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Cuckolding Avery

When she came to his apartment, she knew what she had to do: give him one more chance. Even now, doubts swirled through her head. She was torn, especially because Avery was such a good guy. On paper, he was everything a girl like Emily was supposed to hope for in a boyfriend. She had dated jerks and assholes, the kinds of guys who’d routinely cheat on her. Yes, they said she was smoking hot or whatever, but that never stopped them.

Avery wasn't like that. He wasn't like so many other guys. Sure, he was smaller and thinner, maybe a little bit pasty, but he cared about her. Whenever she walked into a room, he glanced up at her, and this huge smile spread across his face. Avery loved her. She never had any doubt about that, nor did she need to worry about his loyalty. If she wanted something, she just had to lean over and ask, and he’d scurry out to fetch it for her.

By so many metrics, this was supposed to be the right kind of relationship, right?

And yet, he didn't know how to satisfy her.

They hooked up four times. Exactly four times. When they first got together, they had been making out on the couch, and he didn't really know how to kiss her. There was something about the way he pressed forward and stuck out his tongue. Obviously, he was enthusiastic, but that wasn't good enough.

To make it worse, he twitched, and she heard this groan and growl from deep within his throat. She had pulled back, and that's when she saw his usually pale face turned ghostly white. "What's wrong?" Emily had asked, careful to keep her tone neutral.

"I, I…"

Emily had smiled with understanding, "You got a little bit excited?"

"Yes…"

"Should you go get cleaned up?"

"Probably," he told her, sounding sheepish.

As he rushed toward her bathroom, Emily had sit up. She ran her fingers through her hair and tucked a few loose strands behind her ear. Then she called out, "Avery?" He stopped and turned back, this nervously forlorn expression on his face. At that moment, he looked like a little puppy dog who was worried about getting kicked. Luckily for him, Emily understood how a relationship was supposed to go. "It's okay," she told him. "Go get cleaned up, and you can come back, and we can try again if you want. Remember, this is our first time, and it doesn't have to be perfect. We’ll get plenty of opportunities to practice." The corners of her eyes crinkled, and his expression shifted. This adorably bright and relieved grin stretched across his face as she leaned back, pleased with herself.

Yup, she knew how to be a good girlfriend.

He came back, and they started kissing again.

Eventually, Avery's shaft stiffened again, and they went to her bedroom. They both stripped, they ran their hands over one another.

As she stroked his arms and his shoulders, his chest and his stomach, she searched for that spark of arousal. They had been friends for so long. She cared about him. Better yet, there was that wonderful intimacy of knowing one another. It wasn't like when she went to parties and random guys came up to her with their pathetic pickup lines.

But then his hands brushed along her armpits, and she started giggling. Right away, Avery jerked his fingertips back. "No, it's okay," she said. "Sex can be silly and fun, you know?"

He gulped and nodded his head.

He loved her. That much was obvious. At that moment, he was determined to do his best, especially after he messed up on the couch. He’d climaxed early. How could he have allowed that to happen? It was an easy question to ask and an even easier one to answer. She was hot. Avery was so grateful for this chance to date this girl. He still didn't know how he could get this lucky. Like so many other boys, Avery had fallen for lots of beautiful girls over the course of his life. In middle school, he asked out Alicia Jenkins, a lithe blonde with bright eyes and a perfect body. In high school, he had this huge crush on Mindy Knack, a sweet and beautiful brunette with a big smile and perfectly shaped butt. In college, he met Emily.

...And they became friends.

When they were paired up in Astronomy 5A to work on a presentation, he hadn't believed his luck. They worked together, and he actually got to know her, and it had been so incredible. Seriously, he didn't know what good deed he had done to warrant this kind of good fortune, so he decided to make the most of it. They did their project, they hung out, and he asked her out. Or at least, he thought it was a date, but then she invited her friend, Lauren.

Lauren. She was such a brat. Just because she was this sexy blonde with tons of money, she thought she knew everything. Yeah, she had traveled all over the world, visiting places like Tokyo, Singapore, Paris, and Reykjavík. So what if she did a semester away in London? That didn't make her special.

Just because Emily had a crappy friend, that didn't mean he couldn't still get close to her.

That night, he had stifled his disappointment. Maybe he had envisioned some scenario where they could go out for pizza and see a movie and maybe walk around the park. He could reach out and slide his fingers through hers. They could hold hands, and at the end of the night, he could walk her back to her place, stand in front of her door with her, lean forward, and press his lips to hers…

He could bide his time, he knew. Avery could still get close to her. They could develop their relationship; he didn’t have to rush. Maybe it would take a little longer than he expected, but that was fine with him.

Unfortunately for this boy, days turned to weeks and weeks to months. Along the way, they went to parties and hung out with different people. Each time, he had to watch as different guys tried to hit on Emily.

Emily turned them down—but that was a good sign, right?

As hard as he tried to summon his courage and to approach her and to bluntly tell her what he wanted, Avery couldn't do it. Each time he tried, she didn't seem to understand…or he couldn't get the words out at all.

Finally, he did it. He sat down with her, and he told her, "Emily, I don't know if you are aware of this, but I have a huge crush on you. I really like you. We have so much fun together, and I think we could be really good if we went out. On a date. You and me." As he stuttered to a stop, time had seemed to stretch into this vast wasteland.

"Avery?" Emily asked. Maybe she had noticed the way he stared after her whenever she got up and excused herself. Maybe he hadn't been as sly, as subtle or as furtive as he thought when he snuck quick glances at her chest, her toned legs, or her frizzy, black hair. He loved every detail about her, from the shine of her eyes to her tanned skin. Maybe Avery liked to believe other guys wouldn't have been able to see her perfection, but he did. He recognized the truth, and he saw just how special Emily really was. But that instant seemed to spread out in every direction, and she still didn't say anything. Finally, she continued, "Wow. I, I wasn't expecting that. Do you, do you mind if I think about it?"

"Absolutely," he said. "Take all the time you need."

The next day, he texted her, and he didn’t try to apply any pressure, but she didn't give him a concrete answer. He kept staring down at his phone as they wrote back and forth. His fingers tightened, his knuckles turning white.

Finally, she made up her mind. About a week had gone by, and she had vacillated back and forth. When she talked to Lauren, her friend had been abundantly clear, "No. That pipsqueak? Seriously, the guy is a loser. Have you seen those arms? And he’s short. Why would you want to date a short boy?"

In truth, Avery was probably closer to average, but Lauren drew lots of attention from the statuesque guys who could’ve been models or actors.

Truthfully, Emily didn't have any real answers to those questions. Avery wasn't exactly the kind of guy she would have normally dated or even fantasized about. But he was so sweet. He was honest, and there was something innocent about his puppy dog crush.

As she wandered back and forth between no and yes, Emily still couldn't make up her mind. Then she finally texted him and asked if they could meet. Right away, he answered. Yes. Absolutely. When did she want to meet?

Emily invited him over to her place, and she reached out and took him by the hand. His fingers were smaller and colder than she had expected. Maybe there was a little twinge of disappointment deep within her chest, but she didn't want to think about that. Right then and there, she wasn't looking for passion or excitement. Instead, she wanted someone reliable, someone she could trust. He loved her. Right as she looked into his eyes, she could tell that he would be completely and utterly dedicated to her. That was so sweet! How could she turn him down?

"Let's do it," she said. "Let's go on a date."

"Really?" Avery had gasped out.

So they started dating. He took her out on these really sweet picnics, and he always let her pick which movies they watched when they went home. At her place or his, he always gave her the controller so she could choose what they streamed.

The first time they had sex, he had pumped into her and climaxed almost immediately. He gazed down into her eyes, and he sounded so sincere as he asked, "How was that?"

"Good," she answered as she cultivated whatever enthusiasm she could find. "Really good."

Over the next couple of weeks, they had sex again.

Why did it feel like a chore?

Emily asked herself that question several times, especially since it was supposed to be wild and exciting. She thought of the first time she had hooked up with a guy back in high school. Darren Connor. He had been tall and thin, but when he pulled off his shirt, she had marveled at the lean muscles along his arms and torso. The shape of his body had enticed her, drawing her closer to this exotic creature. Tentatively, like she was about to touch some work of art or an alien beast that had just barely been tamed, she had reached out and brushed her fingers along his smooth skin. When he kissed her, there was that jolt of excitement, and she thought maybe she even loved this boy.

Of course, it didn't last. They broke up, and it hurt, but she still remembered that sensation. Later, other guys flirted with her, and she enjoyed those sparks of heat and passion. Yes, they were dangerous. Yes, they fascinated her. Maybe she couldn't really trust them.

That wasn't healthy, right?

She needed someone who was sweet, someone who she could count as a good friend, someone like Avery…

More and more, however, she started to see the truth. Tonight, she intended to give him one more chance.

On that night, she needed to decide whether or not she was going to stay with him.

Avery loved her. That much was obvious, but maybe she needed more? Tonight, if he couldn't make her climax, then she knew what she had to do…

It seemed difficult to admit, but she deserved someone special, someone sweet and trustworthy just like Avery. She also deserved someone who could excite her, someone who could trigger that rush of need deep within her body. When she saw this boy, she knew how much she cared about him, and she wasn't looking forward to a conversation where she had to dump him, but it wasn't fair to lead him on either.

Right?

That night, they were kissing, and she was on her back. She had peeled off her top and shimmied out of her panties. She still wore her black skirt, and he had his hand moving along her thighs. He kissed her neck, and her eyes were open, and she stared up at the ceiling. He made these eager little sounds, almost moaning as he whispered, "Yeah, baby. You like that, don't you?"

"Yeah, I do," she said without any real enthusiasm despite her best efforts.

That's when he came forward. He pulled out his cock, and she saw him, and she couldn't help but start to giggle. Yes, he was already hard. No, he didn't get any bigger.

For just a moment, she wondered how evolution could be so cruel to a boy like Avery. But then he pushed it down into her, and she was tempted to ask, "Is it in yet?" Of course, that would've been incredibly mean, so she suppressed that thought as he pumped away, grinding and thrusting as hard as he could.

Only a few seconds later, he jerked back, and he looked right down at her. "Hell yeah! Was that good for you?" A triumphant grin had spread across his face, and his eyes blazed with eager hunger.

"Avery, we need to talk," Emily said.

She pulled down onto the bed with her, and she was on her side and he was on his. It was soft and intimate, quiet and dark in her bedroom.

"What is it?" Avery asked.

"I love you. I love you so much. As a friend." There. She said it. Of course, that wasn't enough. Behind her ribs and deep at her center, she cringed hard. She couldn't help it, but she had already started, and she couldn't quit, not now. "I'm sorry, but I don't think we should be dating anymore. I love you as a friend, and I want what is best for you, but I don't think I can reciprocate your feelings."

"Oh," he said. He swallowed. "I get it. Do you want me to leave?"

"You don't have to go," she told him and meant it.

"I don't?" Avery asked in a small voice.

"No," Emily said decisively and meant it. "I'm serious. I really care about you, Avery. I know this is difficult, and I'm sure it hurts, and I'm so, so sorry for that, but you can stay if you want. You can stay right here. We can spoon?" The words sounded silly, but she couldn't help herself.

Then, almost tentatively, she rolled over toward him, and she wrapped her arms around his torso. She squeezed tight and whispered into his ear, "Please, please tell me we can still be friends."

This time, Avery didn't say anything.

She continued, "I get it. This hurts. If you decide we can't be friends anymore, then I completely understand. It's your decision, and you get to make it." As she finished, a jab of fear mixed with disappointment poked into her torso. What if he decided to cut her out of his life? What if he decided he couldn't be friends?

Emily understood the complexities of the situation. On the one hand, she cared about him—just not romantically. On the other hand, he loved her, but maybe couldn't tolerate the idea of being "just friends". She knew where she had put him. She understood what the friend zone meant, and yet there were lots of guys who would just walk away. Was he one of them?

"We’re always going to be friends," he promised her.

Emily giggled, hugged him tighter, and pulled him close. Yes, her breasts squeezed against his back, and he could smell her shampoo, and he wasn't her boyfriend any longer, but this was as much as he could get, so he couldn't leave.

When they woke up together in the same bed that next morning, Avery had one goal: he couldn't make it weird. She was gently snoring behind him, and he listened to the sound of her breathing. His cock twitched; he couldn't help himself, not when she was so close. At that moment, he itched to roll over, to run his fingers through her hair, to cup her cheeks, and to kiss her softly. But no. They couldn't do that anymore. Instead, he snuck out of bed and made her breakfast.

A little while later, she came out into her small kitchen, and she sat down at the table as he set a plate in front of her: eggs, sliced apples and oranges, some juice, and a cup of coffee. It was perfect, and she smiled up at him.

After that, they didn't talk about their relationship. In some ways, it was like it had never happened. Instead, they were really good friends again. They could go out, and maybe people would assume they were a couple, but Emily didn't care. She had this boy, and now she was free to do what she wanted.

Avery didn't like having Lauren there, but he didn't have much choice. Since she was Emily's best friend, she could join in whenever she wished, and there was nothing he could do or say about it. Technically, he probably could have given her a choice. He could have looked up at his "friend" and said to Emily, "This is my birthday, and I don't think she should be here. I don't like her, and she doesn't like me." But no, he couldn't throw out that kind of honest negativity.

Besides, Lauren wasn't so bad, right?

Yeah, he sometimes got the impression that she looked down on him, but maybe that was just his imagination. At the same time, he also understood how some people could be really insecure, which made them especially aggressive. They put on this arrogant façade to try to cover their own doubts and worries. Was that what Lauren was doing?

Possibly…

When Avery really thought about it, he didn't think so. As near as he could tell, Lauren really believed everything she said. When she talked about her family connections, her wealth, the guys who hit on her, and all of the girls who wanted to be her friends, he didn’t think her declarations were an attempt to hide her doubts.

And now, they were in Emily's apartment, and it was his birthday, and Lauren was talking about her upcoming trip to Greece. She couldn’t wait to hit the Mykonos! She was supposed to check out some of the historical sites too, but she was really interested in the beaches and the parties. And now, Emily came away from the counter, and she held up the large cupcake. It came with one candle as she started to sing, "Happy Birthday!"

When she set that cupcake in front of him, he inhaled, looked over at Lauren, then Emily, and he thought of what he really wanted.

Puffing out his cheeks, he blew hard. The candle quickly went out, and Emily clapped her hands together for him. "Nicely done!"

Lauren rolled her eyes, "He blew out one candle."

"Yeah, but he did it with style," Emily said. She leaned over and flashed her best guy friend a warm, reassuring smile.

At that moment, Avery wished he could lean over, run his hand through her hair, pull her head back, gently lean in, and kiss her. He wanted to feel his lips pressed against hers. But at least she was still there with him. They were still friends, and they were close, and he had to treasure that connection.

With the candle blown out, Emily raced back to the front door and grabbed his present. She brought it over the table and set it down. "Happy birthday!"

"What is it?" Avery asked. Sure, he could have opened it quickly, but he wanted to delay that moment. At the same time, some small part of him whispered about the other possibility. He wished he could have opened that box and found a love letter inside. In it, Emily would confess her love for him. She didn't really want to break up. It had been a mistake. She had thought about it, and now she knew she loved him, and she didn't ever want to lose him.

None of that was going to happen, of course. And he knew it. Even so, Avery couldn't discard those little wishes.

"Open it," Emily said to him. "Go on." She glanced over at her friend and pushed her fingertips down against her palms. "I hope he likes it."

"I'm sure he will," Lauren said with just a hint of disdain.

When Avery glanced back at her, she flashed him a snide smile. It wasn't friendly; it wasn't kind or generous. Then again, it didn't need to be. She was there with Emily, so he had to put up with her.

Avery through through the wrapping paper. He ripped the tape and lifted the cardboard up. Inside, he found a bracelet.

"A bracelet?"

He looked down and saw the blue string and the little beads. Then he finally spotted the letters: AVERYMYBFF.

Her Best Friend Forever...

"Thank you!" Avery called out to her. He leaned over, and he itched to get close, to pull her into this warm embrace. She began to extend her arm, like they were going to shake hands. But then she seemed to remember that was inappropriate, so she shifted forward and turned her body to an angle, and she gave him a half-hug.

After another second, however, she pulled back, her brows creased, and she made a decision. "You know, that wasn't good enough. I'm sorry." That's when she stepped forward, and she wrapped her arms around him.

Right then, Avery squeezed her back, and he gently sniffed at her hair. It was quick. As far as he knew, neither of the girls noticed. As he breathed in and filled his lungs, there was that intoxicating sense of her proximity. He wished he could have reached over and squeezed her breasts, caressed her waist, and palmed her butt.

No. Those parts of her were off-limits. She only hugged him because they were friends. Friends. He had to hold on to that simple truth. They were friends. Good friends. She was his fiend, and he was her friend too.

He was cemented in the friend zone.

Could it ever get better? Could he ever get her to see her as a possible candidate again?

Yes.

Maybe this was wishful thinking or stupidly false hope, but he refused to give up on that idea even as he glared down at the bracelet. After a few seconds, he plastered a fake smile across his mouth and hoped the others wouldn't be able to tell. "This is really great," he said as he picked up the bracelet.

"Put it on," Lauren said. Yes, she uttered those words as a command. Why wouldn't she? She was young and beautiful and rich and everyone listened to her.

He slipped the bracelet over his wrist, and it pressed down against his skin. It was a little bit tighter than he would have preferred, but Emily grinned and hopped up. She clapped her hands, "It looks really great on you!"

"And this way, everyone will know that you and Lauren are really good friends," Lauren pointed out.

"It's so great!" Emily agreed.

"Yeah. Yeah, it is," he said, his voice flat.

"And now it's time for you to open my present for you, Avery," Lauren said. She pulled a smaller box from her purse, and she set it right down in the middle of the table.

"You didn't have to get me anything," Avery told her. Actually, this really, really surprised him. Why would she get him something? Sure, they were officially friends, but only in the sense that they both liked hanging out with Emily. If she hadn't been a part of their social circles, neither would have ever talked to the other.

"What can I say?" Lauren replied with a shrug. "I'm a giver." When she flashed a smile in his direction, his chest tightened, and his shoulders locked up for just a moment. Why did he experience that little burst of fear? How could she make him so nervous so quickly?

Rather than say anything else, he tentatively picked up the small box, tore through the packaging, and found himself looking down at a picture of a metal tube comprised of metal rings?

"What is it? What is it?" Emily chirped, her voice brimming with excitement. For her, it must’ve been a question designed to encourage Lauren and Avery to act like friends. She wanted them to be close. She wanted them to care about one another as much as she cared about both of them. That wasn't going to happen, but she could still hope.

Cory did answer; instead, he lifted up the small container and turned it to face her. Emily took it, and she looked down. "A chastity cage?"

"What is that?" Avery asked.

"Basically," Lauren began, leaning forward and grinning at him like a huntress determined to snag some especially interesting prey. She kept her eyes aimed at him. "It's a special device a man can wear. You see, we know how guys work. You can't help but think with your dicks sometimes. And since you and Emily are so close, I was thinking this would make her feel more comfortable."

"More comfortable?"

"That's right," Lauren said. Sure, he had turned toward Emily, but her rich friend kept talking anyway. "You want to come to our sleepovers, don't you? If we go on a trip, you want to be able to come, don't you? All of that get really expensive, but we can share rooms—if you're wearing this."

Avery opened his mouth, filling his lungs as he breathed in. Right away, he ached to tell her they had already slept together. It had been completely platonic too; they were friends, and it was fine. More importantly, he wanted it to happen again.

"When you're wearing that, you won't be able to get an erection. You obviously won't be able to climax," Lauren continued. "It's a really nice device. I've had a couple of boyfriends wear them, and the devices made them much better behaved."

Again, Avery turned back to his friend. From one second to the next, he expected Emily to burst out laughing. This was a joke. Right? This was a prank. It had to be. Right? Those ideas and questions stuttered through his head as he tried to hold back some angry outburst. If he started shouting at Lauren, it would be a very, very bad idea.

Despite anything Emily might think, he knew that other girl might be able to cut him down. She was vicious with her wicked tongue. As a trio, they had gone out before. Guys sometimes came up to Lauren, and they asked her out, only for her to look them up and down and finally answer with some sharp response about their small dicks, their unimpressive bank accounts, or their obvious stupidity. As a mean girl, she knew exactly how to insult and dismiss the boys around her.

Avery tried to think this girl couldn't intimidate him, and yet…

"Actually, that's not a bad idea," Emily said.

"What?" Avery blurted out.

"It's a gift," Emily said. "Besides, when we go on trips or if we do a sleepover, don't you want to join in? It would be so much more fun if you’re there with us."

"But, but I don't have to wear something like this…" Avery stated flatly.

"You're a boy, and boys can't be trusted," Lauren said. "I mean, we could obviously kick your butt if you got into any trouble, but I think it would be better if you just wear the chastity cage. I'm sure Emily would really like to be your keyholder."

"My what?"

"Your keyholder," Lauren said, her voice dripping with confident condescension. Avery glanced over at his friend again, hoping Emily might be able to pick up on the way Lauren spoke.

On the contrary, she seemed...fascinated and entranced? This seemed impossible to him, and he itched to speak up, but Lauren kept going, "Basically, if you decide to wear a chastity cage, then you can't be trusted with your own key. That would kind of defeat the purpose, don't you think? Instead, it's important for someone else to control when and how you can get off. I'm sure the two of you could come to an arrangement."

He drew in another breath. He wanted to snarl back at her, to tell her something like, "This is ridiculous. This is absolutely ridiculous. There’s no freaking way I'm going to wear a stupid chastity cage! This is insane!" he wished he could have jumped up onto his feet and thrown his arms into the air.

And yet, something stopped him.

It was Emily, her voice, soft and gentle.

"I think this might be a good idea," Emily said out loud. Then she blinked like she was surprised to hear those words come out of her mouth. But then she reached over, and she touched Avery's wrists. Her hands were soft, her grip gentle, "Just give it a try, you know? I mean, if this would make both of us feel more comfortable…"

"Make you feel more comfortable? It's me," he said.

"And you're a guy, and guys can get frustrated, and you can do stupid things. This way, we'll both know we can trust you one hundred percent. You want Emily to trust you, don't you?"

Avery glowered at Lauren with all of the ferocity he could muster. It wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough, and he felt it as his shoulders drooped. "I…"

"You can just try it," Emily said. "Please?"

Please?

There was something so eager, so honest and sweet and beautiful when she asked him. Besides, he wanted her to trust him, so he had to play along. "Okay."

"Stand up, take off your pants, and I can put it on you," Lauren announced. She pushed her chair back and rose from her seat.

"What?" Avery asked. This time, he didn't hesitate. "No. No way."

"Well, we can't trust you to do it," stated Lauren with her usual confidence. "Besides, if Emily is going to be your keyholder, then she's going to need access whenever she wants. You want her to have access, don't you?"

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat as he tried to answer. This time, he couldn't find the words. They didn't shoot out of his mouth, no matter how hard he tried. He glanced from Lauren to Emily and back again. Despite his most fervent wishes, his friend didn't interject. As far as she was concerned, all of this made sense. Besides, it was Lauren who bought him this "gift". As such, she understood it best.

"I guess…"

"Then pull on your pants," Lauren insisted. "Oh, and Emily, can you grab some ice?"

"Ice? Why?"

"Because I think he is going to get excited."

"You wish," he muttered.

"Avery, we both know I can do way, way better than you," Lauren said, taunting him. Emily brought her hand up over her mouth. Was she laughing? Was she laughing at him?

In the next moment, Emily rushed over to the fridge, and she grabbed a bowl. She started to fill it with pieces of ice. In the meantime, Avery knew what he had to do.

"Don't bother telling me to turn away. I'm obviously going to inspect you," Lauren told him.

Despite being her target, Avery lowered his voice and asked, "Is this really necessary?" Fear and doubt mixed together in that simple question.

"Yes."

"Here's the bowl with the ice," Emily announced as she came back.

Now Lauren sounded bored as she told him, "Hurry up."

Puffing out his cheeks again, he dropped his head forward, so his chin pressed down against his chest. Avery’s hands fell to his belt, and he loosened it. Next, he worked the button, and now he stopped. He held his pants up. If he let go, they’d fall.

Please?

Her request echoed inside of his skull, and he glanced over at her again while he hoped Emily would change her mind. Instead, she was studying him with something he hadn't seen in a long time: interest. She seemed fascinated and intrigued, like she couldn't wait to see how all of this would play out.

Avery pulled down his pants, Lauren came up to him, and she opened the box, removing the different components.

"You’re smaller than I expected," Lauren sounded both surprised and amused.

The color drained away from his cheeks. He didn't expect such a blunt assessment. When he opened his mouth, Avery hoped he’d be able to answer with some biting retorted. No. He couldn't. Instead, shame burned along his skin, and he glanced over at Emily. She didn't say anything, nor did she try to defend him.

Why not?

He knew he wasn't impressive, but he didn't think he was that small.

Their eyes met, and Emily had to cover her mouth again. Was she laughing at him?

"Not a grower or a shower, I see," Lauren observed. He glanced down, only to realize that his cock had stiffened. "Emily, can you do me a favor and hold his hands behind his back? I don't think he’s going to like this next part."

Second by second, Avery tried to think of something he could do to make this stop. But then, Emily stepped up behind him, and she stretched forward, whispering into his ear, "I'm sure it won't be that bad. Besides, I'm really grateful."

Really grateful? Why?

Then another thought occurred to him. Had they talked about this? Had Emily already known exactly what was going to happen because she already knew what was in that little box? Before he could try to answer those questions, she took him by his wrists and crossed his hands behind his back.

That's when Lauren plucked out a piece of ice. She held it in front of him, and then she peered down at his engorged shaft. At some point over the last couple of seconds, he’d gotten hard. "It’s sweet how you’re still so attracted to her," Lauren remarked. "Or maybe you have a secret crush on me instead?"

"Never," he hissed.

"You should be careful," Lauren told him. "You don't want to hurt my feelings."

"I don't care what you think or what you feel," he yearned to say. Locking his jaw, he swallowed back those words. Antagonizing this girl wouldn't do anything. At the same time, he tried to pull his hands free from behind his back. Emily didn't release him. In theory, he wasn't really trapped. And yet, what if she didn't let go?

Then he couldn't think at all because one impulse exploded along his nerves.

COLD!

The ice slid along the base of his shaft up to the tip. Then Lauren rubbed it along the right side of his cock followed by the left. From there, she slipped it over his scrotum. His skin stiffened, and his member started to shrink back down as his erection wilted. Avery didn't actually want to look down; he didn't want to see precisely what was happening at that moment, yet some perverse rush of curiosity got a hold of him. He dropped his head down, pushed his chin against his chest, and he saw his erection shrink.

"I'm glad I bought the small cage," Lauren said to no one in particular.

Emily’s friend brought the ring up underneath his scrotum. With her other hand now, she slid the cage comprised of those circular rings around his shaft. Then she used the small connectors, sliding them into place and securing them, one after another. Once she was satisfied, she picked up the lock.

The lock.

Was he really going to let her do this?

No. No way. This was ridiculous. Those same old mantras flashed through his head. Each thought of denial and desperation prompted him to open his mouth. Right as he was about to speak, it was Emily who leaned forward again, "I think this is going to be really good for us. I know you’re a sweet guy, but it's hard for a girl to really feel safe around a man. You know?"

It's really hard for a girl to feel safe around a man.

...A man...

...Man...

She meant him! For just a second, there was this flash of triumph deep within his psyche. If she saw him as a real man, then he was still a contender. He wasn't totally stuck in the friend zone. Yes, fresh tendrils of hope seemed to ensnare him even tighter than before. He closed his eyes, and then he heard that sound.

Click.

"Perfect," Lauren decided as she stepped back. She rested her hands on her hips, and she stared up and down the length of his body. Emily’s friend seemed to be inspecting him, to make sure that everything was in order.

For his part, Avery stared down at the floor. He didn't want to look at his caged cock. He didn't want to think about what it meant, especially when Lauren tossed the key over to her friend. Emily snatched it from the air and stowed it in her pocket. Suddenly, Avery had to wonder when he might get to see it again.

"Go on," Lauren coaxed him. "Try to touch yourself. Let's see what happens."

"No, I, I don't think I can," he replied with more trepidation than he expected.

"Oh, it looks like he's shy. What do you think of that, Mel?"

Emily stepped in front of him. She had her arms across her chest now, and she seemed to study him. Something about her gaze made him nervous. It seemed so similar to the way Lauren had stared at him. There was a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth, like maybe she thought she should suppress it, except she couldn't completely succeed. "I can see why he would be shy," Emily said. But now she tilted her head to the side, and he looked over at her. Yes, she was just as beautiful as he expected.

"Avery, we want to test your chastity cage. That means you have to touch yourself. Go on. Touch yourself."

He answered with a quick shake of his head.

"Do you need some encouragement?" Emily asked. "Is that what you need?" At first, he thought she really meant those words; she sounded so sincere. But wait, that wasn't sincerity. It was condescension. She was talking down to him. She adopted the singsong tone of a young woman who had to deal with a child or maybe a dog.

"I’m going to pull up my pants," he started to say.

"Or," she interrupted, "I can give you the encouragement you need."

That's when she stepped forward. She hesitated for a second, but then she cupped his cheeks between her palms, and then she leaned in. She pressed her mouth to his.

She was kissing him!

His pants had been pulled down, and his cock was now imprisoned within a chastity cage, but she was touching him. Addicted to the contact of her hands against his flesh, he stopped resisting. He didn't struggle to pull away; he didn't try to wiggle free, and now he tasted her lip gloss.

The kiss couldn't last for long, however.

She pulled back, and both of the girls glanced down to study him.

"Yeah," Lauren said, apparently satisfied. "It is definitely trying to get hard."

"But he can't!"

"That's how chastity locks work," Lauren told Emily with studied indifference.

"I know, but…" Emily clapped her hands together. "Thank you for doing this, Avery! You are such a good friend!" That's when she launched herself forward, and she grabbed him, pulling him into another powerful embrace. Once again, his shaft tried to harden. He could feel that flare of excitement run through his body. Despite his best efforts, his body wasn't strong enough to overcome those steel bands. No, he wouldn't be able to get an erection or an orgasm, not until Emily decided to release him.

How long would that take?

That night, he was alone in his bed. It was dark. In fact, he could open his eyes or keep them closed without being able to tell the difference. Everything was quiet, and he kept thinking about how she had kissed him.

His lips tingled every time he remembered her mouth pressed against his. Yes, she was showing off for Lauren and making a point, but that hardly seemed important. She had kissed him.

Did that mean she might do it again?

He kept thinking about her, and he wanted to see her naked, to run his hands along her breasts and down her sides. Avery wanted to squeeze her ass and gently caress her inner thighs. He ached for the chance to fondle her, to grope her and to kiss her tenderly, to caress her and rub her most sensitive parts. All of those urges rolled and rumbled through his body, making his manhood strain against to the chastity cage.

At one point, he told himself he was half asleep, so this didn't count. It was perfectly fine.

His hand slid down underneath his sweats, and Avery could sense the alien weight of the metal braced between his legs. His nostrils flared, he clenched his eyes shut tighter despite the impenetrable black, and then he tried to get out of the cage. He tugged at it. He felt the pull against his cock, against his scrotum. He tried again, tugging gently on the left side, then the right, the top, and finally the bottom. He kept thinking he might be able to slide it off. No. It was snug. As much as he hated to admit it, Lauren apparently knew what she was doing.

Within moments, perspiration appeared on his brow. He could feel the cool air chilling his forehead as he continued to work. His core heated up, but he still couldn't remove the damned thing! Finally, he jerked his hands back. His fingers reached down, and he bunched the fabric of his sheets underneath his fingertips. He squeezed hard, turning his knuckles white.

What could he do?

Nothing.

For a moment, he was tempted to roll over, grab his phone, and call Emily. The words were right there, poised at the tip of his tongue and the edges of his teeth, "Emily, you have to get this thing off of the. Please? Please, I’ll do anything!"

Of course, it was the middle of the night. Ragged curiosity got the best of him, so he checked the clock on his phone.

12:28 AM.

No, she wasn't going to be awake.

Breathing hotter and faster now, he forced himself to put the phone away. He curled up into a ball, and he closed his eyes as he tried to sleep. He would have to talk to her in the morning.

As the first hint of sunlight cut through the window and started to push away the dark, Avery grabbed his phone, put it to his ear, and tried to call her. She didn't pick up. Instead, he heard her perky voicemail, "Hi! This is Emily's phone. I'm obviously not here right now, but leave a message, and I’ll get back to as soon as I can. I promise!"

He dropped the phone.

What if he just showed up at her place?

That might have seemed too desperate, but he didn't care.

Avery didn't know when she'd leave to start her day, so he got dressed. He rushed down to his car, and he drove through the early morning traffic. He parked outside of her apartment complex, slammed his door, and jogged across the lot. As he ran, he could feel the strange weight of his chastity cage between his legs. That weight was always there, always reminding him of what these girls had taken from him.

Suddenly, he was in front of her door, and he started knocking.

It swung open after a minute or two.

"Avery?" She sounded sleepy as she rubbed her eyes.

There she was.

Damn.

She was just as beautiful as always. Yes, she looked drowsy as she rubbed her eyes. She had on pink sweatpants, a white T-shirt, and her dark, frizzy hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail. "What is it? What's going on?"

"I need the key," he said emphatically as he held out his hand, palm up.

"Interesting," she said. Then, without another word, she spun around and headed back into her apartment. Standing there, Avery didn't know what to do. He glanced to the left, then the right as though he expected someone to pop out and tell him what might happen next.

As he watched his friend walk away, Avery finally stepped across the threshold. He closed the door behind him.

"I'm serious," he called out to her. His voice carried across the apartment, but Emily was off in the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee. Finally, she turned around, and her mug steamed between her hands. She pursed her lips and exhaled, blowing downward. Another puff of steam rose up.

Avery watched all of this, but he didn't say anything. He kept his gaze locked on her. "I'm serious," he said again, his voice lower this time.

"I like seeing you like this," she told him.

"What? Frustrated?"

"Eager," she replied. After another heartbeat, she seemed to reconsider, "Desperate."

"I'm not desperate," he lied.

"Oh, I think we both know you are," she replied. "And maybe, if you do exactly what I say, I’ll let you out of your cage for a few minutes."

His brows creased. "A few minutes?"

"Yeah," she said. "Right after, you have to go back into your cage."

"That's not true," he said.

She tilted her head to the side and smiled at him, a coquettish smirk on her face. More and more, she reminded him of Emily. "You're one of my best friends. You’re definitely my best guy friend. You don't want that go away, do you?" Her brows knitted together with mock concern as she watched him.

Muscles all along Avery's body tightened as he contemplated that simple question.

"I've been thinking about it," she said. "And I really, really like knowing that you're wearing the cage."

"Why?"

"Because you're a boy and Lauren was right. Guys can't be trusted. I like knowing I have your boy parts under control. Right now, they belong to me."

Avery nearly lost control. He almost started shouting. Instead, he huffed a breath and worked to maintain some calm veneer. "Give me the key," he said.

"Only if you get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here like a dog," she said. "Then I’ll consider it."

"You're joking," he stated, his voice flat and determined.

"Nope," she answered with a seductive pop of her lips. Maybe she was relaxed and had only just woken up. Maybe she hadn't put on any makeup, and that outfit wasn't especially exotic or sexy. Even so, she was the kind of girl who knew how to look sweet and alluring, even while she was wearing her pajamas...especially in her pajamas.

Avery didn't move. His muscles tensed again, and he started to shift forward, but then he froze. Was he really going to do this?

For a second, he was tempted to step across the room, to grab her, to pull her up onto her feet, and maybe push her against a wall. If he did that, he could demand to know where the key was. Did she have it in her bedroom? Was it hidden away somewhere secret like her panty drawer?

Right away, he knew the truth. Avery wasn't aggressive or brazen like that. Besides, this was Emily. Even if she locked them in the friend zone, he couldn't disrespect her like that.

His knees bent and buckled. He dropped down, and then he lowered his head. He stared at the floor. He began to move forward, pushing his weight down on his knees and knuckles. He made his way across the floor, and that's when he heard her tittering and giggling. "Yes! Yes, that's amazing. I love seeing you crawl like a dog!"

It didn't take him long to cross the room, but she still wasn't done with him. He made it to her feet, so he started to rise to his feet. That's when she reached out with her hand, and she rested her palm on the top of his skull. "No, no," she said with a shake of her head. "I didn't give you permission to stand."

"I don't need permission to stand," he insisted.

"Actually, you do. Remember why?" With casual use, she reached out and grabbed the outline of his cock. She squeezed at the metal cage, reminding him of what he wore. "No, I don't think I really like your behavior or your tone. So we're going to try this again. I want you to go back to your place and wait for me to call you."

"But, but I crawled across the room," he said.

"Yeah," she agreed. "You did, and I'm almost satisfied. That wasn't good enough. So now you're going to listen to me. Because if you don't, I might accidentally lose the key. Or worse." Before he could ask what she meant, Emily lowered her voice and said, "What if Lauren got the key?"

His eyes widened.

"You wouldn't dare," Avery breathed out.

He expected a sincere and solemn expression to play across her face. Emily was supposed to say something reassuring like, "I know. You’re right. That would be too much. I'm sorry."

That wasn't what she said. Instead, she burst out laughing. She was giggling in tittering as she thought about that.

"What do you think Lauren would do if she owned your cock?"

He couldn't think about it; he couldn't envision what that might look like or how it would feel. Instead, he stayed right there on his knees in front of her.

"You're dismissed," she said.

Dismissed?

That afternoon, Avery tried to distract himself. He focused on his chores, cleaning his apartment, on handling all of those annoying little details that always seemed unimportant.

The afternoon came and went; the sun dipped down beneath the horizon, and darkness enveloped the world. He got a lot done.

Of course, he kept checking his phone. He made sure it was charged and the ringer was on.

As far as he could tell, there weren't any glitches.

She just hadn’t called him yet.

Every few minutes, he picked up his phone again as the temptation to pull up her name glowed hot in his chest. He itched to call her, to talk to her, to negotiate with her. And yet, he didn't have anything he could off her. Did he?

Finally, he realized he had a different option, one that sent a shiver of fear running down his spine. At first, he laughed. An hour later, he seriously considered it. An hour after that, he broke. He pulled up, Lauren's number and called her.

"This must be driving you crazy," Lauren said.

His fingers tightened against the device, but he didn't risk antagonizing her. He already knew what kind of bad idea that would be. "Look, I need your help," he said. "Please?"

"That's cute, but I expect you to beg a lot better than that, especially when we both know what you want."

"How could you know what I want?"

"You're a boy, and I'm guessing you already talked to her."

He bristled. He hated how easily she could discern exactly what was going on. His chest tightened, and he found himself pacing back and forth across his small living room.

"I did," he admitted.

"And?"

"And she wants me to wait for her call."

"Clever," she said. "You're calling me because you think I should talk to her. Maybe I could intercede on your behalf?" She sounded haughty and diplomatic at the same time as she uttered those words. Then again, that made sense. Lauren was the kind of girl who was accustomed to dealing with powerful people. She came from a wealthy family; she probably partied with the sons and daughters of billionaires, diplomats, CEOs, and other powerbrokers all the time.

"Please?"

"Cute," she said. "But first, I think you should admit the truth."

"What's that?"

"Tell me you're a pathetic boy who desperately wants out of that chastity cage because you need to rub one out. Tell me how badly you want it."

"I, I can't…"

"Then I'm getting bored, and I should hang up in the next couple of seconds," she told him.

"Wait!"

"Yes?"

He locked and ground his teeth together. As his jaw clenched, Avery closed his eyes. Finally, he forced himself to exhale through his nose, "I…I’m a pathetic boy."

"And?" No, Lauren had no intention of making this easy on him.

He chewed on the inside of his mouth before he broke again, "I'm a pathetic boy who desperately wants to get out of this chastity cage because I, because I need to…" His voice trailed off.

"You need to touch yourself while you think about her."

"Don't make me say it," he pleaded with her.

Lauren laughed. Whether she was out getting a massage or her hair done, on a date, or maybe just relaxing back at her penthouse, she could still spare the time to laugh at this boy. Maybe it was the simple fact that he had he never acknowledged his inferiority. Whenever they hung out, he was willing to stand up to her, at least a little bit. It had been pathetic, of course. Avery understood the kinds of privilege she enjoyed. Or rather, he had a good idea. In actuality, he didn't know what it was like to visit an exclusive villa, fly around on a private jet, or hang out with celebrities.

"Fine." He inhaled. Emily’s ex held off the inevitable for as long as possible, but he couldn't deny this. "I, I need to touch myself while I think about her."

"You know, she's way out of your league," Lauren pointed out.

"I know," he agreed far more readily.

"Tell me you were never good enough for her."

"I was never good enough for her." This was easy to admit.

"And tell me you need to be punished for trying to go out with her."

"But, but…" He couldn’t say that second part.

"No," Lauren interrupted, her tone sharper now. "Frankly, I get sick of guys like you. You wander around the world, and deep down, you know you're pathetic. You know, you don't stand a chance with a girl like Emily. She is nice. She is sweet. She is the kind of girl who wants to make everyone feel good, and you take advantage of that. You can't tell the difference between a girl who’s genuinely interested versus someone who is just being polite. Then you fall in love, and you start to assume you should be able to get whatever you want. That's not how this works. Do you know what dating is?"

"No," he answered quietly.

"Dating is a competition. It's all about comparison. How do you stack up against the other guys? If you want a girl like Emily, you have to be better. Frankly, you have to be worthy of her. You, Avery, are not. You are the kind of loser who goes out, and you watch a bunch of romantic comedies, so you start to assume that every guy should get every girl he wants. You think of yourself as the hero of your own story. Fine. Whatever. But guess what? Emily is smart and funny and gorgeous. So yeah, there are lots of guys out there who are going to go after her. And guess what else? They are taller than you and smarter than you and funnier than you. If you really cared about her, then you would let her go."

"I did!"

"Do you still fantasize about her? If you could get a hold of her panties right now, would you cling to them like a treasure?"

As hard as he tried, he couldn't answer.

"That's what I thought," she said. "So sure. I'm going to talk to Emily."

"You'll convince her to give me back the key?"

"Maybe," she said.

Maybe. She gave him that answer because she wanted to mess with him. He figured that out about an hour after she hung up on him. Lauren wanted to tease him with that possibility. No, she wasn't going to ask Emily to give him the key, or even to unlock him.

But now, his heart was pounding. Another day had gone by. She still hadn't called. He paced around his apartment. He did more chores. He handled work. He tried to lose himself to those monotonous tasks. Despite his very best efforts, he couldn't push thoughts of the chastity cage aside. Whether he walked or stood or sat or tried to lie down, he could always remember that extra weight on his most sensitive body parts, reminding him of how he had been imprisoned.

There may not have been bars on his windows; he wasn't locked in a prison cell. And yet, he carried the bars of his cage with him. No one else could see it, but that didn't matter.

Then, finally, his phone rang.

He grabbed it, saw Emily's name, and quickly answered, "Hello?"

"Hello," she said. "I wanted to talk to you, Avery."

"Have you decided to unlock at the cage? Just for a little while?"

"Sweetie, it's only been a couple of days."

"I know, but…"

"You know, I have been reading up on chastity training for boys."

"You have?" Avery asked, his stomach dropping.

"I have!" Emily chirped.

He didn't like this. He didn't like it at all, but what could he do? What could he say or how could convince her to change her mind?

"It's actually really fascinating. I mean, it's not something we really get to think about very often, but what happens when a boy loses access to his orgasms?"

"I, I don't know…" He didn't want to find out either.

In actuality, Emily didn't need an answer because she called out, "His whole personality can change! Arrogant men can become timid. Selfish boys can become incredibly helpful."

"Am I arrogant? Am I selfish?"

"Well, you thought you could date me," she said before giggling. In the next moment, she was supposed to bring her hand up over her mouth. She was supposed to start giggling nervously because that was a rude thing to say. Right? Instead, she continued, "Chastity training can also help with a boy's focus."

"I'm not a boy," he wanted to tell her. "I'm a grown man. I'm an adult." Ultimately, he didn’t utter those words. Instead, he stood there frozen in place as the deluge of her playful words beat down against him.

"Not only that, apparently, this is supposed to be a really good way to even out certain power imbalances."

"Certain power imbalances?" His voice came out dry and brittle. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't speak clearly. He couldn't assert himself. Normally, he had a hard time talking to Emily. Even while they were dating, he had always sensed that advantage. She enjoyed it. She was so hot! Maybe it had been arrogance or hubris to think he could date a girl who wasn't just out of his league; she might as well have been from a different solar system.

"Yeah," she told him. "You know me. I'm not big on feminism or politics or cultural criticism or whatever, but I guess the idea is that men have always benefited from the patriarchy. And now, women can benefit from chastity training. It just evens the playing field, you know?" She paused for a moment. Maybe she had licked her lips, or perhaps she lost herself to another thought. Either way, she continued a few seconds later, "You think the playing field should be leveled, don't you?"

Not like this…

And yet, he didn't say any of that. He didn't talk about fairness or injustice, especially because he thought he was a good guy. He certainly did his best, and he had tried to be there for her while they were dating and even after. Maybe he was stuck in the friend zone, but he still wanted to be loyal to her.

But what about those furtive glances? What about that moment when he had leaned in and surreptitiously sniffed her hair? Did that mean something? Had she noticed?

He swallowed back his trepidation and tried to negotiate with her, "Look, I don't really know a lot about feminism, either. But I was hoping maybe you could let me out of the chastity cage?"

""Come over."

"Right now?"

"Right now," she commanded.

Oddly enough, he didn't drive like a maniac. When he grabbed his keys and wallet and headed down to the parking lot, he expected a rush of adrenaline to blast along his body and shoot his legs forward. Instead, he moved with methodical patience, taking one step after another.

He drove very calmly to her place.

He parked.

He got out and walked to her front door.

He knocked.

He waited.

He wondered exactly how she would do it. How would she give him the key?

Clearly, this game had to come to an end.

Right?

Lauren and Emily had enjoyed themselves. It had been a fun game (for them), but now she had to give him the key. It was over. It had to be over. The repetition of those ideas competed against his brain as he waited.

Right as he inhaled, the door opened, and now he held his breath, and he stared at her. Just being so close to her was enough to force the air from his lungs. She smiled at him, placed her hands on her hips, and tilted her head to the side as she flashed him this big, vivacious smile. "You made it," she said as though there was some question. "Ready to come inside?"

"I'm here for the key," he stated emphatically.

"No, you're not," she told him. She strode toward her bedroom, and he chased after her.

When she crossed the threshold, Avery instinctively stopped. He couldn't help himself. It felt like there was an invisible force field right there. Of course, he had gone in there before. But that was different. He had been her boyfriend. Now he was just her friend…As her friend, he understood the old rules had to go back into effect.

"That's so cute," Emily said as she spun around and faced him. "You don't think you can come into my bedroom." It wasn't a question. She knew exactly what he was thinking. "But don't worry. It's okay. You can come in here. Oh, wait. Part of chastity training means testing your obedience."

"My obedience?" She made him sound like a dog!

Emily didn't back down. She clapped her palms together and grinned at him, "Yes. Your obedience. You see, that's an important part of chastity training."

"I'm not getting trained," he said.

"You know what I want from you right now? I want a nice little confidence boost, and that's why you are going to crawl to me. You’re going to crawl over here, and you're going to kiss my shoes."

"I won't," he said.

"If you don't, I might get distraught, and I might run out of here, and I might just lose your chastity key." She spoke with mock concern, like this was a serious threat, one she couldn't possibly control herself. "You don't want that, do you...?" Emily let her voice drift off as she stared right back at him.

He tried to glare back at her.

In that moment, he knew he was still in love with her. He was still one of her closest and most loyal friends. But he still had to push back, right? He tried, summoning up the best of his willpower. He stared back at her for two, three full seconds. And then his resolve broke. He dropped his gaze down to the floor. "Please?"

"It's not time to beg, not yet," she said.

"What happened to you?" Avery asked. The question fell from his mouth, and he didn't really intend to speak, but this question slipped free anyway.

She lowered herself down onto her bed. She kicked out with her feet. She looked so playful, so innocent and sweet. But when he glanced up and made eye contact with her, he could read the sadistic glee lying just behind her features. She was playing with him, and now they both knew it. She loved watching him squirm there.

Surprisingly, Emily gave him an answer. "I told you. I read all about chastity training. At first, I didn't know what Lauren was talking about, but then I started to see some of the websites. It's really fascinating. What happens when a boy can't control himself? What happens when the most important part of his body is under the control of someone else?"

"My dick isn't the most important part of my body," he insisted.

"And yet, you are about to crawl over across my floor and you will kiss my feet."

His nostrils flared as the anger surged along his body. Yes, this was a girl he really cared about, and she was so beautiful and enticing, but she wasn't supposed to be able to talk to him like this. As those ideas percolated behind his eyes, she continued to watch him with that smug smile. "I don't have all day," she said.

What did that mean? Was there someone she was going to meet with? He hated how that question immediately shot to the forefront of his mind. And yet, she waved for him to get started, and something happened.

His knees buckled. He dropped down, and now he was bowed before her, and he knew he could have stopped. He tried to think about this rationally, to remember that she really did have his chastity key. In theory, he could have removed the device. If he went to a locksmith or a hospital, he was sure they would be able to help him. It would have been deeply humiliating, but he could do it…

No. There was no way he could do that. Besides, if he tried, he was absolutely certain it would annihilate his relationship with this girl. Maybe he was stuck in the friend zone, but he could still hope to escape, right? Maybe, if he tried hard or came up with the right strategy, he could get out of the friend zone and his chastity cage? Maybe he would be able to convince her to see him as a good guy, someone she would want to pick?

But first, he had to cooperate. He had to play along.

Avery simply didn't see any other option, so he leaned forward, pushed his knuckles down, and he crawled across the carpeted floor.

He tried to move quickly. Even so, his body seemed to struggle with those motions, like his instincts told him to stop. His reflexes kept shouting about how he didn't belong on his hands and knees. He wasn't a dog or a pet. He was supposed to be a man.

And suddenly, he was right in front of her, and that's when she raised her right foot. She had slipped it from her shoe, and now she wiggled her toes. "Would you like to kiss me?"

Cory didn't understand. He didn't realize what she meant, what she had in mind.

"Kiss," she ordered.

He hesitated.

"Kiss," she commanded again, this time with more force.

When he heard her voice, Avery itched to argue with her. In some small corner of his brain, he pictured himself jumping up onto his feet, looking right into her eyes, and telling her that he wouldn't cooperate. He wasn't simply going to obey her. And yet, his cock also twitched when he heard her voice. There was something about those soft, playful notes. Excitement ran hot through his body, his shaft struggled against the bars of his chastity cage, and he was reminded once again of how little power he had.

Emily owned his key, so she owned him.

That simple truth broke his defenses, so he dipped his head down, and he kissed her right foot, then her left. At the same time, he hated himself for loving that closeness. There was the soft, easy intimacy, and yes, he was being humiliated, but that didn't seem important. Embarrassment mixed with arousal, and his shaft strained all over again.

"Good," she said. "Now, I want you to go over to my closet and pick out my dress."

"Your dress?"

"That's right," she said. He stared up at her, his eyes wide and filled with confusion. Only then she continued, "I'm going out on a date tonight, and I want you to pick out the dress I wear. It needs to be sexy and inviting."

"But, but…"

"But what?" Emily asked with teasingly fake confusion. She must have understood exactly what he was thinking, yet she smirked down at him. There was something taunting and cruel about the expression on her face, only he still couldn't hate her for it. On the contrary, he knew she was toying with him, and some part of him liked it. How is that possible? How could his brain and body react like this? As hard as he tried, he couldn't rewrite his desires. He couldn't take control, jump up and deal with the consequences of his chastity cage.

"We aren't dating," she pointed out unnecessarily. Those three words slammed into him. They felt like a punch to his stomach. Yes, he knew that. But now she smiled again. As her lips curved, he felt like some mouse caught by a cat's enchanting stare. He knew he should run, yet he couldn't do it. "We aren't dating because you are my friend. As my friend, you have to do whatever I say. Isn't that right? Don't you want to help me? Don't you want to be a good friend?"

Friend. Friend. Friend. He heard that single word over and over again. She didn't slap him; she didn't have to.

"Yeah," he said, nearly breathless.

"Say it. Tell me want to be a good friend."

"I, I want to be a good friend."

"And as my friend, you want to make sure that I have fun on my date, don't you? You want my new boyfriend to have fun with me, don't you?"

His eyes widened again as he stared up at her. Yes, she was beautiful, but there was this image that bounced around within his skull. He could picture some guy grabbing her and taking her by her hands and pushing her up against the wall, trapping her. He would come at her hard, and Emily would start moaning. She might even squirm, tentatively pushing against this man, but it wouldn't matter because he would be bigger and taller and stronger. He would be able to take whatever he wanted from this beautiful girl. He'd trigger new instincts within her body, making her hot, making her moan, making her eager and thirsty all at once.

As hard as he tried to look away, he couldn't do it.

"Yes."

"Say it. Say all of that," she instructed again.

"I, I want to make sure you have fun on your date. I want you and your boyfriend to have fun."

"Is that what I said?" Her expression darkened. "Remember, Lauren would have a lot of fun with your key. I'm just making you crawl across the floor to kiss my feet. What do you think she would make you do?"

"I don't want to know!" His voice jumped out like a nervous squeak.

She giggled.

"Exactly. So say it."

Avery wrinkled his lips together. He forced himself to breathe through a frustrated slit along his lips. As his heart started to pound faster, he gave her what she desired, "I want your boyfriend to have fun with you."

"You know, I think Brad is the kind of guy who has some pretty intense needs. Satisfying them is going to be incredibly important, especially because he is just so hot. I really want to satisfy him and make him happy. You know?"

"I know," said Avery even as he wished he could bring his hands up to cover his ears. He didn't want to hear this!

And yet, Emily spoke with him, and so he had to be a good friend…

"Okay," she allowed. "Go on. Go pick out something. And remember, if you don't do a good job, I'm going to give your key to Lauren."

Instantly, the moisture evaporated in his mouth. His lips parted, and he tried to say something, only he saw that playful smile on her mouth. He wished that meant she was joking, like this was just a way for her to comment. It wasn't. He could see the shine in her eyes, and he knew what she really had in mind. She would do it. That wasn't some idle threat.

Jumping onto his feet, he raced over to her closet and opened the door. From there, he stared at the arranged dresses, skirts, and more. Although he didn't know a lot about women's fashion, he was a guy, so he tried to figure out what would make her happy.

Of course, she wasn't the only one he had to consider.

Emily was going out tonight. She would meet up with the guy, and they probably met up on some dating app, and he would be super hot. Avery hadn't seen his picture, and he didn't want to either, yet it was easy to imagine strong, chiseled features, broad shoulders, a muscled torso, and an impressive stature.

What about his cock?

Avery tried to shove those thoughts aside. If only he could bury or burn them. Instead, Avery thought of his own manhood, now trapped and bound within his chastity cage. Obviously, this guy wouldn't have to wear anything like that. Then again, most women probably saw him, and they wanted to feel his strong hands run across their naked bodies. They wouldn't want to be his "friend".

His eyes roamed across the different possibilities as he explored her wardrobe. This sense of exotic intimacy seemed to slip into his torso. He saw a formfitting, white dress with all of these little polkadots. He spotted a flared black skirt next. After that, he saw this purple flowered dress with black ribbon along at the hem. He could imagine it showing off her legs, and he quickly moved on to the next possibility. He saw A-line skirts, miniskirts, pencil skirts, pleated skirts and a dark gray office dress. From one moment to the next, he didn't know what to pick.

"Remember, if you mess this up, Lauren is going to have something to say to you," she chided him.

He kept scanning to the left and right and back again. He kept skipping over one possibility. No, not that one, he told himself. It had to be something else.

Only then she announced, "Time's up."

He bit down and sucked in a breath, the air cold against the edges of his teeth. At the same time, he pulled out the dark red cocktail dress. He knew it would cling to her shoulders, her breasts, her waist and her thighs. It would show off the contours of her body and make her date, whoever he happened to be, yearn for her proximity. He would want to sidle up close to her, to put his hands on her hips, to press his body against hers, and to take control. Yes, she would hold his attention.

As far as Avery was concerned, Emily was always beautiful. She was always incredibly gorgeous. She didn't have to try. Whether she wore her pajamas, sweatshirts, or anything else, she would always be the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

But right then and there, he had a task, and so Avery brought her the dress.

She took the hangar and held up the crimson fabric.

"Not bad," she said. "Get on your knees and wait for me while I get dressed."

"What?"

"Get on your knees," she said. "Oh, and I'm revoking your speaking privileges."

His what?

Speaking as though he needed help understanding the concept, she elaborated, "Since I own your key, I own you, and that includes your mouth, and right now I have decided I don't want to hear anything you have to say, so you get to be nice and quiet. Get on your knees and don't make a sound."

His brows creased as he glared at her, but he obeyed. His knees bent, and then she did something he hadn't expected.

Emily pulled off her shirt. Next, she yanked down her sweats. Suddenly, she was wearing a pair of white, cotton panties and a matching bra. She pulled them both off, stripping.

At first, Avery didn't know what to do. He wanted to turn away, yet the temptation to stare seemed to overwhelm every inch of his body. He couldn't possibly look away. He couldn't fight that desire, and so he stared.

Then her eyes locked onto his, and she smirked at him. Yes, she knew what she was doing.

She turned around, and she bent over as she pulled out a fresh pair of panties. These were lacy black. They looked more like lingerie. And then she pulled them on, and it only accentuated her pale skin and those amazing contours of her body. From there, she pulled out a matching bra, and she pulled it on. Once she slipped those cups over her breasts, he could no longer see her nipples. Something tightened within his gut as the disappointment welled up inside of him.

"You look so sad," she said with faux concern. "Are you upset because another guy is going to get to have sex with me?"

"You, you don't know that," he said. Right away, Avery realized how absurd he sounded, and he couldn't take those words back.

"I guess you're right," she conceded with a shrug. "If he's especially stupid or annoying, I won't bring him home. But you have got to see the arms on this guy. He looks amazing. It's going to take a lot for him to convince me not to take him home." She giggled and turned around. "Can you help me out with the clasp?" She phrased those words as a question, but he recognized the command for what it was.

Avery tentatively crept over to this beautiful girl, and his hand shook just a little bit as he took the ends and he brought them together. "Very nice," she said. "Aren't you a great little helper?"

This time, Avery didn't answer. From there, she picked up the dress, and she pulled it down over her head and shoulders. Last, she turned around again. "Zip me up?"

Avery obeyed. After all, he didn't have any choice.

Before she grabbed her purse and her wallet, her keys and her phone, she turned to him, and she cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands. Then she leaned forward and Avery almost thought she was going to kiss him. Instead, the corners of her eyes crinkled as she said, "I expect you to behave. You know what that means?"

"No?"

"You're going to stay right here on your knees, and you're going to wait for me like a good friend. If I have a bad night, I want to be able to come back and tell you all about it. If I have a good night, then I might let you go when we get here."

After that, she patted him on the head, turned around, and walked right through the front door. Her high heels clicked against the concrete outside of her apartment.

When the door shut, Avery found himself down on his knees, unable to think clearly. All of his thoughts turned to buzzing static and this wide gulf of uncertainty. Was he really supposed to just stay there on his knees?

From one moment to the next, he tried to stand up. There weren't any shackles around his wrists, no ropes around his ankles. And yet, he still felt like he couldn't move. He tensed against that uncertainty and those invisible barriers.

Hot frustration sizzled through his chest. It seemed to burn against the interior of his body, especially because he kept thinking about his ex-girlfriend and what Emily might be doing while she was out. Were they dancing? At that moment, were they at some club, and had she turned around and lifted her hands into the air, crossing her wrists as she rubbed her ass against his crotch? At that moment, maybe she could feel the excitement of his hardened cock as he pushed forward and started to grind against her…

Avery clinched his eyes shut and shook his head from side to side like he thought he might be able to dislodge those ideas from his brain.

The seconds turned into minutes. The minutes dragged by, one after another.

It got dark outside, but she still didn't come back. Somehow, he couldn't even grab his phone.

And then his phone vibrated.

At first, Avery didn't know what to do, especially because he was on the other side of the room. He had set it down at one point, and now his heart started hammering faster than he could have expected. Only then he lifted himself up a tiny bit, and he saw her name on his screen. He scrambled across the room, crawling before he remembered he could walk again. He grabbed it, looked down at the screen, and he saw her message.

Don't go anywhere. He wants to meet you.

As Avery processed those words, disbelief raged through his body like some wildfire. At first, he jumped up onto his feet, and he took several steps to the left, then the right. He paced back and forth, his heart hammering. Again and again, he stared down at the rectangle of his screen as he tried to comprehend what she meant.

And yet, the words didn't change. They sat there, each pixel glowing bright.

Don't go anywhere. He wants to meet you.

For a second, he glanced up at her door. He wanted to throw it open, to close it behind him, to run back to his car and drive home. But if he did that, she could punish him. She could make him stay in chastity for days or weeks or months. Worse, she might give his key to Lauren…

Most importantly, however, Avery couldn't disappoint her. He still didn't understand what was going on, so he retook his position on his knees.

Then, just a little while later, her front door opened, and she stepped across the threshold. She was holding someone's hand.

Avery glanced up, and he saw his ex-girlfriend. She looked amazing. When she first left, her hair had been tied back into a simple ponytail. At some point over the course of her night, she had let her tresses fall around her shoulders. With her frizzy black hair on display, she looked so amazing. He tried to memorize every detail.

But then she walked her new boyfriend into her apartment, and there he was.

Several inches taller than Avery, this guy looked amazing. He probably could have been a model. He had to be some kind of athlete. He probably spent five or ten hours at the gym each week.

"This is your ex?"

"This is my ex. Brad, meet Avery. Avery, meet Brad."

Brad. That sounded like a powerful name for a real man. He was masculine, tall, and exceptionally well-built. He had the kind physique that could win fights because other guys weren't willing to take any chances. If they saw Avery, they would automatically know he could beat them up.

Right away, Avery started to stand up.

His ex-girlfriend wagged her finger from side to side and smirked as she chided him, "No, no. No one said you could get up."

He fell back to his knees. And suddenly, Brad was standing right in front of him. "Yeah, you're right. He's no threat."

When Avery heard those words, he desperately hoped that would be the end of it. Maybe he could jump up onto his feet and run off. Maybe he didn't have to worry about any of this any longer. It could come to an end.

Those were nice thoughts and great ideas, but…

Emily hadn't said anything. She hadn't given him permission to get up.

"You want to see it?"

No…

There was no way she would try something like that. Right?

Wrong.

Emily knew exactly what she wanted, so she snapped her fingers and ordered, "Avery stand up. I want Brad to see what you look like with your pants pulled down."

"What, why?"

"Frankly, he didn't believe me."

"No, I didn't," Brad said. "A chastity lock? Really? What kind of guy puts on a chastity cage?" Some of the terms came out stilted, like he didn't really understand the concept. Then again, he was probably the kind of man who wielded a monster cock, so he couldn't imagine surrendering something so important.

"Get up," Emily called out again.

Because she was in charge, Avery jumped to his feet. With his heart pounding, he glanced at her one more time. He hoped she might demonstrate some small mercy, some hint of sympathy. Instead, she pointed downward. Right away, he knew what he had to do.

Hoping to end this as quickly as possible, Avery yanked down his pants. There. He'd yanked down his pants and boxers, so now his imprisoned cock was on display.

Brad glanced down for only a moment before he burst out laughing. "Wow. Man! That is wild! You mind if I take a picture? I'm sure some of my friends would laugh their asses off if hey saw this."

"No!" Avery squeaked out.

"Yes," Emily purred.

Still laughing like this was some elaborate prank, Brad pulled out his phone and aimed his camera down toward the other boy. Right away, Avery could tell that his face would be visible in this picture. Even so, he brought his hands up toward his crotch. He tried to block out as much as he could.

But then, Emily crossed her arms over her chest, and she shook her head. "No. Look up. Smile. Now hold your hands behind your back."

Smile? Why would he do that?

Brad didn't seem to care, however. Instead, he took one shot after another. Then he laughed as he admired his work.

"That's funny, but I think we can do a lot better," Brad finally said to his new girlfriend. He spun around, grabbed her, picking her up and cradling her in his arms like she was now his bride. Or maybe he had simply caught her. He attracted this girl, and now he had her, so he could enjoy the spoils of victory.

In the meantime, Avery had to stand there.

Brad carried her over to her bedroom. He was about to close the door, but she's called out, "No. He can listen."

"Dirty girl," Brad said with another laugh, but he didn't close the door. Instead, he threw her down onto the mattress. She bounced once, and then he rushed forward, crawling toward her like a hungry predator down on all fours.

In the next moment, Avery kept his back aimed to her bedroom door. He pulled up his pants and his underwear. And then he realized he had a temptation. She started to moan, and he could hear their lips smacking against one another. Then he heard a zipper. There was the shuffling of fabric. She was probably naked again.

His cock strained against the confines of his cage. His member struggled against the small, curved bars, and fresh need rushed through his body.

He remembered when they had sex, how incredible it had felt, both in terms of the tightness of her pussy as well as that sense of triumph. He had been on top of her, and he had felt as though he had achieved something. He had been triumphant, victorious!

But now, there was another man in that bedroom, and he was kissing her, his lips tight against hers. He was running his hands along her naked body.

She giggled again, and her bra flew and landed just a few inches away from Avery. Yes, he was just outside her bedroom door.

And still he couldn't help himself. He turned, and he looked.

Brad had pulled down his pants, his stiffened cock on display. He was two, three, maybe even four or five inches bigger than Avery. Longer and thicker, his cock could have intimidated almost any girl, but Emily spread her legs as he leaned down. He licked at her nipples, making her moan again. She arched her back and pushed her buttocks down against the sheets. He brought his hand up between her legs, and his fingers deftly glided along her inner thighs before he pressed his middle two digits against her opening. He massaged her, fondling her, bringing her closer and closer to an orgasm.

"Give it to me. Please. Please, I can't take it! Please, I need you! I need you so bad!"

Avery flinched as he listened to those words. They seemed to kick out onto the air, one after another. With every moan and gasp and plea for more, Emily made one thing clear. Avery had never been able to please her like that. He had never been able to provoke that kind of reaction. Instead, she had stayed on her back, relaxed and at ease. Maybe he knew how to massage her or how to calm her, but he couldn't excite her, not like this.

Avery needed to keep his eyes shut. Better yet, he wished he could just leave that apartment. It should have been so simple, yet something compelled him to remain right there on his knees by the door leading into her bedroom. And now he surrendered to the temptation again. He turned around, and he looked. He watched as Brad pushed his enormous cock down between her legs, making her moan. Her eyes opened wide as she stared up at the ceiling, but she didn't care about the details, not as the other sensations rampaged through her petite body. She grabbed onto the blankets, bunching them up underneath her fingertips. She cried out, screaming with pleasure. He pushed down, and he drew back, only to plunge forward again. He made this beautiful girl scream with ecstasy.

And yet, he still wasn't done with her. Unlike Avery, Brad didn't finish in just a few seconds. Instead, he took his time. Like some predator eager to play with his prey, he pushed into her, making sure she loved every second of it. Hot ecstasy gripped her, and his face darkened with that look of concentration.

Avery needed to turn away. He had to push his gaze in some other direction.

As hard as he tried, he still couldn't do it!

So now he had to watch as Emily came for a second time. Then he saw that pleasure course along Brad's handsome face. The man looked down, his expression dark with intent. He throbbed and pulsed. He grunted and growled like a beast.

Then he jerked free, and he fell against the mattress on his back.

Emily lifted her head for just a moment; Brad didn't seem to notice. Her eyes met Avery's, and then she winked at him.

She knew he had watched, but she didn't care. As far as she was concerned, it was important for Avery to understand that he was never, ever getting out of the friend his zone. That was exactly where he belonged, so that was where he was going to stay. He would be eager to help her and to please her and to do whatever she wished. After all, she owned him.

He had no idea how many days or weeks or months it would be before he'd see the key to his chastity cage...

The End

This story was written as a commission. If you’re interested in a story, please email marinarex1221@gmail.com
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