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   Denied Again 
 
      
 
    Ryan had certain explanations and theories for why he would be into something like this, but when he really stopped and thought about it, he couldn’t be sure. As far as he knew, only a relatively small number of men were interested in this kind of denial. 
 
    As he sat at his computer, he smirked, thinking of the plastic prison now locked between his legs. A chastity device. A cage. A cock lock. The different names streamed through his head, causing his shaft to twitch. Ultimately, he didn’t know what caused his interest, but he loved indulging, especially because it was nothing but a fantasy. 
 
    Yes, he was locked up. No, he didn’t have the key. But there was a girl online he paid to hold it for him. Janine was cute and sexy, a model who humiliated men for money. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, Ryan glanced back at the next applicant’s information. 
 
    When he first started at this bank as a loan officer, rejecting people had been difficult. Since then, it had gotten easier in some ways and harder in others. Now, the bank usually sent out letters or text messages informing people of their decision to reject the individual’s application. Unfortunately, some bank customers insisted on a face-to-face meeting, perhaps thinking this might change things. 
 
    It was Ryan’s responsibility to deal with those people. 
 
    Like right now, he had to talk to Charlotte Michaels. 
 
    The door was already open, so that dark-haired girl simply appeared. She stood there for a moment, and he motioned for her to enter. 
 
    She surprised Ryan, not with her prompt arrival, but because she was cute. Charlotte had pale skin, big eyes, and long black hair that was tied back into an elaborate braid. She wore a black, pencil skirt, high heels, and a white blouse with a collar. She was probably what she imagined a “businesswoman” would look like. 
 
    “Hello, Miss Michaels,” he said. 
 
    “Hello,” she replied, sitting down. “I would like to discuss my application with your bank.” 
 
    He glanced back at his screen. “I’m sorry, but our algorithms have determined that you aren’t a good credit risk. If you like, I can refer you to some other lenders that might be more appropriate for you.” He had spoken these words so many times. This was more than a script; it almost felt like a muscle memory. 
 
    “I’m not interested in another lender. We both know your bank offers the best interest rates. We also know that you don’t want to lend to me because I’m a woman,” she said. 
 
    Careful to keep his expression neutral, he shook his head, “That isn’t true. Gender is not one of the characteristics we use.” If he had been completely honest, he would have admitted that he didn’t know this for a fact. The company loved to hide behind their “algorithms” because no one could really understand them. 
 
    “Right,” she said. Charlotte leaned forward, “Ryan, I’m going to give you a chance to reconsider this. I know that these decisions are still made by regular people. So think about it. Review my business plan and tell me whether or not you think I will succeed.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    Despite her fierce expression, Ryan came to one conclusion: she was way too cute to ever be a threat to anyone. When it came to business, she had this goal in mind, but she would never succeed. More likely, she’d marry a rich guy and start popping out to kids because that’s what girls like her did. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said again, his voice devoid of any inflection or genuine sympathy. 
 
    “Remember,” she said, “I warned you.” 
 
      
 
    When Ryan got home, he went straight to his laptop. He logged in, and he was about to send an email to Janine when his phone buzzed for his attention. 
 
    Remember, I warned you. Ryan didn’t recognize the number, so he just raised an eyebrow, thinking someone made a mistake. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    When he went to check his email, he saw the message from Janine, and his insides tensed. As a part of the package, he could get these little notes from her, reminders that she had his key, that he would be denied until she saw fit to mail it back. 
 
    When he logged in, he started reading, only that flutter of delight quickly morphed into a sickening, queasy sense of confusion. I’m really sorry to hear that you would like to discontinue our relationship, but I understand. I have mailed your key to your girlfriend as requested. 
 
    What? 
 
    Ryan didn’t understand, but then his phone started vibrating. Without even thinking, he answered, holding the device up to his ear, “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Ryan,” she said. 
 
    The voice sounded familiar, but he didn’t recognize those gentle tones right away. 
 
    “Who is this?” He still didn’t understand the danger; he didn’t see the threat for what it was. 
 
    “What? You don’t know my name?” 
 
    The details popped into his head. His fingers tightened around his phone. “How did you get this number?” 
 
    “It’s easy for me to get things,” she said. “In fact, I don’t just have your number.” 
 
    Some of the color drained away from his cheeks, but Ryan couldn’t admit what was happening. After all, it was impossible! 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Let’s just say I understand what the key to success really is.” 
 
    The key. She used that phrase on purpose. 
 
    He stood up. As he did so, he could feel the weight of the plastic prison around his cock and balls. He could feel the tug of the lock as it dangled just above his shaft. 
 
    “Tell me what’s going on right now,” he snarled. 
 
    “Is that really how you should talk to your key holder?” Key holder. The phrase cut straight through the rest of his bluster. While his lips remained parted, Ryan couldn’t speak. 
 
    “That’s right, Ryan. I know all about you and your little hobby.” 
 
    “That’s impossible.” 
 
    “Nothing is impossible when you have advanced degrees in computer science and information security,” she replied. “But you would have known that if you reviewed my application.” 
 
    “This is impossible,” he said, falling into his chair. 
 
    “Not impossible,” she replied. “In fact, you can see that I have control of your entire digital life. You really should be more careful with your passwords.” 
 
    “What you want?” 
 
    “Let’s start with something easy. Go into your bedroom, stand in front of the mirror, and take a picture of yourself naked. I want to see you in nothing but your chastity cage.” 
 
    “I won’t do that,” he said automatically. 
 
    “Then you’re never going to get this key back,” she said with a little chuckle. “Or anything else.” 
 
    Implications roared inside of his head: his identity, his money, his online reputation. She could destroy all of it—unless he obeyed. 
 
    “You know what I want,” she sang triumphantly, “You know what you have to do. Get to it. You have five minutes to text me those shots.” Just like that, he heard the click when she hung up on him. 
 
    Lowering his phone, Ryan struggled to get his brain to work properly. Thoughts spun and swirled through his head, but he dismissed of them one after another because they were impractical or impossible. He hated to admit it, but he was stuck. 
 
    That’s why they got up and walked back into his bedroom, just as commanded. As she predicted, he had a large mirror. Usually, he used it to check himself out before he went clubbing with his friends. 
 
    He still had his phone in his pocket. He pulled it out, loosened his belt, and allowed his trousers to fall around his ankles. A second later, he kicked the pants away followed by his shoes. Next, he took off his socks and then he removed his shirt. His fingers moved along the buttons as he considered precisely what would happen next. 
 
    Down to his boxers now, he looked back at his reflection. He sucked in his breath, tenting the muscles in his stomach. He didn’t look bad, but he knew what he would find underneath his underwear. 
 
    The chastity cage. 
 
    For a second, he bristled, thinking that this had been such a stupid idea. Yes, he had always enjoyed the idea of a girl controlling his sex drive. He thought it was intense, knowing that there was some hot check out there capable of telling him what to do, but it was supposed to be a game! None of this was ever supposed to be serious because he didn’t think a girl could hack into his accounts and take over his life. 
 
    Knowing that time was ticking away, Ryan yanked down his underwear. He kicked it away, almost as though he hated the boxers. Then he puffed out his cheeks, raised his phone, and aimed the lens at his reflection. 
 
    There he was, the length of his body on display. 
 
    Without even trying, he imagined Charlotte laughing at him. She was out there, hidden away in the world and able to do whatever she liked. 
 
    He snapped one shot, then another. He took those pictures, understanding full well that he was actually giving her blackmail material to use against him. But considering that she already had his passwords, Charlotte could do whatever she liked. 
 
    This might stop her. 
 
    Maybe it would give him the time he needed to figure things out. 
 
    He took one picture after another, five in total. And when he finished, he looked down at the small screen. His heart thundered wildly, kicking him in the chest again and again. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Why had he been so stupid? He wanted to get angry at her, yet he kept thinking of how he had used the same password for his email and bank accounts, even his work profile. 
 
    She had access to everything! 
 
    Clutching his eyes shut, he looked down at the image and studied his picture. Ryan looked pathetic, like a man who had been utterly defeated. 
 
    Hating himself for giving her even more leverage, he sent the photos. 
 
    Then he slumped against his bed, exhausted, as though he had just run a marathon. 
 
    Ryan didn’t get long to wait. 
 
      
 
    His phone rang again, buzzing for his attention. In this first couple of heartbeats, Ryan really wanted to ignore it and pretend none of this was happening. He could have thrown the device out, gone to his supervisors, and told them that he has been hacked. They would have believed him, right? 
 
    Yes, but who knew what she would send or do or say while she had access. 
 
    “Oh, these are cute,” she said right after he answered the phone. 
 
    “You have what you want. Please, just stop this. Send me the key, and we can be done.” 
 
    “What? Did you think that was all I wanted?” Charlotte asked with a little laugh on the other end of the line. “Oh, you silly boy. You don’t understand what’s happening, do you?” She chuckled, making him sound foolish. 
 
    Charlotte continued, “Let me be clear. You belong to me now. I have these pictures, your key, all of your money. Anything and everything you are now belongs to me. Say it.” 
 
    He blinked, confused. The command caught him off guard, but he stumbled, uttering the words she expected, “I belong to you.” 
 
    “So what does that make you?” 
 
    He had to think about it now. An answer appeared in his head, but he didn’t want to admit it. 
 
    “Well?” An edge of impatience cut into her voice. 
 
    “A slave,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Again,” she ordered, “louder.” 
 
    “It makes me your slave,” he told her. 
 
    “That’s right!” She laughed on the other line. “Now, you’re going to do whatever I want. Like right now, I want you on your hands and knees. I want you on your hands and knees and ready to obey me.” 
 
    “Fine,” he grunted. 
 
    “Do you think that’s the kind of tone of voice a chastity slave should use with his mistress?” 
 
    “You are not my mistress,” he grunted back at her. 
 
    “Oh, Ryan. Just for that, I’m going to have to upload your photo to a special website.” 
 
    “What? Which one?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” After another couple of seconds, she announced, “Done.” 
 
    “Done? What did you do?” 
 
    “I already told you,” she threw back at him. “I uploaded one of those pictures. If you are unlucky, you’re going to get Internet famous very fast.” 
 
    “Please, take it down.” 
 
    “No,” she said simply. “But you have the chance to keep me from spreading it even further.” 
 
    He bit down, locking his jaw into place. “Yes, Mistress,” he said. His tone was appropriately servile and deferential. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    He got down onto his hands and knees. He could still hear her small voice emanating from the receiver. 
 
    “Now, tell me about how you will do as you’re told.” 
 
    “I’ll do as I’m told,” he replied. 
 
    “Not bad,” she answered, “I think you can do better than that.” 
 
    “Please, I’m going to do whatever you tell me. I’m going to be obedient. I will be your slave.” 
 
    “What kind of slave?” 
 
    Ryan needed another second or two to think about this, but he came up with the correct answer. As the words left his lips, he felt like such an idiot for putting himself in this position. “I’m your chastity slave.” 
 
    “That’s right. Now, get dressed. You’re going to come back to my apartment so we can discuss your new life.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for him to agree; she hung up on him. 
 
      
 
    When he got the text message, he stared down at the address. 
 
    But there was something else, another set of instructions. 
 
    On your way over here, be sure to hit a pet shop and pick up a collar. You are going to wear it. After that, she sent him a winking emoji. Ryan glared down at the screen. If his anger had somehow converted to heat, he would have melted the device instantly. 
 
    Instead, he pulled on his clothing. He put his pants back on. He put on his shirt. And as he stepped forward, he could still feel the weight of the chastity cage between his legs. 
 
    Unfortunately, he wouldn’t be able to remove it without the key, a key which only Charlotte had access to now. 
 
    As he drove downtown, he looked out the window, scanning for different pet shops. His GPS brought him to a small boutique. He got out, slammed the car door, and marched inside. Just moments later, he found himself standing in front of a bewildering array of dog collars. 
 
    This was where his anger dissipated, replaced by confusion. 
 
    He knew precisely why she wanted this and what she expected, but he didn’t know which one to choose. 
 
    That’s when a feminine voice rang out, “Can I help you, sir?” 
 
    He turned around and found himself looking down at a young woman. She could have been in high school. With freckles along her cheeks and her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, she seemed young and immature. 
 
    “No. I’m fine,” he said. 
 
    The girl looked at him, then back to the dog collars. For a second, she seemed to spark. 
 
    Did she know? 
 
    No. No way. That was impossible! 
 
    And yet, he had to choose something. 
 
    His phone buzzed again. It was from Charlotte. 
 
    Clock’s ticking, she sent. 
 
    He grabbed a red dog collar, brought it up front, and paid for it. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the journey flashed by in a haze. His heart kept pounding fresh doses of adrenaline straight into his bloodstream. 
 
    But now that he found himself poised before her front door, he didn’t know if he could do it. Technically, it was simple. Raise his arm, knock, and wait. 
 
    And yet, he held his breath, perhaps hoping some other possibility might present itself. Nothing happened. Surrounded by quiet, he waited for some brilliant idea to materialize inside of his head. 
 
    When that didn’t happen, Ryan knocked. 
 
    The door opened, and there she was, that black haired girl. She was shorter than him by several inches, yet she took several steps forward and grinned. As she invaded his personal space, she wasn’t intimidated in the slightest. 
 
    “I should grab you and make you give me back that key,” he grunted. 
 
    “What is it with boys? Why do you always think you can just solve all of your problems with violence?” 
 
    “I’m not screwing around,” he told her. 
 
    “And neither am I, Ryan, which means you’ll do whatever I say. Because that key will be destroyed if you don’t do exactly what I say.” 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “Somewhere safe,” she told him. Her answer, spoken with simple confidence, destroyed his focus. The anger dissipated, shoulders slumped, and that’s when she asked, “Do you have something for me?” 
 
    His hand fell to his pocket, and he jerked the collar out. 
 
    “Kneel,” she commanded. 
 
    Ryan fell to his knees, just as she expected. She took the collar, opened it, flipped it around his neck, and clicked it into place. He felt the clasp engage. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said, but I think the rest of your outfit distracts from the importance of your dog collar. Take everything off.” 
 
    “Please, don’t make me,” he said. 
 
    “If you do, I will give you a very special treat.” She blinked at him. 
 
    In spite of everything, he enjoyed a rush of arousal. It wasn’t fair, not when this girl was so attractive. From her shining black hair to the soft curves of her breasts, she looked amazing. She had discarded her blouse and pencil skirt for stockings and a little black dress that showed off her cleavage. 
 
    His eyes roamed along her body. His shaft twitched in his cage, and his fingers pushed into the palms of his hands. 
 
    “You look good,” she said. She started to circle the kneeling boy, her fingers brushing over his head, down his neck, and over his back. 
 
    As he stripped before her, Ryan could feel his dignity slip away. Not only that, he understood her power. He realized she could get him to do whatever she liked. And she was about to prove it. 
 
    Once he was down to just the collar and cage, she reached out. He hadn’t noticed the leash sitting there on top of the nightstand by the front door. She took it, allowed it to dangle in front of his face, and then connected the buckle to the ring on his dog collar. From there, she tugged, guiding and pulling him. 
 
    Ryan twitched, but he couldn’t actually stop her. 
 
    “Come along,” she ordered. 
 
    He crawled without even needing the command. 
 
    Ryan made his way along the floor, to the right and down a hall. She took him right into a bedroom. 
 
    “Get up. Lay down. Spread your arms and legs,” she said simply. 
 
    “What, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious, Ryan?” When that look of confusion spread over his face again, she said, “I’m going to break you.” 
 
    Despite that morning, he climbed up onto the mattress. With every second, he kept waiting for that brilliant idea, some strategy or threat or promise he might be able to use against her. Instead, he found himself on his back with his arms and legs spread. She grinned and pulled up a set of straps. They were fabric, held in place by simple latches, but once they encircled his wrists and ankles, he would be completely powerless. 
 
    “Don’t,” he said. “Please, Mistress. Please, don’t!” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re using my title, but that’s not good enough,” she said. “You need to understand your place. You need to realize that I get to tie you down whenever I want you besides, it doesn’t really make much of a difference when I own your cock, does it?” 
 
    …When I own your cock… 
 
    Those words echoed between his ears, yet he still couldn’t answer. His lips parted, as they struggled to find the words, only he couldn’t remember how to move his lips or tongue. Then she climbed up on top of him. When he felt the heat of her thighs, his shaft twitched again, struggling against of the boundaries of its cage. 
 
    “I bet you feel dumb for putting this on, but I can understand why you did it. Lots of young men need to be owned.” 
 
    “I don’t need to be owned!” 
 
    “Then why did you do it?” Charlotte asked playfully. She grabbed his right wrist and pulled toward the side of the bed, close to the restraint. 
 
    “Because,” he started to say as he sensed the fabric’s tension around his wrist. She engaged the small, plastic lock. It wasn’t much. And yet, he could already tell it would be enough to hold him down. “I did it because it was a gain. It was about control.” 
 
    “Well, you are about to get controlled quite a bit,” she said. 
 
    “This wasn’t what I wanted.” 
 
    “Maybe not,” she allowed, “But it is exactly what you need.” She strapped down his other wrist. Then she slipped back between his legs and shoved them towards the corners of the mattress. Another set of restraints waited for him. She looped one over his right ankle, then another over his left. Once she finished, she grinned down at her helpless male. 
 
    “Struggle,” she said. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    She slipped forward again, reaching between his legs and gently touching the underside of his scrotum. Fear and arousal mixed together as she toyed with him. 
 
    “Struggle,” she repeated without answering him. 
 
    His nostrils flared as his nose twitched. 
 
    Ryan hardened his muscles as he pulled on the straps, his arms tugging without any real effort. 
 
    Charlotte tilted her head to the side as she looked down at him. 
 
    “I have those pictures,” she said. “I wonder what all of your banker friends would think of you naked and in a chastity cage. I bet those boys would think it was really cool, don’t you?” She grinned sarcastically at her trapped chastity slave. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “Then you know what you have to do,” she said simply. 
 
    He did. 
 
    “If you don’t get out, I’m going to send another picture.” 
 
    This time, he fought as hard as he could, yanking, twisting, bucking and thrashing. He fought with everything he had to tear himself out of those restraints. His body writhed from side to side as he tried to work himself free, yet nothing helped. He couldn’t get out! 
 
    Eventually, his strength dissipated as he stopped and panted. He didn’t know how long he had been fighting, but at least a few minutes had gone by. 
 
    Charlotte placed her hand on his chest as she chuckled. “You really are helpless, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he grunted back at her. 
 
    Her eyes blazed for a moment. She arched an eyebrow, so he had to correct himself. “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Good boy.” She placed her hand on his chest and felt the beating of his heart. 
 
    With a smile, she continued, “This is going to be fun.” 
 
    Ryan didn’t understand what she meant, not until she leaned in and kissed him right between his eyes. He looked up, confused. Then her hands moved down along his body. She sat up, tracing her fingertips past his collarbones, over his chest, and down his flanks. 
 
    Her chastity slave tried not to enjoy this. He worked to keep the eager anticipation at bay, yet the adrenaline flooded through his system, and this felt so good. Hot desire made him lick his lips and gasp as she traced her fingertips closer and closer to his trapped cock. 
 
    “If you beg really nicely, I might let you out of that chastity cage. You have a lovely body, Ryan. I’m going to enjoy playing with it.” 
 
    Did she mean they might have sex? 
 
    When he peered upward and found her eyes, he could see the lust simmering there in her expression. The corners of her mouth twitched, and she smiled lasciviously. 
 
    “Please, please let me out of the cage!” 
 
    “No,” she said. “Beg for me to touch you. Beg for me to tease you.” 
 
    This time, Ryan didn’t hesitate. As his libido strengthened, he stopped thinking about the blackmail and the control this woman had over him. Instead, Charlotte became this gorgeous goddess poised between his legs, ready to touch and pleasure him. 
 
    He stopped thinking like a rational human. 
 
    “Please, please touch me. Please, I need to feel you on me. Please, Mistress!” 
 
    She giggled girlishly, “Oh, I like that. Say it again.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress! Please, I’m begging! Please, keep touching me!” 
 
    Charlotte obliged, her fingers gliding along his inner thighs, up toward his scrotum. She teased the underside of his balls, her fingertips lightly gliding over his sensitive flesh. Electric arousal surged through his body, sparks of desire and desperation adding to the flames of need already percolating beneath the surface of his skin. 
 
    He closed his eyes as she leaned down. She rubbed her breasts against his chest. Oh yes, that felt so good when she kissed the side of his neck. 
 
    “You really like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Yes, it feels so good! Please don’t stop! Please, please don’t stop!” 
 
    On some level, Ryan must’ve realized he had sacrificed his dignity for the chance to get off, yet he couldn’t make himself care, not there and not then, not even while he was strapped down and helpless. 
 
    “Oh, I love hearing you beg. Do it some more. Beg. Tell me how you belong to me.” 
 
    For Ryan, this is probably just a sex game. If he had needed to justify this, he probably would have said something about how it all came down to convincing her. He would do anything or say anything to get off. 
 
    But then, he didn’t understand how chastity slavery really worked. He didn’t comprehend what this girl had in mind or what she could do. 
 
    “Please! Please, Mistress! I can’t take this!” 
 
    She grabbed his face, her thumb on one cheek, her fingertips on the other. Pinching, she looked down at him, “Is this about what you want, Ryan?” 
 
    Immediately, he realized his mistake and shook his head. “No, Mistress. This is about what you want.” 
 
    She released him, touching him again, her fingertips playing along his side and up to shoulders. She stroked his neck around the dog collar. 
 
    “That’s right,” she purred. “This is all about what I want. This is all about my desires. You don’t get a vote, Ryan.” 
 
    He bristled, his body tensing up because he wanted to argue, but then she played with his balls again, both sets of fingers toying with his soft skin. Fresh ripples of desire ran through his body. 
 
    “Please, I can’t take this! Please, it’s too much!” 
 
    “You want me to stop?” 
 
    His eyes widened with panic, “No, Mistress! Please, don’t stop!” 
 
    “Then you’re telling me you like chastity slavery?” 
 
    He didn’t wish to say those words, yet Charlotte wouldn’t settle for anything else. He understood this right away, so he gasped, licked his lips, and surrendered again, “Yes, Mistress! Yes, I love being your chastity slave!” 
 
    “If you’re so grateful, then you should probably say thank you, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress! Thank you for owning me!” As he called out those words, he could feel the damp tip of his cock, the constant twitching against his cage, every frustrating and humiliating moment another reminder of his place on his back while she toyed with him. 
 
    “Good. You know, seeing you like this gets me off. Keep begging while I touch myself.” 
 
    He didn’t really understand, not until she straddled him again, her knees pushing against the sides of his chest. 
 
    “Watch,” she ordered. 
 
    That’s when she reached down, and she grabbed at the hem of her short, black dress. She pulled it up, revealing a startling lack of panties. He saw her damp sex and his eyes widened again. His breath caught in his throat. 
 
    He licked his lips and remembered her previous command, “Please, please don’t stop, Mistress. Please, let me watch.” 
 
    Ryan had always enjoyed seeing girls pleasure themselves. It was a part of his search history…which Charlotte could study since she had access to all of his accounts. She must have known this. Violated and turned on at the same time, Ryan couldn’t look away. 
 
    If he had thought about this clearly, perhaps he would have tried to just close his eyes and resist. He could have stayed stoic. But instead, he panted like a horny dog as she touched herself, her fingers lightly gliding over her opening. She used just one finger and softly caressed her pussy. 
 
    Arching her back, she smiled as a ripple of desperation ran through her, yet she had self-control. She looked down at him and smirked. 
 
    “Are you enjoying this?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Please, please don’t stop!” 
 
    Another cruel smile darted along her lips. 
 
    Without answering, she moved her fingertips up and down along her opening. She stroked herself gently. Simultaneously, Ryan drank in the sight of this gorgeous young woman, her black hair shining, her face flushed, her nipples hardening underneath her dress… 
 
    As she pleasured herself, Charlotte started to moan, letting out those eager, animalistic noises. Primal pleasure flooded her body, but he remained trapped and locked up. 
 
    “Please, please, let me watch, please, can you let me out?” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “No, but I want to hear you plead for a treat.” 
 
    A treat. That meant she would let him out, but he just had to beg for it correctly? 
 
    He whimpered again, desperate. “Please, I will be your chastity slave! I will do whatever you want! I belong to you, Mistress! I serve you! You own me!” He cried out every short, staccato sentence as he yielded to her, acknowledging her authority. As his keyholder, she could do whatever she liked with this boy. She had him. She owned him. 
 
    And that’s why she slipped her fingertips into her sex. She stroked herself, closing her eyes and yielding to that pleasure. It wasn’t an orgasm, not quite yet. 
 
    Then she brought her fingers back, and she lowered them down toward his lips. 
 
    “Suck them clean,” she ordered. “And don’t stop until I give you permission.” 
 
    As he looked at her two fingertips, he saw them shine with her excitement. 
 
    Was he really going to do this? Could he really bring himself to suck on her fingers like that? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    He raised his head, straining his neck as he leaned in and wrapped his mouth around those digits. Immediately, he tasted her excitement, the flavor of those juices simmering along his tongue. 
 
    He bobbed his head forward and back, eager for this and so much more. 
 
    Heat coursed along his cheeks. It was humiliating to get used and controlled like this, yet Ryan still didn’t stop. 
 
    He moved his head forward and back as he continued to suck on her fingertips. His tongue darted over those soft contours as he humiliated himself for her pleasure once again. 
 
    “Very nice. Because you’ve done such a good job, I’m going to have sex with you,” she promised. 
 
    “Oh, yes, please!” 
 
    Charlotte came forward, which wasn’t what he anticipated. She pulled up her skirt again and pressed her slit down against his mouth. He tried to protest, to ask questions, but she wasn’t interested in talking to this man. Instead, she commanded, “Lick me, slave boy.” 
 
    With another shiver of humiliation running down his spine, he raised his head and slipped his tongue over her sex just the way she wanted. He serviced her, licking and nuzzling, using both the tip of his tongue and his lips as he served her. He kissed her pussy, worshiping her. 
 
    Her fingers tensed as she closed her eyes and savored that heat. Primal desperation ran through her body. “Don’t stop,” she ordered. “Don’t you dare stop!” 
 
    Like a thoroughly tamed a slave, he obeyed his Mistress, worshiping her just the way she desired and demanded. 
 
    He kept licking, bringing her closer and closer to that crescendo. She closed her eyes, savoring the build-up until that one moment when hot completion flashed through her. She came! The explosion of pleasure felt like a supernova. She cried out, screaming. 
 
    Then, panting, she looked down at her slave. She pulled away from him and smiled. 
 
    “Sex?” Ryan asked, his voice timid. 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed. “We just had sex. I used your mouth, and now I’m ready to relax. I want you to go home, take a nice shower, and go to work tomorrow. You and I have a meeting.” 
 
    “But you said you’re going to have sex,” he said. 
 
    “I did. I had sex with you,” she said. “And you’re pretty good at it. I mean, you’re going to need some more training and practice, but you didn’t disappoint, Ryan.” She loosened one strap, then another. 
 
    Ryan waited for that moment when hot rage would surge through his body, prompting him to leap up and attack like some kind of beast. But he didn’t. Somehow, he couldn’t find the willpower. Instead, he understood that she could do whatever she liked because she owned his key. 
 
    And so, she owned him too. 
 
      
 
    When Ryan went home, he felt like such an idiot. He had that desperation running through his skin like never before. When he first heard about chastity cages, he thought they were intriguing, something arousing but ultimately still just a game. It was a form of play, maybe some self-denial. 
 
    And yet, now he was in his bed, rolling over again and again. 
 
    Then he pulled back his blankets, turned on the light, and yanked it down his pants. He looked at his trapped cock. 
 
    He could see the contours of his member. He could feel the blood pump through his body as his shaft kept trying to get hard. 
 
    His animal instincts had no idea that he had been caged. And so, his shaft continuously twitched against those impossible boundaries. 
 
    He had to get this thing off! 
 
    Unfortunately, when Ryan first signed up for that chastity service, he had splurged, buying one of the most expensive devices available, which meant it was pretty much impervious to anything less than a chainsaw. 
 
    Even so, he had to try. 
 
    Knowing this would be stupid, he reached down and tugged, pulling. He wanted to slip the device off of his cock! 
 
    He worked at it for nearly an hour, squirming and wiggling. He tried to pull and gently ease the device off. 
 
    Nothing worked. 
 
    Finally, he threw his head back down against his pillow, closed his eyes, and struggled to relax. But that arousal continued to swim through his bloodstream, like little ants wiggling just beneath the surface. He couldn’t relax, and he couldn’t stop thinking about Charlotte either. 
 
    His Mistress. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Ryan should have been utterly exhausted by his sleepless night. Instead, his alarm buzzed, knocking him out of his light sleep, and he rolled out of bed immediately. 
 
    He checked his phone, examining his calendar. 
 
    Sure enough, Charlotte had placed an appointment there for him. 
 
    With his heart pounding, he got dressed quickly, pulling on his suit for work. He drove fast through the streets, his knuckles white as he gripped his steering wheel. He parked and practically ran in. Then he sat down at his computer, logged in, and was grateful his password hadn’t been changed. 
 
    He licked his lips and wondered if he should try to do it himself. But Charlotte had hacked it once, which meant she could do it again. Maybe he could defend his system somehow? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    Instead, he sat there, waiting. 
 
    Charlotte was a few minutes late, but then she knocked on his door and he told her to come in. 
 
    She stepped across the threshold, closed the door behind her, and smiled. “Crawl over here, stay on your knees, and tell me how much you enjoy that cage.” 
 
    Now that the door was closed, they didn’t need to pretend that he had any rights or respect. 
 
    For a moment, Ryan didn’t know what to do, probably since he still felt like a bank employee—a man who deserved respect. Only then he gazed up at her, and there was something ferocious and frightening at her expression. It was the cool confidence of a young woman who understood she would win no matter what. 
 
    That’s why he slipped forward, falling to his hands and knees. He crawled. As he did so, he was reminded of his servile position by the tug of his chastity cage. 
 
    “I enjoy wearing my cage, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    She brushed her fingers through his hair and down the side of his ear. She stroked his neck and grinned. “You forgot this,” she said. 
 
    She pulled out the dog collar and wrapped it around his neck before he could even protest. 
 
    It was true. When he changed, he had removed the collar. He had hoped he would never see that stupid thing again, yet now he felt the snug pressure around his neck. 
 
    “Very nice,” Charlotte said. “Now kiss my feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, bowing his head down. She had on the same little black dress from last night. Seeing her in it made his cock twitch. 
 
    “It’s good to hear that you still remember how to obey. That’s very important for a boy like you.” She grinned, the corners of her eyes crinkling slightly. 
 
    “I’m glad you approve,” he told her automatically. 
 
    “Stay on your hands and knees, but you can follow me.” She strode away, walking around the edge of his desk and taking his seat. 
 
    He watched her, his lips parting in that horrified expression as he saw this girl take control. As she breezed past him, he bowed his head down and contemplated defiance. His hesitation only lasted for a couple of heartbeats. Then he exhaled, surrendered again, and crawled because she owned him. 
 
    Charlotte mirrored his thoughts as she said, “It’s amazing. If you just lock a boy up, he’s willing to do anything you ask. Isn’t that right, slave boy?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he told her. 
 
    “Good boy. Now come here and watch me work.” 
 
    Since Ryan had already logged onto his computer, she simply sat and began typing. She went through the bank’s system with the expert familiarity of someone who had studied it extensively. 
 
    More and more, Ryan realized what she was doing. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” he said, behaving like a professional and not a slave. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Those funds can’t be transferred like that!” 
 
    “Can’t they?” Charlotte asked with a teasing, singsong tone. “I mean, are you going to stop me, slave?” 
 
    She had access to protocols pretty much no one at the bank had, which were limited to loan officers. She had just authorized the transfer of funds without doing any of the necessary paperwork for a loan. Essentially, she was stealing from the bank! 
 
    “This is illegal!” 
 
    “So is discrimination,” she said, “But this bank has been doing that for years. Besides, we both know how this bank operates. The CEO has always been clear that he just wants to make a profit for his shareholders. He is trying to make the world a better place. If he can steal from orphans, he will do it. Oh, he hasn’t actually done that? Didn’t he default on that orphanage in Tennessee?” 
 
    It had been a scandal, but the bank had operated legally, so their CEO had said it was the right thing to do. 
 
    “But they’re going to figure out it was my account!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m a rich woman. I can take care of you if I like.” 
 
    His chest rose and fell as he glanced back to the door. He kept hoping for some brilliant inspiration, something that would allow him to fight her. If nothing else, he could have fled to the doorway, shouted for security, and had her arrested. But if he did that, he would never get the key back, and he would never have access to his cock again. 
 
    Then she turned around and looked down at her collared boy. “We both know you’re going to stay right where you are, Ryan. We both know you will do whatever I want. Like right now, while I finish this paperwork, get under your desk and service me again.” 
 
    When he hesitated, she simply smiled. It was obvious that she enjoyed that panicked look of doubt on his face as he tried to figure something out. And yet, there were no options. She had closed off every avenue of escape. 
 
    So that’s why he crawled under the desk. That’s why he sat up and stretched his back. He leaned in, his cheeks brushing along the insides of her thighs. With one hand, she continued to click on the mouse, selecting different options as she navigated the transfer. With her other hand, she grabbed his hair, pulling his face tight against her slick opening. 
 
    “Service me,” she ordered. “That’s right,” she said as he started to lick. “You know, this is going to be the end of your career. No one will ever hire you again. Even if they can’t prove you did anything, they won’t trust you.” 
 
    He licked, his tongue darting up and down, slow laps followed by quick flickers. He worshiped her, eagerly running his tongue along her crevice. 
 
    “I guess that means you’re just going to have to stay at my place. Don’t worry. I will be a generous Mistress. I’m going to let you beg every single day. And as you do, you’ll understand your place. 
 
    Her voice became shaky as he licked faster, serving her with the manic desperation of a man who understood his career was in the process of being annihilated. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” she said, closing her eyes and lifting her chin. “Keep going, slave boy. Keep going!” She panted, her heart pounding now. Then she squeezed her thighs against his cheeks as she climaxed. She cried out, the sounds bouncing off the walls. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now we are all done. Is there anything you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    He licked his lips and tasted the traces of her excitement on his mouth. Taking a long breath, he looked up at her. “Please, Mistress, would you let me out of the cage just for a little while? You’re right. You own me. I’m your slave. I can never get away. I’m going to belong to you forever. I’ll always have to do whatever you want,” he told her, turning those words into a confession. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I’m your slave. I’m your chastity slave.” Ryan bowed his head down as he admitted this. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. 
 
    He licked his lips, desperate to try one more time. “Please, could you let me out of the chastity cage?” 
 
    She denied him again with that bright smile on her face, “You need to understand. Someday, I might let you out. Someday. If I feel like it. If you’re a good slave until then. But right now, you’re so eager and agreeable. I’m enjoying having you like this. Now, go get dressed. It’s time for us to go home.” 
 
    Charlotte was ready to leave with her chastity slave. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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