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“So now that we’re starting to experiment with all of this kinky stuff, have you ever thought about chastity?”

Beth brought the topic up ever so randomly as we sat at the kitchen table in her apartment eating lunch that Saturday afternoon. It had only been maybe a month prior that she had stumbled upon a box of toys n the back of my closet from a previous relationship and learned of my own interest in bondage, and so ever since we’d spent a considerable amount of our time together on weekends tying each other up and exploring a bit of power exchange here and there.

It became quickly apparent that Beth herself enjoyed being the top and doing the tying, which suited me just fine because there was just something special about that gleam that I saw in her eyes when she told me to do something, playfully holding a leather paddle in her hand…

“I don’t know,” I replied openly, taking a break from my sandwich to really think about her comment. “You mean, like, you’d hold a key to my penis, and I wouldn’t be able to touch it without you?”

“When you say the words, it even sounds hotter than it did in my head!” she replied with a grin, giggling before she continued. “I was looking at some online throughout the week, and I think it might be kinda sexy … I don’t really get to see you during the week, so it kinda turns me on – the thought of you being forced to save it just for me.”

“Plus, you know that I’ve kinda been getting into this whole dominant thing since we started playing, so what better way for a woman to show dominance over her man than by locking up his cock with a key around her neck?!”

Beth smiled as the words flowed from her mouth, and I could tell that she’d been waiting until just the right time to spring this on me. The truth of the matter was, I was a bit apprehensive about locking my penis away with my girlfriend as the only key holder, and yet at the same time the prospect did sound incredibly sexy and the way she curled her lip as she talked about keeping me locked up was a clear tell that it was something we could both have a lot of fun with…

“So what exactly did you have in mind?” I prodded curiously as she eagerly waited for my initial response.

“Well, there are a couple of different types of chastity belts,” Beth began to explain. “There are basic ones that are like a clear plastic cage that goes over your penis, with a ring that goes behind your balls and then a padlock to hold them both in place. Those are fairly cheap and seem to be pretty popular, and they’re supposed to more or less prevent you from getting an erection, although I was able to find cases where guys had came in them and sometimes even pulled themselves out…”

“They also make metal versions kind of like the same thing, only they look like they’re a little more secure because they’re made out of steel, and sometimes I even saw some fairly nasty ones that went a step further to include these tiny spikes that dig into your penis as sort of a deterrent from the wearer getting aroused!”

“Ooooh – not sure if I like the sound of that…” I interjected.

“Another kind that I found, and this was the kind that I really liked,” she continued, “was more of an actual belt made out of steel … whereas the others were these cages that just locked around your penis, this one is a real belt that goes around your waist, and then there’s another piece that goes between your legs and that’s where the chastity piece is. They’ve got, like, this little tube that the penis slides into, and then the tube attaches to a plate that goes over the whole crotch, so I liked it because it seemed a little more intimidating … you can’t really even see the penis, let alone touch it once it goes into this belt!”

“Plus, that one even has a special hole in the butt if I wanted to, you know…” she added with a laugh and a wink.

“Wow – you sure have put a lot of thought, among other things, into this, now haven’t you?!” I replied after she finished. “So how would this work? You’d lock me in it before I left on Sunday, and then I wouldn’t be able to get out until I saw you again the next weekend??? How would I pee?!”

“All of them have a hole for that!” she laughed. “You’d definitely have to pee sitting down, though – no urinals for you, but each of the belts actually your penis in a down position, so you’d just go and it would come out a special hole in the belt. You’d have to clean it, afterwards, though, and there would definitely be no masturbating…”

“None?!”

“Not while your hot mistress girlfriend has you locked up, there wouldn’t!” Beth boasted. “I get to cum as much as I want, but you’d just have to lay there and strain against your chastity belt while I play with myself and tease you over the phone…”

“You didn’t say anything about teasing!” I countered as I took another handful of potato chips from the bag between us.

“Oh, but the teasing is the best part,” she replied, that gleam in her eye seeming to grow all the more wicked as she continued to gush about this new way of dominating me. “Half the fun of chastity is being reminded about it constantly, and besides the belt doing it by itself, I want to make sure that you remember that I’m the one with your key dangling on a necklace between my breasts as I sit in psychology class, fantasizing about new ways to fuck with your mind while I keep you all locked up.”

“Wouldn’t that make for a hell of a term paper?!”

With that Beth stood up and walked behind me, where she bent over the low-backed chair that I sat in, wrapped her arms around me, and whispered seductively into my ear, “So, what do you say, John? Will you be my chastity slave???”

Leaning back to find her lips with my own, I didn’t know how I could refuse, simply murmuring, “Absolutely…” through our shared kiss until her tongue eventually backed off several moments later.

“Good boy,” she purred back with a warm smile on her face, “You’re starting to realize that this is easier if you just tell me exactly what I want to hear!”

“So, what do you want to do to try this out then?” I asked as she stepped away to refill her glass. “Do we need to measure it or something so you know what size to get? Do we want to pick one of the cheaper ones just to try it and see if we like it first???”

“Actually…” she started as she placed her fresh glass of lemonade on the table before disappearing off into her bedroom, calling back behind her, “I had something else in mind…”

A puzzled look crossed my face and met her grin as she walked back out a minute later carrying a medium-sized cardboard box. Before I could even ask, she cut me off with her elaboration…

“So you know how I found your secret box of goodies a month ago that started all of this? Well, this is my box of goodies, and I’m showing you this now because…”

Opening the box as she spoke, I quickly found myself taken aback as she reached inside and placed onto the center of the table the same type of elaborate, steel chastity belt that she’d been so excited about … very shiny, with sort of a rubbery black trim, and also very intimidating when I realized that this had suddenly just gotten very real because no longer did I have a couple of weeks delay just for shipping before taking the plunge with this tantalizing, new step into our kinky future.

“I got this for a guy I used to date – don’t worry, he never actually wore it … I bought it as a surprise gift for his birthday, but we ended up breaking up before I had a chance to give it to him and I just couldn’t bare to throw it away considering how much I’d paid for it. You’re actually about the same size as he was – in multiple ways – so I think it’ll probably fit you … if you want to try it on.”

I looked up from my gaze that had been fixed on the belt in front of me to Beth’s overkill puppy-dog eyes, and all I could do was chuckle as she pouted her lips at me and tried not to giggle at the same time.

“I trust that you’ve actually got the key to this thing in that box as well?!” I asked her sarcastically as I picked up the belt and examined it close-up, taking particular note to the tight fit of the tube for which my penis was expected.

“Right here!” she retorted with a smile, pulling a long, silver necklace with a small locket in the center out of the mystery box. Holding the heart-shaped locket up in front of me, she clicked it open to reveal a tiny key, which she then demonstrated blissfully that it perfectly fit the same lock that held the belt together, watching it slide open as she turned it ever so carefully in place.

I took a deep breath as I knew what was about to come next, then replied, “Ok … what do you want me to do?”

Beth jumped up and down like a little schoolgirl, clapping her hands and exclaiming, “Yay!” before finally subsiding her excitement at the request of my eye rolling and citing her actual demands…

“Ok, so why don’t you stand there in the middle of the kitchen and drop your pants and underwear. You don’t have to take them off completely because I want you to see how it feels underneath them once we get you locked up…”

Her last words rung in my head as I gulped, getting up from my chair and stepping over onto the cold, kitchen tile before looking up to meet her eyes with mine and almost systematically dropping my pants and underwear just as she had requested.

“Uh uh uh,” she scolded as she walked over to me with the belt in hand, setting it down on the nearby island before reaching down to take my firmly erect penis in hand. “Now this isn’t going to work! I’m happy that the thought of giving yourself to me arouses you, but I’m gonna need you a little more relaxed before I can lock you away.”

My breathing quickening as Beth slowly stroked my cock while staring me dead in the eyes, I hoarsely suggested, “Maybe you could give me a blowjob as one last treat before being locked up?”

Beth giggled as she continued stroking me and moved in closer.

“Oh no,” she taunted, “I can see that you’ve got a lot to learn about denial, my pet. I want you to ache for me behind those steel bars, so no – I wouldn’t count on getting a blowjob again anytime soon…”

Beth leaned in to just barely graze my lips with hers before releasing her grasp and walking over to the refrigerator. I shuddered as I realized her plan, watching her fill a tall glass with nothing but ice cubes before returning to my side and declaring, “You’ve got until I get the waist belt situated to do it yourself, otherwise I’m doing it…”

With that Beth retrieved the belt from the counter and kneeled down before me, and soon I felt the foreign steel wrap around my waist as the band fit almost perfectly with little adjustment needed.

“Are you sure you didn’t measure this for me when I was sleeping???” I asked jokingly as she made the minor adjustments required for a truly perfect fit, to which she sung without looking up from her work, “I’ll never tell…”

Hearing the final click snap into place, I knew what was coming next on account of my erection actually growing harder, if anything, and before I could protest Beth had saturated my crotch with cold … first raising the glass up to rest my hanging balls directly onto the ice, followed by running two more cubes in her other hand up and down the shaft until it had shriveled back to its typical, post cold shower glory.

Despite my protests on account of her hands still being quite cold even after putting down the ice, she was able to easily slip my now flaccid penis into its awaiting chamber and then click the final apparatus into place within the belt. Quick to dart over to the table to retrieve the small padlock that she had removed earlier, before the words fell from my mouth to ask the question, a resounding *click* echoed through the kitchen and I knew that it was done…

I looked down to see Beth admiring her accomplishment, running her fingers gently over my thighs and what was left of my exposed crotch, tapping in the cage and even groping around to my pale ass before finally standing up and asking with a huge grin on her face, “So – how’s it feel?!”

Before I could answer, she had pushed herself onto me and plunged her tongue deep between my lips, this time even more hungrily than before, no doubt in an attempt to get me aroused to judge my reaction … and it totally worked. My penis became alive once again, but instead of growing strong as I savored Beth’s fondling, I felt it just strain weakly between my legs – pressed into my body tightly by the belt, but also isolated from my body as well as it stood alone in its tube.

“Wow…” I murmured through the kiss, which she broke soon thereafter to ask, “What?”

“It feels…” I began as I gazed into her longing eyes, “I feel very … weak, and … controlled…”

Beth grinned as she replied with more tongue, “Just think how it’s going to feel after I’ve kept you locked up in that thing for a whole month!”

“Hmmmm – I don’t know about that…”

“We’ll see!” she smiled as she gave me one last peck on the lips before breaking away. “But for now, why don’t you pull your pants back up and we’ll finish lunch. Then maybe we can go out for a drive and you can see how that thing feels out and about…”

As we sat back down at the table and Beth reached for her fork to finish off the last of her salad, I asked somewhat sheepishly, “Hey … you were just kidding about keeping me in this thing for a month, right?”

Beth replied nonchalantly between bites, “I don’t know – I guess we’ll just have to play it by ear and see how it goes.”

She then added with a playful grin just before taking a sip of her lemonade, “But let me tell you one rule right off the bat before we go any further. Just a fair warning – if you ever ask me about when I’m going to unlock you, you’re probably not going to like the answer that I give you…”

* * * * * * * * * *

“Hey there, baby! How’s my chastity slave doing tonight?”

Her familiar tone rang through my phone like clockwork as 9:15pm came, marking the end of her final class of the day and the start of our extensive, nightly phone conversation…

“I’m ok – there were a couple of times today at work where it felt a little snug, though,” I admittedly nonchalantly.

“A little snug, huh?” Beth replied snidely. “Maybe you shouldn’t be having those impure thoughts when I’m not around then! You know, I bought a second tube for that belt that’s got dozens of tiny spikes lining the inside to help deter that sort of thing, if it’s going to be a problem…”

“Oh no,” I reassured my girlfriend as I lay there on the bed, staring down at the steel bondage she had secured around my waist what seemed like forever ago, even though in reality it had only been a few days. “I’m sure that won’t be necessary…”

“We’ll see…” she replied with a giggle as I heard her getting into her car.

“So … you wouldn’t believe how many people complimented me on my pendant today!” she continued as she pulled out of the school parking lot. “They were all surprised to see that I’ve been wearing it three days in a row when I usually change my jewelry up every day. I told them I’d probably be wearing it a lot more often now because it contained something very special that my boyfriend gave to me recently!”

“You did, did you? Well, I suppose it’s at least better than you just wearing it on a necklace right out in the open…”

“I could always do that, too,” she retorted. “What? You don’t like the idea of me flashing your key around to all of my friends around campus?! They wouldn’t even know what it’s for and I’m pretty sure most of them would never guess that it’s because I’ve got my boyfriend locked up in chastity.”

“…not unless I told them, anyways…”

“But … you’d never do that … would you?” I asked timidly with a gulp in my throat at the thought of strangers knowing my situation.

“You never know,” Beth replied casually, “maybe they’ll give me some new ideas about how to keep you on your toes all locked up in that thing!”

“Then again,” she added, “other girls might be a little less sympathetic than your loving girlfriend would be as far as giving you a little relief every now and then. I know if someone told me about keeping their boyfriend’s penis locked up, I’d think it was kind of funny!”

“Funny?” I croaked.

“Yeah!” Beth laughed. “Just think about all of the power that I have over you right now … I own your penis, and I’m the one who gets to decide when you get to touch it again, when you get to play with it again, when you get to cum, when you get to have sex, if you get to have sex! Put all of those things into the hands of a sadistic girl and you’d be in for quite the rough trip!”

“But thankfully you’re not…” I countered nervously, fingering the lock that held my belt securely in place.

“Not now I’m not,” she replied, “but if you give a mouse a cookie… Let’s just say I’ve been doing a lot of thinking over the last couple of days we’ve been apart, and ideas are definitely a’ brewing…”

A chill raced down my spine at her words.

“What did you have in mind, my dear???” I asked Beth meekly.

The phone stood silent for a moment, keeping me in suspense until finally her voice appeared on the line once again…

“I want you to worship me, John.”

“Wha-what does that mean?” I replied back in confusion. “You know that I love you!”

“I’m not talking about love,” she countered. “I’m talking about worship. I’m talking about signs of your unfettered devotion to me. I’m talking about the kind of treatment a woman might expect from a man whose sexual future hangs around her neck…”

I could hear the ring in her voice as she melodically continued.

“When I’ve got you locked away in that belt, I want to feel like I’m the only woman in the world who exists to you. I want to be pampered. I want to feel like a queen. I want you to hang on my every word like they were spoken just for you. And when we’re apart, I want you to ache for me in that belt, knowing that I can touch myself anytime I want, and you can’t.”

“Like right now?”

“Maybe…”

“I thought you were driving…”

“That’s why I’ve got this hands-free headset for my phone. I don’t need to have both hands on the wheel…”

“Wow.”

Beth purred at my amusement, and I got the distinct feeling that she was taking advantage of exactly that as our discussion grew spicier…

“So … I take it you’ve probably already got some ideas for how you’d like for me to show my appreciation for my new queen?” I asked sheepishly.

“Mmmmmm…” she purred lazily, “I do. For starters, when I see you again next weekend, I think the first thing you’re going to do for me is clean my shoes.”

“Which ones?”

“All of them!” she laughed. “I really enjoyed seeing you on your knees for me last weekend. I think boot worship is a good look for you, so you’re going to line up every last pair of shoes and boots from my closet, put them on my feet one by one, and clean them … with your tongue! When I walk around campus next week, no matter which pair I decide to wear, I want the memory of you kneeling in front of me – completely naked … well, except for that, of course! – with your lips on my shoes to ring through my head as my heels click along the sidewalk or down the hall…”

Picturing Beth towering over me in her favorite pair of black, leather boots, “That’s fair…” is all that I could squeak out before she continued.

“I didn’t think you’d put up much of a fuss about that,” she giggled.

“Now after that … if you’ve done a good job with my shoe collection, I might let you proceed onto the advanced course and put that tongue to work on my body … as in, every last inch of it. I want to feel the touch of your now well-conditioned lips along my neck, I want to feel your kisses across my ass and on the bottoms of my feet, and when you’ve finally kissed every last nook and cranny, then you’ll have earned the right to go to work between my thighs, licking and sucking until I’ve ridden your face to as many spectacular orgasms as I can handle!”

I listened into the phone intently as I heard Beth’s breathing quicken and I could tell that she was enjoying her own narration as she drove possibly even more than I was … closing my eyes myself as I heard the softest of a moan come from her lips.

“So what do you think about that, baby??? Are you going to serve me like a good, little chastity slave?”

“Absolutely…” I stammered in reply. “I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

“Anything???” she purred with a quaint ring in her voice.

“Yes … anything.”

“I’ll have to keep that in mind – I figured I’d start off nice and easy on you, but it pleases me to know that I have a slave who’s willing to do whatever it takes to keep his mistress happy…”

“Now where were we?” her tale pushed onward. “Oh yes, I remember – your pleasure! Now assuming that you do everything that I ask of you, it really wouldn’t be fair for me not to reward you in one way or another, so once I’ve gotten mine … I’ll have you lay down on the bed – spread-eagle – and then tie your wrists and ankles to the four posts of my bed nice and tight until you can’t move a muscle.”

“Yeah?” I followed along eagerly, hanging on her every word as I imagined the freedom that she was about to bestow upon my future self.

“Then I’m going to pull out a nice, satin blindfold – one that wraps around your entire head – and I’ll tie it in place so that you can’t see anything that I’m about to do to you. And then, once I’ve got you right where I want you, after you’ve endured the teases of my lips along your body, maybe a little playful nibbling of your nipples or just the cool, hair-raising sensation of my naked body held tight to yours, with you completely unable to either embrace or resist my advances?”

“Yeah?!”

“…that’s when I finally have mercy on your sex and slowly click upon the lock around your sad, little penis … so isolated and lonely, so teased and denied! But there’s a catch, my slave … there’s always a catch. You won’t get your gratification immediately – where’s the fun in that?! Instead I’m going to make you wait for it all night long, bound and helpless in the middle of my bed, and if you put up too much of a fuss, don’t think that I won’t gag you before I nod off to sleep, too! I’ll be sure to have a pair of my panties good and juicy for you, so that you can taste me in your dreams all night long.”

“It’s going to be one very frustrating night for you, my dear – I’ll guarantee you that. Finally free, but unable to relieve yourself, you’ll dream of me doing anything and everything possible to get you off. Maybe you’ll wake up to my luscious lips wrapped slowly around your cock, or maybe you’ll feel me riding you like a wild cowgirl! Maybe I’ll straddle your face and put you back to work on my pussy before I suck you off … a little hint: if you wake up with my pussy in your face – ever – the rest should be pretty self-explanatory!”

“Or maybe I’ll tease your penis so softly with my fingers that you’ll end up cumming in your sleep without ever waking up at all.”

“Or maybe you’ll just dream that I did all of these naughty things to you in your sleep, while in reality I really didn’t do anything to you at all…”

“So what do you think about that?!” Beth giggled as I heard her putting her car into park.

“I … um … errr…”

“Perfect!” she laughed as she opened her car door.

“Well, I just got home,” she explained as I then heard her wrestling for bags in her car, “so I think I’m going to let you go for now. I’ve still got some studying to do for a test tomorrow, and besides, all this talk about having you tied to my bed has got me a little horny, so seeing as I’m not all locked up in chastity like you are, I think I’m going to go take care of that first!”

“So be thinking of me for – oh, say – the next twenty minutes or so, lover! I’d say you’ve got me good and wet now, so that dildo you bought me ought to feel really good after a long day. I wish it could be you, but even if you were here, somebody’s got you all locked up in chastity…”

“I forget … who’s that again who’s got you all locked up, nice and snug in that chastity belt while she gets all of the sexual pleasure that she wants???”

“You do, Beth,” I croaked weakly in reply. “You’re the one who has me all locked up, and my job is merely to worship you.”

“Very good, my pet - I’m glad you understand your role here. Now I’m going to go bring myself to a fabulous orgasm because I deserve it while you’re going to spend another night in chastity - just like you deserve.”

“I understand. Enjoy yourself…”

“Oh, I will – just you won’t,” she chuckled as she made her way to the door.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow, then. Goodnight, my chastity slave!”

“Goodnight, Beth…”

*click*
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