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The Locked Heart

by Xev Rivers

David is having an affair with Lisa.  His girlfriend Samantha accidently finds out about the affair after a conversation with Lisa while they are both getting their nails done. Whilst talking about men they both realise they are dating the same guy.  Lisa has had experience with domination in a previous relationship and suggests Samantha locks David in a chastity device while unconscious.  As the story progresses Samatha and Lisa become close and she moves into their apartment and become lovers.  David still in chastity is relegated to life as their slave.


Chapter 1 — The Shared Secret at the Salon




The pedicure chairs hummed softly, steam rising from the rose-scented water as two women settled into the plush velvet, their feet soaking side by side. Samantha swirled the wine glass in her hand, venting about her boyfriend's habit of chewing his thumbnail raw whenever he thought she wasn't looking. 

Across the armrest, Lisa laughed, a low, knowing sound. 

Mine does the same thing, she said casually. 

Always pacing too, like he's trying to wear a path in the floor.

Samantha's smile faltered, his apartment, she said slowly, does he have that stupid cactus collection by the window? 

Lisa's eyes sharpened with sudden, icy clarity. And a coffee table he's inordinately proud of, she finished. 

The air between them turned brittle. Samantha's hand gripped the armrest, knuckles pale, as Lisa leaned closer, her voice dipping to a whisper. I think we have a problem, sweetheart, or possibly a solution.

Samantha stared at the other woman, her chest tightening as the pieces clicked together with sickening clarity. She pressed the wine glass to her lips without drinking, letting the cool rim ground her. "You're sleeping with him too," she said flatly.

Lisa tilted her head, unbothered. "Was," she corrected. "Until thirty seconds ago. Now I'm thinking we should make him pay for the privilege of having two women who wanted him."

Samantha set the glass down. Her fingers found the heavy gold ring on her index finger, turning it absently. "Like what?"

"Like this." Lisa reached into her designer handbag and produced a small white box, sliding it across the armrest. Inside lay a stainless-steel chastity cage, sleek and clinical. "I had a boyfriend who wore one, years ago. 

He was obedient, respectful, grateful." She smiled, slow and predatory.

"We slip this on him tonight while he's asleep. By the time he wakes up, he'll understand exactly what he's lost."

Samantha's fingers hovered over the cage, not quite touching it. The steel gleamed under the salon's soft light, and she found herself reading the small keyhole, the unyielding structure of it, as though it might tell her something about the woman beside her.

 "This is insane," she murmured. "He's still my boyfriend. 

I thought we'd talk, or scream, or smash his cactus collection."

Lisa's smile did not waver. "And what would that fix? He'd cry, apologize, and do it again with someone else next month. 

This," she tapped the box, "makes sure he can't."

Samantha pulled her hand back, crossing her arms.

The wine had gone warm in her glass.

Somewhere beneath the shock and the fury, a smaller voice whispered that she still loved David, that this was too far. But her ring glinted as she shifted, and she remembered Lisa's easy laugh in the next chair, the way they had finished each other's sentences.

She met Lisa's eyes. "If we do this, we do it together. No going behind my back."

Lisa's gaze softened with something that looked almost like affection. "That was never my plan, sweetheart."

Lisa slid the box closer, her manicured fingers brushing the steel once before she withdrew them. "You set the rules. I know the mechanics."

Samantha looked at the cage again. Her thumb traced the signet ring David had given her last anniversary, the same heavy gold band she had worn while he slept beside her each night, while he had packed his careful lies into his gym bag and headed across town to Lisa's bed.

She took the box. The steel was cold and startling in her palm, smaller than she had expected, humiliating in its compactness. A key glinted in the corner of the box, threaded on a thin silver chain.

"Tonight," she said, and the word settled in her chest like a locked door. "While he's asleep."

The sun dipped low as Samantha and Lisa slipped the spare key from beneath the ceramic frog by David's door, moving with the careful silence of hunters who knew their quarry's habits. Inside, the apartment smelled of stale takeout and guilty solitude.

David lay sprawled across the bed, one arm flung over his face, snoring softly into the dark.

Lisa knelt first, unfolding the steel cage from her palm with practiced ease. Samantha hovered at the foot of the bed, heart hammering, watching the other woman's steady hands work the mechanism with quiet precision. A click. A soft sigh from the sleeping man. Lisa rose, pressed the key into Samantha's palm, and closed her fingers around it.

"You did good," Lisa whispered, brushing a strand of hair from Samantha's cheek. "Now the real work begins."

Samantha looked down at David, peaceful and oblivious, and slid the silver chain around her neck.





Chapter 2 — All Locked




Morning came gray and thin through the apartment blinds. David rolled over, groaning, and the first thing he felt was wrong. 

A strange, heavy pressure low on his body, a tightness that made his stomach drop.

 He sat up, fumbled beneath the sheets, and the cold steel stopped him cold. His breath caught.

 He scrambled out of bed, and there, sitting in the chair by the window, was Samantha, fully dressed, the silver key swinging from the chain at her throat. Her signet ring glinted as she gestured at his hands. "Don't panic, David."

His eyes snapped to the key at her throat, and the confusion curdled into something darker. "What the fuck did you do?" He took a step toward her, fists balled. "Give me that key. Now."

Samantha didn't flinch.

She rose, the signet ring catching the gray light as she held up one hand. 

I found out yesterday. About you and Lisa. About the little arrangement you've been running behind my back."

He stopped cold.

 His mouth worked, but nothing came out.

"That's right." She reached out and pressed two fingers against his chest, pushing him back onto the bed.

"You earned this. Every locked day, every desperate hour. So settle down and start earning your way back to my good graces."

Before Samantha could speak again, Lisa stepped through the bedroom door, clad in a silk robe, her blond hair still loose from the night. She walked past Samantha and stopped at the foot of the bed, looking down at David with a calm, unhurried gaze.

"He's still got that fight in his eyes," she said, more to Samantha than to him. "That's your first lesson. Fear keeps him still, but only structure keeps him obedient." 

She reached over and took Samantha's hand, guiding it to David's chin, tilting his face up. 

"Make him look at you. Not at the key, not at the floor. At you."

Samantha's fingers trembled, then steadied. She pressed her thumb beneath David's jaw, firm, and he blinked up at her with something raw in his gaze. 

"There," Lisa breathed, low and approving. "Now he knows who's in charge. Tell him to kneel."

Samantha's voice came out steadier than she felt. 

"Kneel" and David, chest heaving, slowly slid off the bed and knelt on the carpet.

Lisa smiled, squeezing Samantha's shoulder. "Perfect. Now hold the chain where he can see it. Let him beg."

David's throat worked, but the words scraped out raw and thin. "Please. Sam, please, you can't leave me like this. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I'll do anything." 

He dropped his gaze to the carpet, chest shuddering as he pressed his forehead to the floor, the humiliation burning through him like fever. "Anything.

Just tell me what you want. I'll give it to you. I swear."

Samantha held the chain where he could see it, the key swinging gently above his bowed head. "Anything?" she echoed, and her voice had gone cool, almost clinical.

"You didn't give me anything when you were in her bed, David. You took."

He looked up, eyes wet and desperate. "I'll earn it. I'll earn every bit of it. Please, Sam. Please just give me the key."

She crouched down, the gold ring glinting as she lifted his chin. "Later. First, you stay right here on your knees until I say otherwise."

Samantha held his gaze, and something in her posture shifted, a predator finally tasting its first kill. Lisa watched her, and the quiet interest in her eyes sharpened into something warmer.

She stepped closer, fingers brushing Samantha's shoulder, lingering there. "You were made for this," she murmured, her voice low and private.

"Watching you work him like that, it's the most attractive thing I've ever seen." Samantha's cheeks flushed, but she didn't look away from David.

"He stays there until I say otherwise," she repeated, for his benefit and hers.

Lisa's hand slid down her arm, threading their fingers together. "Then we have time." She tugged gently, pulling Samantha toward the bedroom door. 

"Let's see what you look like with the door closed."

Samantha cast one last glance at David, kneeling and broken, then followed Lisa without a word, the door clicking shut behind them.


Chapter 3 — Samantha & Lisa




The door clicked shut, and Samantha found herself pressed against it, Lisa's hands framing her hips with a gentleness that contradicted everything they had just done. 

The apartment was silent save for the muffled sound of David's breathing beyond the wood.

"I don't understand this," Samantha whispered, her own voice strange to her ears. "I should hate you. You're the one who took him from me."

Lisa's fingers traced up her sides, slow and deliberate, stopping just beneath her ribs. 

"I'm the one who gave him back," she said. "I'm the one who saw what you become when you take control. You think I didn't notice the way you looked at me in that salon, before you knew who I was?"

Samantha's breath caught.

She had noticed too, the idle attraction, the way Lisa's laugh had warmed something unfamiliar in her chest. 

She had buried it under outrage, under the righteous fury of betrayal. But now, standing here, the anger had transmuted into something else entirely. Something hungry.

"You're attracted to me," Lisa continued, tilting her head, reading her like an open book. "But you don't know what to do with that. So let me help."

She took Samantha's hand and placed it over her own heart, the silk robe thin beneath her palm. "Feel that? That's what you do to me. We share a problem, sweetheart. We share a man on his knees. But we could share so much more."

Samantha's fingers curled into the silk, and she stepped forward instead of pulling away.

Samantha's fingers curled into the silk, and she stepped forward instead of pulling away. Lisa met her halfway, one hand sliding to the nape of Samantha's neck, the other settling low on her hip. The first brush of lips was tentative, almost shy, a question asked with a tremor.

But Lisa answered by deepening the kiss, her tongue sliding past Samantha's parted lips, tasting wine and want. 




Samantha's breath shuddered out through her nose, and she pressed closer, one hand fisting in the robe's lapel while the other found Lisa's waist.

The door shuddered behind them, a muffled thump, David's muffled voice calling her name through the wood.

Samantha ignored it. She pulled Lisa harder against her, and the kiss turned hungry, greedy, the taste of betrayal burning sweet on her tongue.

She pulled Lisa's head back by a fistful of blond hair, exposing the pale column of her throat, and kissed the line of it hard enough to leave a mark. Lisa gasped, her nails digging into Samantha's hips through the silk.




"God, yes," Lisa breathed, arching into the grip. "That's it. That's the woman who just put her boyfriend in a cage."

The thumping at the door grew louder, David's voice cracked and pleading, "Sam? Sam, what's happening? Please, talk to me."

Samantha didn't answer him. She used her hold on Lisa's hair to drive her backward until Lisa's spine met the wall, her robe falling open as Samantha's other hand slipped inside, cupping a warm breast, thumb circling the nipple until it hardened into a peak.

"He can hear us," Samantha whispered against Lisa's mouth, and the thought of it made her cunt pulse. "Let him listen." She pushed the robe from Lisa's shoulders and dropped to her knees.

The robe pooled at Lisa's feet as Samantha knelt before her, the thumping at the door a distant, frantic drumbeat. Lisa's fingers tangled in Samantha's dark hair, tilting her face up with a possessive gentleness.

"Slow, sweetheart," Lisa murmured, guiding Samantha's hand to rest against the damp lace of her underwear. "Feel how wet I am for you. That's what you do to me when you take charge."

Samantha's breath hitched. Through the thin fabric, she felt the heat, the slickness, the proof of Lisa's desire. "Let me taste you," she said, surprised by her own boldness.

Lisa's smile was slow and wicked. "Pull the lace aside, then." Her hips rolled forward as Samantha's fingers obeyed, the fabric sliding away to reveal the glistening pink flesh beneath. "There. Now put your mouth on me and make me forget his name."

Samantha lowered her head, her hands parting Lisa's thighs wide as she dragged her tongue up the slick crease of her cunt, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt and heat of her.

Lisa's breath hissed through her teeth, one hand fisting in Samantha's hair while the other braced against the wall.

Samantha lapped at the swollen bud of her clit, circling it with the flat of her tongue until Lisa's hips bucked sharply, then slid lower, dipping into the wet heat of her entrance before dragging back up.

From behind the door, David's pounding had gone frantic, his voice a broken, desperate plea, but the sound of it only made Samantha press deeper, her nose buried in blond curls as Lisa's thighs clamped around her head. "Don't you dare stop," Lisa gasped, grinding against her mouth.

Lisa's thighs tightened, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps as Samantha's tongue worked her with relentless precision. Then, through the haze of pleasure, the sound from the door shifted. The pounding stopped. 

What followed was thin, broken, a wet sound that cut through the silence like a blade.

Samantha paused, lifting her head, chin slick. David's voice had dissolved into muffled sobs, his forehead thudding weakly against the wood, a sound of utter collapse.

Lisa looked down at her, eyes hazy but sharpening. "There it is," she whispered, pulling Samantha to her feet, thumb wiping the wetness from her chin. "That's the sound of him breaking. You did that."




Samantha swallowed, listening. The sobs continued, pathetic and raw. "He's crying."

"Let him." Lisa kissed her, tasting herself on Samantha's lips. "We're just getting started."

Lisa held her for a moment, then eased her back, both of them breathing hard.

She glanced at the door where David's sobs had faded into shallow, hitching breaths. "He'll calm down. They always do when they think there's a way out."


Chapter 4 — A Plan is Hatched




She took Samantha's hand and led her to the couch, settling them both down, her thumb stroking the signet ring. "Which brings me to something I've been thinking about since we left the salon."

Samantha's brow furrowed. "What?"

Lisa's gaze was steady, almost tender. "Tonight was the easy part. He woke up, panicked, begged. But you gave him hope when you said later. He'll cling to that. He'll be good for a week, a month, however long it takes to get the key back, and then he'll hurt you again."

She leaned closer, her voice dropping. "The only way to keep him is to take away the possibility of release entirely. Permanent confinement. No key, no hope, no bargaining chip. Just us, and his obedience."

Samantha's pulse quickened. "You mean never let him out? Ever?"

Lisa nodded slowly, her hand settling on Samantha's thigh. "He cheated on you, Sam. He broke your trust in the most intimate way a man can.

Why should he ever get that part of himself back? Let him spend the rest of his life proving he's worth what he threw away. And if he truly earns it, well, that's a decision we make together, years from now, on our terms." 

She tilted her head. "I'm not saying it out of cruelty. I'm saying it out of love for you. He'll never stray again. He'll be yours, completely, in a way he never was before."

Samantha stared at her, the weight of the cage cold against her chest, the key chain heavy around her neck. 

She thought of David's sobs, his frantic begging, how small and scared he had sounded and she thought of what he had done to her, the careful lies, the stolen nights. "You'd do that?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Chain him to us for good?"

Lisa smiled, slow and certain. "I'd do anything for you, sweetheart. And so will he, once he understands there's no other option." She squeezed Samantha's hand. "But it's your call. You're the one he hurt. You're the one he belongs to now."

Samantha sat in silence, the weight of Lisa's words settling into her bones like cold water. She turned the signet ring around her finger, feeling the familiar weight of it, the symbol of a promise David had broken.

He had sobbed on the floor of her apartment, begged her for another chance. She had given him one before, and he had repaid her with lies.

"No more chances," she said, and the words came out clean and final. "No key. No hope. He made his choice when he crawled into your bed. Now he lives with it."

Lisa's smile was slow and satisfied, her hand squeezing Samantha's thigh. "There she is. The woman who's going to own him completely."

They rose together and crossed to the bedroom door. Samantha unlocked it, and David looked up from the floor, his face blotched with tears, his eyes desperate. She knelt before him, the silver chain swinging between them, and held his gaze while she unclasped it from around her neck.

"You begged me for a key," she said softly. "But that's not what you get. You get us." She pocketed the key, and his face crumbled.

David's eyes widened in horror, the color draining from his face as he watched the key disappear into Samantha's pocket. His mouth opened, but no sound came out. He stared at the outline of it against her trousers, a tiny bulge that held his entire future locked away.

"No," he finally rasped, his voice cracking. "Sam, no. You can't. That's not fair, that's not, please." His hands flew to the cage beneath his boxers, fingers scrabbling at the cold steel as if he could will it open.

"Please, I'll do anything. I'll never look at another woman, I'll give you my phone, my passwords, everything. Just please don't take the key away."

Samantha watched him beg, and felt nothing but a clean, cold satisfaction. She remembered the night she had found Lisa's number in his phone, the months of gaslighting, the way he had looked her in the eye and sworn he loved her while fucking someone else across town. "You already had everything," she said quietly. "But you threw it away. Now you get to live with what's left."

Lisa stepped forward, crouching beside Samantha, her hand finding the back of David's neck. He flinched at her touch, looking up at the two of them with red-rimmed eyes. "It's not so bad, sweetheart," Lisa cooed, her voice almost gentle. "You'll learn to love it. And if you're very, very good, maybe we'll let you watch us fuck each other without you." She smiled, sharp and beautiful. "That's more than you deserve."




David's shoulders sagged, the fight draining out of him like water from a cracked vessel. The sobs had dried to shuddering breaths, and he looked between the two women with the hollow gaze of a man who had run out of roads.

"Okay," he whispered, the word barely audible. "Okay. I'll... I'll do whatever you say. Maybe someday, if I'm good enough, you'll give it back. Right?"

Samantha exchanged a glance with Lisa, a silent communication passing between them. Lisa gave a small, almost imperceptible nod. "Maybe," Samantha said, and the word was a seed of hope she let him keep, because a man with hope would follow any rule. "But that's up to us. Now listen, because we're only saying this once."

She tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing his eyes to hers. 

"Rule one: you address us as Ma'am. Both of us."

"Rule two: you don't touch yourself, and you don't ask about the key."

"Rule three: the apartment gets cleaned, dinner gets made, and you do it without being asked."

"Rule four: when we want you, we'll tell you. When we don't, you stay out of the way."

Lisa crouched beside her, running a hand through David's hair with a mockery of tenderness. "And if you break a rule, sweetheart, we add a week for every transgression. That's how you earn your way back to a key that doesn't exist yet." She smiled. "Understood?"

David swallowed hard, his throat bobbing against the steel that had become his new reality. "Yes, Ma'am," he croaked. "Both of you."

David knelt on the carpet, the rules settling over him like a second skin, and for a moment he thought the worst was over. Then Lisa tilted her head, studying him with that predatory stillness. "He's going to need a uniform," she said, not to him, but to Samantha. "Something that makes it clear what he is when he's doing our chores. A little apron, maybe. Or a maid's dress."

Samantha's lips curved. "He'd look good in that."

"Of course, until it arrives, he should remain naked." Lisa's tone was casual, as if discussing the weather. "So we can see him at all times. So he remembers what he is."

Samantha nodded slowly, then turned to David. "You heard her. Strip. Everything."

David's breath hitched, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He pulled it over his head, then shucked his boxers, the steel cage gleaming pale against his skin. He stood before them, bare and locked, his hands hovering uselessly at his sides.


Chapter 5 — A Servant's Life




Lisa circled him, her fingers trailing along his shoulder. "Better. Now go clean the kitchen, sweetheart. And remember what you are."

The kitchen tile was cold under his bare feet as David filled the sink, steam rising around his wrists.

He scrubbed the greasy pans from last night's takeout, the cage shifting against his thighs with every movement, a constant cold reminder that he would not be taking his release for granted again. 

From the living room came the low murmur of the women's voices, and once, Lisa's laugh, bright and easy. 




He dried his hands and opened the refrigerator.

He had learned to cook from his mother, and now he put that skill to work, slicing vegetables with trembling hands, seasoning chicken while his skin prickled with the exposure of his nakedness.

When the food was ready, he plated it carefully and carried the trays into the living room.




Samantha and Lisa had curled up together on the couch, a blanket over their legs. Samantha looked up as he set the plates on the coffee table, her eyes sweeping him head to toe. "Good boy," she said, and the words twisted something warm and shameful in his chest. "You may stand. Now watch us eat."

David stood with his hands clasped in front of him, watching the two women eat. The smells of garlic and herbs filled the apartment, but he felt no hunger, only the cold weight of the cage and the warmth of their casual dismissal. Lisa fed Samantha a bite of chicken from her fork, their eyes never leaving his as they chewed and swallowed and whispered things he couldn't quite hear.

When the plates were empty, Samantha set her fork down with a soft clink and stretched her legs out across the couch, wiggling her toes in the air.

"That was good, David. You remember how to please us when you try." She glanced at Lisa, a slow smile spreading across her face. "My feet are killing me from all that walking at the spa. David, come here. Massage them."

Lisa's eyes lit with approval. "Mine too, sweetheart. It's been a long day of making important decisions. We deserve some attention."

David's heart hammered as he moved to kneel before the couch. He hesitated, looking at Samantha's outstretched foot, her pedicure fresh and gleaming, little swirls of pale pink that she had chosen while unknowingly sitting beside the woman he'd been betraying her with.

He swallowed and reached out, his fingers trembling as they closed around her ankle.

"Both of them," Lisa said, stretching her own legs out beside Samantha's. "You have two hands, don't you?"

He worked in silence, one hand kneading Samantha's arch while the other found Lisa's heel. The skin was warm and soft, the calluses gone from years of pampering. He pressed his thumbs into the tender flesh, trying to find the right rhythm, the right pressure, desperate to please them. The women leaned back, closing their eyes, exchanging murmurs of approval when he hit a particularly tight spot.

"Harder," Samantha commanded, and he obeyed, digging deeper into the muscle. She sighed softly. "There. That's better. You're learning."

Lisa's toes curled against his palm as he worked the ball of her foot. "He has good hands," she murmured. "That's probably how he charmed both of us in the first place. Too bad he doesn't know what else to do with them."

Samantha laughed, a low, pleased sound. "He's learning that too. Slow, but he's learning."

David kept his head down, his jaw tight. He wanted to resent them, to hate them for what they had done to him, but the feel of their bare feet in his hands, the soft skin against his palms, the casual way they spoke over him like he was furniture, it stirred something complicated in his chest. And lower, beneath the steel, a dull ache that he couldn't do anything about.

"Mmm," Lisa hummed, flexing her toes against his fingers. "Higher, David. Up toward my ankle. Yes, like that. You're getting it." She turned her head to Samantha. "Who knew being a tyrant could be so relaxing?"

Samantha smiled and let her head fall back against the cushion, her eyes half-lidded as she watched him work. "Don't stop, David. You can keep going until we tell you to stop. That's your new job."

Samantha shifted, her thighs parting just a little as she stretched, the movement casual but precise.

The hem of her silk blouse rode up, revealing the dark lace edge of her panties beneath the tailored trousers, and the stockings that sheathed her calves. David's hands stilled on her arch.

His breath caught, and heat curled sharp and useless in his belly as his gaze locked on the shadowed whisper of fabric, on the soft line of her thigh above the stocking top. The cage pressed cold and unyielding against him, trapping the sudden, desperate swell of his cock, the ache turning to a dull, throbbing pain.

Lisa saw it. She smiled. "Look at that," she murmured, nudging Samantha with her foot. "He's hard. In that thing. Gods, what a miserable little man."

Lisa's foot nudged him again, firmer. "Done, David, the door locks from the outside now. Be a good boy and sleep on the couch."

She rose, taking Samantha's hand, and they disappeared into the bedroom. The lock clicked. David lay awake on the scratchy cushions, and through the thin wall came the rustle of silk, then Samantha's low, breathy laugh, then a wet, open-mouthed kiss that went on and on.

Lisa moaned, a long, shuddering sound, and Samantha answered with a gasp as something soft hit the floor. 

He heard Lisa whimper, "Yes, right there, don't stop," and the rhythmic creak of the bed, the slap of skin, Samantha's voice rising to a sharp, broken cry of "fuck, Lisa, fuck."

David pressed his palms over his ears, but the sounds wormed through, his cock swelling uselessly against the steel, trapped, aching, while upstairs the women he belonged to came apart in each other's arms.

The morning light crept gray through the blinds, and the sound of the doorbell cut through the stillness. Samantha stirred first, slipping out of bed in one of David's old t-shirts, her legs bare as she padded to the door. Lisa followed, tying her robe closed, curiosity sharp in her eyes.

The delivery man's face flickered with confusion as Samantha signed for the box, but she closed the door before he could ask questions. The parcel was plain brown cardboard, unmarked, but the return address made Lisa smile: a boutique she had discovered online, one that specialized in items for men who had learned their place.

"Come see what we bought you, sweetheart," Lisa called, and David shuffled in from the couch, still naked, still locked, his eyes puffy from a sleepless night.


Chapter 6 — Sissy's New Clothes




Samantha opened the box with deliberate slowness, peeling back the tape as if unwrapping a gift. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, lay a pale pink maid's dress with a white lace apron, a pair of sheer white stockings, black patent heels, and a delicate steel collar that caught the light.

Lisa lifted the collar first, turning it in her fingers. Engraved on the front plate, in elegant pink script, was a single word: SISSY.

David's breath stopped. He stared at the collar, at the looping letters, and his hand went to his throat as if he could already feel the steel closing around it.

"Arms up," Samantha said, and he obeyed on instinct. She pulled the dress over his head, the fabric sliding down his skin, the lace apron settling at his waist. The hem fell just above his knees, the skirt flaring with a soft rustle. Lisa knelt and guided his feet into the heels, the straps clicking into place with a sound that made David flinch.

Then Samantha took the collar. She snapped it open, the steel cool against her fingers, and stepped behind him. He heard the click as it closed around his neck, the weight settling against his collarbone like a brand.




"Now you look like what you are," she murmured, turning him to face the mirror.

He saw himself: a man in a pink dress and heels, a steel cage beneath the skirt, a collar marked with his new name and behind him, two women who owned him utterly.

"Why don't you practice your curtsy," Lisa suggested, and David, caught between fury and a strange, hollow surrender, found himself obeying.

The curtsy became ritual, then routine. By the third day, David had learned to dip low and hold the pose while Samantha and Lisa lounged in the living room, wearing next to nothing. 

Lisa favored a sheer black chemise that ended at the tops of her thighs, and Samantha, a lace bralette with matching boyshorts, confident in the knowledge that the only man in the apartment could look but never touch. 

The air hung thick with their perfume and the sound of their laughter, and David moved quietly in his pink dress, his heels clicking soft against the floor, dusting shelves and folding laundry while the women curled together on the couch.

"Mmm, I love this one," Lisa murmured, running a finger down Samantha's thigh, hooking it into the elastic of her boyshorts. She leaned in and kissed her slow, deep, one hand sliding up to cup her breast through the lace. 

Samantha moaned into her mouth and straddled her lap, and David's hands stilled on the stack of towels. The cage ached against him, trapped and useless, his cock struggling helplessly against the steel.

He watched Samantha's hips roll, saw her fingers thread into Lisa's hair, and his throat tightened with a shame that burned hot in his belly. He should look away.

He couldn't. Lisa caught his eye over Samantha's shoulder and smiled, slow and cruel, and deliberately slid her hand down the front of Samantha's boyshorts. Samantha gasped, arching her back, and Lisa kept her gaze locked on David as she worked. "Keep folding, sissy," she said, her voice velvet and steel. "Don't stop."

Two weeks bled into each other, each day a quiet erosion of everything David had been. He woke when they woke, served their coffee, knelt when they snapped their fingers.

The pink dress had become a second skin, the collar a constant weight. He stopped flinching when Lisa called him sissy, stopped hating the way the heels made his ankles ache by evening. Then one morning, Samantha set her coffee down and studied him with the same appraising gaze she used on a new outfit.

"It's time," she said, and Lisa smiled, pulling a long box from the closet.

The corset was pale pink satin with white lacing, boned so rigid it stood on its own. Lisa worked the laces while Samantha held him steady, and David gasped as the stays pulled tight, cinching his waist inward until his ribs protested and his breath came shallow. "Breathe from your chest, sweetheart," Samantha murmured, tugging one more notch. "You'll get used to it."

Then they sat him in a kitchen chair, draped a plastic cape over the corset, and Lisa worked dye through his hair with gloved hands. The pink came out bubblegum bright, shocking against his pale skin, and Samantha wiped his face with makeup remover before applying foundation, blush, mascara, and a soft pink gloss to his lips. When they finished, they turned him to the mirror again. The man who stared back had a girl's face, a wasp waist, a dress, heels, and a collar that read SISSY in proud pink script. "Perfect," Samantha breathed, and David, hollow and light, felt something inside him quietly let go.




The mirror held a stranger, and David was still staring at that pink-lipped, lash-framed face when Samantha's hand settled on his shoulder, light and proprietary. 




"You've been good, sissy. So good." Her thumb traced the collar's edge. "So tomorrow, as a reward, we're going to let you be useful." She smiled at Lisa, who stepped close and pressed a kiss to David's cheek, leaving a faint pink print. 




"A threesome. You, us, on the bed. We're going to fuck you."

David's heart lurched, heat flooding his stomach as hope flared so sharply it almost hurt. The cage. For the first time in two weeks, the thought of release seemed possible.

He would be good, better than good, he would worship them both until they took pity and slid the key home.

Lisa read his hope like a headline and laughed, low and delighted. "Don't look so excited, sweetheart." She hooked a finger through the front of his skirt and tugged it up, exposing the steel cage beneath. "You won't be needing this off."

She tapped the metal with a manicured nail, a bright, final sound. "You're going to lie there and take it, watch us enjoy each other, and know that this is your reward. Our pleasure. Not yours."

The air left his lungs. "But... you said reward."

"This is the reward," Samantha said, and there was something close to tenderness in her voice as she brushed a strand of pink hair from his forehead. "Being allowed to be part of us. Even like this." 

She dropped her hand, and the tenderness was gone, replaced by the cold authority he knew too well. "Now go practice your curtsy. We want it perfect by tomorrow."

The night passed like a held breath. David lay on the couch, the corset stays digging into his ribs, the cage a cold, constant ache, and listened to the women in the bedroom whisper and laugh. He had been given a gift, and it had a blade hidden inside. They would use him, and he would get nothing, and the worst part was the part of him that looked forward to it anyway.

Morning came with the smell of coffee. Samantha and Lisa emerged wrapped in silk robes, loose and unhurried, and sat David at the vanity.

They worked over him in silence, hands efficient and impersonal. Lisa lined his lips deeper, a harder red than the soft pink of before, while Samantha finished the laces on his corset, pulling them taut enough to make him gasp. 

"Tonight you're going to look beautiful for us," Lisa said, pressing a kiss to his glossed mouth. 


Chapter 7 — The Threesome




When they finally led him to the bedroom, all the lights were low, candles flickering on the nightstand, the sheets turned down. Samantha and Lisa shed their robes together, unselfconscious and lovely, and David stood at the foot of the bed in his pink dress and heels, the cage cold beneath his skirt.

"Undress him," Samantha commanded, and Lisa obliged, stepping forward with a smile. She unzipped the dress slowly, letting it slide down his body to pool at his heels, leaving him bare except for the corset, the stockings, the heels, and the steel cage between his thighs. Lisa ran a finger over the metal, mocking and gentle at once. "Keep this on," she murmured. "You'll thank us later."

They pushed him onto the bed. Samantha straddled his chest, her cunt already slick and gleaming, settling just above his lips. "Eat me," she said, and he did, his tongue flattening against her clit as she ground against his mouth with hungry certainty. 

Behind her, Lisa knelt, spreading Samantha's ass with her thumbs and burying her face between her cheeks, lapping at the slick seam of her, and Samantha's hips bucked hard, pressing David's face deeper into her wet heat while she cried out. "Yes, together, both of you, fuck me."

David's jaw ached, his tongue working in desperate circles against her clit, tasting her sharp and urgent. His own cock fought the steel, swelling until the base ached, a dull, throbbing pressure that pulsed with every breath, every gasp that fell from Samantha's lips.

Through the haze of his labor, he saw Lisa reach for a strap-on, a thick black dildo with a harness that gleamed in the candlelight. 

She strapped it on, steading the shaft with one hand, and pressed her fingers into Samantha's wet slit, then the tip of the fake cock, easing it in inch by inch.

Lisa's hips pistoned hard, the fake cock sinking deep into Samantha with every thrust, and Samantha's thighs clamped tight around David's head, smothering him.

Her juices ran slick down his chin as she ground her cunt across his mouth, her cries sharp and broken, "Yes, right there, fuck me, Lisa, fuck me." He gagged, struggling for air beneath the weight of her, tasting her cream flooding his tongue, and then Lisa pulled out with a wet, glistening sound.

Samantha did not move off his face. Lisa repositioned, kneeling between his spread thighs, and he felt the slick tip of the strap-on pressing against his hole, slick with Samantha's wetness.

"No, wait," he choked, the words muffled against Samantha's flesh. Lisa pushed. The fake cock breached him with a hard, brutal thrust, sinking up to the hilt in one stroke, and his scream died in Samantha's cunt.

His scream died against her flesh, swallowed whole as Samantha ground down harder, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles that pressed his face flat into her slick heat.

He couldn't breathe, couldn't beg, couldn't do anything but choke and gag as Lisa set a brutal rhythm behind him, the strap-on dragging out of him nearly all the way before slamming back in with a wet, obscene slap that echoed off the bedroom walls.

His hands clawed at the sheets, nails digging into the fabric as the fake cock punched deep, and he felt his hole stretch and burn around the intrusion.

"Oh, look at him," Lisa purred, one hand gripping his hip, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to bruise. 

"Taking it like a good little sissy." She leaned forward, her chest pressing against his back, and whispered into his ear, "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be useful?"

Samantha pulled back just enough to let him gasp a single, ragged breath before shoving her cunt back against his mouth. "Don't stop," she commanded, her voice thick with pleasure. "If you stop, we add a week."

His tongue went back to work, desperate, sloppy, and through the haze of degradation he felt Lisa's hips pick up speed, felt her cock slam into him harder, and the shameful truth was that his own body was rocking back to meet her thrusts.

The cage ached between his thighs, his cock weeping uselessly against the steel. He was nothing. He was their toy. and when Lisa finally came with a sharp, shuddering gasp and pulled out slick and glistening, when Samantha ground one last time against his face and collapsed beside him, he lay there panting, his throat raw, his hole burning, and the only sound in the room was the two women's contented breathing.

Samantha propped herself on one elbow, tracing a lazy finger through the sweat on Lisa's collarbone. David lay between them, forgotten, his breath still ragged. "He's getting used to it," Samantha murmured, not looking at him. "That's a problem."

Lisa's eyes followed hers to the steel cage, gleaming in the candlelight. "He is. He's starting to enjoy being useful. We need to make sure that's all he'll ever be."




"Permanent," Samantha said, the word settling like a stone. "I want the key melted down. No backups, no spare hidden in a drawer. Just the cage, and the collar, and us."

Lisa smiled, slow and sharp. "That's what I was hoping you'd say. I know how we can do this tommorow.


Chapter 8 — Permanent




David's eyes widened in terror, the words hitting him like a physical blow. He pushed himself up on trembling arms, the corset digging into his ribs, the cage cold and cruel between his thighs. "No," he breathed, the word barely a whisper. "You can't. You can't take the key away forever. That's not, that's not a punishment, that's just, that's just torture."

Samantha turned to look at him, and there was no warmth in her gaze, only the calm certainty of a decision already made. "It's not torture, sweetheart. It's ownership." 

She reached down and ran a finger along the steel cage, and he flinched. "You belong to us now, completely. 

No hope, no bargaining, no way out." She smiled, slow and final. "Just you, and this dress, and us."

David stared at her, and something in his chest cracked open, not with pain, but with a strange, hollow relief.

The fight drained out of him like water from a broken cup, and what remained was light, empty, and terrifyingly calm. "Yes, Ma'am," he heard himself say, the words coming from somewhere he didn't recognize. "I understand."

Lisa's eyebrows rose, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Well, now. Look at that. He's finally getting it."

They did it that night while all the fight had gone from him, not the next morning. Lisa put the delicate key in the lock and snapped the key with some thin pliers. She then applied some super-glue to all the moving parts of the lock to prevent any key removal and a spare key being used.

"There," Samantha said, turning back to him. "It's done. You're ours now. Forever."

David knelt on the cold tile, the dress pooling around him, the collar warm against his throat, and he did not feel despair. He felt the last thread snap, the final doubt dissolve, and in their place, a strange and terrible peace. 

"Thank you, Ma'am," he whispered, bowing his head. "For showing me what I am."

Lisa laughed, soft and delighted, and Samantha crouched down to run her thumb along the seam of the welded lock. "Good boy," she murmured. "Now go make us dinner. And when you're done, you can kneel in the corner and watch us fuck."







The End.
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