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   Locking Loyalty 
 
      
 
    This was our seventh date, not counting those random nights at her place or mine. Whenever we went out, we had these amazing adventures. It could be elaborate, like some candlelit dinner at an expensive restaurant or simple like holding hands and walking downtown. We would explore the mural art, laugh at some of the silly billboards, and just enjoy being together. 
 
    Then there were the evenings in. 
 
    Those drove me wild. 
 
    Seriously, each time we got together, it felt like she might break off part of my sanity. 
 
    I knew what was happening; she was always honest with me. 
 
    And yet, I didn’t know how to deal with it when she asked if I wanted to come over. Each time, I blurted out a wild and enthusiastic, “Yes!” 
 
    When we first got together, Valerie was honest with me. On our first date, she reached across the table, and she said, “I really like you, but I want you to know that I’m not going to have sex with you anytime soon. If that’s a dealbreaker, I understand.” 
 
    I had chuckled and squeezed her hands. I loved the feel of her fingers against mine As I told her, “I can be patient. I’m going to be honest. I’m really attracted to you, but good things are worth the wait.” She exhaled and smiled with relief. Apparently, other guys had been less understanding. 
 
    But whenever she invited me over to her apartment, I knew exactly what was going to happen. Worse, I knew that I couldn’t push. 
 
    Each time, I walked in, we grinned at each other, chatted a little bit, and maybe had something to eat. But then she would ask, “You want me to put on a movie?” 
 
    “Sure,” I’d say, knowing we wouldn’t watch much, if anything. 
 
    Once the movie started, she would lean over and kiss me. I would kiss her back. Eventually, I would nudge her down onto her side. We would lay together like that on the couch, kissing against the soundtrack of some movie playing in the background. Maybe it was a documentary or some social commentary. It could be a comedy. 
 
    In any case, we would only remember quick snippets of the film. As we made out, I would feel my erection press against her. 
 
    I couldn’t force the issue. I knew just how seriously Valerie took this. If she wasn’t ready, then she wasn’t ready. To be honest, I didn’t even have the courage to ask if she was a virgin. 
 
    At one point, I thought maybe I could just rub myself on her. Frustration was driving me wild. We were on our third movie of the night, it was ridiculously late, and I was exhausted and so desperately aroused that I thought I could just move my hips along her body until I got the relief I needed. 
 
    But then she put her hands on my shoulders and said just one word, “Stop.” 
 
    It took all of my self-control to obey. 
 
    When I opened my eyes and looked back at her face, her expression had shifted. She seemed different somehow. 
 
    I gulped, and she smiled indulgently, “It’s okay. I know how boys get.” There was something so patronizing about her tone, but I didn’t say anything. 
 
    Then came our seventh date. 
 
    We were at a diner downtown, chatting, but I held out my hand, and she took it. Her fingers brushed along my palm before we interlaced our fingers. I loved the cool touch of her skin, but I needed to focus. 
 
    “Valerie, I really care about you, but there’s something I need to say.” 
 
    “Me too,” she said. 
 
    “You go first,” I told her. 
 
    She squeezed my hand, looked into my eyes, and said, “I really, really care about you, but I’m not sure if we can stay together.” 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    What? 
 
    Getting punched in the stomach would have been less shocking. 
 
    I tried to breathe, but I could only ask, “Are you breaking up with me?” With every syllable, I stared across the table at her smooth, gently angled cheeks, the lines of her nose, and the dark brown of her eyes. Her brows had tightened into that serious expression while I let my eyes linger on the sleek, shining darkness of her hair. She was so beautiful, like some modern version of Snow White. 
 
    And I didn’t want to lose her. 
 
    “No!” Valerie said before squeezing my hand tighter, “I need to be honest with you, Trent. Something happened to me.” 
 
    Straightening my back, I looked at her as intensely and with all of the sincerity I could muster. This time, I didn’t speak. I waited for her. 
 
    She breathed out slowly, glanced down at the center of the table, and said, “About a year ago, I was really in love with this guy. I thought we are going to get married, have a life together, everything. I really thought I was done with dating.” 
 
    This was our seventh date, but she never mentioned much of her history. Then again, I hadn’t told her about any of my ex-girlfriend’s either. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked gently. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she glanced up at me, then back down to the midpoint of the table. “He cheated on me.” 
 
    Valerie let those words hang on the air before she continued, “He cheated on me, but he made it so nasty and toxic and poisonous. He cheated on me, and I saw some of the text messages on his phone, but he just lied to me. He told me that I misconstrued whatever I had read. He said he was friendly with some of his female acquaintances, that I was overreacting, and he really just got my head all twisted up. It was gross. It was so gross.” Her eyes watered as she contemplated all of this. 
 
    Valerie pressed her lips together and said, “I don’t think I can go through that again.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I licked my lips and I had to ask again, “Are you sure you’re not breaking up with me because this sounds a lot like a breakup speech…” I tried to turn the words into a joke, but they came out more nervous and pathetic than anything else. 
 
    Valerie flashed a wan smile and shook her head, “No, I’m not breaking up with you.” She paused, “But you might want to break up with me after you hear what I have to say.” 
 
    “I would never want to break up with you,” I told her with the certainty of a guy who had been on seven dates with a beautiful girl who was probably out of his league. 
 
    “You’re sweet,” she said with another gentle squeeze. “So this is what I need to tell you, Trent.” She was delaying the inevitable, holding off the words she dreaded, “I can’t be with you, not the way things are right now. I’m sorry, but I am pretty messed up. My ex made it really hard for me to trust guys.” 
 
    “You can trust me,” I said. 
 
    “Intellectually, I agree. I understand. In my head, I know that you are a really sweet guy and that you would never want to hurt me. But deep down, in my heart, and my soul, whatever you want to call it, I just can’t be certain. I thought I could trust him, and look what happened.” She snorted with disgust. “That’s why I’m going to ask you to do something. I’m going to understand if you won’t do it, but if you can’t, then I don’t think we can be together either.” 
 
    Her convoluted, vague sentences made me nervous, but I just made the same promise from before, “Anything.” 
 
    “I bought you a chastity cage,” she said. 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A chastity cage,” Valerie told me. “After I broke up with my ex, one of my friends bought a chastity cage for me as a gag joke. She said it would be useful for my next boyfriend. But I’ve been thinking about it, and I’m not sure she was joking. I think we should try it, Trent.” She leveled her dark eyes on me, and I didn’t know what to do or what to say. My heart started to beat faster since I could tell this was a big deal, but I still didn’t understand the concept. 
 
    “What is a chastity cage?” I asked, innocent and naïve. 
 
    She glanced down toward her purse, pulled out her phone, and quickly typed in some information. When she set the device between us, she tilted it toward me and slid it across the table. 
 
    “This,” she said. 
 
    I picked up her phone and looked down at a man’s crotch. But I wasn’t supposed to focus on his genitals; instead, he modeled the cage that trapped his manhood. 
 
    “This is a chastity cage,” I said, sputtering through the words because some of the saliva dissipated from my mouth. 
 
    “And it comes with a lock.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. 
 
    Valerie leaned over and squeezed my arm. “I understand what I’m asking, just like I understand this could be a dealbreaker for you. I also realize that this doesn’t necessarily guarantee your loyalty. There are lots of ways to cheat, and this only prevents one of them. But I’m going to be honest with you, Trent. I need this. I need to know that I have you locked up and that you will be loyal.” 
 
    Without thinking about it, I lifted my head, looked right into her eyes, and said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Yes,” I repeated. 
 
    Despite the sinking feeling in my chest, I watched the smile blossom along her pretty mouth. She grinned, beaming now. “Come on! Let’s go!” She grabbed some cash from her purse, threw it onto the table, hopped up, and took me by my wrist. She yanked me out of that diner so fast that some of the other patrons glanced at us and grinned. They probably assumed we were a young couple in love and about to go off and have sex. 
 
    They couldn’t have been more wrong… 
 
      
 
    “This is so amazing. Thank you. I know it’s going to be a big sacrifice for you, but I think this could actually bring us closer together,” she said. “Once I have you locked in chastity, I won’t have to worry about you hooking up with some random girl. I’ll know at all times that you belong to me.” 
 
    That last part made me pause, but I glanced over at her, and her eyes shined with fresh excitement. 
 
    I’ll know at all times that you belong to me. Those words bounced around inside of my head, so I tried to tell her that this would be a gift to her, but I was still my own man. 
 
    “Right, right,” she said dismissively with a wave of her hand. 
 
    As I sat down in her small living room, she rushed back to her single bedroom. I heard drawers open and close as she looked for the “gag gift”. 
 
    When she came back, she held a small box pinched between the palms of her hands just above her breasts. She walked closer, taking her time. She moved almost ceremoniously, like this was going to be some amazing step in our relationship. 
 
    “Trent, I think you should be naked for this.” 
 
    “Couldn’t I just take off my pants?” 
 
    “It would be a lot better for me if you are naked.” She grinned, “And if you’re really going to let me put this on you, you should probably do what I tell you since I get to hold your key.” 
 
    I glanced up at her. I saw a flicker of something, just a quick flash, but I didn’t understand what her expression truly meant. If I had been more careful or smarter, I would have stopped and contemplated the hungry, eager look on her face. It was grasping, almost greedy or power-hungry. 
 
    But this was Valerie, and she was a sweet girl. Maybe it was sexist of me, but I didn’t see her as especially ambitious. Oh no, she just wanted to avoid getting hurt again. Like so many other girls, she was nervous and shy. 
 
    I was an idiot. 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. 
 
    Without really thinking of what having a keyholder might mean, I sat up straight, shrugged off my coat, unbuttoned my shirt, and removed my T-shirt. 
 
    When she saw my naked torso, she grinned at me. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amused delight, and I chuckled, “You know, we could fool around first,” I said. 
 
    Valerie gave a quick shake of her head, “Nope. You’re going in chastity, Mister.” 
 
    I stood, pulled off my shoes, my socks, and I stood there, barefoot, wearing nothing but my pants and belt. She liked it. I could tell. Even so, I wasn’t going to seduce her. I pulled the belt free from its loops, yanked down my pants along with my boxers, and I stood there naked in front of Valerie for the first time. 
 
    In spite of myself, I was hard. 
 
    “You’re going to have to relax,” she said. 
 
    I understood right away; she wouldn’t be able to fit the chastity device on me if I remained hard. 
 
    “I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to do that with you around.” 
 
    “I have an idea. You mind if I tie you down?” She asked in a nearly singsong tone, like this wasn’t a big deal. She may as well have been a babysitter suggesting some obvious solution to her immature charge. 
 
    My brows tightened, “Tie me down?” The idea seemed alien since we had only ever made out. 
 
    She walked right up to me, reached up, and stroked the contours of my neck. She dragged her soft fingertips down my skin, leaving little shivers and tangles in her wake. At the same time, she looked up at me. When she was this close and when I could feel the soft caress of her breasts along my sternum, it became nearly impossible for me to think. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “You can trust me.” 
 
    I never should have believed her. 
 
    But I could see how much she wanted this, so I nodded. She nudged me down onto the couch, brought my hands over my head, and then she told me to close my eyes and relax. 
 
    I agreed. 
 
    It was impossible to ignore her infectious delight. This girl was obviously very happy with how things were proceeding. She couldn’t wait to see what might happen next. And despite my growing apprehension, I still went along with all of it. 
 
    I shut my eyes, kept my hands over my head, and didn’t flinch when I felt the first scarf wrap around my wrists. She had crossed my arms, so now she tied them together. When I first felt the silk scarf, I assumed I would be able to slide my hands-free. 
 
    Valerie soon disabused me of that idea, “Can you get your hands out?” 
 
    I tugged halfheartedly at first. Then, when I met genuine, binding resistance, I tried harder. 
 
    I opened my eyes, turned my head back, and looked to see the expertly tied knot. The harder I pulled, the tighter the silk scarf became. 
 
    “You can’t get out,” she said, apparently impressed with her handiwork. “I’ve got you!” 
 
    “I could stand up,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Not for long,” she retorted in the same singsong tone. 
 
    A moment later, she kneeled by the arm of the couch, grabbed another silk scarf, pulled it between my wrists, yanked it it down, and tied another knot, this time to the leg of the couch. 
 
    Just like that, she made it impossible for me to get up. 
 
    “Go on. You can struggle if you want.” 
 
    “Why bother?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said with a shrug. Her eyes lit with fresh amusement, “It might be fun to watch you fail.” 
 
    My brows creased with confusion; that wasn’t something I expected to hear from this girl. 
 
    “You know, I’m not really helpless,” I told her, only I couldn’t explain what possessed me to make such an idiotic statement. Maybe it was my ego as a boy. I thought I could always compete with a girl like her, even once I was tied down. After all, I was taller than her by several inches, bigger, broader, and more muscled. If we ever wrestled, I would be able to get her down on her back within a matter of seconds. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? If you are, go on and prove it,” she taunted me. 
 
    This time, I decided I wasn’t going to let her intimidate me. Yes, I really liked her, but this was getting serious, so I started to sit up. As I did, I felt the restrictive balance of the scarves around my wrists. I struggled against those bonds. My muscles flexed, I tightened my teeth together, and I pulled. Not only that, I rotated my wrists as I attempted to slide my hands free from the scarves. I just had to slip out of these bonds, and then I could stand. 
 
    From there, I was seriously tempted to grab Valerie, maybe throw her over my shoulder, and take her to the bedroom. A dozen different fantasies flashed between my ears as I contemplated how much fun it would be to pin her, kiss her, hold her down and take her. 
 
    Yet as I bucked and thrashed, I didn’t make any real progress. No matter how hard I fought, I couldn’t get my hands out of those restraints. She had me tied to her couch, and then she grinned down at me. She straddled me, stroked my cheek with the back of her hand, and asked, “What’s wrong, Trent? Are you helpless? Are you helpless boy?” 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I growled back, “No.” 
 
    “Let’s find out,” she said. Valerie slipped away, headed to the kitchen, and that’s when I heard the clink-clank of ice falling into a bowl. 
 
    When Valerie skipped back toward the couch, her hair bounced against her shoulders, and she wore this excited grin on her face. 
 
    She set the bowl down on my stomach, which made my muscles tense beneath the cold soaking through the ceramic. 
 
    “Let’s get started,” she said as she reached in and pinched one piece of ice. I saw the cube in her hand, the curved edges, and my eyes widened. 
 
    My voice stretched with panic as I asked, “What, what are you doing?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she said with a playful smile has she took the ice cube, touched it to the base of my shaft, and listened to me howl. 
 
    The cold slapped hard against my psyche, making me yank, twist, and fight twice as hard against the scarves holding me down. I writhed like some wounded animal against of the couch’s soft cushions, but she just moved the ice up and down the length of my cock. 
 
    “Stop it!” I shouted out. 
 
    “What if I don’t want to?” Valerie asked as she batted her eyes in my direction. “What if I like having you all helpless underneath me?” 
 
    “This isn’t what I agreed to!” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” Valerie asked playfully. “I’m going to be honest, Trent. When I first suggested locking you up, I thought you were going to be doing me this huge favor. But maybe I’m the one doing a favor for you.” 
 
    Panting, I looked up at her and demanded, “How could you possibly think that?” 
 
    “Well,” she said. “Once I have you all locked up, your cock is going to belong to me. It will be mine. And if this belongs to me,” she said, reaching down and taking a hold of my shaft. She was touching me, but the cold had soaked into my body, robbing me of my erection, “then I think you belong to me.” 
 
    “What, what you saying?” 
 
    “I think you will be willing to do anything for an orgasm.” 
 
    Although my lips tightened together into a frustrated pout, she continued to slide the ice cube along my body. She touched it underneath my balls, making my scrotum shrivel and shrink in. She moved to the ice along the base of my shaft, up to the tip. She stroked the top, the bottom, the left and right. With every gliding caress, the chill soaked into me, sapping me of my ability to fight. 
 
    “Please, stop. Please, I can’t take it anymore!” I whimpered through the torture. 
 
    “It’s just a little bit of ice,” she teased. “It’s just a little bit of cold. Don’t worry about it,” she said. 
 
    As I squirmed and made those animalistic noises, she chuckled and asked, “What is it with boys and their genitals? Why are you always so obsessed? You know, this will probably be really good for you. It’ll give you some perspective when you can think about something other than your dick.” 
 
    That’s when she opened the box, spilled the different plastic pieces out onto the couch beside me, and picked them up one at a time. She inspected them, considered how they would go together, and hummed happily to herself as she began to slide them into place. She started with the ring that slipped under my scrotum. Next, she slid the curved, plastic shaft over my cock. She connected the pieces together, attaching one plastic joiner, then another and another. 
 
    At first, I kept my eyes closed. 
 
    Then the curiosity got a hold of me, so I jerked my head up and looked down along the length of my body. I watched as she imprisoned my genitals. 
 
    While I had agreed to this, I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to comprehend what was happening. 
 
    Finally, she held up the small padlock. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “You know,” I started to say, “Maybe I have changed my mind. I’m not sure this would really be a good idea, Valerie.” 
 
    “Really?” Her voice dropped with disappointment. “Are you really going to tell me that you are changing your mind right now? Are you telling me that I can’t trust you?” 
 
    My lips parted because I didn’t know what to say to that, especially because I just walked into some obnoxious trap. 
 
    She slipped the lock down into position, pushed the bar into the opening, and then she pressed again. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The sound jolted through my body. 
 
    Then she reached up, gingerly pulled the scarf free, and let me go. 
 
    “There we are,” she said. “Now you are mine.” 
 
    Before I could understand what was happening, she got up and left the room. She went back into her bedroom, closed the door, and only came back a couple of minutes later. 
 
    When Valerie returned, she saw me standing in the middle of the room with my shoulders tensed and my head bowed down while I fixated on my genitals. 
 
    At first, I just ran my fingers along the smooth, plastic exterior. Then I tentatively tugged on the chastity cage like I really thought I could remove it. No matter how I pulled on it, it refused to budge. Whoever had designed this had been quite serious. This wasn’t some sort of toy; it wouldn’t just come off. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Valerie inquired from the narrow hallway. 
 
    “Nothing!” I said, sounding more like some kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. 
 
    “Get dressed,” she said. 
 
    “What you do with the key?” 
 
    “I have it,” she said. “But don’t worry. It’s somewhere nice and safe.” 
 
    She walked up to me, touched her breasts to my chest, got up on the tips of her toes, and she kissed me. Not only that, she ran her fingers up along the back of my neck and into my hair. She took a firm grip, nudged my face down, and looked up at me with those big, shining eyes of hers. 
 
    Then she kissed me with a possessive passion I hadn’t expected. With her grip tightened on the hair along the back of my head, she took control. Her lips touched and danced against one another before she leaned in and pressed her mouth to mine. 
 
    The pleasure coursed through my body, and my shaft twitched in its cage. I could feel the blood pump between my legs, but it was useless. The chastity lock made it impossible for me to get an erection! 
 
    Then she let go and said, “I’m going out of town for the next week. While I’m gone, I want you to think about what you will be willing to do to get out of that cage, Trent.” 
 
    “A week?” I asked. 
 
    Ever since we started dating, I had started masturbating more, maybe two or three times a day. She was beautiful, and I wanted to be with her. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said playfully. “I’m sure, if you are appropriately obedient when I get back, I will let you out. Maybe. Probably.” She giggled. “Or maybe not.” She shrugged. “Who knows?” 
 
      
 
    When I left her apartment, I was in a daze. Yes, I could walk and look around the street. I could see the different cars and recognize which one was mine, but my thoughts kept spinning. They were slick and slippery, jumping out of my grip before I could arrive at any cogent conclusions. 
 
    In that same way, I got into my car, drove back to my apartment, unlocked my front door, and stepped inside. 
 
    I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone; when I checked the screen, I didn’t see any messages from her. 
 
    Unable to stop myself, I pulled up her number and gave her a call. 
 
    It rang and rang, but she didn’t pick up. Eventually, I heard the sounds of her voicemail, but I hung up before I could say anything. 
 
    What was I supposed to say? 
 
    Valerie was going to be gone for a week. 
 
    A week! 
 
      
 
    On the first day, I frantically checked my phone every hour. I knew this was foolish, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    Worse, I tried to get out of the cage at several points. I couldn’t tell if I was lucky or not, but it was Sunday, which meant I had lots of time to contemplate the cage that trapped my shaft. 
 
    Normally, Sundays flashed by. I would wake up, relax, and waste the day. But this time, everything seemed to drag by, especially because I couldn’t ignore the itching desire for relief. I wanted to just pull down my pants, throw myself onto my couch, and stroke my member until I came hard. 
 
    It had always been so easy, something I hardly thought about. 
 
    The day dragged by. 
 
    When I eventually went to bed, I tossed and rolled around through much of the night. Even when I managed to fall asleep, I kept picturing Valerie. I imagined myself on my knees, looking up at her and begging. Yes, I would hold my hands together and plead with her, “please, please let me out of this cage. Please, I will do anything!” 
 
    For some reason, my imagination dragged me through images of licking her boots, kissing her feet, giving her my wallet, surrendering my phone, anything or everything she wanted, so long as she could slide that key into the lock, pop it open, and free me! 
 
    But that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    The next day, I had to go to work. 
 
    Strangely enough, I became incredibly effective. I got so much done, probably because I had to channel all of that sexual frustration into something. It might as well be clearing my backlog. 
 
    When the end of the day finally rolled around, I glanced up and saw that many of my coworkers had already snuck out or drifted off. Reluctantly, I rose, grabbed my phone, and checked it as I headed down to my car. 
 
    No calls from Valerie. 
 
    I thought about trying to reach out to her. For all I knew, she was out at some resort for one of her work conferences, but she could be in the middle of nowhere without any cell reception. 
 
    More likely, she liked the idea of me squirming. 
 
    Well, it worked. 
 
    For the rest of the work week, I performed amazingly well. 
 
    At night, I had a hard time sleeping. And when I did, I dreamed of that dark-haired girl standing above me. In every dream, I was on my knees, begging her. And as I pleaded, I would feel my shaft twitch. The idea of surrendering to my girlfriend wasn’t supposed to turn me on. It wasn’t supposed to pump hot bolts of arousal through my frame, yet that’s exactly what happened. 
 
    Every night, I went to sleep frustrated. 
 
    Every morning, I woke up supercharged by desperation. 
 
    But I made it through the week. 
 
    It was Sunday again, and I had to see her. 
 
      
 
    When I went back to her apartment, I tried calling from the parking lot. Again, she didn’t pick up. I glanced around the lot and saw her car parked a few spaces away. Usually she drove herself to the airport, which meant she was home. 
 
    Without any real plan, I got out of my car. Part of me wanted to march up to her apartment, slam my fist against her front door, and demand be released. 
 
    I had worn a chastity cage for an entire week! 
 
    Almost timidly, I knocked, carefully rapping my knuckles against the door. Then I stood back and waited. For some reason, I felt compelled to straighten my back and hold my hands behind me. 
 
    Why? What made me act so formally? 
 
    Before I could answer any of those questions, the door opened, and Valerie stood there. She had on red speakers, white, and dark blue denim shorts that barely reached a quarter of the way down her thighs. 
 
    If I had any concrete plans for what I wanted to say, they vanished instantly. I couldn’t help but admire the way her tank top hugged her waist and showed off her breasts. Those curves, first of her legs, then her chest, made me freeze up. 
 
    “Hey there,” she said playfully. “Come in.” 
 
    I obeyed right away, stepping forward, but then she reached out and put her hand on my chest, stopping me before I made it in. 
 
    “Actually,” she began, “I want to try something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    With her eyes twinkling, she said, “Do you know what would be really hot?” 
 
    I shook my head. I had no idea. 
 
    “Crawl in here.” 
 
    “Crawl?” I repeated her suggestion like I couldn’t decipher the word. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I bet you’re willing to do anything to get out of that cage. So let’s put you in the proper frame of mind and get you started the right way. Crawl into my apartment.” 
 
    I gulped, looked into her eyes, and waited for her to burst out laughing in case this was some sort of joke. But no, it wasn’t. She was serious and really meant it. 
 
    “Look, Valerie—” I started, only she jerked one finger up in front of me. 
 
    With her finger up in front of my face, she silenced made. “Either you crawl into my apartment right now, or you leave. Those are your choices. You had better make up your mind fast because I’m going to step inside and close the door.” 
 
    The different possibilities seemed to shimmer on the air, but I needed to talk to her; more than that, I needed my beautiful girlfriend to take out the key, unlock me, and let me go! Then we can talk about her insecurities like equals… 
 
    My knees touched the concrete walkway outside of her apartment. Then, like a dog, I crawled across the threshold and into her living room. 
 
    The door closed; she locked it behind me. 
 
    Spinning around, she clapped her hands, and said, “That was amazing!” 
 
    I started to stand, only she stretched out her hand and placed her palm and fingertips on the top of my head. With a gentle nudge, she forced me back to my knees. Then she leaned down, rested her hands against of the smooth lines of her thighs, and said, “No. Stay down.” 
 
    “Valerie, we need to talk about this. You can’t just control me.” 
 
    “You know, before my trip, I probably would have agreed with you. But now, I think I’ve changed my mind about our relationship.” 
 
    “Are you breaking up with me?” 
 
    This beautiful dark-haired girl threw her head back and laughed. The sound vibrated on the air like clear bells. 
 
    “Oh, no. Don’t be silly, Trent. I love you, and I would never break up with you. But I don’t want you to be my boyfriend anymore either.” 
 
    “Then what?” I asked, genuinely mystified. 
 
    She puckered her lips together and tilted them to the side as though contemplating the different possibilities. Simultaneously, she looked up to her left and touched a finger to her right cheek. Then she leveled her gaze on me and decided, “I want you to be my servant boy.” 
 
    I looked up at her. 
 
    “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    She snapped her fingers, grinned, and said, “You know what? You’re right. You should be my slave boy instead.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because this is supposed to be a relationship. We’re supposed to be equals!” I called out to her. 
 
    She leaned down, showing off her cleavage. My eyes drifted toward the narrow canyon of her breasts, only I tore my focus from those beautiful mounds. 
 
    “That’s how we started, but that’s not where we are going next,” Valerie informed me. “Besides, it’s not like you really have a choice.” 
 
    “I could break up with you,” I said without really meaning it. 
 
    She laughed again, “Oh? Are you really willing to go home right now? Because that key still belongs to me,” she told me. 
 
    As my shoulders tensed and I sucked another breath between my teeth, I bristled like I had just been stung by a bee or a wasp. But now, I tried again. “You can’t just keep me locked up.” 
 
    “Yes, I can,” she sang back to me as she tapped the tip of my nose with her finger. “Face it, Trent. As long as I have you locked up, you will do whatever I want.” 
 
    “That’s not—” I started. 
 
    Valerie interrupted, “Be quiet.” 
 
    I took a breath, and I was about to continue, if only to demonstrate my ability to defy her commands. Up until this point, I wanted her to negotiate with me, but if I had to assert myself as the man in our relationship, then fine, I could do it. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “And if you make another sound, I will give you another week on your own in chastity.” 
 
    My eyes widened, my skin chilled, and my heart jumped twice as fast, kicking from one beat to the next. I couldn’t believe it as the adrenaline raced through my bloodstream. 
 
    “You believe me,” she said with a smirk. “Very smart, Trent. I’m not joking around, and I’m not lying to you either. I could send you home for another week. Maybe two? Or three? What about a month? How do you think you would feel after a month of chastity?” 
 
    My lips parted, but something held me back. It took me another moment to realize that I didn’t make a sound or speak a word because of her prohibition. She told me to be quiet, so I remained silent. 
 
    The corners of her mouth rose into a playful smile as her lips pulled back to reveal her teeth. This girl could have been a model. “That’s right,” she told me. “You’re not going to speak because you want to be an obedient boy. Now, strip for me, obedient boy.” 
 
    I hesitated for just a couple of seconds. Before I exhausted her patience, I pulled off my shirt, shoes, socks, pants and underwear. Before long, I was naked except for the chastity cage. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “Nice and naked.” 
 
    With my nostrils flared and my glare sharpening, it was obvious I wished to speak. Valerie came up to me, smiled, and pinched my cheek. “Okay,” she finally allowed. “I give you permission to speak.” 
 
    “Valerie. Please, this can’t be what you want. Just let me out of the cage for a little while, and we can talk about this.” 
 
    “What is there to talk about?” Valerie asked. “I have you locked up. I guess I’m one of the girls who’s finally figured out what it takes to control a boy and make sure he behaves. Not only do I get your guaranteed loyalty, but I also get your obedience.” 
 
    I carefully licked my lips and tried again. “I’m not a slave. I won’t be a slave.” 
 
    “Unless you contradict yourself right now and tell me that you are a slave and will always be my slave, I’m going to kick you out. I’m going to make sure you stay away from my apartment and away from me for a month.” 
 
    I tried not to panic; I worked so hard to keep the fear from overwhelming me, but I dipped my head down and gave her what she wanted, “I’m your slave.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    I grumbled. “I will always be your slave,” I told that dark-haired girl. 
 
    “Exactly!” She sang and clapped her hands together. “Now, I like having you naked, but I want you to go do the dishes. They’ve been piling up, and I don’t really feel like dealing with them.” 
 
    She turned around, walked over to the couch, and threw herself down onto the squishy cushions. Within another moment, she had her phone out, and her attention locked onto that small screen. 
 
    While she checked out her social media feeds, answered text messages, or just started playing a game, I was left there on the floor. 
 
    She didn’t give me a time frame, but it was obvious that she expected my obedience. 
 
    Reluctantly, I rose to my feet, marched into the kitchen, and approached the sink filled with dirty dishes. 
 
    Over the next few minutes, I started to wash her dishes. Unfortunately, she didn’t have a dishwasher, which meant I had to scrub every pot, pan, bowl, and cup. I worked diligently, standing there, naked and frustrated with the arousal still simmering beneath the surface of my skin. 
 
    I tried not to think about it, but I really wanted to touch her, kiss her, tease her, and be with her. 
 
    This wasn’t fair. 
 
    I shouldn’t have been serving her. 
 
    Then she stepped up behind me, brushed her fingers along the sides of my ass and up my flanks. Her touch startled me, making me stop for a moment, and I nearly dropped the wineglass in my hand. 
 
    “How are you doing, obedient boy?” 
 
    “I grumbled back, “Don’t call me that.” 
 
    “Why not, obedient boy? Isn’t that what you are? As long as I keep you locked up, you’ll always be my obedient boy.” 
 
    “Please, Valerie, this isn’t fair.” 
 
    “You know what’s not fair?” She asked, her voice sharpening to a hiss. “Men. Men aren’t fair. I keep thinking about my last boyfriend and how he cheated on me. I was so disgusted, both with him and myself. He poisoned every good memory we had together, all because he couldn’t be trusted.” 
 
    “But I’m not your ex-boyfriend,” I protested. “I’m a different man altogether.” 
 
    “But you are still a man, and you’ll always follow your dick,” she said. 
 
    “That’s not true!” 
 
    “You really don’t think your manhood matters? It doesn’t influence the decisions you make?” 
 
    This sounded like a trap, so I could only tentatively answer, “No…” 
 
    “Then leave. Leave here, stay away for a month, and we can talk again when you come back.” 
 
    “A month? I can’t go for a month without an orgasm,” I said it. The idea made my heart beat faster and my stomach drop. 
 
    “Exactly,” she whispered in a soft, warm breath. Then she leaned down and kissed my shoulder. Her fingers moved along my skin. When her hands came up to my pectorals, she pressed her nails down into my flesh. She scratched at me, gently grazing movements of her nails against my skin that made me shiver. 
 
    Before I could realize what she was doing, she dropped one hand down to my scrotum. I couldn’t feel it if she touched my shaft, not while it remained imprisoned in that cage, but her fingers danced along my balls and down underneath my sack. My mouth became dry as she teased and tormented me with the possibilities. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes…” I exhaled the word, stretching my answer into several seconds, all because I didn’t want her to stop. 
 
    “You’re willing to do anything for an orgasm, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes…” I said again, again exhaling the sound. 
 
    “That’s because you are a boy, and this is how you think. This is what you really want. If another hot girl came in here with the key to your chastity cage and offered you sex, would you take it?” 
 
    I wanted to answer her, to tell her no, to remind her that I would be loyal because I loved her. 
 
    Valerie didn’t allow me the chance. “Obviously, you would take it! You wouldn’t be able to help yourself! Sure, you might feel guilty later or whatever, but you would do anything for the chance to get off.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I might let you out of your cage if you get on your knees and beg for a spanking.” 
 
    I spun around and looked down into her face. I studied the sharp lines of her nose, the smooth curves of her cheeks, and the magnetic curves of her breasts. “Please, you can’t be serious.” 
 
    “Weren’t you listening? I’m going to demonstrate once again that you can be controlled, so long as I own your cock.” She stepped back, giggled, smirked, and straightened her arms over her chest. 
 
    It was impossible for me to tell how long Valerie might wait, but I shivered as my lips pressed together. Then I got down on my knees, right there in her kitchen. 
 
    “Please, would you spank me? Please, spank me. I need to be spanked. Please, just spank me!” As far as begging went, I wasn’t terribly creative, but my brain hardly knew how to keep up with the demands this girl kept making. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “But only because you lied to me.” 
 
    “I never lied to you,” I argued. 
 
    She leaned down, gripped my chin between her fingertips, and sneered, “You told me that you didn’t care about getting off. You told me that you could be trusted because you didn’t think with your dick. As far as I’m concerned, that counts as a lie. Stand up and work on the dishes.” 
 
    There were only a few of them left, but I still obeyed, rising to my feet and turning around. “This is what you asked for,” she told the next. 
 
    She grabbed my ass, pinched, pulled her hand back, and swung down. Part of me didn’t really believe this was happening, but my girlfriend actually spanked me. 
 
    She didn’t just spank me once. It wasn’t light or easy either. 
 
    Then she jerked her hand back again. 
 
    “You deserve this. You deserve this for being a dumb boy who can’t be trusted.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth as I tried to brace myself. 
 
    That first blow had only been a warm up. When she slapped her hand against my backside a second time, the pain rushed through me. I had to bite down. 
 
    “Keep washing, obedient boy,” she ordered, only this time I actually earned the title because I followed her command. I scrubbed and washed. She spanked me. Her hand flew down again and again. My eyes started to water, but I concentrated on the dishes. 
 
    Just I finished the last one, I hoped she might stop. Only then she took my hands and put them on the edges of the counter. “Keep them right here,” she commanded. 
 
    “Please, don’t spank me. Please, I’m trying to be a good guy for you,” I said. 
 
    “That’s probably the worst part,” she answered. “You want to be a good boy, but the only way I can really ensure your obedience is by locking you up.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair!” 
 
    “No,” she agreed with a wobble of her head. “It’s really not fair, but that’s how life goes sometimes.” I still had my hands pressed up against the countertop, but she seemed unconcerned. She slapped my backside five more times, swinging again and again. With every sharpening slab, my backside turned red, I gritted my teeth, and I felt my defiance fracture. 
 
    “You want to go to the bedroom?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” I said, if only because that was the answer she expected. 
 
    “Crawl,” she ordered. 
 
    Practically skipping ahead like some little girl who couldn’t wait to play with her new pet, she darted down the hallway and into her bedroom. In the meantime, I crawled after her, moving on my knuckles and knees just the way she wanted. 
 
    When I crawled into her bedroom, she was right there, seated on the edge of her bed, only she had pulled down her shorts. She wore her panties, sleek, black, and shiny. I studied the triangle of her crotch and marveled at how smooth and lithe she looked, like some ancient nymph. 
 
    “Are you ready to serve me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. I had never gone down on her before. 
 
    “If you do a really good job, I might decide to have sex with you,” she said. 
 
    As she grabbed her panties and pulled them down, bending forward, she took her time. Not only that, she looked at me with this tantalizingly coquettish smile. It was obvious she was playing with me, yet I hardly cared, not when she was so close. 
 
    My instincts took a hold of me. My body tried so hard to achieve an erection. What had been so simple only weeks before now became an impossibility. 
 
    She kicked off her panties, sat on the edge of her bed, and spread her legs. I crawled toward her like an eager boy, brought my head up between her legs, and then I looked at her one more time as the aroma of her excitement hit my nostrils. 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed with a playful grin. “I’m very turned on.” 
 
    Rather than allow me the initiative, she put her hand on the back of my head and forced my mouth right up against her slit. Immediately, I started licking. I moved my tongue up and down her crevice. I worshiped her with frantic, desperate need. I had to please her! Nothing else mattered! 
 
    As I bobbed my head and pressed my lips and nose against her slit, she moaned. 
 
    I worked my lips and tongue against her crevice as long as she allowed. She was panting, breathing heavily and moaning. With every second, I hoped that she might decide this was good enough. I had demonstrated my loyalty, and she could let me out of the cage. More importantly, once she let me out, I would never, ever let her lock me up again. Or so I thought. 
 
    Then she grabbed my hair and yanked my head back. Had she climaxed? 
 
    “Get up on the bed,” she ordered. “Lay down and spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    Since I scrambled up way too fast, I didn’t realize what she had already set up for me. She had prepared, so the black, leather shackles were already resting at the corners of the bed. 
 
    She straddled me, her dampened slit still hot from my attention. She grabbed my right wrist, buckled it down, grabbed the left, and did the same. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “Once I have you nice and helpless, I can unlock you.” 
 
    Rather than answer, I just gave a quick, shallow not of my head. She strapped my legs to the corners of the bed, and then she told me to close my eyes. I obeyed. Moments later, she came back. She was straddling me again, except now she released me from the chastity cage. “Doesn’t that feel nice?” Valerie asked as she pulled the plastic prison off of me. 
 
    “Yes!” I gasped. 
 
    “Let’s have sex,” she said as she reached to down and stroked me. Her fingers brushed along my balls, up to the base of my shaft, and all the way to my tip. 
 
    I shivered, desperate for more. She gave me a gentle squeeze, and I nearly climaxed right there. In fact, I tried to let the pleasure rush through my body. After an entire week of denial, I couldn’t take much more. 
 
    At the last possible moment, she pulled her hand away, denying me the ecstasy I craved with every fiber of my body. 
 
    Then she straddled my head, pressed her sex down against my mouth, and said, “Lick.” 
 
    “But are we going to have sex?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, we are having sex right now,” she said. “Don’t ruin it.” 
 
    Recognizing the threat, I immediately started licking again. With her opening poised just above my mouth, it was easy for me to lift my head a quarter inch off of the mattress and lick her. I moved my mouth along her crevice, again and again. My tongue penetrated her. Valerie braced her weight against the wall, moaned, and soon screamed out through the ecstasy. She loved her orgasm. 
 
    “Again!” Valerie demanded. “Do it again, obedient boy!” 
 
    Realizing I was still strapped to her bed, spread out and powerless, I gave her exactly what she wanted. I licked her through the second orgasm. 
 
    Then the third. And a fourth. 
 
    Finally, she finished with me. She pulled away, and she lowered herself down to my chest. “Oh, that was wonderful. Thank you. Thank you for letting me have sex with you.” 
 
    What? Wait. We were done. My shaft was still so hard. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “If you’re still hard in the morning, I can rub you down with lots of ice before I lock you up.” Her voice drifted off. 
 
    “Valerie. Please, wait.”  
 
    She had her cheek against my shoulder. She was curled up to me, her eyelids heavy because she was ready to fall asleep. 
 
    “Good night, obedient boy.” 
 
    “Valerie—” I started, but she touched a finger to my mouth.  
 
    “Shush, obedient boy. No more sounds from you. It’s time for you to be quiet because your key holder wants to go to sleep.” 
 
    Trapped on the bed, powerless beneath her, I inhaled, made my decision, and exhaled. I wouldn’t say anything. Soon enough, she drifted off to sleep, her rhythmic breathing making it clear that she had relaxed completely after so much pleasure. 
 
    In the meantime, I could only wait for morning…and her decision to lock me up again. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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