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Trained in Chastity 
 
      
 
    We were hanging out one night, drinking some beers, watching some movies, relaxing. This was Melanie, and I could settle down around her. At work, I had to focus all of my energy on success. I had recently taken a position as a data analyst. There was a lot of pressure. If my reports weren't good enough, if my conclusions didn't prove to be sufficiently pressing it, then I could get fired any minute. 
 
    But this was a Friday night. I didn't have to worry about any of that stuff, especially because I had my best friend right there. 
 
    Sometimes I wondered about our relationship. I glanced over at Melanie a couple of times, furtively wondering what it would be like to kiss her or touch her. 
 
    We met in high school when we were forced to do a presentation together in freshman English. Over the next couple of years, we stayed mildly friendly with one another. Then it turned out that we decided to go to the same college. We started hanging out, having lunch, meeting new people together. It was always nice to have a wing man, even if that person turned out to be a girl. 
 
    When she started dating a guy, I did my best to be a supportive friend. When they broke up, I was there for her again. We were just friends. That was fine. I had my own girlfriends. 
 
    But at this point, we're both single. And with all that alcohol sloshing around my brain, thinking of Melanie in a more romantic sense was a lot easier. 
 
    Our second movie came to an end, and she turned to me. Without any sort of provocation or lead-in, she said, "Tell me a secret." 
 
    I looked at her, raising an eyebrow. "What?" 
 
    "Come on. We've been friends for years, but I feel like I don't know any of your secrets." 
 
    "You know that I was thinking about majoring in Art History for a while," I said, smirking at her. 
 
    Melanie reached for the bucket of popcorn, and she grabbed some kernels. She threw them at me, letting the little puffs bounce against my face. 
 
    "No, I'm serious. I want a real secret!" 
 
    To delay the inevitable, I took a sip from my beer. There was something I wanted to tell her. 
 
    The idea jumped into my head right away, probably because I hadn't shared it with anyone, not my girlfriends, definitely none of my friends. There is this one point, this fantasy that no one else in the entire world knew about me. 
 
    "No. I don't think it’d be a good idea," I said. 
 
    "Tell me," she commanded. Her face became dangerously taut. Fear pounded through me for some reason. This was Melanie, and yet she suddenly intimidated me. I scooted back toward the arm rest, pressing my body into the cushion. Then she grinned, like this was all just some sort of silly game. 
 
    "Come on, Jake. Tell me!" 
 
    I swallowed, immediately glancing over at my bedroom door. Since we had just graduated little while ago, I was still living in my college apartment. At least I didn't have roommates anymore. After graduating, they had decided to move out. 
 
    "What is it? What are you hiding?" Melanie asked, her eyes following my gaze like a predator. 
 
    "Nothing," I said quickly, but this was Melanie. She was my best friend. Of course, she knew that I was lying. 
 
    "Tell me. Please?" 
 
    She seemed to alternate so easily between cajoling and domineering. I gulped again, swallowing back my trepidation. No, I wasn't going to tell her. No, I wasn't going to give up this secret. My nostrils flared, and I shook my head again. 
 
    "If you don't tell me, I'm going to leave right now." 
 
    "No. Please, don't," I said. But why did I want her to stay so badly? 
 
    Probably because she was beautiful and smart and funny. Not only that, she was such a welcome balm compared to the rest of my life. At work, it felt like I spent ten hours per day with a bunch of snapping lizards, each one cold blooded and hungry. No one could be nice to anyone else. No one could support anyone else. It was garbage. I really had to find a new job. 
 
    But this is my first real position in my career, so I wasn't going to mess it up. No, I shook my head. "I really don't want you to go." 
 
    "Then tell me your secret. Come on. We're friends. You think I'm going to judge you?" She grinned at me, her smile beaming brightly. "I promise, I'm not going to judge you." 
 
    "Ihaveachastityfetish," I said through the tipsy haze. 
 
    At first, I instinctively kept my eyes down. But then, after a few seconds of silence, I glanced back up at her. Did she even hear what I had said? Probably not. 
 
    Only then, she grinned, pulling her lips back as her eyes got delightfully demure. "You have a chastity fetish?" Melanie asked, enunciating each syllable with perfect clarity. 
 
    I didn't know what to say. Was I supposed to backpedal? Was I supposed to start laughing and insist that was just a joke? 
 
    But I looked at her for a couple more seconds, my heart pounded, and I made a decision. I wanted to tell her. It was a secret. She wanted a secret. We were friends. I trusted her. 
 
    Big mistake. 
 
    "Yes," I said in a small voice, almost like I thought she was going to jump up and leave this fast as she could. 
 
    "Interesting," she said, nodding her head down and up.  
 
    "You know that means?" I asked. 
 
    "It means that you like the idea of losing control of your sex drive, right? You want to wear a chastity cage, presumably so that someone else can keep the key and put you through some period of denial. Am I right?" 
 
    She was. 
 
    My lips parted, my jaw falling open. Seriously, what was I supposed to say to that? 
 
    "How do you know about this?" I asked, though even as I spoke, my cock started to harden in my pants. 
 
    "I've been around the Internet," she said, whispering conspiratorially, like this was some big deal. 
 
    "Anyway, we only talk about it," I said, waiting for her to laugh or tell me that it was gross. 
 
    Instead, she disregarded my point altogether. "Do you have one?" 
 
    "What?" I asked, pretending I didn't know what she meant. 
 
    "Do you have one?" Melanie repeated. "Do you have a chastity cage? That's what they're called, right?" 
 
    "Something like that," I muttered. 
 
    "Well?" She kept smiling at me, her expression lit with mischief. "Do you have one?" 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    She sat up, practically leaping to her feet. "You do! You have a chastity device!" This time, she started giggling. Then she waved her hands through the air, almost like she thought she would be able to expunge the laughter this way. "Sorry. I'm sorry. It's not funny." 
 
    "It's not a big deal," I said, looking away. Why did we have to talk about this? Why did I have to tell her in the first place? 
 
    "Can I see it?" At this point, she got her laughter under control, and now she aimed her gaze right at me. "Please?" 
 
    For some reason, hearing her ask so politely and hopefully made the adrenaline spin through my body. Maybe it was the beer or maybe it was something else. Either way, I got up, and I walked back toward my bedroom. I opened the door, and I closed behind me. I was breathing heavily. 
 
    All the while, I told myself that she was just curious. She only wanted to see it, so this wasn't a big deal. 
 
    It was Melanie, after all. We were friends, just friends. Nothing else. Nothing else was going to happen. And yet, there was excitement permeating me. It seemed to radiate outward from my core. I went to my top drawer, and I opened it. There, I found a small box wedged up in the back corner. 
 
    I pulled it out, and I looked at the package. The device was inside. I had worn it once or twice, yet it never gave me the thrill I had really hoped for. Playing with chastity alone wasn't that much fun. It certainly didn't match the vivid quality of my fantasies. 
 
    I walked back out into the living room, and Melanie sat with her hands on the back of the couch as she watched me. 
 
    "Is that it?" She practically hopped up and down with impatience. "Is that it?" 
 
    Silently, I held the small cardboard box out to her. She snatched it from my hand, and she popped the top open. Then, very carefully, like she worried she might break it if she moved to quickly, Melanie pulled out the chastity cage. There it was, each piece cleverly fitted together. 
 
    "This is fascinating," she said. 
 
    "It's just a toy," I told her, pretending that I didn't really care about it one way or the other. 
 
    "No. This is important," she said. "This is important to you, so it's important to me." She nodded her head. Before I could say anything else or reach back to take the cage from her, she rolled her shoulders. "Have you worn it with any of your girls?" 
 
    "My girls?" I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    "You know, one of your ex-girlfriends," she clarified. 
 
    Immediately, I shook my head. Yeah, I had dated several girls. I had even had sex with some of them, but there had always been too much of a barrier between us. If I was really honest with myself, I had to admit that I didn't trust any of those girls enough to give them a key to a chastity device. 
 
    There was probably only one person I would trust that much...Right away, I slammed that thought down, refusing to knowledge it. No. No way. That wasn't going to happen. 
 
    Turning it from side to side, Melanie examined the chastity cage. She plucked at the small lock, letting it clank down against the solid plastic. 
 
    "How often do you wear it?" 
 
    "I've only put on a couple of times," I said, still not looking in her direction. 
 
    "You know, you really don't need to be embarrassed about this," Melanie said. That's when I glanced back at her face. From her yellow, blonde hair to her bright blue eyes, she really was very pretty. 
 
    "Here, I can put it away," I said, reaching out for the box. She let me take it, but then she grinned again. "Or you could put it on." 
 
    "What?" I couldn't believe what I was hearing. 
 
    "I'm serious," she said. Then she picked up her beer and took another sip. "It's not a big deal. We are both adults. Would you like to wear it for a little while? You could put it on." 
 
    "I, I..." 
 
    "Come on. Don't be a chicken. I know that guys get weird about their penises and everything, but it's just a toy, and we are friends. Besides, I wanted a secret. This is a really good one." 
 
    My breathing came in shallow gasps, my heart was pounding, and I didn't know what to do. I glanced over at the door. I have the small box in my hands now. I could just bring it right back into my bedroom and stow it away. I could pretend that none of this had ever happened, that we never shared this conversation and she didn't know about my secret desires. 
 
    "Okay. I'll put it on," I said. 
 
    She clapped her hands together, squealing happily. She even leaned back and swung her feet through the air. Then she seemed to realize that this wasn't the correct tone to strike. "Okay...Okay." 
 
    "Turn around." 
 
    "No. I'm not going to turn around. Just put it on," she ordered. Before I could protest, she continued, "If I'm going to see you in a chastity cage, then I'm still going to see your guy parts no matter what. So it's not a big deal." 
 
    My best friend was about to see me mostly naked. I could hardly believe it. 
 
    Gulping, I didn't turn around. Instead, I reached for the belt from my pants. I unbuckled it. I pulled the belt loose, slowly. I took my time, mostly because I kept thinking that Melanie was going to change her mind. As far as I could tell, this wasn't going to happen. I kept thinking that she would lift her hands and wag her fingers and say that she needed me to stop. 
 
    But I pulled the belt away, and I unbuttoned my pants, and then I started to pull them down. All the while, I kept looking at her. 
 
    And I found something on her face. 
 
    Excitement. 
 
    Yes, my best friend was genuinely excited to see this. For some reason, her face was flushed, and she didn't look away. Then I lifted up my shirt, exposing my cock. I was hard. 
 
    "Wow. You really do like chastity cages, don't you?" She grinned, and I was tempted to turn around. "It's okay. Just give yourself a couple of seconds. I'm sure you can get smaller again." 
 
    Closing my eyes, I shook my head. I didn't want to look at her, especially at that moment. Seeing Melanie turned me on. Just being this close, with my pants pulled down was enough to send shivers of excited energy running through my body. 
 
    "No. I don't think it's going to work." 
 
    "Keep your eyes closed," she said. Then she got up, and she started walking. 
 
    With my pants down, I really did feel like I needed to listen to her. Simultaneously, I started to imagine this nightmare scenario where she was utterly disgusted with me despite everything she had said. So now, she was heading toward the front door, and she would leave. Just like that, she would be gone, utterly horrified by my secret, she would not be my friend anymore. 
 
    Only then, I heard her footsteps head toward the small kitchen. She opened the fridge. Or maybe it was the freezer. Seconds later, I picked up on the sounds of ice clinking into a glass. 
 
    What was she doing? 
 
    "Keep them closed," she ordered. There was something teasing, almost chiding in her voice. My shaft remained hard, and then she came up to me. She grabbed my hands and pulled in behind my back. Crossing my wrists, she pressed my limbs against the small of my back. 
 
    "Don't move," she whispered. 
 
    Later on, I would wonder if she had been intentionally teasing me. After all, her breath was sultry and warm against the contours of my ear. 
 
    But at that moment, I didn't know was going to happen. My heart kept booming, my breathing came in quick little puffs, and I still didn't know what to expect. She put one arm around me, pushing her body against mine. Then she used her free hand to touch a cube of ice to my cock. 
 
    I squealed. This girlish yelp escaped my lips, and that made her laugh. 
 
    She rubbed the cube of ice up and down my cock, draining the heat away from my body. I shivered, and I tried to break away, but Melanie was surprisingly strong. 
 
    Bizarrely, I kept my eyes closed. And my erection eventually faded. With my cock flaccid, I still didn't know what was going on. She grabbed the box from me, and she let me go. 
 
    I didn't know if I was supposed to open my eyes are not, so I kept them closed. "What are you doing now?" I asked. 
 
    Then I felt it. She brought a plastic ring up around the base of my scrotum. She was putting in on me! 
 
    Realizing this, I started to think about what would it feel like and how it would look. Even so, I couldn't open my eyes. Anxiety paralyzed me. 
 
    "Don't get excited. If you do, I'm just going to have to use more ice on you," she taunted. Or maybe she really meant it. Either way, I didn't question her. 
 
    Melanie connected the next piece. Finally, there was the third part of the chastity cage, the tube. 
 
    "Get ready," she said. She took my shrunken cock in her hand, and she slid the tube up over my member. Then she latched it into place. She made sure the connections were nice and strong, and then she secured all of them together with the small padlock. 
 
    Click. 
 
    I registered that sound and shivered. I couldn't help myself. 
 
    "There. That wasn't so bad, now was it?" 
 
    She touched the underside of my chin. She forced me to lift my head. "Open your eyes, Jake." Her voice was the strange mixture of command and consolation. 
 
    I gulped once and then obeyed. There she was right in front of me. She stepped back, nodding down toward my crotch. Instinctively, I looked downward at her behest. 
 
    Sure enough, I was wearing the chastity cage. 
 
    But what about the...? 
 
    Lifting my head, I saw what she held in her hand. She let it dangle in front of me. "I guess this is mine now," she said, letting the key sway from side to side. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "That's what you really want, isn't it? You want to have someone hold your key? Well, I'm volunteering. From now on, Jake, I control your orgasms." 
 
    "No. That's not what I wanted," I began to say. 
 
    My best friend stepped forward, and she touched one finger to my mouth, silencing me immediately. Was it the fact that I now wore a chastity cage? Is that why I let her control the conversation so easily? 
 
    "Don't argue with me. If you argue with me, I might decide to punish you." 
 
    "What? You can't punish me," I said. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" Then she winked. After that, she tapped my cheek. "Don't worry about it, Jake. I'm sure you're going to be fine. But you know, it's getting late, and I should leave. Thank you for a lovely night." She grabbed her coat, and she walked back toward the door. With my pants still bunched around my ankles and my cock now trapped in a cage, I didn't know what to do or what to say. 
 
    My best friend disappeared out into the hallway. She closed the door behind her. 
 
    What had I gotten myself into? 
 
      
 
    Sleeping in a chastity cage was different. For one, I was turned on. 
 
    I could no longer have any kind of erection. My shaft would start to inflate, hardening, only to get stuck at the boundaries of my cage. It took a lot of willpower, but I managed to calm down enough to mostly fall asleep. 
 
    I was lucky. It was a Friday. I didn't have any projects that required me to go into the office over the weekend. And yet, sleeping had proved to be extremely challenging. I woke up, still aroused, still eager for an orgasm. 
 
    I reached down under the covers, sliding my hand into my sweatpants. And I found it, the ring up around my scrotum, the tube trapping my shaft. Exhaling through my teeth, I looked up at the ceiling, and I started thinking of Melanie. 
 
    Yeah, that didn't help me calm down. 
 
    What was I going to do? Seriously, what was I going to do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I told myself that I was going to have to wait her out. At some point, she would get bored of this. 
 
    I got up, and I took a shower. I washed myself off as best I could. All the while, I could feel that extra weight dangling from between my legs. It was a reminder of what I had on, a reminder of just how helpless I had become in the face of my best friend. 
 
    Still wearing my chastity cage, I got dressed again after I toweled off. I went into my kitchen, and I stared at the sink full of dishes. I hated doing the dishes, but this needed to be done, I told myself. So I swallowed and I walked over to the sink. I turned on the hot water, and I got to work. 
 
    Scrub, rinse, repeat. Scrub, rinse, repeat. From one dish and the next, I worked. All the while, I imagined what I was going to say to Melanie when I saw her again. 
 
    How was I supposed to play this? Should I just pretend that I wasn't wearing a chastity device, that she didn't have the only key to my sexuality? 
 
    I shivered, this excitement running down my back. 
 
    Of course, I had fantasized about chastity on numerous occasions. But in each of those imagined scenarios, I was with some hot girlfriend. I was with someone who wanted to be with me, someone who would enjoy tormenting me, only to release me so that we could eventually have sex. Maybe. Probably. 
 
    I shook my head quickly. I had to stop thinking about sex. If I started thinking about sex, then my cock would try to get hard. More to the point, I would inevitably begin to think about the girl holding my key. 
 
    When I finished the dishes, I looked to down between my legs. Some her perverse sense of curiosity prompted me to explore my captivity. I don't know why I did it. Call it fascination. Call it something else altogether. In any case, I pulled down my pants and my boxers. And then I reached for the cage. 
 
    I started wonder if I could get it off. 
 
    Glancing to my left and right, like I worried Melanie might pop out at any moment, I decided to take the risk. This was a nice chastity cage, not the best or most expensive. But what if I really wanted to get it off? 
 
    Obviously, I could go to the hospital. I was sure that they would have ways of extricating me. And yet, the humiliation would be way, way too much. More to the point, I knew that my bosses donated a lot of money to all the local hospitals. If I showed up at the ER complaining of a chastity cage, I could be fairly certain that my bosses would hear about it, and my career would be ruined. 
 
    No, that wasn't an option. It wasn't something I wanted to mess around with. 
 
    So could I get it off without the key? 
 
    That was the question that kept buzzing at the back of my head, tormenting me with various possibilities. I reached down, and I started to pull on the cage. At this point, my cock was pretty hard, or at least as hard as he could get within the cage. That made it even harder to remove the tube. I pulled and tugged as gingerly as I could. Obviously, I didn't want to risk hurting myself. 
 
    After one, two, three, no four full minutes, I gave up. My skin was hot, and I was panting. 
 
    Just the risk of hurting myself was enough to make me really, really nervous. 
 
    I was stuck. 
 
    This stupid grin splashed across my face. I was actually locked in chastity. 
 
    How many times had I fantasized about a moment like this? 
 
    But this wasn't a fantasy. It was a reality. 
 
    So what was I going to do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The answer came to me all at once, clear, concise, and painfully undeniable. There was nothing I could do. Unless I wanted to go call Melanie and beg for the key, I wasn't going to be able to get out of this. 
 
    I went back into the bedroom and grabbed my phone. I clicked the button on the side. The opening screen came to life, and there, I saw it. One text message and one missed call. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, a little bit surprised. 
 
    The call was from Melanie. 
 
    The text message was also from my best friend. I raised an eyebrow and opened it up. I only saw two words, each one staring back at me. Call me. 
 
    I didn't know how to interpret the tone of her text. Normally, she loved emojis, little happy faces or dancing puppies, even when they weren't appropriate for the content of her messages. I shrugged, immediately tapping her name under my menu. The call connected. It rang several times, buzzing the digital tone against my ear. 
 
    "Hello?" I asked. 
 
    "How're you feeling?" She sounded...chipper, like there was something she wished to share with me. Immediately, I started to wonder if this would be a good time to ask for the key. 
 
    "I'm okay," I said cautiously. How was I supposed to broach the subject? Because, to be completely honest, I really wanted to masturbate. Hearing her voice redoubled that desire. 
 
    "That's good to hear. I was hoping you could come over today." 
 
    "Because you want to give me something?" 
 
    "In a manner of speaking," she said. Okay, good. She wanted to finish this game. You give me the key, and I take off a chastity device, and we could pretend this never happened. "There are some things I want you to do. So yes, I'm going to give you something. I'm going to give you orders." 
 
    "Excuse me?" 
 
    "Jake, get over here as soon as you can. If you make me wait for a long time, I might have to punish you." Then she laughed, like this was a joke, but she hung up. 
 
    I pulled my phone away from my ear and stared down at the screen. The standard background was right there with the different icons. I could have called her back. Somehow, I already knew she wasn't going to pick up. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    What had I gotten myself into? 
 
      
 
    I got dressed. I pulled on some clean pants, shirt, my shoes and socks. Then I grabbed my coat, along with my keys and wallet and phone. After that, I drove through my neighborhood, a couple more blocks, over to her apartment complex. 
 
    All the while, I was straining to concentrate. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, thinking about how she had teased me and taunted me. 
 
    Giving me orders? What the hell was that all about? 
 
    Immediately, I started thinking of a fantasy, one where a woman put a guy in chastity, only to enslave him. But in that scenario, they had been married. There were already these different bases at play, so it made sense. Melanie and I had never been together. It wasn't like we even flirted. 
 
    Theoretically, it should have been impossible, but we were two people, male and female, single, and we never entertained ideas of having sex. 
 
    So what was she playing at? What was this game supposed to be? 
 
    Not understanding the rules, I parked in one of the uncovered spaces outside of her building. Then I went up. I took the stairs two at a time. I ran hard, feeling my chastity cage with every step. 
 
    Finally, I stood in front of her door, just as I'd done many times before. But this time was different. I was nervous, especially with the adrenaline running through my body. This was different. This was new. 
 
    When the door opened, Melanie stood there, leaning with this big grin splashed across her face. Her eyes practically sparkled with mischievous delight. "Jake, it's really good to see you. Get in here." She snapped her fingers and pointed, like I needed the instructions. 
 
    "What do you think you're doing?" I asked. 
 
    "I gave you a command. If you don't get in here, they're going to be consequences." 
 
    "This isn't a game, Melanie," I retorted. 
 
    "You know, chastity can be really hard, especially if you know that you have a timeline. Maybe you don't get out of it for a week or a month or longer. And maybe if you piss me off, I add more time to your sentence." 
 
    My sentence? She made it sound like I was a prisoner or something. 
 
    Pushing away from the door frame, Melanie stood up. She took a step back and beckoned me for one finger. 
 
    I gulped again, nervous. I stepped across the threshold, and she closed the door. "There we go. That wasn't so hard, now was it, Jake?" I didn't like the way she was using my name, addressing me like I was an underlying. 
 
    "What am I doing here?" I asked. 
 
    "Isn't it obvious?" 
 
    "No." I crossed my arms over my chest. 
 
    "You, my dear Jake, are here to do whatever I want." 
 
    I stared at her, refusing to react. 
 
    "So this is the thing. I woke up this morning, and I had your key. Now it's hidden, and you're not going to find it without my help. So if you ever want to get out of that chastity cage, you're going to have to do what I say." 
 
    I listened to her words, and I concentrated on keeping my features neutral. For the most part, I succeeded. My jaw didn't fall open or anything. But the rest of my body responded anyway. I could feel this cold run through my body. At the same time, my cheeks turned white. 
 
    "You have to be kidding me," I said. "You can't be serious." 
 
    Melanie raised a finger and wagged it from side to side. "I'm not kidding. I'm very, very serious. I get to do whatever I want with you now." And just like that, she hopped up and clapped her hands together. "Like right now, I want you to go do my dishes." 
 
    I stared at her, uncomprehending. Sure, the individual words made sense, but not when they were strung together. 
 
    "You can't do this!" 
 
    "Right now, I think I'm going to give you your key back at the end of the day. But every time you disobey me, I'm going to add more time. Maybe I will tell you how long it's going to be. Maybe I won't." She rolled her shoulders back in an amused to shrug, like it didn't really matter. 
 
    As I heard these words, my cock twitched. I couldn't believe it. I stared back at her. 
 
    I had to end this right then and right there. 
 
    "Look, Melanie, I don't know what you think you are trying to do, but this ends now. Give me the key." I held out my hand, palm up, as I waited for her to wilt. 
 
    She stared at me, her features placid. Then, the corners of her eyes started to crinkle with amusement. "No," she said with a cheerful chortle. "I don't think so." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Jake, you don't seem to understand what has happened. You let me enslave you," she declared. I blinked, uncomprehending, like I didn't know how to put those sounds together into a coherent words or ideas. "Oh, poor boy. You still think that you get to act like a person, is that it? You don't really understand what chastity slavery means, do you?" 
 
    Chastity slavery. I heard the words, and my cock twitched again in its cage. Simultaneously, I tried to look away, but Melanie reached out. Her hand went up to my cheek, forcing me to turn my head back to her. "Jake, you're mine now. Until I decide to let you out, I can make you do whatever I want, can't I?" 
 
    My best friend didn't wait for response. Instead, she tilted my head down and up, effectively forcing me to declare my loyalty with a gesture. "Yes. I own you," she said again. "I can make you do whatever I want. In fact, let's try this out right now." 
 
    I didn't understand what she meant, but Melanie grinned at me. "Keep your mouth shut. All I need you to do right now is strip. I want to see you naked and on your knees before me." Her voice seemed to stretch with delight as she said those words. It was almost like she had been waiting a very, very long time to let them out. 
 
    Then she stepped back, almost like a scientist waiting to see exactly what her experiment would do. 
 
    I dropped my head, my chin pressing into my chest. As my face flushed, I thought about all of this. How many times had I fantasized about losing control to a woman like Melanie? Only it had never actually been Melanie. It was supposed to be someone else, maybe a crush from office job, maybe some attractive teacher, something like that. Not Melanie. Never Melanie. 
 
    "I'm going to give you a couple of seconds. But if I count down to zero, I'm going to punish you. Remember. It can be a very long month or a very long year." 
 
    My sentence. She had called it. 
 
    As my throat tightened, I looked up at her. She was holding out five fingers. Then four, then three. 
 
    Something inside of me snapped, and I scrambled to obey. My hands immediately went up to my shirt. I grabbed onto the shoulders of my top. I pulled it off. 
 
    Next, my feet started to move. I kicked off my shoes. I peeled off my socks. I didn't stop to think about any of this. If I had, I would have slowed down. That would have been a mistake. Finally, my hand went to the belt around my pants. I pulled it free, dropping it down to the floor. Next, I shimmied out of my trousers and my boxers, just to reveal my trapped cock. 
 
    Standing there, I didn’t know what to do. I didn't know what to say. 
 
    "Now get on your knees." 
 
    I stared back at Melanie. From one heartbeat into the next, I expected my brain to kick back into gear. I would think of something intelligent to say; I would get her to listen to me. 
 
    And yet, that just didn't work. 
 
    Instead, I fell forward. I dropped down onto my knees, and the girl who had been my best friend stepped in front of me. "Oh, that's right. I like seeing you this way. You belong on your knees, don't you, Jake?" 
 
    I raised my head. I looked up at her, but she was ready to continue without me. "Okay, boy. Show me that you can do as I say. I'm going to go sit down on my couch, and I'm going to take off my shoes. You are going to come over to me, you are going to crawl, of course, and then you're going to kiss my feet and tell me that you're going to be a good slave. 
 
    I started to shake my head, only this girl didn't bother to wait for an answer. Instead, she turned around, and she strolled over to the other side of her living room. She sat down, and she kicked off her flats. 
 
    My eyes locked onto the red of her toenails. The polish glowed, bright red. 
 
    I leaned forward, pressing my knuckles down into the solid carpet. I crawled, moving one stride at a time. My heart kept beating, booming in my chest. 
 
    I wanted to tell her that I wasn't going to do this, that I wasn't going to obey, that she couldn't get away with this. I wanted to tell her that the chastity cage didn't give her authority over me. All of these different ideas swirled through my head, yet I couldn't articulate or breathe a single one of them. 
 
    And suddenly, I was before her. 
 
    She wiggled her toes in front of me. 
 
    "Kiss them," she said. 
 
    This was my best friend! I wasn't supposed to have to do this! 
 
    And yet, my cock twitched again. I was trapped. I was going to remain trapped until she opted to let me out. 
 
    So I parted my lips slightly. But I didn't speak; I didn't try to defend my independence or my rights as an individual. Instead, I started to kiss her feet, just the way she wanted. I couldn't think about what I was doing. I simply obeyed. 
 
    Then, just as I finished, Melanie pressed her feet down into the carpet. She leaned forward, touching her elbows to her knees. 
 
    "Well? You have something you want to say to me?" 
 
    "I'm your slave." I mumbled those words. I didn't sound all that articulate or certain. And yet, I had given her precisely what she craved. 
 
    "Perfect!" She patted me on the head. "Now go do the dishes." 
 
    "Can I put my clothes back on at least?" 
 
    Melanie swept her gaze up and down the length of my body. She touched a finger to the corner of her mouth as she squinted, like she wanted to get a better look at me. I was being objectified, humiliated, displayed and studied for her amusement. 
 
    Then she shook her head. "No. You can't. Now get to work or I'm going to spank you." 
 
    Spank me? 
 
    For a second, I figured she was joking. And yet, I knew this girl, so I intuitively understood that she meant it. She really would slap my ass if that meant coercing my cooperation. 
 
    I moved up onto my feet, and I stumbled toward the kitchen. 
 
    Once I got there, I looked around. Melanie had actually made this easier; the sponge and dish soap or set out, just waiting for me. I gulped again. From the living room, she giggled at me. She was probably watching me. 
 
    My best friend saw me naked. Worse, I called myself a slave right in front of her. 
 
    I turned on the water, waiting for it to warm up. As I did so, I tried to think of some way out of this situation. What could I say to her? 
 
    Nothing. The answer is obvious. So I started to do the dishes. I washed them, one at a time. I set them out to dry. I cleaned her cups, her plates, her pots and her pans. The aroma of the dish soap wafted along my nostrils. It smelled like it was some kind of industrial grade cherry or something. 
 
    Just as I was about to finish, Melanie came up to me. She picked up one dish and set it back in the sink. Then she did the same with another and another. "Those aren't up to my exacting standards," she said to me, her nose wrinkled with disdain. 
 
    "You have got to be kidding me," she grabbed my ass, squeezing, pressing her fingertips and nails into my skin. My back went straight, and I stopped talking. 
 
    "No," she said disdainfully. "I am not kidding, Jake. I'm in charge. So do them again. Oh, and don't question me." Before I could make any promises or any responses at all, her hand cocked back, and then she slapped my ass. I was pressed forward, right into the side of the sink. My plastic chastity cage clinked against the wood. 
 
    "Say it. Tell me that I'm not kidding. Tell me that I'm telling you the truth." 
 
    Before I could answer, she smacked my ass, her palm quick and sharp against my skin. A mixture of pain and humiliation flashed through me. There was also a heavy dose of confusion. How could she do this to me? 
 
    But it was easy for her. She didn’t see herself as my friend, not anymore. The moment I gave her that key, everything had changed. I was just too dumb to realize it. 
 
    "You, you're not kidding! You're in charge!" 
 
    "And what are you going to do now?" 
 
    My ass was already red. 
 
    My breathing stopped. I couldn't think clearly. And yet, she stroked my ass, running her fingers along my naked, sensitive skin. I shivered. "I'm going to wash those dishes again," I said. 
 
    "Yes, you are. And when you're all done, I'm going to come here and inspect your work. If I'm not thoroughly satisfied, I’m going to punish you, understand?" 
 
    "I, I understand." 
 
    "You know, since I'm in charge, I think I deserve a better title. This way, you'll always remember that I'm better than you." 
 
    Better than me? What the hell was she talking about? 
 
    She wobbled her head from side to side. I could barely see her from my peripheral vision. "From now on, you're going to address me as Goddess. Got it?" 
 
    "Yes. I understand," I said. Not good enough. Her hand flew down again, striking hard into the curve of my buttocks. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    Instantly, I understood my mistake. "I, I understand, Goddess." 
 
    "There's a good boy." She patted me on the head like I was some dumb animal who had finally mastered a new trick. 
 
    Once she was gone, I stared down at the dishes. As my hands started to resolutely move, to work, to rewash those plates and cups, I considered what my Goddess was going to do next. 
 
      
 
    I scrubbed. I washed thoroughly. I rinsed and repeated again and again. By the time I finished, everything was sparkling. There wasn't a speck of dirt or debris on any of those pieces. And yet, I still didn't want to turn around and face Melanie. 
 
    My Goddess. 
 
    I shivered at the thought. I kept doing that. She actually scared me. 
 
    And yet, I didn't see any other choice. If I waited much longer, she might grow impatient with me. And if that happened, I was obviously going to be punished again. Even if it didn't seem fair, that didn't enter into the equation. She held my key, thus she had power over me. That was the only thing I really needed to remember. Everything else became irrelevant. 
 
    Once I was certain I had finished, I turned around and walked back over to her. "Goddess, I'm done." 
 
    She looked up from her phone. Then, without a word, she stood up. She reached under her skirt, and she pulled down her stockings. At this point, her shoes remained on the floor. I didn't understand what she was doing. She took off her panties as well! 
 
    My cock strained in its cage, desperate for escape, but that wasn't going to happen anytime soon. 
 
    Not without the key. 
 
    "What, what you doing?" 
 
    "I think you already know," she said. Then she sat down on the couch again, leaning back as she spread her knees."Come over here, slave. On your hands and knees. Come over here and lick me." 
 
    She wanted me to service her, to taste her pussy, to lick her. 
 
    Heat immediately ran through my body. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to give this to her? 
 
    I crawled closer and closer, leaning upward. All the while, there was this little doubt at the back of my mind, the small voice whispering about how I wasn't really going to do this. At some point, somehow, someway, something would stop me. 
 
    But soon, I had my head under her skirt, and Melanie chuckled. "That's right, slave." Slave. She practically purred that word, making me shiver again. Worse, I now caught the scent of her arousal. Her slit was wet. She wanted to feel me. She wanted my face pressed up against her most intimate spot. "Lick. Show me where you belong." 
 
    My cock twitched again, desperate for escape. 
 
    But then, I leaned forward, brushing the tip of my nose against her pussy. From there, I stuck out my tongue and gingerly licked at her. 
 
    Her flavor buzzed along my taste buds. I could hardly believe it. The denial swept through me, this unwillingness to accept what was going on. 
 
    "You're going to have to do a lot better than that," Melanie sneered. She ran her fingers through my hair, taking a firm grip. Then she pulled my head deeper. My tongue impaled her, pushing against the walls of her crevice. 
 
    I started to lick, sweeping my tongue up and down. Suddenly, I could feel the swollen button of her clitoris. I licked, worshiping her. I did my best, eating her out as quickly as I could. 
 
    "Slow down," she ordered. I obeyed. It felt like I didn't have any choice. 
 
    "Faster now," she commanded. 
 
    I blushed, thinking that she was using me like I was just a toy, an object there for her amusement and pleasure. 
 
    At the same time, I still did what she asked. I obeyed her demands, licking and swiping, slow then faster, then slow again. 
 
    Pretty soon, she was on the cusp of an orgasm. Her inner thighs pressed against my cheeks. Hot sweat collected along my brow. All the while, she maintained her grip. She wasn't going to let me go; she wouldn't release me. 
 
    "Yes. Just like that. Just, just like that!" Her voice broke. Her breathing became erratic, sharp puffs on the air as she came closer and closer. And then she hit that point of completion as my tongue danced and darted along her crevice. 
 
    She cried out, yanking my head back. I stumbled. 
 
    "Very nice," she said. Then she looked back at me. "You can go now, Jake." 
 
    I blinked a couple of times, confused. I still had her juices on my lips and tongue. 
 
    I could go? 
 
    "Get out," she said. She stood up, and she held her hands behind her back. Leaning forward, she stared down at me, her eyes blazing with menace. "You know you need to get going, don't you?" 
 
    I did. I understood that if I didn't retreat quickly, she was going to punish me, either by adding time to my sentence or with another spanking. I scrambled up onto my feet. I got dressed as fast as I could. And just like that, I stumbled out the front door. 
 
      
 
    Silence. 
 
    Apparently, that was my "reward" for my obedience, for servicing her with my mouth and tongue. After that, I didn't hear back from her. 
 
    That night, I considered this to be a good thing. Even with my shaft locked away in this stupid cage, I didn't think I wanted to talk to Melanie. If I did, I was certain that she was going to give me fresh orders. She would demand obedience in one fashion or another. That was something I couldn't take. 
 
    But then I went to bed. Or at least, I made the attempt. I showered and got under the covers. All the while, I kept thinking about Melanie. I thought about her long, toned legs. I pictured my arms around her waist. More than once, I saw myself as taking control. When that happened, I would eventually sputter out with laughter. 
 
    Me? Take control? Yeah, right. That was obviously an impossibility, this stupid image inside of my head. She was a Goddess. That's what she wanted to be called, and it seemed like an appropriate designation for this woman. From her shiny hair to her bright lips and her cunning eyes, everything about her exuded control and command. 
 
    No, I wouldn't be able to take her on. 
 
    At best, I would be naked and on my knees again. Or maybe it would be even worse. Maybe she would slip a collar around my neck and put on a leash like a pet. 
 
    Of course, these images made it impossible for me to get anything resembling sleep. I would close my eyes and toss and turn and roll over through one hour after another. By the time Sunday morning rolled around, I was exhausted and frustrated all at the same time. There was this buzz of need deep within me, yet I couldn't do anything about it. 
 
    Back in high school, I had gotten horny a lot. Like so many other teenage boys, I thought about sex all the time. Just being close to a girl was enough to make me hard. 
 
    This was worse. Every moment brought fresh waves of desire. I kept thinking about Melanie. Even when I tried to log into my computer at work, I wanted to check my email and get something done. I kept picturing Melanie. It was hard to focus for longer than a few seconds. 
 
    That morning, I tentatively went over to my phone, thinking that there would be another message from her. 
 
    But no. There was nothing. 
 
    I tried to get some more work done. I even considered going into the office, only to smirk to myself. Yeah, right. That would be a terrible mistake. If I went into the office, then I would risk someone seeing me like this. 
 
    Every time I checked the mirror, I looked like I was sick. Seriously, my eyes seemed unfocused, and my cheeks were bright red. My heart kept pounding, like there was this extra dose of adrenaline flowing through me from one second into the next, on and on, unending. 
 
    What was I going to do? 
 
    I focused on my apartment. I got my place cleaned up. To be honest, I had never, ever done that much housework so quickly before. 
 
    As the afternoon wore on, I checked my phone again. Nothing. 
 
    What? How is that possible? 
 
    In a burst of frustration, I pulled up Melanie's name, and I decided that I was going to contact her myself. This game couldn't continue. We were quickly approaching seventy-two hours. I was going to have to go to work soon, so I couldn't let her do this. 
 
    As I held the phone up to my ear, I didn't know what I was going to say. 
 
    Then I heard her voice, digitized. "Hey, you've reached Melanie. If you want to leave a message, you know what to do!" Then she started laughing, and it was easy for me to imagine her laughing at me specifically. 
 
    The phone buzzed. I needed to say something. 
 
    What? 
 
    What could I say? 
 
    I wasn't going to beg her for release in the form of a voicemail. 
 
    I locked my teeth together, I ended the call, and I threw the phone back on my couch. It landed with a dull thud before bouncing once. 
 
    After that, I straightened my back and rolled my shoulders. I lifted my jaw as I stared up toward the ceiling. I tried to figure something out, to come up with a good solution for this. 
 
    Nothing. Nothing occurred to me. 
 
    Exhaling through my nostrils, I turned on my TV, and I started to watch something. I just needed a distraction. 
 
      
 
    The hours ticked by, one after another, on and on. Time felt meaningless. It started to get dark. 
 
    Every few minutes, I checked my phone, thinking that Melanie was eventually going to call me. She had to, right? She couldn't just leave me hanging this way! But even as I made those silent promises to myself, I knew the truth. 
 
    There was nothing compelling her to call me. 
 
    Besides, she was probably enjoying my frustration. At this point, she could probably guess how I was feeling. 
 
    It was all part of her game. She wanted me squirming and desperate. She wanted to know that I was truly helpless, but I had to wait for her. 
 
    Suppressing a growl, I started a new show. 
 
    I checked my phone again. Damn. It was almost time for me to go to bed. 
 
    I stayed up a little while longer, waiting, hoping. Time and again, I was tempted to try to call her. If I did, I already knew that she wasn't going to answer. So making another attempt would only play into her hands. It would be one more reason for her to smirk or laugh at me. 
 
      
 
    Monday. 
 
    On my way to work, I desperately hoped that she was going to call me, that she would tell me what she wanted me to do. 
 
    In my darker moments, especially when I sat behind my desk, I started to contemplate what I would do if I could get my hands on her. I would grab the Melanie and throw her down on my bed. I would pull on her pigtails and kiss her hard. I would grope her, rolling her over to spank her. Oh yes, that would feel so good. She thought she could spank me? Well, I would show her what a real man could do. 
 
    Those thoughts formed bright, vivid fantasies. 
 
    But then I would blink, and have come back to the reality of my situation. As my cock hardened in its cage, I would feel the power she wielded over me. No, I wasn't going to fantasize about taking control. Not anymore. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday. 
 
    I got to work, and it felt like I was hung over. I hadn't slept particularly well in days. The arousal was still there. I kept thinking that my body would cut it out. At some point, my shaft would figure out that I wasn't going to get off, right? There would be a moment when my body would finally figure it out, and the constant yearning would go away. 
 
    If so, I hadn't reached that point. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday. 
 
    By this day, I was sleeping. Somewhat. Or maybe I was just getting used to the constant shifting. From time to time, I would go to the bathroom, and I would check on the cage, just to make sure it was really there. They were times when I started to wonder if this was somehow an illusion, like I was just hallucinating my genital captivity. 
 
    But no. The cage was always there, this perpetual reminder of my place. 
 
    The fantasies of taking control had given way. 
 
    Now, when I dreamed, I pictured myself on my knees, naked. I could hear those words that I would say to her. 
 
    I would look up at her, and I would beg her to let me out. "Please, please, Melanie. I don't want to be a slave. I can't be your slave! Please, I don't belong in chastity! I thought this was just going to be a game or something, but I obviously messed up. Please, this was all my fault. Please, let me go back to the way things were!" And then I would wake up, and my eyes would be damp. 
 
      
 
    Thursday. 
 
    At work, I noticed something. 
 
    Around the women, I became deferential. Even when I talked to the secretaries, I approached them, and I felt timid each and every time. It was like someone had drained away my natural aggression, turning me into this pliant, servile creature. 
 
    The girls noticed almost immediately. Pretty soon, I would walk up to some of the secretaries to make a request, and they would giggle at one another. 
 
    It was embarrassing. Then the men started to notice as well. 
 
    I hated it. I hated every second of it! But there was nothing I could do. Even when I approached one of the girls, to issue some domineering command, no matter what it happened to be, my voice came out hollow. She would notice immediately, of course. 
 
    She told me she would get on it whenever she felt like it. I would nod my head. And then I made the mistake of saying "Yes, Ma'am." 
 
    I addressed one of the administrative assistants as "Ma'am"! The rumors flew that day. 
 
      
 
    Friday. 
 
    It felt like I was vibrating. 
 
    My subservience had only gotten worse and worse. At this point, I couldn't even ask any of the women for anything. When it came to those menial tasks that they were supposed to handle, I did them myself. 
 
    One of the female supervisors noticed, and she said something about how she was impressed with my teamwork. She liked the fact that I could take care of myself. I didn't say anything. I kept my head down. 
 
    That felt like the natural order now. 
 
    As a man in chastity, I had lost something key, something primal. I could no longer assert myself. 
 
    All the while, I kept looking at my phone, checking it constantly, desperately hoping that Melanie would call me. 
 
    By lunch, I couldn't take it anymore. I knew this was a bad idea, but I pulled up her name on my phone, and I called the number. 
 
    "Goddess, if you would meet with me, I would be very grateful. Please, I think we need to talk. Please, please can we talk? I promise, I will be well behaved." Even as the words left my lips, I crinkled my nose with disgust. Although I couldn't help myself, I still recognized the futility of what I was attempting. With every breath, I knew that I was just giving her more and more power. But I couldn't stop myself! I couldn't hold back that eagerness. 
 
    After that, I thanked her for her time. I spoke in a small, timid and deferential voice. I sounded so small. 
 
    That's what the chastity device did to me. It bottled up my desires, turning arousal into this corrosive acid that ate away my strength. Now I felt more and more like a slave. All I needed was a Mistress to take control of me. 
 
    When we started, I thought I was scared of the collar. Now I would have lifted my head and exposed my neck, eager for the opportunity to get owned. 
 
    She called me back. 
 
    I grabbed my phone, immediately answering. I held it up. 
 
    "Goddess?" I asked. 
 
    "Hello, slave," Melanie said. "How are you feeling?" 
 
    Horny! 
 
    Even if that was the truth, I understood it wasn't the words she wanted to hear. So I said something else instead. This word happened to be equally true. "Obedient." 
 
    "Oh really? Tell me more." 
 
    I licked my lips. In my cubicle, knowing full well that several other people in the office could probably hear me, I still spoke. "Goddess, I feel very obedient, like I must do whatever you say. I know that you are my key holder, so I have to obey you. I will do whatever you want, however you want. I belong to you." 
 
    I clutched my fingers as I said those words. 
 
    "I'm glad to hear that you're finally figuring out what chastity can do to a boy." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I replied. 
 
    "And since you are being such a good boy, I want you to come back to my place tonight." With that, she hung up. 
 
      
 
    Melanie didn't give me a particular timeframe. So I waited until I got off work, and I drove straight to her place. I arrived, and I knocked. No one answered the door. She probably wasn't home yet. 
 
    I flinched, looking around. 
 
    I needed to get the chastity device off. Even if that wasn't a possibility, I had to see Melanie! I kept thinking of the secret that she knew about me. No one else on the planet understood why I had changed. Sure, my office mates could tell that something was different, yet they had no idea that a girl held the key to my cock, and with it Becky had assumed total control. 
 
    Yes, it was total control. 
 
    Whenever I examined my feelings for her, I knew that she had absolute power over me. 
 
    Finally, I heard steps. I looked down the hall, and I saw her approaching. She was texting someone. 
 
    Like a good boy, I got down on my knees and I waited for her. 
 
    Melanie walked right by me. She unlocked her door. 
 
    "May I, may I come in?" I asked in that same, nervous tenor. 
 
    "You may," she said. "But you should be naked right when you get in here." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I replied dutifully. 
 
    I crawled into her place. I closed the door. Immediately, I started to strip. There was no hesitation, no drawn-out pause. She wanted me naked. So I would be naked. 
 
    "Very good," she said. 
 
    Soon, I was naked, and she swept her eyes along my body. She was wearing another skirt. She kicked off her shoes and took off her panties. She did it much faster this time. Then she sat down on the couch. 
 
    "I think you know what to do." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I replied. Pushing my knuckles down into the carpet, I started to crawl. 
 
    I could feel my scrotum dangle from between my legs. I made my way over to her, and I slid my head under her skirt. I couldn't believe that I was back in this position. But it was true. Like a good little sex slave, I opened my mouth, and I extended my tongue, ready to service her at the first command. 
 
    I didn't have to wait long. 
 
    "Go," she said, only this time she spread out, drawing her knees apart, resting her hands on the edge of the couch. 
 
    Obediently, I started to lick. Like a thirsty puppy, I lapped my tongue over her crevice. Her flavor dominated my senses. I closed my eyes, and I concentrated on her. This wasn't about trying to convince her to do anything; it wasn't about control or manipulation on my part. 
 
    It was like a new instinct, this impulse running through me. She was my superior. She was my Goddess. 
 
    I surrendered. I succumbed. 
 
    I licked obediently, swirling my tongue, darting my appendage up and down, then side to side. 
 
    I tried my best. I swear, I did my absolute best to please her. 
 
    And yet, that still wasn't enough. 
 
    She grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. 
 
    Without another word, she stood. She towered above me as she smoothed out her skirt and stepped away. She walked off, and I watched, unable to do anything. 
 
    She went over toward her bedroom door. Then she turned around and beckoned me with one finger. "Follow," she commanded. 
 
    This time, I didn't even think about walking. Why would I? I was a slave. So I crawled after her, right into her bedroom. I shivered as I crossed the threshold, mostly because I could still remember that one moment when she moved in and told me that I was never allowed in there. 
 
    "I'm going to break you, Jake," she said simply as she grabbed her sheets and blankets. She pulled them off and threw them to the floor. 
 
    And then she climbed up, and she beckoned me again, waving me over with that same finger. 
 
    Like a good slave, I crawled forward and then up onto the bed. I kneeled before her, and she grabbed my shoulders, shoving me down onto my back. Then she straddled me. I could feel the heat of her thighs and her pussy radiated out against my chest. 
 
    I didn't ask what she was doing. That became obvious enough. I was on my back, and she lifted my hands above my head. 
 
    "It's time for you to be helpless," she said. She turned those words into an easy comment, something that should be taken as obvious. 
 
    I didn't resist as she pulled out two pairs of handcuffs. She clicked them around my wrists, first the left, then the right. After that, she cuffed me to the bed. My wrists were now shackled to those bedposts. 
 
    I didn't struggle. 
 
    She wandered over to her dresser. She pulled out some chains for my ankles. She cuffed to them in place as well. Arms and legs spread, I was totally helpless, on my back, watching her. 
 
    "Now, I think it's time for you to learn your place. But I don't just want you to understand. I want you to feel it. I want you to reach deep down and look at yourself and understand exactly who and what you are." 
 
    "I'm your slave," I replied obediently. 
 
    And yet, those words came out more like a duty. 
 
    "That's what you say," Melanie allowed. "But I'm still not convinced. I don't think you are either. So this is going to be very educational, don't you think?" 
 
    Educational? How? In what way? 
 
    Although those questions popped up behind my eyes, I didn't utter a single one. 
 
    She went back to the dresser, and she came back a second later. She held something up, a silver chain. The glinting metal was pretty, but it couldn't hold my attention, not even for a microsecond. Instead, my eyes immediately fell to the brass key hanging from the bottom edge. 
 
    "Should I let you out?" 
 
    "Yes, please!" 
 
    "Wrong answer," she breathed, leaning forward. She kissed me. It was possessive and powerful, her tongue teasing my teeth and bottom lip. This should have been enough to make me climax. But with my shaft trapped, even a simple erection had become off-limits. 
 
    She kept kissing me, rubbing her chest against mine. I could feel her nipples through her blouse. More. I wanted more! 
 
    When she broke off the kiss, Melanie looked down at me again. "You know what you did wrong?" 
 
    "I, I think so," I said. I was about to explain, only she touched a finger to my lips. She quieted me. "No. I haven't asked. Just stay quiet while I have some fun with you." 
 
    And then she shocked me. She slipped down between my legs, and she lifted up the key again. 
 
    She slid it into the padlock and she turned it. All of a sudden, I heard the click. The cage loosened. She pulled away the pieces, one after another. Then she wrapped her fingers around the main tube, and she pulled it off. I was so hard, it was difficult. But she took her time, working at it by bit until the two came off altogether. 
 
    Immediately, my cock hardened into a proud erection. 
 
    Why? What was she going to do with me? 
 
    "I want to see just how desperate you can get," she explained. 
 
    Kneeling between my legs, she reached for my scrotum. She stroked me, caressing me. 
 
    At first, I didn't really move. 
 
    I thought to remain stoic, like this was okay. I did my best not to react. 
 
    Melanie wanted me to suffer; she wanted me to squirm and wiggle with desperation. 
 
    I couldn't let myself do anything like that. 
 
    If I broke, then I would be totally at her mercy. 
 
    But the sensations continued to course through me. She wrapped her fingers around me, then she squeezed my cock, just hard enough. It nearly got me off. Nearly. But this girl understood male physiology. She knew how to make me horny and desperate without allowing any real relief or pleasure. 
 
    "What are you?" 
 
    It should have been an existential question, something that a philosopher would have grappled with. For me, however, this question seemed simple. In fact, I didn't need to think. I spoke now, with her blessing, and it was easy. It felt right. 
 
    "I'm your slave! I'm your slave boy. I'm your property. I, I belong to you! You can use me and own me and train me and I will do my best to please you, Goddess!" 
 
    As those words tumbled from my lips, she kept them coming. She made it hard for me to think by stroking me. At one moment, she would use her left hand to scratch my leg, her fingernails grazing my flesh. In the next moment, she would have her other hand tease my cock. She would touch the underside of my balls, gently petting me. Then her hand would glide upward, along my length. 
 
    "Say it again." 
 
    "I'm your slave!" I made every promise, every vow that I could. I needed to prove myself to her. But chained down and helpless, that wasn't an option. 
 
    "Good boy." 
 
    And then she did something I never expected. 
 
    She climbed up on top of me, pulling her skirt back so that she could aim the tip of my cock for her opening. Lowering herself down inch by inch, she soon impaled herself on me. 
 
    I breathed, inhaling and exhaling, panting through my nostrils even as my heart kept kicking away in my chest, like it seriously thought it could escape the bars of its cage. 
 
    "You're learning," she said. "More importantly, you can feel it, can't you? You know who you are. You know what you are. Just look into my eyes, Jake. Look into my eyes, slave. Accept it. Understand who you are. Understand what you are. You belong to me now, don't you?" 
 
    I didn't speak because she hadn't given me permission. Even so, I bobbed my head down and up. I was frantic, desperate to show her just how good I could be. 
 
    "Good boy." 
 
    She started to ride me. She moved her hips down and up as she savored the feel of my shaft inside of her. 
 
    Up and down, up and down, I felt the tightness of her opening. Her walls clenched against my cock, but I still held back. Despite a week of denial, I didn't allow myself to climax. I wouldn't. I couldn't! 
 
    Then she leaned in again, cupping my cheeks with her hands. 
 
    "Go ahead. Come for me," she said. At that point, she practically bounced, moving up and down, forward and back. She claimed me, owning me. 
 
    I couldn't hold it. I couldn't stop myself. With her permission, I came hard, thrusting deep as my shaft pulsated. 
 
    Pleasure ripped through me, shredding any semblance of clear thought. Everything became an abstraction. I was just a pet, just a plaything to be used. I belonged to her, and I didn't question it. She was right. It felt completely natural, the way it was supposed to. This was my place. 
 
    I surrendered. 
 
    I gave up. I gave in. I accepted where I was and why I was and where I belonged, on my knees and at her feet. 
 
    She cried out with her own orgasm. She grabbed my shoulders, squeezing. And when she was done with me, she pulled off. 
 
    Holding up the pieces of the chastity cage, she looked down at me. "Should I put these on you? Should I lock you away again?" 
 
    But I had learned my lesson. I shook my head from side to side. "My opinion doesn't count. I'm just a slave." 
 
    "That's right," she said, as she proceeded to lock me back in chastity. 
 
    When she was done, she patted my head. "I'm sure there's a lot more I can teach you." She flashed a wicked grin because this was my life now. No matter how other people saw me or what I did or said at work, I was now her property. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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