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​Chapter Eleven

 


TOMORROW I GET released.

Heather couldn’t stop staring at the text message
Nick sent her.

Tomorrow I get released. Rebecca wants me to pick
between sex with her and sex with you.

An immediate answer came to Heather, but she didn’t
want to say it to Nick because she didn’t want to unduly influence
him. He was married and belonged to Rebecca even if she wanted him
more than his wife did. Finally she texted back: What are you
going to do?

His answer came quickly. She’s going to invite you
over this weekend. I have to pick then.

Heather stared at the message for a long time,
ignoring the work on her desk and afraid to text him back. The
phone buzzed with a message from Rebecca. True to Nick’s prediction
it was an invitation, or more accurately a summons. I would like
you to come over Saturday night. 5pm is best for us. Please be on
time.

There was reason for her to reply. She already knew
she was going to attend.

 


“Is it just going to be the three of us?” Heather
asked after Nick handed her a drink in the large space that was a
combined kitchen and dining room.

“For now,” Rebecca answered. The married couple was
casually dressed and Heather felt like she had overdressed with her
slightly too tight skirt with a blouse that would have showed off
her cleavage if she had a bra capable of smooshing her small tits
together to create a dividing valley in the middle of her chest.
“Why do you ask? Did you enjoy getting fucked by John?”

Immediately Rebecca’s face flushed. While she had
enjoyed Rebecca’s boyfriend fucking her, that wasn’t why she was
asking. Trying to hide her autonomous reaction, she took a gulp of
her drink, wincing slightly at the strong alcohol content. “No.
It’s not that. It’s that…I was hoping this was going to be a bit
more private this time.”

Rebecca reached out and lightly ran her fingertips
down Heather’s cheek. It was far too intimate a gesture but Heather
didn’t shy away. She wanted this more than anything tonight. “This
will be private. For now at least, like I said. Do you know why I
brought you here? I mean, exactly why?”

“Not entirely,” Heather answered with a glance at
Nick who had been listening to the conversation but had remained
silent while drinking.

“You’re the choice,” Rebecca told her as she picked
up her phone and activated the screen. She opened an app and
displayed the screen to Heather. It was a simple countdown. Only
thirty minutes remained.

“I’m the choice?” Heather was confused.

With an annoyed sigh Rebecca explained. “In just,”
she glanced at the phone, “twenty eight minutes and thirty seven
seconds, Nick gets to be released from his cage for the first time
in sixty days. By then he gets to choose. Me or you.”

“Choose for…” Heather couldn’t bring herself to
complete the sentence.

“Choose who he wants to have sex with tonight.” She
turned and smiled at her husband. “Right dear?”

“Right,” he agreed glumly after taking another
swallow of his drink.

In only took a second for Heather to understand the
conundrum Nick was in. If he chose his wife, he would not be able
to please Heather who had been waiting patiently for his cock to be
freed. If he chose Heather, his wife would be pissed and
undoubtedly she would lock him up for a longer period than sixty
days, and while he would get nothing, Rebecca had John to fuck her
as she pleased. He was caught having to choose between his wife and
girlfriend. There would be a small immediate benefit regardless of
who he picked, but the long term consequences might be
enormous.

Heather opened her mouth with the intention to leave,
so Nick wouldn’t have to make a terrible decision, but before she
could speak Rebecca cut her off. “And don’t try to be noble and
take the burden away from him. He has to choose. I want him to
choose. There are benefits—good and bad—for the both of us. Nick
wanted me to put that cage on his cock and he enjoys the torments
it gives him. Not right away, but he realizes how good it is for
him, don’t you honey?”

“Yes,” Nick said. At first it was without conviction,
but like a man knowing he was going to the executioner’s chamber,
he found his courage because he didn’t want to seem weak in front
of those he loved. “Yes. Before I got pierced and locked, I was
jerking off all the time and it didn’t make me happy. Now…” he
smiled. “Now I only get to have sex once in a while, but it’s
intense and better than ever before. Too often makes sex…boring.
Once in a while makes it that much better.”

“So choose,” Rebecca told him. “Don’t let the timer
run out. You need to make a decision before then.”

“Or what?” asked Heather.

“Or else I don’t unlock him at all and he does
another sixty days before getting released.” There was a certain
wicked lilt to her words. “Unless that’s what you really want.” She
rested her hand on Nick’s thigh. It might have been a friendly
gesture from his wife, or it might have been to influence his
decision.

Nick looked over at Heather. She couldn’t read his
expression and Heather realized that things would be so much worse
for him if he chose her so she flicked her eyes toward Rebecca,
indicating that he should chose his wife over her. Heather told
herself that she could be happy with whatever small morsel of
pleasure Rebecca might send her way.

As his indecision went on, Rebecca tried to force the
issue. “Do you need some help making your decision?” she asked as
she stood up and pulled her shirt up over her head revealing her
ample tits bound up by her bra. “Take off your shirt, honey,”
Rebecca said to Heather. “Let’s give him a comparison.

Knowing her words were an order and not a suggestion
made it somewhat easier for Heather to quickly unbutton her blouse
and remove it, showing off her small tits.

“No bra?” Rebecca clucked her tongue. “Very
unladylike.” Once more Heather blushed. “Are you even wearing
panties?”

“Yes!” Heather quickly blurted out, angered at the
implication.

“Prove it,” Rebecca smirked.

Seeing that she had fallen into Rebecca’s trap, there
was little for Heather to do other than to unzip her skirt and
shimmy out of it. The small white lace panties she wore left
nothing to the imagination, though Nick didn’t need much
imagination with Heather; he had seen it all already. Before she
could say anything to defend her actions, Rebecca took the
initiative again. “You aren’t going to pass up this sweet young
thing, are you, Nick? You can have your chubby wife anytime, but
this,” and she gestured to Heather. “This is a treat.”

To call herself chubby was unfair, but Rebecca knew
exactly what she was doing. Nick’s mind was focused on his cock,
struggling to escape the cage, and the timer that was counting down
the deadline that would determine the next several months of his
destiny. He wasn’t fully thinking when he said, “Heather. I want to
fuck Heather.”

Heather’s heart thumped in her chest, for joy because
he had chosen her and she would shortly be rewarded with his big
cock, but also in sorrow because she knew he would be paying a
penalty for his choice. He truly hadn’t won anything.

Rebecca tapped the screen to her phone. “Still twelve
minutes left. But an excellent choice. Why don’t you two go
upstairs and I’ll be along in a minute.” She smiled at the nearly
naked Heather and her stunned husband. While she didn’t seem upset,
Nick knew now that everything he did would be under the
microscope.

“Why do you need to come upstairs?” Heather stupidly
asked.

The smile on Rebecca’s face thinned. “Because Nick
doesn’t know where I keep the key to his cock and I’m certainly not
going to let him know now. Go and wait,” she ordered.

There was no reason to pick up her clothes and since
she knew the way, Heather headed out of the kitchen with as much of
her dignity as she could. Nick started to say something to his
wife, but she just shook her head at him and he meekly followed
Heather. He should have been celebrating, the journey upstairs
should have been a victory parade, but instead it felt like a
funeral march

Once upstairs Heather glommed onto Nick, kissing him
passionately before Rebecca could appear. He wanted to push her
away, but couldn’t. After a minute Heather broke off the kiss and
rested her head on his chest, surreptitiously wiping away a few
tears that had squeezed out of her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she told
him.

“For what?”

“For making you choose me. She’s going to torture
you.” Heather couldn’t bear to look up at him even as he ran his
hands up and down her back wanting to dip lower to cup her ass, but
not daring to because he didn’t know how Rebecca would react.

“She was going to torture me regardless of how I
chose. We’ll enjoy tonight and then cope with tomorrow,” he
promised her.

“Very sweet sentiment,” said Rebecca as she sauntered
into the bedroom brandishing a small key. “I’m surprised I didn’t
find you between your girlfriend’s legs, eating her pussy. Every
moment is precious.”

Nick lightly pushed Heather away, as if that would
help, but she remained at arm’s length, holding his hands.

“And why aren’t you already naked?” she asked Nick.
“I would think you would want to make the most of every second
before she has to go.” Rebecca seated herself on the edge of the
bed, crossed her legs, and dangled the key from her fingertips on
its short chain.

At once Nick started stripping and in a flash he was
in front of Rebecca, his cock presented
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