silence at first. He poked at his eggs. She scrolled her phone with lazy fingers. Every so often, it buzzed. A faint little smirk tugged at the corners of her mouth.

Finally, she broke the quiet.

“Do you remember Jace?”

He looked up, confused. “What?”

“From my old job. The guy who used to flirt with me at happy hour. Tall, always smelled like cologne and trouble.”

“Yeah… I remember.”

“He still texts me.”

Dustin’s fork stopped.

“He always used to ask if I was ‘still married to that boring guy.’”

His stomach turned. “He said that?”

She smiled. “He’s not wrong.”

His jaw tightened.

“I told him you were experimenting now,” she said casually. “That you were exploring new ways to please me.”

“You told him about the cage?”

She raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t have to. He got the hint.”

Another buzz. She glanced at her screen and laughed.

“He wants to get drinks. This Friday.”

“What did you say?”

“I said maybe.” She sipped her coffee. “Depending on what I find to wear.”

She looked directly at him then.

“You’re coming with me today. I need a new dress.”

She didn’t wait for agreement. She tossed him a pair of jeans and told him to grab the keys.

By the time they got to the mall, Olivia was on a mission. She walked ahead, her hips swaying just enough to draw eyes from every man they passed. She wore skin-tight leggings and a crop top that showed off her stomach and the swell of her tits. She didn’t care who stared.

Dustin noticed. She knew he did.

At the first boutique, she grabbed hangers like they were weapons. Tiny dresses. Clingy skirts. Tops that barely qualified as clothing. She held each one up against her body and watched his reaction.

“This one’s slutty, right?” she asked, holding a red one with a neckline that plunged past her sternum.

“Yeah.”

“Think he’ll like it?”

He tried to hide the look on his face. Failed.

She smiled. “I think so too.”

She tossed it in his arms. “Carry this.”

He followed her through the store, holding her growing pile of potential fuckwear. She didn’t slow down.

At one point, a young male clerk offered to help. Olivia turned around, holding a short black dress against her thighs.

“Is it too tight in the back?” she asked, turning to show off the curve of her ass.

The clerk stammered. “Uh—n-no, ma’am. I think it fits perfect.”

She laughed. “Tighter is better, right?”

Dustin watched the kid’s eyes drag across her hips. Olivia didn’t even glance his way.

They left the boutique, and she ducked into a lingerie store next.

She picked up a matching lace bra and panty set—white, see-through, pointless.

“You think I should wear anything under that dress?”

He shook his head.

She leaned close, her voice low. “Good answer.”

In the changing room, she made him wait on a bench just outside the curtain. Other women passed by, smirking at the man holding armfuls of women’s clothing, clutching a purse that wasn’t his.

Then her voice called out.

“Dustin. Come zip me.”

He stepped inside.

The curtain fell closed behind him.

The black dress clung to her like it had been poured onto her skin. It stopped halfway down her thighs and dipped between her breasts. Her back was bare, and the zipper was halfway up.

She didn’t wear anything underneath.

“Help me,” she said, watching him in the mirror.

He stepped behind her and tugged the zipper slowly, trying not to brush her skin, failing anyway. Her warmth bled through his fingertips.

“You’re shaking.”

“I’m not.”

“You are,” she said. “You’re about to explode in that little cage.”

He said nothing.

She turned to face him, tits pushed up, dress hugging every inch of her.

“Tell me you want me to wear this for Jace.”

His lips parted, then closed.

Her voice turned sharp. “Say it, Dustin.”

He exhaled. “I want you to wear it for Jace.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I want you to wear that dress so he’ll want to fuck you.”

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

She took out her phone and snapped a mirror selfie. He caught a glimpse of the screen. She was sending it. To him.

“Who was that for?”

She slipped the phone back into her purse. “Not you.”

They ate lunch in the food court. She handed him her bag and her purse, then walked three feet ahead. Like she didn’t know him. Like he was an assistant.

Her phone kept buzzing.

She was smiling the whole time.

He finally asked.

“You’re really going to meet him?”

“Maybe,” she said, chewing a fry. “He says he wants to fuck me bent over a hotel sink. With the mirror in front of me.”

She dipped a fry in ketchup.

“He asked if I’d let you watch.”

Dustin went silent.

“You’d watch, wouldn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’d kneel. Like a good little husband.”

She licked her fingers. “And when he came inside me, you’d lick it out.”

He stared.

“Say you’d do it.”

He looked around. “Olivia, not here…”

She leaned over the table, her voice soft and deadly.

“Say. It.”

His breath hitched.

“I’d do it.”

She smiled.

“You’re gonna be such a good little clean-up boy.”

On the drive home, he stopped at a gas station. Said he had to pee.

Inside the bathroom, he locked the door and yanked his jeans down. The cage was pulsing. His cock was trying so hard to get hard it hurt. He tugged at the base, tried to pull it out, tried to rub himself against the porcelain edge of the sink.

Nothing. No relief.

He gripped the sink and stared at himself in the mirror. A man. A prisoner. A cuck.

At home, she disappeared into the bedroom.

He waited on the couch.

When she emerged, she was wearing the dress again. Heels. No bra. No panties.

“You think I should wear this Friday?”

He couldn’t look away.

“I think he’ll love it.”

She stepped closer.

“He’s gonna take me from behind. Grab my hair. Make me scream his name.”

Her hand slid over the cage.

“And you’ll be in the next room, listening.”

His voice cracked. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please unlock me.”

She laughed. “Oh, baby. No. You’re going to feel every minute of it.”

She pushed him onto the couch and straddled his face.

“Lick me,” she ordered. “Pretend it’s already his cum.”

He obeyed.

And she came.

Not for him.

Not because of him.

In spite of him.
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Dustin had checked in an hour ago. The suite was nice—too nice. Queen bed. Crisp linens. Soft lighting. Candles on the dresser. Wine chilling in a silver bucket. Two glasses, polished. One man. One mission.

Make it romantic. Then disappear.

He stood in the center of the room, staring at the door that connected to the second suite. Locked. Waiting.

He adjusted his pants for the tenth time, useless. His cock hadn’t gone soft in hours. Every heartbeat made the cage tighter. Every breath made it worse.

His phone buzzed.

“We’re in the lobby. Be ready.”

He stepped to the mirror. Tried to fix his hair. Tried to look… neutral. Not aroused. Not broken. Just invisible.

He heard the elevator.

He opened the door just as it dinged.

And there she was.

Olivia walked out like she owned the place. Her heels clicked against the polished tile, the black dress clinging to her curves like it had been painted on. No bra. No panties. Hair curled, lips glossy, eyes sharp.

She didn’t smile at him.

She didn’t say hi.

She handed him her phone.

“Put it on the charger in the other room. Don’t open it. Don’t look at it.”

He nodded. “Yes.”

Behind her was Jace.

Tall. Confident. Dressed in a button-down and tailored slacks, like he was headed to a fucking date night. His eyes flicked over Dustin once—dismissive. Then straight back to Olivia’s ass.

“You remembered the wine?” she asked, still not looking at Dustin.

“Yes.”

She turned to Jace, her voice soft and sultry. “You thirsty?”

“For you,” he said, grabbing her ass without hesitation.

She giggled—high and real and young. The same giggle she used to give him.

Dustin’s stomach turned.

“Go,” she told him. “Prep the room. I’ll knock when I’m ready.”

He nodded and stepped aside, holding the door open as they passed. Olivia brushed his arm with her fingers—deliberate. Jace didn’t even look at him.

The door clicked shut.

Locked.

Dustin stood in the empty room.

His chest felt tight.

He poured the wine with shaking hands, placed the glasses on the table, lit the candles, fluffed the pillows, wiped the bathroom mirror one last time.

Then he sat on the edge of the bed.

And waited.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twenty.

Then he heard it.

A low chuckle. Jace’s voice—muffled but deep.

Olivia laughing. Moaning.

Then a thump—the bed. Springs squeaking.

He stood. Moved to the wall.

Then he heard her.

“Fuck… yes… just like that.”

His legs gave out. He slid to the floor.

It started slow. Giggling. Kissing. Then the rhythm changed.

Her moans got louder. Longer. She begged.

“Deeper… yeah… just like that…”

Then Jace’s voice, rough and cocky.

“Tight little pussy, baby.”

Slap.

She gasped.

“Harder.”

Another slap.

Dustin’s heart slammed in his chest. His cock fought the cage so violently he thought it might snap off.

“He’s next door,” she said between moans.

“Let him fucking hear it,” Jace growled.

“Oh my God, YES…”

He pressed his forehead to the wall.

Sweat beaded down his back.

He imagined them: Jace pinning her down, that thick cock splitting her open, Olivia biting the pillow, crying into it, stretching around someone who wasn’t her husband.

He imagined her eyes rolling back.

He imagined her cumming.

And then he didn’t have to imagine anymore.

She screamed.

“I’m cumming! F-Fuck, don’t stop!”

The bed slammed again.

Then Jace’s voice.

“Take it. Take that dick like your husband can’t give you.”

“I am, I AM! Yes!”

“He locked his cock so I could wreck you.”

“Yes! Yes! It’s yours now!”

Dustin clutched the carpet, convulsing. He couldn’t breathe.

“Say it,” Jace demanded.

“It’s yours! It’s your cock now!”

He didn’t know how long it went on.

He didn’t know how many times she came.

At one point, she screamed his name—Dustin—not with love, but with mockery.

“You listening, baby?! This is what a real man feels like!”

He pressed his hands over his ears.

It didn’t matter.

Then silence.

A moan.

A deep grunt.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum…”

“Inside,” she begged. “Fill me.”

“You sure?”

“He’ll clean it.”

“Fuck yes…”

Then a long groan.

Then wet, messy, squelching sounds.

Then nothing.

The knock came ten minutes later. Gentle.

He stood on rubber legs. Opened the connecting door.

She was on the bed, naked, sprawled out, her body shining with sweat. Her hair was a mess. Her pussy… was destroyed. Red. Puffy. Glazed with cum.

She didn’t say anything.

She just looked at him.

Pointed to the floor.

“Knees.”

He obeyed.

She rolled onto her side, lifted one leg.

“Clean me.”

His tongue touched her folds.

She was still warm.

He tasted Jace’s cum immediately. Thick. Bitter. His stomach turned—but his cock tried to fight the cage again. It hurt.

He licked slowly. She moaned.

Jace was watching, naked from the waist down, his cock already starting to stiffen again.

“You’re lucky,” he said. “That’s prime shit.”

Olivia laughed.

“Get deeper,” she whispered. “He came hard.”

He licked every inch. The creases of her thighs. The soft folds. The dripping, oozing mess just inside her hole.

Then her ass.

Then her clit.

She trembled again.

“You’re making me cum a second time,” she said with a grin. “That tongue’s finally good for something.”

She came on his face, gripping his hair.

Then she pushed him away.

“Done.”

He backed up, shaking.

Then Jace stood up.

“Round two?”

Olivia looked at Dustin.

“You’re not done.”

She got on all fours.

Jace grabbed her hips and slid inside like it was nothing.

Olivia’s moan shook the walls.

Dustin stayed on the floor and watched.

Jace pounded her from behind, smacking her ass, spitting on her back, calling her his little cum dump. Olivia moaned louder, taking it, begging for more.

“Don’t stop.”

“Make me scream.”

“FUCK ME HARDER.”

Dustin couldn’t move.

His wife was getting destroyed inches away, filled again while his face still tasted the first load.

When they finished—both panting, used, coated in sweat—Olivia rolled onto her back.

“Clean me again.”

He did.

No questions. No hesitation.

She grabbed his chin after, wiped the mess off his lips with her thumb, and smiled.

“You make a better cumrag than a husband.”

She rolled into Jace’s arms and closed her eyes.

“Leave the key,” she mumbled.

Dustin nodded.

Placed it on the dresser.

Walked out.

And sat in the other room until the sun came up.
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Dustin didn’t sleep.

Not because he didn’t want to.

Because he couldn’t.

The sounds were still in his ears. Wet slaps. Loud moans. Her cries—real ones—the kind she never made with him. The kind that came from something deep, something unapologetic.

And afterward? Nothing.

No knock. No voice.

She didn’t check on him.

She fell asleep in his bed, wrapped around a stranger.

He sat in the chair by the window, naked under a hotel robe. His cock was still swollen, pressing hard against the cage. It throbbed with every heartbeat—blue, angry, ignored.

His face still smelled like her. Her cum. His cum. Their sweat.

He hated himself for licking her that deep. For swallowing. For craving it.

But he’d do it again.

He already knew.

8:14 a.m.

The door between rooms opened with a soft click.

He looked up.

Olivia stepped in, barefoot, still wearing Jace’s button-down shirt—untucked, unbuttoned. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Not even the courtesy of panties. Her skin looked kissed raw. Her thighs were stained. Her hair a mess. She looked like someone who’d been fucked unconscious and woken up glowing.

She didn’t say good morning.

She didn’t even greet him.

She walked to the bed and sat down, crossing one leg over the other. Her lips glistened with dried spit. Her pussy was completely exposed, casually visible.

Her phone buzzed.

She ignored it.

“Get me coffee,” she said.

He stood. “Yes.”

He moved like a ghost through the lobby—barely aware of his steps. Elevator. Machine. Creamer. Sugar. Plastic stirrer. Styrofoam cup.

He didn’t make eye contact with the concierge. Didn’t speak to anyone.

He returned and handed her the cup.

She took it like a queen expecting tribute.

“Sip first,” she said.

He did.

She smiled. “No poison, then.”

She drank.

They sat in silence for several minutes.

She didn’t ask if he slept.

He didn’t pretend.

“Let’s talk,” she said eventually, voice casual.

“Okay…”

Her eyes didn’t leave the coffee cup.

“You watched. You listened. You tasted.”

He nodded.

She tilted her head.

“What are you now?”

He cleared his throat. “I’m yours.”

“Not good enough.”

“I’m your cuck.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Lower.”

He swallowed.

“I’m your clean-up boy.”

She smiled.

“Now we’re getting somewhere.”

She stood, walked toward the mirror. Her bare ass peeked out beneath the hem of Jace’s shirt. She glanced back at Dustin.

“You know I’ve never cum like that before, right?”

He didn’t respond.

She turned and faced him.

“I mean it. You’ve never made me scream like that. Cry like that. Shake like that.”

She walked closer. Slowly. Like a cat stalking prey.

“You think it’s because of the size? The experience?”

She leaned down, face inches from his.

“It’s because I wasn’t thinking about your pleasure. At all.”

His cock strained painfully inside the cage.

She reached down, tapped it.

“You’re still hard.”

He shuddered.

She stood up. “Pathetic.”

“Strip.”

“What?”

“Now.”

He hesitated.

“Do it, or this ends.”

He obeyed.

Robe off. Shirt. Pants. Everything.

Now he stood naked in front of her, locked and throbbing.

She paced around him.

“Look at you. A grown man with a locked cock. No control. No say. Just a pair of balls and a tongue that’s finally useful.”

She stood behind him, whispering.

“You’re not a man anymore. You’re an appliance.”

He moaned softly, ashamed.

She slapped his ass.

“Turn around.”

She reached into her overnight bag and pulled out the cage key.

“On your knees.”

He dropped instantly.

She bent down, unlocked the cage slowly.

The metal popped open.

His cock sprang forward, angry and swollen.

It pulsed in the open air, red and leaking.

She stood and stared at it.

Then she slapped it hard.

He gasped.

“Disgusting,” she said. “You think that gets to be free now?”

He shook his head.

“I unlocked you so I could humiliate you more.”

She sat on the edge of the bed.

“Come here.”

He knelt between her legs.

She spread them wide.

The smell hit him instantly.

Old cum. Sweat. Musk. Her arousal. Still warm. Still slick.

“Start with my thighs,” she said.

He licked slowly. Tenderly.

“Use your tongue. No lips.”

He obeyed.

He worked his way up, licking the mess that had dripped down her skin all night. Every inch. Every salty reminder that he was last in line. Just a mouth. Just a mop.

She grabbed his hair.

“Now my pussy.”

He hesitated.

She shoved his face forward.

“Now.”

He licked her gently. Then deeper.

Her folds were red. Puffy. Still gaping slightly. His tongue slipped inside easily.

She moaned softly. Not because she needed it.

Because she owned it.

He tasted Jace again. Thicker now. Drier. He swallowed.

She made him push his tongue deeper. She guided his head like he was a machine.

When she finally came, it was quiet. A single breath.

Like releasing pressure, not passion.

She stood, still naked, and walked to the bathroom.

“Follow me.”

He did.

She turned on the shower.

“On your back.”

He laid on the tile floor.

She stepped over him.

Squatted.

And pissed.

It was hot. Loud. Direct. It hit his chest, then his stomach, then puddled at his thighs.

He didn’t move.

She swayed slightly, humming.

When she finished, she stood and rinsed herself off.

“You’ll wash me now.”

He crawled forward, gently soaping her legs, feet, pussy, back. She held her hair up and let him scrub like a servant.

When she stepped out, she toweled off quickly.

Then held out the cage.

“Lock it.”

He did.

The click was louder this time.

Like a verdict.

She put on fresh panties.

No bra.

Her nipples poked through her thin shirt.

She watched him from the mirror while she applied makeup.

“You’re not a husband anymore.”

“I know.”

“You’re not even my partner.”

He said nothing.

“You’re my clean-up boy.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll serve every bull. You'll prep the room, set the tone, then disappear.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll kneel when I cum. You’ll lick it. You’ll smile.”

“Yes.”

“You’ll thank me for the opportunity.”

“Yes.”

She turned around and smirked.

“Good boy.”

She walked back to the bed and laid down, spreading her legs.

“Clean the sheets.”

He froze.

“I want your tongue. Every inch.”

He lowered his face to the mattress.

The scent was powerful.

Her cum. His cum. Sweat. Jace.

He dragged his tongue over the fabric, soaking it with his own saliva.

She watched from the headboard, lazily rubbing her clit.

“You’re so useful now.”

He kept licking.

She came again.

Soft. Lazy. Indulgent.

“Clean my thighs.”

He moved to her.

She moaned.

“You’re getting better.”

He didn’t respond.

She grabbed his face and forced him to look up.

“Do you like your job?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like being my little maid?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like knowing other men stretch me open?”

“Yes.”

“Do you like swallowing their cum?”

He paused.

“…Yes.”

She smiled.

“Then you’re ready.”

They checked out by noon.

She wore the same black dress—no underwear.

He carried the bags.

She let him kiss her foot before they left.

In the car, her phone buzzed.

She didn’t hide it.

Aaron: Still on for Saturday? Got something big for you.

She showed Dustin the screen.

He didn’t blink.

“Yes,” he said.

She smirked.

“You’ll be there.”

She leaned in, kissed his cheek.

Then whispered:

“To clean me. And taste him.”
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She made the rules the following night.

Not during sex.

Not in the heat of a moan, or mid-humiliation.

No.

She waited until they were home. Quiet. Clean. No noise except the ticking of the clock on the wall. They hadn’t spoken since the hotel. Dustin had cooked dinner, set the table, poured her wine.

She hadn't touched him.

She hadn’t even looked at him.

She just sat across from him in silence, sipping her wine, wearing one of his T-shirts with no bra underneath.

He didn’t eat. He couldn’t. His stomach twisted every time he caught her scent—the lingering aroma of cum and sweat and satisfaction that didn’t belong to him.

After her third glass, she stood.

And spoke.

“Come here.”

He stood immediately.

“Living room. Strip.”

He obeyed.

He stood in front of her, naked. Cage locked. Body aching. Face flushed.

She walked a slow circle around him.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said.

He stayed silent.

“I like this. Us. The new version.”

He nodded once.

“But I’m tired of you not knowing your place.”

She stopped behind him. Close. Her breath tickled his neck.

“So I’m making rules.”

She stepped around in front again.

“And you’re going to follow them.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Say it clearly.”

“Yes, Olivia.”

She smiled.

She went to the kitchen drawer. Pulled out a notepad and pen. Sat back on the couch.

Dustin stayed standing.

She began writing, slowly, deliberately, saying each rule aloud as she wrote it.

“Rule One: You will remain locked unless given written permission. Spoken permission will no longer count.”

She looked up.

“You understand that?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t get to ask. You don’t get to beg. If your cock gets hard, it stays caged.”

He nodded.

She smirked.

“Get used to waking up aching.”

She continued.

“Rule Two: You will book all hotel rooms for me and any guests. You will prepare the bed. The wine. The lighting. The music. You will clean it afterward with your tongue and your hands.”

He swallowed hard.

“Rule Three: You will not speak to my bulls unless spoken to. You will not address them as equals. You will refer to them as ‘Sir’ or by their name only if they approve it.”

“Rule Four: You will kneel when I am being fucked.”

She paused, tapped the pen against her lips.

“Actually, no. Let's revise that.”

She scribbled something out and rewrote it.

“Rule Four: You will kneel at all times when I am naked.”

Dustin’s knees bent without thinking.

She grinned.

“Good boy.”

She wrote for fifteen more minutes.

Each rule more degrading than the last.

“You will swallow what I give you without question.”

“You will not cum without my written consent.”

“You will eat your meals at my feet, from the floor.”

“You will present your tongue before bed, in case I need to use it.”

And finally:

“If I want you to watch, you will watch. If I want you to leave, you will leave. You are my property—not my partner.”

She signed the bottom.

Then held the pen out.

“Sign.”

He took it, hand shaking, and wrote his name beneath hers.

The moment the last letter curved onto the page, she closed the notepad and stood.

“Good,” she said softly. “Now we’re clear.”

She walked into the bedroom.

He stayed kneeling.

She returned a few minutes later.

Wearing lingerie.

Not for him.

A red bra, sheer. Thin straps. Barely containing her tits. Matching panties already soaked. Her heels clicked against the hardwood as she walked in slow, deliberate steps.

Dustin’s mouth fell open.

His cock throbbed violently inside the cage.

She noticed.

“Tsk.”

She walked over, stood in front of him.

“Rule Six,” she said. “You will learn to suffer silently.”

She tapped the cage with her toe.

“You’re leaking.”

He looked down.

Sure enough, a trail of clear fluid had dripped down his shaft. Precum. Pointless. Denied.

She crouched in front of him, eye to eye.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want relief?”

“Yes.”

She leaned in.

“Not tonight.”

The doorbell rang.

He froze.

She didn’t.

She turned to him, smiled, and said:

“Stay kneeling.”

She walked to the front door and opened it wide.

Aaron stepped in.

He was older than Jace.

Bigger.

Thicker.

Smiling.

He wore gym clothes. His arms were huge. His chest strained the shirt. His eyes scanned Olivia slowly—appreciating everything.

Then he looked at Dustin.

Didn’t flinch.

“Is this the clean-up bitch?”

She laughed. “He is.”

Aaron grinned.

“Cool.”

She poured him a drink.

Dustin stayed on the floor, naked, caged, kneeling like a trained animal.

Aaron sat on the couch. Olivia sat beside him, legs crossed.

They talked. About work. The gym. Her outfit.

She didn't acknowledge Dustin for twenty minutes.

Then, casually, she said:

“Show him your tongue.”

He did.

Aaron raised an eyebrow. “Damn.”

She laughed.

“You’ll see how good he is after.”

Eventually, Aaron stood.

“Ready?”

She nodded.

Dustin tried to stand.

She held up a finger.

“No. Rule Four.”

He dropped back down.

She led Aaron to the bedroom, hand in his.

Dustin crawled behind them.

She stripped slowly, Aaron watching from the bed. Her bra hit the floor. Her panties peeled off sticky and wet. Her body was already flushed.

Aaron’s cock was out—thick, hard, bigger than Jace’s.

Dustin couldn’t look away.

He was trembling.

She climbed into Aaron’s lap and straddled him.

“You want to watch?” she asked Dustin.

He nodded.

“Too bad.”

She tossed a blindfold at him.

He tied it on.

Everything went dark.

He heard her moan as she slid onto Aaron’s cock.

Her voice was softer this time. More intimate.

“God, you’re wide…”

“Stretch me…”

“Fuuuck, that’s deep…”

Then the bed rocked.

Slaps echoed.

Her gasps got louder.

His name never came up.

Not once.

Eventually, she moaned louder—sharper—then cried out.

“I’m gonna cum…”

“Fill me… do it…”

“Let him clean it…”

Then Aaron’s groan. One final thrust.

Then silence.

The blindfold came off.

She lay flat on the bed, thighs still spread. Aaron pulled out slowly. Cum dripped out instantly—thick and white.

She patted the edge of the bed.

“Dustin.”

He crawled over.

She spread her pussy wider.

“Clean.”

He obeyed.

This time, the taste was stronger.

She groaned as his tongue slid inside.

Aaron lit a cigarette and watched.

She came again as he licked.

She didn’t say thank you.

When he was done, she patted his cheek.

“Good little cum cleaner.”

Then:

“Bed. Floor. Now.”

He curled up at the foot of the bed like a dog.

Naked. Locked.

Olivia fell asleep in Aaron’s arms.

Dustin lay awake.

Hard.

Empty.

Caged.
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Dustin no longer questioned anything.

Not the cage.

Not the hotel routine.

Not the taste.

Not the ache.

Not her silences.

Not her moans.

Not even the other man’s cum in his mouth.

He had started to find comfort in the humiliation.

Like a stray dog finding a routine in scraps.

He existed now inside a very specific role: Olivia’s invisible support system, always present, never acknowledged, only activated when needed.

He was the tongue.

The scheduler.

The lock-keeper and the clean-up bitch.

And Aaron had become more than a bull.

He was Olivia’s favorite.

The fourth time she met Aaron, it wasn’t in a hotel.

It was at their house.

Their marriage bed.

Their shower.

Their living room.

She didn’t ask permission.

She told Dustin two hours before Aaron arrived.

“Put fresh sheets on the bed. Clean the bathroom. Light a candle. And shave.”

He blinked. “Shave?”

“My pussy, dumbass. I want it smooth for him.”

By the time Aaron showed up, Dustin had already set the mood.

Low lighting.

Soft playlist.

Silk robe hung on the door.

Wine chilled.

His cock hurt from the cage, throbbing with every beat of his pulse. The ring dug into the base, and the tip had started to get raw from the constant pressure. But it stayed on. Because Olivia said so.

Aaron entered with a cocky smirk and a gym bag slung over one shoulder.

He smelled like sweat and aftershave. Thick arms. Big smile.

“Hey, little maid,” he said to Dustin.

“Hello, Sir.”

He dropped his bag in the foyer like he owned the place.

Olivia came down the stairs in a short silk robe, no bra. Her nipples pushed through the thin fabric.

“You two getting along?” she said sweetly.

Aaron laughed. “He knows his place.”

“Good.”

She walked over and kissed Aaron—deep. Tongue. Moan. Grinding her hips forward so he felt the wet spot already soaking through the robe.

Aaron looked at Dustin and smiled. “You don’t get those anymore, huh?”

Dustin just nodded.

She pulled Aaron upstairs.

Her robe hit the floor on the third step.

Dustin sat on the bottom stair.

He could hear everything.

The giggles. The slaps. The “Fuuuck, that’s tight.”

Then the creak of the bed.

Then her first moan. High. Immediate. Real.

Then her second. Louder. A cry.

Then…

“Harder, Aaron… pull my hair.”

“Choke me a little—yeah, like that—yes—yes—FUCK⁠—”

“Oh my God, you’re in my stomach⁠—”

And then came the begging.

And the sound of the headboard slamming.

He didn’t move.

Not even when she screamed Aaron’s name loud enough to shake the walls.

Eventually, the house went quiet.

He waited.

Ten minutes. Then twenty.

Then his phone buzzed.

“Come upstairs. Bring the tongue.”

She was lying on the bed, naked, legs open.

Her body was flushed pink, hair a mess, thighs coated in sweat and fresh cum.

Aaron sat in the corner chair, shirtless, legs spread, cock hanging thick and dripping.

She didn’t say hello.

She just pointed between her thighs.

“Knees.”

He dropped.

She yawned.

Then grabbed a vape and hit it, exhaling while his tongue touched her skin.

He licked slowly, cleaning her hole, her folds, her clit.

She didn’t moan this time.

She was too satisfied.

Too used.

She just breathed. Checked her phone.

Occasionally stroked his head with her fingertips.

“Like a pet,” Aaron chuckled.

She grinned. “No. He’s not that useful.”

When he finished, she made him clean Aaron’s cock.

Aaron didn’t flinch as Dustin licked the shaft, tasting her arousal mixed with the salty sting of her bull’s cum.

When he was done, Olivia kissed Aaron deeply.

Then looked at Dustin.

“Put the collar on.”

He retrieved it from the drawer.

Thick. Leather. Steel ring at the front.

She buckled it herself. Tight.

“Now clean the floor. I leaked.”

He dropped to all fours and licked the hardwood.

Aaron filmed him on his phone.

“You got a name for this series yet?” he asked Olivia.

She laughed.

“Housebroken.”

That night, Dustin slept on a towel at the foot of the bed.

When he woke, Olivia was straddling Aaron’s face, riding his tongue, moaning so loud it made Dustin hard again—pointlessly, painfully.

She came, twice.

Then she looked down at Dustin.

“You know what hurts the most?”

He blinked.

“Knowing you’re so easy to replace.”

He nodded.

And agreed.

From that week on, Aaron came twice a week.

Tuesdays and Fridays.

Every session began the same.

Every one ended with Dustin on his knees, licking cum from between her legs.

Sometimes from her ass.

Once, from her mouth.

She stopped calling it clean-up.

She started calling it communion.

“Your reward,” she whispered, every time she squatted over his face.

“Taste what a real man gave me.”

“Drink, my little disciple.”

“Swallow our truth.”

One night, after an especially brutal session where Aaron came in her three times in a row—twice inside, once on her back—Olivia laid beside Dustin on the floor while Aaron slept upstairs.

She was still naked.

Her cunt still leaking.

She stared at the ceiling.

“I want to get bred.”

Dustin flinched.

“You…”

She looked at him.

“I want to feel him cum in me and know it’s permanent. That I’ll carry it.”

His voice shook. “And me?”

She smiled.

“You’ll raise it.”

That night, she didn’t let him lick her clean.

She smeared the cum across her pussy lips with her fingers, then pulled up her panties.

“I want to sleep in it.”

By the end of the month, she was scheduling Aaron’s visits herself—without telling Dustin.

She’d walk in from work, toss her heels across the room, and say:

“We’re hosting tonight. Set the room.”

“Make a smoothie for him. He’s bulking.”

“I want the good towels washed and ready.”

“No eye contact during round one.”

“Foot rub when he’s done. He likes it firm.”

Dustin nodded. Every time.

Then came the collar protocol.

If she snapped her fingers, he dropped to his knees.

If she said “tongue,” he presented.

If she said “service,” he stripped.

She started using the word "it" more often.

“I need it clean.”

“It didn’t do a good job last night.”

“I’m gonna leave it caged all week. It’s better that way.”

He started referring to himself that way, too.

“It’s sorry, Miss.”

“It will try harder.”

“It lives to serve you.”

Aaron noticed.

He loved it.

He’d spit on Dustin when he walked in.

Slap his cheek after clean-up.

Call him “it” with pride.

“You got him trained,” he said one night, smirking as he adjusted his pants after his third load in her.

She stroked his chest, kissing his neck.

“I haven’t even started.”
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The night before she left, Olivia packed a small overnight bag. She didn’t rush. She folded each outfit carefully, humming softly to herself. Dustin stood by the doorway, naked, caged, and silent, watching her lay out lingerie like it was armor.

A red set. A black thong. A silk robe.

Three different perfumes.

No pajamas.

She packed two condoms, then added four more.

“Just in case,” she said, not looking up.

He didn’t speak.

She added her plug, lube, and the silver collar Aaron liked putting around her neck during round two.

Then she zipped the bag, set it on the chair, and finally turned to him.

“Keys.”

He handed over both.

His car key.

His cock key.

She took both, slid them into her purse, and looked at him like she was packing away a tool she no longer needed.

“You’ll drive,” she said. “But you don’t speak. You don’t ask questions. You drop us off and wait. Understood?”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“I understand, Miss.”

She smiled.

“Good boy.”

She wore black yoga pants that fit like a second skin, a tight top that didn’t bother with a bra, and a smile Dustin hadn’t seen in months—not since Aaron.

Confident. Effortless. Owned.

They left just after noon.

Aaron was already waiting in the driveway.

He tossed his gym bag in the trunk like it was his own car and slid into the backseat next to Olivia.

She leaned in and kissed him. Deep. Wet. Open-mouthed.

Dustin didn’t look in the mirror.

The drive took just under two hours. Olivia rested her bare feet on the center console, her toes brushing the gearshift. Aaron kept one hand on her thigh the whole time, fingers drifting higher, sometimes dipping between her legs just enough to make her gasp.

At one point, Dustin caught a glimpse in the mirror—her hand resting on Aaron’s hard cock, gently stroking it over his sweatpants while she whispered in his ear.

They laughed. Whispered more.

Dustin gripped the wheel tighter, his cage screaming, cock aching so hard it pulsed behind steel.

Still, he said nothing.

They arrived at the spa resort just after two.

A luxury suite, balcony view, champagne waiting in a silver bucket.

Dustin parked in the guest lot.

Aaron got out first.

Olivia didn’t follow immediately.

She leaned toward the passenger window and looked at Dustin like she was giving instructions to a dog.

“You’ll stay in the car.”

He blinked. “For how long?”

“As long as we’re here.”

Her voice was calm. Matter-of-fact.

“No room. No clean-up. No messages. You wait.”

He opened his mouth.

She raised a finger.

“Or go home and stay locked until I decide to come back.”

He swallowed hard.

Then nodded.

She smiled sweetly.

“I’ll let you know if we need anything… servant.”

She kissed his cheek—soft, almost tender.

Then walked away with Aaron, hand in hand, hips swaying like she owned the world.

The first hour was manageable.

He read his phone. Watched some YouTube. Scrolled Instagram.

But every few minutes, he’d glance up at the hotel.

The lights on the balcony. The heavy curtain that moved when the door opened.

The faintest echoes of a laugh.

His stomach twisted every time he thought he saw movement behind the glass.

Two hours passed.

Then three.

No messages.

The sun dipped lower.

The car got cold.

He pulled a blanket from the trunk and wrapped himself inside it, but the metal of the cage felt like ice against his skin.

Still, he waited.

At 6:17 p.m., his phone buzzed.

Not a message.

A video.

He opened it.

Olivia. On the bed. Naked. Collar around her neck. On all fours, face to the camera.

Aaron’s voice behind her.

“Tell him.”

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, makeup smudged.

“I’ve never been fucked this deep,” she moaned.

Aaron’s hand slapped her ass. Then he thrust.

She screamed.

“Tell him what it feels like.”

“It feels…” she gasped, “like I’m being used.”

“Like I’m not a wife.”

“Like I’m a fucktoy.”

“And I love it.”

Then the screen filled with Aaron’s cock, sliding into her soaked pussy.

End of video.

Dustin watched it five times.

He didn’t touch himself. He couldn’t.

The cage was too tight. The metal had dug deep grooves into the skin now. Every twitch was pain.

But he didn’t want relief.

He wanted to be needed.

He wanted to be useful again.

Another hour passed.

Then another.

No word.

He got out of the car once, walked to the lobby, and hovered near the entrance.

He wasn’t on the reservation.

He wasn’t welcome.

He stood there like a stray dog outside a restaurant, hoping for scraps.

But none came.

By midnight, he’d started hallucinating.

Little things.

The sound of her moan in the wind.

The imagined vibration of his phone.

The scent of her sweat floating through the cracked window.

At one point, he thought he saw her on the balcony.

She wasn’t.

He fell asleep curled in the backseat, cage pulsing with his heartbeat, face pressed into the blanket that still smelled like her perfume.

The next morning, the sun woke him.

His phone buzzed once.

A single message.

“Be in the lobby at noon. Bring coffee. Shut up.”

He arrived early.

Black coffee. Two sugars. Her favorite.

He stood by the fountain, dressed in the same clothes as yesterday.

She came down at 12:07.

Alone.

Radiant.

Wearing a short white sundress, fresh makeup, hair brushed, skin glowing like she’d just spent the night getting worshipped head to toe.

She took the coffee without looking at him.

Then sipped.

“Good boy.”

Aaron appeared behind her, still zipping his pants.

He grinned.

“Thanks for the ride, little man.”

Then they walked past him.

Together.

The car ride home was silent.

No conversation.

No acknowledgment.

Aaron slept.

Olivia scrolled her phone.

Dustin didn’t exist.

At the house, Aaron got out and walked inside without a word.

Olivia stayed in the car.

Then finally turned to Dustin.

“You missed a spot shaving.”

He blinked. “What?”

She pointed to her inner thigh.

“You missed a spot. I had to shave it myself.”

He opened his mouth to apologize.

She cut him off.

“You’re not cleaning tonight.”

He froze.

“I don’t want your tongue near me.”

She opened the door.

“Drive to the pharmacy. Pick up Plan B. He didn’t pull out.”

He did.

She didn’t speak to him again that night.

She took a shower alone.

Locked the bedroom door.

He slept on the floor outside it.

Still caged.

Still forgotten.
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It started with the quiet.

Not coldness. Not cruelty.

Just absence.

Olivia stopped asking questions.

She stopped offering instructions.

She no longer corrected him. No praise, no scolding.

Just silence.

Dustin still did everything.

He laid out her clothes in the morning. Warmed her coffee. Polished the mirrors. Changed her bedsheets after Aaron left. Cleaned her toys. Set the thermostat how she liked it.

But now, she didn’t nod. Didn’t say thank you.

She just moved past him, lips pursed in thought, phone in hand, heels clicking against wood floors like punctuation marks to sentences he didn’t deserve to hear.

He waited, thinking it was a phase.

It wasn’t.

By the fourth day, he was unraveling.

She sat at the kitchen table, scrolling through her iPad. Legs crossed. Hair tied up. Tank top tight across her chest, no bra. Dustin stood in front of her, hands folded behind his back, trying not to stare.

Trying not to ache.

He’d cooked her breakfast. Poached eggs, avocado toast, fruit on the side. The plate was perfect.

She didn’t even glance up.

“Miss…” he whispered.

Nothing.

He stepped closer.

“I wanted to know if there’s anything else I can do today. Anything at all. Please.”

She looked up—just long enough to raise one finger.

Silence.

He froze.

She went back to scrolling.

He stayed in place for almost fifteen minutes.

Eventually, she stood, took the coffee, and walked past him.

He turned, heart racing.

“Miss—”

She didn’t stop.

She spoke only once.

“You’re not here to be heard. You’re here to obey.”

Then the bedroom door shut behind her.

He knelt on the floor. Right there in the kitchen.

Waiting. Hoping.

It felt safer than standing.

Standing felt… presumptuous.

Later that day, he tried again.

He knelt beside her bed while she applied lotion to her thighs.

The cage throbbed. His mouth was dry.

“I—I just miss serving you properly,” he whispered.

Still no answer.

He tried again.

“Miss, please, I feel⁠—”

She cut him off.

Her eyes met his for the first time that day.

“You feel?” she asked quietly.

He nodded. Hope surged in his chest.

Then her voice hardened.

“That’s not your purpose.”

That night, she fucked Aaron in the living room.

Dustin wasn’t invited to kneel.

He wasn’t even invited to the room.

She told him to mop the laundry room.

While she screamed another man’s name ten feet away.

He didn’t sleep.

The next morning, Olivia found him kneeling outside her door.

She stepped over him, went to the bathroom, closed the door.

The shower started.

Still no words.

He broke the silence.

It was almost noon.

He entered the living room while she watched TV.

Knelt in front of the couch.

His voice shook.

“I feel… useless.”

She blinked, then muted the show.

“You are,” she said.

Flat. Icy.

“You’re not a man. You’re not a husband. You’re not a lover. You’re not even my pet.”

He swallowed.

“Then what am I?”

She looked him dead in the eyes.

“I’m still deciding.”

He burst into tears.

Real ones.

He didn’t sob. He didn’t wail. He just cried like something in him had quietly, finally given out.

She didn’t comfort him.

She let him kneel and weep.

Then, after a long, tense silence, she stood.

“Come. Now.”

He followed on all fours.
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She led him into the guest room.

It was empty—furniture moved, curtains drawn, hardwood floor freshly mopped. In the center stood a plain wooden chair. Straight back, four legs, no cushion. One of the old dining chairs they never used anymore.

She circled it once.

Then looked at him.

“This is your spot now.”

He blinked. “Miss?”

She pointed to the floor beside it.

“You kneel here every night. Until I say otherwise. No talking. No looking at your phone. No thinking unless I allow it.”

His voice cracked. “For how long?”

She tilted her head.

“Until I forget you’re there.”

He swallowed.

Then dropped to his knees beside the chair.

That first night, she left him there for three hours.

He could hear her upstairs—laughing during a phone call, the occasional clink of ice in a glass, the rhythmic sound of the shower she took alone. He waited in silence, cage pressing against his thighs, knees on cold hardwood.

He didn’t dare move.

When she finally appeared, she opened the door, glanced in, then turned the light off.

“Don’t get up,” she said.

The door shut again.

He slept there. Kneeling.

The next night: four hours.

The night after that: six.

By the end of the week, his legs would go numb by hour two. His knees bruised. His spine screamed for relief. But he stayed.

Because that chair wasn’t just furniture anymore.

It was a symbol.

A throne for her absence. A monument to obedience.

A place where he could prove himself—even when she wasn’t watching.

On the eighth night, she stayed with him.

Not beside him. Not speaking.

She brought a book. Sat in the chair. Crossed her legs. Read for two hours while he knelt silently at her feet.

Her perfume made him dizzy.

She didn’t say a word until she closed the book.

Then she leaned forward and spoke gently.

“Every second you spend on your knees makes you more mine.”

His eyes watered.

“I want to be yours.”

She smiled. Then corrected him.

“You are. Wanting has nothing to do with it anymore.”

The next night, she brought a bell.

Set it on the chair.

“If I ring this, you move. If I don’t—you don’t.”

He nodded.

But she didn’t ring it. Not once.

He stayed there from 6 p.m. to 2 a.m.

No food. No water. No acknowledgment.

When she came to collect the bell, she didn’t look at him.

Just picked it up and walked out.

On the twelfth night, he cried again.

No sounds.

Just quiet, defeated tears while he knelt beside the chair, staring at his reflection in the dark window.

He didn’t recognize his own face anymore.

His hands shook. His stomach growled. His knees ached.

And still, he didn’t move.

When Olivia finally opened the door, she stood in the doorway and said:

“You’re ready.”

He looked up, dazed.

“For what?”

She stepped into the room.

“For prayer.”
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She stood in front of him, barefoot, robe tied loosely at the waist. No makeup. No bra. Her hair slightly damp from a late shower. The scent of vanilla and skin filled the room.

He was still on his knees beside the ritual chair.

She placed a small folded towel beneath them—first time she’d ever softened the spot.

“I’m going to speak,” she said.

“You’re going to listen.”

He nodded, eyes low.

She crouched in front of him, not to comfort—but to instruct.

“I’m going to give you words. Not because you deserve them. Not because I forgive you. But because I want you shaped a certain way.”

He nodded again.

“No,” she said. “Words.”

“I understand, Miss.”

“You’re going to repeat everything I say. Clearly. Fully. No shortcuts. You’ll say it until it becomes truth.”

“Yes, Miss.”

She sat back in the chair.

Crossed her legs.

Let silence fill the space until he couldn’t take it.

Then she began.

“My pleasure is her power.”

He repeated it, voice thin.

“My pleasure is her power.”

“My body is her property.”

“My body is her property.”

“My thoughts are not my own.”

“My thoughts are not my own.”

“Her will replaces mine.”

“Her will replaces mine.”

She made him start again.

This time, slower.

Then again—louder.

Then with his eyes up.

Then with his hands behind his back.

Then with his mouth open, tongue out, like a dog panting between verses.

She snapped her fingers.

“Stop.”

He froze.

She stared at him for almost a full minute.

Then said:

“From now on, when you think of sex, you think of me having it with someone else.”

He swallowed.

“Yes, Miss.”

“When you feel your cock ache, you say ‘thank you.’”

“Yes, Miss.”

“When I let you speak, it’s a gift.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“When I let you kneel, it’s a privilege.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And when I ignore you… it means you’re doing well.”

He paused.

Then nodded slowly.

“…Yes, Miss.”

She leaned forward and rested her hand lightly on the top of his head.

“You’re not broken.”

He blinked.

“You’re becoming.”

He trembled.

She caressed his cheek, almost lovingly.

“You’re shedding what you were. And what’s left will be better. Simpler. Useful.”

His lips parted.

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m yours.”

“Not enough.”

“I’m your property.”

“Go on.”

“I’m not a man.”

“Keep going.”

“I’m a reflection of your will.”

She smiled.

“Now say the prayer again.”

He did.

Over and over.

She let him go until his voice cracked.

Until his body shook from exhaustion.

Until his knees throbbed and his jaw locked.

Then she finally stood.

Walked behind him.

And whispered:

“I’m proud of you.”

His whole body tensed.

He gasped—like the words were air.

She kissed the back of his neck.

And left the room.

He stayed kneeling until morning.

Repeating the prayer silently in his head.

Over and over.

Until he wasn’t even sure if it was his thought anymore.
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The chair stayed in the center of the room.

It wasn’t moved.

It wasn’t discussed.

It simply became part of the house—like a small altar.

And every night, without being told, Dustin knelt beside it.

At first for hours.

Then all evening.

Eventually… from the moment Olivia got home until she told him to crawl to bed.

He stopped asking for clean-up.

He stopped checking his phone.

He stopped expecting anything.

Only the chair mattered.

Only her voice—when she chose to use it—mattered.

One night, Olivia came home late.

Aaron was with her.

Dustin was already in position, waiting.

She didn’t acknowledge him.

They passed by him like he was furniture.

He heard them upstairs.

The wine uncorking.

The sound of heels dropping.

Her laugh echoing down the stairwell.

He didn’t move.

An hour passed.

Then two.

Then the door opened.

She walked in—alone.

Still in her black dress, lips smudged, hair slightly wild.

She stood behind him and said nothing.

Then Aaron appeared in the doorway.

T-shirt half-on. Muscles soft with post-sex sweat.

He raised an eyebrow.

“…Damn.”

Olivia smiled.

“He’s doing better.”

Aaron circled the chair slowly, eyeing Dustin like a museum piece.

“He hasn’t moved?”

“Not unless I let him.”

“Hasn’t touched you?”

“Not in weeks.”

Aaron looked down.

Dustin stayed kneeling. Eyes on the floor. Cage flush against his pelvis.

Aaron bent slightly.

“He can hear us?”

She nodded.

“He understands everything.”

Aaron knelt in front of Dustin.

Snapped his fingers once.

No reaction.

Aaron smiled.

“…He really doesn’t want anything else, does he?”

Olivia stepped beside them.

“No. He used to.”

She ran her fingers through Dustin’s hair.

“But I took that away.”

She pulled his head gently against her hip.

“And he’s better now.”

Aaron leaned back on his heels.

“What is he?”

Olivia answered without hesitation.

“He’s not a man.”

Aaron waited.

“He’s a vessel. For my will. My routine. My mess.”

She looked down.

“He’s not broken. He’s trained.”

Dustin whispered something.

Barely audible.

Aaron looked up.

“What was that?”

Olivia knelt beside Dustin and tilted his chin.

“Say it again.”

Dustin swallowed.

Then whispered:

“Thank you… for using her.”

Aaron blinked.

Then laughed.

It wasn’t mocking.

It was startled. Respectful.

Like he was seeing something rare.

He looked at Olivia.

“You really did it.”

She smiled.

“Almost.”

Then she turned to Dustin.

“Kiss his hand.”

Dustin crawled forward and pressed his lips to Aaron’s palm.

Then knelt again.

Silent.

Still.

Aaron stayed for dinner.

Dustin ate nothing.

He remained at the chair.

Reciting his mantras in his head.

One word at a time.
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The next morning, Olivia called him into the bedroom.

Dustin crawled.

She was already dressed—jeans, tight black top, minimal makeup. Casual, but beautiful. Effortlessly powerful.

She sat on the edge of the bed, a small metal box beside her. It looked like a jewelry case.

She patted the floor between her feet.

He knelt.

She opened the box.

Inside: his cage key.

The real one.

Polished. Cold. Familiar.

He hadn’t seen it in weeks.

His eyes went wide.

His heart pounded.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

His throat tightened.

“I… I don’t know.”

She smiled.

“Yes, you do.”

He stared at the key.

“Why are you showing it to me?”

“I want to give you a choice,” she said.

Then leaned in slightly.

“A real one.”

She held the key between two fingers.

“This ends everything. I take off the cage. I let you cum. We go back to normal.”

He stared.

“And you’d go back to being Dustin. My husband. My equal.”

She paused.

“You’d sleep in my bed. You’d touch me. You’d fuck me.”

She said it flatly. Not seductively.

Like an offer.

Not a promise.

He swallowed.

“And… if I say no?”

She put the key back in the box.

Snapped it shut.

“Then I throw this away.”

“Where?”

“Somewhere you’ll never find it.”

His cock pulsed behind the cage, just hearing her voice wrap around that word.

She stood.

“You’ve seen what you are now.”

She paced slowly in front of him.

“You don’t crave release anymore. You crave control.”

She pointed to his knees.

“You crave service.”

She stepped closer.

“You crave the pain of knowing I’m satisfied—without you.”

He whimpered.

And it sounded like thanks.

She opened the box one last time.

Held the key in front of him.

“Take it.”

He stared.

Hand trembling.

Then—he shook his head.

Tears welled again.

“No…”

She waited.

“…I don’t want it.”

Her eyes darkened.

“Say it again.”

“I don’t want it.”

“Beg me to keep it.”

He nodded, voice cracking.

“Please. Please, Miss. Keep it. I don’t deserve it. I don’t want to be free.”

She stepped back.

Held the key above the jewelry box.

“You sure?”

“Yes. Please… lock me forever.”

She tilted her head.

“You want to stay mine?”

“Yes.”

“Even if I never touch you again?”

He shuddered.

“Yes.”

“Even if I love someone else?”

He didn’t hesitate.

“Yes.”

“Even if I forget your name?”

He whispered.

“I already have.”

She dropped the key into the box.

Snapped it shut.

Then walked to the bathroom.

He heard running water.

Then something sizzle.

When she returned, the box was empty.

The air smelled faintly metallic—like something had been melted down in the sink.

His eyes widened.

“…Did you…”

She smiled gently.

“No going back now.”

She walked over to him.

Crouched.

Held his face.

“You’re beautiful like this.”

He trembled.

She kissed his forehead.

Then stood.

“You’re not my husband anymore.”

He nodded.

“You’re not a man.”

He nodded again.

“You’re mine.”

“…I’m yours.”

She placed one finger on his caged cock.

“And this is mine.”

He moaned.

Not from pleasure.

From something deeper.

Something… complete.

That night, she tucked him into a blanket beside the bed.

Not on it.

Beside it.

No chains.

No cuffs.

He didn’t need them.

She didn’t kiss him goodnight.

She just whispered:

“You’re safe now.”

Then turned off the light.


9




It began with a lock on the bedroom door.

Not the usual one.

A digital keypad.

She installed it without telling him. Dustin only discovered it when he brought Olivia her freshly laundered nightwear and found the door sealed.

He tapped once.

No answer.

Tapped again.

Still nothing.

Then the sound of Aaron’s voice—laughter—through the wall. And her voice, too. Soft, amused, completely uninterested in what existed on the other side of that door.

He sat down in the hallway, folded her laundry neatly on his lap, and waited.

For four hours.

At 2 a.m., the door opened.

She stepped out, barefoot, hair a mess, cheeks flushed, wearing Aaron’s t-shirt. Not even looking at Dustin.

She walked past him, headed to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of water.

When she returned, she stopped in front of him.

Looked down.

Then pointed to the floor next to the baseboard.

“Dust. You missed a spot.”

Then she shut the door again.

No mention of the laundry.

No eye contact.

No instructions.

That night, she didn’t speak to him again.

The next morning, he tried to return to his routine.

He prepared her breakfast, arranged her vitamins, laid out her underwear and perfume.

She moved through the house like he wasn’t there.

He tried kneeling near her seat at the dining table.

She moved her chair two feet to the left.

He knelt again.

She stood and ate at the kitchen counter.

That afternoon, she texted him one sentence:

“You no longer have tongue privileges.”

He didn’t reply.

He couldn’t.

There was nothing to say.

The old rituals were gone.

No more clean-up.

No more hotel prep.

No more moans behind thin walls while he waited, cock locked, heart pounding.

Now, Olivia kept him out of everything.

The cage stayed on.

The key was still gone.

But the eroticism… had been amputated.

And what replaced it wasn’t cruelty.

It was worse.

Neglect.

He wasn’t punished.

He wasn’t teased.

He was just… invisible.

When Aaron came over now, Dustin wasn’t told.

He’d hear the front door, maybe a laugh.

Then silence.

He was allowed to clean afterward, but only the outside of the room.

No laundry. No sheets. No toys. Those were her domain now.

He was never told how long they’d been inside.

He was never sent videos.

And when he asked—once, meekly—she smiled softly.

“Don’t ruin what little you’re allowed.”

Eventually, he stopped asking.
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It was on the ninth day that she finally spoke to him again.

She stood at the sink, freshly showered, wearing a robe that didn’t close all the way. Her thigh peeked through the opening with every slow movement. Her collarbone glistened with oil. Dustin knelt behind her, silent, still, afraid to even look.

She turned around, drying her hands.

“Stand up.”

He blinked.

“Now.”

He rose to his feet.

She looked him over—head to toe, eyes cold and clinical.

“You're not working anymore.”

His breath hitched.

“Miss…?”

She crossed her arms.

“You’re not my cleaner. Not my servant. Not my fuckless husband. You're not anything unless I say.”

His lips parted.

“I don’t know what to⁠—”

She held up a hand.

“I’ve reassigned you.”

She stepped into the hallway and motioned.

He followed.

At the end of the hall stood a small end table with three drawers. On top: a folded set of her panties, a timer, and a lined notebook.

She gestured to the panties.

“From now on, you will fold these perfectly. Daily. Every pair.”

He nodded.

“You will start over if they are crooked. You will time yourself. You will log each result. You will aim to improve.”

His eyes dropped to the notebook.

The title read:

“Duties of a Non-Man”

His heart twisted.

She kept going.

“You will not speak unless spoken to.”

“You will not kneel in my presence unless I ring the bell.”

“You will not ask questions.”

“You will not use words like ‘I feel,’ ‘I miss,’ or ‘I want.’”

She stepped closer.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss.”

She tilted her head.

“Repeat it.”

“I will not speak unless spoken to. I will not kneel unless the bell rings. I will not ask questions. I will not use words like ‘I feel,’ ‘I miss,’ or ‘I want.’”

She touched his face.

“You’re doing better.”

Then turned and walked away.

That night, he folded thirty-six pairs of panties.

Twenty-nine were rejected by his own standards.

The cage throbbed the entire time.

Not from arousal.

From absence.

From the ache of being nowhere near her world.

By the end of the week, he had logged 219 folds.

Average time: 41.3 seconds.

He studied each entry like it was scripture.

Olivia never checked his work.

Not once.
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A few days after the reassignment, Olivia introduced the new rule:

He would follow her.

Everywhere.

Not beside her.

Not behind her.

Exactly six paces back.

No more. No less.

She didn’t explain why.

She didn’t tell him what it meant.

She just pointed at the floor behind her one morning, looked him in the eye, and said:

“Count every step. Stay six behind. If you lose the count, start over.”

Then she turned and walked away.

And he followed.

It was harder than it sounded.

She moved through the house in unpredictable patterns. Stopping, turning, retracing her steps, stepping into rooms and then leaving again seconds later. Each change forced him to adjust, recalculate, start again.

She never told him whether he was doing it right.

She never turned to look.

Sometimes, she paused in front of mirrors, applied lipstick, and left—while he stood there in silence, barely breathing.

Other times, she’d sit on the edge of the couch, pull up one leg, and scroll through her phone—completely ignoring him.

Once, she got on the phone with Aaron, walked in loops around the living room for 47 minutes, and never once acknowledged Dustin’s presence.

By the end, his legs were cramping. He had to bite the inside of his cheek just to stay upright.

She walked past him with a glass of wine and whispered:

“Still six.”

He almost sobbed.

At night, she made him write reflections.

What he had learned.

How often he had lost count.

Where his discipline had failed.

Each entry was signed at the bottom with the phrase she now made him say before sleep:

“Six behind. Silent. Grateful.”

She stopped letting him sleep in the same room.

Not on the floor.

Not at the foot of her bed.

Not even outside the door.

He slept in the laundry room now.

On a folded towel.

Next to the detergent.

One night, Olivia had guests over—two girlfriends from college. Dustin wasn’t told ahead of time. He only saw them when they walked in and found him folding panties by the hallway table.

The women didn’t scream.

They didn’t laugh.

They just looked at him. Then at Olivia. Then at the cage.

“Oh my god,” one whispered.

Olivia smirked.

“Don’t mind him. He doesn’t talk anymore.”
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It was a Sunday afternoon when Olivia called him into the living room.

Aaron was already there—feet up on the coffee table, a beer in one hand, his phone in the other. Shirtless. Casual. Comfortable.

The TV was on, muted.

Olivia sat beside him, legs tucked under her, one arm draped across the back of the couch.

She didn’t look at Dustin when he entered.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to the spot between the rug and the fireplace.

He obeyed.

Naked.

Caged.

Still.

She took a long sip from her glass.

Then set it down and opened a folder.

He hadn’t seen her holding it before.

Inside: printouts from his folding logs. Notes. Timestamps. One of his “reflection” entries, annotated with red ink.

She flipped through the pages slowly.

Then turned to Aaron.

“Well?”

Aaron raised an eyebrow.

“He looks thinner.”

“He’s eating less. I haven’t said he could.”

Aaron chuckled.

Olivia nodded toward Dustin.

“He’s clocked nearly 400 folds. Panties, bras, even socks. Timed. Corrected. Improved.”

Aaron let out a low whistle.

“And the distance thing?”

“Still six behind. Never closer. Sometimes further, but never closer.”

She glanced up.

“Except last Wednesday. You lost count in the hallway.”

Dustin’s throat tightened.

“I… I miscounted after you doubled back into the office, Miss.”

Aaron looked amused. “He admits it.”

Olivia smirked.

“I’ve broken the shame reflex. Now he reports errors before I notice.”

Aaron sipped his beer.

“I gotta admit… I thought he’d snap by now.”

Olivia’s voice dropped.

“He did. In Chapter Eight.”

They laughed.

Dustin didn’t move.

He wanted to disappear—but not from shame.

From the overwhelming need to be perfect.

Olivia turned to him at last.

“Say the phrase.”

He inhaled.

“Six behind. Silent. Grateful.”

She closed the folder.

“Aaron and I have been talking. And we agree you’ve improved in your compliance. But your usefulness has plateaued.”

His lips parted.

“I… I can improve.”

She raised a hand.

“You’ll listen.”

He dropped his gaze.

She leaned back into the couch.

“Your presence is neutral. You no longer disrupt. But you don’t enhance anything. You are background. Atmosphere. Like white noise.”

Aaron chimed in.

“Or furniture.”

Olivia nodded thoughtfully.

“Decor with feelings.”

Dustin’s knees trembled slightly.

She noticed.

“Does that upset you?”

“…No, Miss.”

“Why?”

He swallowed.

“Because… background is still part of the room.”

She grinned.

Aaron blinked, impressed.

“…Holy shit.”

Olivia stood.

Walked up to Dustin.

Took his chin between her fingers.

“You’re not a cuckold anymore.”

He flinched.

“You’re not even a servant.”

He blinked.

“You’re my object.”

She looked him over.

“You don’t get sex. You don’t get punishment. You don’t even get shame. You’re a fixture. You exist to hold space.”

Then she ran one finger down the cage.

“And I’m deciding if that’s even still too much.”

He moaned softly.
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The room was dim when she called him in again.

The evening had stretched into silence. Aaron was gone. Olivia sat in the bedroom, lamp low, robe loose, legs folded under her.

She didn’t tell him to kneel.

He did it anyway.

She didn’t look at him for a full minute.

Then she reached into her nightstand drawer.

Pulled out a single item:

A lipstick.

She held it out.

“You’re going to sharpen this.”

He blinked.

“…Miss?”

She placed it in his hand.

“You’re going to sharpen it. Slowly. Evenly. Carefully.”

He stared at the stick of color like it was sacred.

“You’re not going to use too much pressure. You’re not going to break it. You’re not going to rush.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She pointed to the small sharpener on the dresser.

“Go.”

He moved to the dresser, knees aching, hands steadying as he picked up the sharpener.

It was delicate.

He turned the lipstick slowly, carefully, millimeter by millimeter.

He worked for minutes, then seconds, then held it up to the light.

Still not right.

He started again.

Over and over.

He didn’t know how long he spent on it.

Maybe fifteen minutes.

Maybe thirty.

When he finally brought it back to her—perfectly rounded, not a blemish on the edge—he was shaking.

She took it.

Inspected it.

Then held it up.

“Well?”

“…It’s ready, Miss.”

She set it down beside her.

Didn’t use it.

Didn’t praise him.

She just whispered:

“That’s all I needed from you today.”

He froze.

Breath hitched.

Something inside him collapsed quietly.

Because for the first time in weeks, he had done one thing that made her speak to him softly.

Not to control. Not to punish.

Just to use him.

And that was enough.

She stood, pulled the robe tighter, and walked past him.

At the door, she paused.

Then, without turning around, said:

“Tomorrow, you’ll polish my shoes.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

He sat there for another hour, hands resting in his lap, cage pressing against his thigh, heart slowing.

The lipstick lay on the nightstand.

He didn’t touch it.
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The knock came just after noon.

Dustin was already standing at the door.

Not because he’d been told to.

But because he knew.

Olivia had said nothing that morning. Not even a glance.

But there’d been three extra place settings at the table for breakfast. One empty glass. A fresh towel on the guest room door.

And that silence.

Not cold.

Not cruel.

Just… final.

He opened the door without hesitation.

The man standing on the porch was taller than him. Broader. Calm, confident. Leather bag in one hand. Fresh haircut. Neutral smile.

“Hey,” the man said.

Dustin nodded.

“Come in.”

He stepped aside.

The man entered without asking questions.

Dustin took the bag.

Led him down the hall. Showed him the guest room—the one Olivia had redecorated two days ago. Soft gray sheets. A scented candle. An empty drawer already pulled out for use.

The man glanced around, nodded once.

“Smells clean.”

Dustin bowed his head slightly.

“I made sure, sir.”

The word came out easily now.

Not forced.

Not theatrical.

Just natural.

He returned to the front door.

Closed it quietly.

Olivia stood in the kitchen, watching.

No greeting.

No acknowledgment.

Just a long, unreadable look.

Then she said:

“Strip the bedding after lunch. Move your towel to the laundry room. You’ll sleep there now.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She turned away.

The new man—his name was Marcus—settled in quickly.

He didn’t ask who Dustin was.

He didn’t need to.

He sat on the couch that evening, feet bare, legs stretched out, while Olivia curled up beside him. They shared a glass of red wine, talked softly about nothing at all, while Dustin stood exactly six paces away, hands folded.

He wasn’t waiting for orders.

He wasn’t expecting approval.

He was present.

At one point, Marcus turned to him.

“You need anything?”

It was genuine. Casual.

Dustin smiled.

“No, sir. I have everything I need.”

That night, Olivia didn’t speak another word to him.

But she left the guest room door slightly ajar.

He saw Marcus’s shoes placed neatly by the bed.

He saw Olivia’s robe on the floor.

And he knew.

There was nothing left to witness.

Nothing left to clean.

Nothing left to interrupt.

Just the sound of her contentment.

And the shape of her life without him at the center.

He stripped his old bedding in silence.

Folded the sheets tightly.

Carried his towel to the laundry room.

Laid it down on the cool floor.

And knelt beside it, staring into the dark.
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Morning began without a word.

The sound of Olivia’s shower was the signal.

Dustin moved through the house in silence: starting coffee, setting out vitamins, folding the edge of the bath mat. He didn’t knock. He didn’t wait. He simply prepared what needed to be prepared.

By the time she entered the kitchen, he was standing at the far edge of the counter.

Six steps away.

Hands clasped.

Eyes down.

She didn’t acknowledge him.

She sipped the coffee. Ate a few berries from the bowl he’d rinsed.

Marcus wandered in minutes later—barefoot, shirtless, scratching at his chest.

He kissed her neck.

She smiled.

Dustin stood still, breathing slow.

He was no longer tempted to speak.

No longer nervous about doing something wrong.

She hadn’t punished him in weeks.

She hadn’t needed to.

She had trained the silence into him.

Later that day, Olivia handed him a small box.

Inside were three cloth labels, sewn with thread.

Each read something different:

• “Property”

• “Noise Not Needed”

• “Background”

She handed him a needle and a spool.

“Sew one into your inside shirt collar,” she said. “Choose carefully. You don’t switch after.”

He nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

She turned and left the room.

He didn’t rush the choice.

He laid each label on the counter.

Touched the letters gently with his fingers.

Each one fit.

Each one was true.

But only one felt final.

He chose “Background.”

That night, Olivia saw the label.

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t speak.

She simply brushed a hand lightly over the back of his shirt, just once, as she walked past.

He nearly wept.

By the end of the week, his rituals were automatic:

• Towels checked by 6:30

• Fridge restocked by noon

• Panties folded by color, not style

• No eye contact unless summoned

• Last words before bed:

“Silent. Still. Yours.”

And when he knelt in the laundry room, staring at the hum of the dryer, he no longer felt pain.

He felt function.
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Church Girl Gone Carnal

She was the pastor’s wife. Now she’s the reason his faith—and marriage—are falling apart.

His Fantasy, Her Power

He begged for honesty. He wasn’t ready for the truth.
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She was a perfect picture: red dress, diamond smile, every word smoothed for show. But Sadie Wilson is done being a trophy on a shelf. One hot night by the glowing pool, she takes what she wants—and her husband sees everything.
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OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Dedication


    		Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Chapter 8


    		Chapter 9


    		Chapter 10


    		About the Author


    		Also by Allison Kelly


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121






OEBPS/image_rsrc25R.jpg
{
( LOCKED

AND
m LOADED

\\®
ALLISON KELLY





OEBPS/image_rsrc25S.jpg





