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My Wife's Bull



Cuckold & Hotwife, Book 1

Polly Bane


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: The Thirty Day Receipt

Ileft the dishwasher open again. Rosa pointed at the wet rack and started in on me about the puddle on the floor.

“Daniel. Close it. I’m tired of stepping in water.”

My mouth opened to apologize. What came out was the other thing I had been chewing on for months.

“I want you to fuck someone else while I watch.”

The kitchen went quiet except for the fridge humming. Rosa’s hand stayed flat on the dishwasher door. I went hard in my jeans, too fast, before I could take the words back.

She shut the door. The latch clicked.

“Say that again.”

I swallowed. The part of me that called himself a normal husband at thirty-five wanted to laugh it off. My dick stayed thick against the zipper anyway.

“I want you to take another man. In our bed. I want to watch. I want you to make me stay hard for it and not get to touch you the same way after.”

Rosa pulled a grocery receipt off the counter. She found a pen in the junk drawer. She sat at the kitchen table and flipped the paper over.

“Sit.”

I sat. The chair legs scraped. My balls ached already. Shame burned under my ribs. I had asked for this out loud and my body had already voted yes.

She wrote while she talked.

“Thirty days. You stay locked. No coming. No touching yourself. I do what I want with whoever I want. You watch when I tell you to watch. You kneel when I tell you to kneel.”

Ink scratched. The receipt smelled like onions from the bag.

“On day thirty you ask for the key out loud, in front of whoever is in the room. That is the only exit. Miss it and the lock stays.”

My throat worked. “Rosa.”

She looked up. Thirty-three years old and already writing rules on my life like a grocery list. Her foot slid under the table and pressed my cock through the denim. Heat punched up my spine.

“Say yes while I’m still touching you.”

I should have stood up. I should have said I was joking. My hips pushed into her socked foot instead.

“Yes.”

“Louder.”

“Yes. Thirty days. Locked. You fuck who you want. I ask for the key on day thirty in front of whoever is there.”

She pressed harder. A wet spot spread on my briefs. I hated how fast I leaked for her.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

“I will.”

She took her foot away. The cold air on the wet fabric made me twitch. She signed the back of the receipt. She pushed the pen across the wood.

“Your turn.”

I signed. My hand shook. The ink smeared a little where my palm sweated.

Rosa folded the receipt once and slid it into her bra.

“Bedroom. Now. Clothes off. Face down on the bed. Ass up.”

I walked ahead of her. Each step dragged the zipper over my cock. My gut said this door would not shut again. I kept walking.

I stripped. Shirt first. Then jeans. Briefs stuck for a second on the wet tip. My cock slapped my stomach when it sprang free, red and leaking.

Rosa brought in the black bag from under the bed. Zippers rasped. She set a bottle of lube on the nightstand. A thick black butt plug. A wand vibrator. A steel cock ring cage with a small padlock. A pair of leather cuffs.

“On the bed. Knees wide. Hands behind your back.”

I got into position. The sheets were cool on my chest. My ass stayed high. My cock hung heavy between my thighs, dripping onto the cotton.

Rosa cuffed my wrists. The leather bit. She clicked the buckle. Then she slicked two fingers and pressed them to my hole.

“You wanted honesty. This is what honesty buys.”

The first finger pushed in. Burn. Stretch. I grunted into the mattress. My cock jumped and leaked a string.

“Tight little asshole for a man who just signed away his cum,” she said. “Stay open.”

She worked the second finger in beside the first. The sound of it was slick and rude. She scissored. My hole clenched around her knuckles. My ears went hot.

“Rosa, fuck…”

“Quiet. Take it.”

She poured more lube. Cold gel ran down my crack. She pushed a third finger. The stretch went sharp. My thighs shook. My cock throbbed untouched and angry.

She fucked my ass with her hand in short thrusts. Skin slapped. Lube squelched. Every push punched a broken sound out of me.

“This is what you get tonight,” she said. “My cock inside you stops being a joke. Then I ride you. Then you go in the cage dry.”

She slid her fingers out. For a breath my hole hung slack and twitching. She pressed the thick plug to the ring of muscle and shoved.

The plug popped past the rim. Full. Deep. I moaned into the pillow. My cock jerked and spit another clear bead.

Rosa flipped me onto my back. The plug shifted inside me and blurred my vision. She stripped. Her tits bounced when the bra came off. She was already shiny.

She climbed on, grabbed the wand, clicked it to high, and pressed the buzzing head to her clit as she lined me up.

“Last time you get to fuck me as my only man,” she said. “Make it count. Do not come.”

She sank down.

Hot. Tight. Wet. Her cunt swallowed me to the root in one drop. The plug in my ass pressed against the same nerves from the inside. My balls pulled up hard.

Rosa rode. Hard. Her ass slapped my hips. The wand buzzed between us, grinding her clit. She used me like a seat.

“Look at you. Locked in my cunt and already leaking. Pathetic.”

“Rosa…”

“Say what you are.”

My face burned. The words stuck. She pinched my nipple and twisted.

“Say it.”

“I’m your cuckold,” I gasped. “I’m the husband who wants you fucked by someone else.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your cuckold!”

She came first on that word. Her cunt clamped. She ground the wand harder and shook through it, dripping down my shaft.

“That’s one,” she said, breath ragged. “Count them.”

“One.”

She kept riding. Her pussy slapped wet against me, over and over. The plug stretched my ass with every bounce. My orgasm stacked right behind my teeth. I bit the inside of my cheek to hold it.

Rosa reached behind her, found the plug’s base, and twisted it as she fucked me. The stretch burned sweet. My hips bucked up against orders.

“Don’t you dare,” she said. “This cum is mine now.”

She pulled off me with a wet sound. My cock fell against my belly, shiny with her. She turned around, straddled my face backward, and lowered her cunt onto my mouth.

“Eat. Make me come again while I work your hole.”

I licked. Salt and slick. She shoved two fingers back into my ass beside the plug and stretched me wider. The burn made me moan into her. She ground down on my tongue.

The wand came back. She held it to her clit and I kept sucking. Her thighs clamped my ears. The buzz traveled through her into my jaw.

She came again, harder. Her cunt pulsed on my mouth. She flooded my chin. Cum and spit ran down my neck.

“Two,” she said.

“Two.”

She climbed off my face. Spit and her cum glued my lips. She flipped me again, face down, ass up, cock trapped under me against the soaked sheets.

She yanked the plug out. My hole gaped. Cool air hit the open ring. Then she pushed four fingers in, slow and mean, until her knuckles pressed the rim.

“Take my hand, bitch.”

I pushed back into it. She worked her fingers deeper. The stretch tore a raw sound out of my throat. Then her thumb tucked and her fist sank past the ring.

Full. Packed. My cock ground into the mattress and I almost lost it. She stopped moving.

“Hold.”

I held. Sweat ran down my ribs. My hole clenched around her wrist. She waited until I shook.

Then she fucked my ass with her fist. Short punches. Wet drag. The sound was filthy, thick and slick. Each thrust shoved my cock into the soaked spot under me.

“Beg to stay locked,” she said.

“Please lock me. Please take my cum. Please…”

“Say you’re a hole.”

“I’m a hole. Use my ass. Lock my cock. I’m your fucking hole.”

She pulled her fist free. My asshole hung open, aching, dripping lube onto my balls. She shoved the plug back in hard. The pop made me yelp.

Rosa rolled me over again. She straddled me and sank down. She pinned the wand between our bodies on her clit and rode in short, brutal strokes.

“Three,” she snarled when she broke. Her cunt milked me in hard pulses. Juice ran over my balls.

“Three!”

My own orgasm slammed up from my plugged ass. I was right there. One thrust from ruined.

Rosa lifted off me so fast my cock slapped wet against my stomach. She grabbed the steel cage.

“No,” I gasped. “Rosa, please, I need…”

“You need nothing. You signed.”

She forced my cock down. It fought her, hard and purple. She squeezed the base until the blood thinned enough. The steel ring slid behind my balls. The cage tube swallowed my shaft. Cold metal. Tight. Wrong.

The padlock clicked.

The key was small and silver. She held it up where I could see it.

“Twenty-nine days after tonight. Masking tape on the jar. One mark a night. On day thirty you ask out loud. In front of whoever is standing there. No private ask. No text. No whisper in my ear. Out loud.”

My cock tried to swell inside the cage and hit steel. Pain bloomed under the lock. A bead of precum leaked through the tip slit anyway.

Rosa wiped her wet fingers on my chest. She took the wand, turned it back on, and pressed it to the cage. Vibration shot through the metal into my locked cock and the plug buried in my ass.

I arched off the bed. The cuffs bit my wrists. Too much. Edge after edge with nowhere to go.

“Four,” she said, and came on her own hand with the wand still pressed to me, fingers in her cunt, eyes on my locked dick.

“Four.”

I echoed it through my teeth. “Four.”

She kept the wand there until I sobbed. My hips jerked. No release came. Only pressure and the steel refusing me.

She shut the wand off. My ears rang in the quiet. The fridge downstairs hummed through the floorboards. My cage ticked as the metal warmed to my skin.

Rosa uncuffed me. She pointed at the floor.

“Kneel. Thank me for the lock.”

I slid off the bed onto my knees. The plug shifted. My locked cock sat cold and useless between my thighs.

“Thank you for locking me.”

“Thank me for taking your orgasms.”

“Thank you for taking my orgasms.”

“Tell me the exit rule.”

“On day thirty I ask for the key out loud in front of whoever is in the room. Nothing else ends it.”

She nodded once. She walked naked to the kitchen. I followed on bare feet, plug seated, cage tapping my thigh with each step.

Rosa got a clean mason jar from the cupboard. She dropped the key inside. The metal clinked on glass. She tore a strip of masking tape and stuck it down the side of the jar, top to bottom.

Thirty blank spaces. Waiting.

She set the jar on the open kitchen shelf above the coffee mugs.

“First mark tomorrow morning. You make it. I watch.”

I stared at the key through the glass. My cock strained the cage and got nowhere. The cold of the tile crept up my calves.

Rosa poured a glass of water. She drank. Then she looked at me over the rim.

“Tomorrow you buy condoms. Size large. Leave the box on this table where I can see it. Then you kneel and wait while I make a call.”

My mouth went dry. “A call to who?”

She capped the jar with a flat lid. The key sat at the bottom, bright under the kitchen light.

“To the man who gets what you just gave away,” she said. “Now go rinse that plug, put it back in, and sleep in the cage. Day one has started.”


Chapter 2: Three Glasses Poured

My mouth still tasted like her. Salt and musk sat on my tongue. She wiped her hand on my shirt and left me on my knees by the fridge while the wand buzzed once on the counter and died.

The phone lit up face-down. She read the glow without lifting it.

“He’s parking.”

Four black marks already cut the masking tape on the mason jar. Twenty-six blank lines waited under them. My steel ring dug into my cock when I stood. I had asked for this. I had said the words at that table. Now the air in our kitchen smelled like her pussy and cheap lube and I could not take the ask back.

She took down three glasses. Poured red wine into two and set them by the sink. Left the third empty and turned the bottle away from me.

“You drink water,” she said. “From the tap. When I tell you.”

Marcus came through the side door like a man who had been told where the spare key lived. He was thirty-six, broad through the shoulders, dark shirt open at the throat. He smelled like soap and skin heat. The fantasy had never carried a smell. This one filled the kitchen.

He kissed her mouth. She kissed him back with her hand on his belt. My balls drew up tight against the ring. Jealousy sat in my gut like bad food.

“Daniel,” he said, and used my name the way you use a dog’s.

I nodded. My throat stayed shut.

She pointed at the study. “Bring the wing-back. Foot of the bed.”

I dragged it. The legs scraped the hall. In the bedroom she pointed at the chair and I sat. My side of the mattress faced me empty. She stripped the pillow that used to be mine and tossed it in the closet.

“Eyes open,” she said. “You say what you see when I ask. You stay in that chair.”

Marcus set a black pouch on the nightstand. Out came a thick plug, a wand, a short bottle of lube, and a pair of nipple clamps on a chain. He stripped his shirt. Hair ran down his chest to the waist of his jeans. He opened the fly and his dick fell out heavy, already thick.

Steel stopped my own cock cold. Shame burned under my ribs. I did not move.

She peeled her dress off. No bra. Her tits sat full, nipples dark. She kept her panties on until he hooked a thumb and dragged them down her thighs. Her cunt already shone.

“Hold still. This is for your own good,” she said to me, her hand on my shoulder, pushing me deeper into the chair. Then she turned to him.

Marcus slicked the plug and bent her over the bed, her face toward me. He worked the tip against her asshole. She hissed. He pushed. Her mouth opened around the stretch. The plug sank in, wide base flush to her skin. She moaned into the sheet.

“Tell him,” she said to me.

“He put a plug in your ass,” I said. My voice cracked. “All the way.”

“Good.”

Marcus kicked his jeans off. He rolled a condom on with one hand and lined up behind her. He pushed into her pussy in one long shove. The wet sound hit me first. Then the smell of her opened up, thick and sharp. She gasped. He bottomed out and held.

The fantasy had never lasted this long. In my head it had been a flash. This had weight. Minutes. Breath. The slap when his hips met her ass.

“Look,” she ordered.

I looked. His dick dragged out shiny and drove back in. Her hole clung. The plug base flexed when he thrust. My mouth went dry.

“What do you see?”

“He’s fucking you,” I said. “Deep. You’re taking all of it.”

Marcus smiled over her back. “Louder.”

“He’s fucking my wife’s cunt,” I said, and the words scraped coming out. “She’s dripping on him.”

She reached back and spread herself wider for him. He set a pace that shook the mattress. Each thrust shoved a wet noise into the room. My locked cock throbbed and got nowhere. Heat and sick envy tangled until I could not tell them apart. I had built this picture for years. Being in the room for it hollowed me out.

He pulled free. Flipped her onto her back. Hooked her knees high. Drove back into her pussy and pinned the wand to her clit. The buzz filled the space between their bodies. She jerked. Her hands fisted the sheet.

“Ask,” she told me.

“Please,” I said. “Please let her come.”

“Beg better.”

“Please make her come on his dick. Please. I’ll say anything. Please use her while I sit here.”

Marcus turned the wand up. Her thighs shook. She came with a raw cry, cunt clenching around him, slick running down to the plug. Spit shone on her lip. He kept fucking her through it until she shoved at his wrist and he lifted the wand.

My hands shook on the chair arms. I had begged for her orgasm and she had given it to him. I sat in the wreck of that fact.

He pulled out again. Peeled the condom. Tossed it. Rolled a fresh one. Then he lubed his hand.

“Ass,” he said.

She nodded. He eased the plug out. Her hole held open a second, dark and used, before it tried to close. He pushed one finger in. Then two. She breathed through it. He worked her open while I stared and my steel bit me raw.

“Count,” she told me.

“Two,” I said.

He added a third. The stretch made her groan.

“Three.”

He tucked his thumb and pressed forward. I flinched at the word in my head and said it anyway.

“He’s putting his whole hand in you.”

The fist sank. Slow. Her asshole took him to the wrist. She made a broken sound and pushed back onto it. The smell of lube and ass and her cunt mixed until my tongue ached for a taste I was not offered.

Marcus fucked her open on his fist. Short pumps. Her belly jumped. Drool ran to her cheek. He talked through it.

“Tight whore. Look at your husband. Tell him what you are.”

“I’m your slut,” she said, eyes on me. “I’m the hole he sits and stares at.”

I almost stood. My legs refused. Two hours of this waiting ahead of me, and I had put myself in the seat for it.

He eased his hand free. Her ass gaped, shiny, slow to shut. He lined his dick up and shoved into that wrecked hole. She cried out. He fucked her ass with long strokes, clipped the clamps on her nipples, tugged the chain. Her tits jerked with each pull.

“Talk,” she snapped at me.

“He’s in your ass,” I said. “He’s splitting you. The clamps are on. You’re taking his cock in your hole like you were built for it.”

“Again.”

“Please keep fucking her ass,” I begged. “Please don’t stop. Please make her take it while I watch. Please. I need to see you fill her.”

Marcus laughed once and railed her harder. The slap of skin went filthy. Slick ran down her crack onto the sheet. She reached for the wand herself and jammed it against her clit while he pounded her ass. Her second orgasm took her mouth open and silent at first, then a sob. Her hole milked him. He cursed and buried deep and came, hips stuttering, emptying into the condom inside her ass.

He stayed planted. Sweat ran down his chest. The room stank of sex.

“Water,” she said.

I stood on numb legs. Filled a glass at the bathroom tap. Brought it. My hand shook when she took it. She drank. A drop ran down her chin. She caught it with her thumb and pushed the thumb into my mouth.

“Taste,” she said.

Salt. Her skin. The ghost of wine she had not given me. I sucked her thumb clean because she held my jaw to make me.

Marcus pulled out. Her asshole stayed loose and red. Cum-fogged latex peeled off into a tissue. He sat on my old side of the bed like it had always been his.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt by the chair. She pointed at her used holes.

“Clean.”

I put my mouth on her. Pussy first, swollen and slick, then lower, where the plug and the fist and his dick had been. The taste hit bitter and musky and wrong. My cock jerked in its ring and leaked a useless smear. I licked until she tugged my hair back.

“Thank him,” she said.

“Thank you for fucking my wife,” I said to Marcus. The sentence left me smaller than it found me.

He nodded. Pulled his jeans on. Checked his phone.

She stood. Put the drained glasses in a line. The third one sat dry beside them. She looked at the chair, then at the bare half of the bed.

“That side is his now when he’s here,” she said. “Yours is the chair. You stayed in it. Remember that.”

I looked at the dent my body had left in the cushion. Two hours. I had not left. The man who used to own that mattress was gone and I had walked him out myself.

She did not make a fifth mark. She walked to the kitchen and I followed because she crooked a finger. On the jar she drew the fourth line darker with a pen, sealing the day. Twenty-six left. On the last day I would have to ask for the key out loud with whoever stood in the room, or this became the house forever. The tape made that rule look simple. My body did not.

Marcus kissed her at the sink. Hand on her bare ass. She let him.

My mouth still carried her taste. Jealousy kept chewing. Under it ran a worse thing: I already needed the next time.

The doorbell rang.

Marcus grinned toward the hall. She did not reach for a robe. She looked at me, still sticky-mouthed, still ringed, still standing where a husband used to give orders.

“Get the door, Daniel,” she said. “And keep your eyes open when you do.”


Chapter 3: Stripping The Bed

Ihad the fitted sheet half off already when the mattress springs kicked under my knee. Grey light sat on the wet spot in the middle of the bed. The washing machine hummed downstairs with a half load in it. Down the hall a stranger breathed in the guest room, deep and easy, like the house belonged to him.

I yanked harder. The sheet came free and dumped its weight into my arms. Thick cotton. Still warm. It smelled like sex and sweat and a man who was not me.

My locked dick twitched inside the cage and tried to fill against the steel. Too fast. My face went hot. I told myself I was only cleaning. I told myself married men cleaned beds.

Halfway down the stairs with the pile, it landed. Nobody had told me to strip it. Nobody had left a note. I had gotten up at six, walked into our room, and started the chore like it was trash day.

My throat went tight. I kept walking.

In the laundry room I shoved the sheet into the washer on top of the towels. The load shifted. Heavy. I stood there with my bare toes on the cold tile and stared at the dial.

“Daniel.”

I turned.

Rosa, in the doorway in my old shirt, hair loose, eyes soft in a way that dropped my stomach. She looked at the machine, then at me, then at the empty space where the key used to sit on the shelf. The mason jar waited on the counter with fresh masking tape wrapped around the glass. Five marks. Day five. Twenty-five left.

“You did the bed,” she said.

“I…” My voice cracked. “It was wrecked.”

She crossed the room and set her palm flat on my chest. Warm. Steady. No smirk. No cruelty.

“Thank you,” she said.

That did more damage than any order the night before. My eyes stung. The steel pinched as my cock tried to rise and failed. I wanted to say I was still the man who chose this, the one running a trial. The words died.

“Come here,” she said, and tugged me to the low folding bench against the wall. “Sit.”

I sat. The wood bit into the backs of my thighs. She knelt between my knees like she meant to fold laundry, and reached for the waistband of my shorts instead. She peeled them down. The cage came into the light, small and tight, my dick flushed pink behind the bars, balls drawn tight.

She traced one fingertip along the steel. My hips jerked.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hard for a thank you. Pathetic little locked thing.”

“I didn’t mean…”

“Shh.” She cupped the caged shaft through the metal and squeezed once, firm. Pressure. Weight. My breath punched out. “You stripped our sheets because his cum was in them. You carried that mess down here on your own. That is service, Daniel. That is what you are now in daylight.”

I shook my head once. Weak. My dick throbbed and leaked a bead of precum that smeared inside the bars.

She stood, stripped the shirt over her head, and tossed it on the dryer. Bare. Soft belly. Dark nipples already tight. She reached into the laundry basket and came up with the black zip pouch she kept under the detergent. Toys. She set them out on the bench beside my hip: a thick purple butt plug with a flared base, a cordless wand, a bottle of lube, a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain.

“You’re going to help me come,” she said. “Then I’m going to edge that locked dick until you shake. You do not finish. Clear?”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are.”

My face burned. “Your cuckold. Locked. Watching. Serving.”

“Good boy.” She climbed onto my lap, knees on the bench, hovering over the cage close enough to smell. Already slick. She took my wrist and put my fingers against her folds. “Work me.”

I rubbed her clit in small circles. Hot. Swollen. She rocked into my hand and dripped onto the steel. Each drop hit the metal and ran warm down over my trapped cock. I groaned. She smiled like she was proud of a chore chart.

“Fingers in,” she said.

I slid two into her pussy. She clenched. Wet sounds filled the little room, slick and filthy under the washer. She rode my fingers and reached back for the plug. She coated it in lube, reached behind herself, and pressed the tip to her asshole.

“Watch,” she said.

The purple tip stretched her. She pushed and took the first inch with a hiss. Then more. Her cunt fluttered around my fingers as the plug sank deeper. When the flare seated, she let out a long breath and ground down on my hand.

“Fuck. Full.” She grabbed the wand, flicked it on, and pressed the buzzing head to her clit while my fingers kept pumping. The vibration bled through her into the steel. My locked dick jumped and ached. “Tell me what you see.”

“Plug in your ass,” I said. Voice rough. “You’re fucking yourself on my fingers. You’re dripping on my cage.”

“And?”

“And I want to come so bad I can’t think.”

“You don’t get to.” She kissed my forehead. Soft. Tender. Worse than a slap. “Thank you for the sheets, baby. Thank you for making the bed ready for him again tonight.”

Tonight. The word landed in my gut like a stone.

She rode my fingers harder. The wand buzzed. The plug shifted in her with every roll of her hips. Her tits bounced. I leaned in and sucked a nipple. She moaned and fisted a hand in my hair.

“Harder. Use your teeth.”

I bit. She cursed and shoved three of my fingers into her cunt, stretching herself. Slick ran down my wrist. The smell of her filled the room, sharp and sweet under the detergent. My balls drew tight. The steel held me. Precum leaked in a steady string now.

“I’m close,” she said. “Keep them in. Don’t you dare pull out.”

I curled my fingers. She ground the wand harder. Her thighs shook. Then she broke.

She came with a raw cry, clamping down, ass clenching around the plug, juice spilling over my knuckles onto the cage and my thighs. Spasms. Wet slap of her body on my lap. She kept the wand on through it until she jerked and shoved it away.

“Fuck. Fuck.” Short breaths. She laughed once, soft, and kissed my temple. “Good. So good for me.”

I sat there soaked in her, locked, shaking, dick screaming inside the metal.

She slid off my lap and to her knees again on the tile. She wiped her own mess off the cage with two fingers and painted it across my lips.

“Taste.”

I licked. Salt and her. Shame and hunger fused so tight I could not pull them apart.

She uncapped the lube and dribbled it over the cage. Cold. Then she wrapped her fist around the whole locked package and stroked. Friction through steel. Pressure on the head where it jammed the front ring. My hips snapped up.

“Stay still.”

I tried. Failed. She stroked again, slow, mean, perfect. The edge rose too fast. Day five and already this easy.

“Beg,” she said.

“Please.” The word tore out. “Please, I need…”

“Need what?”

“Need to come. Need you to let me out. Just once.”

She stopped. Lifted her fingers. My dick pulsed against nothing.

“No.”

I made a sound I did not recognize. She waited three breaths, then took me again and stroked until my legs kicked and my stomach went rigid.

“Hold it,” she said. “Hold it or I stop for good.”

I held. Barely. Sweat ran down my ribs. The washer kicked into the spin and rattled the floor. Down the hall Marcus shifted in bed. A floorboard creaked. Thirty-six, built like he worked with his body, asleep in our guest sheets while my wife edged me on the laundry floor. The thought alone almost finished me.

The twitch gave me away. She pulled off again.

“Greedy little whore of a husband,” she said, calm. “Leaking for a thank you and a plug in my ass. Say it.”

“I’m a greedy little whore of a husband.” My voice shook. “Leaking for a thank you. Locked while you use me.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m your locked cuck. I clean his cum out of our bed. I sit here with a cage on my dick while you stuff your ass and come on my fingers. I want it. I hate how much I want it.”

Her eyes warmed. She stroked me again, faster. The edge slammed back. My vision narrowed. I was right there, right at the drop, balls tight, cock jammed against steel, every nerve lit.

She stopped.

I sobbed once. Out loud. She held my jaw and made me look at her.

“That is your reward,” she said. “One edge. On the floor. For doing the sheets without being told.” She kissed me, soft and deep, while my cock throbbed and got nothing. “Service is not a game we play at night anymore. You do the bed. You do the wash. You keep the chair at the foot ready. Ordinary. Like taking out the trash.”

“I can still choose when…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line cut clean through me. I shut up.

She stood, drew the plug from her ass with a wet pop, and set it in the sink. Gape for a second. Then she closed, wiped, and pulled my shirt back on. She left the wand and clamps out on the bench like tools.

“Clean the toys. Start the load. When he wakes, bring him coffee the way he takes it. Black. No speech.”

“Yes.”

She paused at the door. Looked back. Kind again. That soft mouth. That gratitude, heavier than any insult.

“I’m proud of you,” she said. “Day five. Twenty-five to go. On day thirty you ask for the key out loud, or this stops being a trial.”

Then she left.

I sat on the bench with my shorts around my ankles and her slick drying on my thighs. The steel shone with lube and precum. My dick kept twitching, stupid and denied. I picked up the wand. Warm. I washed the plug in the sink. Heavy in my grip. Silicone and proof.

I started the washer. Hot cycle. Sheets and towels and the last of last night gone into soap and spin.

In the kitchen I set out one mug. Black. The mason jar sat on the counter. Five strips of tape. The blank key inside, catching grey light. On day thirty I would have to ask, voice bare, in whatever room she chose, with whoever stood there. Or the lock stayed.

I went past the guest door. His breath dragged steady behind it. I did not knock. I set the coffee on the hall table for when he came out and went back to our room.

The mattress was bare. I fitted a clean sheet over it. Tucked the corners. Smoothed the cotton flat with both palms. My locked cock ached with every lean. I put the pillows back. I dragged nothing. The wing-back waited at the foot where she had left it, angled toward the bed like a seat at a show.

I stood there in the grey light with the new shape of the house.

Not a scene I could step out of when the door closed. The chore list. Who I was between breakfast and dark. The private man who used to wait for the lights to go off had less room every hour. I wanted the cage off. I wanted her thank you again too, soft and ruinous, for a job done without orders.

I smoothed one last wrinkle from the sheet and left the bed ready.

Tonight he would wreck it.

And I would strip it again at dawn, unasked, because that was the work now, and because the part of me that used to pretend otherwise had started folding itself away with the laundry.


Chapter 4: Taped Inside The Cabinet

Ishut the cabinet. The paper was still there when I opened it again.

Item four sat under the strip of clear tape like it had always belonged on that door. Same block letters she used for milk and trash bags. Same black marker.

Prepare me for him. Bath. Shave. Dress. Open me. Then call upstairs.

My mouth went dry. Heat crawled up my throat and sat there.

“Caught you,” she said from the doorway.

I spun. The door bumped my shoulder and bounced.

She held a roll of masking tape in one hand and a second sheet in the other. Bare feet on the tile. The kitchen still held the warmth from the dishwasher cycle.

“Day nine,” she said. “Twenty-one left. Stop pretending the jar is decoration.”

I looked past her. The mason jar on the counter wore eight strips, plus the one she had added that morning. The blank key hung inside against the glass.

She stepped in and taped the second sheet over the first, pressing the edges flat with her thumb. The rules stayed. Sealed now.

“Read them,” she said. “Out loud.”

My voice scraped.

“One. Kneel to unlace his shoes.”

“Two. His drink before mine.”

“Three. Thank us both in the exact words before you leave the room.”

I stalled on four. The paper waited.

“Four,” she said.

“I run your bath. I shave you. I dress you. I open you for Marcus before he comes upstairs.”

Saying it made my trapped cock jump hard inside the metal. Too fast. Too eager. The betrayal landed under my ribs.

“I won’t do that,” I said. “That part is ours. It stays ours.”

She leaned on the counter and let me talk. I talked for ten minutes. I told her baths were mine. I told her the razor was mine. I told her spreading her on our sheets for another man turned me into staff.

She waited until I ran out of air.

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

My face burned. My dick strained until the ring bit. I hated that she was right. I hated that my body lined up behind her words without me.

“Say the thank-you line,” she said. “Practice.”

“Thank you for using what is yours.”

“Both of us. Exact words.”

“Thank you, Rosa. Thank you, Marcus. For using what is yours.”

She nodded once. “Tonight you do the list. All of it. Argue again and I add a strip to the jar early.”

She left me with the open cabinet and the heat rising off the dishwasher. I shut the door. Opened it. Shut it. Item four did not move.

Evening came with the bath already drawn. I had started the water the second she told me to.

Steam fogged the mirror. The air stuck to my skin. I tested the tub with my wrist. Warm. She liked it hotter than I did. I turned the tap and let it climb.

She walked in naked and sat on the closed toilet lid. “Remote first.”

From the vanity drawer she took a black bullet vibe with a matching clip remote, plus a slim wireless plug in its case. She set them on the towel like tools.

“You wear the plug,” she said. “I wear the bullet. I keep both remotes.”

I swallowed. “I said I would never…”

“And now you will.” She patted her thigh. “Bend.”

I bent over her lap. Lube clicked. Cold gel at my hole, then her thumb, then the tapered tip of the plug. She pushed. The stretch burned. My breath left in a grunt. She seated it and twisted until the base sat flush.

The first buzz hit deep and mean. My knees buckled. She caught my hip and held me there while the pulse ran through me.

“Up,” she said. She killed the vibration. “My turn.”

I helped her into the tub. Water slapped the porcelain. I soaped the cloth and washed her shoulders, her tits, the soft fold of her belly. The water stayed hot enough to pink her skin. I lifted one leg and shaved her calf in long strokes. Then the other. Then I braced her heel on the rim and shaved higher, careful around the crease of her thigh.

“All of it,” she said.

I shaved her pussy bare. Short passes. Rinse. Check. The blade whispered. Heat from the water climbed my arms. When I finished, she was smooth and slick, and my mouth watered anyway.

I dried her. Lotion on her legs. The black dress she picked out. No underwear. I zipped her up and my hands shook on the pull.

“Open me,” she said. She put one foot on the lid and braced on my shoulder. “Toy first. Then your tongue. He likes me already soft.”

I took the bullet from the towel, thumbed more lube onto it, and slid it into her. She hissed when it seated. The remote went into her palm.

She clicked it. The buzz jumped through her and into my shoulder where she gripped. Her hips jerked. A thin line of slick ran down her inner thigh, warm against my wrist.

“Tongue,” she said.

I knelt on the bath mat and put my mouth on her. She tasted clean and soap-sweet under the heat. I licked her open, slow at first, then harder when she shoved my face in. The bullet hummed against my nose. My own plug sat dark and heavy inside me, waiting.

She came the first time against my mouth with a hard clench and a wet flood I had to swallow. I kept licking. She clicked the remote higher and came again, thighs shaking around my ears, cunt pulsing on my tongue.

“Past two,” she said, breathless. “Do not stop counting for me. I will.”

She pulled me off by the hair. “Call him.”

I stood on weak legs and texted from her phone. The plug shifted when I walked.

Marcus arrived twenty minutes later. He was thirty-six, tall, and he filled the front hall like he paid rent. He hung his jacket without asking.

I dropped to my knees on the mat and unlaced his shoes. The leather was warm from his feet. My face sat level with his crotch. He looked down at me the way a man looks at a coat rack.

“Drink,” she said from the living room.

I poured his whiskey first. Set it in his hand. Then hers. The ice clicked. The cold of the glass bled into my palm and was gone.

“Bedroom,” she said. “You know your place.”

Upstairs I pulled the covers back. She lay back on our bed and spread. Marcus stood at the foot and drank. I climbed between her knees because the list said I opened her.

“Fingers,” she said. “Then the thick dildo. Stretch me for him.”

I worked one finger into her. Then two. She was already sloppy from the bath and my mouth. The bullet buzzed low inside her; she kept thumbing the remote in small clicks that made her hips jump. Slick coated my hand and dripped onto the sheet.

I took the thick dildo from the nightstand. The silicone had gone warm near the vent. I pushed it into her cunt inch by inch while Marcus watched over the rim of his glass. The wet sound filled the room. Squish. Drag. Squish.

“Harder,” she said. “Open the whore up.”

I fucked her with the toy until her hole took it easy and her clit stood swollen. She came again around the shaft, a hard flutter that ran up my wrist, and her count broke into a moan.

“Say what you are,” she told me, eyes on mine while the dildo bottomed out.

“I am the husband who preps your cunt for his dick.”

“Louder.”

I said it louder. My voice cracked. My cock leaked inside its prison and there was nowhere for the pressure to go.

Marcus set his glass down. “Move.”

I pulled the toy free. Her hole stayed open a second, pink and used, then clenched on empty air. He shoved his pants down. His cock was thick, already hard, darker than mine ever got. No condom this time — Rosa had told me at breakfast the last tests came back clean, his and hers, so the wrappers were done. Skin only now. He rubbed the head through her slit and pushed in with one long drive.

She gasped. The bed frame knocked the wall. He fucked her in deep strokes that made her tits bounce and the remote rattle in her fist. Every few thrusts she hit my plug’s remote without looking. The buzz tore up my spine. I jerked on the carpet and bit my tongue to keep from making a sound.

“Mouth on my clit,” she ordered. “While he fucks me. And hold the wand on yourself. Through the metal. I want you leaking.”

I grabbed the wand from the drawer. She had plugged it in already. I pressed the head to the steel over my dick and switched it on. The vibration slammed through the chastity and my vision whited at the edges. Too much. Wrong. Perfect.

I leaned in and licked her clit while Marcus pounded her. His shaft slid against my tongue on every out-stroke, slick with her. The smell of sex and whiskey hung thick. Sweat cooled on my back and heat poured off their bodies.

She came again. Hard. Her cunt grabbed him and she cursed into the pillow. “Three. Fuck. Four…”

He did not slow down. She thumbed both remotes high. My plug roared. The wand chewed at my trapped cock until my thighs shook and spit ran off my chin onto her mound.

“Count,” I tried to say against her clit.

“Past four,” she gasped. “Past whatever came next…”

He flipped her onto her stomach, hauled her hips up, and drove back in. She shoved the remote into my hand.

“Her ass,” Marcus said. “Lube. Two fingers. Then more. I want that hole ready when I switch.”

I obeyed. Warm lube. One finger into her tight ring while he kept railing her pussy. She shoved back onto both of us. I added a second finger. The burn made her cry out and push harder. I scissored. Worked her open. A third. Her asshole stretched around my knuckles, hot and greedy, and then she quit fighting the size.

“Fist,” she said. “Do it. You swore you would never. So do it.”

My stomach dropped. Pride tried to stand up and got knocked flat. I tucked my thumb and pressed. Slow. Steady. The widest part of my hand met resistance and then she opened and took me to the wrist.

She screamed into the mattress and came with my hand buried in her ass and his cock in her cunt. Her body clamped so hard my bones ached. Slick ran down my forearm. The smell hit me sharp and filthy.

“Past counting,” she slurred. “Keep going. Do not pull out.”

Marcus pulled free of her pussy, slick and shining, and tapped my cheek with his dick. “Clean it. Then move your hand. I am taking that.”

I sucked him clean. Salt and her. He hit the back of my throat and held me there until drool ran off my chin. When he pulled out I eased my fist from her ass. The gape stayed. Pink. Open. Used.

He spat on her hole and shoved his cock into it in one thrust. She howled. He fucked her ass in long brutal strokes, hips slapping, the wet noise loud enough to shame the whole street. I kept the wand pinned to my cage with one hand and the vibe on her clit with the other, because she slapped my wrist when I eased off.

She came until the sounds she made stopped being words. Past four, past the next, past the place where numbers lived. Her whole body jerked and drooled and clenched. Marcus grunted and buried himself and pumped her full. Cum leaked out around his shaft when he pulled back, thick white running down her used hole onto the sheets.

My plug still buzzed. My dick throbbed useless and dark behind steel. I was shaking so hard my teeth clicked.

She rolled onto her side, flushed and wrecked, and pointed at the strap-on harness hanging on the closet hook.

“You next,” she said. “On your back. Knees up. I take what you said you would never give, and you thank me for it.”

I lay back. She buckled the harness on over her messy cunt, chose the curved dildo, and slicked it. Marcus sat in the wing-back at the foot of the bed and drank what was left of his whiskey like this was half-time.

She pushed into my ass in one slow slide. The plug had left me open and it still burned. She fucked me with short hard strokes while she held the wand on my cage again. Overload stacked on overload. My mouth fell open. No air. No pride left to grab.

“Say it,” she said, pounding into me. “Name what you are.”

“Your cuck,” I gasped. “His hole. The thing that opens you and then gets used.”

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me. Please ruin it. Please…”

She drove deeper and hit the spot that made my locked cock spasm and dribble through the slots. Useless climax with nothing to show. My brain went short and crude. Too much. Cannot. More. Full. The wand stuttered against metal and I broke anyway, empty and shaking, while she kept thrusting through it.

Marcus laughed once under his breath.

She pulled out, unbuckled, and dropped the harness on my chest. Cum and lube smeared my stomach. The room smelled like sweat and hot skin.

“Thank-you line,” she said. “Then you leave.”

I sat up on ruined legs. My voice came out raw.

“Thank you, Rosa. Thank you, Marcus. For using what is yours.”

She nodded. Marcus raised his glass a fraction.

I gathered my clothes and walked out. The hall was cooler. My hole ached with every step. Behind me the bed creaked again as he reached for her.

Downstairs I opened the kitchen cabinet one more time.

The list sat under the tape, dry and neat. Item four no longer looked like a dare. It looked like a chore chart. Like trash day. Like the thing that ran the house now.

On the counter the mason jar held nine strips of masking tape. Twenty-one bare spaces left on the glass. The remote for my plug sat beside the jar where she had tossed it, still warm from her palm.

I shut the cabinet.

The remote’s little red light blinked once in the dark kitchen, waiting for whoever picked it up next.


Chapter 5: A Blank Cut Wrong

My phone buzzed on the counter and Rosa’s name lit the screen.

“Kitchen. Count the marks. Leave the jar alone.”

I walked in barefoot. The house sat quiet around me. I pulled a chair to the shelf and stood on it.

Thirteen strips of masking tape crossed the glass. Day fourteen. Sixteen days left. On day thirty I had to ask for the key out loud or the trial stuck for good.

The metal pressed my cock against my thigh. My balls ached. I told myself I only wanted to hold the key. Touch it. Put it back.

I lifted the jar.

The lid stuck. I twisted. The key inside looked real enough until I set it against the lock at my crotch and turned.

Nothing.

I turned harder. The teeth slid. Wrong cut. A blank. Someone had filed it to look finished and left it useless.

I set the blank on the shelf and tipped the jar. Under the base sat Rosa’s planner, the thin black one she kept in her bag.

I flipped to the back. A calendar. Thirty squares. Her ink. Dates inked three weeks before the night I sat on our bed and told her I wanted another man in her.

Boxes for every day of the trial, drawn before I ever said the words. Steering. Month of soft questions and late night talk until the confession fell out of my mouth like it belonged to me.

I put the planner down. My palms shook. I wanted to smash the jar. I wanted the blank to fit. I wanted sixteen days to mean something I still owned.

The front door opened.

Rosa stepped in with her work bag. Behind her came the bull, thirty-six, duffel on one shoulder, keys already out of his pocket. He held the ring up so the light caught a small silver key hanging next to the car fob.

“Put that blank back,” Rosa said. “You found my planner. Good. Saves me a speech.”

I stayed on the chair. “You planned this.”

“Yes.”

“Before I told you.”

“Yes.”

“The key in the jar never worked.”

She walked to the shelf, took the blank, dropped it back in the glass, and screwed the lid on. “It never needed to. The real one has been on his ring since night one.”

He jiggled the ring. The real key chimed against metal. That sound went straight into my gut and lower, into the ache I could not relieve.

“You made me think it was my idea,” I said.

Rosa set her bag down. “You needed it to be your idea so you would stay. Now get off the chair.”

I climbed down. My knees wanted the floor. I kept them straight.

“Blinds up,” she said. “All of them. Living room. Street side.”

I stared at her. “People walk that sidewalk.”

“Then they can look. That is the point. Move.”

I went room to room and yanked cords. Afternoon light poured in. Cars hissed past. A dog barked once. Anyone who glanced would see the couch, the rug, us.

Rosa peeled her blouse off and dropped it. “Rules from the cabinet still stand. You prepare me. Then you kneel where the window can take you in. He fucks me while the street watches the shape of it. You thank us when I tell you. Say what you are when I tell you.”

My dick tried to swell inside the locked steel and failed. Heat flooded my face anyway. Shame sat on my tongue like salt.

I ran her bath because the list said so. Water thundered. I shaved her legs and the soft hair between them while she stood on the bath mat, one foot on the tub rim. The razor scraped. Soap and skin. She smelled like citrus and warm water.

“Wider,” she said.

I parted her with two fingers and cleaned her folds until she gleamed. I worked lube into her pussy first, then lower. My knuckle pressed her tight ring. She pushed out for me the way she had trained me to ask. I slid one finger into her asshole, then a second, twisting until the stretch made her breath hitch.

“Plug,” she said.

I took the thick black plug from the drawer, coated it, and pressed. Her hole fought, then took it. The flared base sat snug between her cheeks. She clenched and the toy stayed.

“Good boy. Now dress me.”

Black slip. No panties. Nipple clamps from the bedside tray, the ones with the little bells. I fixed each clamp until her nipples stood dark and pinched. The bells gave a thin bright sound when she moved.

She walked downstairs ahead of me. He waited by the couch, shirt already off, jeans open. Heavy dick half hard in his fist. He looked at the window, then at me.

“Center of the rug,” Rosa said. “On your knees. Face the glass. Hands behind your back.”

I knelt. Cool rug under my bones. My reflection ghosted in the window: locked husband, bare chest, mouth already wet.

Rosa sat on the couch arm and hooked a thigh over his shoulder. “Eat me while he watches the street. Make noise.”

He buried his face between her legs. Wet sounds filled the room, thick and filthy. Suck. Slurp. Her clit under his tongue. The plug base shifted when she rolled her hips. The clamp bells chimed.

My mouth watered. Taste of nothing yet, only the memory of her on my tongue from mornings I was allowed. Spit pooled under my lip.

“Describe what he is doing,” Rosa said to me. “Loud. For the window.”

I swallowed. “He is licking your pussy. He is sucking your clit. He is using his tongue on you while I kneel here locked.”

“Filthier.”

“He is eating my wife’s cunt like he owns it. I can hear how wet you are. I am the hole that stays empty.”

She laughed once, sharp. “Again.”

“I am your cuckold. I opened you for him. I put the plug in your ass so he can fuck you ready.”

He stood. His dick slapped her thigh, thick and veined. He spat on it, rubbed, and shoved into her pussy in one hard drive. The wet punch of it made my stomach drop. She gasped. The couch creaked.

“Blinds stay,” she told me. “Eyes on the glass. You do not get to look away when a stranger walks by.”

Footsteps on the sidewalk. A woman with a stroller passed, head down at her phone. My pulse slammed. Rosa moaned louder on purpose.

He fucked her deep. Skin slapped. Her tits bounced and the bells rang. The plug stayed seated while his shaft dragged past it inside her, stuffing her full from the front.

“Tell him thank you for using your wife,” Rosa said.

My voice cracked. “Thank you for using my wife.”

“Thank you for keeping the key.”

“Thank you for keeping the key.”

He pulled out slick, pushed her forward over the couch arm, and worked the plug free. Her asshole winked, red and used. He set the plug on my thigh. Warm. Wet.

“Hold that,” Rosa said. “Taste it.”

I lifted the base to my mouth. Soap and lube and her. Bitter. Wrong. My cock twitched uselessly in its steel. I licked the flare clean because she watched me do it.

He lined up and drove into her ass. She cried out. The stretch sounded different, tighter, a raw wet drag. He bottomed out and held.

“Look at the window, Daniel. Say what you see.”

“I see us. I see him in you. I see my face.”

“Say what you are.”

“A locked cuckold on the rug. A man who thought he chose this.”

“And did you?”

The planner sat upstairs in my head like a bruise. “You chose it for me.”

“Correct.”

He started pounding. Hard. Long strokes that forced air out of her. She braced on the cushions. Spit ran from the corner of her mouth onto the fabric.

Rosa reached back, grabbed my hair, and dragged my face to her hip. “Wand. On my clit. Do not stop until I take it from you.”

I found the wand on the side table, clicked it high, and pressed the buzzing head to her swollen clit while he railed her asshole. The hum filled my teeth. Her thighs shook. Slick sprayed my wrist. The smell of sex and sweat hit the back of my throat.

“Please,” I said. “Rosa.”

“Please what?”

“I need…” The sentence died. I needed the key. I needed out. I needed him deeper in her so the shame would finish killing the part of me that still argued.

“You need to stay locked and useful,” she said. “Keep the wand there.”

A man in a hoodie glanced at our window as he passed. His head turned. He walked faster. My whole body burned. On display. Husband on his knees with a spit-slick plug in one fist and a wand in the other while another man fucked his wife’s ass ten feet from the sidewalk.

“Say it for him,” Rosa ordered. “Name yourself for the street.”

“I am Rosa’s cuckold,” I said, loud enough to taste copper. “I prepare her cunt and her asshole for another man’s dick. I thank him. I stay locked.”

He groaned and drove harder. His balls slapped her. She clenched around him and the wand and broke with a long raw cry, the orgasm ripping through her in hard shakes. Her pussy gushed onto the couch edge. Her asshole milked his shaft. Spit and sweat shone on her back.

He did not finish. He pulled out of her gaping hole, breathing rough, dick dark and wet, and pointed at my mouth.

“Clean him,” Rosa said. “Then you get your turn at suffering.”

I leaned in and took him. Taste of her ass and lube and skin. Thick on my tongue. I gagged when he pushed into my throat. Drool ran down my chin onto my chest. He held my head and fucked my face in short mean strokes until my eyes watered.

Rosa clicked the wand off and set a different toy in my lap: the prostate massager with the remote, the curved one she had bought the second week. “Drop your pants fully. On all fours facing the glass. He keeps the remote.”

I shoved my sweats down. The steel locked around my cock caught the light for anyone outside. I braced on palms and knees. She lubed the massager and worked it into my ass, past the ring, deep until the curve seated against the spot that made my vision blur. Full. Invaded. Owned.

He thumbed the remote. The toy kicked on mid. My elbows buckled. A sound tore out of me.

“Stay up,” Rosa said. “Street can see your face.”

The buzz rolled through my gut. Pressure built with nowhere to go. Locked. Hard inside the metal. Balls tight. Every pulse of the massager shoved me toward a cliff I could not jump.

Rosa lay back on the couch, thighs spread, clamps still biting. “He fucks my pussy again while you take that. You do not come until I say, and when you do, you come from your ass like the hole you are. Beg for it in the words I give you.”

He sank into her cunt with a wet shove. The squelch carried. He fucked her in rhythm with the remote clicks, turning the massager up each time she moaned.

My arms shook. Sweat dripped off my nose onto the rug. The toy in my ass hammered that swollen place until my thoughts broke into scraps.

Too much.

Cannot.

Need.

“Louder,” Rosa said.

“Please let me come,” I gasped. “Please milk it out of me. I am your locked whore. I am the husband who never held the key.”

“Dirtier.”

“I am a display toy in the window. Fuck my wife. Ruin me. Please. Turn it up.”

He turned it up. The massager went savage. My ass clamped down on it. My empty cock jerked in its prison and leaked a thin string onto the rug. The ache went white.

Rosa pinched her clamped nipple and hissed. “Now. Come for the street. Come while he breeds my pussy. Say thank you when it hits.”

The orgasm tore up from my ass, wrong and huge, a full-body seizure with no clean release. My locked dick pulsed and dribbled. My hole spasmed on the buzzing toy. I shouted into the rug. Spit strings ran from my lip to the floor. Shame poured through the climax and made it bigger. I shook until my arms gave out and I caught myself on my forearms, still facing the glass, still on show.

“Thank you,” I choked. “Thank you for using my wife. Thank you for keeping the key. Thank you for making me come like this.”

He buried deep and finally finished in her, hips flush, a long groan. Cum pushed out around his shaft when he eased back, thick white leaking from her used pussy down toward the plug-stretched pucker I had prepared.

Rosa sat up. She took the remote and shut the massager off. The silence rang. She pulled the toy from my ass with a slick pop and left me empty and twitching.

“Stay on your knees,” she said.

I stayed. Cum and drool cooled on my skin. Outside, a car horn blared once and faded.

She took the keyring from the coffee table and held it so the real key hung in front of my eyes. This small silver tooth had ruled fourteen days without me knowing.

“Sixteen days left,” Rosa said. “On day thirty you ask out loud, or this becomes the house forever. You already know which way you lean. The planner knew first.”

I stared at the key. My mouth still tasted like him and her.

She hooked the ring back onto his belt loop. The key settled against his hip with a soft click I would hear in every room from now on.

Rosa leaned down until her lips brushed my ear.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Say The Word

Butter hissed in the pan and stuck to the back of my throat.

“Two eggs or three?” she asked, spatula tapping the rim.

I stood in the kitchen doorway in yesterday’s shirt. The cage tugged under my boxers with every step. Fifteen strips of masking tape clung to the mason jar on the counter. Fifteen days left. On day thirty I had to ask for the real key out loud, in front of whoever stood in the room, or this stopped being a trial.

“Two,” I said.

She cracked them in. Yolk broke. The smell of browned butter filled the space between us. Outside, a neighbor’s leaf blower started up. Ordinary morning. Gutters. Eggs. The man who used to own this kitchen was already gone, and nobody had barred the front door.

She plated the eggs and set them down. “Gutters need clearing before the rain. You can do the back line after breakfast.”

I sat. The cage pressed my balls flat against the chair. My dick twitched inside the steel and got nowhere. I picked up the fork. Put it down.

“What am I supposed to be now?”

She took a bite of toast. Chewed. Swallowed. Looked at me the way she looked at a grocery list.

“You’re my cuckold, Daniel.”

The word landed in daylight, in her ordinary voice, next to the butter dish. No whisper. No scene-setting. Just the title, like husband used to be.

My mouth opened. Closed. The part of me that still wanted to argue shoved up hard and died against the cage.

“Yes,” I said.

She nodded once, as if I had passed the salt. “Eat. Then we talk on the couch.”

I ate. The eggs tasted like nothing. Butter sat greasy on my tongue. The key on that jar was a blank, cut wrong on purpose. The real one hung on Marcus’s ring next to his car keys. I still sat here. I still answered.

After the plates, she walked me to the living room by two fingers hooked in my collar. The wing-back chair at the foot of our bed waited in my head from last night. Out here the couch held us instead. She sat first. Pulled me down until my cheek hit her thigh.

Her weight settled around my head. Her scent came first: soap, last night’s sex faint on her skin, the warm musk between her legs under the robe. My cock tried to swell and the steel bit. Shame ran hot under my ribs. I wanted to shove off. My body stayed.

She stroked my hair. “Cry if you need to. Then you say it back.”

The grief came ugly. Tears for the man who paid this mortgage and called her wife without conditions. Tears for the version of me who thought a jar meant I held the exit. My shoulders shook against her lap. She kept her hand moving. No apology. No soft talk about how hard this was. Just the hold.

When the shaking slowed, she tipped my chin up.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m your cuckold.”

“Again. Louder.”

“I’m your cuckold.”

The word fit my mouth this time. Husband sat on a shelf somewhere I could not reach. Conditional. Earned only if I stayed in the role.

She kissed my forehead. “Good. You belong in this room now.”

The front door opened. Keys hit the bowl. Marcus stepped in, thirty-six, in his work shirt, the real key on the ring at his belt catching the light half a second before he dropped it with the rest.

“Morning,” he said. “Smells like breakfast.”

“Eggs are cold,” she said. “You can eat later. Come sit. He’s learning his name.”

Marcus took the armchair. Legs open. He looked at me on her lap the way a man looks at a tool he already owns the use of. My stomach dropped. Heat flooded my face and my trapped dick at once. I hated that part of me more than the rest.

She opened her robe. Bare, soft, a little puffy from last night. Her smell hit harder up close. Slick gathered at her entrance.

“Service,” she said. “Mouth only. Take your time. He stays.”

I crawled between her knees. Marcus’s eyes on my back weighed more than the cage. I put my tongue on her and the first taste jerked my hips against steel. Salt. Musk. Her.

She sighed and settled deeper into the cushions. “Slower. Flat tongue. Work the whole length of my pussy before you touch the clit.”

I obeyed. Long strokes from the bottom of her slit up, stopping short of the peak. Her thighs closed a fraction around my ears. Weight and scent. Nothing else in the world. The man on the chair breathed steady. My own breath fogged against her.

She reached to the side table and came back with the remote vibe, the slim one she kept charged in the drawer. She pressed it against her clit above my tongue and thumbed it on. The buzz jumped through her flesh into my mouth. My jaw ached already.

“Keep licking while it runs,” she said. “If you stop, Marcus holds your head and you start over.”

Marcus leaned forward. “Heard her, Daniel.”

I licked. The vibrator hummed against her clit and my upper lip. She flexed under my tongue. Slick coated my chin. Wet sounds filled the quiet between the buzz and Marcus shifting in the chair. My balls throbbed. The cage gave them no room.

She tugged my hair. “Fingers. Two. Curl them. Find the spot and stay on it.”

I slid two fingers into her. Hot. Soft walls gripping. I curled and rubbed. Her hips rolled. The vibe’s pitch climbed as she turned it up. Her free hand pushed my face deeper. I ate. I fucked her with my fingers. Drool and her juices ran down my wrist.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Look at you. Husband used to fuck this. Now the cuckold cleans and serves while the bull watches. Say it while your tongue is on me.”

I pulled back enough to speak against her cunt. “I’m the cuckold. I serve.”

“Put your mouth back.”

I did. She came the first time with a hard clamp around my fingers and a broken sound through her teeth. Slick gushed over my hand. The vibe kept buzzing. She did not turn it off. Her thighs shook against my cheeks. I kept licking through it because she had not said stop.

Marcus stood. Belt buckle clicked. He crossed to me and set his dick against my cheek, heavy and already hard. The smell of him cut through hers: skin, soap, sweat.

“She said oral service,” he said. “That includes me when she points.”

She pointed at his dick with her chin. “Suck him while you keep two fingers in me. The vibe stays on my clit. You do not get to choose the order.”

I turned my head. Took him in. Thick. Salt at the tip. He pushed to the back of my throat on the second stroke and held. My eyes watered. Spit ran. I gagged and he eased a half inch so I could breathe, then filled me again. My fingers kept working her. The vibrator kept buzzing. My jaw burned. My locked cock leaked a thin drip into the steel and went nowhere.

She laughed under her breath. “Listen to him choke. That’s the sound of a man who found the planner and still got on his knees.”

Marcus fucked my mouth in short strokes. “Open wider. Tongue out under it. Good boy.”

I opened. He used me. Tears cut tracks through the mess on my face. Shame sat thick enough to taste under him. My hips kept thrusting at empty air. Fifteen days left on the jar and I already answered to a word that used to live only in dirty stories.

She pulled the vibe off her clit and pushed my head down harder on him. “Deep. Hold. Count to ten in your head. Then back to me.”

I held. Throat fluttering. Nose mashed in his pubic hair. The smell of him filled my skull. At ten he pulled out and a string of spit connected my lip to his tip. I swung back to her cunt and buried my face. She shoved the vibe back on. My fingers found the spot again.

“Marcus,” she said. “Get the plug from the drawer. The medium one. Lube it.”

He left my spit cooling on him and came back with the black plug and the bottle. She lifted her hips. I had to pull my fingers out. He pressed the tapered tip to her asshole and worked it in while I licked her clit around the vibe. Her belly tightened around the stretch. It seated with a soft suck. She exhaled.

“Now,” she said. “Tongue on my cunt. Fingers back in. Push against the plug from inside when I tell you.”

I did it. Three fingers this time. Crowded against the base of it through the thin wall. She moaned low. Marcus stood over us and stroked himself with my spit shining on him.

“Tell him what you are again,” she said. “Full sentence.”

“I’m Rosa’s cuckold.” Her name left my mouth once and felt like signing. “I suck. I serve. I stay locked for the trial.”

“Husband is a title you earn by keeping this one,” she said. “Fail the role and you lose the word. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She turned the vibe higher. My tongue went numb against the plastic shell and her swollen clit. She gripped my fingers. The plug shifted when she clenched. Marcus set himself back on my cheek, smearing precum across the mess already there.

“I’m going to come on his face,” she told him. “Then he swallows yours. Then we decide if he gets to sit at dinner or kneel beside the chair.”

“Works for me,” Marcus said.

She ground against my mouth. The vibe buzzed until my teeth ached. I curled my fingers and pressed the plug from inside on every stroke. Her scent thickened. Slick poured. The squelch of my hand in her mixed with the wet sound of my tongue. Marcus’s breathing roughened above me.

“Now,” she said. “Push.”

I pushed. She broke. Her whole body seized. Fluttering hard around my fingers. Ass clamping the plug. A rush of fluid hit my chin and soaked the cushion under us. She rode my face through it with both hands in my hair, hips jerking, the vibe still screaming against her clit until she ripped it away with a hiss.

“Fuck. Stay. Clean it.”

I licked. Slow. Thorough. Every fold. The taste of her orgasm thick on my tongue. My denied dick pulsed in useless little spikes. Grief sat right next to the ache. The man who used to live here would have been upstairs by now, door shut. I stayed on the wet cushion and licked my wife’s used cunt while her bull waited his turn.

She tugged me up by the hair and turned my face toward Marcus. “Open.”

He fed himself back into my mouth and fucked it for real. No mercy strokes. Throat. Hold. Throat. Spit poured down my chin onto her thigh. She watched, bright eyed, two fingers rolling her own clit.

“Take it,” she said. “Swallow every drop when he gives it. That’s part of the service. Part of the name.”

Marcus groaned and shoved deep. Cum hit the back of my throat in thick pulses. I swallowed. Gagged. Swallowed again. He held me there until he finished, then pulled out. A last streak striped my lower lip. She wiped it onto her thumb and pushed the thumb into my mouth.

“Good,” she said. “Sit back on your heels.”

I sat. Chest heaving. Face a ruin of spit and slick and cum. The steel shone with my own leak. Marcus tucked himself away and dropped into the armchair like a man done with a chore.

She closed her robe halfway. Left it open enough to show the plug’s base between her cheeks when she shifted. She cupped my jaw.

“Fifteen days on the jar,” she said. “On day thirty you ask for the key out loud in front of whoever is here. Or you stop asking, and the arrangement stays. Either way, the word you answered to this morning is the one that runs this house.”

I nodded. Words would not line up clean.

She stood. The robe swayed. The plug changed her walk, a small carefulness in her hips that put fresh heat in my gut.

“Gutters after you wash your face,” she said. “Marcus is staying for lunch. You’ll plate for both of us and kneel while we eat. After that I want your mouth again before he leaves. Maintenance. Soft. Long. No rush.”

Marcus jingled the keyring once, casual. The real key flashed. “Bring coffee when you come back in.”

I got to my feet. Legs unsteady. The smell of her clung to my face and under my nails. Butter hung faint in the kitchen air under everything else. Outside, the leaf blower had stopped. The house ticked around the three of us like it had always been built for this count of bodies.

She paused in the hall and looked back. “Daniel.”

“Yes.”

“You answered without flinching. Keep doing that and husband stays on the table as a word you can still earn. Flinch, and I retire it.”

She left me with that, the ache in my jaw, the steel around my cock, the taste of both of them layered on my tongue. The cushion behind me stayed dark with her mess. My knees held the shape of the carpet.

I walked to the bathroom on stiff legs. Turned the tap. Cold water hit my mouth and did nothing to the weight of her scent sitting in my sinuses, refusing to lift.


Chapter 7: Table For Three

Iheld her purse in my lap in the passenger seat of my own car while he helped her out of the back. The leather strap cut a warm line across my palm. My wife had put me there on purpose. Keys stayed with her. The cage under my trousers pressed metal into my skin with every shift.

He was thirty-six, broad in a dark shirt, and he took her hand like the car belonged to him. She stepped down in heels that clicked on the lot. The dress rode high on her thighs. I stayed put until she tapped the window twice.

I got out. I shut the door. I walked around and offered her the coat she had made me carry from the house.

“Hold the door,” she said.

I held it. Heat from the restaurant spilled out over my face. Twelve days left on the tape around the jar at home. Day eighteen. Ask for the key out loud on day thirty, in front of whoever stood in the room, or the trial stopped being a trial.

She walked in first. He followed. I came last with her purse and her coat and the hard ache in my trapped cock that had no place to go.

The host looked at the three of us. His smile snagged.

“Table for the couple?” he said, then glanced at me. “And a guest?”

“Table for three,” she said. “Put him across from us.”

He led us past the bar. I set her coat on the empty chair beside me when she pointed. He took the seat at her right. My place faced them both. Anyone looking would read it in one pass.

Fran sat two tables over with a man I did not know. Our neighbour. Same block. Same trash day. Her fork stopped halfway to her plate when she clocked us. Her eyes went from my wife to the man beside her to me, then back. She looked away first. My stomach dropped. The cage twitched anyway.

I opened the menu and stared at words I could not hold.

“Sit up,” my wife said, low. “Hands on the table.”

I put both hands flat on the wood. Warm from other plates. The grain dug into my skin.

Under the table her shoe found my ankle. She slid it higher until the toe pressed the cage through cloth. A small buzz started against her. I caught the shape of the remote in her palm when she set her napkin down. She had put the egg in before we left. I had knelt in the hall and held her open while she seated it. Warm silicone. Smooth. She had made me check the fit with my thumb and say it was deep enough.

Now the buzz climbed. Her lips parted. She took a sip of water like nothing moved inside her.

“Good,” she said to him, not to me. “Keep talking. I want him to hear you.”

He talked about work. About a job site. His voice stayed easy. Her knee bumped his. It stepped up again. A flush rose on her throat. My trapped dick strained until the ring bit.

Fran looked over again. Longer this time.

The waiter arrived. Mid-twenties. Nervous smile.

“Can I start you with drinks?”

“Wine for us,” she said, tipping her head at him and herself. “Water for my husband. He drives.”

Husband. Said clean in a public room. Fran’s head turned. The waiter wrote it down and left. My face burned. The buzz in her cunt kept going. She crossed her legs and trapped it.

“Open your hands,” she said to me.

I turned my palms up on the tablecloth. She reached across and inspected them under the low light. Nails. Creases. The faint mark where the purse strap had sat. Her touch stayed clinical. Warm. She turned my left hand over and pressed her thumbnail into the meat of my palm until I hissed.

“These stay where I put them,” she said. “You do not hide under the table. You do not look at your lap. You look at us.”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes what.”

My throat closed. Fran was right there. Cloth napkins and wine and the clink of forks. I still said it.

“Yes, Rosa.”

One use spent. Her name out loud in a restaurant with our neighbour ten feet away. The cage leaked a wet spot into my underwear.

He chuckled once. Soft. Mean.

Food came. I cut nothing. I drank water. She fed herself and let him cut her steak. When juice ran down her wrist he caught it with his tongue in full view of the room. My hands stayed flat. The buzz rolled in waves she controlled. She edged herself on it between bites. Her breath snagged. She turned the dial down before she tipped over. Denied. Her choice.

“Please,” she whispered to him, loud enough for me. “Tell him what you are going to do to me after.”

He wiped his mouth. Looked at me across the plates.

“I am going to take her in the hall by the bathrooms,” he said. “Lift her up. Fuck her until she soaks my belt. You are going to hold the door line and keep anyone from walking in on your wife’s cunt getting wrecked.”

The room shrank to that sentence. Fran dropped her fork. Metal on china. She bent to get it and stayed down a second too long.

I should have stood up. Paid. Left. Called the whole thing a sick joke. Instead my cock shoved at steel and a thick drop of want slid down my balls.

She turned the egg up. Hard. Her free hand clamped the edge of the table. She came on the first one right there in her chair, thighs locked, lips pressed white. A small broken sound escaped. The waiter passed with a tray and did not stop. She rode it out on the toy, then killed the remote before the aftershocks could build.

“That is one,” she told me. Her voice stayed even. “You count the rest out loud when I tell you.”

I nodded. Shame sat hot in my gut. Harder than fear. Fran stared at her phone now, jaw tight. A secret held by two people is a marriage. Held by four, it turns into a fact about the man who drives and carries the purse.

We finished. She signed the check with my card. I pulled her chair back. He rose and put his hand on the small of her back. I followed with the coat and the purse like a hired man.

Past the bar. Down the narrow hall to the restrooms. Tile. Kitchen heat off the pass. A service door half open. She stopped him under a wall sconce and posted me at the dining room end.

“Stand there,” she said. “Eyes on the corner. If anyone turns in, you cough.”

I took my place. My palms sweat against the coat. He already had her pinned, dress shoved to her waist. No underwear. She had handed those to me in the car and told me to keep them in the purse pocket. Bare and slick. The egg still seated. He hooked it out with two knuckles and dropped it into my open hand, warm and shiny with her.

“Hold that,” he said.

I held it. The smell hit me sharp. Her. Sex. Public air.

He freed his cock and rubbed the head through her folds until she dripped on the tile. Then he pushed in to the root in one drive. She gasped against his shoulder. Her legs wrapped his waist. He fucked her against the wall in short hard strokes that made her tits bounce under the dress. The wet slap filled the hall. Squelch on every thrust. My cage throbbed until it hurt.

“Hand,” she ordered, looking at me over his shoulder. “Inspect me. Now.”

I stepped in close enough to reach. She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between them where he stretched her. His shaft dragged against my palm, the stretched rim of her pussy gripping him. Hot. Slick. Obscene. She made me spread her open wider with my fingers while he pounded. My fingertips came away shiny.

“Tell him what you feel,” she said.

“You are taking him,” I said. The words scraped. “You are soaked. He is deep. You are gripping him like you want to keep him.”

“Filthier.”

“Your cunt is open on his dick,” I said. “You are dripping down his balls. You look like a whore in a service hall.”

“Again.”

I said it again. Louder. Somewhere behind me a plate clattered. No cough needed yet.

He shifted, spat on his hand, and worked one thick finger into her asshole beside his thrusting cock. She arched. He added a second. The stretch showed white around his knuckles. He fucked both holes that way until she shook.

“Wand,” she got out. “Purse.”

I dug in the purse with my clean hand. The wand was there, charged. She had packed it under the lipstick. I pressed the head to her clit while he kept her lifted. She turned it on herself. The hum went loud in the narrow space. Her whole body jerked.

“Count,” she snapped at me.

“Two,” I said when she broke, cunt fluttering around him, asshole clenching his knuckles, a gush wetting his stomach and my wrist. “That is two.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line hit me in the teeth. Let me what. Cum. Touch. Stop. Stay. All of it. I hated how fast my answer rose.

“Please,” I said. “Please let me. Please, I need…”

“Not you,” she said, and laughed once against his neck. “Him. Beg him to ruin me.”

My voice went flat and raw.

“Please ruin her,” I told him. “Please split my wife open. Please cum in her where Fran could walk by and smell it.”

He growled and pulled out of her pussy. He lined up at her ass and shoved in. She bit his shirt to stay quiet. The burn of it showed in her face. He worked deeper by inches until his hips met her cheeks. Then he railed her hole against the wall while I kept the wand mashed to her clit.

“Three,” I counted when she came again, shaking, spit on her chin, her empty cunt pulsing on nothing and leaking down to where his cock stretched her ass. “Three.”

A busboy turned the corner with a stack of napkin bundles. Grown. Late twenties. Dark apron. He stopped dead. Saw her legs around another man. Saw me with a buzzing wand and a purse and a coat. Saw the wet shine on the tile.

He said nothing.

My wife looked at him over a bare shoulder and smiled with her teeth.

“You can go around,” she said.

He went around. Eyes down. Ears red. The stack of napkins trembled. He pushed through the kitchen door. The truth had another set of hands on it now.

“Do not stop,” she told the man holding her. “Four. Get me four.”

He spat again and worked a third knuckle into her already stuffed ass beside his dick, stretching her until she whimpered. Too much. The shape of a fist starting. He folded and pushed. Her hole fought and then took the broadest part with a wet give. She sobbed once. He pumped the fist in short grinds while the wand screamed on her clit.

“Say what you are,” she ordered me, voice breaking.

“I am your cuckold,” I said. Still true. Truer here. “I am the husband who holds the door and counts. I am the man who would rather be seen than lie about it.”

The last part came out before I could kill it. Fran. The waiter. The busboy. The table for three. I meant it. That scared me more than the hall.

She came on four hard enough that her eyes rolled. Ass clamping the fist. Pussy squirting onto his shirt and my sleeve. I said “four” with my jaw locked while my own denied cock kicked inside the cage and gave me nothing but a dry cramp.

He pulled his hand free. Her hole gaped a second, dark and used, before it fluttered shut. He drove his cock back into that gape and fucked her through the aftershocks until he buried deep and emptied. Cum pushed out around his shaft on the next stroke and ran down over her cunt in thick lines. He held her there and breathed.

“Five,” she whispered. “One more. On his tongue.”

He set her down. Her heels found the floor. Legs shook. She pointed at the mess sliding down her inner thighs.

“Clean,” she said to me. “Hands behind your back.”

I knelt on restaurant tile with my hands locked at the base of my spine and licked his cum and her slick off her skin. Salt. Bitter. Warm. The wand, still in her grip, pressed the side of my face while she ground the last orgasm out on the flat head, thighs clamped on my ears. She jerked and spilled fresh on my chin. I swallowed what hit my tongue.

“Five,” I said, muffled. “That is five.”

“Good boy.”

She thumbed it off. He tucked himself away. I stayed on my knees until she clicked her fingers. I stood. She held out her hand.

“Underwear.”

I took the scrap from the purse. Black. Damp from earlier. I knelt again to help her step in. She stopped me with a shoe on my shoulder and took them from my hand instead, then held them out for me to take back.

“No,” she said. “You hand them to me in front of the next person through that door. Standing.”

The kitchen door opened. Same busboy. Empty hands this time. He froze again.

I held out her underwear to my wife at chest height while he stood there. She stepped into them, pulled them up under the dress, and smoothed the skirt like she was in our bedroom. Then she took the egg from my other hand and pushed it back inside herself over the panties’ crotch, seating it with a wince and a sigh.

“Thank you for waiting,” she told the busboy. “Tell the floor we need the check if it is not closed out.”

He nodded. Left. Still silent.

She turned to me. Lipstick smeared. Eyes bright. In control.

“Coat.”

I helped her into it. He took her hand. I took the purse. We walked back through the dining room. Fran was gone. Her table empty. Water rings on the cloth. My legs went hollow.

Outside, the lot air cooled the sweat on my neck. She put me in the passenger seat again. Dropped the keys in my lap anyway.

“You drive,” she said. “Home.”

I drove. The cage stuck to me with every shift of the gears. In the rear view he had his hand high on her thigh. The egg’s remote clicked once. She exhaled through her nose and smiled at nothing.

At a red light she spoke to the back of my seat.

“Fran left before dessert. She looked at you like she finally placed the smell.” A pause. “When we get inside, you will open the cabinet list and write her name under the last line. Then you will text her from your phone. Drinks at our place tomorrow night. You will say you miss talking. You will not explain the table. If she asks, you will tell the truth.”

My hands tightened on the wheel. Twelve days. Tape on a jar. A key I still thought I might earn.

“And if she says no?” I asked.

“She will not,” my wife said. “She already knows what you are. Tomorrow she sits on our couch and hears you say it without a menu in the way.”

He laughed once in the dark behind me.

I turned onto our street. The house waited with its jar and its tape and its wing-back chair. I parked. Killed the engine. Her purse strap had left a groove in my palm.

“Out,” she said. “Kneel at the door while I unlock it. Then the list. Then the text. Then you ask me, out loud, to keep you caged through drinks so Fran can hear the metal when you walk.”

I got out. I shut the car door. I walked to our front step with her purse on my shoulder and knelt on the mat in view of the whole block, waiting for the key in her hand to turn, already writing Fran’s name in my head like it belonged there.


Chapter 8: Ask On Day Thirty

When I came back into the bathroom the rain was rattling in the gutters we never fixed. Cold water ran loud down the outside pipe. The cage sat open on the counter, lock hanging off the hasp, metal warm from my skin.

She had taken it off ten minutes earlier. First time in twenty-two days. My cock hung free and half-hard already, stupid and red from the ring, and I hated how fast the blood went to it.

Eight days left on the jar. The masking tape showed day twenty-two in her block letters. I told myself I could still ask for the key when the count hit thirty. I told myself that like it was still mine to decide.

She stood in the doorway in one of my shirts and nothing else. Bare feet on the tile. Nipples hard from the chill coming off the window.

“On your knees,” she said. “You get one night like this. Use it.”

I dropped. The tile bit my kneecaps. She stepped in close and the heat of her thighs hit my face before her scent did. Wet already. She had been wet when she unlocked me.

“Worship,” she said. “No hands on yourself. You touch that dick and I put the cage back on and we are done for the night.”

I put my palms flat on the floor. Kept them there. Lean was all I got. Tongue first, flat on her slit, tasting salt and her. She made a low sound and spread her stance so I could get deeper.

Rain hammered the glass. The house was empty without him. His duffel was gone from the guest closet. One week, she had said at breakfast. Work. Out of town. Just us.

My cock twitched against nothing. After three weeks of steel the air on it was wrong. I dragged my tongue up to her clit and sucked. She gripped my hair and held me there.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Lick it like you mean it. You wanted this cage off. Earn the minutes.”

I worked her slow. Long strokes. Short ones right on her clit. She rocked on my face and the wet sounds got louder than the rain. Slick on my chin. Drip on my chest. My jaw ached and I kept going because stopping meant thinking, and thinking meant bargaining, and I was already bargaining in my head.

Keep me locked. Past thirty. Make it stick. The thought landed before I could shove it down.

She pulled my face up by the hair. Spit and her mess strung between my lips and her cunt.

“Bathroom floor is cold,” she said. “Bedroom. Bring the wand and the lube. Bring the thick plug too.”

I crawled for the cabinet. Found the wand, the bottle, the black plug with the wide base. Carried them in my teeth and one fist because standing had not been offered. She laughed once, short, and walked ahead of me.

On the bed she sat back against the headboard and opened her legs. I climbed up between them. Set the toys on the sheet.

“Finger me open,” she said. “Then the plug. Then you fuck me with your tongue while that plug stays in. You do not come. You do not even get close without asking, and I am going to say no.”

Two fingers first. She was soaked; they slid in easy. I curled them and rubbed the spot that made her hips jump. Added a third. The stretch made her hiss.

“Deeper. Curl. There. Hold that.”

I held. She took the wand herself, pressed the head to her clit, and clicked it on low. The buzz filled the room under the rain. She clenched hard around my fingers. My free cock leaked a clear string onto the sheet and I almost rubbed against the mattress for friction. Almost.

She saw it.

“Do it and I lock you before you finish the thought,” she said. “Service me. That is the deal tonight.”

I worked a fourth finger in. Knuckles. She pushed down onto them and swore. The wand buzzed higher. Her thighs shook against my shoulders.

“Plug,” she said. “Now.”

I pulled my fingers free. They came out shiny. I coated the plug and pressed the tip to her asshole. She breathed out and bore down. The first ridge went in. Then the thick middle. Then the base seated flush and she made a broken sound that went straight to my balls.

“Tongue. On my cunt. Do not stop when I come.”

I buried my face again. Ate her while the plug held her open and the wand ground her clit. She came hard, one long shake, cunt pulsing against my tongue, a gush of wet over my chin. I kept licking through it. Kept going when she shoved the wand harder and rode out the aftershocks on my face.

“Again,” she said. “You stay down there until I say.”

I stayed. Second orgasm took longer. Build, build, then she locked her thighs around my head and came with a shout that bounced off the closet doors. Cum and spit all over my face. I could not wipe it. She had not given permission.

When she let go she was breathing hard. Face flushed. Wand buzzing on the sheet beside her hip.

“On your back,” she said. “Arms above your head. Hold the headboard.”

I rolled. Wood under my grip. My cock stood up red and leaking, and the freedom hurt worse than the cage ever had.

She straddled my chest facing away, reached back, and took my shaft between two fingers. Light. Too light. Stroked once from base to tip and stopped.

“Look at you,” she said. “Unlocked and still useless. Begging with your hips already.”

I thrust up into nothing. She laughed and did it again, one slow drag of her fingers, then nothing.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what.”

“Please touch me. Please let me come. Please, Rosa.”

The name was out of me before I caught it. She paused. Then she wrapped her fist around me and stroked firm for five full pumps. My back arched. Heat stacked too fast. I was right there.

She let go.

Air hit the wet skin. I made a sound I did not recognize.

“No,” she said. “Edge. That is all you get.”

She climbed off, turned around, and sat on my face again. Lowered her cunt onto my tongue while her fingers went back to my cock. Slow strokes. Stop. Squeeze at the base when I got close. Over and over. The plug sat in her ass; the base pressed my nose when she ground down.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Your cuckold.” My voice cracked on it. “Your locked bitch. Your hole that watches.”

“Louder.”

“Your whore’s husband. The toy that cleans up. Please. Please let me finish.”

She stroked faster. Brought me right to the edge. My balls drew up. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth into her folds. Then she pinched the base hard and the orgasm broke apart before it could land. I shook under her. Empty. Denied. Cock jumping with nothing coming out.

“Good,” she said. “Again.”

She edged me like that for an hour. Maybe longer. Rain kept hitting the gutters. The room warmed off our skin. Sweat on my chest. Drool on my chin. Her cunt in my face every time I got close, making me eat while she ruined the climb.

Between rounds she had me suck the wand clean. Had me kiss the base of the plug while it sat inside her. Had me say filthy things with my tongue on her clit.

“Say you want to stay locked.”

“I want to stay locked.”

“Say you want him to keep fucking me while you wait.”

“I want Marcus to keep fucking you while I wait.” His name burned coming out. Second time tonight I would need it. I saved the rest.

“Say you are not a husband tonight. Say what you are.”

“A good little toy. A hole. A bitch who begs.”

She rewarded that with three hard strokes and another denial. I almost cried. The sound stayed in my throat.

Later she pulled the plug from her ass with a wet pop and set it on my chest. Slick ring of her on the silicone. Then she reached for the strap harness in the bottom drawer and buckled it around her hips. The dildo on it was the thick one, the one that made my jaw ache on sight.

“Open,” she said.

I opened. She fed it into my throat. Steady. No rush. The head hit soft tissue and I gagged, spit running down my neck. She held there. Rain and my choke filled the quiet.

“Take it. You wanted the cage off. This is the price of free cock and no orgasm.”

She fucked my throat in short strokes. Eyes on mine. Calm. When drool soaked the pillow she pulled out and wiped the shaft across my cheek.

“Turn over. Ass up.”

I turned. Face in the wet spot I had made. She lubed her fingers and pressed one into my asshole. Burn. Stretch. I pushed back anyway because my cock was rubbing the sheet and any friction was a risk I would take.

Second finger. Scissor. Third. The ache went deep. She worked me open with the same patience she used on herself, and the shame of that sat under my ribs and stayed.

“You are going to take the strap,” she said. “You are going to thank me for it. And you are still not coming.”

“Yes.”

The dildo pressed. Thick. She pushed and my hole gave. Inch by inch until her hips met my ass and I was stuffed, shaking. She reached around and gripped my cock again. Stroked in time with the thrusts.

In. Stroke. Out. Stroke. Edge. Stop.

I broke into fragments. Too much. Full. Please. Cannot. More. The words fell out of order. She kept pounding, wet slap of the harness on my skin, and every time I got close she squeezed the base until the climax died.

“Ask for what you really want,” she said into my ear. Voice even. Mean. “Not the orgasm. The other thing. I can hear you thinking it.”

I tried to hold it. Bargaining was supposed to wait. Bargaining was for day thirty, clean, sober, with a plan.

It came out anyway.

“Keep me locked,” I said. Face mashed into the sheet. Strap buried in my ass. “Past day thirty. Do not give me the key. Make it permanent. I am asking. Please. I will sign whatever. I will thank him. Just keep the cage on.”

She went still. The dildo stayed seated deep. Her fingers left my cock.

Silence except rain.

Then she pulled out. Empty ache. She unbuckled the harness and dropped it on the floor. Sat on the edge of the bed with her back to me.

“No,” she said.

I pushed up on my elbows. “What.”

“No.” She looked over her shoulder. Hair stuck to her neck with sweat. “I will not take that as a gift given at eleven at night by a man who has not been touched since the lock went on. You are desperate and raw and trying to spend the one thing you have left because it feels cheap right now. A surrender bought cheap is not worth owning.”

Something went out from under me. The free air on my cock turned cold.

“I mean it,” I said. “I want it. I want the arrangement to stick. I want…”

“Then ask on day thirty.” She stood. Walked to the bathroom. Came back with the cage and the lock. “In the room. In front of him. Out loud. That is the only ask I will hear. Not tonight. Not when you are shaking and full of my strap and bargaining because you think the deadline is a threat.”

She waited. I stared at the open cage in her palm.

Eight days. The tape on the jar. The rule that said I had to ask for the key on day thirty or the arrangement became permanent.

She held the cage out.

“Present,” she said.

I swung my legs off the bed. Stood. My cock had softened a little from the denial; she worked it through the ring with practiced tugs, seated the tube, clicked the lock. Steel again. Heavy. Final for the night.

The click went through me harder than the strap had.

She set the key on the dresser next to her phone. Not in the jar. Not yet.

“Clean the toys,” she said. “Wipe the sheet. Then kneel by the bed until I sleep.”

I cleaned. Wand. Plug. Strap. Warm water, soap, the whole routine. In the bathroom mirror my face was shiny with her. I wiped it with a cloth because she had not said I could leave it.

Back in the bedroom she was under the covers. Eyes closed. Breathing even. I knelt on the rug by her side of the bed. Cage pressed against my thigh. Rain softer now, a steady drip in the gutter.

I wanted to wake her. Wanted to say it again. Wanted to make her take the ask tonight so I could stop carrying it.

I stayed quiet.

Her voice came out of the dark, calm, like she had never been asleep.

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

I swallowed. Nodded at nothing. The cage sat locked and certain between my legs, and the deadline on the jar had flipped inside me. Day thirty was not an exit anymore. Day thirty was the door I had to walk through and ask to close.


Chapter 9: The Duffel By The Door

Istood over the duffel with one hand on the zipper and the other hanging useless at my side. Marcus’s shirts were folded inside. His soap smell rose out of the open bag and stuck in my mouth.

Rosa’s voice came from the bedroom.

“Leave it.”

I pulled my hand back.

She walked into the hall barefoot, wearing the black slip she put on when the night already had rules. The slip clung to her hips. She held the remote for the vibrating plug still seated in me from the afternoon, and she tapped it once so the buzz kicked hard against my prostate.

My locked dick jerked in its steel shell. A thin bead of precum leaked through the slit and spotted my briefs.

“Three days,” she said. “Day twenty-seven. The tape on the jar says so. On day thirty you ask for the key out loud, or this arrangement locks in.”

I nodded.

“Marcus leaves for good after that,” she said. “Unless you say otherwise. Me saying it does nothing. You say it, Daniel. You.”

Marcus, thirty-six, came out of the bathroom, towel around his waist, hair wet. He looked at the duffel. Then he looked at me.

“You moving that, or am I?”

My throat closed. The jealous heat that used to rise when he walked into our house sat wrong now. Empty doorway. Empty chair. No soap in the guest bath. The idea of him gone pressed cold under my ribs.

Rosa pointed at the floor.

“Kneel.”

I dropped. The carpet burned my knees. She stepped in close and lifted my chin with two fingers.

“You want him to stay, you ask while he fucks me. Full sentences. You mean it. You get two wrong tries. On the third I take the answer as final.”

Marcus dropped the towel. His thick dick hung heavy, already filling. He smelled like our shower gel and skin.

Rosa led us into the bedroom. She stripped the slip over her head and climbed onto the bed on all fours. Marcus knelt behind her. I stayed on the floor at the foot of the mattress where she pointed.

She reached back and pulled her cheeks apart.

“Lube him. Then the beads.”

Marcus poured lube down the crack of her ass. It ran over her hole and dripped onto the sheets. He set the first anal bead to her rim. She pushed out and took it. The second. The third. Four beads vanished into her one after another, the string hanging down between her thighs.

Rosa’s breath hitched.

“Fuck. Cold.”

Marcus twisted the string. She moaned into the pillow. He worked a finger in beside the last bead and stretched her open around it. Then a second finger. He scissored her while she rocked back onto his hand.

“Tighter than last time,” he said.

“Then open me.”

He pushed a third finger in. Rosa’s thighs shook. The smell of lube and her cunt mixed in the room, sharp and animal. My mouth watered. My locked cock strained so hard the steel dug into skin.

Marcus pulled his fingers free. He lined up and drove into her asshole in one long shove. Rosa cried out. The beads shifted inside her around his shaft. He bottomed out and held.

“Speak,” Rosa said to me. Her voice stayed flat. “Ask.”

I swallowed. The words came out thin.

“I don’t want you to go.”

Marcus pulled almost out and slammed back in. Rosa’s body jolted. She looked at me over her shoulder.

“Wrong. That is about you. Try again when I tell you.”

He fucked her hard. The slap of his hips on her ass filled the room. Each thrust shoved the beads deeper. Rosa’s cunt dripped onto the sheet in a dark patch. Marcus reached under her, two fingers working her clit, and kept pounding her hole.

“Wand,” she said.

I grabbed the wand from the nightstand and handed it up. Marcus pressed the head to her clit and switched it on high. Rosa’s arms gave out. She dropped to her elbows. The wand buzzed against her. Marcus kept railing her ass through it.

She came with a raw shout. Her hole clenched around him. Cum and lube squelched out around his dick on every stroke. He pulled the wand off her clit right as her orgasm peaked. Her hips chased the empty air. He held the wand out of reach while she twitched and leaked.

“Ruined,” he said. “Stay open.”

Rosa panted into the mattress. Marcus kept fucking her through the comedown. Spit ran from the corner of her mouth.

“Again,” she told me. “Full sentence. Name him.”

I tried. My voice cracked.

“Please keep fucking my wife.”

Marcus laughed once. He pulled out of her. Her asshole gaped for a second, shiny and used, before it fluttered shut. He pushed back in to the root.

“Still wrong,” Rosa said. “That is about my hole. I asked you what stays. Two left. One more miss and the bag goes in the car.”

My stomach dropped. Three days on the jar. Then empty hallway. No Marcus. No chair at the foot of the bed. No key on his ring.

Gratitude sat bitter under my tongue.

Marcus pulled the bead string. One bead popped out of her stretched rim. Then the next. Rosa hissed. He left two inside and pushed his dick back into the mess. The remaining beads pressed against his shaft from inside her.

“Fist,” Rosa said.

Marcus eased out. He coated his hand in more lube. Four fingers first. Rosa bore down. Knuckles. Then the widest part of his hand. Her rim stretched white around his wrist. She made a broken sound into the pillow.

“Breathe,” he said.

His fist seated inside her. He turned it. Rosa’s toes curled. Cum from the ruined orgasm streaked her thighs. The air hung thick enough to taste.

He fucked her with his fist in short thrusts. Each push drew a wet sound from her hole. I stared. My cock throbbed and leaked inside the steel. Shame burned up my neck. Hard from watching another man fist my wife open in our bed.

Rosa’s voice cut through.

“Third try, Daniel. Now.”

Marcus pulled his fist free. Her asshole stayed open, dark and loose. He wiped his hand on the sheet, lined up, and drove his cock into her cunt instead for three strokes, then pulled out and shoved back into her wrecked ass.

“Ask,” Rosa said.

I opened my mouth. The first two tries lay dead in my head. This one had to land.

“Marcus stays,” I said. “I want Marcus in this house. I want him fucking you. I want him here after day thirty. I am asking him to stay.”

Silence held for one breath.

Marcus buried himself to the hilt and stayed there. Rosa’s eyes found mine. Something settled in her face.

“Mean it.”

“I mean it.”

The words tasted true. Horror came with them. Six weeks ago I hated the shape of him in our doorway. Now the thought of the duffel leaving made my hands shake.

Rosa nodded once.

“Good.”

Marcus pulled out of her ass. Cum and lube strung from her hole to his dick. He grabbed the wand again and pressed it hard to her clit while two fingers hooked into her open asshole and dragged. Rosa came a second time. He yanked the wand away at the crest. Her orgasm broke short. She sobbed into the sheet while her cunt pulsed and dripped with nothing to ride.

“Say what you are,” Rosa told me.

“Your cuckold.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your cuckold. I asked for him. I want him to stay.”

Marcus wiped his dick on her thigh and moved to the edge of the bed. Rosa rolled onto her back. She pointed at my face.

“Mouth on my cunt. Clean what he left.”

I crawled up and buried my face between her legs. She tasted like Marcus and her own slick and the lube from her ass. Bitter. Sharp. I licked her clit and the soft folds around it. She grabbed my hair and held me there.

Marcus pushed two fingers back into her asshole while I ate her. She rocked on both of us. The wand came back, pressed to the side of my head so the buzz transferred through my skull into her clit. She climbed fast.

“Don’t let him finish,” she told Marcus.

He killed the wand the moment her thighs clamped my ears. She cursed. Her cunt fluttered against my tongue and spilled nothing but wasted clenches. Ruined again. My face was soaked. I kept licking because she had not told me to stop.

Rosa shoved my head back.

“On your back. Legs up.”

I obeyed. She straddled my chest facing away and reached behind her for the remote. She cranked it. The buzz in my ass spiked so hard my vision spotted. Precum ran down my balls in a thin line.

Marcus knelt between my spread knees. He pushed my thighs wider. Rosa leaned forward and spat on her fingers, then reached back and rubbed the spit over my stretched rim around the base of the plug.

“Pull it.”

Marcus gripped the flared base and drew the plug out of me. My hole clenched on nothing and I moaned like a whore.

He pushed two slick fingers into me. Then three. He crooked them against my prostate and rubbed. My locked cock jerked and wept. The steel held me shut. No release. Only pressure.

“Beg him to stay again,” Rosa said. “While he has his hand in you.”

“Please stay,” I said. “Marcus, please stay in this house. Please keep fucking my wife. Please don’t take the bag.”

Marcus added a fourth finger. The stretch burned. I pushed out like Rosa had taught me. His knuckles pressed. My rim gave. His fist sank into me to the wrist.

I made a sound I did not recognize.

Rosa turned on the wand and set it against the steel of the chastity device so the vibration slammed through metal into my trapped cockhead. Too much. My hips bucked. Marcus fist-fucked my ass in slow deep pushes. Prostate. Stretch. Burn. The wand on steel.

I climbed. My balls drew up. The ruined edge came up fast. Rosa lifted the wand away the second I tipped. The orgasm broke open with nowhere to go. Cum forced out of the slit in weak spurts that coated the inside of the cage and dripped through onto my stomach. No thrust. No finish. Just leak and shake and the fist still buried in me.

“Pathetic,” Rosa said. “Look at that mess.”

Marcus pulled his fist free. My hole stayed open. Air touched places that should stay closed. He wiped his hand on my thigh and stood.

Rosa climbed off my chest. She picked up the plug from the sheet, coated it again, and pushed it back into my used asshole. It seated with a wet click. She locked the remote in her palm.

“Mark him.”

Marcus leaned over me. He stroked his dick twice and came across my face and open mouth. Thick ropes. Hot. The smell of his cum hit first, then the taste as it slid over my tongue. Bitter salt. I swallowed what landed inside. The rest ran down my cheek onto the pillow.

Rosa watched.

“Mine,” she said. She put her foot on my chest. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

She ground her heel once and stepped back.

Marcus walked to the hallway naked. He picked up the duffel. For one cold second the car was where the bag was going. Instead he carried it to the guest room and set it inside the closet. He shut the door.

The zipper sound stopped.

Rosa sat on the edge of the bed and wiped my face with the sheet. Rough. Practical. She checked the tape on the mason jar. Twenty-seven marks. Three blank.

“Day thirty you ask for the key in front of him,” she said. “Or you don’t. Either way, he stays because you put his name in your mouth and meant it.”

She stood. Marcus came back and dropped into the wing-back chair at the foot of the bed like it had always belonged there. Rosa tossed him a water bottle. He drank. Her asshole was soft and used when she bent to pick up the wand. My own hole ached around the plug. Cum dried on my chin.

I stayed on my back with my legs open and the steel locked tight around a cock that had already wasted what little it had.

Three days.

The bag was in the closet. I had put it there with a sentence. The jealousy that used to live in my chest had nowhere left to stand. What replaced it had no clean name. I needed the man who took my place. I had said so with his fist in my ass and his cum on my tongue, and the house had already rearranged itself around that fact.

I closed my eyes and tasted him again, and I did not take it back.


Chapter 10: The Key On Her Anklet

Itipped the mason jar and the blank key slid against the glass. Her heel clicked on the tile behind me.

“Put that down, Daniel.”

Caught. The masking tape wound the jar in one thick band. Day thirty. Nothing left on the clock.

I set the jar back on the counter. My mouth went dry. The steel gave a dull pull under my trousers, weight I had carried the full stretch of her trial.

She pointed at the dining room. “Go look.”

Three places at a table that had always held two. White plates. Cloth napkins folded into hard squares. The anniversary bottle sat in the middle with our wedding date printed on the label in gold. A third chair pulled in from the living room, the wood still warm from wherever he had sat that afternoon.

My throat clicked. She had built this night down to the forks.

“Sit in your seat,” she said. “Kneel if the chair feels wrong.”

I took the chair on the left. The seat edge bit my thighs through the fabric when I shifted. She poured three glasses. Red wine with a dry bite. The third glass went above the plate across from me.

The front door shut. Boots in the hall. He walked in at thirty-six, duffel by the wall where she had left it for three nights, and kissed her mouth like he already lived here.

“Evening,” he said to me. Flat. Easy.

I nodded. The lock throbbed once, a stupid eager pulse I could not stop. Heat climbed my neck. My body had already voted.

She lifted his keyring from the bowl by the door. One small silver key hung among his house keys and the brass one for his truck. She worked it free with her thumbnail.

“Day thirty,” she said. “Contract says you ask for it out loud in front of whoever is in the room, or this sticks. I am skipping the ask.”

She crossed to me and set the real key in my palm.

Warm from his pocket. Light. The teeth cut clean. I held it until the metal matched my heat.

No conditions. No penalty. The door stood wide for real.

I could walk to the bathroom, unlock the steel, put my cock back in my own life. The thought landed and bounced off. My shoulders stayed down. The knot under my ribs went soft instead of tight.

I closed my fist around the key.

“Pen,” I said.

She blinked once. Then she smiled with no teeth.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

She brought the pen from the junk drawer and the printed list off the cabinet door. House rules in her block print. Chastity without release except by her say. Serve her bull. Kneel when told. Speak the thank-you when he finishes in her. Keep my mouth useful. Keep my eyes on what she gives me.

I signed my name at the bottom. The ink bled a little on the cheap paper. My signature looked small under her rules.

Then I held the key out to him, not to her.

“Thank you for fucking my wife,” I said. The formula sat in my mouth like a stone I had learned to roll. “Thank you for keeping her cunt full. Please hold this. I want to stay locked. No end date.”

He took the key. His grip swallowed mine. He clipped it onto his ring and looked at her.

She already had her anklet off. Thin silver chain. She threaded the key onto it, clasped it around her ankle, and stood so the metal rested against her bone.

It chimed when she shifted her weight. Soft. Clear. A sound that would follow me room to room.

“Main course after,” she said. “First you watch me get claimed on my own table.”

She stripped where she stood. Dress over her head. Bra off. Panties kicked aside. Her tits sat high, nipples tight. She bent over the cleared end of the table and braced on her elbows. The anklet key tapped wood.

“Get the kit,” she told me. “Wand. The thick plug. Lube. The glove.”

I brought the black zip bag from the bedroom. I leaked a wet spot through my briefs on the way. Pathetic. Hard in steel with nowhere to go. The betrayal sat behind my teeth.

She pointed at the floor beside her hip. “On your knees. Hold the wand on my clit and do not move it off when I tell you to push harder.”

I knelt. The tile bit my kneecaps. I clicked the wand on low and pressed the round head to her clit. She jerked and pushed back onto it.

He slicked two fingers and pushed them into her pussy. Squelch. Drag. She dripped down his knuckles onto the table edge.

“Filthy already,” he said. “Your husband holding the toy while I finger your hole. Say what you are.”

“Your whore,” she said, calm as a grocery list. “His wife. The cunt he signed away.”

My face burned. My cock shoved at the lock and got nowhere. I kept the wand steady.

He worked a third in. Then he pulled out, coated the thick plug, and pressed it to her asshole. She breathed out and bore down. The flared base seated flush. Her rim gripped the silicone.

“Tighter,” she told me. “Crank it.”

I turned it up. The buzz jumped. Her thighs shook. She came hard and fast, a raw shout, pulsing around nothing while the plug held her open from behind. Juice ran down onto the wood.

“One,” he said. “We are not counting past where you can think.”

He stripped. His dick hung heavy, slick at the tip. He dragged the head through her folds and shoved in, one long thrust. The table legs scraped. The plug made her smaller for him. She grunted and pushed back to take it.

“Hold that wand, cuck,” he said. “I want her brain gone.”

I pressed harder. The head mashed her clit while he pounded. Slap of skin. Her tits skidded on the polished wood. The key on her ankle clicked with every thrust.

“Tell him what you need,” she ordered me, voice breaking on the end.

“Please fuck my wife,” I said. “Please use her. Please fill her.”

“Louder.”

“Please breed her hole. Please ruin her for me.”

He laughed and drove deeper. She came again under the wand, a broken cry, clamping around him. I lost the number right there. Past two. Past whatever came next. Her mouth fell open and spit strings hit the table.

He pulled out, left her pussy dripping, and worked the plug free. Her asshole stayed loose for a breath, a dark stretch that made me jerk against the steel.

He rolled the glove on. Lube poured cold over her rim. One finger. Two. Three. She pushed out and took them. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The widest part of his fist kissed her hole.

“Breathe,” he said.

She did. He sank in past the knuckles. Her cry went high and thin. The stretch showed in the shake of her legs. He pumped his fist inside her ass in short digs. The glove shone with lube and her slick.

“Wand,” she gasped. “Do not you dare ease off.”

I held it. My wrist ached. Her clit sat swollen and dark under the buzzing head. She came on his fist with a sob, then again before the first finished, asshole gripping the glove so hard his forearm flexed.

Past four. Her eyes went empty. Short sounds fell out of her. More. Too much. Fuck. Please.

“Good little toy,” he said to her. “Broken on the dinner table while your husband keeps the vibrator glued to your clit. Tell him what you are.”

“A hole,” she forced out. “A locked man’s whore. Take it. Use my ass.”

He eased his fist out. Her rim gaped, shiny, ruined. He lined up and shoved into that stretch. She screamed into her forearm. He fucked her asshole deep and mean, hips slamming, the wet slap loud enough to bounce off the cabinets.

I kept the wand on her. My balls ached inside the steel. Precome ran down my thigh. I wanted to look away and I stared harder. I had signed for this with the key still warm.

“Choke on this,” she said, and dragged my head toward her mouth by the hair. “Tongue out. Taste what you gave away.”

I licked her mouth. She spit onto my tongue and made me swallow. Then she shoved my face down beside her hip, an inch from his dick pistoning her ass. Thick shaft. Stretched rim. Lube frothed white at the edge.

“Thank him again.”

“Thank you for fucking my wife’s asshole,” I said against the wood. “Thank you for splitting her. Please keep going.”

He took the wand out of my grip and pinned it himself, grinding it on her clit while he plowed her. She broke apart. Orgasm bled into orgasm. Her voice cracked into scraps. Cannot. Stop. Full. More.

He did not stop. He fucked her through the blur until her arms gave out and her cheek hit the table. Then he buried deep in her ass and came with a low groan, hips locked, pumping cum into the stretch he had fisted open.

It leaked when he pulled out. Thick white running down her perineum into her used pussy, dripping off her clit onto the floor by my knee. Sex and sweat and wine.

She lay there panting. The key rested quiet against her ankle.

“Clean,” she said.

I licked. Asshole first, bitter with lube and his cum. Then the mess on her thighs. Then her cunt, swollen and loose, twitching. She pushed my face in and held me there until my nose mashed her clit and my breath ran out.

“Enough.”

She stood. Legs unsteady. Cum still sliding down the inside of one thigh. She picked up her wine and drank like we had finished a normal toast.

He cleaned off with a kitchen towel. Pulled his jeans up. Looked at the duffel by the wall.

“Guest closet,” she said. “Unpack. The wing-back stays facing the bed. You sleep where I put you.”

He hauled the bag down the hall. Zippers. Hangers. The house took him in without a fight.

She crouched by the counter and peeled the tape off the mason jar in one long strip. The glass came clean. She dropped a handful of rubber bands in from the junk drawer. The jar looked like it always had, back when it held nothing that mattered.

She taped the signed list back on the cabinet door and wrote one more line under my name in black ink.

No further trials.

I stood there locked, my mouth still tasting him. I had held the key. I had given it back. The peace of that sat in my chest like a held breath finally let go.

She walked past me toward the bedroom. The silver key on her anklet struck her ankle bone once, twice, a small bright sound that followed her out of the room and into the rest of the house.


THE END
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