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Test of Loyalty

When he first started using the dating apps, Jeff kept his expectations low.

He took a couple of pictures for his profile, uploaded a few more from his phone, and wrote his profile. He did it quickly because he didn't want to agonize over every word and detail. He answered the survey questions and submitted his profile. From there, he started to see the women online. He swiped left and right, without really expecting a response.

Even before he started, he had heard about that old adage: when it came to dating, women died of thirst in the middle of the ocean while men died of thirst in the middle of a desert. Jeff liked that saying even if it was profoundly depressing. His female friends had complained about the dating, especially when it came to the men they encountered online. There were so many guys that simply didn't know how to communicate. Or maybe they got off on being rude. Perhaps it was some kind of weird power game for them. Those were the guys who sent random dick pics, who started off every conversation by insulting the women they wanted to connect with, and who simply didn't comprehend the importance of fairness. (At the same time, Jeff braced himself for the bad behavior on the women's parts; he was sure a lot of them were going to ignore him, ghost him, or ask unreasonable questions that were probably impossible to answer to their satisfaction.)

And sure enough, online dating sucked.

He saw the scammers who immediately asked him for money for one reason or another.

He found the wannabe influencers who immediately sent him links to their social media accounts.

Then there were the content creators who really wanted him to subscribe to their channels.

He was always polite; he was always determined to be honorable with these women. He recognized the brutalities of capitalism, and these women were just hustling. Granted, he thought it was a little bit unfair that they did this in a dating app, especially one that felt exploitative, but it probably wasn't any more unethical than the apps themselves and how they tried to unify relationships, ensuring the people stayed on for as long as possible.

The whole system was a mess, and yet…

There were still those stories online, and among some of his friends and coworkers who insisted that they met through the apps. There were genuinely women and men on there who wanted to connect, to find a real relationship, and get together.

That was Jeff.

He was tired of being single. Of course, he told himself that he could handle it. He was content with his hobbies, his friendships, and his community organizations. He worked in a cubicle, and maybe it was boring, but at least it gave him a solid income. He wasn't going to get rich, but he could save a little bit of money every month, so long as he didn't overindulge.

And then he saw her picture.

Kayla. He only saw her first name, but he stared down, and he saw the freckles, the shape of her face, and the golden brown of her hair. He quickly swiped across her different pictures, and his mouth actually began to water. He swallowed quickly, glad that he was alone and on his couch. In one picture, she smiled sheepishly up at the camera. In the next, she wore a black, one piece bathing suit. It looked like she was about to jump into a pool, her body turned slightly, like a friend had taken that picture. In another image, she was on a bike, and grinning. Then there was the final shot: Kayla in a dark red dress with her arms over her chest, just a hint of cleavage on display. In that image, she was looking directly at the camera, and there was a smile on her face, only it wasn't quite genuine. Instead, she seemed to exude this sense of...what? For a couple of seconds, Jeff couldn't even name the expression. Then it finally clicked.

She was looking at that camera with a sense of domineering anger.

He wanted to swipe away. He wanted to reject her profile.

First, she was obviously going to be some kind of influencer or content creator. She was hunting for followers, or maybe she just wanted him to pay a monthly subscription fee in exchange for the chance to see her videos. Ultimately, she wasn't going to be interested in a real relationship. For a few more seconds, he wondered if those pictures were generated by AI. He scanned across the different pixels, but he couldn't find any indication one way or the other.

Something inside of his head told him that he needed to ignore this girl.

And yet, she was hot. She was so incredibly hot.

If he had crossed paths with her out on the street or in a restaurant or at work, she would have caused a problem for Jeff since he wouldn't have been able to look away. Again and again, he flipped between those different pictures, and he couldn't help but stare at the angle of her nose, the curves of her breasts, the way the light played along her lustrous hair, her shoulders, and every other single detail.

Before long, he was there on his couch, memorizing those pictures.

Ridiculously, he tossed his phone. It slid onto one of the other cushions. He jumped up onto his feet, and Jeff started to pace back and forth.

This was silly. He knew it. After all, he could already predict what was going to happen. Really, it just came down to one question: did he want to get his hopes up? If he concentrated, he knew he could reject her profile, move on with his life, and continue on with the other potential dates.

And yet, he stopped. He turned. He glanced down at his discarded phone. It was just a few feet away, face down and waiting for him.

He walked over, he picked it up, and he swiped.

He felt like an idiot for doing it, but he just liked her profile, so now he had to wait. He had to wonder what was going to happen next.

Nothing.

Now that was the correct answer. That was what he…

Before he could finish that thought, he got a notification. She liked him back, and now he could send her a message.

He started chewing on the inside of his mouth. Before he could come up with something cute or clever, she messaged him first. Again, that was supposed to be a telltale indication that she was just messing with him. She wasn't really interested in any kind of relationship. Instead, she wanted something, probably money or attention.

Instead, it was just a regular message. She wrote out something about liking one of his pictures from a theme park and how he looked cute as he stood next to a rabid mascot with both thumbs up.

He blinked, and he started typing tentatively…

They messaged back and forth for about an hour. At that point she told him she was busy and needed to get going. Despite that pang, he acknowledged that it was getting late. At the same time, Jeff had wanted to keep going. There had been that itch deep within his psyche.

Then again, he still couldn't allow himself to get his hopes up too high. Messaging back and forth was fun, and there was that hope swelling deep within his chest, but he still had to recognize the potential danger here.

Just because he really liked her pictures, that didn't mean she hadn't created them with a variety of filters. Or maybe those pictures were all genuine, or maybe she had lied about her age. When researching online dating, he had found countless stories about individuals uploading their best shots from five or ten years previously.

He exhaled. He knew it wasn't fair, especially because everyone was competing and hoping for the best. Simultaneously, everyone wanted to increase their odds of success, which meant putting their best pictures and answers forward, even if they didn't reflect the "real" versions of themselves.

Eventually, he worked up the courage to ask her out, and she said yes. They agreed to meet at a little taco place downtown. That afternoon, for the very first time in his life, Jeff started to stress about what he was going to wear. He tossed shirts and pants onto his bed as he contemplated exactly which one would look good. Nothing felt right. At that point, he wished he had spent more money on his wardrobe.

Eventually, he reminded himself. This was a date, and he wanted to get to know this girl, and he had to be himself. It sounded childish and asinine, but it was true. Maybe he wanted to attract her, so there would be some element of doing his very best tonight, yet he had to be realistic.

Besides, he was probably going to show up, and maybe she would blow him off, or maybe she would be a brat, or maybe she wouldn't even be the girl from those pictures that he had memorized.

He braced himself to meet her.

Pretending not to be nervous, Jeff arrived at Taco Hut ten minutes early. He had left home earlier than he needed to because he kept worrying about traffic and parking, but also because he couldn't bear sitting at home with nothing to do but stare at the clock on his phone. The nervous storm in his stomach would have driven him mad. He parked in the back of the lot, turned off the engine, and sat in silence for a moment. His hands gripped the steering wheel as if he were holding on for balance.

It was just a date, he told himself.

Then again, there was that other little voice in the back of his skull, reminding him that this was the most beautiful girl he had found on all of the different dating apps. More importantly, they seemed to have this legitimate chemistry like she always knew what to say.

Then again, this could still be a scam. Or maybe they wouldn't get along in real life. There were all of these different hurdles.

It seemed unfair. When he looked out at the rest of the world, it seemed like he saw couples everywhere. At work, most of the people in his department were either dating or married. And yet, he couldn't actually comprehend how those couples got together, not when this was so freaking hard! There were all of these different problems and potential landmines that could wreck a relationship right at the start or even before anything actually happened.

Then again, that pessimism wasn't helping.

He reminded himself to stay calm. This was just a meeting. He had gone to coffee shops with other people before, and this wasn't so different. Although he hated to admit it, every time his phone buzzed for his attention, he hoped it would be another notification about a message from her.

Kayla. Even her name had become something mystical and almost magical inside of his head. Those two syllables almost sounded like an incantation. He thought of her, her pictures, and some of those little quips she had shared, and they always made him smile.

Her sense of humor had come across easily through text, and she seemed interested in his stories even when he thought they were ordinary. That was unusual.

Still, tonight wouldn't happen via text. Tonight was real. Pictures could be flattering. Angles could be deceiving. Lighting could turn someone into something more than what they were. Jeff had told himself not to expect too much over and over again. He had repeated that phrase in his head during the drive. She might not be the same as the version she had presented online. He needed to stay grounded

Five minutes before they were officially supposed to meet, he got out of his car and headed inside.

The warm smell of tortillas and seasoned beef met him as soon as he stepped into the restaurant. Families filled several booths, and a few students sat with trays of nachos and sodas near the window. The chatter of voices mixed with the hiss of the grill behind the counter. Jeff found an empty booth near the middle of the restaurant and sat down, his hands resting on the table as if he had to stop them from fidgeting. For some reason, he resisted the urge to pull out his phone.

Every time the door opened, his eyes flicked toward it. Each moment stretched as he waited. Then the door opened again, and she walked in.

He recognized her instantly. Kayla’s golden brown hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail. Her bangs curved gently along her forehead, framing her eyes in a way that seemed more striking than any of her profile pictures. She wore a light T-shirt that clung comfortably to her frame that was paired with snug dark pants that shaped her figure. A pair of red flats added a playful edge to her otherwise casual outfit.

"Damn," he whispered.

Jeff’s chest tightened. She was more beautiful than the photographs. How is that possible? How was that freaking possible? She spotted him quickly and walked over with a smile that reached her eyes.

“Jeff?” she asked as she approached the booth.

“Yes,” he said, trying to sound steady. “You must be Kayla.”

She slid into the seat across from him. “I must be,” she said with a lilting laugh that made him, eager to hear those sounds all over again.

Her entertained little chortle eased something in him. He smiled, though his nerves remained close to the surface. Electricity seemed to buzz just beneath the surface of the skin, like he had no idea how he was supposed to contend with those different feelings.

“I was worried I might be hard to recognize,” Jeff admitted. “Or that I'd walk right past you without knowing.”

Kayla tilted her head. “Well, you didn't walk past me. And I think you look just like your pictures. Maybe even better.”

Jeff felt heat rush to his face. He gave a modest shrug. “Thank you. You look…really great.”

“Really great?” She leaned forward with a playful grin. “Is that the is the best you can do?”

Jeff laughed even as he secretly scrambled to come up with something better. That next moment, he found the courage to straighten his back, relax his shoulders, and rest his hand on the table top between them. Then he focused on her with mock seriousness and said, “You look beautiful. There. That's what I should have said.” He smiled at her and hoped that would be good enough.

“Better,” she said, satisfied. She picked up a menu, though she seemed more interested in him than the food. “So what do you recommend here? I haven't been here in a couple years."

Jeff picked up his own menu, though he already knew what he liked. “The crispy tacos are my favorite. The quesadilla is good too.” As he spoke, he wanted to stare at her. Seriously, this girl was gorgeous! She was everything a guy could hope for!

“Then maybe I'll let you surprise me,” she said, setting her menu aside. “Order for both of us. Show me what you think is best.”

“You're trusting me with that?” Jeff asked.

“I am,” she said. “You can tell a lot about someone by what they order for you.”

Jeff chuckled, half-worried about what her judgment would be. Then again, that smile curving along her lips made it clear that this was just a game.

Still, he wanted to do well. He had to impress her. Distantly, he was pointedly aware of the fact that he didn't think he would ever find another girl this hot or playful ever again.

When the server arrived, Jeff ordered a plate of crispy tacos and a quesadilla for them to share along with two sodas. Kayla didn't interrupt, and when the server left she leaned on her elbow and studied him.

“You're nervous,” she said.

Jeff’s eyes widened. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only a little,” she said with a smile. “But I think it's sweet. It means you care...and that you're interested."

He rubbed the back of his neck. “I was trying to play it cool.”

“You don't have to with me,” Kayla said. “I like honest better than cool.”

Jeff felt himself relax a fraction more. They began to talk about how their weeks had been. Kayla described a stressful meeting at work, and Jeff told her about a project he had been working on. She listened attentively, and every so often she threw in a remark that made him laugh. Her humor was quick but gentle. She definitely knew how to play with him…

When the food arrived, they shared the plates without hesitation, both reaching for the same taco at the same time and laughing about it. The conversation moved easily from one subject to another. Kayla asked about his favorite movies, his family, and whether he liked to travel. She teased him when he admitted he had never left the country.

This was different. This wasn't the kind of awkward, stilted conversation that he expected from a date. He had gone out with different girls, and it never ended well. Most of the time, he left the coffee shop or restaurant and wanted to laugh with the thought that he was grateful because he would never have to see her again.

“Never? You've never been outside of the US?” she asked with mock disbelief. “You haven't lived until you have at least gotten lost in a foreign city.”

“Maybe you can be my guide someday,” Jeff said before realizing how bold it sounded.

Kayla’s eyes sparkled. “Careful. I might take you up on that.”

Time began to slip away from him. The minutes folded into one another until they stretched away into something that might've been the best night of his life. An hour passed, then another, and he hardly noticed. Each time Kayla smiled, each time her laughter carried across the table, Jeff savored those sparks of excitement and ecstasy. They were seated on opposite sides of the table, but he got to look at her, hear her voice, and play with her. She laughed at his jokes, and he realized that this was what flirting was supposed to feel like.

At one point, when he made a self-deprecating joke about his clumsy dancing, Kayla reached across and brushed her fingers along his shoulder. The touch was casual, but it sent a ripple of electric awareness through him. Later, when she shifted in her seat, her hand brushed down his arm and lingered at his knee. Jeff tried to remember the articles he had read. They said touches like that were silent signals, ways of showing interest without speaking. He wondered if he was reading too much into it, but each touch felt deliberate.

“You really are easy to talk to,” Kayla said. “I could sit here all night.”

“I feel the same,” Jeff admitted. “This is better than I hoped it would be.”

“You hoped for something?” she asked with a teasing grin.

“I hoped you'd like me,” he said quietly.

"Don't worry, Jeff." Kayla leaned closer. “I do.”

Her words warmed him more than the food ever could.

Then Kayla leaned back, her expression shifting from playful to thoughtful. She rested her hands on the table and looked at him directly.

“There is something I want to share with you,” she said.

Jeff straightened slightly, his heart quickening as he waited for her to continue. At the same time, he quickly rushed through the different possibilities. He tried to anticipate what she was going to say. Maybe this was going to morph into a scam, like she was going to tell him how much she liked him, but she had these debts or medical issues, and she just happened to need some help from him. He bit down, clenching his jaw because he really didn't want it to be that.

"I'm interested in a different kind of relationship," she informed him.

"What kind?"

"The kind where I'm in charge, and you do as I say."

He blinked. "What?"

"Are you familiar female supremacy?"

"No…" Of course, Jeff put the words together, and he started to form an idea, but he had never heard of it.

"It's a simple concept," she said. "Essentially, I believe that women are superior to men. As such, it's my responsibility in any given relationship to take control. I really like you, Jeff. You're a cute boy, and you're smarter than I expected. But I want you to be honest with yourself and with me. If you want, I can take you back to my apartment right now, and we can have some fun. But for that to happen, you have to promise that you're going to be a good and obedient boy. The second part is especially important. Can you obey me?"

The moisture drained away from his mouth.

"What if I say no?"

"Then we can both leave. It looks like the staff wants to close up for the night anyway." He glanced over and watched as one of the workers started lifting up the chairs and setting them down on top of the tables.

"It's okay," she said. "Lots of men aren't ready for this kind of relationship."

"I want…" Jeff began, only his thoughts scattered. Then he turned back, and he looked at her. He lost himself in the dark brown of her eyes. "I want to be with you."

"Good boy," she said. That was when she reached over, took him by his hand, and escorted him out of the Taco Hut. She escorted him outside and right up to her car. There, she pushed him against the passenger side door, and suddenly she was right there in front of him.

If it had been another girl, maybe Jeff would have been annoyed. Perhaps he would have laughed. Female supremacy? The concept seemed absurd. Or at least, it would have, if any other woman had spoken those words. When it came from someone like her, she knew how to bend his reality. Her simple proximity seemed to distort everything he knew about life, as though his job and his car, his taxes and his apartment became utterly irrelevant. At that moment.

She awoke something within him, something he had only been vaguely aware of.

But now she kissed him, tilting her head to the side, cupping his cheeks between her hands, and guiding him into that perfect angle. Her mouth brushed his. Then she slid her tongue along his bottom lip, and fresh excitement roared through his body.

She kept kissing him, and they were making out under that streetlight and next to her car. She pressed, and he didn't know how a woman could take control like this. He had enjoyed a few awkward kisses, first in high school, then college, and dating as a "real" adult. But this was different, and there was the squeeze of her breasts against his chest, and he started to moan without realizing what he was doing.

Better yet, she dropped her hands down from around his face toward his crotch. She found the outline of his cock, and his eyes widened for just a second. Then he closed them again because she was touching him. There were the layers of his pants and underwear between her soft fingertips and the contours of his shaft, yet that hardly mattered.

In fact, Jeff had to concentrate hard on maintaining control. He wasn't going to climax right then or there! He wasn't going to lose control!

Kayla had no problem guessing his thoughts. She drew back. "If I wanted to," she said, her voice low and flirtatious, "I could make you come right now."

Doing his best to sound humble, he agreed, "You're probably right about that."

"I know I am," she reassured him. "Get in the car, Jeff."

He got in the car, and she started driving, and he kept thinking about what might happen next. They listened to a song she streamed from her phone. It was sweet, energetic, and loaded with enthusiasm. At first, it sounded like one of those dance bops about a girl falling in love or wanting to take a guy home. At first  Jeff didn't pay attention to the lyrics, and then he picked up on that line, "I'm going to own you!" He glanced down at the dashboard, but he didn't recognize the name of the song or the singer. Instead, he listened to the cheerful notes as they hit the air, and he wondered whether or not that was a message for him.

Then she parked outside of a small house, and she got out, and she beckoned for him to follow.

At once, he obeyed, and then they made it to her front porch. "I'm going to open the door, and I’m going to step across the threshold," Kayla informed him. "Do you know what you're going to do?"

"Follow you?"

"That's half of it," she said. "You're going to follow me, and you're going to crawl."

The moisture drained away from his mouth. His throat turned dry, and he stared at her. He kept thinking she was joking.

"I'm serious," she reassured him. "But if you want to head home right now, you still can."

"I'll do it," he told her.

Perhaps he tried to justify this by thinking of it as some dumb game. They were just playing around. It was absurd and silly.

She opened the door, she stepped inside, and then she waited for him.

"Come in" she ordered.

With the excitement still thrumming through his body, he obeyed. He just didn't even really understand exactly what he was giving up by crawling across the threshold into her house. She closed the door, and he was about to get up.

"Get naked," she said.

"You're joking?" Jeff gasped as he jerked his head up and stared at her.

Standing above him, Kayla braced her palms against her thighs, and she leaned down as though she were about to address a dog. "I'm not joking." That was all she said.

Again, he wondered whether or not he could do this. At that moment, this choice felt so much more important. Crawling had been silly, but now he was about to get naked right there on her floor?

Then he remembered her point from before: if he wanted to leave, he could. He could have ended that date, and he didn't need to get to know anything more about her. But if he did that, he was certain he would regret that decision for the rest of his life. Realistically, there was still the chance that he could find some other beautiful woman. Maybe he would get lucky, and he would meet a hot girl at some restaurant or at a mall or something. Then again, he already knew no one would be as special as this woman. No one would have been able to trigger those responses deep within chest. After all, just being close to her sent those tingling sparks of longing all along his body.

He sat up on his knees, and he loosened his shirt. He worked the buttons, one after another, until he shrugged the garment off. Next, he pulled off his T-shirt, and then he slid his feet from his shoes before peeling off his socks. He hesitated when his hand fell to his belt.

Kayla stood over him, her arms crossed over her chest. His eyes slid from her red shoes up to the contours of the clean fabric along her legs. Then he saw the edge of her T-shirt, and he marveled at the curves of her body. He probably could have stared at her chest for a couple of hours without getting bored.

"Do it," she ordered.

He bit down, and then he loosened his belt, sliding it free from those loops. Next, he pulled off his pants. He was down to just his underwear. He was still on the floor, and she stood over him. This time, Kayla didn't encourage him. Instead, she simply waited. Confident that he'd break, she knew she didn't have to say anything at all.

She was right.

Jeff pursed his lips, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband on his boxers, and then he pulled them down.

He stripped, and he bowed his head forward, shocked that all of this could happen over the course of a single night. When he had gotten dressed, he had assumed that maybe he would flirt with her. If he got very lucky, he could have asked her if she wanted to go for a walk down the street, and they could have held hands. If he got profoundly lucky, then maybe he would have kissed her for the first time. Instead, he was down on his knees and naked in her house, his clothes scattered around her.

"Good," she said. She reached over, opened a drawer near her door, and she took something out. Then she tossed a ball across the floor. It rolled and balanced against the far wall. "Oops," she told him. "It looks like I dropped something. Go get it for me."

His eyes narrowed, his nostrils flared, and he glared at her for a second. But then he saw her. He saw her smile, the way the light played along her hair, the way her ponytail swung, and how her eyes glinted with amusement. She was playing with him; that much was obvious.

He started to stand.

"No," she called out, cutting him off. "Crawl."

He fell to the floor again. On his knuckles and knees, he crawled across the floor, and he was about to pick up the ball when he heard her voice again. "In your mouth."

He wanted to spin around and tell her that he wasn't a dog!

Something stopped him.

He bowed his head down, and he picked up the rubber ball between his teeth. It was softer than he expected. He picked it up, and he turned back to her. "Good boy!" She was laughing at him, and now she held something else out in her hand. He saw it, and he didn't know what to do with this piece of information, like his brain didn't know how to calculate the different variables into a coherent conclusion.

...Kayla held a dog collar.

Then she beckoned him to come closer, and he crawled across the floor for her. "Up," she said it and he straightened his back. He sat there on his knees as she slipped the collar around his neck. He was wearing a collar. He was wearing a freaking dog collar!

"Good boy," she said. "And I want you to know that I'm very impressed." She took the ball from his mouth.

"Why?" Jeff asked.

"Because you've gone so much farther than lots of other guys would have. You want to be with me, don't you? You want to go out on dates? You want me to be your girlfriend. All of that can happen, but you need to remember that I'm in charge. And why am I in charge?"

Female supremacy. The phrase popped into his head. He followed that line of reasoning, and he came to the obvious conclusion about what she wished to hear. "Women are better than men."

"Good boy," she said. "I knew you had a lot of potential. I'm glad to see I wasn't wrong." Then she smiled at him and said, "There are just two more things…"

She opened that same drawer, and then she came back, only Jeff saw it as the tip swung from side to side. That was a leash. He was already naked and wearing a freaking dog collar, but she intended to leash him!

Jeff waited for the serious eruption; he was supposed to be incensed. At that moment, he was supposed to say something like, "Absolutely not. I've already played your game, but this is where I draw the line." The words would have tumbled out easily, only he recognized what he would be giving up if he said anything like that.

She attached the leash, hooking it onto the small circle near the nape of his neck. Then she tugged, and she guided him. This time, she didn't have to command him to crawl. He stayed down on his hands and knees, moving beneath her.

"I want you to understand something," she informed him. They walked toward the back bedroom. "For me, female supremacy isn't a game. It isn’t some kind of fantasy. I'm serious about this. I also want you to know that I'm incredibly proud of you. You're demonstrating everything I believe about that men should be. You're doing very, very well."

Something warm tingled at the pit of his stomach. He could feel that excitement. He managed to keep his shaft soft, yet he was still pleased that he had done well by her.

"And now, I want to give you something even more special," she said. "This is going to mean a lot to me. You understand?"

He nodded. It was a quick, sheepish movement, all because he wasn't sure what she had in mind, yet he had come this far.

"Get up on the bed," she said. "Close your eyes, relax, and understand that I'm going to have an amazing time with you." Then she leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, her breath warm, "And do your best to stay soft for me, at least at first, okay?"

Jeff couldn't comprehend why that was important, but he nodded again, almost eagerly this time. She rewarded him with a playful giggle, and then he crawled up onto her bed. He saw the bedposts, and he spread his arms and legs. He was on his back with that collar around his neck. She still held onto his leash.

Then she lifted up the restraints. He saw the first strap, and Jeff knew that he was taking an outrageous risk here. Realistically, he didn't know this girl. Despite that realization, he didn't yank his hand away as she slipped the first leather cuff around his right wrist. She did the same with his left. From there, she shifted down, spreading his legs and locking them to the corners of the bed.

He glanced up, turning his head and studying the restraint. At first, he told himself that he would be able to slip free because these were just toys.

They weren't.

He tugged against the soft padding lining each restraint, but he couldn't remove his hands. Even as he tried to tighten his fingers together to make his limbs as narrow as possible, he couldn't slide free. And while he worked at it, she was busy getting something else.

She sat between his legs, she touched his cock, and he remembered what she said before. She wanted him to stay soft.

He could do that.

He could do that for her.

Then again, Jeff had no idea what kind of mistake he was making. After all, he probably assumed that sex was going to be temporary. No matter what happened, he could be with this girl, and maybe he would get an amazing story out of it, but that would be it.

He didn't know what a female supremacist like Kayla would have in mind. She pressed his shaft into a transparent tube that curved downward. He didn't understand even as she lifted the ring and pulled it up around his balls. She connected the two pieces of plastic, securing them together with one fastener after another. Finally, she lifted up the lock and held it over him. "Are you ready?"

"Ready for what?" Jeff asked.

"Your new lifestyle," she told him. That was when she used the lock, and he heard that sound. It resonated all along his body.

Click.

"There we go," she said. Before he could ask, she told him, "Jeff, this is a chastity cage. Basically, it's going to keep you from getting hard or enjoying any erections."

"You're joking…"

"I'm very serious," she said. "From now on, this belongs to me." She casually wrapped her fingers around his cock, not that he could actually feel her soft touch. There was no contact, not really. That layer of plastic remained between them. "And since your cock belongs to me, the rest of you belongs to me. Think of yourself as my property. But don't worry. When we're out in public, I'm going to let you be my boyfriend. In the meantime, I want you to understand that you're going to do everything I say. I might give you chores. I might ask you to take me out to an event. But just remember that you are mine. You're going to be loyal to me, and I get to do whatever I want."

"What does that mean?"

She leaned forward, "Let's say I want you to take me to a party. You're going to stay by my side, but if I find another guy, someone I want to take home with me, then I will let you drive, and I might even let you watch if you've been a very good boy. Otherwise, you can just go home."

"I, I don't think I can do this," Jeff said.

"Oh, I'm sorry. You’re already locked in chastity. Unless you want me to lose the key, you're going to do every single thing I say. Besides, we both know you want this." She grinned. He was about to protest and argue. He was about to insist that she couldn't do this to him! "Just be nice and quiet if you want to be my slave."

Slave? He heard the word, but it sounded antiquated and historical, like a term that belonged to another epoch.

His lips were open, and he wanted to answer her, only then she straddled him, she leaned down, and she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and it felt incredible even as that passionate arousal flared through his body and straight down to his shaft. His manhood struggled to stiffen. His body failed. The locking chastity cage did exactly what it was designed to: it prevented any erection.

Even so, the arousal still pummeled into him.

She pulled away and explained, "You're my property now. I'm going to have so much fun playing with you and using you. Yes, I will."

Again, he wanted to argue. He didn't get the chance. She kissed him again.

Although he hated understanding this, Jeff quickly lost himself to those sensations. There was something so delectable about the feel of her lips on his mouth, the way she touched him, and the knowledge that he was in her bedroom. Even if she had this sick and twisted dynamic in mind, he didn't care, not while she continued to enjoy herself.

Then she pulled away, and he was searching for the words. This time, they refused to come.

"Are you ready to service me?" That was when she finally slipped off those red flats. Next, she peeled off her pants, and he saw this girl wearing just her T-shirt and panties! There was that perfect triangle of white silk between her legs. It didn't last long. She pulled off her underwear, and then she was half naked.

He didn't get to stare, not for long anyway.

She positioned herself above his mouth, and suddenly her sex was right there, hovering less than an inch above his lips. "Service me," she said. This time, he understood what she meant. Then again, he realized that this could be his leverage; he had the opportunity to negotiate with her.

"If you don't, you're going to regret it," she promised. "It would be a shame if I lost that key for a few days or weeks or months…"

With the passion roaring through his body, he tried to imagine days without an orgasm. As a man, he had always been entitled to the freedom of pleasuring himself. Perhaps social decorum had forced to wait for a few hours here or there (especially at work), but he had always been able to get away, find some privacy, and enjoy that rush of relief.

That was no longer an option…

The realization crashed into him, making him suck in one sharp breath and hold it.

She pushed down, rubbing her pussy against his lips, so he opened his mouth, and he licked!

With that first swipe of his tongue, Jeff understood that he was giving up something. He was surrendering to this woman and giving her exactly what she wanted. He raised his head, pressed his lips to her opening, and he licked. His tongue swiped, gliding in those dedicated movements. She started to moan.

"Good," she said. "That's very good. I'm impressed, Jeff. You know exactly what you're doing. Slow down. Good. Good boy." She purred those words even as she braced her knees near the sides of his head, and her hands on the wall. She savored the pleasure he gave her.

Then again, this was about more than those physical sensations. It wasn't just about the electrical impulses darting between her nerves as he licked her most sensitive spot. It was about power and the knowledge that she could have him however, she wanted him, especially since he was now locked up.

"This is what sex should mean," she said. "A woman takes what she wants, and her slave gives it to her. That's what you're doing for me right now. You're giving me exactly what I want because I own you. I own you, Jeff. You belong to me, and I'm going to keep you like this for a very long time." He grimaced. Even down there between her inner thighs his brows tightened, all while his shaft strained against the chastity cage.

Despite everything he wanted to believe, he knew he wouldn't be able to remove it. He had heard the click of the lock, and he knew it was going to be stuck on there for as long as she wished.

In the meantime, he pleasured her. He serviced her. He worshiped her!

She came hard, she pulled away, and she looked down into his eyes.

Jeff wanted to say something, only she touched a finger to his lips. "I think it's time to sleep for a while, don't you?" She put her hand on his head and forced him to nod.

For a long time, she relaxed, laying there against his chest. He was naked, so he made an excellent pillow. She closed her eyes, and he was free to talk, only she had ordered him to be silent, so he kept his mouth shut. Again, he recognized the kind of influence and authority this woman could wield.

She was gorgeous, but it was more than that. It was like she carried this certainty that was capable of sculpting what was possible.

Eventually, she opened her eyes, and she looked down at him. "Okay," she said, reaching over for the first restraint. "You can go home now."

She freed him from his shackles, one after another. Then he sat up, and he looked back at her.

"There's nothing to say," she told him before he could speak. "You belong to me. You have your phone. Grab a rideshare, go back to the restaurant, and drive yourself home. Don't worry. I'm sure we will keep talking." He gulped, nodded, and stumbled toward the door. Maybe he wasn't moving fast enough because she swung her hand down and smacked his backside. He jerked forward, spun around, and he watched as she giggled at him. Then he returned to her living room and got dressed. After that, he excused himself. As instructed, he called for a car, and he didn't say anything on the ride back. It was so late, and he still didn't understand everything that had happened.

It was only when he got back to his own apartment and closed the door, locking up behind him, that he finally pulled down his pants to examine the chastity cage.

It was that same thick, industrial plastic he had expected. At the same time, he grabbed onto the lock, wondering if he could just pull it free.

That didn't work. This was stainless steel, and he wouldn't have been able to cut through it with anything less than a chainsaw or a blow torch. (That wasn't happening!)

If he couldn't get the lock off, then maybe he could just try to slide the entire device away from his balls. It was a nice idea, so he braced his fingers and thumbs along the ring, and then he tried to pull. At first, he started to make some hint of progress. He could feel it slide along his skin. Only then, the pressure started to build on his balls, and it started to hurt! The spring was way too small! It could fit around the root of his scrotum, but if he tried to actually take it off, he could seriously hurt himself. In fact, the pain already flared with that sickening twist that started along his balls before sprinting up into the pit of his stomach. He dropped his hands away. Panting hard, he looked down at the chastity cage.

He couldn't get it off…

That realization seemed to buzz along every inch of his body. He stared down at his crotch while he tried to figure out exactly what he could do. He searched for some option, some alternative…

There wasn't one.

Kayla had locked him in chastity. More than that, he still wanted to be with that girl. He snorted, laughing because it was a ridiculous idea, but she was gorgeous and addictive. She was perfect, and she knew exactly how to play with him, and tease him.

It was absurd…

Jeff tried to hold onto that concept. After all, she was talking about female supremacy, slavery, and owning him.

Despite this, he thought of other women who had been able to manipulate men like him across the course of history. Maybe this was just a natural dynamic, something that could evolve between the sexy woman and a hapless man like him. He inhaled, sucking a breath through his nostrils and between his teeth as he bit down. He started to pace, but that didn't help. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn't going to come up with a good solution.

The next day, his phone buzzed, and he still experienced that flicker of excitement when he saw the notification; there was a message, and it was from Kayla.

She informed him that she wanted to go out to the movies that night. She had already picked which show and time, she wanted to see. She didn't ask him whether or not he was available or interested. At this point, he belonged to her.

He tried to get angry. He tried to get upset, couldn't do it, not really. After all, he was going to spend more time with her. Besides, there was that possibility that he could talk to her, convince her to release him, and they could have a regular or normal relationship.

That wasn't going to work.

Jeff already knew it deep down, yet he still longed to see her. At several points, he tried to figure out what was wrong with him. Nothing, he eventually decided. She was hot, smart, funny, and so much more. He had to be grateful for every second she decided to give him.

Jeff parked his car along the narrow street in front of Kayla’s small house. It was a modest home, but she did a good job of taking care of it.

He cut the engine and sat for a moment, gripping the steering wheel in silence. His chest felt tight with anticipation. This was not their first meeting, but there was something about tonight that carried this sharpened edge. For a few seconds, he wanted to ask himself what the problem might have been. Then he snorted, because he glanced down at that spot between his legs. Tonight, he wore simple jeans. Beneath the garment, however, he could still feel the heavy weight of plastic, and he knew exactly what it meant.

He was wearing a chastity cage.

More than that, he could feel what it was doing to him. It wasn't just the raw physicality of that weight.

It was the knowledge that this girl had actually put him in a chastity cage. She had locked him in that device. Before this, he had never really considered it. He never pondered the implications of his sex drive or libido. Only now, it was impossible to ignore.

She kept him locked up. He had his most sensitive body part, but he couldn't enjoy the pleasure of gently stroking his fingers along his length. He couldn't grip his member and squeeze. He couldn't fondle or massage himself until he felt that rush of pulsating ecstasy.

Only she could give him the privilege of an orgasm.

At several points, he had written out different messages demanding exactly that. Each time, he deleted them, fully aware that this woman (a female supremacist) wouldn't actually yield to his demands. If anything, he would just annoy her, and she would decide to keep him locked up even longer.

Those thoughts were spinning around inside of his head as he waited.

The porch light flickered on. A moment later, the front door opened. Kayla stepped out, and the sight of her struck him with a force he could never anticipate. She wore a dark blue skirt that swished gently as she moved, the hem brushing against her thighs with each step. Dark gray tights traced the length of her legs, ending in a pair of black flats. Her red blouse was vivid under the porch light, the color warming her skin and giving her an almost radiant presence. She had her hair tied back into another ponytail, but she still looked utterly exquisite. If this girl had walked into some fashion show, she probably would have made the models feel bad.

She was just that hot.

Jeff knew she was beautiful. He had told himself that many times. Still, seeing her like this, walking toward him, made the words feel inadequate. The swing of her skirt and the easy confidence of her stride pulled him in. He found himself momentarily forgetting to breathe.

She reached the passenger side and leaned down to peer through the window. “You're early,” she said with a grin.

“I didn't want to keep you waiting,” Jeff replied. He unlocked the door, and she slid into the seat beside him. Her perfume lingered in the air, light and floral, and he found it hard not to turn his head toward her just to take it in.

“Good answer,” she said, smoothing the hem of her skirt as she settled in.

Jeff started the engine again and pulled away from the curb. His hands rested firmly on the wheel, but his mind churned beneath the surface. On some level, he knew she wasn't good for him. The thought came to him as a shapeless weight, something easy to name and impossible to ignore. It whispered at the edges of his awareness, reminding him that there were expectations he couldn't meet and demands he wouldn't endure. But those were vague impressions, and he pushed them aside. Whenever he was with her, those concerns melted into the background.

Tonight, she was here with him, and that was enough.

The drive to the theater passed in a haze of conversation. Kayla pointed out the lights strung along the windows of shops downtown and commented on the small groups of people walking along the sidewalks. Jeff listened, answering when he could, though he spent most of the time watching her from the corner of his eye. She spoke with her hands, occasionally brushing his arm when she gestured, and each touch sent a current through him.

Despite what she had done to him, he drove, and this felt like a normal date.

She could have been a regular girlfriend.

They arrived at the theater, parked, and walked inside. The bright lobby stretched before them, lined with glowing posters and concession stands. The scent of buttered popcorn filled the air.

“Go buy me some popcorn and a soda,” she said with a playful tilt of her head.

Jeff nodded without question. “Large?”

“Of course,” she said.

He turned to the counter, ordered the large popcorn and soda, and added a box of chocolate candy for himself. The concession worker handed him the items, and he paid before turning back toward Kayla. She stood with one hand on her hip, watching him with a smile that carried both amusement and expectation.

“What is that?” she asked, pointing to the candy.

“Mine,” Jeff said, holding it up. He gave her a look that was half-defensive, half-playful. “I thought I deserved a treat too.”

Kayla plucked the candy from his hand before he could react. “You thought wrong,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She opened the box and slid out a single piece.

“Hey,” Jeff said, feigning outrage. “That was mine.”

She ignored his protest, lifting the candy to her lips. She took a slow bite, the chocolate breaking gently as her teeth sank into it. Jeff watched, transfixed, as she chewed and swallowed with deliberate grace. The sight intoxicated him. When she did this to him, he couldn't focus on anything else.

It required some self-control, but Jeff turned away. He closed his eyes for a moment, and then he glanced up. He picked a random direction, and he just happened to see a group of guys, all of whom were looking in their direction.

They stared, they weren't looking at Jeff. Instead, they were watching Kayla. Just like Jeff, they recognized how incredibly hot this girl was. She wasn't wearing anything especially exotic or sexy, yet she still attracted their attention.

And she had chosen him.

That errant thought made him pause until she spoke up. “Do you want some?” she asked in a teasing tone.

“Yes,” Jeff admitted, though his voice caught slightly.

Kayla tipped the box toward her palm, letting a piece roll into her hand. She looked at it for a moment, then extended her hand toward him. The candy rested in her palm, gleaming under the lobby lights.

“You have to lean down and eat it from my hand,” she informed her slave.

Jeff blinked. “Are you serious?”

“Very serious,” she replied, her smile widening.

He hesitated only for a second.  Then he leaned down, bringing his lips close to her palm. The candy pressed against his mouth, and he closed his lips around it, careful not to touch her skin more than necessary. The taste of chocolate filled his mouth, rich and sweet, but it was her presence that overwhelmed him.

Kayla laughed softly, pleased. “Good boy.”

Jeff swallowed and tried to hide his grin. Another wave of excitement rushed through him, blending with nervous energy that she inspired. He loved moments like this, when she set the rules and he followed, when the world shrank to a game between the two of them. He loved working with her in this unspoken rhythm, even when a quiet part of his mind whispered that he should be wary.

They moved toward the theater doors, popcorn in one hand and soda in the other, the candy box still in her possession. Jeff followed close behind, drawn forward by the sound of her laughter and the swish of her skirt as she walked.

Inside the darkened theater, the previews began. Kayla leaned close to whisper something in his ear, her voice carrying that familiar teasing edge. He could not remember the words later, only the feeling of her breath against his skin and the way it made him smile.

The movie started, and Jeff settled into his seat with the popcorn balanced between them. Kayla reached into the box of chocolate again, this time offering him a piece without saying a word. He took it from her fingers, and their eyes met in the dim light.

The theater grew dark as the previews ended. The hush that fell across the room left Jeff torn between those feelings of frustration and gratitude. The glow of the screen washed across their faces, flickering between bright light and shadow.

Kayla leaned close almost at once. Her shoulder brushed against his, warm through the thin fabric of his shirt. She whispered something about the opening scene, a comment that was more playful than serious. Her lips were near his ear, and her breath sent a shiver down his neck.

Worse, his cock tried to stiffen. Instead, he felt the boundaries of his chastity cage all over again.

Even so, Jeff smiled in the dark, replying with his own whisper. He tried to keep his voice quiet, aware of the people sitting around them, but she laughed softly at his remark and leaned in again. Each time she moved closer, he felt the world tilt slightly, as though gravity itself were pulling him toward her.

The popcorn sat in the tray between them, but neither seemed interested in that salty delight. Instead, Kayla reached for his arm. She touched his wrist lightly, almost absentmindedly at first, tracing her fingers along the vein there. Jeff found it difficult to focus on the screen. The movie played on, but the story in front of him mattered far less than the one unfolding in the small space between their seats.

She tilted her head closer again. “You're not watching the movie,” she whispered.

“I'm watching you,” he whispered back.

Her laughter was silent this time, only a quick breath that he felt more than he heard. She touched his chin and turned his face toward her. For a heartbeat, he thought she would kiss him. Instead, she pulled back slightly and whispered another teasing comment about the movie. He gave his answer, and once again she laughed quietly.

Minutes passed like that as they shared those conversation fragments. They spoke in half-thoughts, broken sentences, and playful remarks that never rose above a whisper. Jeff realized at some point that the movie was simply background noise now. The light from the screen allowed him to glimpse the curve of her lips, the glint of her eyes, and the subtle sway of her hair when she leaned forward.

The first kiss came suddenly. She turned toward him in the middle of a scene that meant nothing to either of them with her lips brushing against his before he had time to think. It was soft and quick, almost a test, but it left his pulse racing.

When she pulled back, she whispered, “You taste like chocolate.”

He laughed quietly, leaning closer again. “That's because you stole my candy.”

Her smile was visible even in the dim light. She kissed him again, this time slower. He pressed into it, his hand resting lightly on her knee. She didn't pull away. Instead, she leaned deeper, her fingers sliding behind his neck.

The film continued in the background, its dialogue blending into a blur of sound. Their own whispers filled the space between kisses. She asked him if he was enjoying himself. He answered with a grin that she could feel against her lips. He asked if she liked the movie. She told him she liked this better.

Their mouths met again and again. Sometimes the kisses were quick, stolen between lines of dialogue from the film. Other times they lingered, slow and searching, until he forgot where he was. Her lips were warm, and the rhythm of her breathing seemed to match his own. He felt as though the theater had vanished, leaving them alone in a private darkness.

Kayla teased him even as she kissed him. She pulled back at one point, close enough that he could feel her breath but not close enough to touch. “Do you want me to kiss you again?” she whispered.

“Yes,” he said without hesitation.

"Beg," she ordered.

"Please. Would you kiss me?"

"Mistress," she said.

He was vaguely familiar with the word, but now he uttered it. "Please, Mistress. Please, would you kiss me?"

She smiled and waited a beat longer, making him lean toward her before she finally closed the distance between their seats. The next kiss felt more powerful because of the wait and what it had cost him. Jeff’s hand shifted slightly higher on her thigh, resting against the fabric of her tights. She didn't stop him. Instead, she kissed him harder, her hand squeezing his shoulder.

Every so often, she whispered something new. Each breath carried a mixture of warmth and control that both unsettled and thrilled him.

Jeff tried to respond in kind, whispering back his own playful remarks, but it was clear she led this rhythm. She leaned in when she wanted to, pulled back when she wanted to, and so he followed her cues. Each time, he found himself more intoxicated by her presence.

The kisses grew longer as the movie reached its middle. Jeff had lost track of the plot entirely. All that mattered was the press of her lips and the brush of her hand against his neck. He felt her fingers play with his hair, tugging lightly before releasing. His heart pounded so loudly he was certain someone near them would hear, but no one reacted.

When she pulled back again, her eyes lingered on him. The flicker of the screen cast changing light across her face, highlighting the curve of her cheek, the slope of her nose, and the softness of her lips. She whispered, “You're easy to like.” Then she grinned. "You’ve been easier to own."

Jeff swallowed, unable to form a clever reply. Instead, he kissed her again, letting that simple choice speak for him.

By the time the credits began to roll, he had forgotten nearly everything that had happened on the screen. What he remembered instead was the warmth of her body beside him, the taste of her lips, and the sound of her voice whispering his name in the dark.

The theater lights came on, flooding the room with sharp and sudden illumination. The moviegoers stood, stretching and collecting their coats, and murmuring about the movie they had just seen. Jeff blinked against the light and tried to ground himself. The film was already fading from his memory. He couldn't recall the details of the plot or the names of the characters. All he remembered was Kayla leaning close, whispering in his ear, and pressing her lips to his again and again.

At the same time, he was thinking about his chastity cage. In particular, he was wondering if maybe this had been some kind of elaborate joke or prank or test. Perhaps she had enjoyed herself, and she liked to keep him locked up, but now he had proven himself. If she wanted to kiss him, then she was supposed to crave more as well.

Right?

Even as those ideas and hopes coalesced inside of his head, Jeff started to wonder about that counterpoint. It came just as quickly and easily.

Although he was locked up in that age, nothing was stopping this beautiful girl from enjoying herself. She could have as much fun as she wanted, and he couldn't stop her. She could have gone back to her house at that moment, closed the bedroom door, pulled down her panties, and stroked her slit. She could have pressed down, savoring the pressure and heat and friction of her digits gliding over her opening. Or maybe she was going to use a toy instead. He pictured that beautiful, dark haired girl gliding the vibrator along her pussy until she arched her back and surrendered to the spasms wracking her pleasure-laden frame.

Without realizing it, Jeff reached over, he grabbed onto the arm rests, his fingers pressing down until his knuckles turned white. At the same time, that excitement roared through his frame. She had been kissing him and touching him. He had breathed in the aroma of her perfume, and now he didn't know how to react.

She stood, smoothing the hem of her dark blue skirt. The fabric swished against her thighs as she adjusted her blouse and turned toward him. Her eyes sparkled with the same playful light that had carried through the entire evening. She reached down and slipped her hand into his.

“Come on,” she said. “I want a drink.”

Despite that arousal, Jeff followed without hesitation. The warmth of her hand in his sent a rush of energy through him. His mind wanted to return to the vague concerns that always waited for him, the quiet voice that whispered about how precarious all of this felt, but he silenced it. When Kayla was with him, everything else faded. Just as importantly, he kept thinking about how he would approach her and talk to her and get her to change her mind about the chastity cage.

He was coming up with arguments about how she could still be a female supremacist. He could serve her, and do whatever she said. Maybe, within the context of their relationship, she would be in charge, and he would do whatever she said, but that didn't mean he needed a cage…

Jeff could be a good and loyal and obedient boyfriend. "Obedient boyfriend" wasn't a phrase he had imagined using when he first found her picture on line, but it was a compromise he was willing (almost eager) to make.

They walked together to the parking lot, her hand leading him. The night air was cool, and the sounds of the city filled the spaces between them: the hum of traffic, the laughter of strangers, and the faint music from a bar down the street. Kayla tugged him in that direction without even asking.

As they walked, she talked about their surroundings. She made little suppositions about some of the other couples strolling the sidewalk. She glanced over at a car and made a suggestion about the woman driving it.

Jeff listened, and he agreed with everything she said right until that moment when they made it to their new destination.

The bar was dim and crowded. Colored lights glowed against the walls, and music pulsed faintly from hidden speakers. Kayla walked through the crowd with practiced ease, weaving between tables until she found a booth tucked away in the corner. She sat down gracefully, her skirt shifting around her legs as she crossed them.

“Go get me a drink,” she said, pointing toward the bar.

Jeff nodded. “What do you want?”

“Something sweet,” she replied with a smile. “Surprise me.”

Like an obedient boyfriend he had never envisioned becoming, Jeff nodded again and made his way toward the counter. The bartender was busy, moving between taps and bottles, but Jeff managed to order a cocktail he thought Kayla would like. While he waited, he ordered a beer for himself. The glasses clinked against the counter as they were set down. He paid quickly and turned back toward the booth.

Halfway there, his steps faltered. He nearly tripped; he almost dropped the items in both of his hands.

Even when he came to a stop, Jeff didn't know what to do.

Another man stood at their table. He was taller than Jeff by several inches and had broad shoulders with sharp features that caught the dim light in flattering ways. His hair was dark and neat, his shirt pressed, his smile confident. He leaned close to Kayla as he spoke, his body angled in a way that excluded everyone else. Kayla sat back with her drinkless hands folded in her lap, smiling at him as though he were the only person in the room.

Her eyes sparkled with something Jeff didn't want to name. Even so, he couldn't ignore the obvious reality.

She liked what she saw. She was staring at him. Although Jeff stood there ten or twenty feet away, Kayla didn't glance around. Instead, she was busy talking to that stranger.

And that stranger liked her.

Jeff waited for some rush of angry jealousy to burn through his body. He needed to stomp over there, to make a fist, and to threaten that guy. There were all of those clichés about how guys interacted at bars. He needed to defend his honor; he had to defend her honor. He had to get ready for a fight!

Instead, Jeff froze. The drinks trembled slightly in his hands. His chest tightened; for a moment, he considered retreating back to the bar. He had never been good in confrontations. He had never been the type to step forward against someone bigger, stronger, or more confident. Still, the thought of simply standing by while this man talked to Kayla made his stomach twist.

He drew a breath, summoned every ounce courage he possessed, and walked toward them. His heart pounded in his ears. He reached the table and set the drinks down, his voice tight as he said, “Hey. What's going on?”

Kayla turned her eyes on him, and the look she gave him made his stomach sink. She smiled faintly, but her words carried a different weight. “Jeff, you are being rude,” she said. “You're interrupting.”

"What? Is he a friend of yours?" asked the stranger.

"No, not a stranger," Kayla said. She declined to introduce him. She didn't even mention him as her date.

The other man raised his eyebrows, clearly amused.

Jeff blinked, caught off guard. “Interrupting? I just—”

“Go sit down,” Kayla said firmly. She gestured toward a nearby table that sat empty a few feet away. “I'm talking to my new friend, Nick.”

Nick leaned back slightly, his grin widening. “Hello.” He extended a hand toward Jeff in a way that felt more mocking than polite. Jeff ignored it. His face burned. He wanted to protest, to remind her that he had just fetched her drink, that she had asked him to be here. Despite all of the obvious counterarguments, the authority in her voice left no room for argument. He nodded stiffly and moved to the nearby table.

He sat with his beer and tried to stare down at the phone, like he thought he might be able to see the future in those tiny bubbles. The cocktail he had chosen for her sat untouched on the booth beside Nick’s arm. He listened to their voices, though the music and the chatter around him made it difficult to catch every word.

Kayla laughed at something Nick said. Her laugh was light and genuine, not the reserved chuckle she gave strangers. She leaned toward him, her hair slipping over her shoulder, the hem of her skirt brushing against her knees. Nick spoke in a low, steady tone that carried confidence, the kind of confidence Jeff had never possessed.

Jeff’s stomach churned as he compared himself to the man in front of him. Nick was taller, stronger, and more handsome. His jaw was square, his posture certain, and his voice steady. He looked like someone who belonged in a glossy advertisement, someone who never worried about being enough.

At one point, Nick asked, “So what about that guy?"

Kayla’s laugh carried above the music, bright and careless. “I can do whatever I want.”

The words echoed in Jeff’s head, each syllable like a stone slamming against his skull. He gripped his beer harder, his knuckles pale against the glass. Part of him yearned to stand, to walk out of the bar and never look back. He imagined stepping into the night, breathing fresh air, and letting the cool wind wash the confusion from his mind. He imagined turning the key in his car, driving away, and leaving behind all of the unnamed doubts that had clung to him since the beginning.

Then again, he was wearing his chastity cage.

But then he looked at her again. Kayla’s smile, the curve of her lips as she laughed, the way her eyes shone when she leaned close to Nick. Even when she looked at someone else, Jeff couldn't tear his gaze away. He remembered the softness of her hand in his during the walk from the theater. He remembered the heat of her kisses in the dark. He remembered the excitement of leaning into her palm to take the candy she had offered him.

He loved her. The truth of it pressed against his chest with undeniable force. He loved her even if it meant sitting here while she laughed with another man. He loved her, even if it meant swallowing the sting of jealousy that threatened to consume him.

The minutes stretched into long, aching intervals. Jeff sat with his beer, silent, watching them. Nick’s hand rested casually on the booth near Kayla’s shoulder. She made no move to shift away. She tilted her head and whispered something that made him grin. Jeff couldn't hear the words, but the sight alone was enough to twist his insides.

He searched for the strength to stand, to walk out, to free himself from the scene unfolding before him. His heart screamed for escape, but his body remained still. That hungry love and eager excitement held him in place, tethering him with invisible threads that he could not cut.

His beer grew warm in his hand. He lifted it to his lips now and then, more for something to do than out of any real desire to drink. Each swallow tasted flat, but he forced it down anyway.

Kayla glanced at him once, her eyes brushing over him before returning to Nick. The look carried no apology or recognition of his silent torment. It was as though he were part of the scenery, another piece of the crowded bar that did not require her attention.

Jeff swallowed hard, forcing down the lump in his throat. He told himself he could endure this. He told himself that being near her, even like this, was better than being without her. He told himself that love meant patience, sacrifice, and acceptance.

The music throbbed through the air. Laughter rose from nearby tables. Glasses clinked. Life moved on around him, but Jeff sat in his corner, anchored by devotion and fear. He had no idea how long Kayla would stay with Nick or what she might say next, but he knew with painful certainty that he would remain exactly where he was, waiting.

Then she slid out of the booth, and she laughed again. Right before she leaned forward and whispered something to him. The other guy nodded, leaned back, and Jeff was finally able to enjoy that real swell of hope at the pit of his stomach and up into his chest.

She was done.

She was done with that, stranger, and she was ready to leave.

"Come along," she said to Jeff. She grabbed him by his hand, lacing her fingers through his. She tugged and he followed.

They headed out into the cool night air, and he glanced over at her. He wanted to say something. He had to speak.

He got into his car, and he started driving, and he couldn't think of anything to say. For her part, she played on her phone.

Again and again, Jeff searched for the strength to confront her. He wanted to argue with her. He wanted to insist that she had messed up tonight.

Even so, there was that other idea or image playing at the back of his head. It was this toxic, creeping idea that seemed to take root in the foundation of his thoughts.

He was thinking about Kayla, but this fantasy didn't include Jeff himself. Instead, he was an observer. He was off to the side, kneeling or sitting, his knees held together, and his hands on his lap because he couldn't participate. He couldn't even pleasure himself.

And instead, there would be that guy, Nick, and Kayla together. They could make out there on the bed. Maybe he would brush his hands along her breasts, cupping those mounds. She would moan beneath him, eager to feel his touch explore every inch of her skin. And maybe he would tell her to strip, and she would obey.

After all, he was a different kind of man. In Jeff's relationship with Kayla, she was a female supremacist. With this guy, she could be something else.

Jeff wanted to turn back to her and insist that she was a hypocrite. He wanted to laugh in her face and say something about how she was willing to compromise all of her beliefs, so long as it meant she could be with a guy like Nick.

And yet, something held him back.

At first, he couldn't name it.

Finally, he realized what his problem was.

He was scared. It felt absurd, yet there was that cold pit of fear right there in his abdomen. He rubbed his hands along the steering wheel, and he continued to drive with his eyes focused on the road, yet Jeff kept thinking about that other man. He didn't understand how arousal and dread could combine like this, but it didn't matter. The sensations were there, whether he liked them or not.

"What's my boy thinking?"

They had rolled to a stop, now he glanced over at Kayla. She was just as beautiful as before. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he tried to say something. "Go on," she encouraged him. "Speak, boy." Immediately, he flashed back to being in her house, down on his hands and knees, collared and leashed, all because he didn't know how to say no to this beautiful girl.

"I'm just frustrated," he blurted out.

"And what would you have to be frustrated about?" Kayla asked him.

"I'm wearing a chastity cage!"

"And it's good for you," she said.

"No, it's not. It's driving me crazy!"

"It's driving you crazy because he don't have any self-control," she said. "Let's work on that when we get back to my place."

"Kayla, I don't think that's a good idea."

She turned her head, and her eyes narrowed. Her lips hardened, and he instantly regretted those words. Quickly, he stuttered out, "I, I'm sorry, Mistress. I just don't think…"

She spoke up, interrupting him, "Then it's a good thing that you don't really need to think, isn't it? You just want to be a good slave for me. Say it."

"I just want to be a good slave for you, Mistress."

"And if you're a very good slave and prove your loyalty to me tonight, then maybe I will let you out of your chastity cage."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, tightening his grip on the steering wheel again. He didn't even know that was possible.

Just a few minutes later, he rolled up in front of her house.

She got out, she circled the vehicle, and yet he still sat there in the driver's seat. She tapped on the window, and he rolled it down.

"You're coming inside with me," she informed him.

That was his chance; Jeff could have taken that moment to look right into her eyes, shake his head, and say something like, "I have my dignity, and I'm not going to sacrifice it by letting you push me around." Even as those ideas occurred to him, he already knew the truth. He started moving without thinking, opening the door, and then she grabbed his hand again. She brought him up the steps, through the front door, and right down the hall.

It was only there, once she closed the bedroom door behind her, that she turned and faced him, grabbed him and kissed him. She pushed him up against the wall, and his body seemed to melt against hers. He couldn't help it. The arousal doubled. It tripled! The excitement flooded his system, making it impossible for him to think about anything other than this girl, her body, and exactly what he hoped to feel next.

"What are you?"

Knowing that the wrong answer could ruin his chances of freedom, Jeff quickly panted back, "I’m your slave."

"On your knees," she said, stepping back.

Doubt crept through his body, but he still obeyed. He dropped down in front of her, and then she extended her right foot. "Kiss my shoe," she said.

He obeyed, bending forward, brushing his lips along her shoe, and giving her one quick kiss after another. At the same time, she told him, "That's right, Jeff. From the first moment I saw you at that restaurant, I knew I could own you. And now you're going to be my good and obedient boy. You want to be my boyfriend, don't you? You want to be completely loyal and utterly dedicated to me. That's what female supremacy means. A woman like me can have a boy like you. I can own you. I own more than just your cock, don't I?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said, turning those words into the most basic admission. "You, you own my body, mind and soul."

"Yes, I do," she said. "And that's why you're going to perform for me tonight."

"How?"

"You want to prove yourself, don't you? That means you have to pass a little test of loyalty."

"I don't understand," he told her.

"I know," she said. "Strip for me."

She stepped over to the closet. As she turned her back to him, he glanced down at his shirt. He worked the buttons, and he shrugged it off. Next, he went for his shoes, pants, socks and underwear. Before long, he was naked once again, and then he watched as she turned around. That was when she held up something for him to see.

"I'm thinking about letting you out of your chastity cage," she said. "But if I'm going to do that, I want to make sure you are properly equipped."

Distantly, he heard those words, yet Jeff was fixated on the dirty white of the garment she held up by the shoulders. Within a few seconds, he had to ask, "Is that a straitjacket?"

"Yes," she replied. "Stand up, pull out your arms, and get ready."

He was naked except for the cage between his legs. Even so, he rose to his feet, and he lifted his arms. He understood that this was the only way she would let him out of the chastity cage. Along the way, she stroked him, gliding her fingers along his buttocks, up the small of his back, then down his legs. Wherever her touch went, little tingles of sparkling arousal followed. He lifted his chin, whimpered, and was tempted to beg for more.

She drew his arms tight over his chest and secured the straps, one after another. She tightened those buckles, and then it was done.

"Good," she said. "Now, I want you to kneel."

"What? Why?"

"Because I told you, too, and you belong to me, so you're going to obey me," she said, her breath hot in his ear.

He obeyed. He fell to his knees, and the movement felt awkward, especially since he couldn't use his arms for balance. Then she pushed something down underneath his ankles. He glanced to his left, and he saw that it was some kind of wooden board, only it came equipped with a set of leather straps. These were going on his wrists. They went on his ankles…

She secured his left side first, followed by his right. And when she was done, she smiled at him. She stepped around him, and she looked down into his eyes. "Can you stand up right now?"

Immediately, he tried to extend his legs, only to feel the restraints. Her system was perfect. Without the use of his arms and with his legs spread, he couldn't get up!

"Good boy," she said. That was the exact instant, when her doorbell rang.

"Who is that?" Jeff demanded, as though she could already see through the front door. She couldn't. Still, she strolled across the room, touched the doorknob, and glanced in his direction. "I expect you to be quiet, at least at first."

"But you said you might let me out of the chastity cage!"

"Not yet," she said. "Maybe not at all."

"But, but…"

"Quiet," she chided him.

Then she skipped down the hallway, and he watched as she disappeared. Her ponytail bounced against the nape of her neck, and then he heard their voices.

"Thank you for the invitation," came a deep, sonorous voice.

Nick!

Jeff didn't want to, yet he instantly recognized that deep voice.

"I'm so glad you could make it," she said.

Jeff braced himself to hear some smug response. Instead, he listened as his girlfriend let out that quick squeak of surprise. Then there was the sound of lips smacking against one another. Immediately, Jeff pictured that image: a beautiful girl and a handsome guy. The guy arrived, and he grabbed her, maybe even pulling her off of her feet before he kissed her, their lips pressing against one another.

Jeff had kissed that girl; he knew how intensely amazing it could feel, only now he was stuck there, trapped in a straitjacket with the chastity device between his legs and those restraints on his ankles.

Desperation doubled his strength as he tried to buck and thrash against those ties, yet he was stuck there, down on his knees at that awkward angle. Even if he had been able to stand, he wouldn't have been able to stop them, especially since his arms were trapped in a straitjacket. He turned his body to the left, then the right. He twisted, straining with every ounce of strength he possessed. Just like his cock, the rest of his body was now trapped.

The door burst open, the knob slamming against the wall. Then they stumbled in together, and Nick didn't notice the trapped boyfriend down on his knees. Instead, those two were making out, and he threw her onto the bed, his gaze fixed entirely on that beautiful, dark haired girl. Apparently, Jeff wasn't the only one who could get ensnared by that amazingly pretty face and that incredible body.

He pounced, grabbing her, wrapping his arms around her, and kissing her.

For long minutes, they made out right there on the bed. For every second, Jeff stared. He blinked as his eyes got dry, yet he still couldn't turn away, all because he was terrified of what he might see next, yet he still couldn't close his eyes, bow his head down, or hide from the truth.

Then she nudged Nick back, and Kayla sat up. She leaned over, and she pointed as she giggled.

Finally, Nick turned, and that was when he found that other boy down on his knees, trapped, restrained, and on display.

"Seriously?" Nick didn't sound surprised. Instead, there was just that chortling amusement in his voice, but he couldn't believe any man could be this pathetic. Then again, Nick seemed to nod, as though he came to the obvious conclusion: Jeff wasn't a real man. He was some loser who had allowed himself to fall into that position.

"Do you mind putting on a show?"

"I don't mind it all," he said. Then he leaned over, and she giggled again, right before he pulled off her dress. He unzipped it, and he yanked it off, practically tearing through the fabric. Within seconds, she was down to her bra and panties, but those didn't last. While Nick remained fully clothed, Kayla lost one layer after another until her breasts were on display, and then she leaned over and whispered something else. "I don't do that," he said.

"Can you reposition my slave for me?"

"A slave? Seriously?"

"Absolutely," Kayla replied, obviously proud of her property. "I mean, look at him. He makes good money, and he does whatever I say. I love it." Her incisors cut through the air as she made that bold declaration.

Nick walked over to the bound boy, and then he dragged that board forward, pulling the slave along. Suddenly, Jeff was kneeling, only now he was just a few inches away from the edge of the bed. Kayla repositioned herself, and she casually spread her legs before reaching out and pulling his head down between her inner thighs. She didn't ask for permission, nor did she tell him what she was going to do. Instead, his lips moved along her pussy, and he understood the expectation.

"If you don't do it, I will definitely lose that key, and I will never bother to hang out with you again." It was such a casual comment, yet he heard the truth in those words. This wasn't an idle threat; she meant it!

The terror from before doubled, so now he licked, swiping his tongue up and down with those frantic movements. At the same time, he opened his eyes, and he saw something blurry in his peripheral vision. She had reached over, and she slid her hand down into Nick's pants. As Jeff serviced her, she was stroking and squeezing, fondling and massaging that man's powerful erection.

Jeff needed to do something. He had to say something. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut, yet the afterimages had already been burned into his eyes. He couldn't hide from the reality of what was happening.

While Jeff serviced this beautiful girl, she had fun with someone else. She was teasing him and tormenting him.

Nick grunted with satisfaction as he enjoyed those sensations. Then again, there was no chance that a man like him could be locked in a chastity cage. Only someone desperate and pathetic like Jeff could fall this far…Those were the easy and obvious conclusions.

At that instant, Jeff couldn't even argue. Instead, he kept licking, gliding his tongue along her wet opening. She pressed on the back of his skull, so he went in deeper. The tip of his tongue slid over her swollen clit, all as she moaned and enjoyed herself.

Then she tightened her grip on his hair, and she pulled him back. "Your turn," she said.

"That was hot," Nick said.

"What do you think of that, slave? This man thought it was hot. What about you? Are you excited right now?" Kayla turned back, and she had her eyes aimed down at Jeff.

"Yes," he admitted, already aware that this girl would be able to see if he tried to lie to her.

"You're lucky you get to watch, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And I bet you want me to let you out the chastity cage, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Beg him. He's going to be the one who decides," Kayla told Jeff.

Jeff's eyes widened, his lips parted, and he couldn't actually speak. Something inside of him seemed to lock up at that instant, like his brain and his body simply froze.

"I'm not hearing any begging," she said simply.

Breathing faster and realizing this could be his only opportunity, Jeff looked up at that other guy. "Please. Please, sir." Immediately, he regretted that last word. Still, he had to keep going! No matter what this cost him, Jeff had to get out of his chastity cage. He couldn't take this, not with that frustrated passion burning hot across his frame. He could feel it along every inch of his skin. He needed to get off! He longed for that relief more than he had craved anything else at any other point in his entire life!

"Please, sir. Please, would you let me out of the chastity cage? Please, I can't take this! I'm horny all the time, and I can't even think clearly! I have to do whatever she says because she teased me and locked me up. Please, let me out! Please?"

"No," Nick said.

No?

Jeff heard that single word, yet he couldn't understand it.

That was the moment when she slipped off of the bed, she opened a drawer, and he hoped that she would be coming back with the key. Perhaps she had changed her mind. Better yet, Kayla may have decided that she didn't like the idea of giving this man that kind of authority. First, she barely knew him. Second, she was a female supremacist! As such, she wasn't going to let a man make an important decision like this.

"You heard him," she said with a shrug.

Jeff turned, and he opened his mouth, which gave her the perfect opportunity to slide the ball gag between his lips. She shoved it between his teeth. She secured the straps, locking them behind his head. Just like that, she gagged him! He tried to spit it out, but it was no use. He couldn't talk! Instead, he could only watch…

Then she threw herself down onto the bed, raised her arms, and spread her legs.

With a grin aimed at Jeff for just a second, Nick turned back to his latest conquest. He unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and launched himself forward. He grabbed onto that girl, positioned his hardened manhood right over her pussy, and then he pushed down.

They were about to have sex. She was going to have sex with this man.

He pushed down, thrusting into her. Nick claimed this girl. Her political beliefs, whether real or imagined, no longer mattered because he was on top, and Nick was enjoying himself. He got to feel the tight heat of this beautiful girl as he pushed down, drew back, only to thrust again and again. At the same time, she moaned, arched her back, and wiggled her hips for him. She squirmed there even as he held her down and took exactly what he wanted.

Pretty soon, he was grunting, and she was screaming. In truth, Jeff had no idea how many minutes had actually gone by. From one second to the next, he watched, gagged and trapped in that straitjacket, locked in a chastity cage and utterly helpless.

Finally, Nick finished, and he ought to have himself cleaned up. He straightened his pants, he stretched his arms, and then he sauntered out. He was gone. He walked out through the front door, and Jeff flinched when he heard a close again.

For her part, Kayla rolled onto her side. She looked down at her slave, and there was this contented look on her face. "Don't worry," she said, yawning now. "I'll let you out of the straitjacket when I get up. In the meantime, you can just sit there and think about what you've learned." She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. Kayla wasn't in any rush, not when she knew her slave would be waiting for her right then and always.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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