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To every man who secretly longs for denial: ask her. 

 

...The worst she can say is 'no'.
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​Under the Typewriter Keys 
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A tale for Locktober... Or, perhaps, for Hallowe’en?

“I want to do Locktober again,” Marcus had said, one late September night. “I know it went wrong last year, but-”

“It didn’t ‘go wrong,’” Jess snapped, “You cheated. I was doing all I could to keep you teased, I was acting just like you said you wanted, I was having actual fucking fun, Marcus and you swore you were happy too – and then come the seventeenth, I caught you trying to unlock yourself!”

Marcus winced, guiltily, and nodded. He still hated himself for the way he’d ruined everything: Jess had flat out refused to even consider locking him up ever since.

“I know,” he said sadly, “I... I’m really sorry, Jess, I... I don’t know what came over me, but-”

“I don’t care what came over you,” his partner retorted, her voice cold. “I care that I was actually enjoying it and as soon as you decided you weren’t happy, what I wanted didn’t matter any more. Do you have any idea what that feels like?”

She waited, shaking her head in the sudden awkward silence. 

“That’s what I thought,” she nodded at length. “So, fine. You want to do it again? OK. If we do it again, you’re doing it properly. With a contract. Any breach of that, and we will be over, do you understand? I’m not kidding, Marcus. I. Will. Leave. I won’t stay with a man who’s incapable of holding to his own commitments, I have too much self-respect. And, even more than that – I absolutely refuse to play kinky games if you start trying to cheat the second you see how much fun I’m having. If we do this again I am going to take pleasure in it, do you understand? I don’t care what you do, or how desperate you feel, or whether you think you are suffering more than you can bear... all that will matter is whether I am happy, Marcus. So before you commit to something and panic at what you unleash, let me ask you: do you mean it? Are you serious, this time?”

Marcus thought for a while, swallowing hard as he reflected on his misery ever since that humiliating moment when Jess had caught him trying to unlock himself. He’d spent almost a year hating himself for his earlier failure. This time, he was going to see it through.

“Agreed,” he said. “Thanks Jess. I won’t let you down this time.”

“No,” she said firmly, “You will not. For a start, I’m going to test how serious you are. First thing tomorrow, you’re writing up that chastity contract. Properly. You can use that wretched old typewriter you bought at the auction in the spring, it’s about time it did more than sit around gathering dust and offering another proof of your poor impulse control.”

Marcus opened his mouth to protest – and closed it again. The last thing he needed was to start complaining already.

Which was why, the next morning, he was sat at the kitchen table, cursing typewriters. He didn’t even know why he’d bought it: he’d been at the auction for a new wardrobe because Jess insisted she wanted something sturdier than the poorly-assembled IKEA flatpack that she’d been making do with... but wandering around among the items up for auction had been the battered steel antique. It was nothing he needed – and yet the temptation to bid on it had been irresistible.

Not that he’d ever used it; in theory, he figured it should be just like a clumsy, awkward laptop – and, in the sense he could get words to appear on the page before him, he guessed that was true.

But the old machine seemed to have a mind of its own. 

It had felt light enough when he dragged it down from the loft and blew the cobwebs off it; it hadn't fought him as he'd dusted it off and peered at the battered, painted logo – an almost illegible something-wood No. 5, he was pretty sure – but since sitting down and actually trying to express his desire, his need for chastity on it, the vicious, heavy lump of metal seemed determined to fight him all the way. 

It was loud, it was utterly unforgiving of even a single mistake, and while Marcus was a pretty competent typist, his fingers were burning abominably, just from the pressure of hitting the machine’s absurdly heavy keys. Sometimes, half-way through a sentence, he'd stopped and realised he'd written completely the wrong thing, lost in his own fantasies: “I will always call Jess Mistress” had been one, or “I will beg to serve her friends”. Sure, he'd entertained such fantasies – but he'd never, ever dare to voice them; it was embarrassing to catch himself writing them out, as well as annoying to have to throw away the page and start over. Besides, he couldn't imagine Jess would ever agree. 

It had been three hours, and Marcus was now on his ninth attempt to write the contract. He was starting to wonder if the pain of using the typewriter could possibly be justified by the pleasure of a month's denial.

‘To ensure my absolute and total compliance with these rules,’ he typed laboriously, each finger banging down onto the keys with a kind of fatalistic hate, ‘I will allow Jess to assign punishment edges to maximise my frustration at allt imes...’

He sensed the mistake before it happened, but his thumb still slapped into the spacebar at the wrong moment, mangling the words. He peered with renewed loathing at the line, closed his eyes in frustration, and ripped the page free so quickly he scraped the back of his knuckle on one of the sharp little levers that rose up from the heart of the roller like the prickles on a hedgehog.

“Ah shit!” he yelped, shaking his hand violently. The cut wasn't bad, but as he flailed, little beads of red blood flew, splashed across the monstrous old machine, absorbed almost instantly by the chipped and faded black paint. “Fuck, I just want a binding contract, I just want to be able to tell Jess what I really want so she can hold me to it, is that too much to ask, you evil bastard?!”

...And apparently, it wasn’t: from that moment on, from the second he told the typewriter what he wanted, Marcus didn’t make another mistake. He forgot entirely about the way his blood had splashed over the heavy steel beast, forgot even the pain in his cut knuckle, and gave himself over as the words flowed almost too easily onto the page. 

The keys moved smoothly, the paper stayed aligned; even the funereal bell at the end of each line seemed almost cheerful, as though the machine had been fed.

Even the battered paint seemed to shimmer faintly, now, drinking in the blood until ‘...mwood No. 5’ gleamed brighter than he remembered.

When Marcus finally presented Jess with a flawlessly-typed contract half an hour later, she read it through with interest.

“Good,” she said, her voice a little husky from her own arousal, “I like how imaginative you’ve been. Rule Four is particularly lovely: ‘Jess may demand an orgasm at any time, and failure to comply will mean one extra week of Locktober’. Oh – and Rule Ten is perfect: ‘Neither Marcus nor Jess may decide when Marcus’s chastity ends: it will continue until the full completion of the contract’. That’s a really good one, honey!”

“Thanks,” Marcus said with a sheepish, almost puzzled grin, as if he couldn't quite remember having written it, “I... I guess that is kind of hot, right?”

“Mmm,” Jess smiled. “Extremely hot. So hot, in fact, I think you need to sign this contract right now, and then eat me out while I give it another read!”

“Yes ma’am!” Marcus grinned, and hurried first to get a pen, and then to get on his knees as Jess spread her thighs comfortably wide and ease his face into the heat and warmth of her, finding her already wet, already anticipating his month of growing sexual frustration.

“Rule... mmm, just my lips for now – slave,” Jess sighed happily, “Rule Twelve is a good one: ‘Marcus will obey all commands or requests Jess may make, or another week will be added to his time in chastity.’ Yes, Marcus. You’re going to do everything I say once that cage finally goes back on!”

Marcus moaned into her, tempted to protest – he was almost sure he hadn't written a Rule Twelve, certainly not one so extreme... but it was such a hot rule and with his face pressed into the plump smooth folds of Jess's mound he didn't want to object now. Instead, he carried on licking, feeling the delicious heat of her wetness coat his tongue... and neither of them noticed the way the worn old typewriter had grown darker, its once-battered paint now restored as it sat on the counter, glowering at Marcus’s kneeling form.

For Marcus, Locktober started that night: it was September 30th, and Jess insisted he go to sleep locked, so that he could be sure of having spent the entire month locked as he had promised.

It was after they were in bed, spooning comfortably, that Jess gave a gentle sigh and said “Pop the light out, Marcus, I’m tired.”

“I will,” he said “I just want to finish reading this chapter.”

It didn’t occur to either of them that he had just, technically, refused a request... But, in the consciousness of at least one demonic mind within their home, Marcus’s refusal was registered – and logged.

Jess didn’t wait long to test her new authority. On the evening of October 1st, with Marcus still adjusting to the unfamiliar weight of the cage she’d refused to let him wear for almost an entire year, she stretched out on the sofa and crooked a finger.

“Come here,” she said simply.

He obeyed, already locked, already aching, his mouth falling open in a kind of helpless reflex as she swung one bare thigh across the cushion. The heat of her pressed against his face, and he moaned into her, the sharp edge of frustration and the sting in his fingers making his worship all the more desperate.

“Mmm,” Jess sighed, letting her head tip back. “That’s better. Poor thing – you can’t imagine how much I’m looking forward to this. How much I enjoyed the control you promised me last time. I like it. I want you like this. Helpless. Starved. All of it poured into serving me.”

Marcus whimpered, awed by her hunger, but the sound was swallowed by her body. His tongue worked furiously, driven by equal parts devotion and despair, and Jess let out a low laugh.

“You’ll thank me for this one day,” she murmured. “But not until November. For now... lick.”

––––––––
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IT TOOK UNTIL THE FIFTH day for Jess to notice that something was amiss. The typewriter Marcus had got (“But it’s such a bargain, it will be a real talking point!”, he’d claimed, putting on that hurt face he often adopted when she challenged any of his wild impulses) had been packed away almost as soon as he’d bought it: she’d demanded he stow it in the loft out of the way since it seemed to cause such arguments if she ever suggested he sell it on – and she had never even seen Marcus use it except when she insisted he use it to prove he was serious about doing Locktober.

So she was genuinely shocked to see a fresh sheet, and new lines, typed out as she drank her tea that morning. As far as she could remember, Marcus had finished writing up his chastity contract (after a lot of cursing, she’d noted with amusement), and simply left the old machine shoved back on the kitchen table.

Since they mostly ate evening meals in the lounge with the TV on, she’d not given it much thought over the last week, but now she stared at it with a kind of awestruck fascination: she was sure that the sheet of paper had extra lines typed on it since she’d last paid attention.

As she looked closer now, that near-certainty turned to a kind of fear which she could not quite explain. Her eyes traced across the silent keys, the proud, worn old W... wood No. 5 logo painted in deep red scrollwork against the black, and tracked up to the list Marcus had been typing. 

“Marcus?” she called, leaning over the table to peer at it, “Marcus, are you maybe taking this too seriously?”

The page was covered in lists, chipped worn type at the start... but growing clearer, sharper, as the list went on.

“Infractions:” the list read.

“Refused lights out: One Week Locked”

“Refused post-run oral: One Week Locked”

“Complained Jaw Was Sore: Ten Punishment Edges”

“Refused to make lunch: One Week Locked”

“Seriously, Marcus,” Jess said, hoping that the quaver in her voice was laughter “You’re logging your own failures? I can do that – hell, it might be fun! Remember the other night, I asked you to stay sober when we went to the pub and you insis-”

She broke off, her hand clamped tight across her mouth as the dark machine sprang to life with an almost deafening rattle, the keys pounding against the page as if driven by an inhumanly powerful hand. Even as Jess watched, a new line was forming:

“Refused designated driver: One Week Locked”

Jess turned on her heels – and stopped in the doorway, clinging to the frame as she clenched her thighs together. The keys had fallen silent, yet the impact of their unnatural rhythm as they'd printed Marcus's punishment against the page had stirred something deep inside her... And now she wasn't sure whether to feel terrified or aroused.

From that sixth day of what soon began to feel like an Eternal Locktober, Marcus lived in utter dread of the rattle of the keys. The slightest mistake – the tiniest hesitation in passing the TV remote, the briefest pause in attentiveness, would be followed by that awful clatter, the hammering of metal and ink onto paper, followed by the sick, shrill ting of the typewriter bell as his error – his infraction – was logged, and another week added to his time in chastity, or another list of punishment edges printed out and added to a growing tally.

The cage he was wearing was steel, designed for long-term wear, and its lock was a simple, sturdy brass and steel affair – but one to which Jess had the key. There was no way he could unlock it – he didn’t even want to unlock it, not really... but it was utterly terrifying to witness his extra weeks locked and his punishment edges kept mounting. 

––––––––
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IT WAS ON OCTOBER THE 14th that Marcus found the fresh page waiting in the typewriter like a summons. His stomach dropped as he read the stark line at the bottom.

“Punishment Edges: 87 Outstanding.”

The number seemed to throb in his skull. Eighty-seven. He couldn’t even imagine what that would feel like – only that until the debt was paid, it would hang over him like an executioner’s axe... and  the truly horrifying thing wasn’t even the number of edges he’d be forced to accept, but the fact that number of carefully-measured doses of frustration would just keep climbing until the sheer number of edges Jess would have to give him to end his Locktober would be so intense he’d be driven insane with desperation.

“Jess,” he whispered hoarsely, carrying the sheet into the lounge. She was sprawled on the sofa, a blanket drawn up to her waist, scrolling idly on her phone. He dropped to his knees in front of her, thrusting the paper into her hands with shaking fingers. “Please, Jess. You have to help me. It says... I have to have eight seven punishment edges. I can’t be edged that much, not all at once, I’ll go crazy! Please, Jess I... I’m begging you, edge me? Count them for me. Punish me.”

She looked down at him, then at the typewritten page, and a slow smile spread across her face. Eighty-seven. The figure made something quicken in her chest: shock, yes, but also a thrill at the sheer impossibility of it. She had half-expected him to beg for mercy, to whine the way he had last year... and instead here he was, on his knees, presenting his punishment as if it were scripture.

“Eighty-seven edges,” she said thoughtfully, tasting the words, letting their weight linger on her tongue, letting the sensation of telling him what he already knew, conveying the sentence he would suffer spark yet more of the heat inside her. “Eighty seven edges. No orgasm, no mercy. Just edge after edge and then back in the cage, aching for me...”

Marcus’s stomach lurched at the sound of her tongue lingering over the words. Hearing the number spoken, hearing the sentence savoured... it made it real in a way the tightly-serifed ink stamped onto the page had never conveyed. His cock throbbed traitorously inside its prison, a pulse of heat that mixed terror with the desperate hope that she would at least count for him, guide him, keep him tethered.

“That’s quite a sentence, Marcus.” She reached down and stroked his hair, her fingers curling through the damp strands almost tenderly – though the tenderness was for herself more than him. She wanted to feel what it was like to hold power this absolute, to see him broken and still obedient.

“Alright,” she murmured, her voice dropping into something calm and implacable. “If you want to pay, you’ll pay properly. I’ll make sure this really feels like the punishment you’ve earned by being so disobedient...”

Marcus swallowed hard, his heart pounding, his eyes widening as she reached for the keys to his cage, resting openly in the little dish on the side table, a constant temptation to him to break his commitment. For two weeks now, the cage had been his prison, his reality. He felt dizzy just seeing her hold the key to his freedom between her fingers.

“Don’t mistake this for mercy,” Jess said coolly as she slid the steel out of place. The lock clicked, the bars loosened, and his cock sprang free, swollen, dark with desperation, slick with weeks of frustration. He moaned in relief – only for her hand to close around it, nails pressing just enough to make him flinch.

“This isn’t mercy,” she said again, “this is punishment.”

“Y-yes, Jess,” he sobbed, hips twitching helplessly against her grip.

She began without flourish, masking the arousal that pulsed through her at the sight of his alarm and desperation. Gripping his girth she adopted a steady, merciless rhythm, her hand sliding hard up his shaft, her thumb grinding over his swollen head until he bucked beneath her.

“One,” she said flatly. “And so I stop. No orgasm for you. Just the feel of the edge.”

He froze, trembling, breath ragged.

“And again...” she purred, her hand moving again, stroking, twisting, until his thighs tensed, his whole body bowstring-tight on the cusp of a release she wouldn't let him have.

“And stop!” she said, and it came out like a moan. 

His teeth clenched, his chest heaving, his eyes brimming.

“Then on to edge three... three of eighty-seven...”. Jess didn’t hide her moan this time, nor the way her free hand had slipped between her thighs, the way her fingers were softly rubbing her own mound in growing arousal, and the sight of the pleasure she was taking in his suffering was almost enough to bring Marcus back to the edge of orgasm by itself.

By the tenth edge, he was sobbing, his cock slick with pre-come, his thighs quivering as though he’d run miles. Jess didn’t falter. She counted each one like a metronome; her voice even, detached, her hand unyielding.

“Eleven. Stop. Twelve. Stop.”

By the fifteenth he collapsed forward, burying his face in her lap, his whole body trembling, his cock jerking in the cage of her grip as if it might burst.
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