
        
            
                
            
        

    















Belittled by His Best Friend's Sister
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"I don’t think they have a term for women who like small dicks. Probably because there aren’t any. At least your thing is behind bars, where it can’t offend anyone."

Emily


Secets, Secrets

On the surface, it seemed like Darren had it all: He was tall, handsome, and charismatic, the kind of guy women batted their eyelashes at and men hated to see show up when they were trying to chat a girl up. He’d been named Homecoming King, barely had to lift a finger to get into his fraternity, and found that everything, from graded exams to getting a coffee at Starbucks, seemed to go just a little bit easier for him. But despite the attention and the envy, Darren had a secret, a nasty little “gift” given to him by the divine bitch-goddess of irony. It was the reason he’d developed a reputation for turning down women and why he did everything in his power to avoid beaches, pools, swimming, saunas, and anything that even had the remote chance of involving a locker room.

It all came down to this: Darren was woefully, shamefully, embarrassingly small between the legs.

He thought about it almost every waking moment of every day, aware of his “shortcoming” near-constantly. He wasn’t a micro or anything like that–though when he got really frustrated, he often thought things would be easier that way, that he’d have some kind of genetic excuse for what he was dealing with–but no, he was just disappointing, with barely a thumb down there even when hard that looked utterly ridiculous on his tall, athletic frame.

No one knew his secret, not even his best friend, Stevie. Well, that wasn’t strictly true–Darren had lost his virginity back in high school and had to beg the girl not to tell anyone, but ever since then he’d remained private and partner-less, terrified what would happen to his “Big Man On Campus” status if anyone ever found out. Thanks to his looks and his penchant for rebuffing women to protect his reputation, a lot of people thought Darren was a Grade A asshole who saw most everyone else as beneath him, and in another twist of fate it was this exact perception that buoyed Darren’s standing even more; had he not been so anxious about hiding his shameful secret, odds were he’d just be another guy that was handsomer than most, with none of the drama that continually plagued him.

Among those who took issue with Darren was Emily, Stevie’s older sister. Already out of the house and in her own place downtown, Emily never missed an opportunity to talk about Darren’s “pretty privilege” and how guys like him were handed the world on a silver platter and never appreciated it. Which Darren thought was rich coming from someone like Emily, with her head-turning red hair, fair complexion, and–though he’d never tell Stevie–sexpot curves. She had plenty of privilege herself, Darren was certain of that, and he chalked up her constant ribbing to bitterness that Darren didn’t fall in line like other men did to drool over and desire her. How could she know he’d jerked off to her a hundred times by now and that if it were at all possible, he’d have taken his shot at her long ago, Stevie be damned?

It was after Darren and Stevie had gone mountain biking when it happened. They’d taken their bikes up to Tamarancho, hitting up their usual trails on what was easily the hottest day of the summer for the Bay Area, a boiling 96 degrees with humidity straight out of New Orleans or Gainesville. By the time they got to Stevie’s house, they were drenched in sweat, both in desperate need of a shower. Stevie took the upstairs shower, leaving Darren to use the one in the carriage house outside that was still stuck in renovation hell, and he was so eager to strip off his cycling bib and rinse off that he didn’t notice the lack of towels in the carriage house bathroom. Just as this realization dawned on a wet and naked Darren, the bathroom door swung open, the “lock” not yet having its latch installed.

There was Emily. She was baffled at first with a “What are you doing here?” look on her face, but as her eyes glanced down to Darren’s crotch and saw his miserably small cock hanging there, her confusion turned into derisive amusement. She clamped a hand over her mouth to hold back a laugh.

“Sorry,” she stammered, her laugh breaking through. Darren was covering himself up with his hands now. “I’m really sorry.”

She quickly fled the bathroom, slamming the door shut; through the cheap hollow-core door he could hear her giving in to her laughter even as she raced to get somewhere out of earshot. No. No! This was Darren’s nightmare come to life and of all the fucking people who had to catch him naked, it had to be Emily with her plain-as-day vendetta against him. She would tell everyone. Hell, she was probably on her way to tell Stevie right now. Darren imagined his entire social life collapsing–he would be disowned by his frat, become a meme around campus, probably have to transfer to another goddamn school on the other side of the country and even then still have the specter of his inadequacy floating behind him, ready to expose him all over again.

Darren grabbed his cycling bib to veil himself and raced out of the bathroom after Emily.

“Wait!” he hissed, his voice whisper-loud. “Emily, wait!

She was by the carriage house door with her back to him and her hand held up, trying not to look his way. “You should’ve left a note or something, they haven’t gotten to the locks on the doors here yet,” she said.

“I didn’t know that!” said Darren defensively. His mind raced for how to convince her to stay quiet. “Listen… Emily, please. Can we… can you… you don’t have to…” Darren sighed. “You’re right. I should’ve checked the door considering this place is still being renovated. I’m sorry. Do you think this whole thing can just… stay with us?”

Her head half-turned towards him now, Emily smirked. “What ‘whole’ thing?” she asked, her voice venomous. “It’s nothing at all. Just a tiny, little, itsy-bitsy trifle.”

Darren clenched his teeth. So she was going to have her fun. Fine. As long as she didn’t tell anyone else, he could put up with her savoring a personal private joke.

“Seriously,” Darren said as calmly as he could. “I know you believe everyone is entitled to their privacy. Even people you don’t like, like me.” He knew he was playing his heavy cards early, but he needed to appeal to Emily’s sense of self-righteousness before she made up her mind that it was worth compromising her values to knock Darren down a peg.

Emily hmphed. “Get down on your knees and ask me,” she said.

“W-what?”

Emily turned and set her hands on her hips, casting Darren a smug smile. “Get down on your knees and ask me what you’re asking me. And put those cycling clothes down.”

In slow motion, Darren lowered himself to his knees and set the bib down on the carriage house floor. He was looking past Emily, not wanting to see her seeing him and also trying to keep an eye out to make sure Stevie–or anyone else–didn’t join them by surprise. Emily clicked her tongue at him, the way one might try to get a dog’s attention.

“Look me in the eyes,” she insisted.

Darren gulped dryly as he shifted his sight to her shining hazel gaze. She was beyond amused now, looking vibrant with the rush of power she was experiencing over him.

“Can you please not tell anyone what you saw?” Darren asked, wringing the words out of himself.

“What did I see?” asked Emily with mock ignorance.

“My… the fact that I’m… that I’m small.”

“You look pretty tall to me,” said Emily, continuing to twist the knife in. “And buff too. What do you mean ‘small’?”

Darren tensed his hands into fists. She was really going to make him go through all this, huh? Painfully aware of the open carriage house door and the fact that Stevie would be done showering soon, he bit the bullet and told her exactly what he knew she wanted to hear.

“Can you please not tell anyone about my small penis?” he asked.

“Oh that,” said Emily. Her grin was wild and malicious. “It is rather small, isn’t it? I bet a lot of people would be interested to know that.”

“Please…” begged Darren.

Emily looked drunk with power now. “It seems like you want me to do something for you without offering anything in return,” she mused, tapping her finger against her chin. “That doesn’t seem very fair, now does it?”

Desperate to put an end to this, Darren asked: “What do you want?”

And with that, Emily’s eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning. “I’m going to think about that, but for now… why don’t you crawl over here and kiss my feet?”

Darren glanced at Emily’s white tennis sneakers; they were speckled with dirt and grass stains, looking like they’d seen years of heavy use out on the courts. “If I do, you won’t say anything? I have your word?”

“Oh, don’t fool yourself–you’re going to be giving me much more than just a kiss on the feet. But yes, you have my word. Now come on, I’m sure Stevie is wondering where you are…”

Saddled with grinding humiliation and hyper-anxious Stevie would show up at any moment, Darren crawled over to Emily. As he did, she took off her tennis shoes. Her dainty feet were covered in damp, ankle-high socks that were pungent with sweat. Emily wiggled her toes and Darren bent down, red-faced and ashamed to kiss her feet, unable to keep himself from breathing in the stink of wet socks, old shoes, and feet. He lifted himself back to a kneeling position and looked up at Emily as he waited for her to dismiss him from this twisted power play.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together,” she assured him with a sneer. “Who knows, after this summer I might just be your new best friend. Now go, get dressed. There’re towels in the pantry cabinet.”

With that, Emily turned and left Darren naked and kneeling in the carriage house. He raced for the towels and then back into the bathroom, drying himself off and changing as quickly as he could, still aware of the non-functioning lock on the door. What did she mean, “a lot of fun”? Just how much was Emily going to torment him?

He looked down and saw what he had felt coming on earlier when he had his face to Emily’s feet: He was as hard as could be. Had he somehow liked what had just happened? That was impossible… right? Emily had humiliated him, practically blackmailed him, and then threatened him with more of the same to come for who knew how long. What was there to like about that?

As Darren pulled on his change of clothes over his small, but stiff cock, he began to worry that he might just find out.


A Tiny Cell

For what it was worth, Emily kept her word and Darren continued to keep his secret safe from Stevie and the rest of the world. The first few days after the incident were tense ones for Darren as he monitored every text and voice message for any hint that Emily had betrayed him–and for any word from Emily about what else she would demand from him. But all was quiet and Darren soon returned to his summer routine of sports, the outdoors, and doing round robin meet-ups with Stevie and the rest of his college buddies. He even found himself forgetting about Emily’s threat-slash-promise and wondered if she’d forgotten too. Maybe humiliating him in the carriage house had been enough for her and maybe she was content to know she had a big red button she could push at any time to ruin Darren’s life. Darren could live with that, he thought–as long as she never pushed that button, of course.

Then, almost two weeks later, he got a text message from Emily: I’m bored. Come entertain me. It included her address and was followed quickly by another text. You have 30 minutes to get over here, or else…

Darren was in the middle of a workout and had to drop everything he was doing to make it to Emily’s place in North Beach in time. He arrived with only a few minutes to spare, feeling frazzled and on edge, realizing as soon as he’d rung the bell that he left his windbreaker at the gym. Emily buzzed him up and he took the elevator to her floor, searching out the new construction condo for her apartment number. She’d left the door open for him and inside he found a small, but charming space with views of the water. How could she afford this place? Emily was working full-time, Darren knew that much, but he’d seen the rent on places like this and doubted she could be making that much. Her and Stevie’s parents had to be helping her, no doubt about it. How was that for privilege?

Emily was seated on her couch, a boxy leather sofa with a stainless steel frame, and was wearing a black satin slip that made her red hair pop in contrast. Her fair skin reminded Darren of creamy milk with just a lacing of warm strawberry, and he noticed that she had something dangling from one bare foot–a small velvet pouch with a cinched-shut drawstring that was hanging from her toe, like some gothic ornament.

“Take off your clothes,” she told him.

The apartment’s windows were the fancy floor-to-ceiling type and Emily had no curtains; anyone peeking in from the Embarcadero–or the Bay–would get quite the show if Darren got too close to those windows. Lingering by the door, he stripped naked. It was his instinct to cover himself up and without thinking about it, he held his hands in front of his crotch, as if Emily hadn’t already learned the truth about him.

“Darren Anderson, the corn-fed American hero. Big, brawny, with all the right friends and a line of ladies as far as the eye can see who are all too happy to drop their panties for him. My brother talks about you like you’re some legend and never shuts up about how you turn down these drop dead gorgeous girls and make them want you all the more. A real ‘cock’ on the walk, eh? Let’s see that cock of yours. Move your hands.”

It was like pulling at magnets for Darren to move his hands away to his sides. Emily eyed him unabashedly with that smug, smirking smile of hers, pursing her cherry red lips together.

“Can you even call that a dick?” she asked, tilting her head to the side as she tried to appraise what she was seeing. “The balls are small too. How much is there when you cum? A couple drops, at most? Pretty pathetic. Maybe you’re a grower. Get yourself hard for me, I want to see.”

Darren sighed through his nose. He looked away, trying to conjure up some thoughts to get him going, and tweezed at his cock with his thumb and forefinger. Emily snorted a laugh at the sight of him.

“Do you even get erections?” she asked when he failed to get himself hard. “Maybe that thing doesn’t work. Or–are you gay? Is that it? Do you wish there was some shaved twink here or a guy even bigger than you with one of those handlebar mustaches? Are you a pitcher or a catcher? I’m sure you know what I mean…”

Darren continued to struggle, squeeze-tweezing his flaccid cock futilely. He didn’t know what was worse, seeming impotent like this or what Emily’s reaction would’ve been had he gotten hard just now. He cast his mind out further, searching for any stray thought that might prove he wasn’t a total limp dick.

“This is so embarrassing for you,” Emily said, pouncing on the moment without mercy. “It’s too bad you’re not gay, at least that way you could have some sex life taking it in the ass or something. But this–what woman is going to put up with this bullshit? A small cock and you can’t get it up? You know, I think I had the right idea when I had you on your knees before. Kneel, now.”

Still fruitlessly jerking away, Darren got down on his knees; even though Emily was fifteen feet away, it felt like she was looming over him and he felt a twinge of excitement.

“That’s better. You look like a real man, but we both know that’s not true,” said Emily, her voice growing low and husky. “On your knees with your pathetic cock is where you belong.”

Darren started to get hard. He stroked himself faster, still only needing two fingers. His stiffening cock was not lost on Emily.

“Wouldn’t it be easier if everyone knew? Aren’t you tired of hiding?” asked Emily. She was leaning forward now, resting her elbow on her leg to perch her chin on her fist, the mystery velvet bag still dangling from her big toe. “That way you could drop the whole ‘big man’ schtick and accept your place.”

Darren’s breath was deeper now, his strokes much faster, and Emily snapped her fingers twice to halt him.

“Okay, that’s enough. Let’s get a good look at it. Come on, over here,” she told him.

It took Darren an extra beat to stop. He went to stand, but Emily held her hand up.

“What did we just discuss? Crawl over here.”

Darren shambled his way over to Emily on his hands and knees, eyeing the velvet drawstring bag as he neared. It seemed to be holding something small, but weighty. Emily flicked her finger up.

“You can stand now,” she said.

He rose, crotch right in front of Emily’s face. She squinted at him and wrinkled her nose.

“Well, you’re not a grower,” she said after a moment of deliberation. “Let’s make it soft again.”

Just as Darren was wondering how she expected him to do that, Emily pulled her finger back with her thumb and flicked him in the balls. He grunted and careened forward as she did it again and again, bending over more until Emily pushed him back up to be able to keep flicking him. He was quickly going soft, grunting and cursing under his breath as Emily worked methodically to make him flaccid once more.

“Fuck,” Darren finally said, after the seventh or eighth flick. “That hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt,” said Emily. “That’s how we know it’s working.”

While Darren soothed his balls, Emily lifted her foot up to retrieve the drawstring bag. She gave it a few hefts and Darren heard the muted clang of metal from within.

“Can you guess what this is?” Emily asked.

Darren shook his head. “How am I supposed to know?”

“Take a guess. If you get it right, I’ll… let you go. For today, anyway.”

Somehow he didn’t believe her. Still, he could tell she expected him to take a guess regardless. “Uh… I don’t know. Coins? Nuts and bolts? Jewelry?”

“Jewelry. Now there’s an interesting guess,” said Emily. She passed the bag from hand to hand, making the metal clink and clang. “I suppose you could call this a kind of jewelry. It’s worn on the body, that’s for sure. And it’s decorative, kind of. But it’s really meant to do something else than to look nice…”

Emily burrowed open the drawstring bag and dumped out its contents on the couch. Two metal pieces fell out, one that looked like a tight steel bracelet sized for delicate wrists and the other that looked like a small metal helmet with a little hole at the top. He noticed that built into the “bracelet” was a small, cylindrical lock that had a tiny pair of keys stuck into it, leaving Darren even more confused as to what he was looking at.

“What… is it?” asked Darren.

“Something to remind you of your place,” said Emily. “Put it on.”

“Put it on where?” Darren looked at the “bracelet” and the “helmet” again and again, like he was staring at some kind of gimmicky magic puzzle. Where could this thing possibly go on his body? It was far too small for his hands, and the more he looked at the “helmet” the more he was reminded of something familiar that he couldn’t put his finger on…

…and then it clicked.

“No,” he said in disbelief.

“Oh yes,” Emily said. “I was worried that maybe I’d gotten one too small, but I think it’s going to fit just fine.”

“You can’t be serious,” said Darren. “How am I… how will I… who will…”

“Stop whining, you’ll be fine,” insisted Emily. “This isn’t my first rodeo. Back in school, I dated a guy into all of this stuff. He asked me to be his ‘keyholder’ for the entire semester, giving me total and exclusive access to him. And let me tell you, it almost broke my heart to do it–he had a nice cock, big and fat and heavy, but once I locked him up I noticed all kinds of benefits. He was nicer to me, more thoughtful, more attentive, and because it was up to me whether I unlocked him or not, he did everything he could to win me over. By the end of that semester, that boy had eaten so much pussy that he was practically part fish. You’ll figure out how to live with it. Trust me.”

Emily stared silently at Darren as he waited for him to comply. Seeing the stony look in her eyes–and remembering what was at stake–he picked up the metal pieces, moving them around to understand how they fit together. He tried to tell himself it was no big deal, that this was just some mind game Emily was playing and that she wasn’t really going to leave him in the contraption–that was surely too much, even for her. Darren slipped himself through the bracelet-ring. It was very snug. Then he put the helmet on, having to push the skin of his cock down to allow the metal pieces at its base to slot into the ring’s bored-out attachment points. It fit seamlessly together and reduced Darren’s meager thumb of a cock down to just a fingertip nub, making him look even more ridiculous than he already did. Emily reached for the device’s tiny key and turned it, clicking the lock shut and taking the pair of keys for herself. She had a thin chain necklace on and turned it around to its clasp, undoing it so she could thread the pair of keys onto the necklace. Then she leaned back on the couch and grinned up at Darren.

“That’s better,” she told him. “I think this is going to do wonders to improve your attitude.”

“My attitude? When was I ever anything but nice to you?” asked Darren. He could already feel how uncomfortably confining the device was and moved to adjust it so the ring didn’t sit so flush with his cock and balls, but no amount of fidgeting made it feel any less tight. “You’re the one who always gave me shit.”

“Yes, there is much room for improvement, isn’t there?” Emily asked rhetorically, ignoring Darren’s comments. “Don’t worry though, we’ll get there. For now though, you can go.”

“What? Huh? Go… home?”

Emily shrugged. “You can go anywhere you want, but you can’t stay here.” She waved him away. “Go on, leave.”

“But… this thing is still on me,” said Darren.

“Uh, yeah, that’s the point,” said Emily.

“Well, when are you going to take it off then?” Darren could feel his temper rising. Enough was enough.

“When I feel like it,” said Emily. “I can tell you this: Your attitude isn’t helping. If you don’t want to stay in there until you graduate, you might want to start thinking about being nicer to me.”

“I AM nice to you!” Darren said, almost shouting.

Emily folded her arms across her chest and gave him a “I told you so” look.

Darren tried to calm himself down. “Come on. You can’t be real with this.”

“I suggest the next time you come over, you think about how to get on my good side,” said Emily in admonishment. “Why don’t you think about that with all the time I just saved you from masturbating.”

She was serious. Holy fuck she was serious. Darren’s blood boiled and he balled his hands into tight, angry fists. But she had the keys–and his secret–and with those things, she had power over him. There was nothing he could do, and they both knew it. He released his growing rage and plodded towards his clothes to get dressed again.

“That’s right,” said Emily once he was dressed. “Walk it off, bitch.”

Darren saw red at that and forced himself out of Emily’s apartment rather than risk further altercation. He stormed his way home, wondering how the fuck he was going to deal with this thing she’d made him wear, and all the while his treacherous brain kept going back to what Emily had said about her college boyfriend eating her out all the time. He imagined himself having to–getting to?–do that and learned for the first time that the only thing more confining than wearing the metal device was wearing it while trying to get an erection.


Gagging for It

The next week passed as if it were a year long. Despite Emily’s assurances that he’d “figure out how to live” with the device, even trivial tasks became massive headaches for Darren. He was forced to sit to pee now and to dab himself dry with toilet paper because he couldn’t trust himself not to leak a little in his device and risk staining his pants, which added on a whole new dimension of his already miserable bathroom routines while out in public–now, instead of just looking for a urinal where others couldn’t get a look at his cock, he had to find an open stall, making it look like he had IBS or some other GI issue. Showers were more complicated too, with extra time needed to wash and dry himself through the metal enclosure, eventually leading him to have to fucking blow-dry his cock and balls just to make sure he didn’t stay damp the whole day. Then there was sleeping, or the lack thereof. Darren never knew how often he got hard throughout the night until he had the device on and now he was waking up three, four, five times a night, aching and uneasy until he could manage to call off his hard-on and fall back asleep.

Along with these daily complications, he could feel his urges building up. Though he had to forgo plenty of hookups thanks to his “condition” before, he at least could jerk off whenever he felt like it. No more. He couldn’t remember the time he’d gone two days without masturbating, let alone a week and the pent-up frustration was beginning to get to him, leaving him with 24/7 blue balls and a hair trigger temper that had him snapping at anyone and everyone.

Meanwhile, there was no word from Emily. He bitterly thought how she was probably laughing up a storm at the agony he was going through and as his anger towards her grew, he remembered what she said about getting on her good side. How the hell was he going to do that when she was the source of all his anguish? He didn’t know, but he was going to have to figure out something because he wasn’t sure how long he could put up being this way.

Darren started to research devices like his, so-called “male chastity cages” that came in a dizzying array of styles and materials. Even more shocking than that were the online communities of men like Emily’s ex-boyfriend who actually enjoyed wearing these things and seemed to brag to each other about how long they’d been “locked up”–a month, six months, a year, it was totally nuts to read about these men sharing their experiences like it wasn’t something to be ashamed and frustrated over. It’s what his frat buddies would’ve called being “pussy-whipped”, i.e. being so thoroughly owned and controlled by a woman that you do whatever she tells you to, no matter how short the end of the stick you get is.

That was one thing no one had ever accused Darren of, being pussy-whipped. His accidental reputation was the handsome stud who none of the women could pin down, not the other way around. Now though, that seemed like it was about to change.

“Wouldn’t it be easier if everyone knew? Aren’t you tired of hiding?”

He thought about Emily’s questions. They were meant to taunt him, but Darren was tired of hiding. He didn’t want people to know his secret–of course–but there was something so exhausting about having everyone believe in a version of Darren that didn’t exist. It made him feel like a phony, a fake–he wanted to hook up with all those hot girls who flirted with him, not turn them down. Fuck, at this point he just wanted to be having regular sex with anyone, but his special hell was to have all that glorious pussy rubbed in his face constantly, only for him to not only not have it, but for Darren to be the one to turn it down. What a joke. It made him angry and sad and lost all at once.

He got his next text from Emily on the eighth day of his chastisement. It was simple and to the point: My place. 20 minutes.

Luckily, Darren had learned from the last time that he needed to remain close enough to Emily’s apartment to get there quickly if she asked and found himself only mildly rushing this time to make it in the even shorter window than before. He rang his way up to her apartment, entered through the open door, and began taking off his clothes.

“What are you doing?” snapped Emily. She was back on the couch, this time in a red stretch lace dress and with such skimpy underwear on that she might as well have had nothing on at all.

“I… uh…” stumbled Darren.

“Did I tell you to take your clothes off?”

Darren hung his head. “No,” he said.

“You need to learn how to listen,” Emily said, taking a high-and-mighty tone with him. “Alright, take off your clothes–but leave your shirt on, and then come over here on your knees.”

Was all that just to give him a hard time? Darren tried not to let his irritation show. He took off his pants and underwear, leaving him in just his white t-shirt. He started to step towards Emily and then remembered her earlier words about him staying on his knees, deciding instead to get down and crawl to her so he could assume his kneeling position. As he looked at her, he expected he might see a smile on her face–or at least the hint of satisfaction at Darren intuiting how to behave–but instead her hazel eyes were distant, her lips as red as rose petals and set into a stoic flatline.

“Someone seems to be acting like less of a petulant brat today,” Emily said. She ran her hands through her fiery hair. “What do you think of my dress?”

“It’s nice,” said Darren almost immediately.

“No, take a look. Then tell me.”

Darren let his gaze trail down Emily’s body, taking in the form-fitting stretch lace fabric that hugged her curves. He eyed her pendulous breasts and the heart-shaped pasties over her nipples, the gentle swell of her hips, and the scandalously small red satin panties she had on that were little more than a thin string of a waistband and a two-inch-wide band of fabric that covered her pussy but exposed her neatly-groomed coppery mane of pubic hair. He pulsed in his chastity device and shifted to try to preemptively relieve the coming discomfort.

“It looks great on you,” croaked Darren. He was throbbing in his device now and no amount of shifting was going to relieve the pressure.

“It does, doesn’t it?” agreed Emily. She ran her hands down her sides, feeling the fabric and her curves. “It’s too bad your dick’s so small–aside from that, you’re exactly the kind of guy I go for. Though, I have to admit that I’m a bit of a size queen. Do you know what that is?”

Darren nodded. He’d heard the term before, including from women who were trying to get with him, flirtatiously calling themselves “size queens” in a suggestion that Darren himself was well-hung to try to win him over. Few exchanges had stung quite like those.

“What is it?” pushed Emily.

Darren held back a sigh. “It’s a term for a woman who likes big dicks,” he said, rather despondently

“I don’t think they have a term for women who like small dicks,” pondered Emily. “Probably because there aren’t any.” She gave him a grating, saccharine smile. “At least your thing is behind bars, where it can’t offend anyone.”

That hit Darren like a punch in the stomach. He’d lived his whole life getting credit for things he didn’t do–his looks, his charisma, his height–and getting picked on for something else he couldn’t control had a particularly nasty bite to it, like someone throwing ice cold water in his face. He looked down and tried to collect himself, feeling a mix of anger and sadness bubbling up inside of him.

“Right?” asked Emily.

“Right,” said Darren, having had just enough of her nonstop ribbing. “My small cock is locked up so it can't offend anyone.”

That gave Emily pause. “Maybe I was wrong about you being less petulant,” she said. “I was going to let you jerk off today, but nope. That privilege has been revoked.”

Darren raised his head and said, “Wait, what? No no no no, come on!”

“Don’t talk back to me,” said Emily with one arched eyebrow. She snapped her fingers twice and pointed at the ground. “Eyes down. You’ve lost your looking privileges too.”

Darren did as he was told even as wondered what these new “looking privileges” were. Damnit. She was going to let him out of his device, today? Why couldn’t he have just been nicer and spoken less sharply?

Emily extended out a foot, sliding it between Darren’s legs; she curled the toes up and used them to stroke the underside of his balls, toying with him as he tried to grow in his nub of a chastity cage, the unyielding metal denying him. He grit his teeth as he teetered between the pain of the cage and the feeling of Emily’s soft toes teasing him. She slowly dragged the buffed nail of her big toe along his sensitive skin and delighted in the faces he made as he suffered through the pleasure.

“I am going to teach you this lesson no matter how long it takes,” said Emily, continuing to tease and taunt him with her toes. “You, Darren, have a small cock, so small it doesn’t even deserve to be free range. And that means you need to start adjusting how you act with people like me. We–I–expect you to put my needs and feelings first. That means not just saying whatever’s on your mind, not getting an attitude when you hear something you don’t like, not sulking around because you’re not happy with the way things are. Sorry Charlie, too bad. Those are the cards you were dealt and you’re going to learn to live with them.”

Her toes moved up to the chastity device itself, stroking the metal and pressing against the tip of the device’s helmet, to where Darren’s cockhead was trying to hopelessly squeeze itself to freedom. She grasped the device between her toes and jostled it back and forth as she entertained herself with seeing how far she could pull it to one side before letting it go.

“To review: I come first, you come second… or not at all.” Emily laughed to herself as she let go of Darren. “Speaking of, I have a job for you. Your dick might be disappointing but that doesn't mean I can't put the rest of you to work. Stay here–and keep your eyes down.”

While Emily disappeared into the back of the apartment, Darren stared down at the floor. So many feelings washed over him. He was bitter at Emily’s nonstop attacks, hating how she had found his weak spot and now attacked it relentlessly to get a reaction out of him while at the same time chiding him for showing any emotion at all. He was frustrated–both sexually, his balls full and blue, and with himself. Why couldn’t he have just been born with a normal dick? Not a huge one, not even average, just… bigger than this. He’d happily take four inches, and hell, might even settle for three and a half. And, so vexingly, he was turned on, and not just because Emily had been teasing him with her toes. Past the anger and the self-pity, Darren could sense the genuine excitement he felt when Emily talked down to him this way. No one talked to him like this. No one. Even Emily’s past barbs about his “pretty privilege” had been warning shots across the bow, more “don’t fuck with me” than anything else. This though… this was targeted takedown after targeted takedown, without any punches pulled. It was exhilarating, in a way. He was exposed before Emily, physically and mentally, and had no choice but to take everything she gave him.

Or maybe he was just so damn horny after eight days of denial that he enjoyed any female attention whatsoever. Maybe.

Emily returned and wrapped something around Darren’s head. She shoved part of it into his mouth–something rubber and round, like a gag–and Darren saw that extending out from the other side of that rubber ball was a big, skin-toned dildo, complete with balls. His eyes widened in surprise. What the fuck was this? Emily tightened straps at the back of Darren’s head, adjusting the fit so that the dildo-gag protruded from his face and hung heavily off his mouth and chin. Then came the red silk scarf. She wrapped that around his eyes, blindfolding him, and then he heard her move past him and sit back down on the couch.

“Just think, had you only kept your mouth shut, you would’ve gotten a nice view for what you’re going to do next,” said Emily. There was a rustle of fabric and the shifting of skin on leather; Darren could only imagine that Emily was hiking up her stretch lace dress to her skimpy panties. His head was tilted up as Emily grabbed the dildo and then pulled forward towards her. “I’m going to get you started,” she said, moving the head of the dildo against herself to wet it. “But I expect you to do the rest of the work.”

Emily rocked him against her, getting the dildo wetter and wetter, and soon Darren could smell a mix of sex and perfume, the aroma stoking his caged excitement. He pushed his head forward and Emily let out a sigh as the thick phallus slowly slid inside of her. In a little, and out, in a little more, and out–they went that way for seven or eight pushes, until Darren was pressed right up against Emily’s pussy, his nose tickled by that coppery patch of pubic hair that crowned her slit. Then it was all Darren as he pulled his head back and thrust it against her over and over, moving faster the slicker the dildo got. The way he moved made him think of a chicken bobbing its head and that in turn made him think of the countless porn videos he’d watched of women doing the exact same motion while giving head and the idea that it was Darren doing such a motion made him blush. He wondered if Emily could tell. She seemed to be too busy sighing and softly moaning and adjusting herself so that her feet were up on the couch and her hips were rolled forward, letting Darren get the dildo balls deep into her, his nose now beginning to bump against her warm, soft skin and db away her fragrant wetness.

“On your knees… your cock in a cage…” Emily let out a shuddery, breathy sigh. “...wearing a big dick on your face because yours is too small… and even then, you don’t even get to look…” She huffed a laugh that turned into a warbling moan. “I wonder what… my brother would think of you… if he saw you like this…” Hands grabbed the back of Darren’s head and forced him all the way inside of Emily, his nose flattened against her, leaving him struggling to breathe. She ground herself against him, moans getting sharper and louder. “Oh yes, oh yes, oh, oh, OH!” Emily’s legs closed around Darren’s head and he felt her trembling wildly as she came, holding him tight until the pleasure passed through her like an earthquake. Then he was pushed away and left on his knees with the cock jutting from his mouth, his own cock aching for release.

With giddy disbelief, Emily said, “That didn’t take long at all. Here, a little for you…” The next thing Darren felt were Emily’s wet fingers rubbing his nose and upper lip, smearing herself all over him. “If you want more, you could always suck it off the cock you’re wearing.”

Darren’s cheeks blushed deeper at the suggestion and he ducked his head away from Emily. Wrong move.

“You know, I think watching you suck a cock for me is exactly the kind of post-orgasm treat I want,” she said with renewed mirth in her voice. “Here, let me have that…”

Darren stared into the darkness of his blindfold as he felt Emily unbuckle the dildo-gag from his head and pull it out of his mouth. There was the sound of her shuffling on the leather couch. Then a purring laugh from Emily as she got ready to enjoy the show.

“Come on,” she told Darren. “Reach for this cock with those pretty lips of yours. It’s right where it’d be if I had one.”

Hesitation was not an option, Emily had made that clear already–the best Darren could do was to move slowly, his heart pounding in his chest as he leaned forward with as much minute control as his body would allow, not even beginning to open his mouth until he thought he was close enough to spare himself as much humiliation as possible. He waited too long though and bumped his closed lips against the head of the dildo, its slick wetness gliding across his lips.

“Knock knock,” said Emily, tapping the dildo firmly against Darren’s mouth. “Open up.”

Swallowing hard, Darren opened his mouth. Thankfully he didn’t have to be the one to start the sucking–Emily slotted the cock into his parted lips as soon as they were open wide enough to her liking, and immediately he could taste her sex on the large, silicone phallus that he knew to be realistically-designed right down to the flared head, fake veins, and egg-sized balls. He desperately tried not to think about what he looked like to her and was for the first time grateful for his chastity device, since it helped to hide just how hard he was trying to get. How was this turning him on too?! The smell and taste of Emily, yes, but there it was again, that perverse arousal over being made to feel so embarrassed. His cheeks felt sun-hot and heart was thumping so fast he thought it was going to explode.

Then Emily said in a whispery, husky voice: “That’s right my little cocksucker, go down on that dick for me. I want to see how much you can fit in that tight, wet mouth of yours. Your cock is useless but your mouth isn’t–maybe I’ll start renting you out. Have you come here, on your knees with a blindfold on, and charge men to get their cocks sucked by you. In this city, I’d bet I’d have a line around the block of dudes waiting to get their knobs polished by a stud like you.”

Her words only spurred him on further, making Darren open his mouth wider and attempt to take more and more of the dildo. He couldn’t believe what he was doing. This was humiliating! Shameful! Totally fucking “faggot ass” as his frat brothers would say. And yet… he was into it, into Emily talking down to him, into licking up her juices off the cock that was bigger than he could ever hope to be. Emily must’ve been able to see him getting excited, because she only continued to push him further.

“Grab it by the base, cocksucker,” she told him. Darren wrapped his hand around the dildo, able to feel how truly thick it was now. “Stroke as you suck. There you go. Like that. I want my customers pleased when I whore your mouth out.”

Darren tried swallowing even more of the phallus until he triggered his own gag reflex and had to pull away, coughing hard as his eyes teared behind the blindfold.

“Greedy, greedy,” Emily remarked. She used the opportunity to smack Darren in the face with the dildo, slapping it against his cheek a few times while he tried to catch his breath. She leaned all the way forward so she could whisper in his ear: “You know how this ends, don’t you? With you sucking a real cock for me while I get to watch.”

Emily sat back and let out a contented sigh.

“That’s enough for today I think. I’ve had my fun,” she said. There was more shuffling as she presumably pulled her panties back on and adjusted her dress. She then took off Darren’s blindfold and smirked at him as his eyes adjusted to the light. “Here’s what you’re going to do before you see me again: You are going to make a handwritten note asking for permission to be let out of your chastity device–a permission slip, you could say–and you are going to read it out loud to me. I want it to be sincere yet succinct, and I want you to take it very, very seriously. No promises or guarantees that I approve your request. You’ll just have to take your chances. Is that understood?”

Darren nodded, his mouth and throat still a little raw. “Yes. Thank you,” he said, not realizing he intended to say those last two words until they were out of his mouth.

Emily half-smiled at his sycophancy. “Actually, there’s another thing I want you to do as well–and I expect this done in the next 24 hours. You are going to send me a picture of the hottest, sexiest cock you can find. I don’t care where you get the picture from–porn, Grindr, whatever–and I’ll even give you three chances to send me something I think is hot. That’s a lot of leeway, so don’t fuck it up. Now, take your tiny caged cock and get out of my apartment.”


Never Have I Ever

The next day was surreal. In addition to Darren’s new hell of rough sleep and lots of extra fussing over showering and using the bathroom, he now found himself locked in his room, with the curtains drawn, intently listening to every sound in the house as he surfed the web for gay porn. It shouldn’t have felt so taboo and forbidden–Darren certainly searched for and watched enough straight porn–but he nevertheless felt somehow watched as he went on these illicit gay porn sites, like he was suddenly going to get a message from one of his buddies asking him what the hell he was doing.

Within two hours, he had looked at over a hundred cocks–fat ones, pale ones, dark ones, circumcised ones, uncircumcised ones, long ones, curved ones, ones with big balls, ones jutting from completely shaved crotches, ones with huge heads, ones with piercings, veiny ones, stubby-yet-girthy ones. It was enough to make his head spin. He started keeping track of the ones he thought Emily might like in a folder on his computer called “taxes” to keep would-be prying eyes away, though after gathering some two dozen dicks, he felt like he was missing something.

It hit him: These were all dicks featured in gay porn. They were, as the feminists would say, “for the male gaze”. Wanting to get a better sample–and desperate not to fuck the task up and stay locked up in chastity even longer–Darren sought out other sources, like subreddits called “massivecocks” and “ladybonersgw”. There wasn’t that much of a difference in these pics, but there was enough–different lighting, different posing, less hair. He gathered another ten dick pics and then stared at his “taxes” folder, thinking how to choose the best three.

He made a quick rating system, unable to believe how seriously he was taking this. For each dick pic, he scored it 1 to 5 on these categories: How objectively big it was, for both length and girth; how “proportional” it looked to him, based on that length, girth, and also the shape and hang of the balls; and how aesthetically pleasing it seemed, or as he thought of it, how “pretty” someone like Emily might find it to look at. He did this quickly, going through the dicks at random, and then did it two more times, each an hour apart. He averaged the ratings, sorted the scores, and saw three clear winners at the top of his list. He put the cocks up on his screen to consider them. They were all impressively large without being obscene, looking well-formed and nicely toned and–if Darren was being really honest–they were all cocks he envied not having. Just a single day with one of those would open up a whole world to him he knew, one of wild hook-ups and frantic fucking and every other fun thing out there that everyone thought he was getting but wasn’t. He let his choice sit for another two hours and then, satisfied that he wasn’t going to do much better than this, sent them to Emily.

In return, he got radio silence, leaving Darren wondering what that had all been about. Had she just used him to source porn for herself, turning him into her personal dick-pic gofer? He supposed he’d find out eventually.

Not trusting Emily to not follow up right away and catch him by surprise, he got to work on his “permission slip”, finding this task significantly more challenging than looking at a torrent of dicks for some reason. He kept having to start over, his words sounding forced or stupid or just incoherent, iterating through the exercise again and again until his brain was mush. What was he supposed to say? “Please let me out because I have blue balls and it hurts”? That would never work on Emily. He thought about her intently, trying to divine what she wanted, using every little bit of information he knew about her and had learned from Stevie to put together a facsimile of her in his mind that he could mentally test his note against. This mental-Emily was just as much of a hard ass as the real one and shot down every draft with glee, leaving Darren feeling lost and hopeless that he’d ever get it right.

Desperate and out of ideas, he tried something else: Being painfully, brutally honest. He started off with how he’d always been ashamed of his penis and then how he never realized that despite the shame, he had gotten so used to jerking off with it that he kind of “knew” it in a way, a sort of unpopular friend that he’d befriended nonetheless. He wrote that he probably didn’t deserve to get to jerk off because of how dishonest he’d been with himself–and with others–all these years, and then switched into a confession that while he knew Emily had never cared much for him, he’d always liked her just fine. More than liked her, he admitted on paper. He’d had thoughts about her that Stevie would’ve killed him for harboring but–as Darren tried to explain–in a respectful way. He ended his note with the realization what a strong, in control woman Emily was and that it was way more attractive than the scores of sorority sluts who had been trying to get with him semester after semester.

It took a few passes to thin it down and Darren still wasn’t sure about that last part. But he didn’t think he was going to come up with much better and besides, with how hard it had been to write the note, he didn’t think he had much of a shot of Emily taking mercy on him anyway.

Another week passed. Then another. Darren was crawling the walls with denial by then, overdoing it on exercise and beer to tamp down his frustrations. He was out with Stevie at some college dive that didn’t card one night, a couple Miller High Lifes in, when the last person he wanted to see in public came walking through the door.

Emily.

She was with two of her girlfriends, and they were all a bit flushed and loosened up. Stevie called his sister over and the girls, spying Darren, giggled to each other excitedly.

“Yo! What’s up!” shouted a very tipsy Stevie, offering his sister a high five. She rolled her eyes. “Rude,” said Stevie. He turned to the other girls. “How do you guys stand her?”

The girls ignored Stevie; it seemed as if they’d met before. One, a perky blonde with big tits, beamed at Darren. “What’s your name?” she asked him.

“That’s my little brother’s little friend,” said Emily, shooting Darren a knowing glance. “What was your name again? Barren? Despairing?”

“What the fuck are you on about,” laughed Stevie. “His name’s Darren. But he can introduce himself.”

“Yes, he can,” said the blonde who held her hand out for a shake. “Carly.”

“And I’m Stef,” the other girl said, a brunette with blue eyes like clear crystal water and a taut frame. She too wanted to shake Darren’s hand.

After he’d shaken their hands, the girls launched into eager small talk with him, consciously or unconsciously beginning to compete with each other for his attention. It was an old song for Darren, one he had learned to navigate years back by tossing the conversational ball from girl to girl while basking in their fawning behavior. Only this time, not only was he amped up and on edge from more than three weeks in his chastity device, he was painfully aware of Emily being right there as she chatted with her brother about inane family talk, Emily glancing over at him every few moments with something between interest and derision.

“Let’s do shots,” Emily finally said, breaking up the small talk chatter.

“Whoa, someone is going nuts tonight,” opined Stevie.

Emily ignored him. “We can play a game. Never Have I Ever. I’ll get the first round.”

The girls broke into drunken giggles at the idea of the game and Stevie slammed his hand down on the table, continuing to rant about how his sister was going AWOL tonight. Darren though was filled with a dread that sobered him right up. How far was Emily going to take this?

Emily returned with a tray of shots: an astonishing fifteen in total, three for each of them.

“Jesus Christ!” yelled Stevie.

“I know the bartender,” said Emily, nodding towards a good-looking man pouring drinks to post-college co-eds. She moved the shots so that everyone had their three in front of them, throwing a quick, grinning glance at Darren. “Carly, you go first.”

“Uh, okay…” Carly thought for a moment. “Never Have I Ever… thrown up from drinking.”

Stef and Stevie laughed and not a single person took their shot.

“Oh Carly,” sighed Stef, shaking her head. “I’ll go next with something a little more discerning.” She looked around the table, seeking out Darren’s gaze, but he was too busy keeping one eye on Emily, his mind racing with how this all might play out. “Never Have I Ever… gotten a tattoo in a private place.”

Only Stef did her shot. She turned to Darren.

“Can you guess where it is?” she asked.

He shook his head silently. Stef wrapped her hands around her mouth so only Darren could see and mouthed the words “my pussy” before she winked at him. Stevie was speechless.

“Your turn,” Emily said to Darren. “Show us what you’ve got.”

“Okay. Alright. How about… Never Have I Ever been called short.”

“Dude, not fair,” said Stevie, taking his shot. Emily followed suit, stonily, followed by Stef, who looked at Carly with skepticism.

“Really? You’re like 5’4”,” said Stef. “No one’s called you short?”

“Nope,” said Carly with a cheery little smile. She pushed her breasts forward and gave Darren a look. “I tend to get… different comments.”

“Me next,” said Stevie. “Never Have I Ever been in a threesome.”

He waited, looking at Darren expectantly. But it was Emily who took her shot.

“Jesus Christ I didn’t need to know that,” said Stevie.

“You’re the one who picked it,” countered Emily.

Stef furrowed her brow. “Who were you in a threesome with?”

“It was back in college,” said Emily. “Naturally. With my boyfriend and another guy.”

“Your boyfriend agreed to a threesome with a guy?” asked an exasperated Carly.

Emily smirked. “If I told you the whole story your heads would explode.” She looked at Stevie. “Especially yours.”

“Oh it was that guy,” said Stevie. “The freak.”

“Freak? What does that mean?” asked Carly.

“Let’s just say this,” said Emily, sounding rather proud. “It was only technically a threesome. My boyfriend didn’t get to join in. He only got to watch.”

Stevie and the girls recoiled with shocked, disgusted noises, the hubbub giving Emily a chance to look at Darren head on, her hazel eyes unblinking. She poked her tongue at her cheek in a steady, suggestive rhythm and then stopped as the others collected themselves and then picked up her next shot glass.

“My turn,” she said. “Never. Have. I. Ever…” Emily built up the tension and the drama, looking from face to face while she paused. When she got to Darren she held the look for extra-long, a secret smile at the corners of her mouth. “...sucked a cock.”

Stevie’s hands were nowhere near his shot glass. The girls did their shots, along with Emily, and Darren stayed statue still as well.

“Really?” Emily asked him. “You’re not going to do your shot?”

Darren’s chest felt tight and a wave of dizziness passed over him. There was a loud snort from Stevie that shocked the hell out of him and Darren’s heart started racing dangerously fast.

“N-no,” he stammered. “Of course not.”

Panic overtook him. Was Emily about to skewer him in front of her friends and her brother, right here, right now in public? Darren’s hands started to shake and he kept them under the table, not wanting the others to notice.

“I mean, don’t take it the wrong way, but I could see guys being totally into you,” said Emily, backing off. “I always thought that, you know… maybe you had experimented at some point.” That seemed to get Carly and Stef imagining it and put pleased little looks on their faces. “Or maybe you just don’t want to admit it in front of my brother.”

“Come on, that’s enough,” said Stevie. “He’s not a fag and you know it.”

“Kind of raises a question though,” pushed Emily. She was tipsier than she seemed. “Is it as gay to get your dick sucked as it is to suck a dick?”

“Definitely gayer sucking a dick,” Stef was quick to say.

“Uh huh,” agreed Carly.

“Would you let a guy suck your dick?” Emily asked Darren.

“What is up with you today!” snapped Stevie. “Lay off the fucking man, will you?”

“Inquiring minds want to know,” said Emily. “Right, ladies?”

“I mean, yes, kind of,” said Carly.

“Oh, definitely,” Stef said.

“No, that’s not for me,” Darren was quick to say, hoping to shut the whole thing down.

Carly and Stef looked disappointed and, just as Darren thought he was out of the woods, Emily took control of the conversation again.

“My parents used to freak out that you and Stevie were like, gay lovers or something,” said Emily.

Stevie groaned in annoyance. “Not this again.”

“I don’t know, I guess they thought with all the hanging out and sports and stuff you were getting into naked locker room hijinks or something,” continued Emily.

“Dude, enough,” said Stevie. He paused for a moment. “You know, I actually don’t think we’ve changed in a locker room together. One of us always leaves with our gym stuff on or goes to take a shower or something…”

Every muscle in Darren’s body tightened up at the same time and Emily looked on the verge of laughter.

“...probably because WE’RE NOT FUCKING FAGGOTS,” shouted Stevie. “End of story, now fucking move on.”

Stevie’s outburst was enough to shake the group out of their game,  much to Darren’s relief. They moved onto down-the-rabbit-hole conversation about all kinds of nonsense, with Stevie getting louder and more pervy as they all got drunker. Darren excused himself to go to the bar for a water and while he was waiting, Emily sidled up next to him.

“Thanks for the pics,” she told him. “They were fucking hot. Now I know what kinds of cocks you’d like to suck.”

Darren glared at her and went, “Shhh. It’s not that loud in here.”

“Yes it is,” said Emily, rolling her eyes. “Plus my brother and the girls are wasted.”

“You’re wasted,” said Darren.

Emily hmphed and gave Darren a heavy-lidded gaze. “I love having you by the balls,” she said, lowering her voice despite just insisting it was fine. “You’re like… my little pet. Well, little in one place, anyway. I can make you dance and do tricks and perform for my amusement. That’s hot too, you know. My fuckboy who can’t fuck. Just eye candy for me and if he’s a good boy, maybe some pussy-flavored cock for him…”

The bartender Emily knew came over, serving her long before Darren got any attention. She hitched a thumb towards him.

“Whatever he’s having too,” said Emily.

“Just a water, thanks,” said Darren.

The bartender looked at the two of them; clearly there was a history between him and Emily.

“Just friends,” Darren said to put the man at ease.

“Oh, don’t listen to him,” said Emily tipsily. “He’s secretly my sex slave. Later I’m going to put him in the gimp suit and listen to me get myself off.”

The other man burst into laughter. “You’re still so fucking crazy, E,” he said.

“Don’t you know it,” said Emily.

She picked up her drink and went back to the table. Darren’s water was there a moment later, but as he went to take it, the bartender stopped him.

“Seriously, just friends,” Darren said again, worried the man hadn’t believed him. “She’s my best friend’s sister.”

“It’s not that, man.” The bartender leaned in close. “It's just… you don't look like you know what you're dealing with is all.”

“What does that mean?” asked Darren.

“Not my place to say, really.”

“Come on dude, you brought this up.”

“Alright, alright,” the bartender said. “She's a wild child, okay?”

Darren gave him a blank “Why are you wasting your time?” stare.

“I’ve seen her go through men. They start off like you: Good-looking, confident, cocky even. But after a little time with E, it's like…” The man laughed. “I don't know. Like they've been neutered or something. Domesticated. Leashed. Anyway, I saw the eyes she was making at you, I know when she's got a new prey in her sights and you're it, buddy.”

Darren chugged his water and held his cup out for another. “Thanks,” he said on both counts and he went back to the table.

“What took you so long?” asked Emily. “Getting your dick sucked by some guy?”

The table laughed and Emily pursed her lips at Darren, looking smug and cunning and dangerous. He didn't know how all this madness with Emily would end, but he was beginning to think he was playing with a type of fire he didn't understand one bit.


Always a Catch

For another week, Darren twisted in the wind. He was a month into chastity by then and was starting to forget what it felt like to touch himself, let alone orgasm. He got the text from Emily at 8pm, just as he was getting ready to hit the dive bars to numb his need to cum after a day spent hitting the gym and biking up and down the San Francisco hills.

Time to see if you've done your homework. I'm giving you an hour today to get here, but you have prep work first: You have to shave down there, balls included. Better get started.

And so, even though Darren had a generous sixty minutes to make it to Emily's, he still found himself rushing to get ready. He took a trimmer to his pubes, stripping away most of his hair, and then lathered up like he'd never done before. It was easy doing his crotch, no harder than shaving his face; his balls were a different story though. He shaved those with bated breath, fearful of nicking himself, and thanked God he wasn't hairier. Then a quick, cold shower to wash everything away–and keep him thinking straight–and he was off to Emily's.

He almost didn't make it thanks to an accident on Market Street. When he arrived, it was the smae as what had become so strangely normal: Ring the bell, up the elevator, through the open door, and there was Emily on the couch. He didn't presume to be able to take off his clothing and waited by the front door for instructions.

Emily swirled a glass of rich, red wine and took a luxurious sip, tossing her fiery hair back. “Let's see what kind of job you did,” she said.

Darren took that as his cue to undress. Sheepishly, he took off his clothes, distractingly smooth between his legs, and then looked towards Emily for permission to come close.

She clicked her tongue at him, again making that dog-call noise. “Come on. Let's get a look at you,” she said patronizingly.

Darren got down on all fours and crawled towards her, standing only when he was in front of her; Emily grinned not-so-soberly.

“At this rate, in a few more weeks I'm going to have you trained to heel,” Emily joked at Darren's expense. “Right after we take you to the vet to snip those tiny balls of yours.”

The bartender's words echoed in Darren's head. Like they've been neutered. Darren shuddered.

“Not bad,” said Emily, appraising Darren's body. “But you missed one…”

She tweezed out her fingers and pulled on a stray hair on his balls. He jumped as she yanked it out. Then she patted him in an emasculating, belittling way, like she was patting the soft pads of a puppy's paw, all delicate and gentle because surely he could take no more than that. A double snap followed and a point towards the floor and Darren kneeled, also beginning to feel like he was getting a little too well-trained.

He took a moment to enjoy the sight of Emily. Unlike the slip and lace dress from before, she was more covered up tonight but it seemed much, much more scandalous to see her in the emerald green pointelle knit jumpsuit that fully covered her arms and legs and shoulders and yet left nothing beneath the garment to the imagination. The hue was a perfect match for her hair and Darren could see that she'd done away with the underwear completely this time, her pleasantly pink pussy with its copper mane and her delicate rosebud nipples visible through the tight knit pointelle weave.

“Don't drool on my floor,” she warned, sipping her wine again.

Darren averted his gaze in embarrassment. Emily smirked and then set her hands down on her fabric-clad thighs.

“If you play your cards right tonight, you're going to get a reward,” she told him. Darren hated–and hated how he loved–that dangling promise. “But you're going to have to earn it by proving you can listen and follow directions. Do you think you can do that?”

Darren nodded eagerly. “Yes. I think so. I hope so.” If he didn't cum tonight he didn't know what he was going to do.

Emily swallowed a chuckle. “We'll see,” she said. “Back down now. Get into a push-up position.”

This was new. Darren could crank out fifty push-ups with ease, but he'd never been ordered to do them before. He assumed the position, even feeling a little powerful as he did. Emily got up. She moved behind him and then started to climb on his back–mounting him–until she had her hands on his shoulders and her legs wrapped around his belly. It was an extra load for sure, but Darren was fit enough to handle it.

“1…” said Emily.

Darren lowered himself to the floor, finding it was a lot harder than he expected. At the bottom of the push-up he felt the strain in his arms and chest and focused on bracing his core. He pushed up, raising Emily with him.

“2…”

Down Darren went again and back up. He couldn't do fifty of these, that was for sure. Emily's weight sank into his lower back and the knit fabric brushed against him as she held on tight. They went for another three push-ups and by then Darren's face was red with strain and his muscles were beginning to shake.

“Am I heavy?” asked Emily.

“No,” managed Darren.

“Are you weak?”

Darren shook his head.

Emily took a hand off his shoulder to reach back and swat his ass. “Then give me five more.”

Those extra five push-ups left Darren's arms on fire and his chest pumped and tight. He breathed a sigh of relief when Emily told him to put his knees down, but as he did she remained atop him, like a rider.

“Like most girls, I always wanted a pony when I was little,” Emily told him. She grabbed a handful of his hair. “Tonight my wish comes true. Giddy-up!”

Emily lightly bounced her heels into Darren's belly, signaling him to move. He began crawling without knowing where he was going, Emily using her grip on his hair to steer him around her coffee table and into the hallway. This was easier than the push-ups–by far–but he could still feel Emily's weight atop him, her body in the knit jumpsuit rubbing against him as he shuffled forward.

They entered what he assumed was her bedroom, a lavish, curtained space with a big king-sized bed and a massive standing mirror with a dark wood frame. He saw himself approaching in the mirror and Emily turned him so she could admire herself in her rider's pose; she sat up straight, showing off the curve of her back and her ass and the gentle jut of her breasts, taking her phone out from her jumpsuit's belt pocket.

“Turn your head away,” she told Darren.

He did, but wondered why she didn't want his face showing in the mirror as she took a few pictures of herself. Somewhere inside, he knew that meant they would be shared with someone and it turned Darren's stomach to wonder who. Carly? Stef? Would they recognize Darren anyway if Emily did share the pictures? He wondered.

“Rear up,” said Emily. “Slowly, like a horsy kicking up its front legs.”

Even with Darren's physique, it took a ton of concentration to lift up slowly. Emily clung onto his shoulders tightly and laughed to herself during the ride. More pictures. This time Darren was aware how his shaved crotch was exposed in the mirror.

“Back down and get on the floor, on your belly,” she said, dismounting as he lowered himself to the ground. His head was still turned away from the mirror. “Look the other way. I want you to watch.”

He wondered what she wanted him to watch as he turned towards the mirror, looking in time to see Emily sitting down right on his head. The knit fabric stretched pleasantly across her backside and he felt the weight and warmth of it on his face, Emily shifting enough of her weight to her legs to keep from crushing him. Nevertheless, Darren had to take careful, controlled breaths, each one tinged with Emily's scents. She leaned forward and put her hands on Darren's buttocks. As she began to part them, he flinched hard enough for Emily to notice.

“Men are so shy about their asses,” Emily said. “And yet they go jerk off to the sight of women's buttholes without a second thought. Go on, try to keep me from looking. This will be fun.”

Darren tightened his buttocks as much as he could while Emily pried his cheeks open, making slow progress as his muscles gradually fatigued. He tried not to look at his blushing, strained face under Emily's bottom, but every time he caught a glance of himself he felt a flutter of excitement despite her bawdy voyeurism.

“There we go,” Emily said victoriously. “There's your little butthole.” She burst into laughter. “Are you still trying to hide from me? I can see it winking.”

Darren blushed deeper and stopped fighting. Emily awwed.

“He stopped moving.” She sounded a little disappointed. “Yes, you men are so shy about this… until someone starts playing with it. Then–in my experience anyway–you become downright slutty. You ever put anything up your butt?”

“No,” said Darren, eyes away from the mirror as Emily spoke into it to address him.

She let his ass cheeks go and patted them gently. “Let's change that.”

Darren’s eyes widened but he kept himself from saying anything.

Even so, Emily rolled her eyes and said,” Don't be a baby. It'll be small.”

Emily left Darren by the mirror to go to a tall wooden dresser. She opened the bottom drawer and searched around for something. When she came back, Darren could see something metal and bulbed in her hand that looked like a miniature radish, only made of stainless steel. She sat back on his head.

“Now, this is going to go a lot easier if you don't fight it,” she told him, spreading one cheek and dangling down a heavy bead of spit: it was warm as it landed on his ass. “It's, like, really small, the smallest I have, so just cooperate and this will be super easy…”

That was easier said than done. After another drop of spit, Emily was pushing the surprisingly heavy metal plug against Darren, teasing his hole with its tapered tip for a few minutes before using its girth to spread him open. He breathed as deep as he could with her ass using his face for a pillow and had a gasping little moment of discomfort as the plug popped into him, sitting heavily inside him with the flared base keeping it from going all the way in.

“How cute,” sneered Emily. She reached for a phone and took a humiliating picture of Darren's ass that she then showed to him. He saw then that the base of the plug was decorated with a heart-shaped jewel, making it feel even more embarrassing than it already was. “We'll just let that stay in a bit so you can get used to the feeling of being plugged. That will be perfect for you while you take your punishment.”

This time, Darren couldn't hold his tongue: “Punishment? For what? I've done everything you told me to…”

“You lied,” said Emily as she got up off of him and beckoned him back to his knees. “The Never Have I Ever game. You sucked a cock but didn't drink your shot.”

“Come on, it wasn't a real cock,” Darren said, trying to plead his case without overstepping.

“Should I let Carly and Stef know? They seemed pretty interested. Maybe my brother?”

Darren shut right up and Emily gave him a grating, close-lipped smile.

“That's what I thought. Ipso facto, you lied. And now it's time to take your punishment.” Her eyes flared in warning, daring Darren to challenge her. He shrank away and Emily smirked in satisfaction. She pointed to the bed. “Lie down over the side.”

Darren exhaled quietly. There was no getting out of this one, it appeared. He rested himself on the edge of the bed and the weight of the metal plug in his ass tugged noticeably on him. Emily opened drawers, looking for something.

“I've got three little helpers here,” Emily told him. “And you're going to pick the one I use: Leather, Hair, or Ballet?”

“W-what?” asked a confused Darren.

There was a quick, sharp barehanded spank to Darren's ass and he yelped in surprise.

“Pick one. Leather, Hair, or Ballet,” Emily insisted.

Having no idea what the words meant, Darren blurted out: “Leather!”

“Leather it is,” said Emily. She tossed something on the bed in front of Darren. It was a worn men's leather belt, the leather cracked from having been folded for a long time and well-used. Darren stared at it in horror.

“Wait,” he said.

“This was what you chose,” Emily said as she picked up the belt and cracked it in the air, leaving Darren to wonder what the other choices were. He started to fidget anxiously.

“I'm sorry, okay? I wasn't trying to lie, I just… I just… I couldn't admit something like that, especially to your brother,” said Darren in an attempt to reason with Emily.

“Sure you could've,” said Emily. She cracked the belt again. “There would've been consequences, sure, but the choice to lie was yours and yours alone. Just like how you chose my ‘helper’ here.”

Darren sucked in a nearby breath. “Please…” he begged.

“I'm doing this for your benefit. Actions have consequences. If you were truthful, you would've caught some shit and had to explain yourself somehow. Those were the consequences for not lying. Lying has its own consequences.”

Now Darren was trembling in dreadful anticipation. He couldn't believe he was naked on his knees with a butt plug in his ass, about to get belted. It felt like a nightmare unfolding.

“I'm sorry,” Darren said again, not knowing what else to say.

Emily ignored his contrition. “This is going to hurt,” she explained. “A lot. But I don't want you running from the pain, I want you to feel it, to know you ‘earned’ it by lying. I don't like liars and if I catch you lying again, the next punishment will be much worse.” She got into position behind him and as she rubbed his ass to warm him up, he jumped. “Okay, let's get started. Don't be surprised if you cry. It'll be almost impossible not to.”

Once, just once, Darren had been spanked with a belt when he was small, after he'd broken an expensive vase after being told over and over to stop playing ball near it. The pain had been immense–fiery, searing, jolting pain, the sort he had never forgotten and, until today, never had to experience again.

This was much worse. Emily had a deft hand with the belt and brought it down like thunder on each cheek, switching sides every three or four strokes. Each time she did, Darren got a small hint of relief, only for the pain to start up anew on the other side before returning and building on the work she'd already done. At first he was tight, clenched, and then, as Emily broke through his resolve, he was gasping and jerking about, and then–some twenty, thirty strokes later–she broke through even his flailing anguish and his cries got mercy and his pained grunts, until she reached acceptance: Darren bawling like a baby as she painted his ass cherry red with the belt, a litany of “I'm sorry”s and “I'll be good”s sprinkled in amongst his heavy tears.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, Emily stopped. She held out the leather belt.

“Kiss it and say thank you,” she said.

With tear-streaked vision and an ass that felt like it had been sunburnt and then rubbed raw with salt, Darren placed a servile kiss on the belt.

“Thank you,” he said wetly, complying more out of obedience than internalizing what he was saying.

“Come,” said Emily. She grabbed him by the hair and kneel-walked him over to the mirror, using light flicks of the belt to get him to shuffle around and turn over his shoulder to see the job she'd done.

Dear God. Both cheeks were fire engine red, looking like they'd been painted with angry strokes of a thick brush. At the edges, Darren could see the outlines of belt smacks and across the meatiest, fleshiest part of his ass, there were welts beginning to rise. He looked up at his face. It was a mess. There were streaks of tears down his red, ruddy cheeks, his eyes were bloodshot, and his nose was running from all the sobbing. It was a subdued, chastened look–literally, considering the chastity device and plug up his ass–and nowhere in that reflected visage did he see the handsome, popular Darren of the frat houses and dive bars that he was so used to. Who was this man staring back at him?

Emily gave that Pavlovian double click of her tongue again. “Head to floor,” she said, guiding him down by his hair so that he was heads down and ass up, his backside to the mirror. Emily ran her hands over his beet red bottom lightly to draw out gasps and little grunts from Darren.

He saw her take another picture, getting in close to be able to capture the plug’s base with its heart-shaped gemstone.

“You know, I think it's time for that reward,” she said.

Adrenaline flooded through Darren. Thank fucking Christ. He smiled to himself, knowing his face was hidden buried in the floor.

“Stay here,” said Emily.

He was left alone in the bedroom and started to excitedly daydream of being let out of his chastity–able to get hard, able to cum! Amazing! He waited for her return. And waited. And waited. Was she having trouble finding the keys?

Then Emily returned with a huff. “Sorry about that, took me a moment” she said.

Here you go.”

Darren looked up. Emily was holding out a strap-on harness to him, one with a cock as big–or bigger–than the one she’d made him wear over his face. He furrowed his brow and opened his mouth to ask, “What is that for?” but no words came out.

“I opened the straps all the way so it should fit, but if not, we’ll figure something out,” she said, waiting for him to take the strap-on from her.

“I’m… I’m not following,” Darren said. Where were his chastity keys? Why was she giving him a strap-on harness?

“It’s really not that hard,” said Emily. “You’re going to put that on, and you’re going to fuck me. Well, more like I’m going to ride you while I enjoy the view, but you get the idea.”

“But what about–” Darren stopped himself. He wasn’t going to make that mistake again.

“About your chastity?” Emily asked, with an impish grin. “Did you write your permission slip?”

Darren nodded.

“Well, let’s hear it. Go get it.”

As Darren rose, his ass screamed in pain. He went back to get his clothes, to the handwritten note he’d brought with him, and all the while he thought about him wearing the strap-on and using it on her. That was his “reward”, apparently. Was she even going to consider letting him out of chastity if he hadn’t nearly brought it up?

He brought the note back to her. She was seated on the bed, waiting for him with the strap-on set beside her, and pointed to the floor. Darren lowered himself to his knees, note in hand.

“Read it,” said Emily.

Staring down at the all-too-honest note, Darren thought he might’ve made a mistake. He took a steadying breath and read it, sounding uneasy and awkward and stilted, not daring to look up at Emily even once during his reading. When he was done, he stared down at the page.

“That was… very personal,” Emily said after a bit of a pause.

Darren sighed.

“Did you mean it?” she asked.

“Which part?” asked Darren cautiously.

“All of it,” said Emily.

Darren nodded.

“Even the part about your crush on me or whatever?” Emily asked.

“Uh… yeah,” said Darren. “Please don’t tell your brother. He’d think I used him to get close to you and I absolutely totally didn’t.”

“I believe you,” said Emily.

Silence descended on them again for a long, heavy minute.

“I was going to ride you and then make you mime having an orgasm, only to send you home without anything, but that seems a little needlessly cruel now,” admitted Emily. It was a surprisingly candid confession from the redheaded hardass. “Though we should probably get something straight. You are–obviously–an attractive man. And there was a time when I was annoyed how you seemed to blow me off, I’m not going to lie. But…” Emily sighed, seeming almost annoyed with herself. “...I also wasn’t lying when I said I was a size queen. I’m not trying to make you feel bad about yourself, I’m really not, but I don’t want you getting the wrong idea, like this is something… I don’t know, some kinky love story or something.”

“I didn’t think it was,” said Darren, a bit miffed at her reminding him she was a so-called size queen. He was well, well aware of that by now.

“But, I like to play. And you’re a pretty specimen to play with. Just know this: You won’t be the only one. Ever. I’m not built that way.”

“You’re poly?” asked Darren.

Emily rolled her eyes and shrugged. “I hate those terms. Sure, I guess. I’m not big into labels, I just do what I want and let the world around me decide how to deal.”

“Sounds nice,” Darren said with a bittersweet laugh.

“You know people think you’re the same way too, right?” asked Emily. “Like you’re Bruce Wayne by way of San Jose, some pretty playboy who does whatever he feels like all day.”

Darren twisted his lips to the side. “We both know that’s not true,” he quietly said.

“‘Perception is truth’,” said Emily.

“Yeah, for everyone except the person being perceived,” said Darren.

Emily raised her eyebrows at that. “I didn’t expect you to be so… erudite. That small dick of yours has done you some favors, it seems.”

Darren flashed her a sharp look. Their conversation had turned casual and so had his reactions to her behavior, moving from the strict obedience of before to something more willing to challenge a biting remark. But Emily hardened at his look and huffed a laugh.

“You think you know what you need, but you have no idea,” she said rather cryptically.

Maybe it was the relaxed atmosphere or maybe it was the flood of pain-driven endorphins from his belting, but Darren spat out, “I think I do–I need a bigger dick.”

Emily picked up the strap-on and tossed it at Darren. “There you go. Why don’t you take some of that petulant, whiny-baby anger and fuck me like you would if you actually had a cock worthy of my time.”

Darren’s face fell. So he wasn’t getting out of chastity after all.

Then, the unthinkable happened–Emily reached into the belt pocket of her jumpsuit and took out the small pair of keys threaded on its necklace chain. She tossed it to Darren.

“Look at the base of the strap-on,” she said.

Peering close, Darren saw this was no normal strap-on–the back of the base had an opening like a snug pocket pussy or a Fleshlight might. He couldn’t believe it. This was a strap-on meant to be worn over a cock, something that–miraculously–would give Darren the big cock he always wanted, at least for a little bit and in an artificial, silicone manner.

“It’s called an extender,” said Emily. “I’ll give you two minutes to take off your chastity and get hard to use it, or else it’s going on you while you’re still caged.”

This time, Darren had no trouble getting hard. Free of the cage–glorious!–he was almost hard already, or at least as much as the cage would allow, and felt only a sliver of his shyness from way before as he tweezed himself erect and worked himself into the extender dildo, having to use spit to slick himself up. He strapped on the harness and looked down at the huge silicone hog hanging off his crotch. It was surreal. The dildo’s flesh tone was just about his own and if he squinted, he could almost imagine it was his dick. Emily leaned back on the bed and undid the clasps of her pointelle knit jumpsuit, letting her shed it like a snakeskin. With her feet up on the bed, she yawned her knees open to taunt Darren with her wet, pink slit.

She clicked her tongue at him. “Come and get it,” she said.

Darren lumbered forward with a hand on the base of the extender. He pressed it against Emily, who reached down to rub some of herself off onto its head, lubricating it, and then together they worked its thickness into her. Emily threw her head back and moaned–it was a little theatrical, but the bit down on her lip as it stretched her wide wasn’t. Greedy and overeager, Darren pushed in more, and more, knowing he would not be able to feel the tightness and warmth of her but still pushing on as if he might if just went deep enough. Emily clawed at the bedspread and took deep breaths as the dildo disappeared into her, inch by inch. She hissed a low “Fuck!” as it nestled itself all the way in, so that Emily and Darren were crotch to crotch.

“See?” she said, eyes getting glassy. “Big cocks get pussy. Little cocks stay locked up.”

One consequence of Darren harboring his secret for so many years was that, while not technically a virgin, he’d only ever had sex once; everything else he knew about it, he’d picked up from jerking off, watching porn, and secondhand conversation. He tried to not let this stop him though as he took Emily’s legs over his shoulders and grabbed her by the hips to start thrusting into her, letting her biting words act as a whip to spur him on. Emily gasped and laughed and, enjoying the ride and seeing the effect she was having on him, continued to bait him.

“If you were really that big, you could have pussy every day,” she said, grunting softly as Darren sped up his pumping. “But this is all you get, this is the closest you’ll come to having the kind of dick girls like me cream their panties for…”

She reached one hand down to play with her clit while the other trailed to her breast, lightly teasing the nipple. Her eyes closed. Darren gripped her tighter and rode the inside of the extender as he rode Emily, the long-denied sensation on him making him go wildly fast. The bed squeaked and he slapped up against Emily harder and harder, each time getting a little bit higher pitched cry from her. He wanted to hear those cries, wanting her to be moaning, and writhing under him, wanted to feel the power of being a dominating fuck for once.

Then, lost in his thoughts and his lust and his excitement, he found himself right at the edge of orgasm and, just like that, going over it. He stiffened and spat out a cry of accidental pleasure as he came into the extender, cursing himself for not being able to hold on. Now it was his turn to go, “Fuck!” as he was forced to come to a slow thanks to all the overstimulation. Emily’s eyes fluttered open and she looked at him with a snorting smirk.

“Really?” she asked, sounding disappointed but also laughing.

“I… fuck, it’s just been too long,” said Darren.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” said Emily. “Too bad. You had your chance.”

“But–”

“You had your chance,” Emily said, putting an end to his interjection.

She sat up, the dildo still in her, and lithely reached for the harness’s straps, taking it off of him. She clicked her tongue.

“Knees,” she snapped.

Darren reluctantly pulled his cock out of the extender–it was dripping and going soft now from its long-awaited and quickly-had climax–and got down on his knees. He felt foolish and frustrated. That couldn’t have been four, five minutes of fucking and he blew it–literally. Emily slowly slid the cock out of her.

“This toy has an extra feature I didn’t tell you about,” she said as she turned it towards him and pressed on the underside of the shaft with two fingers. Her hand wrapped around the dildo’s balls. “Look at me.”

Darren raised his gaze just in time for Emily to squeeze on the extender dildo’s balls, getting a squirt of cum in the face. His cum. She squeezed a few more times, facialing him, Darren recoiling in surprise as some of it got on one eye and on his lips. Emily squeezed until the dildo was puffing wet air and she tossed it on the ground by Darren.

“Go wash that,” she ordered him. “And leave your face the way it is. I want you to stay like that and think about your inadequacies. Speaking of–get your chastity device back on first.”

As Emily barked orders at him to hurry faster, Darren fumbled to press himself back into the chastity and then scurried off to the bathroom with the extender, his own cum dripping down his face. He cleaned out the silicone with soap and hot water while in the bedroom Emily took care of herself, using some surely large and satisfying toy to bring her to a throaty, moaning orgasm while Darren’s cock eagerly tried to join in by getting hard only to find the grip of steel all around it, denying him as he’d been denied for weeks on end.


Cucked

From then on, their relationship became something different than simply Emily tormenting her brother’s handsome friend for his small dick. “Respect” wasn’t quite the right word–Emily was still unabashedly demanding, giving Darren little margin of error–but she had gone from seeming as if she wanted to make his life a living hell to picking and choosing how she pressed his buttons in a way that made him feel like he was being molded by her. Trained, he thought, thanks to the warning the bartender had given him.

And some of it was outright training: Emily’s commands became more and more non-verbal, using snaps of her fingers and clicks of her tongue to bring Darren wordlessly into her desired positions for him.  She also started to incorporate routine into his weekly–sometimes twice weekly–visits. He would enter her apartment, get naked, and crawl over to her on hands and knees to stand before her for “inspection”. Then, after taunting him for a few minutes, in went the plug, the size getting a little bit larger each week. The first few times Emily put it into Darren, but soon enough he had to insert it himself while she watched, blushing through the embarrassment of violating his own ass. And, before he left her–always still in his chastity without release–she made him thank her for whatever humiliation she'd put him through and kiss her feet before he said goodbye.

Emily remained a presence in Darren's life even outside her apartment. He received regular “chastity check” texts, where he had to stop whatever he was doing to send her a picture of his locked-up cock. Emily used these to stitch together photo collages of Darren next to another big “free range” cock, followed by what she thought was attractive about it–the glans, the balls, the curve, the veining, the thickness. As the summer neared the final stretch, Darren was struck by the thought that this was the longest, most intimate relationship he'd ever had with a woman.

He didn't know how to feel about that.

On the one hand, he'd been painfully honest with Emily about so many things and had been exposed in front of her in a way he'd never known. On the other hand, she'd been clear that this was not a romance in the making and that–the extender aside–Darren didn't have what Emily desired. It left him conflicted. He didn't want to get too deep in, especially with the new semester looming, and yet… he wasn't ready for the summer to be over either, as much as he would've been shocked to think that two months ago, when Emily first caught him naked in the carriage house bathroom.

He got the text to come over like any other night–Come. I'll give you 30 minutes to get ready–but Darren had no way of knowing this night would not be like the others.

Darren arrived and went through the now-familiar routine, leaving him plugged and kneeling before Emily, who was dressed in a red latex leotard. He had gradually worked his way to a plug that was an inch and a half in diameter and boy was that thing big enough to feel all the time–and long enough to stimulate his prostate, making him start to leak through his cage, much to Emily’s amusement. She pulled something out from behind where she was sitting and showed it to Darren. It was made of a stretchy, shiny pleather-like fabric and from the looks of it, it only had a cutout for the mouth.

“There’s something I should tell you,” said Emily, looking uncharacteristically guilty. “And there's no easy way to put this, so I'll just say it: I have an OnlyFans.”

Darren blinked. He didn't know what he'd been expecting her to say, but it wasn't this.

“Okay…?” he asked in muddied confusion.

Then the pieces clicked into place. The fancy apartment, the schedule flexibility, the pictures…! All those pictures she'd taken of him, is that where they'd wound up?

“Holy shit,” he said. “Us, me…”

“It's okay, you can't tell it's you in any of the pics I posted,” said Emily.

“Are you sure?” asked Darren, not caring how she perceived him right then and there.

Emily held up her hands to calm him down. “Relax. Nothing above the shoulders is visible in what I posted and you don't have any distinguishing marks, tattoos. Unless someone is very familiar with your crotch, I think you're fine.”

Darren was still stunned speechless. He wanted to look at the pics, just to make sure, and in the same thought never, ever wanted to see them for himself. He wasn't sure how he'd be able to take that–which meant he'd have to take Emily's word for it.

“But today, I want to take a video,” Emily continued. “So you're going to have to wear this.”

She handed him the hood.

“There are no holes for the eyes…” he said.

“You won't need to see today. Only obey.” Emily sat up tall. “Put it on.”

Darren breathed in deep and pulled the hood over his head. It fit like a glove, and he really had to tug it down the sides of his face to get it to sit right. Emily pitched in, tugging and pulling as well, making sure the one open hole sat around his lips. Darren's hearing was slightly muffled and he had to breathe through his mouth to get enough air; his vision was completely blacked out.

“Oh ho, ho, I love the way this looks,” crooned Emily, turning his head from side to side to admire the hood. He could sense her posing him to take pictures. “It’s so… dehumanizing. Like you’re just a mouth without a face. Open wide for me, stick out your tongue.”

Darren opened his mouth as wide as he could and lolled his tongue out. As he did, Emily teased his cock and balls through the chastity with her foot.

“Someone looks like he wants a treat,” she said. “Have you been a good boy these last few weeks? Do you think you deserve a treat?”

There were zealous nods from Darren; though he’d figured out how to live with his chastity–just as Emily foretold–he sure as hell hadn’t gotten used to it and had been desperate for the chance to cum, and in a way more satisfying than when he’d blown his load too quickly in the extender. Emily slipped two fingers under the back of his hood, using them to guide Darren on all fours out of the living room and towards what he imagined was the bedroom. He thrummed with excitement even as he had to crawl more slowly than usual in his disorientation.

He knew they got there thanks to the sultry music Emily had left playing and the smell of a smoky, mossy candle burning. A moment later she jingled something in his ear. The keys to his chastity.

“If you want to get out,” she whispered in his ear, Darren barely able to hear the words through the hood. “You’re going to have to do something for me. Something special for the camera. Do you remember what I had you do the first time you were here? With the gag I made you wear? Don’t speak, just nod or shake your head.”

That last part meant what Darren had already suspected–the cameras were rolling. He thought back to that first encounter in the apartment, to the dildo-gag and to Emily donning it herself and making him suck on it. Darren nodded slowly.

“This time, you’re going to put on a show to earn your release,” she said. “Hold on, let me get ready.”

Darren swiveled his head about, as if he’d somehow be able to see if he just looked around enough. The bedroom felt… different, somehow. The new candle, maybe, but it was almost like the air was different, as ridiculous as that sounded to Darren. He heard drawers opening and closing and then Emily came back to adjust Darren, turning him slightly to one side. She stepped back.

“I want you to come forward on your hands and knees,” she told him. “Reaching, with your mouth. It will take ten paces or so.”

It was near-dizzying to crawl forward without seeing and Darren moved slowly, counting the paces as he did. 10, 9, 8, 7… He imagined Emily with the strap-on hanging off her crotch again and knew he’d have to open his mouth very, very wide to accommodate it; his throat stung in anticipation. 6, 5, 4… His body tensed. Any second he’d be bumping into that phallus of hers, only this time the whole thing would be recorded and uploaded for others to watch. Were people buying those photos of him? Would they buy this video? They had to. Emily said that’s how she paid for the luxury apartment, so there had to be plenty of interested people–Men? Women?–savoring Darren’s humiliation. 3… 2… And the humiliation of others, of course. Emily made it clear he wasn’t the only one she “played” with, that for all he knew she had a veritable stable of men who she took pictures and videos of. He vaguely wondered what they were like. As good-looking as him? Maybe. But certainly better endow–

1.

Darren bumped his hooded face into the phallus. He moved his head to reach for it and when it touched his lips he paused. It was warm. Too warm for silicone. And it felt spongy, in that soft-hard way that an actual dick felt. He froze. This was an actual dick, he realized.

Having expected Darren’s surprise–and hesitation–Emily was ready to press him to keep him from backing down now: “Time to find out what a real cock tastes like.” She clicked her tongue twice, triggering his Pavlovian response to obey. “Suck!”

Darren didn’t think. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t weigh pros versus cons nor run some mental analysis on the situation before him. He gave into his conditioning and wrapped his mouth around the cock in front of him, taking its belled head and pulsing tip between his lips. He swirled his tongue around the head and the cock surged in his mouth eagerly, perhaps betraying the man who it belonged to by getting excited in what must be for him as a controlled and subjugated environment.

“Here’s the game for both of you,” Emily said, her voice a little amped up for the camera. “We have my Slut, doing the sucking and in chastity, and we have my Stud, getting his nice, fat cock getting sucked. If Slut wants to be released from his chastity cage, he’s going to make Stud come right in his mouth. And if Stud can control himself, then he gets to fuck me… and Slut has to clean it up. To make things a little more interesting, I’ve been teasing Stud for the last hour. Now get to it, Slut–clock’s ticking.”

How long the clock would tick for, Emily didn’t say. Darren had basically gone more than two months without a proper release and dreaded the thought of having to go another month–or even longer, knowing Emily’s disposition. He drew his lips down Stud’s shaft, sucking firmly on the head, and conjured up every wild, racy porn clip he had ever seen to inspire him, flicking his tongue against the underside of the head, kissing, licking, and sucking the side of the shaft, and then reached for the cock to stroke it when Emily stopped him.

“No hands, Slut. Put them behind your back.”

And so Darren continued lavishing the cock before him with attention with his hands tucked into the small of his back. The smell of “dude” was unmistakable to him–heavy cologne, a hint of bro-y sports deodorant, pubic sweat, a trace of semen funk–and that smell almost had a bigger effect on Darren than the knowledge he was sucking an actual cock. It sent him down, down, down into that trained, submissive place Emily had curated throughout the summer, the one where Darren felt his social privileges stripped away and instead was this servile creature bowing and scraping doing whatever was asked of him, where his very job was obedience.

He flattened his tongue down and opened his jaw, sliding down on Stud’s cock until it was making him nearly gag. He slid down further and then gently swung his tongue back and forth against the shaft, Stud groaning, Darren paradoxically hard in his chastity device as he sucked the man off.

“It’s like a magic trick,” opined Emily from the sidelines. “A sword-swallowing act. I told you, I’d have you sucking cock for me, Slut.”

Behind Darren’s hood, his eyes watered. Without full nose holes to breathe through, most of his breath was through his mouth and had to fight with Stud’s cock to make it down Darren’s throat. The effect was warm, moist ticklish breaths that stoked Stud’s pleasure and he groaned more deeply, shifting and making the sounds of his bondage–metal mixed with leather, thought Darren–rise up.

“Don’t disappoint me, Stud,” Emily said as he turned her focus to the other man. “I know how much that big dick likes this pretty pussy. You want it, don’t you? You want to go balls deep in me and fill me up, I know you do. Better hold on then. Or else maybe the only way I’ll let you cum from now on is in Slut’s mouth…”

Stud tried to pull his hips back to pull himself out of Darren’s mouth and Darren felt the cock sliding back against his tongue. He lunged forward, greedily, and pushed his gag reflex too hard. He sputtered and had to pull away to get a full breath in. Desperate not to lose what he thought was his edge, he clambered forward, reaching again for Stud’s cock, but instead his lips collided with the man’s heavy balls. Improvising, Darren took the balls into his mouth and sucked gently, teabagging himself and getting an intensified whiff of that “dude” smell; Stud’s cock flopped against Darren’s face and Emily laughed mockingly.

“Someone really wants out of his chastity,” she said. “Though maybe he just realized his place in life–a handsome, dickless cocksucker, with his head back and his mouth open, ready to receive. Is that right, Slut? It’s okay, you can admit it–I can keep you in a cage under my bed to get all my studs ready for me, the ones with real cocks hanging between their legs. You can get them hard, they can fuck me, and then you can have what’s left…”

Stud’s groans had gone quiet. Darren abandoned sucking on Stud’s balls and went back to his cock, reorienting himself and getting his lips wrapped around the head. That’s where he focused, using his tongue to tease the glans and encircle the tip while he applied a firm pressure with his lips. The groans returned and Darren kept doing what he was doing, faster and faster, knowing from experience that the right stimulation on the head of a cock was all it took to reach orgasm. Stud’s metal bondage clanked and jangled. He grunted something under his breath. Darren was getting close, he could feel it, and as he sucked and swirled, he also began lightly chicken-bobbing his head, working Stud’s cock like some obscene musical instrument. His own cock pressed against its steel cage. His balls ached. He was perversely excited for this, able to taste his freedom–and plenty else–and just as he thought he was about to claim victory, Emily clapped her hands together.

“Time’s up,” she said cheerily.

No, this couldn’t be. Darren kept sucking, thinking that maybe if he hadn’t heard her, he could still win.

But Emily said, “Slut. Stop.”

Reluctantly, Darren slowed and then stopped completely. He sat back on his heels. Emily patted him on the head condescendingly.

“Maybe next time, Slut,” she said. “But you,” she continued, speaking to Stud. “I’m very, very proud of you, Stud. Would you like your reward?”

The man grunted an affirmative through some sort of gag he was wearing. He sounded zealously eager.

“Well you wait right there my good boy, you’re going to get what you want in just a minute. First, we have to make sure Slut is ready so that you don’t wind up making a mess of my lovely bedspread.”

Darren heard Emily gathering things and the next thing he felt was her wrapping something thick around his neck. A collar. He heard the click of a clasp and Emily tugged, pulling him around and then forward, towards where he thought her bed was, though his mental map of the room was getting fuzzy. He was crestfallen with denial and failure–and with the new task that awaited him. Slut has to clean it up. Did that mean what he thought it meant? Would he have to…? Darren shuddered as Emily attached the leash to something, a bedpost perhaps. And all of this would be caught on camera, too, his emasculation immortalized for some legion of strangers to watch and get off to.

Emily undid Stud's bondage and based on her guidance, it was clear he was–and remained–blindfolded too. Thank God for that. It was one thing to have sucked a man's cock, trying to get him to cum in Darren's mouth, it would've been another had the man watched or taken him in now that he had failed at his humiliating task.

Stud and Emily climbed onto the bed. She giggled enthusiastically, doing something to Stud to make him moan through his gag.

“Take me from behind,” she told him, shifting on the sheets. “Like the dumb, big-dicked animal you are.”

More shifting, more moans. A pause. Then a long, satisfied sigh from Emily.

“Oh yesss,” she hissed. “Just like that.”

Kneeling there, chained to the bed without his sight, Darren thought about the summer Stud had had parallel to his own. Darren had played the role as the chastised, inadequate servant, being teased and denied and driven deeper and deeper into his trained, obedient state. What was Stud's treatment like? A sex toy, for Emily to savor? He enviously imagined Emily giving him the attention he had been so denied: Her teasing his cock, riding him, letting him fuck her as he was fucking her now, using him for what was hanging between his legs and little more. Yes, there was a degradation to that, but it was a flattering degradation, one that would’ve bolstered Stud’s sense of masculinity.

The fucking began for real. Flesh slapped flesh. Emily moaned without any theatrics for the camera. Stud grunted into his gag as he pumped away into Emily’s pink slit. And meanwhile, Darren’s cock betrayed the moment and continued to strain in its device, the sounds and smells tempting him to touch himself, however futile that would be; he didn’t dare, knowing that was exactly the sort of transgression Emily jumped on and he wasn’t able to invite her wrath, not now with Stud in the room and her recording.

“Down on the bed,” said Emily, huffy and breathless. “I want to ride you.”

Darren heard them move and then the slapping resumed, the bed bouncing as Emily bounced up and down on Stud’s shaft. She was distractingly loud now, her cries echoing off the walls while the bed’s headboard made a heavy thump thump thump as Emily bounced harder and faster. There was more movement, not telegraphed this time, and then the shaking and the cries and the thumping resumed, the bedroom air was heavy with sex and sweaty now, so thick that Darren could taste it.

“Look at what an obedient slut I have,” said Emily, barely getting the words out as she rode Stud with abandon. “Waiting there with his itty, bitty cock locked up while I ride a real dick. Waiting for his sloppy seconds. Waiting for me to use that slut mouth-hole of his to suck every last drop of my stud from my perfect pussy…”

The bouncing slowed. Emily let out a tired sigh and Darren felt another patronizing pat on the head.

“Don’t worry,” she said to him. “You’ll get your ‘reward’ soon.” Then, to Stud: “Get back on top. You have permission to cum now.”

They shifted, again, and the slapping of skin-on-skin resumed, more fiercely than before; Stud must’ve been holding back–must have always required permission to release–and now he was speedrunning his way to climax. It was a quick two, maybe three minutes of grunts and groans before he moaned roughly into his gag, Emily laughing with delight.

“Get it deep in there, Stud,” she said. “I want Slut to have to work for it.”

For another minute, Stud pumped himself dry into Emily. When she was satisfied with his effort, she had him roll off of her and was told to stay on his back, with his hands under his backside. Darren heard Emily shifting towards him. Something–a foot, he came to realize–nudged his head and then she was guiding him with both feet, drawing him inwards towards her. The scent of her sex was strong, as was the tinge of Stud’s manhood; as Darren neared, he could feel the warmth radiating off Emily’s skin and knew he was only inches away from the task at hand.

“Clean me, Slut. Show everyone what a well-trained good boy you are.”

Sea urchins and oysters. That’s not what Stud tasted like–far from it–but that’s what Darren thought of as he leaned into Emily’s pussy and began to slurp the other man out of her. He thought of all those foods he was terrified to try the first time around–the sea urchins and oysters and snails and durians of the world–and did what he did in those cases, closing his eyes tight despite the hood and committing to making it through. The saving grace was that while he lapped at Stud’s load, he also got to lap at Emily, lingering his tongue on her soft, wet lips and enjoying how it felt to have his face pressed right up against her, reaching in as far as he could go while he was nose-to-clit with her. Those sensations allowed Darren to continue on with gusto, licking and lapping, sucking and swallowing, for as long as it took for Emily to eventually send him back to his post beside the bed, the taste of pussy and spunk all over his lips and the inside of his mouth.

A scene unfolded around him that Darren could not see and could only make out from Emily’s narration.

“Now that your cock is soft I have no more use for you,” said Emily, presumably to Stud. Darren felt them shift off the bed and heard Stud’s feet land heavily on the floor. “Back in your cage you go.”

A door opened–the closet one, it had to be–and then there was the whine of a metal door opening too. Was there actually a cage in there? Darren had never seen what was in the closet, but he wouldn’t put it past Emily to have bought one of those collapsible dog crates and set it up in there. Metal clanged and then the “cage” door shut, Stud being treated as much as a toy to use as Darren himself.

“But you, Slut, you still have a hole that I can use,” Emily said.

One of the dresser drawers opened and Darren could hear Emily getting something ready. Deep down, he knew what it was and so when Emily gave her next command, he was unsurprised to hear it.

“Lean over the bed, Slut,” she said. “And present that ass for me.”

There was just enough slack on the chain connected to Darren’s collar to allow him to get over the side of the bed; the sheets were still warm and damp from what had happened there. Emily was on him instantly, her hand rubbing his backside as she reached between his cheeks to wrench the plug out of his ass, moving it in slow circles until it slipped free. That left Darren open for her and between that and the lube on the strap-on, it was easy for Emily to push the big cock into him, driving it straight against his prostate. Darren groaned and received a spank on the ass for it.

“You better enjoy this,” she told him. “All you’re getting until you learn to give better blowjobs is my cock up your ass.”

The bed’s headboard was banging against the wall again, Emily once again the culprit, only this time it was Darren making it slam. He kept groaning into the sheets as she pounded his prostate, milking him through his chastity device while the cameras rolled. She was methodical in her fucking–this was not her first time doing this, clearly, and she rode his ass with a military rhythm, delivering the occasional spank to catch Darren off guard and make one of his groans into a surprised yelp. He would not cum from this, that much he knew–even though he knew it was possible for the truly committed–nor did Emily expect such a result either: Her mission was less about seeing if Darren could find pleasure in his surrender and more about her own image for the would-be viewers at home as she held on tight to his collar with one hand while she drilled his ass, using the time to talk herself up and–Darren supposed–do a bit of self-promotion.

“I’ve got my sluts, I’ve got my studs, but it’s not enough for me,” she said, giving him three quick spanks, smack, smack, smack. “I could always use more. Do you think you could give your ass to me like this? Are you willing to let me be the only one who gets to play with that gorgeous cock of yours? Or do you have something else to offer me? I’m not interested in your money or fawning purple prose. No, I want something special, something I can claim for myself.”

Emily paused to think, using the moment to refocus her efforts on Darren. The drilling was much less kind now and Darren was making little noises of grunting pain as he endured it. She slapped him this time, no more playful spanks, like she was trying to get a pack mule to go faster.

“Maybe you’ve got exceptional balance and stamina. You can be my new coffee table or my candelabra–but only if you’re pleasant to look at.” Another slap, this one almost impatient. “Or perhaps you have a slim, feminine figure. I can dress you up as my little dolly and invite my friends over to play with you. We can take turns teaching you proper sissy etiquette for when we invite some boys to play too…” A hard thrust, all the way in, and then a crawling grab at Darren’s ass that he couldn’t help but growl into the bed in pain at. “You might just have that very rare, very special talent of not just taking pain, but craving it. I’d love to play with you if that’s the case–you can be my experiment, laid out and tied down on my bed as I see just what kinds of pain cause which kinds of reactions, pushing you to your breaking point… and then listening to you beg for more.”

Emily steadied her rolling hips, slowing, and then carefully pulled out of Darren. He was exhausted and drenched in sweat and had never felt so exposed yet confined in his entire life. Emily’s voice moved towards where the camera must’ve been and he imagined she was addressing it directly.

“Do you think you can handle being mine? I don’t coddle. I don’t do gentle. You submit to me and I take the reins, whether you like it or not. If you haven’t run away yet, take your hands off that filthy cock of yours and write to me telling me how you think you can be useful. If I’m convinced, I’ll write you back. Just be careful what you wish for…”

There was a long exhalation from Emily, signaling the end of the video.

“Good job you two,” she said, addressing Darren and the mystery man in his cage. “I very much enjoyed that bit of male-on-male action–it’s always so hot to see a nervous, eager man’s mouth reaching out for a cock…”

Emily tended to Stud first. She helped him out of the cage and then out of the bedroom to take a shower. While he was away, she sat down on the bed with Darren, undoing the leash and wiping him down, but leaving the hood on for now.

“I tried,” Darren said, harkening back to the failed blowjob in hopes that Emily might take pity on him after all.

“You’ll have to try harder next time,” she told him with another one of those little pats before bringing his head into her lap. “Guess you can’t justify lying during Never Have I Ever, huh? Though maybe I’ll make the question really specific next time: ‘Never Have I Ever… given one of my fraternity brothers a blowjob.”

Darren froze. He looked up in her direction, even though he couldn’t see her.

“Or did you?” asked Emily with mock innocence. “I guess there’s no way for you to know without asking.”

“Wait… wait, wait, wait… did I?” Darren asked anxiously.

“Do you really want to know?” Emily asked back.

Darren didn’t know the answer to that and he stayed quiet, which itself was answer enough. The sound of the water in the bathroom turned off.

“Looks like Stud’s done,” said Emily cheerfully. “Stay here while I see him out, then you can get cleaned up.”

Darren’s mind raced with fear and worry. Was Emily just messing with him? Or had she really brought him this far down the path of humiliation, orchestrating acts with one of the men he did shots with, told dirty jokes to, and swapped macho–and in Darren’s case, made-up–stories about fucking sorority sluts and other college co-eds?

By the time Emily came to get him, he was numb with the possibility that it had all happened exactly as Emily had said.


Epilogue

The End of Summer

Summer was coming to an end. Just as Emily knew Darren’s secret, he now knew the truth behind Emily, that she not only posted pictures and videos of her dominating men online to an OnlyFans page, but that she regularly courted new men to play with and enjoyed a stable of boys who submitted to her will. Darren had not been able to bring himself to look at her online content. Partly that was because he didn’t want to see himself, but it was also because he didn’t dare recognize Stud in any form–or anyone else–and wanted to remain blissfully ignorant of what those other men were like.
One night, Darren found himself back at the same dive bar where he’d played Never Have I Ever with Stevie, Emily, and her friends. He was there by himself, feeling the cabin fever from staying at his parents’ house for the whole summer, and saw the same bartender from before, Emily’s friend. The bartender made his way over and gave him a chin nod.
“How’s it going, Mr. I’m Just a Friend?” he asked. He held out his hand. “I’m Fred, by the way.”
Darren introduced himself. “It’s… going,” said Darren.
“She’s got you wrapped around her finger, doesn’t she?” asked Fred.
“That’s exactly fucking right,” said Darren, relieved to finally admit it to someone. “How much of her stuff do you know about?”
“Enough,” said Fred. “Not my thing, but I’ve known E long enough to know what she’s into. Are you having fun at least?”
Darren laughed. “Honestly… I think so? But I don’t know. I feel like… like I fell into this weird, underground world and now I can’t get out.”
“I mean, you could just stop hanging out with her, I assume.”
That might’ve not been true at the start of the summer, when Emily had Darren’s secret as leverage over him, but it certainly seemed true now Darren had to admit. Still, he hesitated to reply.
“...but you don’t want to,” Fred said, answering for him.
“Is it weird to say that there’s this, like, nihilistic part of me or whatever that wants to see how far she’ll go?” asked Darren. “Does that make any sense?”
“You’re the moth, E’s the flame,” Fred said. “And believe me, brother, she burns bright. I’m guessing you didn’t tell your buddy any of this, huh? Her brother?”
Darren shook his head.
“Smart. I get being buddies and all, but some secrets are better left unshared.”
If there was ever anything Darren could agree with, it was that.
“Listen, I can’t tell you what to do,” said the bartender, pouring Darren a free shot of something brown from the well. “But I’ll say this: You’re only young once. All the weird adventures and strange encounters… that stuff fades the older you get, or at least becomes a lot harder to find. You might be afraid of getting too close to the flame now, but who knows, brother–in 10, 20 years, you might be staring at that flame from far, far away, wondering how you ever let yourself lose it.”
Darren did his shot. “Thanks for the advice,” he said.
Fred nodded. “That’s what I’m here for.”
That night, Darren slept better than he had all summer. He had decided something he didn’t even know he had been debating and finally, after oh so long, felt in control of the hand that fate had dealt him.
For the first time since their strange relationship had begun, it was Darren who texted Emily to ask to meet up. She gave him a time later that afternoon and he tried not to think too hard about what he had to say to her. He arrived, and though she buzzed him up, the door was locked, their routine broken. Darren rang the bell.
Emily answered, dressed in a normal outfit–skirt and sleeveless halter, her midriff showing. She tilted her head at him.
“Uh, can I come in?” he asked.
Emily nodded and ushered him inside with an extended arm. She gestured towards the couch. It was odd to be seated next to her on the couch this way, and even though Darren had been in shockingly few relationships, this moment had the air of break-up to it. His body tensed.
“I have something I need to say to you,” he started.
“Uh huh,” said Emily, distantly.
Darren took a big breath in. “I want to do more,” he said.
That caught Emily off guard. She blinked, not understanding. She half-smiled and then her mouth dropped as she tried to puzzle out what he was saying. “What do you mean?” she eventually asked stiffly.
“Like the video thing we did. I want to do more of those, with you. Where I’m… you know… made fun of, on camera, with others watching, or others there.” He was shaking with nerves at his own honesty.
“You do,” said Emily flatly, a question without the question mark.
“I, like… I had this epiphany the other day about me. About my, um, you know. My ‘shortcoming’. I can’t change it but I can choose to embrace it, this way. With you. And use it as, like… material? I don’t know the right word. But hey, I’m a good-looking guy, right? I’m sure that’s good for content or whatever. And I’ve got my problem, which is good for this kind of content, I think? Or some of it, I guess. So like… let’s use that. Like really use it and make some weird, kinky, awesome shit with it.”
Emily’s shoulders relaxed and she allowed herself to fully smile. “I was certain you were coming here to say you were done with everything,” she admitted with a sigh of relief. “And I was getting ready to let things go. But, uh… this. Wow. I didn’t expect this. You’re sure? You really want to lean into this? I can hide your face in photos and do things like the hood for video, but the more we do and the deeper we go… the more likely it is someone recognizes you, eventually.”
“You don’t worry about that too?” asked Darren.
“Our situations are a little different… no? Worst case for me is my family finds out, but I don’t really give a damn about that. They can all grow up. But you, Darren–you sure you want to risk it?”
Darren shook his head and huffed a laugh. “What am I really risking anyway? I’m living a fake life, pretending to be someone I’m not. I have to lie pretty much all the time, I have to posture constantly, and when all is said and done, I’m still not getting with anybody. Hell, if it wasn’t for Lizzy Kaplan in high school, I’d still be a virgin.”
“You lost your virginity to Lizzy Kaplan?” Emily asked in disbelief. “Thunder thighs…?”
“Come on, that’s not nice,” said Darren. “But, yeah. I figured she would be the least likely to tell anyone…”
“Okay. Wow. I’ll have to process that later. But I want you to really think about the risk here, because I’m serious–someone could figure out who you are, and there won’t be anything I can do about it.”
“I know.”
“No, I don’t think you do,” insisted Emily. “Take a week, okay? Think on this for a week, and if you still feel the same, I’ll set something up for us.”
“A week?” asked Darren. “Really?”

“Really. If it’s true, it’ll stay.” It was odd to hear Emily be so pragmatic and, frankly, kind; that’s how Darren knew she was serious. 
“Alright then, a week.”
Emily got up off the couch and quickly went to her bedroom to get something. She returned with Darren’s chastity keys.
“Here,” she said, tossing them to him. “And jerk off before you decide. Men get stupid when they haven’t jerked off for a while. Trust me, I make a living off that fact.”
Darren stared at the keys in his hand. She really was serious!
The first thing Darren thought he would do when he got home was to finally rub one out. But he didn’t. He couldn’t believe that he had made it this long locked up in chastity and couldn’t even fully remember what it had felt like to first be locked up. Just the idea of being out of his device seemed strange, like he would be getting more naked than naked, or something, and beyond that, the idea that he would let himself out just somehow felt wrong. His chastity–and by extension, his manhood–had become Emily’s domain, hers to tend to or ignore as she saw fit, however twisted that might sound. Even though she had given him not just permission but an explicit directive to jerk off, Darren couldn’t bring himself to do it.
He stayed in that mindset the whole week, mulling over the risks she’d outlined again and again. What would happen if someone eventually not just discovered Darren in her clips but also found out his “little” secret?
Mockery. Humiliation. Ostracization. A loss of friends, almost certainly kicked out of his frat, and who knew what else. Then it would be over. His life would’ve burnt down to the ground, and in its place… the freedom of having nothing.
Such things were easier fantasized than lived though, of course, and Darren was in no rush to tear himself down. But if it happened, it happened, right? An act of God or the universe or whoever, no different than a freak accident changing the course of someone’s life and deciding what was meant to be.
Darren remained locked up the entire week. He would make his decision without a cheat-release, no matter what Emily’s recommendation was, and he would decide to go ahead with taking a risk to not just be exposed, but to give himself over to the flame.
He told Emily his choice, neglecting to mention he’d gone against her guidance. She sounded pleased.
“Very well,” she said to him over the phone. “Then let’s celebrate tomorrow, 7pm. I suggest you come mentally prepared.”
The day passed in a blink and before Darren knew it, he was standing in front of Emily’s apartment door, with his eyes closed, trying not to feel like he was about to step over the boundary into the true unknown. He opened the door.
Emily was not alone. Carly and Stef were there, the latter seated on the couch next to Emily, the former in an armchair she’d pulled close. The three women smiled at Darren in unison. His blood turned to ice in his veins.
“Uh…” He couldn’t find words beyond that.
Emily clicked her tongue. “Clothes off,” she demanded.
Darren was pulled back into the moment, seeing then that the other women were donning some of Emily’s fetish clothing, Carly in a pink latex halter top with a pleated skirt and knee-high boots, Stef in long-sleeved black leotard with fishnet stockings and spike-studded high heels; by comparison, Emily was in heavy red leathers, like a motorcycle queen dipped in blood.
“Get your clothes off,” Emily said again; she hadn’t cursed, but by omitting any swear words, it was as if she had done worse.
This was the true test–Darren had agreed to go down the rabbit hole with Emily and to put himself at risk and now she was seeing if he meant it, putting him in a situation where his secret would instantly be shared with others. He could’ve turned and left. He didn’t.
Looking distantly and unfocused at the floor, Darren stripped naked and got down on all fours to crawl to Emily for his “inspection”–but then she changed the script on him.
“Show the girls first,” Emily said coldly.
Darren kept crawling, to Stef. He stood up, unable to watch as she took in his inadequacy. There was a quick sting on his balls as she flicked him down there.
“Look at me,” she said.
Emily had primed the girls well.
Darren looked down to see Stef’s smug smile. She gestured towards her feet.
“Give my feet a kiss before you go,” she said.
Darren dropped to his hands and knees and kissed the tops of Stef’s feet. Then he scuttled around towards Carly and stood up again, this time not averting his gaze but watching anxiously as she looked between his legs.
“It’s so cute!” said Carly, tapping on his chastity device. “How long has it been in there?”
“Just a few days,” said Emily. “But we had a good run going before that.”
Something Darren did–some gesture, some look–must’ve given him away.
“What was that?” asked Emily, picking up on the not-so-imperceptible cue. “You did what I said, didn’t you?”
Darren hung his head. “I…”
There was a rolling sigh from Emily. “I gave you an explicit instruction,” she said.
“Uh-oh,” said Carly jokingly.
“Come over here,” Emily said. “Now.”
Spooked by her sudden anger–and by knowing he had willingly disobeyed her–Darren started to shuffle over, only to be stopped by Emily.
“On your hands and knees!” snapped Emily.
He did as he was told and when he was near, Emily snatched his ear and gripped it so tightly it felt like she would break skin. With this grip, she guided him to a lying down position over her knees and, without any warning, began to deliver an over-the-knee spanking in full view of Carly and Stef. It was sharp and fast and it sent Darren pinballing between the pain of Emily’s hand and the embarrassment of it happening in front of the other women just minutes after they’d learned his secret. Emily went on until she was tired, and while it was nowhere near as one of her leather belt or other implement spankings she’d given him this summer, he still felt the radiant heat sizzling across his backside.
When Emily was done with him, she directed Darren to kneel in front of all three women. She stared hard at him and he swallowed nervously.
“You know what?” she asked, laughing bitterly to herself. “You just earned yourself no release until October.”
Carly and Stef now said it in unison: “Uh-oh!”
“W-wh… I’m sorry,” stammered Darren. “I just, I–”
“Thanksgiving,” said Emily. She folded her arms across her chest. “Do you want to keep going?”
Darren quieted.
Emily turned to the girls. “What do you think of his ‘little’ friend?”
“So cute,” said Carly, echoing her past statement.
Stef snorted. “I never would’ve guessed.”
Emily pushed the topic: “Would you let a cock like that inside you?”
Both girls laughed; their answer was obvious. Darren wilted a bit.
“But, what he lacks in manhood, he makes up for in obedience–or at least that’s what I would’ve said before today,” Emily said, her words angry but her tone easing slightly. “And of course he’s not awful to look at. There’s something to be said for that. I do think his oral skills could be better. Would you ladies like to help me with that?”
“Absolutely,” said Stef, one corner of her mouth lifted in a grin.
Carly flipped up her pleated skirt to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy was dusted with golden blonde hair. “Ready when he is.”
Emily stood up and pulled back the cushion of the leather sofa, retrieving a slender bamboo can that had been hidden there. She smacked it against her hand.
“Alright, you,” she said to Darren, her eyebrows arched sharply. “Here’s what we’re going to do: The first three minutes are free–if you can lick each of these ladies to orgasm by then, you’ll be spared. But every minute after that will come with a caning. First, it will be once a minute. Then every thirty seconds. Then twenty. Then fifteen. Then ten. Then five. Then every nonstop, because if you can’t make a woman cum with your tongue when your dick is that small then you are useless.”
She pointed the cane at Carly.
“Now, get to work.”
Darren slinked over to Carly, the perky blonde eyeing him lustily as Emily prodded him with the cane; out of the corner of his eye, he could see Stef undoing the snaps of her leotard’s crotch to get ready for when it would be her turn. Darren extended his tongue.
“It’s bigger than what he’s got downstairs,” Carly remarked with a mischievous smile.
He buried his face against her, smothering himself with her soft, pink pussy lips and started to worship her. She tasted sweet and darkly floral, like crushed, concentrated pollen and Darren throbbed in his chastity, reminded of just how much longer he would be in there for. Thanksgiving, November. Jesus Christ.
Carly sighed and the words stopped as she focused on her own pleasure.
“Just wait until you see him suck a cock,” said Emily, continuing to prod at Darren to remind him what would be coming. “You’ll get wet just watching it.”
Stef huffed a laugh. “If it’s anything like that video you showed us, I might get wet just thinking about it.”
Carly reached down and pulled Darren even closer against her as he waited for the first strike of the cane.
It was going to be a long road to November.
THE END
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