

Locktober 




by Xev Rivers

James agreed to Locktober for a bet, but his girlfriend Susan likes it so much she wants to continue the experiment.

To James’s horror, Susan gives the chastity key to her closest friend, Chiara to look after.

James & Chiara don’t like each other but tolerate conversation as they both have Susan in common.

Chiara has other plans for James & Susan.


The afternoon sun glinted off the marble table as Chiara leaned in, her dark eyes flicking to James. "So," she said, a sharp laugh escaping, "you really keeping him on that short leash forever?" James gripped his espresso cup, knuckles whitening, while Susan's hand settled on his chair, smiling serenely.

"Two weeks," James muttered, staring into his espresso. "But Locktober is halfway done. That was the deal."

Chiara's eyebrows shot up. Susan's smile widened, her fingers tracing the back of his chair. "And after that, we renegotiate," she said smoothly, leaving the threat hanging in the afternoon air.

The apartment had settled into its low evening hum, traffic a distant murmur beyond the windows, when he heard the bedroom door open. James turned from the sink, dish towel slack in his hand, and his mouth went dry. Susan stood in the doorway wearing nothing but a black satin corset, its laces drawn brutally tight against her ribcage, and sheer stockings clipped to a garter belt. Her long legs caught the lamplight as she walked toward him, unhurried, the heels of her bare feet whispering over the hardwood.

"I want an orgasm," she said, stopping inches from him. "It's been two weeks. I'm owed one tonight."

"Wait, are you unlocking me?" James asked, hope spiking before the grief of anticipated denial flooded it.

"Fuck no." Her laugh cut through his vein of optimism. "This is for me, James. Not you."

She backed up until her calves hit the arm of the sofa, then sat back over it, hooking her fingers into the waistband.

James stepped toward her, bent to kiss her, and pain lanced through his cage as the metal bit deep. He grunted against her lips, breath hitching. Susan pulled back, cold satisfaction in her grey eyes. "Did you think I'd forgotten your little bet?" she murmured.

Muscle memory had already answered before his mind caught up. James set the towel aside and pulled the sweater over his head, then worked the denim off his hips, standing before her in nothing but the steel cage. Susan circled him slowly, a finger tracing its curve, and laughed low against his ear. "Good boy."

Susan tilted her head, her fingers hooking under his chin. "Time for bed, James." She released him and walked toward the bedroom, not looking back. He followed, the cage a dull ache with every step.

James stretched out on the bed; the sheets cool beneath him. Susan climbed over him, straddling his hips, the satin of her corset whispering against his skin.

Susan ground her slick cunt against the steel cage, a wet heat that made him hiss, and leaned forward, pressing her tits into his face. "Suck them, James," she breathed. He obeyed, mouthing her nipple through the satin, trembling, while her hips rode his locked cock slow and cruel.

The satin slipped from his lips as she pulled back, a thin line of spit connecting them for a heartbeat before it broke. Susan crawled up his body, her knees bracketing his shoulders, and James felt the heat of her before he saw it. She hovered above his face, the scent of her slick cunt flooding his senses, and then she dropped, the weight of her settling over his mouth. Her thighs pressed against his ears, and his world narrowed to her wetness.

"Eat it," she commanded, grinding down. He obeyed, tongue flat and broad, dragging up her slit in one long stroke. She gasped, her hips bucking, and rode his mouth with slow, deliberate rolls. His jaw ached, saliva and her juices slicking his chin, his own need a trapped, swollen pressure behind the steel.

Her hand slid back along his hip, fingers closing around the steel cage. She squeezed, feeling the heat and strain of him trapped beneath the cold metal, and James groaned into her cunt, his hips bucking uselessly against her grip.

"Feel that?" she murmured, grinding down on his mouth. "Feel how hard you are in there? How pathetic?" Her thumb traced the curve of the cage, pressing against the swollen flesh it held prisoner. He whimpered, tongue still working her, desperate to please her so she'd maybe, just maybe, show mercy. She laughed, low and cruel, and tightened her grip. "You're never getting out, James. Not while you eat me this good."

Her fingers clenched, nails pressing crescents into his thigh, and her rhythm staggered, losing its measured cruelty. She ground down hard, one last desperate roll, and then her back arched, her thighs snapping shut around his head, trapping him between spurts of thin warm honey that spread over his chin, dripping to the pillow. A breathless, ragged moan tore from her throat, low and animal. "Yes, right there, fuck, keep your tongue right there." He obeyed through her shivering aftershocks as she settled, the ache easing, hearing her breathing slow.

Susan sprawled back on the sheets, corset still laced tight, stockings damp at the thighs. James curled beside her, the cage a throbbing weight as his mouth dried. He watched her face soften into sleep and lay awake, aching hours past midnight, until exhaustion quietly took him too.

The morning light slid across the kitchen as James padded in, half-awake, and stopped cold. Susan stood by the counter in a trim blazer, the cage key dangling from her fingers, her smile calm and certain. "Renegotiation starts now," she said, and set a small white card beside his coffee. "New rules."

James picked up the card, his thumb brushing the neat, precise handwriting. Rule one: the key stays with Susan at all times, no exceptions, no begging. Rule two: release is earned, not granted, and the decision is hers alone to make. Rule three: he will make himself available for her pleasure whenever she asks, and he will thank her for the privilege. Rule four: the arrangement extends indefinitely, reviewed monthly by her discretion. His throat tightened as he read the final line: "Your comfort is not the priority. Your devotion is." He set the card down, the cage pressing against him like a cold second skin, and met her grey eyes, which held no trace of negotiation at all.

"Susan, wait." James set the card down, fingers brushing the edge. "I agreed to a month for locktober, Indefinite is..." He searched for the word. "Different."

She tilted her head, studying him like a blueprint with a load-bearing flaw. "You agreed to a bet. I won it. The terms were mine to set."

"I'm not saying you didn't win." He stepped closer, close enough to smell her perfume. "I'm saying we should talk about what this actually means. A review date. A light at the end of the tunnel."

Susan laughed, soft and unhurried, and closed her fingers around the key. "James. You spent all evening with your cock locked in that cage and gave me an orgasm.

You think I can't see what that does to you?" She reached out, palm flat against his chest. "You think that's not the point?"

"Maybe it is. But it should be my decision too."

"No." The word landed clean, without malice. "It stopped being your decision the moment you lost the bet. What you get to decide is whether you're grateful, or whether you're difficult." She turned the card over and tapped the blank side. "Choose. Right here, right now."

James moved before he knew what he was doing. His hand shot out, fingers closing around the key, and he pulled it from her grasp with a sharp tug that sent her silver ring glinting in the morning light. The metal was warm from her skin, small and treacherous in his palm.

The silence that followed was absolute. Susan's hand stayed where it was, half-open, her grey eyes tracking from her empty fingers to his clenched fist. She didn't blink. When she spoke, her voice was quieter than before, almost pleasant.

"You want to hold it," she said, and that quietness was worse than anger. "Fine. Hold it."

James stared at the key in his hand. The cage pressed against him, a constant cold reminder. He could unlock himself right now, right here, and end all of it. The bet, the rules, the quiet ache that had been building for two weeks. It would take seconds bus she would never trust him again.

He did not move.

Susan stepped closer, one hand coming up to cup his jaw. Her thumb brushed across his stubble, gentle, almost tender. "That's the first time you've ever touched the key," she murmured. "How does it feel?"

James swallowed. "I don't know."

"You do." She tilted his chin up. "It feels like you're holding your own leash. And you can't decide whether to drop it or wear it." She waited, patient. "Can I have it back, James?"

He held her gaze. Then, slowly, he opened his hand and let the key fall into her waiting palm.

He knew deep down he was hers.

She kissed his forehead, soft and brief, then clicked the key into her pocket. "Get dressed, handing him a pink satin thong to wear over his cage. I want you thinking about me all day." He obeyed, the satin straining against steel, cheeks burning as he pressed a kiss to her cheek on the way out.

The two weeks that followed became a slow, deliberate torment. Susan paraded through the apartment in scraps of lace and silk; a bralette over bare tits, a thong riding high on her hips, nothing beneath a cropped shirt that ended mid-ribcage. Each morning, she kissed him goodbye with her hand brushing the cage through his jeans, her smile knowing, his arousal a dull, constant ache she acknowledged only with a whispered, "Good boy. Think of me."

By the third night he knew the ritual blind. She pulled him between her thighs, her hand fisted in his hair. "Earn it, good boy," she breathed, and he worked his tongue through her slick folds while she rode his mouth to a shuddering finish. "That's it. Drink me." He swallowed, aching and locked tight.

The day Locktober ended, Susan pushed James onto the bed and straddled him, the steel cage grinding into her wet cunt. "I still want this inside me,” she whispered, guiding his locked cock against her cunt, "and I still want your ache." He whimpered.

Susan slid off the bed and crossed to the closet, returning with a flat black box. She opened it, lifting out a pair of glossy black rubber pants with a thick, veined silicone cock rising from the front, eight inches of stiff, ready flesh.

"Happy Locktober," she said, turning it in the light. "You're going to wear this for me. And you're going to fuck me with it."

James stared at the black rubber, horror cold in his gut, but his hands moved anyway, stepping into the pants and shivering as the silicone cock jutted from his hips. He knelt at the bed's edge, aligned the fake shaft with her glistening cunt, and drove inside her in one slow, brutal push. "Good boy," Susan gasped, arching her back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her, the cage trapped behind the silicone cock as he fucked her cunt with every stroke until she came screaming his name.

Breathing hard, Susan slid off him and curled into his side, her fingers wrapping around the silicone shaft still jutting from his hips. She held it like a claim, thumb stroking the veined rubber, and murmured, "Sleep now, good boy. I'll need you again by morning."

The pre-dawn light came grey through the sheer curtains, and James woke to the slow drag of Susan's fingers tracing the steel cage under his satin thong. She was already awake, propped on one elbow, her grey eyes catching what little light there was. He did not move. He had learned that the first touch of morning was hers.

"You've been more attentive," she murmured, her thumb pressing flat against the metal, feeling the trapped swell beneath it. "Patient. This month I watched you want me and do nothing about it. I liked it."

Her hand stilled. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear.

"The review's due. I'm keeping you in it another month."

His stomach dropped, and his cock strained hard against the bars at the sound of it.

James had originally suggested Locktober after reading it could improve your sex life in the long term and help you become closer to your partner.  Susan had only agreed to it on her terms, she would decide at the end of the month if there was any improvement and would unlock him accordingly.

James had agreed to her terms but did not worry as he was determined to be a better boyfriend.

She pushed the satin thong down his thighs and took his jaw in her hand. "I have decisions to make," she said, "and I think better when my mind is clear. Get between my legs and clear it for me. Slow. I'll tell you when." James crawled down the bed and buried his face in her cunt, tongue flat and slow along her slit, tasting the salt of sleep on her. Above him Susan propped her hands behind her head, staring at the ceiling, and talked through her options while he worked. "Another month. Or six. Or I take the key to Chiara's and let you wonder." Her hips rolled against his mouth, unhurried. His jaw ached; his cock strained purple behind the bars, dripping onto the sheet. She came once, twice, and kept talking, her fingers absently in his hair, her tone as level as if she were reading a quarterly report.

Susan's thighs tightened around his ears as she finished the thought aloud, her voice flat and certain. "Chiara. I'm giving it to Chiara."

James stopped, his mouth slick, his breath hot against her cunt. He pulled back, staring up at her. "What?"

She sat up, swinging her legs off the bed, and walked naked to the closet. "She's been asking questions all month.   She thinks I've lost the plot." Susan pulled a silk robe over her shoulders, cinching it at the waist. "So I'll let her run the experiment. She's a lesbian, James. She won't touch you. She'll just hold the key and decide when you've earned it back." She picked up her phone from the nightstand and typed a message with quick, precise thumbs. "She's coming over."

James sat back on his heels, the cage hanging heavy between his thighs, the satin thong stretched taut around his hips. "Susan, this is insane. Chiara doesn't even like me."

"She doesn't have to like you." Susan sat on the edge of the bed and pulled him up by the chin. "She just has to decide. And she will. Consider it the new test." She leaned in and kissed him once, hard and proprietorial, then stood. "Shower. Then coffee. She'll be here in an hour."

An hour later Chiara stood in their kitchen with her coat still on, staring at the small steel key Susan had set on the marble island. Her dark eyes flicked between it and James, who stood against the counter in jeans and a grey sweater, the cage invisible beneath but the weight of it pressing on every breath.

"You're serious," Chiara said.

"Completely." Susan pushed the key toward her. "He stays locked until you say otherwise. However long that is."

Chiara picked up the key and held it to the window light, turning it slowly. Then she looked at James, and her expression was not playful. It was assessing. She pocketed the key and zipped her coat. "He doesn't get to ask me for it," she said. Susan smiled. "He won't."

"He won't," Susan said again, softer, as if tasting the words. She stood with her hip against the marble, arms folded, and watched Chiara zip the key into an inner pocket. There was no triumph in her face, only a deep, quiet settling, like a house finally level. She had handed her own power to someone else and found she trusted the hand. James's throat worked. He said nothing. Chiara pulled on her gloves and looked at him once more, then at Susan. "I'll text you when I decide something." Susan walked her to the door and closed it behind her, then turned, leaning back against the wood, and smiled at James across the length of the apartment. "Good boy," she said. "Now come here."

He crossed the room and did not stop until he was close enough to feel the warmth coming off her robe. "Susan," he said, and his voice cracked on the second syllable. "Please. I'll do anything. Another month, six, whatever you want, just let me cum once. Please." Her smile did not move. She let him stand there, aching and upright, and said nothing at all. So, he asked again, quieter, then again, until the word please had worn smooth in his mouth and he had begun to repeat it without meaning, a litany. Susan reached out and brushed her thumb over his lip. "No," she said. "But ask me again tomorrow."

He slept badly, curled away from her on his side of the bed, the cage a cold ring of weight through the small hours. By noon the next day Susan's phone buzzed on the marble island, and she read the message twice before she said anything. Chiara's reply was not what she had rehearsed. Not a date, not a condition, not a single question about James. It was a photograph, sent without a caption: the small steel key resting in the open palm of Chiara's hand, and beneath it the ring of it already threaded onto a thin silver chain, which hung, in the picture, around her neck and lay against her collarbone between her breasts. Susan's mouth tightened into something that was not quite a smile. "She's wearing it," she said, turning the screen so James could see. He stared at it, at the dull gleam over Chiara's sternum, and understood with a hollow drop in his gut that his key now lived between another woman's tits, warm against her skin, and that nothing about this was temporary.

Susan read the next message in silence, then turned the phone face up on the marble and looked at him for a long moment before she answered. Can I play with him. The key stays around my neck, Chiara had written, no unlocking, no release, but I want to use him. Susan typed back one word. Yes.

She came that evening with the chain still on and her boots still on, and made James strip in the hallway, the cage bare under the kitchen light. "Kneel," Chiara said, and he did, and she walked slow circles around him while Susan watched from the doorway with her arms folded. Chiara pressed the flat of her boot between his shoulder blades and pushed his face down to the floorboards, holding him there until his breathing had gone ragged and his cock was straining purple against the bars, and she did not touch it, did not so much as look at it. She pulled his hair back with one hand and made him say thank you. Then she made him say it again, louder, and Susan, from the doorway, said nothing at all.

Chiara stepped off him without a word and crossed the kitchen floor, boots loud on the boards. James stayed down, cheek against the wood, watching her shadow fall over Susan in the doorway. Chiara took Susan's face in both hands and kissed her, unhurried, thorough, the way she did everything. Susan made a small sound against her mouth and did not pull away, her hands coming up to grip the lapels of Chiara's coat, and the two of them stood there a long breath, the key on its chain pressed flat between their bodies. When Chiara drew back, she looked down at James on the floor with something close to contempt, then at Susan again, and smiled. "I decide when he cums," she said. "You decide nothing." Susan nodded, and James watched her nod, and felt the floor turn under him.

Susan's hands stayed on Chiara's lapels, her breath shallow, and James watched the colour rise in her throat. She had never looked at him the way she was looking at Chiara now, lips parted, pupils blown wide. Chiara's thumb dragged across Susan's jaw and Susan leaned into it, a small, helpless sound escaping her, her nipples hardening against the silk of her robe. "You like that," Chiara murmured. "Watching me own your house." Susan swallowed hard and nodded, her grey eyes flicking to James on the floor with something new in them: guilt, and under it, heat. Chiara caught her chin and turned her back. "Say it." "I like it," Susan whispered. James's cock throbbed useless against the bars, and neither woman looked at him again.

Chiara took Susan by the wrist and led her down the hall, and James heard the bedroom door swing open against the wall. "Follow," Chiara said without turning. "Kneel where I can see you. Don't touch yourself, don't speak."

He followed, the cage swinging heavy, and knelt at the foot of the bed while Chiara walked Susan backward onto the mattress and pressed her down into the sheets. Susan's robe fell open on its own. Chiara knelt over her and put her mouth on Susan's throat, then her chest, slow and deliberate, and Susan's hands fisted in the duvet, her back bowing, her grey eyes finding James across the room and holding him there while she came apart under another woman's tongue.

Chiara's fingers tightened on Susan's hip, five points of pressure digging into the pale skin above the bone, and Susan's hips bucked up off the mattress into her mouth. Her back arched hard, a ragged cry tearing out of her, and Chiara did not let up, tongue working her through it in slow punishing strokes while Susan's thighs clamped around her ears and her hands clawed at the duvet. James knelt at the foot of the bed, cock straining purple behind the bars, dripping onto his thigh, and watched his girlfriend come on another woman's tongue, her grey eyes flung wide and then shut tight against the ceiling. When Susan finally went limp, Chiara lifted her head, wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist, and looked at James without a flicker of warmth. "Still kneeling," she said. "Good."

Chiara swung off Susan and stood at the bedside, yanking her jeans down over her hips and stepping out of them. She hooked a thumb under the chain at her throat and dragged the key against her sternum, watching him. "Come here," she said. "Mouth only. Tongue flat. You don't touch me with anything else." James crawled forward, the cage knocking his thighs, and pressed his face between her legs. She was wet already, musky and sharp, and he dragged his tongue up her slit exactly as he had learned, slow and wide. Chiara's hand closed in his hair and held him there, grinding her cunt against his mouth with none of Susan's patience, fast and greedy. Above him Susan stirred on the mattress, propped on one elbow, her grey eyes fixed on the two of them, and said nothing.

Chiara's fist tightened in his hair until his scalp burned at the roots, and she yanked his face up hard against her cunt, rubbing his nose into her clit. "Slower with your tongue," she said, "harder with your mouth. You're sloppy. Susan's spoiled you." She dragged his head back so his chin lifted, then shoved him down again, grinding hard, her thighs clamping against his ears. James kept his tongue flat and let her use his face, spit running down his chin onto the floorboards, the cage aching untouched between his legs. When she pulled his hair a third time, a small hoarse sound tore out of him, and Chiara laughed above him, low, at the back of her throat. "There it is," she said. "That's the noise I wanted."

James bit down on the inside of her thigh, hard, and Chiara's fist in his hair wrenched loose as she staggered back with a sharp yelp. He shoved her legs aside and got to his feet, the cage swinging heavy, spit cooling on his chin.

"Enough," he said. His voice came out lower than he expected, steadier. "Both of you. Playing with me like I'm furniture in your little experiment."

Susan pushed up on the mattress, robe sliding off one shoulder, shock flattening her face for the first time in weeks. "James."

"No." He held up a hand. His cock ached, but the words tasted clean. "I'm done kneeling. Give me the key, Chiara. Or I walk."

Chiara straightened, unfazed. She crossed to the bathroom without hurry, the chain swinging against her sternum, and stood in the doorway with one hand on the frame. "Walk, then," she said. She lifted the key from around her neck, twirled it once between her fingers so the light caught the steel, and held it over the open toilet bowl. "But think about it first. That cage doesn't come off without this. You yank at it, you'll tear yourself up inside and end up in a hospital explaining to a stranger why your cock's gone purple behind a steel ring." She let the words land, watching his face. "Permanent damage. Scar tissue. Maybe worse." James took a step forward, hand out, and Chiara dropped the key. It hit the water with a small flat plink and sank. She flushed, watching it swirl, and Susan made a sound behind him like she'd been struck. "There," Chiara said, wiping her fingers on her jeans. "Now walk, or don't. Either way you're staying locked."

James lunged before the thought finished forming, one hand slamming down into the bowl with a splash that soaked his sleeve past the elbow. The water was cold and the porcelain narrowed under his knuckles, and his fingers scrabbled across the smooth trap, the curve of it, the drain mouth where the key had already gone. Nothing. He pressed his cheek to the rim and reached deeper, shoulder grinding into the seat, feeling for metal that was three rooms away by now in the building's pipes. Chiara stepped back to give him room. "Go on," she said. "Dig." He stayed down there, forearm in the water, and did not come up.

Susan's hands closed on his shoulders from behind and hauled, and he came up off the bowl in one wrenching pull, water sluicing down his forearm and dripping from his elbow onto the tiles. She turned him bodily, fingers dug hard into the muscle above each shoulder blade, until he faced her and not the drain. His sleeve was sodden to the armpit, the front of his sweater dark and clinging, and the cage hung cold and heavy between his thighs. Susan looked at him, then past him at Chiara in the doorway, and her jaw set in a way that had nothing to do with heat. "Get out," she said quietly. Chiara didn't move. Susan's grip tightened on him and did not let go.

Chiara did not flinch. She stayed in the bathroom doorway, one hand still hooked in her jeans pocket, and let her gaze slide from Susan's clenched jaw to the wet sleeve hanging off James's arm, then back. Her lips curved, slow and knowing, the kind of smile that said she had seen this exact moment coming three moves ago and had already decided how it ended. "You'll call me," she said, not a question. She stepped past them both, boots loud on the hall boards, and pulled the door shut behind her without another word. Susan's grip on James's shoulders stayed hard, but her eyes had gone somewhere far off, and her throat worked once before she spoke.

Susan's throat worked once, and whatever she had meant to say never arrived, because James's legs went out from under him. His knees struck the wet tile and he folded at the waist, forehead to her thigh, wet sleeve plastered to his arm, and the first sob came out of him like something torn loose. Then the rest followed, ugly and open, his shoulders heaving, his fists knotted in the soaked hem of her robe. "I can't," he gasped, "I can't do this, Susan, please, I'm so tired." Words broke apart in his mouth; he pressed his face into her and wept like a boy. Susan stood very still over him and did not let go, and when his crying turned to shudders she sank down to the tile and gathered his head against her breast.

She held him there on the cold tile while the shudders worked themselves out of him, one hand flat between his shoulder blades, the other cradling the back of his skull. She did not shush him. She let him finish.

When he finally lifted his head, wet-faced and wrecked, Susan thumbed the tears off his cheek and looked at him evenly. "Listen to me," she said. "You're not walking out. You're not unlocking yourself with a hacksaw, and you're not finding that key. It's in the building's pipes. It's gone." Her voice was low but it carried no apology. "What you have now is Chiara's decision, and mine underneath it. That's the reality. I know it's heavy. I'm not pretending it isn't." She tipped his chin up so he had to meet her. "But you gave it to me twice, James. You put it in my hand. So, here's what happens instead. You get up, you shower, and you go to work and finish your drawings. Tonight, you come home to me, and you serve me, and you go to bed locked and grateful. Every day. That's the deal now." She kissed his forehead and stood, offering him her hand. He took it.

He took it, and she pulled him up off the tile into the light. His sleeve hung cold and heavy, water still beading at the cuff, and the cage knocked against his thigh as he found his feet. Susan stepped back and let him go. He walked to the bathroom without looking at the hall, peeled the soaked sweater over his head, and stood under the hot spray with his palms flat on the tile, letting it run down his back and over the steel. Steam gathered. He washed, rinsed, and got out. He did not reach for the key, because he knew there was nothing to reach for.

That night Susan took her orgasm with his tongue, and the night after that, and the night after. James worked from the office and came home to her, and each evening he knelt between her thighs and licked her through two and sometimes three shuddering finishes while the cage stayed tight and his own need went untouched. She rode his face until her cunt dripped down his chin, then sent him to bed hard and locked. He did not ask for release again. He waited, swollen and leaking behind the steel, and she called him good boy every morning and never once reached for a key that no longer existed in this apartment.

Two weeks later the phone on the marble island lit up with Chiara's name, and Susan took the call in the bedroom with the door shut. She came out dressed to receive, a burgundy blouse tucked into grey trousers. "She's coming by," she said, and something moved behind her eyes that James did not try to read.

Chiara arrived at six with wine and no explanation. She hung her coat on the hook and took him in head to toe, the way she had in the kitchen that first night, and then the flat, cool line of her mouth broke. She smiled at him. It was not cruel. It was almost kind, and that unsettled him more. "Hello, James," she said.

Susan stepped forward, hand already moving toward the wine in Chiara's grip, but Chiara held it back, unhurried, and let her gaze pass over James once more.  James, who had been waiting for the order to take her coat, stood where he was with his hands at his sides. Chiara glanced at him only long enough to settle it. "You can go now, James," she said. "I'm here for Susan."

James turned without a word and walked down the hall, the cage swinging cold against his thigh with each step. He pulled the bedroom door shut behind him and stood in the dark with his back to it, listening. The apartment made its usual sounds, the fridge humming, the floorboards ticking, and underneath them the low murmur of two women in the kitchen who had forgotten he existed. He crossed to the bed and sat on the edge of it. Through the wall he heard Susan laugh, once, and then nothing clear at all.

He listened until the low murmur changed shape, until the pauses grew longer than the words, and then he heard Susan's breath catch, sharp and unmistakable through the wall. James opened the door a crack. In the kitchen light, Chiara had Susan bent back over the marble island, one hand fisted in the grey of her trousers, mouth working down her throat. The burgundy blouse hung open; Chiara's lips closed over Susan's nipple and Susan's hips bucked into nothing, a pleading sound breaking out of her. Chiara turned her, pushed her face-down across the counter, and dragged the trousers and silk down to Susan's knees. She knelt behind her, spread her open with both thumbs, and put her mouth on Susan's cunt from behind, loud and wet, tongue dragging up through the folds and circling her clit until Susan's fists slid white-knuckled across the marble. Chiara's fingers replaced her tongue, two of them pushing in to the knuckle while her thumb pressed and rubbed, and Susan came gasping into her own forearm over and over.

Chiara hauled her up off the marble by the hair, turned her and pushed her down onto her knees on the kitchen tile. She stepped out of her jeans and straddled Susan's face, one hand braced on the counter, and brought her down onto her cunt without a word. Susan's hands came up to Chiara's hips and Chiara knocked them away. "Hands behind your back." Susan obeyed, wrists crossed at the small of her back, and Chiara rode her mouth slow, grinding down, her wetness smeared across Susan's lips and chin. Susan's tongue worked, wide and flat, the way she had taught James to do it, and Chiara's breath went harsh through her nose and her thighs closed hard around Susan's ears, holding her there until she came with a low, private groan.

Chiara held her there until the last shudder passed, then let go and stepped back, chest heaving, and looked down at Susan kneeling on the tile with her mouth wet and her eyes blown wide. She grabbed a fistful of chestnut hair and dragged Susan's head back, exposing her throat, and slapped her once across the cheek. Susan gasped and her thighs pressed together, and Chiara saw it, and laughed low. "You're soaked," she said. "Look at you. On your own kitchen floor with your cunt dripping, and nobody's touched it." She crouched, shoved two fingers into Susan without warning, and fucked her fast and rough until Susan came apart against her palm, sobbing into the cabinets.

Chiara pulled her fingers out, slick to the knuckle, and wiped them across Susan's mouth. "On the bed. Face up. Don't move." Susan crawled out from under the cabinets and stretched flat on the sheets, thighs still shuddering. Chiara crossed to her overnight bag and came back with an all steel full chastity belt. She knelt across Susan's hips and fitted it on: a steel plate closed over her cunt and locked, one steel band cinched tight around her waist and a second band drawn up through her buttocks and buckled at the small of her back. Chiara turned the little brass key, drew it free, and threaded it onto the chain beside the other. Susan's grey eyes went wide and stayed there.

Chiara turned Susan under her hands and ran the flat of her palm down the steel plate, feeling the warmth of Susan's cunt trapped behind it. She threaded the second key onto the chain with the first, so both hung together against her sternum, one warm from her skin and one cold from the lock. "There," she said. "Now you know how it feels."

‘Oh, you noticed the second key, did you really think I flushed Jame’s key down the WC? that was some random spare key.” Chiara said with a wry smile.

James stood in the bedroom doorway, forgotten, the cage heavy between his thighs. Chiara rose and crossed to him, took his jaw in her fingers, and turned his face toward the bed where Susan lay locked and shivering on the sheets. "Look at her," she said. "From now on, you're both mine."

Chiara let go of his jaw and stepped back, and they both watched Susan fight the steel. She sat up and clawed at the plate over her cunt first, two fingers hooked under the edge of it, hauling until the metal bit into her mound and her breath came out in a snarl. Then she went for the band at her waist, twisting, trying to work a thumb beneath the cinched steel, and could not; her nails scraped across the buckle at the small of her back and found it locked flush to the spine, no purchase, nothing to pry. She turned onto her front and shoved her hips against the mattress like that would shift it, thighs scissoring, and the belt did not move a fraction. "Chiara," she said, low and furious, and Chiara did not answer, only watched with her arms folded while Susan rolled onto her back again and struck the plate with the heel of her hand, once, twice, three times, and the steel rang dully and held. James stood in the doorway with his cock swollen purple behind the bars, and for the first time in three weeks he was not the only one who could not get out.

"Please," Susan said, and the word came out small, a shape James had never heard from her mouth. She got to her knees on the mattress, hands flat on the steel plate, and said it again. "Chiara. Please. I'll do anything. Take it off." Chiara walked to the bed and looked down at her without expression, then glanced at James still standing in the doorway. "What do you think, James?" she said. "Should I let her out?" He looked at Susan kneeling there, locked and begging, her grey eyes wet and fixed on the chain around Chiara's neck. His cock throbbed behind the bars. "No," he said.

Chiara reached under the chain and lifted it over her head. Two keys swung together, one warm, one cold. She held them apart, one in each fist, and turned to face him.

She walked to the bathroom and stood over the bowl, one hand raised, the other held out toward the bed. "So here is the task. One of these goes in the water in front of you both. The other I keep. You have one week to decide. One will be let free, the other spends their life in chastity. Remember both must agree. If not you both will spend your life in chastity.

The week that followed was a war fought in whispers. James found one real angle: he was the earner, so if he was locked, she should choose her key for the toilet. Susan answered that he had given it up twice and lost the right to bargain. Back and forth they went, morning and night, over coffee, over dinner untouched, until each argument collapsed into the same wall and the same silence. By the fifth night they stopped trying to win. They lay on the bed in the dark, both caged, and she pressed her back into his chest and pulled his arm across her waist, and he held her, the steel of her waistband cold against his thigh. They did not speak of keys. He kissed the nape of her neck and she laced her fingers through his, and they slept like that, two people scared of the same morning, until the sixth night told them the answer was still to be given.

The seventh morning arrived grey and windless, and by the time Chiara let herself in with her own spare key, Susan and James were already dressed and waiting at the marble island, sitting close enough that their shoulders touched. Chiara set the chain on the counter between the coffee cups. Two keys swung against the stone. She looked at Susan first, then at James, and asked the only question that mattered. They answered together, without consulting each other, and the answer was the same. Chiara nodded slowly, lifted one key by its head, and let the other drop into her palm. She closed her fist around it. "Then it's decided," she said.

Chiara did not tell them whose key she kept. She carried the pair to the bathroom, lowered one into the bowl without ceremony, and pressed the handle. The water took it, turned, and was smooth again. Neither of them could see, from where they sat, whether the key had been his or hers; she had cupped it the whole way down the hall. She came back with the chain already over her head, the second key hidden under her collar, and dried her hands on the towel. "One of you is free as of now," she said. "I'll let you work out which. The other stays locked for life. That's the deal you agreed to." She picked up her coat. Susan's hand found James's under the marble lip, and neither of them said a word.

If the one who is destined to be locked asks for release, they will condemn the other to been locked also. If not they will be freed.

Chiara pulled her coat on and let herself out without another word. Susan and James sat at the island for a long time after the door clicked shut, neither moving, the two coffee cups going cold between them. Susan spoke first, and only to say she would not ask. James said nothing at all, because he did not know yet what he wanted to know.

By the next morning, he did. He called Chiara from the car before he pulled out of the garage, and when she answered he could hear the smile in her voice. "I was wondering which of you would break first," she said. "You or her." He asked for the key. There was a pause, and then she told him, plainly, that she had been the one let free. And because he had asked, Susan's fate was sealed. You would both be locked for life.

James put the phone down and sat in the garage with the engine off for a long time before he went up.

Susan was at the island when he came in, coffee untouched in front of her, and she looked at his face and knew before he opened his mouth.

"I called her," he said. "I asked for the key. I thought I'd be the one."

The silence took a moment to land. Then Susan's hand went flat on the marble, and she laughed, once, small and joyless. "So it's both of us."

He nodded.

They sat with it for a long moment, the two of them, the cold coffee and the locked steel. Then Susan got up and walked to the bedroom, and when she came back, she had changed into a cropped tank that ended under her ribs and a pair of black lace knickers cut high on the hip, and she said, very calmly, that if she had to wear the belt, she was not going to wear anything else. Chiara had not given her the pain; only the lock. So she would spend her captivity making him feel his.

She kept her word. The next morning it was a silk slip with nothing beneath it, and the morning after, a sheer black bodysuit that showed the steel plate through the fabric, its outline riding her mound. She moved through the kitchen slow and deliberate, bent at the waist to load the dishwasher, stretched her arms overhead so the slip climbed her thighs, and every time she passed him, she let her hip brush his arm and said nothing. James worked his drawings at the desk with his cock straining purple behind the bars, leaking into the satin, and Susan, who could no longer be touched, made certain he could not stop thinking about touching her.

Within a week the difference was plain. Susan learned the belt the way she learned everything: methodically, without complaint. She found a way to sit that kept the waistband off her hipbones, a slip that hid the plate under her work trousers, and by Thursday she was sleeping through the night while James still woke at three with his cock swollen against the bars and his hand halfway to it before he remembered. She started jogging again, the steel locked flat under leggings, and came back flushed and easy while he stood at the counter with his dick dripping into satin. Once, in the bathroom, he caught her running her thumb along the seam of her plate, not fighting it, just checking it was there. She met his eyes in the mirror and shrugged, and went on brushing her teeth.

He waited until she clicked the light off and went back to the bedroom, then followed her down the hall because the ache had stopped being something he could carry upright.

She was at the window, unhooking the curtain to let the grey morning in, when he stepped past the doorway and went down. His knees hit the boards hard enough to sting, and the cage knocked flat against the floor, and he stayed there with his hands slack at his sides, looking up at her.

Susan looked down at him for a long moment. Her thumb found the seam of the steel plate at her hip, the way it did when she was thinking, and she tilted her head like she had a new clause to add to the card. "There he is," she said. "I was wondering how long that would take."

James stayed down, and Susan let him stay. She crossed the room without hurrying, unhooked the curtain from its rail, and stood at the window with the grey light coming through it so it cut across the steel at her waist. Then she looked at him over her shoulder and said it plainly, no heat in her voice at all.

"That belt doesn't change anything. I'm still in charge."

He looked up at her, cock aching purple behind the bars, and did not argue. He had nothing left to argue with.

He did not argue, and because he did not argue, it all came up at once. His face broke, and the first sob bent him forward off his knees and onto his hands, forehead to the floorboards, shoulders heaving. He cried the way the drained cry, without pleading, wet against the wood, the cage knocking under him each time he shook. He said her name once, cracked in the middle. Susan turned from the window and looked down at the crown of his head, at his bare back, at the sweat already gathering at the small of it, and watched him come apart at her feet without moving to stop him.

Susan let him finish, then crouched and lifted his chin with two fingers and told him to get up and dress, because Chiara had texted while he wept and was already on her way. James showered, pulled on jeans, and was still buttoning his shirt when the spare key turned in the lock. Chiara came in with a paper bag and no apology, took in Susan standing at the island in her tank and lace, took in James's red eyes, and set the bag down. "Well," she said. "Both of you look like you slept on the floor." She pulled a bottle of wine from the bag and then, from her coat pocket, two small brass padlocks with a key in each, which she set beside the wine and pushed toward Susan. "I came to check on my property," she said.

Chiara let the padlock click against the marble and looked at each of them in turn, unhurried, the way she always did when she already knew the answer she wanted. "I came to check on my property," she said again, "and to offer you both a way out. Not a test this time. A trade." She set one hand flat on the island and leaned in. "Would either of you be willing to give the other to me?” No week to decide, no keys in the toilet. Just a yes." Susan's thumb stopped on the seam of her belt. James looked at the padlock, then at Susan, and for the first time in weeks neither of them reached for anything at all.

James walked over to Susan and kissed her saying he would always love her, then stated “He would give Susan to her.”

Chiara accepted Susan as her pet but allowed Susan to decide James’s fate, let him go or be Susan’s slave. It did not take Susan long to decide on James’s treachery.

Susan wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before she spoke, and she did not look at Chiara. She looked only at James, at the wet shine on his cheek where she had left her lips, and she took her time. "You gave me away," she said. "In front of her. To save your own skin." He had no answer that would not make it worse. She turned the seam of her belt under her thumb one last time, then crossed to Chiara's side and stood there, close enough that her shoulder touched the dark wool of Chiara's coat. "Keep mine," she said. "I already belong to you. He can be my slave instead." Chiara's mouth curved, slow. "Say it to him." Susan did not blink. "You're mine now, James. Locked for life, and you'll serve me on your knees every night until I say otherwise. That's what you bought."

Susan let the words stand in the kitchen air, and Chiara did not give anyone time to reconsider. She unhooked the chain from her neck, slid the remaining key free of the clasp, and set it flat on the marble between the cold coffee cups, where it caught the grey window light. Then she turned James by the shoulder, fingers dug into the muscle, and pushed him down onto his knees on the tile. "Face her," Chiara said. He did, and Susan looked down at him from Chiara's side, the steel plate bright beneath her tank, her grey eyes steady and terrible. Chiara crouched behind him and closed her hand over the back of his neck. "From now on you serve two. Susan owns your nights. I own everything else, including her. And you do not speak unless one of us asks you a question." She stood and poured the wine, two glasses, and set one down in front of Susan, and did not pour one for the man on the floor.

Chiara rose from her crouch, unhooked the chain from her neck, and laid the steel key flat in Susan's open palm. "Do it yourself," she said. Susan crossed to the bathroom without a word, James still on his knees on the tile, and stood over the bowl. She held the key up once so it caught the grey light, then dropped it. It hit the water with a flat plink and she pressed the handle. It swirled and was gone. Chiara followed, took up the brass padlock from the island, and fitted its little key into the lock at the small of Susan's back. The steel plate fell away. Susan stood in the kitchen in nothing but her tank, cunt bare and clean, and did not look down at James at all.

Chiara took the brass padlocks up from the marble and drew, from her coat pocket, two steel collars, hinged and brushed matte, each with a small ring at the throat. She fitted the first around Susan's neck without asking, closed it, and clicked the brass padlock through the hasp, the little key turning once before she pocketed it. Susan stood with her chin up and her cunt bare under the tank, and did not flinch. Chiara turned to James still kneeling on the tile and closed the second collar around his throat, tighter, until he felt the steel against his windpipe, and locked it with a second key she hung back on her chain. Then she crouched to his eye level and put one finger flat against the steel bars of his cage. "Hers comes off whenever I say," she said. "Yours never comes off again." She straightened, took Susan by the wrist, and led her from the kitchen, and James stayed on the floor with his cock locked and his throat in steel.

Chiara paused in the doorway with Susan's wrist still in her hand and looked back over her shoulder at the man on the tile. "Understand the arrangement," she said. "I visit every weekend. While I'm inside this apartment, Susan is my slave and you answer to both of us. The rest of the week she can do with you as she pleases, use you, cage you, keep you for her tongue and nothing else. But your cock stays locked for life, and that collar stays on your throat." She turned back down the hall, tugging Susan gently after her, and James knelt alone on the cold tile with his cock straining purple behind the bars and the steel ring pressing at his windpipe, listening to the bedroom door swing shut.

He stayed on the tile until his knees went numb and the light through the blinds had gone thin. Then the bedroom door opened, and Susan came out with the leather leash from the hall drawer coiled in her fist, her tank clinging, the steel collar bright on her throat. She clipped it to the ring at his neck without a word, stood him up by it, and walked him down the hall to the bedroom, where Chiara already lay propped against the headboard with the wine. Susan stopped him at the foot of the bed, pointed one finger at the floor.

"Face down," she said. "Every night from now on. You sleep there while I sleep here. You watch what you tried to sell, and you don't speak, and you don't touch yourself. That is what giving me away buys you."

He went down onto the boards and pressed his cheek to them. Chiara shifted on the mattress and Susan climbed up beside her, and the two of them settled in with the lamp still on, talking softly over him about a weekend in two weeks, about a party, about things that did not include the man leashed and locked on the floor.

He lay down on the hard boards and closed his eyes, but sleep did not come for a long while. What came instead was the rustle of the mattress and the small, wet sounds of Chiara's mouth on Susan's throat, and then Susan's hand sliding across the sheets, finding Chiara's thigh, and the two of them going quiet together.

The weekends found their shape fast. Chiara arrived Friday evening and left Sunday night, and while she was inside the apartment Susan belonged to her, mouth and cunt and time alike. They fucked in the bed with the lamp on and James on the floor at the foot of it, and Chiara took Susan's ass with a strap-on while James watched from below, and Susan came with her face in the pillow and Chiara's fist in her hair, and neither woman spoke to him once except to tell him to keep his hands flat on the boards. Sunday nights Chiara clipped the leash back to his collar, walked him to the bathroom, and made him stand under the cold tap before she went, and Susan stood in the doorway in nothing but her tank with her cunt still wet and said nothing at all.

The weekdays belonged to Susan, and she used them. Every night she made him kneel at the foot of the bed and put his mouth between her thighs, and every night she came on his tongue, slow and deliberate, riding his face with her hand fisted in his hair until she had finished twice and sometimes three times, and then sent him down onto the floor to sleep with his cock straining purple against the bars and no hand permitted on it. She stopped wearing knickers around the apartment. She bent at the waist to load the dishwasher, she stretched against the doorframe with her arms overhead, and she let the tank ride up until he could see the bare, clean line of her cunt from across the room and knew he would be tasting it in an hour. She called him good boy every morning and never once asked him how he was. He learned to sleep with an ache that never drained and a collar that pressed at his windpipe whenever he swallowed, and he learned, too, that he did not miss the key at all anymore, because Susan got her orgasms every night on his tongue and Chiara got her slave every weekend in the bed, and the only one who never came was the man on the floor.




The End.
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