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Using Avery

"Bored?" Her question cut across the air, startling him. Instantly, he pulled his gaze away from his phone and glanced up. Then he realized she was standing behind him, so he started to rise onto his feet. "Stay, boy." Avery couldn't help but notice how Lauren talked to him like he was a dog.

Despite her command, he still stood up.

"Oh? What happened? You got impatient, so now you think you can make your own decisions?"

"I don't have to do what you say," he insisted. At the same time, Avery recognized that whining note of desperation in his own voice. Even so, he refused to sit back down. Instead, he tightened his fingers into fists, tensed his muscles, and stared past that the couch to the beautiful girl standing behind it.

Lauren. Whenever he heard his name, a strange quiver ran through his body. It wasn't attraction, not exactly. It wasn't revulsion, not completely. It was some strange mixture. He was a straight boy, so of course he noticed her gorgeous curves, her perfectly shiny hair, her vivid smile, her white teeth, and her sharp smile. If this had been high school, she would have been the gorgeous cheerleader. And what about Avery? He already knew he would have been the easily ignored wallflower, the boy who stood off to the side, filler, little more than an NPC.

In that instant, her effect on him seemed twice as strong as usual. She wore this dark red, strapless dress, a silver choker, and scarlet lipstick.

Placing her hands on her hips, she tilted her head to the side. She had her hair pulled back and up into this gorgeous bun; it seemed severe and playful, elaborate and taunting all at the same time. He didn't know how she managed to that sort of effect. In fact, Avery remembered some of his friends from high school and how they used to talk about "girl magic," referring to those unspoken tricks that so many females seemed to master, consciously or intuitively. One way or the other, they knew exactly how to draw the boys in.

But no, Avery wasn't in love with Lauren. That's why he managed to master his feelings as he glared at her. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he let his disgust play across his face. He pushed as much disdain as he could into his expression as though he somehow considered himself to be her superior.

"Is that what you think?" Lauren asked. "Because you know, I have something special for you, something you might really like."

He continued to stare back at her through his narrowed eyelids.

"But I guess you don't want it," she said with a shrug before she started to turn around and walk back toward her bedroom. "I guess you don't want my help with Emily after all."

"Wait," Avery called out as he raised his hand like he thought he might be able to reach out and grab her shoulder.

Smirking, Lauren paused, only she didn't turn around. "No. You made your feelings very clear."

"Wait," he said. "Please?"

"Are you sorry for your outburst? Are you sorry for you rude behavior?"

All at once, he realized what she expected. Gritting his teeth, Avery tried to hold out. At the same time, he silently raged against her manipulation. The notion of giving this girl what she wanted and satisfying her desires left a noxious taste at the back of his throat. He couldn't help it, not when he still blamed her for what he wore between his legs and underneath his pants. Of course, he tried not to think about it, but when he first arrived, Emily had been the one to answer Lauren's front door. She got there first, and she smiled at him. Still dressed in simple sweats and a T-shirt, she had thrown out her arms and grabbed him, pulling him into a warm hug.

Emily. His ex-girlfriend. The girl with the key. His key.

The moment she had touched him, his body had stiffened, especially that spot right between his inner thighs. Excitement had raced down his spine and straight to his cock. All at once, his shaft reacted to that natural impulse. And yet, unlike the vast majority of men out in the wider world, Avery couldn't get hard, not while these girls kept him locked in a chastity cage. He could feel the weight between his legs, the snug band around the base of his scrotum, the tube that kept his length utterly imprisoned. At night, he had occasionally reached down and tried to stroke himself, to caress his balls or maybe even pinch his nipples. He had hoped that somehow, someway, he would have been able to achieve an orgasm. It never worked...not even once.

And then there were those other moments, the ones where he had tried to remove the chastity cage. He had worked, pivoting his hips from side to side, spinning around, tugging and pulling. It felt like this stupid dance. He had tried exhaling, like maybe he could make himself small enough so the device would slide off. But no. These girls knew what they were doing, so he had to wear this chastity cage, and he couldn't take it off, not without the key…

As far as he knew, Emily still had it. The girls loved to joke about trading it back and forth, making it impossible for him to know who might own access to his boy parts at any given moment. Both Emily and Lauren understood the power of that small piece of metal. It didn't look like much, yet it represented control of his dick! No matter how much Avery hated that idea, he still couldn't get away from it.

But at some point, he was going to figure out how to talk to Emily. Right? Those fantasies always came roaring back, no matter how hard he tried to cut them down. He couldn't help it, not when he saw her, she smiled, and there was something about the soft, easy warmth of her presence.

Whether he wished to or not, Avery was still in love with her. At least he could admit it. He had that kind of intellectual honesty. That meant something, he hoped.

Drawing in a breath, Avery knew he had to answer. Lauren had asked him a question, and if he stayed silent, she might decide to simply walk off and disappear back into the bedroom. Once she crossed that threshold, she might as well have been in another country. He wasn't allowed back there.

"I'm sorry," he said, practically spitting out the words.

"You don't sound sincere," she told him.

"I'm sincere," he answered with a note of exasperation. "I'm very, very sincere."

"Then try again. Tell me you're sorry. Tell me you're willing to beg for my forgiveness."

She had to be kidding!

Avery waited one, two, three seconds. She still had her back turned to him, of course. At the same time, they both recognized just how easily she could have strolled away. There was nothing to stop her.

"Fine," he muttered. "I, I'm sorry, and I’m begging for your forgiveness."

Those words were enough for her to walk back around the couch. She didn't sit down, however. Standing there in her beautiful dress with her hair pulled up, her slender neck on display, her shapely shoulders presented proudly, and her cleavage drawing his attention, Lauren watched him. Her eyes shined with vivid amusement.

"If you're really sorry, you're going to get down on your hands and knees, and you're going to crawl over to my feet, and you're going to kiss my shoes, and you're going to tell me that I'm a beautiful goddess who can do whatever she wants since you’re nothing but a dumb cuck." She listed off those details with the casual ease of a princess ordering lunch.

"What?"

"Do you really need me to repeat myself?" Lauren asked, her tone sharp and snide. She used that same rich-girl-tone whenever she had to correct a server who messed up her order. Since Avery didn't know how to respond, Lauren taunted him just a little more, "I'm sure Emily would really like to give you something special. Don't you want to help her in her time of need?"

His brows creased. Her riddle left him frustrated, confused, and hopeful all at the same time. It wasn't fair. Worse, that had been his secret fantasy for weeks now. Avery kept waiting for that moment when he’d get his opportunity. At some point, he would escape the friend zone; his ex-girlfriend would finally wake up, and she would realize what a great thing they'd had back when they were dating. More than anything, he yearned for the chance to call himself her boyfriend again! And yet, he also understood that this beautiful rich girl could tease him and taunt him in the meantime. She knew exactly how to play with him.

His knees buckled.

Avery didn't remember making the conscious decision. Instead, he fell forward, and he started crawling. Down on all fours, he made his way around the overpriced, mahogany coffee table. Suddenly, he was in front of her shining, red shoes. He saw the slender, high heels, those sparkling rhinestones, and his throat clenched.

Very demurely, she lifted up her right foot.

"Kiss, cucky."

"Don't call me that!"

"Sure thing," she said. "But you have to be wondering, aren't you? Tonight, who’s she going to take home? Or maybe she won't even want to wait that long? Maybe she’ll just take out some random hot guy, and they can find an empty bedroom?"

The color drained away from his face. Yes, it happened before. But this was just her "party girl" phase, right? Emily was going to get over it. At some point, she would realize she needed something solid, stable, and real. She wouldn't continue to mess around with random guys that parties like tonight's. She was a young woman, he tried to tell himself. She needed to experiment, but this wouldn't last. Mindless, meaningless sex might have felt good, at least for a little while, but she wouldn't be interested in the frat guys and young finance bros for long.

He needed to believe it. He needed to believe it so, so badly.

Avery's mouth hovered just a few inches above Lauren’s shoe. He breathed in, he could catch the scent of the polish. It felt somehow toxic and intoxicating all at the same time. "I'm just a dumb boy," he said. "And you are a beautiful goddess."

"Okay," she said. "That wasn't exactly what I expected, but it was good enough for now. Go back to the bedroom. I'm giving you permission. Emily needs some help."

Avery jumped to his feet, scrambled forward, and ran down the hall. Once he made it to the bedroom door, he stopped. He barely skidded to a halt before he raised his hand and started knocking.

"Yeah?"

"It's me," Avery said. "Can I come in?"

Emily stood in front of the full-length mirror and considered herself in that silver dress. Those hundreds of little pieces had been placed and threaded together, and now they shined under the light like a tight cocoon around her chest. She loved the thin straps, especially how they seemed to contrast with her pale skin.

"It's me," Avery said. "Can I come in?"

Emily nibbled on the inside of her mouth. What? Wasn't Lauren supposed to come back to help Emily get zipped up all the way?

Then again, it wasn’t like she had to worry about Avery. Snickering, she thought of his chastity cage.

Puffing out her cheeks, she wondered if this would be awkward for her ex-boyfriend. Then Emily reached up, and she found the silver necklace.

For several seconds there, she wanted to treat Avery like any other guy. Yes, he was her friend, and sure they had dated, but she needed to be wary around him, right? Wrong. She touched the key, felt the warm metal against her fingertips, and she remembered again what he wore. Originally, the idea never, ever would have occurred to her. Luckily for her, Lauren had made an amazing suggestion: a chastity cage. This way, she didn't have to worry about Avery. Yes, he was a guy, and maybe they had dated. They’d even had sex before, but she could feel comfortable now because she had complete control over his erections.

Yeah, Emily also understood that she probably would have been able to control her ex-boyfriend anyway. Avery was a sweet guy, but he wasn't really aggressive or assertive, not like other men.

With all of those thoughts streaming to her head, Emily finally made her choice. "Sure thing," she called out. He tentatively turned the knob and stepped into the room.

She still had her back to him. He could see her bare shoulder blades, the curves of her back, and that spot where the zipper's teeth came together. "Can you help zip me up?" Emily asks.

Adorably, Avery took one tentative step forward. Then another and another. Then he seemed to reconsider. "Are you sure? You’re sure it's okay if I'm here?"

"It's okay," she reassured her ex. "You're one of my best friends. Besides, it's not like you're a guy-guy. You know?" Emily didn't glance at his reflection in the mirror, so she didn't see the look that passed across his features.

"Come on," she said a second later.

Her friend rushed forward with his head bowed down. Then he came up to her, and he saw the contours of her ass, the way her dress hugged her hips, the curves of her waist, and how the light shined off of her dress. Worse, he made the mistake of breathing in, and he caught the rich, sweet aroma of her perfume.

"Is there a problem?"

"No," he sputtered out. "No problem." Despite the fact that his fingertips trembled, he reached out, and he managed to grab onto the zipper. Very carefully, he pulled it up along the length of her torso. Then he pulled his hand back, and he wanted to step away, only something stopped him.

This girl always felt magnetic. Or maybe it was a different kind of gravity, like she could bend the rules of physics around her, making it almost impossible for him to step away.

"Thank you," she said, turning and facing him.

His eyes darted down, and he saw the key.

"Are you, are you going to wear that tonight?"

"I think it goes really well with my dress, don't you? Besides, it's really creative," Emily told him.

"Yeah," he muttered. "Creative."

"That reminds me," Emily said. "Do you think we could talk?"

Do you think we could talk? Instantly, his instincts as a guy perked up, but he tried to remind himself that they weren't dating, so it wasn't like he had to worry about the conversation where she might try to break up with him. Then, all at once, he realized that this could actually be a really good opportunity for him. Lauren didn't think it was possible, but maybe she had underestimated him! Yeah, this could be his chance!

The words started to unfold behind his eyes as he moved over toward the edge of Lauren's bed. He sat down on the overpriced comforter, and he kept his heels pressed to the floor. With his back straight, he tried to prepare what he would say. It felt almost effortless, like he could feel those words unfurl inside of his head, Emily. You’re right. We need to talk. I think it's time that you give me the key. He didn't need to say the words "chastity cage". At the same time, he needed to sound firm and resolute. You know me. You know I'm not a threat. You know, you don't need to keep me locked up. This is just a game Lauren wanted to play. It's been fun, but it is time for you to give me the key. Just give me the key.

His impossibly beautiful ex-girlfriend sat down next to him. Before they got together, he had always wondered what it would be like to kiss her, to touch her, to run his hands along her body. Now that he had done it, he almost wished those desires could go away, as though he had sated some thirst or hunger deep within his psyche. Instead, those experiences only made him ache for more. Having known her touch, his cravings had only grown stronger.

He started to breathe in, and he was ready to start and seize the initiative, but Emily got there first. "Thank you, Avery."

Instantly, he lost all of his momentum, "For what?"

"Thank you for wearing the chastity cage. I'm sure it feels silly or ridiculous or whatever, but it means a lot to me. I mean, there are all of these guys who just chase after girls, and I love knowing I don't have to worry about you." She reached over and hugged his bicep. Not only that, she lowered her cheek down and rested it against his shoulder. "It's like I can get really close to you. I can trust you. We can share these intimate moments, and I don't have to worry about you hitting on me or whatever."

"Yeah," he said.

"That's the thing that always sucks with real men, you know? I go out, and so many of them just pretend to be my friend. But I don't have to think about that with you. I know you are my friend. You’re this really good friend, and it's not like anything will ever happen between us, so it's perfectly safe. Isn't that great?"

For just one or two seconds, he blinked, uncertain. Part of him itched to believe she was messing with him, only then he remembered that he was talking to Emily. She cared about him; she really meant everything she said, so he couldn't snap back. He couldn't get angry.

"Yeah. Great," he said without any real enthusiasm.

"Anyway, it looked like there was something you wanted to say?"

"I, I'm just looking for to having fun with you tonight," he said.

"Me too!" Emily chirped out, jumped up, and headed toward the door. A few seconds later, Avery didn't have any choice. He followed.

The girls sat in the back of his car, chatting and whispering back and forth, playing on their phones, swiping to their feeds, and sharing secrets as he drove.

"Doesn't someone want to sit up here with me?" Avery had asked when he slid his key into the ignition.

"No," Lauren said simply.

"But I feel like a chauffeur," he had muttered.

Unfortunately for Avery, Lauren possessed excellent hearing. She had quickly giggled, "Yeah. That's exactly what you are tonight. You get to be our driver. Keep your eyes on the road, boy."

"Lauren, you're so mean to him!" Emily laughed even as she tapped her friend on the back of her hand. Clearly, Lauren didn't care, especially because both of the girls were giggling now. Maybe they couldn't help themselves. Ever since elementary school, or even earlier, girls like Emily and Lauren had enjoyed the connection of sharing secrets with the other girls. Right then and there, this boy found himself stuck in the driver's seat.

After a couple more minutes, Avery kept his hands on the steering wheel, his fingers tight. He followed the GPS and eventually parked outside of a large, two-story house on a corner lot. It wasn't hard to find, especially when there were already a couple of people out on the porch, drinking and laughing.

"Are you on the hunt?" Lauren asked.

Foolishly, Avery thought that question might have been aimed at him. Then he bristled and realized something. Even if he had gone in there, pulled out his best moves, gotten extraordinarily lucky, and found a girl who might want to take him home...it wouldn't have mattered.

"No," he started to say, only for Emily to cut him off.

"You know what? I think I am," said his ex as she nibbled on her bottom lip.

"C'mon, you're a beautiful woman. You get what you want. There's nothing wrong with being spoiled," Lauren said. As a girl who came from a privileged background, these directives must've been with her from a very early age.

"Maybe…"

Avery didn't know how to react to her tone. Yes, he picked up on that note of reluctance, only there was something else in her voice as well: excitement. He glanced up into the rearview mirror, and he caught a glimpse of Emily. She had her chin braced against her knuckles as she stared out through the car window. First, he experienced that automatic jolt of attraction and disappointment and hope. Yes, this girl had tossed them right into the middle of the friend zone, so he was nothing but her "buddy" except those desires still persisted. He needed to get close to her again; he wanted to lace his fingers with hers, to touch her, to have the right to reach down and brush his fingers along her ass or up to the small of her back.

He had enjoyed those privileges at one point.

But there was still that hope.

What was she going to do tonight?

For a moment, his thoughts wandered, and he envisioned some scenario where she got drunk, got into a fight with some jerk, and he was there to console her. Avery was a good guy; he was a good friend (as much as that term always twisted in his gut), and he’d be there for her. Inevitably, she'd realize she didn't want to be some party girl. She didn't want to sleep with a bunch of different guys…He had to be there for her revelation. He needed to wait.

He parked about half a block away, only Lauren pulled herself forward, she braced her elbows between the seats, and she asked, "What's this?"

"You wanted to go to the party, right?"

"Yes, but you have to drop us off," she said.

"Excuse me?"

"You have to drop us off," she said, a little louder, like maybe he had been too dumb to understand her the first time.

"It's only half a block," he said.

"Yeah, but I don't want to have to walk that far in high heels," Lauren said. "Besides, you can come in after us."

Avery had every intention of arguing, only Emily said two words, "Avery? Please?"

There. That was all it took. He heard that plaintive note, the soft request, and he thought of how she was always the kind one. She was always the nice girl. She could be beautiful and sweet all at the same time. Lauren may have been hot, but every guy who saw her could recognize that underlying danger. She was a girl who knew exactly what she wanted, and she was always determined to get it, no matter the cost.

Reluctantly, Avery drove them to the house, the two girls got out, and Emily leaned forward before she closed the door, "Thank you so much," she said. "You're always so sweet!" She smiled at him, and he had to say something.

"No problem," he murmured and almost meant it.

The girls slammed the door behind them before they rushed off to the party. Left alone in the car, Avery breathed in. He was about to sigh, only he picked up on the scent of Emily's perfume again. He closed his eyes, and he basked in that scent for just a few more seconds. The aroma cut through all of his defenses, reminding him all over again why he was in love with that girl.

"I'm not in love with her," he whispered, only it was utterly impossible to believe those words.

Besides, wouldn't it be crazy to ignore his feelings? Seriously, she was gorgeous and sweet and funny. Whenever he came close to her, he enjoyed this sense of blissful contentment, like it didn't matter what she did or said. Just being close to her triggered something amazing inside of him.

Avery drove down the block, only to see that all of the parking spots had been taken on the street. He wandered around for a few minutes and finally parked three blocks away.

As he walked through the cool, evening air, he had his hands in his pockets.

As he approached the party, he spotted a couple of people out on the porch again. They had red, plastic cups in their hands, and they were laughing. Music thumped out from of the living room, and Avery wondered exactly what he might find inside. He tried to tell himself this was an amazing moment. It was the start of the night, so there were so many different possibilities.

He straightened his back, rolled his shoulders, and he strode forward with as much purpose as he could muster. Avery saw the people out on the porch, and he nodded to them, "Hey, how's it going?" He packed as much cheerful enthusiasm as he could into those words.

One girl smiled at him and lifted her cup in salute. One of the guys nodded, "Hey, man. You want me to get you a drink?"

Avery shook his head, "I'm going to wander around for a bit," he said, knowing full well that he didn't know how to drink very well. He knew lots of people who could slam back a couple of beers or shots without really feeling it. Avery, on the other hand, couldn't handle much more than one or two glasses before he got tipsy…or worse. He needed to pace himself.

Only then, he headed inside. First, the pulse of the music beat into his chest. And then he saw her. There was that beautiful, dark-haired girl with the frizzy hair holding her hands in the air. She spun and twirled as he stared right back at Emily, and something inside of his chest tightened. Damn. She was beautiful. She looked so incredible, her hair swinging through the air, the movements of her head, the way her slender arms reached toward the ceiling...Avery struggled to pull his gaze away from that incredible girl. And yet, just watching her seemed to inject this potent attraction straight to his center. In fact, he didn't even notice the others right away.

There were two guys next to her, sidling up, closer and closer.

"Cute, don't you think?" Lauren asked. She just barely whispered, yet her voice still cut across the air, straight to his eardrums. He stepped away from the other beautiful girl as he spun on her and tightened his fingers into fists.

"What's wrong? You don't like seeing your ex-girlfriend dance with a couple of hot guys?"

Avery didn't want to say anything. In fact, he glanced to the left and right. He saw a hallway leading down for a couple of bedrooms. Then he spotted the staircase. Another archway led into the kitchen and dining room, he guessed.

Before he could pick his route of retreat, Lauren stepped behind him, grabbed him by his cheeks, and forced to look back at Emily. She jumped and swayed, dancing to the rhythm. One of the guys came up behind her, and he was grinding his crotch on her ass. He reached out casually, gliding his fingers up and down along her flanks. Yes, he was only touching her dress, but he must've been able to feel the delicious curves beneath the silvery material.

"Those guys are hot," Lauren breathed into his ear. "Seriously, look at their shoulders. Look at those chests. I bet they had enormous cocks too!"

Shoving himself away, Avery stumbled forward. He nearly lost his balance. He jumped back up onto his feet, and he rushed through the archway and into the dining room. A few seconds later, he found himself in the relative quiet of the kitchen.

"What's your poison?"

Avery glanced up and saw another young man wearing glasses. He was pouring in mixing drinks.

"I don't care," Avery said.

The amateur bartender handed Avery a drink.

He pulled it up to his lips. He threw the cup back and savored the alcoholic burn. It was sweet and bitter at the same time. Right away, his stomach twisted, but he didn't care.

"Damn," said the other guy. "Don't go at it too hard."

"I'm good," Avery said with all of the casualness he could muster. He had no idea what he just drank, but he didn't really care either. Instead, he held out his hand. Sure enough, he received a second cup, and he brought it up to his mouth.

He drank. Each time he swallowed more, Avery savored the hot, burning twist in his gut, especially as he tried to forget about Emily. Yes, she was back in the living room, but now he entertained some other possibilities.

What if he could go find someone else?

Avery held onto his cup as he marched through the house. He wasn't sure exactly where he was going, and he could feel that buzzing tingle run across his body. It had only been a couple of minutes, but he already enjoyed the fuzzy weight at the edges of his vision. Yeah, he could definitely feel it. He ended up in the garage, and there were a couple of people playing ping-pong.

An intense match was going on between two girls. Unlike Lauren and Emily, they hadn't pulled on some of their tightest, most gorgeous dresses. Instead, they just wore denim shorts and T-shirts. They had their hair tied back into ponytails as they tapped the little plastic ball back and forth.

Their spectators cheered, laughing and hooting as the volleys grew longer and longer.

Avery didn't really understand, but he didn't care either.

He tried to laugh along. He didn't actually know these people, but he didn't care about that, not as he gulped down one swallow of alcohol after another. He still didn't know what he was drinking, but it still didn't matter.

For a few minutes, maybe longer, Avery started to think that he might actually be able to forget about what was going on. He didn't need to envision Emily (his sweet Emily) spinning and twirling, dancing and jumping and hopping in the living room. He didn't have to think about those guys with their broad shoulders or their muscle to chests groping and fondling her.

He was on his feet now, and he was cheering along with everyone else when someone tapped him on the shoulder.

Through the haze, he slowly turned around. The movements became awkward, but he didn't actually notice. For a moment, he started to think it might be Emily.

Emily. He envisioned this wonderful scenario where she smiled at him and said, "Hey, I'm not really having fun. Maybe you could take me home?" But on the way back to her place, they’d pass a diner, and she would say, "You know, I’m kind of hungry. Would you mind if we stop?" And like a gentleman, he'd pull into the parking lot, and they'd go sit down, and they would start talking. It would be late, the restaurant would be mostly empty, and they could take their time. At first, perhaps the conversation would start out stilted, but then something would start to shift. More and more, they’d open up. They could start laughing just a little bit. And then, after one brief, awkward silence, she'd tell the truth. She'd confess that she hadn't really enjoyed being with all of those guys. She only did it because she thought she was supposed to. It was supposed to be an amazing adventure, but she really wanted something else. She wanted something comfortable, something safe. And that's when she could tell him she had made a terrible mistake.

The fantasy coalesced into this bright, shining bubble inside of his head, and when he turned, he found Lauren standing there, her hands on her hips, that same dismissive, disdainful look on her face.

"What do you want?"

"Tone," she said.

He blinked. With the drinks running hot through his veins, he didn't understand what she meant.

"I expect you to use a respectful tone with me," she reminded him.

He rolled his eyes as though he couldn't possibly care.

That's when she reached out and grabbed his cup. She pulled it from his grip before he could stop her. Then she brought it up to her nose, sniffed, and laughed, "Wow. You're getting wasted, aren't you?"

"Why would you care?"

"But you're not slurring. That’s kind of impressive," she said with a quick nod of her head. "Anyway, Emily sent me to come check on you."

"She cares about me?"

Lauren stared at him like he was an idiot. Then, slowly, she arched one eyebrow. "Yeah, she cares about you the same way a girl might care about some lost puppy dog."

"I'm not a dog," he said unnecessarily.

"Are you sure about that?" Lauren asked. She sidled right up to him, and he didn't retreat back. Suddenly, she pushed her thigh up against his crotch. Even through his pants, she could feel the contours of his chastity cage.

Suddenly, the alcohol seemed irrelevant. He blinked once, and the buzz had disappeared, if only temporarily. "Remember, she can get you to do whatever she wants. And since she can get you to do whatever she wants, I can do whatever I want too."

"That's not true," he said.

"Oh yeah? Have you asked anyone out tonight?"

"What?"

"It's a simple question," Lauren said, taunting him. "Have you asked anyone out tonight?"

"I, I..."

"No, you haven't," she finished for him. "That's what I thought. “So how about this? I'm feeling playful, and you're looking lost. Do you see that girl over there? That's Cassidy, and she's one of my best friends."

He turned and saw a pretty girl on the other side of the garage. She was holding onto her own red cup, but she seemed at ease with herself. She watched the ping-pong match, her eyes bright with excitement. She was standing next to another girl. They looked like they could have been sisters. No, he decided, after another second. They did look similar. The first girl had short, black hair that stopped at her shoulders with a bright smile and round features. She wasn't as beautiful as someone like Emily, but she was still very pretty. The other girl had longer, wavy brown hair tied into a messy braid.

"You should go ask her out."

"If she's your friend, I don't think I'd like her," he said with as much venom as he could summon.

"But if you go hit on her, and if you have any degree of success, I’ll get you the key."

"What?"

"You heard me," Lauren told him. "You obviously aren't good enough for Emily, but maybe you could have some fun with Cassidy?"

"I thought you said she was one of your best friends," he replied.

"She is," Lauren confirmed. "But I also think she has terrible taste in boys. Now I want to prove my theory. Besides, I think it would be adorable to watch you crash and burn."

"I, I…"

"You want to get over Emily, don't you? You want to get your key, don't you?"

"I'm serious," he said, still concentrating on enunciating each word clearly. "Why are you doing this?"

"I got bored with the dancing, the guys here aren't that interesting, and I can have some fun by playing with you," she replied. "Besides, you know, I'm the one who got her to put you in chastity in the first place. I can let you out whenever I want."

"Emily can make her own decisions," he insisted.

"Of course, she can," Lauren said. Was there sarcasm in her voice?

Avery felt bold and brave as he grabbed his cup back. He lifted it to his lips and gulped down the last of the sweet alcohol. That familiar burn buzzed at the back of his throat, but then he set the cup down, straightened his shoulders, and he marched over to the girl with the short, black hair.

She turned to him, she smiled, and suddenly he started to stumble. The world seemed to twist and spin around him. On some level, he knew what was happening; he was drunk. Very drunk. The alcohol just hit him. Beer and every other drink always did this to him. He could feel fine for a little while, only then he’d lose control.

Right as it felt like he might collapse or lose his footing, he threw out his hand, and he grabbed her. His fingers brushed along her breast. Cassidy stared at him before jumping back. She looked like she wanted to slap him across the face.

"You're pretty," he started to slur.

"And you're wasted," the girl said. "You need to get out of here."

Something else happened, but he couldn't remember what…

Laying on his side, Avery opened his eyes. His head was pounding, only then he realized it wasn't actually his skull. Instead, something else was happening. He could feel the vibrations through the bed, through the mattress, through the coverlet.

Music?

Lights were on, and he sat up and looked around. This wasn't his bed. This wasn't his bedroom. He didn't recognize the walls, the posters, the laptop, the desk, the carpet, or anything else.

He was still at the party…

Avery tasted something bitter at the back of his throat, and then he remembered that he had gone out. He had gone out with Lauren and Emily. Emily. He remembered how she looked as she danced with the easy grace of a ballerina. No, she wasn't trained, and maybe some dance instructor somewhere would have criticized her movements, but Avery knew she was perfect.

And then there were those guys grinding on her, touching her, taking whatever they wanted because they could.

Avery bit down. He threw himself off of the bed. He stumbled for only a second. He didn't care if the door was locked. He pulled down his pants, and he tried to remove the chastity cage. He tugged and pulled until there were those spasms of pain shooting up into his body. It didn’t last for long. He wasn't an idiot. And yet, he kept trying to tug from different angles. There had to be some way for him to get this stupid cage off of his genitals.

Then he quickly searched around the bedroom as he hoped to find a screwdriver or some other tool. The desperation pumped through his body. Somehow, he would get this chastity cage off, and he would be free!

Yeah, maybe Emily would be disappointed when she realized what happened. Or...she'd realize that he was a man, and so he couldn't be captured or contained. He was like a wild beast, and a chastity cage was just fundamentally unnatural. She’d see him in a new light. She wouldn't view him as "a good friend". He'd be a contender in her eyes, and he would be able to grab her, pull her close, kiss her…He'd have her respect.

All of those thoughts sounded amazing, except there was just one problem.

He couldn't get the chastity cage off!

Avery tugged to the left, to the right. He swung his hips. Nothing worked.

Finally, he dropped his hands to his sides. Hot frustration burned through his body as he tried to figure out what he could do. There had to be something, right?

Wrong.

Enraged, he paced back-and-forth, practically stomping his feet down against the floor. His pants were still discarded, but that's when he heard a knock on the door. Apparently, the door wasn't even locked because the knob turned as he spun around. Then he saw her.

"Emily?"

His eyes widened, and she glanced down at him. Then she pulled out her phone. She aimed it at him, and the color drained away from his face as his body froze. In some corner of his brain, he knew he was supposed to move. He had to act. If nothing else, he should have snatched up his pants and use them to cover his imprisoned cock.

Instead, he remained paralyzed in place.

She took one picture, then another and another after that."

"What, what are you doing?"

"Punishment," she said.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Sit," his friend told him.

He still didn't grab his pants even as he stumbled back like he’d been struck. How did he look in those pictures? Avery could already imagine his shocked features, his wide eyes, and his parted lips. At the same time, he thought of his shaft. He wasn't the smallest guy out there, but he wasn't impressive either, and now anyone would be able to see him, assuming Emily decided to show them…

Perched on the edge of the bed now, his knees held together, Avery grabbed the side of his shirt and rumpled it between his fingers as he tried to expel some of the nervous tension pulsating through his body.

Moving with easy dexterity, Emily strode across the room. She sat next to him, she crossed her legs, and he couldn't help but study her shins, knees, and thighs. Even at that moment, with that sickening twist in his gut, he still wanted to reach out and touch her.

"What do you remember?"

"I got drunk," he said. "Lauren wanted me to ask a girl out."

"That's kind of funny," Emily said breezy smile.

"Why? Why is it funny?" Avery wanted to demand. The words itched at the back of his throat. "Seriously, is that a joke? Am I a joke to you?" He wished he could have spat out those words, one after another, each syllable laced with angry vitriol. Somehow though, this girl always knew how to influence him. As hard as he tried, he wasn't brave enough to get angry, especially when he sensed the truth.

"Anyway," Emily continued, "What else do you remember?"

"Not much?"

"You were really messed up," Emily told him. "I guess you drank way too much way too fast, and then you started to get dizzy? After that, someone tried to stop you as you were talking to Cassady, but then you got angry, and you tried to fight him."

"Did I win?"

Emily let out a little giggling chortle. "No, Avery. You didn't win. Face it. You're a very sweet boy, but you’re not much of a fighter.” He absolutely hated that patronizing tone of voice she used with him. It sounded like she was talking down to a little brother or something. Yes, he had tried to act like a big, tough guy, but his best attempts didn't warrant anything but some remark about "how cute" he was.

As he sat with her, Avery opened his mouth and sucked in a breath as he prepared to defend himself. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it.

"It was kind of adorable," she told him. Adorable. Was that any better than "cute"? "I guess you kept trying to throw punches, but you were so drunk that he kept just stepping back, or whatever? And then I guess you finally threw yourself forward, hit the wall, and passed out."

Right as she uttered those words, he experienced a different kind of pain near his forehead. He reached up, and he could feel the bruise right there.

"I should go," he said. Avery pushed himself up onto his feet. He would grab his pants, pull them on, and just leave. Both Emily and Lauren were cute and smart; they wouldn't have had any trouble getting a ride home. At worst, they could call a rideshare.

Emily interrupted those thoughts, "Actually…"

"I need to go," he said as he started to push himself off of the bed.

"Stop," she commanded.

It was an order; it could be mistaken for anything else.

He froze.

Emily didn't get angry often, but now her tone shifted, "You worried me," she said. "You're my friend, I care about you, and I can't believe you behaved like such a fucking asshole tonight." She was such a sweet girl; it was like she barely knew how to use this kind of profanity. "Seriously, a couple of the other girls wanted to call an ambulance," she said.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"You aren't yet," came another voice. "But you will be."

When Avery jerked his head up, he didn't know who he’d see, but he didn't want it to be her. Sure enough, Lauren stood in the doorway, her dark red dress on display, her arms crossed over her chest, some of her cleavage on display.

Avery glanced back over at Emily, but Lauren wasn't done yet. She sauntered forward, pushing her high heels down against the carpet as she made her way to the middle of the room. She still had her arms locked across her chest as she said, "Personally, I don't like it when boys act out. I think it's ridiculous and silly. With most guys, we can't do anything. But Emily here has something special, don't you, Emily?"

"I do."

He didn't need to hear what it was, but Lauren told him anyway, "She has your key. So unless you want her to lose it, you're going to stay in here like a good boy while me and the other girls go figure out exactly what we should do with you."

"What, what are you talking about?" Avery demanded.

"Well, there’s first the question of Emily's fantasy."

Emily tensed beside him. Avery glanced over at her, only he couldn't read her expression. A few minutes ago, she had been torn between concern and outrage. Now her lips hardened into this little pout, and she stared down at the floor. Maybe some of the color had dissipated from her cheeks, like she was scared? Or nervous?

"It's okay, Emily," Lauren said. "You don't have to be ashamed of your fantasies. It's normal." She shrugged like it really wasn't a big deal one way or the other.

"Are you sure?" Emily asked, her eyes big and shining. "I thought we were going to come in here and figure out exactly what to do with him."

"Avery, get on your knees."

"I'm not going to get on my knees," he said.

Lauren snapped her fingers and pointed to the corner of the room. "Get over there right now," she demanded. The sharp sounds cut across the air, lashing against his psyche. He started to move—then stopped.

It required all of his strength, every ounce of defiance and willpower he possessed, yet Avery managed to remain right there. If nothing else, he was going to show Lauren that she couldn't boss him around, no matter what she thought. Only then, Emily added the weight of her personality as well as her disappointment, "Avery, do what she says."

Her ex glanced over at that angelic girl, and his gaze locked on her eyes first, only then he noticed how she had her hand near the base of her neck, and her fingers pressed against the curves and grooves of that key. It was the key to his chastity cage, of course.

All at once, his shoulders tightened up, and he moved. He obeyed both Lauren and Emily. He rose to his feet, and Lauren was still pointing to the corner.

He slumped down onto his knees. His stomach tightened with nausea, but he refused to think about it. Yeah, he was still a little bit drunk.

"Go on. Tell him what you want to do," Lauren said, coaxing her friend.

Emily nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Slowly, she drew in a breath, and then she said, "I met a guy tonight. He's hot. He's really hot." As she spoke, she didn't look at Avery right away. Instead, she aimed her eyes at the floor, like she wasn't sure how to admit these details. Eventually, she summoned the strength to announce, "He and I were making out, and it was a lot of fun, but now I want to do something else. I want him fuck me—hard."

Avery wished he could have jerked his hands up and covered his ears with his palms. He didn't want to hear that explanation. Emily was a sweet girl, and she wasn't supposed to feel like this, especially because he remembered what it had been like when the two of them made love. As he had grunted and pumped, she had barely moved. He always assumed she didn't have much of a libido. That was fine. He loved her anyway. Only now, her lips tightened and pulled back a little, revealing the edges of her teeth. She sucked in a breath between her canines, "I just really want him to take me hard. You know? I just want him on top of me. I want him to hold me down. Maybe we’ll do it doggy style. Who knows?" She shrugged and giggled, only to nervously remember exactly what she was supposed to say next. "And I want you to watch, Avery."

"What?" His spine stiffened, and he nearly jumped up onto his feet, only Lauren shook her head from side to side. That silent gesture was enough to keep him trapped on the floor, exactly where he belonged.

"Don't worry," Lauren told him. "I know exactly how to make sure you don't interfere."

"This is insane," he stated as emphatically as he could.

Emily flinched like she just got slapped. Lauren stomped over to him, grabbed him by his hair, jerked on his scalp, and said, "Apologize. You've already tried to screw tonight up. You owe her an apology. Now."

The pain lanced down into his skin. She wasn't gentle; she yanked and twisted, making sure each moment brought fresh bursts of pain. His eyes watered as he stuttered out, "I, I'm sorry!" Lauren relaxed her grip. She didn't let go, so he knew what he had to do. "I'm sorry for what I said. I, I shouldn't have said that."

"And now, you're going to beg her for the chance to watch her get plowed by another guy."

"Why would you want me to see that? This, this doesn't make any sense," Avery wanted to say. He had so many questions, only he didn't get the chance to ask a single one of them. Instead, he had to tell these women, exactly what they wished to hear. It wasn't even just a question of the chastity cage. It was something else. It was more than that.

Lauren disappeared through the door.

Left alone with Emily, Avery scrambled to pick the right words. He formulated and discarded one idea after another. He already knew how he'd sound like some jealous ex-boyfriend. And yes, he was still in love with her, but he could still see what was going on.

Lauren returned, and now she held up something. It looked like a roll of duct tape. "This should work," she announced.

"What is that? What’re you doing?" Avery demanded as she came up behind him, grabbed his wrists, crossed them behind his back, and then he heard the sounds of ripping tape. She looped the silvery material around his wrists, once, twice, three times. She pulled it tight, making sure he wouldn't be able to break free, no matter how hard he tried.

When Avery was about to say something else, Lauren tore off another piece, and then she pressed it across his mouth. "There," she announced. "That should work."

Avery glared at her. More importantly, he waited for that moment when Emily was going to jump up and let out an indignant squeak before she said something like, "You can't do that to him. He's one of my best friends!" Yes, he hated his spot in the friend zone, but she wasn't going to put up with this.

Sure enough, Emily finally slipped off the edge of the bed, and she tentatively crept toward him.

She crouched down, her knees held together. "I like it," she said, her eyes glimmering as she glanced back at Lauren. "Can you go get him for me?"

"Absolutely," Lauren said. Right before she hopped up onto her feet and headed back into the rest of the house, Lauren whispered to the captive ex. "Congratulations, you get to be in the same room as her when she has sex. Aren't you a lucky boy?"

Avery tensed. It felt as though something was drilling deep into his chest. He itched to speak. In theory, he probably could have worked his lips and tongue against it the strip of tape across his mouth and started to talk. And yet, he knew how pathetic that would sound. So instead, he glared at Lauren even as she sauntered out of the room, her hips sashaying from side to side like she was a model who adored every second of attention.

Then they were alone, and Avery turned back to his ex-girlfriend. He stared at her intently as he tried to convey something important.

"I know," Emily said with another hint of nervous trepidation, "I know. This is strange. But I don't know what's gotten into me. It's just like I started dating around, it felt so good, and now I just really, really want to try something new. And having you watch?" She shook her head from side to side like she couldn't comprehended this, yet she settled on the inevitable truth, "That's hot."

"How, how can you say that?" Avery needed to ask. Even if the questions flickered behind his eyes, he couldn't voice those words.

"I'm sorry if you don't understand," she told him, sounding sincere now. "But this is something I really want to do, and you're such a good friend, so you're going to help me." She dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "If I'm going to be honest, I really like the idea of you being all bound up and helpless here."

She rose to her feet just as someone knocked on the door. It swung open, and that's when she turned and smiled at him.

Avery didn't recognize this guy; he didn't know his name or anything about him except for a few undeniable facts: he was tall, and he had thick shoulders, and he moved with the express confidence of a man who spent a lot of time working out. Just as importantly, he probably understood his effect on the women around him. Girls saw him, and they had a hard time pulling their eyes away.

He had short hair, just a hint of stubble, a powerfully built torso. Down on his knees, Avery suddenly froze. He couldn't help it, not as that primal, animalistic fear pulsed through his body. This guy hadn't threatened him; he hadn't done anything or said anything aggressive. He hadn't provoked Avery in any way. And yet, Avery still trembled as those biological impulses ran through his body. It was uncontrollable. This was his physical form betraying him as the dread coursed along his veins.

Again and again, Avery fought to tell himself that he wasn't supposed to be scared. If anything, he only needed to keep his hands behind his back, close his eyes, and hide from of the truth of what was about to happen in front of him.

Instead, he kept his eyes big and open, wide and round as he stared at this other man.

"That's your ex-boyfriend?"

"Yup," Emily chirped. She nervously tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Caleb, I want you to meet Avery. Avery, this is Caleb. Caleb and I are going to have some fun tonight, aren’t we?" She seemed so hopeful as she stared back at this man. He approached, wrapped his arm around her shoulder, and he pulled her close. In that instant, they almost looked like a loving couple and not a pair of strangers who were about to hook up.

Her new lover opened his mouth like he was about to say something, only then he smirked like it didn't really matter. From there, he grabbed Emily. His hands went up to her cheeks, and he cupped the soft curves of her lovely face before he tilted her head to the side, leaned forward, and he kissed her. It was a brazen, passionate movement. He had obviously taken control, and now he relished the heat and soft give of her body. A quick moan of pleasure vibrated her chest as he gave her a taste of his prowess.

Avery clenched his eyes shut for one, two, three full seconds. At the same time, however, he kept envisioning what they were doing. He tried hard to block out those images. He needed to concentrate on something else...anything else. As hard as he worked, he couldn't do it. The rest of the world seemed to fracture and break apart. This small, random room became everything—the whole of his reality.

As hard as he tried, Avery couldn't think about getting the oil changed in his car, paying his rent, or any other mundane detail involved in being a competent adult. Instead, he remained there on his knees with his hands tied behind his back and that impromptu gag tight over his mouth. Worse, he had to watch as this handsome man kissed his ex-girlfriend.

Emily. She was supposed to be Averys. Even if they weren't dating, he had never been able to let go of that primal hope. The desire had persisted, burning bright deep within his chest. Every time he saw her, he still experienced that wonderful twinge.

But now, he had to be punished. He got drunk. He picked a fight. He did something stupid, so he couldn't look away.

Worse than that, Emily enjoyed this. At one point, Emily opened her eyes, and she glanced across the space separating them. She made eye contact with her ex. Not only that, Avery could read that shift in her body language. Sure, this big, tall, strong and powerful man was holding her, yet she still made a point of looking back at Avery.

Emily needed to know she had an audience; she wanted her friend to see him. Maybe Emily wouldn't have insisted on the duct tape, but she didn't object either. She wanted her friend there, down on his knees, locked in chastity, forced to witness what was about to happen next. Having an audience must've made it so, so much hotter for her!

In that instant, Avery had his opportunity. He could have tried to say something. He could have jumped up onto his feet and crashed into them. He could have pushed his shoulder up between them as he attempted to interrupt.

Instead, he stayed right there, docile and obedient. It was like he couldn't fight back, no matter how much he yearned to. Yes, his guts seemed to tighten and contract, but that didn't change anything, especially as Caleb pushed her toward the bed. In a few more seconds, she fell down onto her back, and he climbed up onto the mattress as well, his legs spread as he pinned her.

Grinning, Caleb grabbed her wrists and pushed them down near the sides of her head. Then he leaned in, and he kissed her again.

From his spot on the floor, Avery still witnessed everything. His heart hammered, and he wished he could turn away, yet that seemed utterly impossible. He remained there, bound and helpless.

They were still kissing, the sounds of their lips smacking. Caleb brushed his fingertips along her palms, down to her wrists, and along her forearms. She purred, her body resonating with those sounds of delicious satisfaction. Yes, he knew how to touch her.

He was a big, strong guy, but that didn't mean he would neglect her. On the contrary, he understood the importance of foreplay. He touched her and made her feel both safe and trapped, helpless and beloved all at the same time. This was how a real man seduced a girl like Emily.

While he had dated her, Avery had always tried to grab her and pushed her down. It never quite worked. He wasn't big enough or strong enough; he couldn't carry the right kind of momentum to push her onto her back. Sometimes, she humored him. But even then, he would awkwardly try to pull down her panties as he freed his cock. Then he’d push into her, and she occasionally made the requisite sounds. She would moan, letting out something like, "Oh yeah, baby. Give it to me, baby." But even as she spoke, some part of Avery had been able to discern the truth. On some level, he had suspected that she was faking it for him...even if he hadn't been able to acknowledge or face that possible truth.

Now he had to listen as a real man gave it to her. She arched her back as he touched her, and they hadn't even started to strip yet!

This new guy kissed her lips first. Then he pulled away, and he leaned forward, nuzzling the contours of her neck before he opened his mouth. The tip of his tongue flicked out, and he licked her, gently gliding his tongue along her soft skin. Electric bolts of pleasure raced through her body.

For her part, Emily tensed with delicious glee. This was incredible. Yes, this was amazing. And of course, she turned her head. She saw her ex-boyfriend down on his knees.

Why did having Avery right there trigger this kind of response?

She’d been thinking about him more and more lately, but probably not in the way he might have hoped. Yes, she cared about him (in fact, she still loved him even if she wasn't in love with him), yet having him down on his knees and watching him sparked those profoundly powerful urges.

She didn't know exactly when that fantasy first popped into her head. It didn't matter. She couldn't help herself. She couldn't resist it. And now, she understood that Lauren had been right. There was something amazing about having Avery on his knees, bound and helpless. More importantly, he was enjoying himself! Every few seconds, she glanced back at him. Each time, his eyes were wide open and fixated on the two of them. He's going to see what happens when I'm with another man. He can't look away. He's loving this!

Emily moaned as Caleb continued to lick and nuzzle her neck. He moved to the other side. At one point, his teeth grazed her skin, and she gasped out, "More."

Downstairs, the party was still going. Avery had passed out for a couple of hours, but people still wanted to play and flirt and drink and joke around. In that moment, Emily didn't care about any of that, not when she had this man poised on top of her. He was strong, muscular, and there was something addictive about the weight of his body pushing her down. She adored the feel of his fingers wrapped around her wrists.

"More, give me more," she gasped, each word intense with desperation. Underneath her skirt and between her legs, she could feel that damp heat.

Sure enough, Caleb seemed to sense it at the same moment. He reached down as his fingers first grazed along her skin just as his teeth had done at her neck. Then he reached up her skirt. His digits worked their way beneath the elastic of her panties, and she kept her legs parted for him. She made it so easy.

With one finger, he just barely touched her slit. Another sharp gasp escaped her lips. Her nipples had stiffened, her cheeks were flushed, and this alluring heat seemed to spread all across her body. More, she needed more.

Caleb gently brushed his finger up and down along her pussy as his knuckles tented her panties. This was a man with big, powerful hands, and he knew how to use them. He could be delicate. She suspected he could be rough too.

As he teased her, he continued to lick her neck.

"Let me go down on you," she gasped.

Then she blinked, surprised those words had left her lips. And yet, even more bizarrely, Emily actually meant it.

She wanted to be good for him. She wanted a connection, something primal and powerful. No, she wasn't in love with Caleb, yet that hardly mattered. This was carnal; it was about sex—raw and unstoppable.

Adorably, he double checked with her, "Are you sure?" He’d pulled away, and now looked down into her eyes.

"Yes," she said, still breathing heavily. Emily had hardly moved, yet the eager desires continued to spin through her body, speeding her heart rate and making it hard for her to think clearly. Still, she knew exactly what she craved.

And soon enough, Caleb was going to give it to her.

Her lover didn't need to triple check; he sat up, unzipped his pants, and freed his shaft. His stiffened cock was right there, tensed and big and ready to pump into her.

At first, she licked her bottom lip. Yes, she was ready to service him.

Only then, she hesitated for a moment. She glanced back over at Avery.

Adorably, this look of hope flashed across her ex-boyfriend's face. A grin curved along her lips, and she couldn't help but taunt him. Maybe later, she might experience some twinge of guilt, yet she savored that moment. Wild excitement roared through her body as she told him, "See that? That is a real man right there." She licked her lips, lowered herself down onto her hands and knees, and she practically crawled forward like an eager kitten, desperate for the opportunity to nuzzle in the lick.

She kissed the right side of Caleb's cock. She stuck out her tongue and started to lick one side, then the other. From there, she worked the underside of his shaft. It was harder than she expected, mostly because of the awkward angle, but also because of his impressive girth.

Then she was ready. Or least, she thought she was ready. She licked her bottom lip again, and now she wrapped her lips around at the tip of his shaft. She used her tongue next, licking his opening. Then she went down, inch by inch. Pretty soon, his shaft touched the back of her throat. She nearly started to gag, but Emily was determined to do this right. He had touched her gently; Caleb had taken this time, kissing her and getting her excited.

Now it was time for her to reward him for his efforts. Avery’s ex-girlfriend slid her head down, taking him little by little. Then she pulled back. Her warm, wet lips were tight around his cock as she licked and sucked. She worshiped his shaft, offering him everything a guy could want. It wasn't just a question of physical sensation. Growls of deep satisfaction rolled through his body, probably because he loved having that frizzy-haired girl down on her hands and knees in front of him, eager and willing to suck his cock.

At this point, Caleb had probably forgotten all about Avery.

Her adorably pathetic ex-boyfriend remained on his knees, yet Emily still couldn't help herself. Every few seconds, she still glanced over at him, double checking in making sure he was right there. More importantly, he still paid attention. He remained utterly focused on the scene playing out before him. Even if this wrecked him, it didn't matter.

Avery watched; he stared. Moment by moment, he absorbed the truth of his situation and hers. When they first got together, he wanted to come up with an cutesy nickname for her. At the time, he thought something sweet and heavenly would have been appropriate, like he could have called her his, "Sweet little angel" or something like that.

And there she was, his sweet little angel, sucking the cock of a big man. She bobbed her head forward and back, her hair swaying as she worshiped this man.

With the humiliation burning through his body, Avery didn't know what to do!

Finally, Emily slipped back.

"Can you help me with my dress?" She sounded so demure and respectful as she tilted her body to the side, exposing the zipper near the nape of her neck.

Caleb pulled it down along the length of her body. She shrugged off the straps of her dress, peeling away that flimsy fabric. Suddenly, her white bra and matching panties were on display.

For this painfully short span of time, Avery managed to forget all about Caleb. Instead, he concentrated on the curves of her breasts and the other parts of her body he was no longer allowed to see. While they had dated, he had been granted access, of course. They fooled around, and he could tentatively touch her. He could explore her beautiful body, stroking and teasing her. He knew exactly what he wanted to do.

Now seeing her almost naked felt like this incredible privilege.

Emily turned again. "My bra," she said.

Caleb unhooked it with professional skill. Her breasts spilled out, and then she leaned back onto her elbows and raised her feet into the air. Caleb stroked her. His fingers started to dance along her soft, smooth skin. Then he hooked his fingers into the elastic of her panties, and he pulled that flimsy garment down along the length of her body.

She was naked and on display.

But still taped up and helpless onto the floor, Avery didn't get to take advantage of any of this. He didn't get to touch her; he could only witness what might happen next.

With his stiffened, wet cock still out and on display, Caleb grinned like a hunter. With an almost bestial expression on his face, he leaned forward again. He straddled her. He pushed down, and she fell into place. He had his knees braced near her rib cage as he began to play with her mounds. His fingers touched her breasts, squeezing, fondling, and massaging those curves.

"Yes," she whimpered out. "Yes, more. Please, give me more!"

"Should I suck on them?" Caleb asked, chuckling like a hungry wolf.

"Please!"

No, Avery had never been able to get her to make a sound like that.

Taking his time and clearly enjoying every second of this, Caleb lowered himself down. He kissed her right clavicle, then her left. From there, he went for one of her nipples. He started on the right side of her chest first, his tongue sliding out and running a tight circle around her nipple. From there, he began to suck.

Avery saw how her eyes widened. He could read the excitement playing across her beautiful face. In that instant, he remembered seeing her on her birthday, the excitement when they went to go watch her favorite movie for the first time, and how she grinned ferociously with every triumph. But at that moment, he saw something else, something carnal and devious. This was raw, sexual excitement, the kind he had never been able to spark within her. He had to assume her heart was pounding, booming from Caleb’s touch, his proximity, his scent, and those darting motions along some of her most sensitive parts.

Sure enough, Avery had to watch as Emily kept her legs spread while Caleb began to finger her with his middle two digits. More than anything, Avery wished he could have interjected. He wanted to jump up, raise his arms through the air, and somehow interrupt. He needed stop them. He had to stop this.

But if he did that, he would disappoint her. Obviously, Avery had never been able to inspire those types of feelings within her. She loved this. She loved being with another man. By every measure and metric, Caleb was the superior male.

Avery tried to get away from those thoughts. Then, an even worse idea popped into his head; since he was her friend, he had to be a good friend, and that meant staying there on his knees, and remaining quiet.

Caleb stroked her opening. His middle fingers played along her crevice, gently stroking and teasing. Then he pushed down. Avery couldn't make out the exact details, yet he knew exactly how to interpret her body. She clenched, the muscles along her torso tensing as the pleasure gripped her. It raced through her skin like a bolt of lightning, making her cry out again.

For his part, Caleb chuckled.

It was a deep, rich and masculine sound. It was a triumph.

Right then and there, Avery didn't know how to face or accept the truth. Seriously, he had to watch. Just as bad, he had to listen as Caleb continued to tease and pleasure at this beautiful girl. As far as Avery was concerned, they had to end up together, right? Having grown up watching so many different movies and TV shows where the boy got the girl, it seemed inevitable.

And yet, she loved this! Emily obviously craved this and ached for more! She needed it so badly! It was as though she had always hungered for this kind of attention.

Caleb switched. He latched onto her other breast. He opened his mouth wide, flicking the tip of his tongue along the very edge of her nipple. From there, he brought his teeth down, gently biting her sensitive flesh. Her eyes widened, and she moaned again, even louder now.

Flinching, Avery had to wonder whether or not the other partygoers could hear her sounds of ecstasy.

"Harder!" Emily cried out. Passion roiled through her body and raced along those notes of desperate desire.

Caleb obliged, giving a beautiful girl exactly what she needed. At the same time, his fingers dipped in deeper, stimulating her.

"Don't stop here. Please, please don't stop. Please, make me come. Make me come so hard!" Emily screamed out, letting one word after another shoot from her pretty mouth. By this point, she had completely forgotten about her audience. Instead, she embraced that storm of pleasure as it spun and swirled, twirled and danced through her body. From her racing pulse to her frantic gasps, her tensed muscles, and to the polychromatic haze behind her eyelids, Emily embraced the desperation. It swallowed up the rest of her world.

In those frantic instants, she forgot all about her ex-boyfriend.

Of course, Avery couldn't forget about her. Even as the reality of the situation ratcheted fresh pain straight to his core, he still couldn't look away. Worse, he could feel that desperate desire for an erection right between his inner thighs. His cock, so much smaller than Caleb's, pushed out uselessly against the boundaries of his chastity cage. No, he couldn't escape. No, he couldn't get free. He couldn't remove it, not while she wore the key. Worse, she was getting touched and taken by another man.

"Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck!" she panted out, "FUCK yes!" she hissed through her teeth as her eyes widened, she arched her back, pushing her shoulder blades and buttocks down hard against of the mattress. She cried out as the ecstasy burned hot through her body, overwhelming her.

As Avery watched, Emily lost everything, every iota of discipline, every drop of self-awareness. She couldn't care about the rest of the world, the universe, the party, none of it.

Then he finally drew his hands back, and he looked right down into her eyes. "Are you ready?"

Breathless, she couldn't speak right away. Instead, she jerked her head down and up in one frantic movement after another. A few seconds later, right as he aimed the tip of his cock for her waiting, eager pussy, she managed to tell him, "Yes. Yes, please!"

No, she didn't make those kinds of sounds when she had made love with Avery. He had never been able to summon even a fraction of that passion into her tone of voice.

Then she bit down on the inside of her mouth as Caleb pushed forward, sliding his enormous cock right into her hot, slick slit. He filled her, stretching the walls of her pussy. He drew back almost immediately, only to shove forward again.

"Yes!" Again, she screamed. She reached out, and she grabbed onto the mattress, her fingers bunching the fabric beneath her fingertips as this man pushed forward, drew back, only to pump into her again and again.

The bed rattled beneath both of them. She kept crying out, making those sounds of desperate, pleading, abject desperation. Thirsty and eager for so much more, she didn't care about the noises she made.

Again, Avery wished he could jump up and stop this man. Better yet, Avery indulged in a wild fantasy, one where he could have ripped through the duct tape encircling his wrists. Like some superhero, he could have torn free from his bonds, strode forward, grabbed Caleb, and shoved him aside. Then, like some barbarian from a lost era, Avery would pounce on her. He would hold her down, stare into her eyes, and she would be ready to embrace him. When he pushed down into her, he would show this girl what she had been yearning for all along. In his fantasy, he'd make her come again and again until she forgot how to walk.

Of course, that couldn't happen.

Avery was just her "friend," and she kept him in chastity "to make sure she and Lauren could both feel safe". She had stripped away his manhood, so now he stayed right there, all while he watched.

"Harder! Give it to me! Make me take it!"

At this point, Caleb had his meaty hands on her wrists as he plowed into her, thrusting hard and fast with every frantic beat of his heart.

Then, scant seconds later, they both climaxed. She enjoyed another orgasm as he grunted, his face tight with concentration as his shaft throbbed. He pulsated, losing himself to that ecstasy. He grunted and growled through his animal frenzy.

Then he pulled away. Braced on his hands and knees, he dipped his head down. It took a few more seconds for him to catch his breath.

He looked at her, and he nodded. "That was amazing," he said. But no, he wasn't interested in cuddling. He had enjoyed some time with this beautiful girl, and now he was ready to head back to the party.

Emily didn't seem to mind. Caleb pulled his pants back on before he sauntered out the door, smug and standing tall with his chin held up. Yes, he was proud of himself. Tonight, he scored. Not only that, he found a pretty girl like Emily.

"Wow," Emily said, staring up toward the ceiling. "Just wow."

Obviously, she released him from the duct tape. She ripped the strip from his mouth, and he was about to complain as his eyes watered and the pain flared along his lips. Reddened heat simmered around his mouth, but one glance from this young woman stopped him.

"Do you have anything to say for yourself?" Emily demanded.

Before she released him, she got dressed again. At this point, Avery had finally dipped his head down. He had watched this girl beg to be ravished hard by Caleb, yet this moment seemed to somehow more intimate. He seemed unworthy to watch as she got dressed again, so he clenched his eyes shut, and when he finally lifted his head and glanced at her, she was back in her dress. In fact, she looked completely put-together and just as beautiful as always…

"I, I don't know," he stuttered out.

"Okay," she answered with a shrug. "Think about it. Try to figure out what’s going to happen next, Avery."

She used his name and sauntered off.

As she walked away, Avery tentatively rose to his feet. He could still taste the adhesive along the contours of his lips. At the same time, he stared back toward the doorway. Out in the rest of the house, there were people partying. They were laughing and drinking, joking around, flirting and trading stories. But he had been up here, and now he glanced back toward the bed.

Tentatively, Avery walked over to the mattress. He reached down, and he closed his eyes, and brushed his fingers along the soft coverlet. He touched the sheets, and he marveled at what had just happened here.

With those memories still glowing bright behind his eyes, Avery tried to envision some scenario where he would have been able to participate. He worked the picture himself as a guy like Caleb: brash, confident, and utterly unstoppable.

For a second or two, Avery searched for some way to criticize Caleb. Right away, he went to those obnoxious boys who showed up at parties and insisted on their masculine power. They were the kinds of guys who called themselves "alpha", but Caleb didn't need to do something like that. He didn't throw up one red flag after another since he already understood his own capabilities. He didn't need to work to impress anyone.

Avery couldn't match that kind of ferocity or masculine authority. His chest tightened a little as he pulled his hands away.

The strips of tape were still on the floor, and Avery gathered them up. He threw them into the garbage like that’d be enough to expunge the memories.

With nothing better to do, he meandered out to the party.

When he saw Lauren, he itched to march up to her, to tell her that she had messed up. He hadn't deserved that, and there would be consequences. But even as those tentative thoughts flashed through his head, Avery could already discern the truth. That beautiful, rich and spoiled girl wouldn't listen to him.

So instead, he walked out, he sat down on the porch, and he listened to the dulled music thumping through the walls and out onto the night air. He sat there, and he held his knees together as he waited to sober up.

Several more hours went by. He got lucky, and the night was unseasonably warm.

Eventually, the different people from the party started to stream off. At first, they wandered away in search of other festivities. Then, little by little, the partygoers decided to head home. They peeled away in small groups, ones or twos. Couples held hands as they walked away. Each time that happened, Avery stared after them, his eyes narrowed, the edges of his teeth revealed ever so slightly as he struggled against his own envy.

At the same time, he attempted to understand what had happened that night.

No, he didn't want to think about Emily and Caleb. No, he didn't want to think about everything they had done or how she had behaved. She had been on her hands and knees, sucking his cock. She had spread her legs for him.

This was just a phase, he repeated to himself. She was going to settle down. At some point, she’d figure out she needed something stable. She was hoping for a nice guy; she wanted someone like Avery!

Before that party, those ideas had sounded genuinely solid, like he could really convince himself. He believed it was just a matter of time. She’d realize the chastity cage was ridiculous and that she deserved someone tender.

Then, at one point, he clenched his eyes shut, dipped his head down against his knees, and he contemplated some makeover. If he’d been a cheesy, eighties teen movie, then he could have gone to a mall, gotten a makeover, and shown up in a leather jacket with his hair slicked back. There. That would have been enough. He could have reached out and grabbed Emily, telling her that he would be the guy for her.

Someone stepped down onto the porch next to him. In his peripheral vision, he saw the light splash against her high heels.

Lauren.

"How did it go?" The rich girl didn't bother sitting down next to him.

Avery didn't want to answer, especially because he couldn't push those other memories out of his head. Worst of all, they still triggered those desires. He couldn't help himself. He thought of Caleb and his bulk, his height, his power and his easy confidence. That was a man who didn't need to prove anything. He knew his own capabilities, and so he strode through life, certain he could navigate most problems. That's why he got to feel her mouth on his shaft. That was why he could plunge down into her, thrusting his cock, rubbing his body against hers even as he held her down by her wrists. He got to enjoy her naked body, knowing that Emily begged, freely give herself up to him…

"What do you care?" Avery snarled. He still had his face buried against his forearms and knees.

"Tone," she said.

Tone? Screw her!

Avery couldn't take it as he jumped up onto his feet. He was two steps below her as he lifted his head and glared at that beautiful girl.

All at once, their eyes met, and he soaked in her haughty sneer drawn across her sleek features. For a few fractions of a second there, he thought he’d be able to confront her. Only now, she tilted her head to the side. With a glance, she cut him down even as he bowed his head down.

"You really wanted to say something stupid right there, didn't you? What? Did you think you were going to put in my place?" She stepped toward him. He retreated back. His shoulder blades hit the pillar behind him as she cornered him. "That isn't how this works, Avery. That's your problem though, isn't it? You don't really understand where you belong. You’re not brave enough to understand how the world works. You aren't good enough for a girl like Emily."

"I dated her," he reminded her.

"Because she pitied you," Lauren shot back.

"That's, that's not true…" Avery’s voice faded off into quiet. It would have been easier if Lauren argued with him. Instead, she leaned against the other pillar, her arms crossed over her chest as she stared out toward the houses across the street.

"Tell yourself whatever you want to believe," she said casually. "But deep down, I think you know it's true."

"She loves me," he said.

"Maybe," she replied, "as a friend."

It would have been easier if Lauren had lied to him. She could have gone on and on about how Emily never cared about him because then he could have argued. He could have fought and snarled.

"You know, maybe you should think of yourself as lucky."

"How? How am I lucky?"

"Like you said, she loves you. You’re like this sweet kid in her eyes. No, you're not a real man, but do you need to be?" As she spoke, there was that twist in his stomach. It was like this cold, jagged piece of ice that seemed to rotate, cutting through his insides and leaving nothing but this unstoppable pulse of pain. His eyes watered even as she continued, "Maybe you should just learn to accept it. Maybe you should just realize that this who you are and this is who you were meant to be. I mean, just think about how easily I got you into that cage."

"Emily wanted me to wear the cage," he said.

"Keep telling yourself that," she replied just as easily as before.

"No," he insisted. "You're wrong."

Lauren didn't answer for a long time. The seconds clicked by, one after another, almost to the point where Avery began to suspect that he actually won. Maybe right then and there, she didn't have anything else to say. He had stood his ground, and now she had to listen to him. This idea sounded nice...even if it was obviously wrong.

"You get three seconds to apologize," she said next. "On your knees."

"I am not getting on my knees. I don't have to serve you. I don’t have to do whatever you say!"

"Okay," Lauren replied, making him blink. She turned around and strode away, her high heels clicking against the deck as she made her way back into the house.

Left alone, Avery tried to believe he had just beaten her. And yet, there was that sinking feeling deep within his gut. More and more, he had to come to a different conclusion. He had just made a very, very big mistake.

Because he didn't know what else to do, he sat down. From one second of the next, he concentrated on his cock. He didn't mean to do it, yet he could feel the alien weight of the chastity cage between his legs. He had been wearing it for a while now. Even so, the sensations stubbornly refused to leave him alone.

He didn't want to think about the band that encircled the base of his cock and scrotum. He didn't want to think about the lock or the tube. He didn't want to contemplate what it all meant, especially because the arousal was right there, thrumming from the base of his stomach and down into the rest of his body. He endured it like a different kind of hunger.

"Come on, Avery. I think it's time to go," Emily announced from behind him.

He glanced over his shoulder, and he saw the two girls there.

Over the last few hours, he had gotten drunk, passed out, been taped up, and forced to watch the love of his life screw around with another guy…Raw fatigue pushed through his body as he rose to his feet.

Lauren announced, "You can go get the car, Avery. We’re going to wait for you here."

His eyes narrowed. Just like at the beginning of the night, they were treating him like a chauffeur all over again, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Avery didn't argue. He didn't even suck in a breath and release a long-suffering sigh. Instead, he nodded and trudged down the street hand over to where he left the car. Luckily for him, he hadn't gotten a ticket or anything like that. He pulled out his keys. By now, he was sober and good to drive, although the exhaustion made it harder to think.

He got into the car and pulled back up in front of the house a few minutes later. The girls got in, and he started driving.

When he pulled into the parking lot outside Lauren's place, he didn't expect to get out.

Only then Lauren leaned over, and she whispered something to Emily. Instantly, his shoulders tightened, and he strengthened his grip on the steering wheel. His muscles locked up because he didn't think he’d like this. It was almost never good news when those two girls started whispering back and forth.

Seated there in the driver's seat, he waited.

Finally, Emily leaned forward. "Avery?"

"Yeah?" He was thinking about what he’d do when he got back to his place. Shower? Probably. He wanted to wash that night off as quickly as he could. "I think you should come in with us."

"What?"

"You're obviously really tired, so I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to drive when you are this exhausted and when you’ve been drinking."

"I'm fine," he said, absolutely certain of this.

"Unless you want me to lose your key, you're going to come in with us," she said, her tone sharpening.

Avery opened his mouth like he needed to say something, only then he glanced back into her eyes, and he saw that ferocity. Normally, Emily was the nice girl. She was the one who was always thinking about other people and how to make them comfortable and happy. She could be selfless and so sweet. But right there, she knew what she expected from this boy, and she wouldn't tolerate anything less than his obedience.

He tightened his grip on his steering wheel for another one, two, three seconds. Finally, something inside of who broke. "Fine," he said.

"Good boy," Lauren said, her tone taunting and playful as though she were talking to some silly canine.

Whether he liked it or not, he followed them into the building.

That night, he slept on the couch. Of course, he slept on the couch.

For a long time, he rolled back and forth on those narrow cushions as he struggled to get comfortable. Yes, Lauren had poured a lot of money into this piece of furniture, but that didn't make it comfortable. It was probably beautiful; it probably matched some aesthetic he couldn't possibly comprehend.

At some point, late into the early morning, Avery finally fell asleep.

"Avery…"

"Avery…"

"Avery, it's time to wake up," came the soft, coaxing voice once again.

Emily.

When he picked up on the sound of her voice, he almost forgot about everything else. For a few blissful heartbeats, he imagined that they were back in her bed, and they were still dating because he was her boyfriend, and he could have casually reached over and run his hand through her hair or down her neck. If he was feeling especially playful and spicy, he could have wrapped his hands around her breasts as he enjoyed that easy proximity.

Only then he opened his eyes and saw the two girls standing above him. Lauren wasn't supposed to be there. It should have just been Avery and Emily. They could have been a couple. They could’ve been happy…

When he started to move, he felt it: the pressure, the weight, the restrictive boundaries of his chastity cage. Flinching, Avery tensed even as he pushed himself up into a slumped, sitting position.

"It's time for us to have a little talk," Emily said gently. She walked over to one of the chairs and sat down. For her part, Lauren remained poised on the armrest, her legs crossed. Both girls had changed out of their party dresses from the previous night. Emily seemed relaxed in a white T-shirt tucked into a red, corduroy skirt with buttons up one side. Lauren had on a cable-knit sweater that highlighted her curves and a pair of dark blue leggings. Taken together, the girls looked like sisters. There was something easy and familiar about their bearing.

Avery knew he didn't belong in that space. "I'll go," he said.

"No," Emily replied with a quick shake of her head. "We need to have a little talk about last night and what happened."

"What is there to talk about?" He was about to point out the truth. He wanted to say something like, "You had sex with another guy!" Of course, he couldn't utter those words especially in that accusatory tone of voice. Again and again, he had to tell himself they weren’t together. They weren't dating, so she didn't owe him anything. They were friends, sure, but she could sleep with whoever she liked, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"We need to talk about your very, very bad behavior," Lauren announced.

Avery glanced over at Emily. He desperately hoped she’d contradict her friend. Instead, Emily nodded gravely, "You were kind of a jerk last night."

He opened his mouth. This time, he itched to say, "I was a jerk? So what? You forced me to watch you as you have sex with another guy!" Then again, he hadn't really been "forced". He could have closed his eyes. He had chosen to watch. He had chosen to stare and to memorize each and every second, every detail…

Because Avery stayed quiet, Lauren nodded and clicked her tongue. "Do you even remember what you did last night?"

"Yes…"

"You got drunk, like really drunk. You passed out, you got into fight with someone else, and Lauren tells me you got pretty disrespectful with her."

"I don't have to respect to Lauren," he yearned to say. Again, he stayed quiet.

"So what? What happens now? Are you going to break up with me? Are you going to cut me out of your life?" This time, he let the words actually fall from his mouth.

"No," Emily said. Her eyes narrowed, and a chill seemed to slide into her voice. "I’m not going to cut you out of my life. I really care about you, but now I'm a little bit worried about you, so Lauren and I have been talking, and we’ve come to a decision."

"Community service," Lauren stated.

"What?"

"Community service," Emily replied. "I actually think this is a really sweet idea."

"Community service?" Avery repeated.

"We have a couple of friends were coming over, and we're going to have a little brunch. That means we want someone to take care of us, you know, kind of like a servant." Lauren uttered those words in this offhanded manner except Avery still felt his eyes go round. His gaze jumped from one girl to the other and back again as his insides tightened.

"You want to treat me like a servant?" Avery just barely managed to force the words out onto the air. "You're joking. You have to be joking."

"I'm not," Emily replied and crossed her arms over her chest. "Frankly, you should feel really guilty about how you behaved last night. I can't believe what you did. Seriously. You aren't supposed to be like those other guys. Aren't you supposed be better than them? You aren't some drunken frat boy who runs around and does and says everything stupid just because he can."

"I, I…"

"She's right," Lauren chided him.

Avery opened his mouth. He wanted to say something. He needed to say something. There had to be some way for him to defend himself! But as he struggled, his voice failed completely. The words wouldn't materialize, no matter how hard he struggled, and then they all heard someone knock on the door.

"That must be Cassidy and Briana," Emily announced.

Lauren leaped up, and she headed for the front door to greet her guests. While she was gone, Emily glanced over at Avery.

This was it, he realized. This was probably going to be his last chance, yet he didn't get the opportunity to say anything because Emily reached out. She touched her fingers to the underside of his chin.

That brief, physical contact stopped him. "Avery, I might not be great at personal confrontations, but I want you to know I am genuinely disappointed in you. Last night, you did more than embarrass yourself. You embarrassed me. Now, I don't really like the idea of using your chastity cage to control you. That's something Lauren wants to do. But I will if I have to. I’ll do it for your own good. Now, do you ever want to get out of that cage?"

"Yes…" It was the only possible answer.

"Then you're going to be a good boy, you're going to be nice and quiet, and you’ll do whatever you are told. Understand?"

"Yes. I, I understand."

"Good," she said. "Now go greet our guests and ask if you can get them anything."

His eyes widened. Already? He already had to start behaving like some glorified butler?

And yet, one glance at his ex-girlfriend made it abundantly clear she wasn't joking. She wasn't messing around, nor was she playing with him. She was serious about all of this.

As the moisture faded away from his mouth, he jumped up onto his feet. He was still tired, but he made his way forward, and then he saw the two girls from the previous night. Lauren was chatting Cassidy and Briana, and now the three women turned to face him. He hated having Lauren right there, especially because he knew what he had to say.

"Can I get you anything?" Avery asked. He sounded like a server at some restaurant, only there was one key difference. The underpaid staff at any given restaurant at least volunteered to work there. With his cock being held hostage, Avery knew he had no choice. He had to play along; he had to do whatever these women wished.

"Some wine would be nice," Cassidy said.

"It's not too early?" Briana said.

"We didn't push it too hard last night," her friend replied.

"Four glasses of wine," Lauren stated.

"Fine," he said. Avery started to turn away.

"Avery," Lauren called out.

"What?" He turned around slowly.

"We all know what's going on here. We all know exactly what’s going to happen. You are a servant, so you're going to address us correctly. You will address each of us as Miss."

His brows creased. "You have to be kidding me," he yearned to say, only now Emily joined the other three, so there were these four girls watching him. Underneath their withering gazes, he didn't know what to do. He glanced to the left, then to the right. Finally, he dipped his head down and stared at the floor. "Yes, Miss."

The other girls were giggling. He peeked up for a second, and he saw both Cassidy and Briana. They had their hands over their mouths as they snickered at him.

Remembering he had a command to follow, he turned around and walked away. He went to Lauren's kitchen, and he started to search for some glasses and a bottle of wine. Part of him wanted to hide there, especially because the girls were busy whispering, chatting, and laughing.

If he waited too long, however, he knew he’d be accused of insubordination.

How had this happened?

Avery glanced to his left, and he stared back at the front door. His throat tightened, and he really, really wanted to walk forward, to march through the front door, and to disappear.

But if he did that, he’d never get the key to his chastity caged. For a second, he braced his palms against the marble countertops. He contemplated walking up to his ex-girlfriend, snatching the key from around her neck, and simply walking away. Of course, if he did that, he would never see Emily again. She wouldn't tolerate his presence. It wouldn't matter how much he tried to apologize or beg for forgiveness.

"Slave boy!"

Silence.

Then, after just three or four seconds, the girls started laughing again. For a moment, he thought of what it must’ve been like to be a parent at the birthday party for some thirteen-year-old girl. He picked up the tray and carried the glasses of wine back into the living room.

Spread out around the couch and the two chairs, the four girls enjoyed themselves.

"Is it true?" Cassidy asked.

Briana leaned forward. Her eyes swept up and down along the length of Avery's body, but now the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she seemed to settle on his crotch. "Yeah," she asked. "Is it true?"

"What? Is what true?" Avery asked. Despite the flash of nervous energy all along his body, he could feel it from the tips of his toes up to the roots of his hair. Worse, he knew exactly what they meant except he kept hoping Emily would interject and save him. It would have been easy for her, especially since she was still wearing his key on that silver chain around her neck. If she wished to take control, then she could do it.

Emily didn't speak up next; Lauren did, "Emily and I were talking about how she keeps you in check."

"Yeah," Briana said, nodding vigorously, "To be honest, they were talking about how you and Emily are still friends. Personally, I don't see how something like that can really happen. You date someone, you develop all of these intimacies, and then the relationship goes away, so it's not like you can be friends."

"I disagree," Emily said. "Avery loves being my friend, don't you, Avery?" The friend zone. He thought about that phrase, that inescapable truth. He didn't want to utter the words. He didn't want to admit it.

"Yes," he finally forced himself to tell the assembled girls.

"It's not just about being friends, is it?" Cassidy asked.

Avery needed to say something. Or better yet, he wished he could just turn around and flee. He didn't care if he had to hide in the kitchen for the rest of the day. He didn't want to be right there, standing in front of those girls, not with his heart pounding like this.

"Definitely not," Lauren said. A sly smile curved along her lips as she looked back at her friends, first Cassidy, then Briana, and finally, Emily. "Should we show them?"

Nope…

No. No way!

Silently, Avery raged against the possibility. He didn't want to think something like this could actually be possible. It was a joke, a game, nothing more. Lauren could be sadistic, so she enjoyed playing with him. Yeah, that was what this had to be. She was just toying with him. She wouldn't be serious—she couldn't be serious! As those thoughts raced through his head, he struggled for the right answer.

As different answers stuttered through his head, Avery didn't know how to respond. But it was Emily who spoke first, "You know, I think that would be a good idea."

"What’s that? What’re you guys talking about?" Cassidy asked. And yet, there was something in her voice, like maybe Emily and Lauren had alluded to the truth. Still, two of these girls were curious, while the other two looked forward to showing off their toy.

There was nothing Avery could do to stop them.

Even knowing this, the fear still pulsed through his body, running sharp and hot along his skin. His blood pumped, and he kept squirming there on his feet. Moment by moment, he wished he could’ve been brave enough to embrace his cowardice and just run away.

"Strip for us," Emily said.

"I can't," he blurted out.

"Are you sure about that? Are you really, really sure about that?" Emily teased him as she brought her hand up to the key dangling from the chain around her neck. She lifted the key, and she wiggled it from side to side as the light played across the metallic teeth.

He needed to do something, he realized. But what?

"Start with your shirt," Lauren instructed.

His hands fell to the edge of the fabric. Was he really going to do this?

Yes.

He pulled off his shirt. Avery stripped away one layer of fabric, and now the girls could all see his shoulders, his underdeveloped pectorals, his biceps, and his stomach even as he tried to tense up the muscles along his torso.

The girls were watching him; he had their attention, but they weren't intrigued or aroused. No, they were amused. They saw him, and they started giggling again. Both Cassidy and Briana drank from their wineglasses.

"Now the pants. Oh, and don't forget your boxers," Lauren commanded.

He waited for Emily to interject, to contradict her friend and to insist that this had gone on far enough. He was shirtless. Wasn't that good enough?

No. It wasn't good enough. It wasn't even close…

Again, something inside of him broke. It felt like there were these fences or walls inside of his head, and he could feel the cracks appear, one after another, splintering out across his defenses. He kicked off his shoes, pulled down his pants, and now he stood there in his boxers.

"Still not good enough," Emily said. She took a sip from her wine glass. Her cheeks were flushed, and there was amusement dancing near the corners of her eyes. "Come on. Show them! I think this is really important. I mean, I know we can be friends and that we can trust each other because of what you're wearing. They need to see how this works."

His hands trembled. His fingers quivered. Despite all of this, he cupped his thumbs into the elastic around his waist, and he pulled down his boxers.

After that, Avery kept his eyes locked shut. He didn't want to think about what this meant. He didn't want to see those pretty girls' faces. Worst of all, he couldn't turn back toward Emily, especially because here he knew what he would see.

It wouldn't just be her smile or the glee dancing across her features. It was something else entirely. She could keep him locked in this chastity cage because she wasn't interested in him. There were real men out there, guys like Caleb. They were taller and stronger. They had these huge cocks. Most of all, they had confidence. Better still, they knew what they were doing. They understood what it took to touch a girl, to trigger her arousal, to turn her on.

From hour to hour and day to day, Avery usually forgot about that. He could shove those ideas aside and pretend it was just a question of insecurity.

In reality, however, it was a fundamental fact. It was just the reality of his situation. He wasn't impressive. He didn't know what he was doing. He wasn't big enough or strong enough, and he didn't know how to touch a woman either. No, Avery wasn't a virgin, but Emily had moved on. She had evolved into something cunning and clever, someone who knew exactly what she desired. Even if that meant getting on her hands and knees in front of the guy and sucking his cock while her ex-boyfriend watched, she'd enjoy herself…

"What is that?" Cassidy asked. Maybe she already knew. Maybe she didn't. Perhaps she could have guessed, but she craved at the certainty of an actual answer.

"Go on," Emily said. She took another sip. "Tell them!"

"It's a chastity cage," he answered, his voice flat.

"I prefer to call it a cock lock," Lauren said with a fierce grin. "I think it's a little bit more accurate, especially because there’s one really important part. What part is that, Avery?"

Instantly, he understood what he meant. Before he could stop himself, he reached down, and he pinched the small padlock between his fingertips. He held it up as much as he could, and now all for the girls were laughing at him again.

His cheeks burned.

"Ladies, we really shouldn't be laughing at him. I mean, I think it’s really sweet of him to agree to wear a chastity cage," Emily pointed out. “Seriously, how many guys would do something like that?”

"Considering that it's locked on, it doesn't seem like he has much choice," Cassidy pointed out.

Emily nibbled on the inside of her mouth for a couple of seconds like she actually needed to consider that point. Lauren, however, didn't feel the need to hesitate. "It needs a lock," she stated emphatically. "Men are weird, you know? They get all anxious and upset when they think about losing something important. And for them, there’s nothing more important than getting off. This way, Avery can think clearly. Isn't that right, Avery?"

He was standing there, naked, his chastity cage on display. His heart hammered wildly, the adrenaline pumped along his veins, and he had to answer. Finally, he could only respond with a timid, "Yes, Miss."

The girl started clapping and laughing.

"I knew it!" Emily said. "I knew this was going to be so good for you!"

Opening his mouth, Avery struggled to contradict her, to argue. He didn't care if it meant getting into a fight with his friend right there in front of the others. He had to convince her.

"Hold your hands behind your back," Lauren commanded.

"But, but…" Again, he couldn't speak. Worse, that beautiful rich girl had just given him an order, and now he didn't know how to disobey. Strictly speaking, she wasn't his keyholder, not at that moment, anyway. Even so, he had to cooperate. He had to do whatever she said. If he didn't, she’d talk to Emily, and that could make things really, really bad.

Because he failed to come up with any counterargument, Avery quickly straightened his back and crossed his wrists behind him. His fingers tensed against his knuckles, and he stared down at the floor.

Nothing. Just silence.

Then he glanced up, and the girls all started laughing at him again. His cheeks burned with shame. He had never been so ashamed in his entire life. More than anything, he wanted to stomp away, but Emily was still right there. He studied her frizzy hair, her pretty eyes, and the way she was smiling at him.

Then, he finally realized he had another option. "Is there anything I can do for you? Do you want me to go get you something to eat? Would you like some breakfast?"

"Actually, yes," Lauren said. "That sounds like an excellent idea. Go on."

He started to gather up his clothing, only Emily had a wonderful idea, "You can leave that stuff here."

He froze. "What?"

"You can leave that stuff here," she told him.

"But, but…" As hard as he tried, he couldn't finish the sentence.

"Leave it," Lauren commanded, her tone hard and flinty.

Their boy rushed off, and he thought he heard the girls whispering back and forth about him again. Maybe they pointed at his bare butt. Maybe they were laughing at the way he skittered off, nervous and frightened because there were four girls there, and he now had to do whatever they said.

He made a request three times. He didn't think it was unreasonable.

"Please, can I get dressed again?" Avery asked the first time.

"Maybe," Emily said. "But first, we want to play a little game."

"What kind of game?" Avery asked, his voice tight with suspicion.

Lauren told him, "Don't worry. It's really simple. Basically, one of us has your key. If you can guess correctly, then we’ll let you get dressed."

"But that's not fair," he protested.

"I'm pretty sure Emily gets to decide what's fair, especially after how you acted last night," Cassidy said.

Was it that bad? So much of the night had morphed into a haze. Yes, he still remembered Caleb and Emily together, but he couldn't pick out the explicit details of what it had been like to hold onto his drink or to throw it back hard. So as he stood there, wearing nothing but his cock lock, Avery glanced from side to side as he tried to come up with another solution or a better answer. In spite of his best efforts, he couldn't do it. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn't do it.

Tightening his lips together, he contemplated the quartet in front of him. He studied Cassidy, Emily, Briana, and Lauren. With his heart thundering, he tried to figure out which girl held his key.

Who was it?

Who had the key to his freedom?

Obviously, Emily was no longer wearing the necklace. But what about the other girls? Nope. They could have been holding it in their hands or in their pockets. Maybe they had stowed the key in one of their purses.

"Pick," Lauren demanded.

He lifted his head and stared up at the ceiling for a few more seconds.

Avery hated this game! His fingers tightened because he felt like he needed to hit something. Stripped naked, however, he couldn't bring himself to fight back.

"Don't worry," Emily reassured him. "It's just a game. We’re friends, right?"

Friends. He had learned to hate that word. Was she messing with him? Was she teasing him? Was this another way to taunt him? Those questions flared behind his eyes, and he stared at her as intently as he could. He wanted to make her flinch with the heat of his glare. The rage must've been radiating off of him, but Emily just tilted her head to the side like she couldn't possibly guess what he was thinking…

"Cassidy," he said.

That dark-haired girl lifted her hands, opened her palms, and shook her head.

"Nope," Lauren said. "Sorry. Don't worry. We'll let you guess again in an hour."

In the meantime, they expected to eat. As they had their meal, Avery stood off to the side. He kept his back straight, his muscles rigid. Simultaneously, he tried to think of something he could do or say to get these girls to change their minds. He didn't know much about Briana for Cassidy. Obviously, he couldn't manipulate or intimidate them, and he wished he could somehow influence Emily, yet he already saw the truth. She was focused on Lauren. They were really, really good friends. Besides, that privileged brat knew how to manipulate her best Emily.

Avery wished he could have gotten Emily to see the truth about Lauren, only he didn't know how to make that happen, especially since he had been apparently demoted, first after the breakup, then with the inclusion of chastity…

As promised, he got to play the same game an hour later. Still naked, he came before Emily and her friends. But this time, she smirked and said, "You know, I think you might have a better chance if you got down on your knees."

Emily said that. Emily.

She was changing, he realized. She was turning into someone else. Yes, she was still beautiful, and she still enticed him, but he saw the way she smiled, and it made him think of Lauren.

Like a loyal friend, Avery got down on his knees.

One of these girls had the key to his chastity cage. And if he guessed correctly, he’d be allowed to put his clothing back on. This wasn't supposed to count as a reward, but he hated being vulnerable like this in front of them. He nibbled on inside of his mouth. He didn't ask any questions; they obviously wouldn't tell the truth, not unless he guessed correctly…

"Briana," he finally said.

"Nope. Sorry."

For the next hour, they bossed him around. They made him vacuum, clean the kitchen, and bring them drinks. When he wasn't busy with one task or another, he had to return to his spot in the corner and stand there, his back straight, his arms at his sides, or with his wrists crossed just above his buttocks.

He had to try again.

He'd been naked and on display for way, way too long!

Finally, he lifted his head, and he looked right at Emily. He was about to say her name, only then he realized it had to be Lauren. Of course, it would be her! She would revel in holding onto his key, if only for a little while. Even though he still had his eyes on Emily, he said, "Lauren."

"Sorry, Avery. It's not me."

"Then who?"

"It was me," Emily said. "It was me the whole time." At first, she tried to maintain that serious expression except then her features crumpled, and she burst out into laughter.

The other girls joined in! They were laughing harder and harder. Pretty soon, it looked like they couldn't even breathe. Despite all of this, Avery remained there on his knees in front of them.

"Okay, okay," Emily finally announced. "I think that is enough." She lifted her hands and puffed out her cheeks. "This has been a lot of fun, but I think it's time for us to head out, don't you?" At first, he assumed that meant these girls were going to go shopping or maybe to hang out at a café or restaurant or something. But instead, Lauren raised her hands into the air. She let out a slow yawn.

"Yeah," agreed to the rich girl. "I think you're right."

Finally, he'd been allowed to get dressed again. Just as importantly, he gave Cassidy and Briana rides home too. Almost miraculously, he realized he was alone with Emily. Not only that, she got out of the backseat, and she sat next to him. "Home, driver," she said with a little smile.

"That's not funny," he groused.

"It's kind of funny," she replied, reaching over and nudging his shoulder.

He drove, and he knew he needed to say something. He had to talk to her; he had to figure out how to reach her—before it was too late.

But once again, he also found that fuzzy static inside of his head; no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't come up with a coherent way to express himself, especially now. To make matters worse, Emily casually reached over and rested her hand on his thigh as he drove her back to her place.

When he parked, he expected her to get out. Maybe she was going to cheerfully lift her hand and say something like, "Thank you so much for the ride. I had a really good time with you." Those words would have sounded almost reminiscent of a date. But instead, she had fucked another guy and forced him to march around like an indentured butler for her and her friends.

She started to get out of the car. This was his last chance!

"Emily?"

"Yes?"

"Can I have the key? Please?"

"Why?"

"Because you don't need to keep be locked in chastity to make sure that I’ll behave," he said. These words tasted like acid at the back of his throat and along the roof of his mouth. In fact, the action seemed to make his teeth hurt. Despite all of this, he said, "I’m your friend. I want to be your best friend. I’ll always do whatever I can to make you happy." As he uttered those words, he meant it. He was her friend. He was strapped down in the middle of the friend zone, and he didn't think he would ever be able to break those restraints.

"Do you want to come inside with me?" Her expression shifted. He tried to read her features. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't guess what that pretty girl was thinking. Even so, he nodded, jumped out of the car, and slammed the door.

She reached out casually, grabbed him by his hand, and she pulled him forward. It felt so romantic.

And yet, he had just insisted he was her friend.

Working hard, he scrambled to figure this out, but she didn't let go. In fact, she brought him right to her front door. And then she still held onto his hand as she guided him back to her bedroom. It was only when she closed that second door that he stared at her. "What is this? What's going on?"

"Avery, I really want you to understand something."

"Yes?"

"Keeping you locked in chastity does something special—for both of us."

He studied her. He gazed back at her, unwilling to speak. This was Emily, and she wasn't under Lauren's terrible influence for once. That was why he couldn't just interrupt and try to talk over her. This was important. He needed to learn what she meant; he had to figure this out!

"Having you in chastity means you focus on me. You're not a selfish as you used to be," she said. A wistful smile touched her lips, "And it does something to me too. Knowing I have your key, that you trust me, that I can control you, it excites me, Avery. So I'm thinking we should come to a little compromise right here and now."

"What's that?"

"I want you to get me off," she said.

He blinked, unable to believe it. Hope blossomed in his chest as he stared at her with big, round eyes. "Not sex," she said. "But I am interested in having you go down on me. I want you to lick me. I want you to do your very best. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes!" he didn't even ask what he might get in return.

"And in exchange, if you do a very good job, I will let you out of your chastity cage for a little while."

He heard those words, and another possibility occurred to him. If she released him, then he didn't have to put the cage back on. Even if it meant losing her as a friend, he could just run off.

"What do you say?"

"Yes, please," he practically gushed out those two syllables.

Casually, she shimmied out of her pants. She pulled off her panties. Moment by moment, he watched her, hungry for more.

Soon, she was naked from the waist down, and she sat there on the edge of the bed. "On your knees," she said with way too much confidence. Yes, she definitely sounded a lot like Lauren. Still, there was that gentle kindness around her eyes.

Exhaling slowly, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he crawled to her. He lifted his head, and he leaned in. Suddenly, his mouth was on her sex, and she placed her hand on the back of his head. "Lick," she instructed. It wasn't a demand. It wasn't the brutal or hostile order a girl like Lauren would have issued. Instead, Emily simply recognized her authority, and so she told him what to do, and now she expected him to behave.

He did!

Just as she desired, he began to lick her opening. His tongue darted up and down along her crevice.

She placed her hand on the back of his head. "That's right. Lick me. Lick me and show me exactly what you can too. Oh, Avery. Yes. That feels so good. I love having you just like this. I love knowing that you will do whatever I say. You’re such a good friend! Every girl should have a best friend just like you!"

Friend. Best friend. The words may have been true, but they shredded his confidence.

It didn't matter, he told himself. After this, she would have to let him out of the chastity cage, and then maybe he could even seduce her…

As he slid his head down and up again, he contemplated what that might be like. His shaft tried to harden, and he could feel that rush of desire throughout his body—especially beneath and between the restrictive confines of his chastity cage.

She put her hand on the back of his head. She made sure he wouldn't be able to pull away even as she braced her weight against her other arm. Leaning back, she called out, "That's right. I love how you touch me, Avery." Yes! But then she relented, "This is almost as good as having that thick cock between my legs last night! I love knowing that he could pump me. He could make me feel so good!"

All at once, Avery realized the last person who had pleasured her was Caleb. He had pumped into her, thrusting hard, thrusting fast, marking this girl on some primal, passionate level. She’d never forget the sex with that guy, and now Avery licked along that same crevice. Worse, he couldn't bring himself to stop. Maybe there was a burst of revulsion deep within his chest, yet it meant nothing, not while this young woman could have whatever she wished. Besides, if he did a good job, he could still hope for release…

Within a few more minutes, she cried out. Ecstasy burned through her body, exploding along her nerves. Everything became electric as she pulled away. And then she looked down into his eyes.

"I want you to know you did a really good job, Avery."

"Thank you," he said. The words sounded ridiculous to his own ears.

"But…"

"But? But what?"

"But you still need to be punished for last night. I think this should make us even. You stay in your chastity cage, and the next time I want an orgasm, you're going to give it to me, and if you do a really good job, I might let you out."

"But, but that's not what we agreed to."

"Oh, do you think this is a negotiation?"

Avery opened his mouth and inhaled. This time, he knew what the right answer had to be. "No," he admitted. "It's not a negotiation."

"That's because you're my friend, and you gave me your key." She patted him on the head. "Now, I want to go take a nap. You can go now."

Just like that, she dismissed Avery...she dismissed her friend.

The End
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