The Gravity of Her Love
Created May/June 2025, main storyline supplied by Carg, text and pictures by ChatGPT 4o.

The idea of this story is based on a story | once read in German by ‘Wolfi, maybe from a forum, but |
have no other details on it anymore, apart from that | saved it under the name ‘Kleidungfesselin’.

Chapter 1: Stitch by Stitch

Tess was a marvel—a storm in a bottle, a comet that refused to stop streaking through the mundane
galaxy of day-to-day life. From sunrise to the sleepy hours when most people surrendered to dreams,
she remained in motion. Jogging in place while brushing her teeth, humming and pacing while on the
phone, balancing precariously on one foot just to spice up the act of pouring coffee. She loved her
husband Alan dearly, but even love had its limits—and Alan’s came in the form of sheer, unrelenting
exhaustion.

He was not a lazy man, just a normal one. He built furniture by hand in a cozy backyard workshop. He
liked crossword puzzles and over-steeped tea. He did not like being woken at 3 a.m. by the sound of
a vacuum because Tess had “just one more ounce of energy” to burn off.

After many sleepless nights and failed negotiations for calm, Alan devised a plan.

It began humbly. He took one of Tess’s favorite jumpsuits—a periwinkle number made of soft jersey
cotton—and brought it into the workshop. While Tess was out running laps around the
neighborhood, Alan stitched small pouches of sand and lead pellets into the sleeves and pant legs,
not too heavy—just enough to test the theory. If he could slow her down just a little, perhaps she'd
sit still long enough for a full conversation. Or a nap.

The next morning, Alan presented the jumpsuit casually.
"Thought it might be fun to wear something new today," he said, trying not to sound too hopeful.

Tess squealed with delight. “Oooh! A surprise outfit? You're the best!” She kissed him on the nose,
slipped it on, and paused. “Weird, it feels... snug. Heavy?”

“Must be the new stitch pattern,” he mumbled, already watching intently.

At first, she barely noticed. She bounded off into the kitchen to make a smoothie—spilling half the
banana on the counter, still managing to dance to a pop song playing on her phone. But Alan saw the
slight change. Her arm movements had a moment’s lag. She hesitated at the stairs. When she lunged
to tie her shoes, it took longer to stand back up.

By noon, Tess was sweating.

“Whew! | feel like gravity’s having a mood today,” she said, flopping briefly onto the couch. Briefly.
She was up again in under five minutes, determined to “do squats to shake the weird heaviness out.”

Alan jotted notes in a tiny leather-bound notebook.

Results promising. Movement slowed by ~15%. Rest periods increasing. Potential observed for
extended sitting. Fabric integrity not ideal—stitches pulling under weight. New material needed.
Next: reinforced overalls?



That evening, Alan found Tess trying to peel the jumpsuit off, but the weighted cuffs made it
awkward. She stumbled like a newborn deer, laughing.

“I feel like | just ran a marathon through molasses. What is this jumpsuit made of?”
“Love,” Alan replied with a straight face.
She grinned. “Weirdest love ever. But | like it.”

He helped her out of the jumpsuit, each limb sliding free like unsheathing a sword. She collapsed on
the couch in her tank top and shorts, too tired to bounce anymore. Her head landed on Alan’s lap,
and her eyes fluttered shut in thirty seconds flat.

Alan didn’t move for hours.

He sat there, watching her chest rise and fall with steady, glorious rhythm. It was the quietest
moment they’d shared in weeks.

As the stars rose above their little home, Alan quietly started designing the next version: a reinforced
canvas overall with internal channels for weight distribution and reinforced double stitching.

This was only the beginning.

Chapter 2: The Weight of Intent

Alan worked late into the night in his workshop, the golden lamplight glowing against the heavy
canvas fabric spread out before him. This time, he was more deliberate. The overalls would not be a
test—they would be a statement. They needed to be durable, secure, and above all, heavy enough to
make an impression on Tess's irrepressible energy. He chose thick denim-reinforced canvas, the kind
used for utility gear, and stitched in long vertical channels down the bib and legs, into which he slid
dense strips of lead-core webbing. Not enough to hurt, just enough to resist.

The straps were wide, cross-backed, padded for comfort but buckled with industrial clips that could
only be opened with two hands—a subtle obstacle he knew Tess would overlook in her daily
whirlwind.

By morning, the overalls were ready. Olive green, classic bib front with a front chest pocket and brass
hardware. They looked stylish enough, even rustic, but they held the gravitational pull of a small
moon. Alan presented them with a proud smile.

Tess squinted at the garment. “These are... serious.”
“You’re serious,” Alan replied. “They match.”

She laughed, but put them on. At first, it was fun. The heavy drop of the overalls hugged her body
like a full-body hug. She stomped around dramatically. “Am | a construction worker now? A
farmhand? Should | be hauling sacks of grain?”

But as the hours wore on, the overalls worked their quiet magic. Climbing stairs felt like trudging
through snow. Bending down to water the plants took effort and planning. Her usual rapid-fire
motions slowed. Her arms didn’t flail when she talked. She didn’t run through the house; she
walked—grumbling, but walking.



By late afternoon, she slumped at the kitchen table, sipping a smoothie through a straw like she’d
just returned from a high-altitude trek.

“I feel like I’'m carrying a backpack on every limb,” she muttered.
Alan gave a sympathetic smile and kept sketching in his notebook.
That evening, however, things took a turn.

While Alan was absorbed in sanding down a
new side table, Tess quietly retreated upstairs.
The overalls had become a prison. She
wrestled with the buckles in front of the
mirror, finally freeing herself after a minute of
grunting and yanking. She let the garment fall
to the floor with a thud and kicked it aside.

The house fell quiet... for exactly forty-five
minutes.

Then came the humming. The vacuum. The
clatter of rearranged kitchen cabinets. The
whirl of a ceiling fan being dusted “just
because.” At 2 a.m., Alan wandered into the
hallway to find Tess balancing on the arm of
the couch, trying to hang a disco ball she had
found in the basement.

"Why are you hanging that?" he asked, voice
ragged.

She beamed. “I figured if | have to stay up, |
might as well dance!”

Alan blinked. The overalls lay in a heap behind
her, the brass buckles winking at him like the
smug glint of a challenge.

The next morning, Alan stared at the discarded garment on the floor. It had almost worked. But not
well enough. He picked it up—it still held the warmth of her body—and returned to the workshop.

This time, he didn’t sketch.
He built.

He needed something more than resistance. Something persuasive. Secure. Elegant in its
inevitability.

The next version would not be removable without help.

And Tess—blazing, untamable Tess—would finally have to pause.

Chapter 3: The Dropseat Dilemma



Alan’s next design was not born from frustration—but precision.

After the night of the disco ball and a grand total of ninety-seven minutes of sleep, he sat at his
drafting table, sipping bitter black tea and staring at the overalls like they had personally betrayed
him. They had worked, yes, but not for long. The flaw wasn’t in the weight. It was in the escape
route.

If Tess could get out, she would. And once free, she would rebound into hyperdrive like a rubber
band let go from a taut stretch.

The new version had to be wearable all day. Tess needed to eat, lounge, even go to the bathroom—
without removing the suit. That was the key. A self-sufficient, escape-proof outfit that satisfied basic
human needs while keeping her safely grounded.

So Alan designed what he called, in his notes, Project Persephone.

It looked like a flight suit crossed with a mechanic's coverall: sleek, matte charcoal with triple-
reinforced seams and subtly contoured panels filled with dense sand-weight layers. The arms and
legs bore extra compartments—long, flat panels along the thighs and forearms, stitched shut but
removable only from the inside with a special tool (which Alan kept hidden).

But the true genius was the dropseat.

A clever zipper system curved discreetly under the waistband and across the back. Hidden snaps
reinforced the seal, and a stretchable elastic inner layer ensured comfort and modesty. Tess could
use the bathroom without ever taking the suit off.

And more importantly, she wouldn’t need to take it off. Not until Alan said so.

When he first presented it to Tess, she eyed it with suspicion.
"Is this... armor?"

"It's practical. It’s even got a bathroom hatch," he said, tapping the hip. “No more taking it off. You're
mobile, autonomous, but... regulated.”

She snorted. “Regulated like a nuclear reactor?”
“You're not unlike one.”

Still, she tried it on. And to Alan’s delight, the suit hugged her like it was tailor-made (because it was),
the weight flowing perfectly with her movements but dampening every excess bounce. When she
walked, she walked with purpose—but not speed. When she reached for a cupboard, it took effort.
And when she tried to fidget, the added gravity gently resisted.

Midday, Tess muttered, “Okay, fine, this thing’s actually sort of comfy.” She tested the dropseat and
returned, impressed. “Huh. That’s clever. Creepy, but clever.”

By evening, she was sprawled out in the armchair, flipping through a magazine. No vacuuming. No
yoga on the table. No reorganizing the fridge by hue and weight.

Alan sat nearby, content. He had done it. He had designed the perfect containment suit for love.



But just before bed, as he turned out the lights, Tess called from the hallway, yawning:
“Babe, tomorrow can | get one in red? Maybe with a phone pocket?”
Alan sighed—but smiled. She was adapting. And he? He was already sketching version four.

Because even gravity, he knew, must evolve to keep up with a star.

Chapter 4: Games of Resistance

For two blissful weeks, the dropseat suit held strong. Tess slowed. She rested. She even read books
sitting down.

Alan dared to believe he had achieved equilibrium.
But he underestimated Tess.

She wasn’t just energetic. She was competitive. And now that she was slowed, she began to see the
weighted suit as a challenge—not a restraint.

He first noticed the shift when she started doing slow squats in the living room.
"Just keeping the joints limber," she chirped.

Then she began timing herself moving from room to room in the suit. Next came deadlifts—with
herself.

Alan watched her from behind his mug of tea, both impressed and alarmed. She had accepted the
weight, yes—but now she was trying to conquer it.

The final straw came when he walked in on her doing a handstand in the suit. It took her three tries,
and she wobbled like a refrigerator balanced on two broomsticks, but she did it.

"I think my core is getting stronger!" she grinned, upside-down, hair a curtain over the hardwood.

Alan pressed his fingers to his temples. “This was not... the intended outcome.”

That night, as Tess slept, snuggled under a weighted quilt, he returned to his notebook. His original
goals were now compromised. Tess didn’t need just weight; she needed variation, flexibility, even
comfort that didn’t invite rebellion.

He flipped to a fresh page and labeled it: Summer System.

The dropseat suit was a marvel, but far too warm for the approaching season. Tess ran hot as it was,
and heat would only turn her defiant. Alan needed something breathable. Modular. He landed on
the bib overalls again—not a failure, he now saw, just incomplete.

The New Vision:

e Core Design: Bib overalls, breathable but sturdy—cotton canvas blended with lightweight
synthetic fiber that held weight without heat-trapping.



e Weight Panels: Removable inner inserts, tailored to each segment: thighs, calves, upper
back. These could be reduced for hotter days or adjusted for activity levels.

e Adjustable Straps: Now reinforced with tension locks, so Tess couldn’t slide out of them mid-
day.

e Layer Combinations: Alan designed a capsule wardrobe of long-sleeved and short-sleeved
tops, all compatible with the overalls. Some with thumbholes to discourage sleeve rolling. A
hoodie with a weighted hood and pocket weights for bonus ballast.

But most cleverly, he introduced a layer-based accountability system: Tess had to be dressed by him
in the morning. The weights could be changed only at night.

She would get variety. He would keep control.

The next day, Alan brought Tess a soft parcel wrapped in linen ties.
She opened it and smiled. “Back to bibs?”
“Version 3.5,” Alan nodded. “Summer edition.”

She held them up. “Okay, these are... cute. Less ‘I’'m being punished by gravity, more ‘I'm farming in
a dystopia.”

“High praise.”

“And these shirts?” she flipped through them.
“Mix-and-match?”

“Modular,” he said. “Like you. Adjustable.
Strategic.”

She slipped into the overalls and sighed with
surprising pleasure. “Okay, I’'m not mad. This
breathes way better.”

He fastened the straps behind her—locking
them. She noticed.

“Alan,” she warned.

“Insurance,” he said calmly. “You’re not
escaping a second time.”

Tess smirked and shrugged. “We’ll see.”

Alan turned to his notes again that night,
already making margin sketches for a cooling
liner system.

He was winning for now—but she was
evolving.

And so, the race continued.




Chapter 5: Day and Night and In Between

Tess had adapted far too quickly to the summer overalls. The breathable fabric, the mix-and-match
tops—she embraced the modular system like it was a fashion challenge. Even the locked-back straps
became a morning ritual between her and Alan, a daily compromise layered in affection and tactical
maneuvering.

But Alan wasn’t fooled.

Her restlessness had returned, subtly at first. She’d started pacing in arcs during phone calls again.
She found ways to turn laundry-folding into interpretive dance. And once, Alan caught her holding
plank position in the kitchen for nearly five full minutes—"just for fun."

Clearly, she needed nightwear reinforcements.

Weighted Pajamas

Alan unveiled them after dinner on a Thursday evening. Tess was already barefoot, sipping mint tea
and bouncing slightly on the balls of her feet.

He handed her a neatly folded bundle of soft gray-blue fabric. “Your new pajamas.”
She unfolded it and raised an eyebrow. “This is... heavy.”

“They’re designed for sleeping only. One-piece. Weighted panels around the calves and arms—
gentle, just enough to keep the bed still.”

“Like a security blanket with sleeves.”

“Exactly. With no exit hatch.”

Tess raised the suit and peered at it. “Is this mesh-lined?”
“To help regulate heat. You're a furnace when you sleep.”
She laughed. “Thanks, | guess?”

That night, Alan zipped her in. The fabric stretched comfortably, cool against her skin, but the weight
was unmistakable—like a steady hand on each limb. She rolled onto the mattress and sighed. “Feels
like being hugged by a tired elephant.”

And then, within ten minutes: silence. No fidgeting. No midnight wandering.

Alan slept deeply for the first time in weeks.

Summer Upgrades: Shortalls and Mesh Jumpsuits

But pajamas were only half the equation. Daytime temperatures crept higher, and Tess grew restless
in the full-length overalls. Alan noticed her tugging at the knees, stretching the legs for airflow.
Something had to give.

So, he introduced two summer adaptations:



1. Weighted Shortalls

A lighter bib-style suit with adjustable thigh
cuffs. It allowed airflow and freedom—too
much freedom, in fact. Within two days, Tess
was back to skipping up stairs.

Alan’s solution was inspired: weighted leg
wraps.

He designed soft cotton wraps with sand-
weight inserts, secured with hidden Velcro
under the knee. They slid snugly beneath the
shortalls, out of sight, and made running a
deliberate act again.

“You’ve invented leg shackles,” Tess said,
strapping them on. “Cute ones. But still
shackles.”

“You say that like it’s not working.”
She narrowed her eyes but smiled. “Touché.”
2. Mesh-Limbed Jumpsuit

For the hottest days, Alan crafted a sleek,
sleeveless one-piece jumpsuit with wide
mesh panels running from elbow to wrist
and knee to ankle. It looked breathable. It
was breathable. But the mesh was double-
layered and lined with rows of tiny stainless beads sewn into the seams—Ilike jewelry with an
agenda.

Tess slipped into it and cocked a brow. “Feels... futuristic.”
“It's summer-proof.”

“It’s stealth armor disguised as a romper.”’
“Summer-proof stealth armor.”

“God, | love you.”

And then, with her usual flair, she bounded toward the door—only to pause, halfway down the hall,
panting a little. “Okay. You win. I'll sit down. For now.”

Alan watched her settle on the couch, sipping iced tea, the jumpsuit molding gently to her body as
gravity did its slow, strategic work.

The system was working. Bit by bit.
Night and day, hot and cool, style and restraint.

But as always, Alan knew: Tess was already adapting again.



He would have to stay ahead of her. Possibly forever.
And honestly?

He didn’t mind.

Chapter 6: Tess’s Turn

Alan had been tracking her routines like a gentle scientist: weight adjustments, weather-based outfit
choices, and even how long Tess stayed seated during her “rest intervals.” Everything was under
quiet control—or so he believed.

Then came the surprise.

It was a Saturday morning, just before breakfast. Alan padded into the kitchen expecting to find Tess
in her soft gray weighted pajamas, still tethered to the slow hum of sleep. But she was already up,
sipping coffee in a bright cherry red outfit he didn’t recognize. Her back was to him, posture
unusually still, almost... neutral.

It looked like overalls at first, but as he got closer, Alan realized the cut was sleeker, more fitted at the
waist. The straps—familiar in silhouette—had no visible buckles. The fabric shimmered faintly, and
there was a kind of engineered elegance to it.

He narrowed his eyes. “Where did you get that?”

Tess turned, her grin smug and playful. “Made it.”
“You—what?”

“I used the sewing machine. Your sewing machine.”

Alan blinked. “You hate sewing.”

“I hate fiddly patterns and reading manuals. But | like winning.”

She strutted—walked, really, but with the distinct undercurrent of triumph—toward him. Alan
noticed the leg panels were slightly looser than his designs, the upper chest snug but shaped to
avoid heat buildup. And most intriguingly, the hips had small, built-in pouches.

“Are those—"

“Detachable counterweights,” Tess said proudly. “l used rice instead of lead, so | can switch them out
without tools. Less pressure on the lower back. | even used some of your mesh lining on the inside so
| don’t melt.”

Alan stepped closer, instinctively inspecting the stitching. It was... good. Rough around the edges,
yes, but functional. Clever. “What about the straps?”

“Elasticized backing. | can get in and out alone, but it takes time. Not worth doing more than once a
day.” She smirked. “So you still win a little.”

Alan stared at her, half in disbelief, half in awe. “You reverse-engineered your own suit.”

Tess leaned in and whispered, “You made the first move, but I’'ve been paying attention.”



He didn’t know whether to be concerned or overjoyed. She hadn’t thrown off the system—she had
joined it.

“This changes the game,” he said softly.

She handed him a folded blueprint from the counter. Hand-drawn—sketched in her messy, angular
lines.

“Version 5,” she said. “We co-design it. Deal?”

Alan looked at the paper. Then at her. Then at the red jumpsuit she had made from scratch, glinting
in the morning light like a dare.

He smiled.

“Deal.”

Chapter 7: Threads of Peace
Designing together changed everything.

Where once there had been resistance and redirection, now there was collaboration. Their dining
table—once a place for meals and half-assembled puzzles—became a creative command center
littered with fabric swatches, chalk lines, diagrams, and half-drunk mugs of tea.

Tess brought the flair. Alan brought the structure.

She wanted bright colors and sleek seams, clothes that moved well and didn’t feel like restraints even
when they were. He wanted reinforced fastenings, hidden zippers, strategic weight panels, and one
critical feature: lock-in capability.

Tess accepted that, with a crooked smile.

“Temptation’s real,” she admitted one evening while testing a storm-blue coverall with mid-thigh
cinches. “l will sneak out of things if you make it too easy.”

So the suits came with dual personalities: a "free" mode for lounging or gardening and a "secure"

mode when Alan needed Tess firmly tethered to Earth. Locking straps tucked subtly into the back

panels. Hidden zipper tabs looped through slim eyelets. The clothing didn’t look restrictive—but it
was, when needed.

Tess even took a kind of pride in designing them. “If I’'m going to be grounded,” she would say, “I
want to look really good while I’'m doing it.”

Their wardrobe grew in joyful layers:

¢ Indoor Sets: Light linen jumpsuits and bib overalls in warm tones, with breathable mesh
zones and gentle ballast—perfect for reading, stretching, or slow weekends.

e Gardening Suits: Earth-tone canvas, knee-reinforced, with deep pockets and ventilation
panels. Tess insisted on a straw hat. Alan lined the band with a slim sand weight.



e Rain Gear: A navy blue shell suit, waterproof and sleek, with added weight sewn into the
hem and cuffs so it wouldn’t flap in the wind—Tess called it her “puddle armor.”

e Winter Ensemble: Padded, quilted overalls and a detachable hooded top, both lined with
down and weight channels. Tess claimed she couldn’t run in snow anymore, but she didn’t
mind. She made snow angels instead.

They even made pieces for Alan—a rust-colored utility jumpsuit, a charcoal set of gardening pants, a
sleeveless zipped vest for cooler nights. He never wore the weights, but Tess teased, “You should
know how it feels to walk slowly with purpose.”

He tried it once. He understood.

They slept better too.

Each night, Tess zipped into one of her custom pajamas—weighted just enough to hush the fidgets—
and Alan curled up beside her, knowing the house would be quiet, still, and safe.

On the rare nights she whispered, “Don’t lock it tonight,” he always hesitated.
Then nodded.

And she never disappointed him.

Years later, their closet looked like a catalog from an alternate universe. Rows of beautifully tailored,
purpose-built garments, each one a quiet promise: balance, partnership, love that found a way to
manage chaos without extinguishing its spark.

Tess still had too much energy. That didn’t change.

But now, she had a wardrobe that met her where she was—and a partner who would help fasten the
back straps.

They slept long. And happily.

And ever after.

The End.
(But Tess is probably already sketching “Version 6” in her sleep.)



