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   The Key to Good Behavior 
 
      
 
    Let me tell you about my boyfriend. He’s the best. 
 
    That’s because I figured out how to train him. 
 
    When I first met him, I knew I liked him right away. There was just something about this boy. I was out at a bar downtown with some friends. I had on my high heels, this sparkling, neon green dress, and I had my hair pulled back into a long, sloping ponytail. With just the right amount of makeup on, I was out dancing with my friends. We laughed, checked out the guys, and chatted between drinks. 
 
    Then I saw him, and his eyes were already on me. When he noticed my attention, he quickly looked away. He was shy. Cute, right? 
 
    “Sara,” one of my friends said to me, “That guy’s totally checking you out.” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “Yes, he is.” 
 
    There was something about the nervous expression on his face that excited me. At first, I was genuinely tempted to grab my drink, saunter over to the table where he was hanging out with his friends, and say something. I could be bold and brash, like, “Hey, I saw you checking me out” or “If you want my number, you’re going to have to earn it”. 
 
    As much fun as those remarks would’ve been, I stayed with my friends, relaxed, and enjoyed the music. At several points, a couple of guys came up to me and asked if they could buy me a drink. I very politely told them that I wasn’t interested, not tonight anyway, but I wished them luck. 
 
    All the while, that first boy kept checking me out. I started to wonder if he would ever summon the courage necessary to come talk to me, and that’s when his friends started to encourage him. By “encourage,” I mean they bugged and taunted him about it. I pretended not to notice, but there were several instances where his friends pointed in my direction, waved their arms, and let loose those wild gesticulations. If they were hoping to be subtle, they failed miserably. 
 
    “Are you going to go over there?” one of my friends asked me. 
 
    “What, is this middle school?” I asked. 
 
    “Hey, if a cute guy is interested, you should have some fun,” my friend said. I glanced over at Amy, smiled, and shook my head. 
 
    “I think I want him to feel just a little more desperate.” 
 
    Desperation. Yeah, that was my initial thought. 
 
    Amy shook her head from side to side, “You’re braver than me. If I saw a cute guy, I’d want him to come talk to me right away.” 
 
    “Who’s brave?” asked our other friend, Jane. 
 
    “Me, I guess,” I said. To be honest, I sensed something different about tonight. Maybe this was part of my natural maturation process. Or maybe having this guy check me out, look away, and seem so ridiculously nervous just triggered something inside of me. Maybe this boy was the catalyst for the woman I would become. 
 
    I ran the tip of my tongue down along my teeth as I considered the possibilities. 
 
    “And what makes you brave?” Jane asked. 
 
    I glanced back at both my friends and said, “I’m coming up with a theory.” 
 
    “Oh, what’s this one going to be?” Amy asked with a skeptical yet indulgent smile. 
 
    “Boys need to be tamed.” 
 
    Jane chuckled and said, “I don’t think that’s a new one.” 
 
    “Then consider this a different approach to taming the male psyche,” I said. As I spoke, I turned back to the boy. And yes, I started thinking of him as a boy. Somehow, I imagined myself as a confident, tall, powerful middle school girl. And he would be one of the other boys on the other side of the gym. I could walk up to him, grab him by the hand, and yank him across the dance floor. He could be terrified, which would be fine because I’d take control anyway. 
 
    “So how would you tame him?” Amy asked. 
 
    I bowed my head down for a second and burst out laughing. “Do you remember that joke gift you gave me last year for my birthday?” 
 
    The girls glanced back and forth at one another. They didn’t really believe me. Or maybe they genuinely couldn’t remember. Either way, they seemed genuinely confused until the light of surprise glowed along Amy’s irises. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” she said. 
 
    “What?” Jane asked. 
 
    “The chastity cage,” Amy said, turning back to her. 
 
    “Boys are horny. I mean, just look around here. Every single guy is hoping to get laid. That’s a lot frustrated desire. What if we captured that and channeled those urges toward something more productive?” 
 
    “Wait, wait,” Jane said. “Back up a step. You would actually try to use that thing?” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. “It’s a real chastity cage,” I said. “The lock was real, the plastic looked strong, and I think a guy couldn’t actually take it off. Isn’t that the fun part?” As I spoke, the pieces fell into place. I didn’t normally think of myself as someone who could BS her way through a plan, but the different ideas fit together. 
 
    All of this seemed somehow natural. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” repeated Jane. “And even if you put a guy into chastity, why bother? Wouldn’t that take away one of his best features?” 
 
    “I could tie him down and let him out,” I said automatically. 
 
    “Tie him down?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “And it would even be with his consent. Granted, there wouldn’t be any other way for him to get access to his cock.” 
 
    The girls heard my coarse language, glanced back and forth, and burst out laughing. 
 
    “Sara, sometimes I have no idea where you get these ideas from,” Jane said. 
 
    I leaned forward, across the table, and looked right at her. “Imagine a guy who desperately wanted sex. Imagine him in your bedroom. Imagine that he’s all locked up, and you’re the only one with the key.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t he just take it?” Jane asked. 
 
    “Because you hid it,” I said immediately. Yes, this felt like instinct. I didn’t need to consider any of my answers. There was no need to consider my responses. Instead, they became utterly intuitive. 
 
    “Interesting,” Amy said. “Do you think that would really work?” 
 
    Before I could answer, the boy from across the bar finally worked up the courage to come say hello. “Hey,” he said, his voice on the verge of cracking as he summoned all of his confidence. 
 
    At some other place or time, he probably would have looked a lot better. But right there, standing in front of me and my friends, it was obvious he was terrified. “My name is Adam, and I was hoping we could talk?” 
 
    “Sure thing, Adam,” I said. 
 
    I didn’t give my friends the chance to ask about my plan. Instead it, I slipped off of my seat, straightened my back, and looked right into his eyes. “Let’s go for a walk,” I said. 
 
    Intellectually, I knew this plan could fall apart at any moment. Maybe he’d decide I was too assertive or that this wasn’t what he really wanted or expected. I reached out, grabbed his hand, and pulled, guiding him toward the exit. My friends watched. His friends must’ve been watching too, but no one in that bar knew what I could do. 
 
      
 
    When we went outside, he tried to say something. 
 
    I found myself feeling playful. Luck was on my side. For once, no one was relaxing or smoking outside of the bar, so it was easy for me to lean off of one wall, put my hand on his chest, and shove him back. Sure enough, he stumbled. 
 
    “What’s your name again?” I asked. My tone made this seem more like an accusation or an interrogation. 
 
    “Adam,” he said. 
 
    “Adam,” I replied, “My name is Sara, and I think you’re cute. But if we go any further than this, I want you to know something.” As I spoke, I reached up and move my fingers along his cheek, down his jawline, and toward his neck. “I’m not interested in a one-night stand. I’m not interested in anything less than getting to know you and having some fun. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I think so?” 
 
    “You’re really cute when you’re uncertain,” I told him. 
 
    He tried to flash me a smile as everything he believed about how to get a girl was suddenly challenged and destroyed. It helped that he was cute. There was just something about the lines of his face, the curves of his shoulders, and the way he seemed to sound nervous. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss me?” 
 
    His eyes widened with shock. Adam stammered out an answer. Maybe he thought this was some sort of test. He was really, really cute, but I reached out, slid my fingers through his hair along the back of his head, I took a solid grip, and I pulled him forward. 
 
    When he kissed me, he was tentative and uncertain at first, especially because I pushed my body up against his. 
 
    Theoretically, he should’ve been strong enough to grab the me, spin me around, and take whatever he wanted. But he lacked the confidence. With nothing but confidence, I bridled this boy and made it clear that I was in charge. 
 
    We kissed like the dark for a couple of minutes, just making out as we pressed our bodies together. Simultaneously, I slipped my torso forward and pressed my thigh up against him. His body responded right away. In fact, he had probably been hard and excited before we even stepped out into the cool, night air. 
 
    “This is wild,” he whispered. 
 
    “Shush,” I replied, touching one finger to his mouth. 
 
    Adam obviously wanted to say something else, but I leaned in and kissed him again to silence him. Simultaneously, I rubbed my body against his. He may have wanted more, but every time his hands brushed along me, I grabbed his wrists and pushed him back up. I pinned his arms over his head or down by his sides. 
 
    Instinctively, he must’ve understood that he could fight harder, but if he did, I might decide to stop this at any moment. 
 
    “I have big plans for you,” I said, whispering into his ear. “Want to come back to my place?” 
 
    After a quick, nervous gulp, he glanced over at the entrance to the bar, foolishly decided he could trust me, and nodded. 
 
      
 
    We got a ride back to my place and made out in the back of the car. The driver probably checked us out in the rearview mirror, but I didn’t care. Hot excitement had raced through my body because it felt like I found the right boy. I never really considered all of this before, but it felt so right. 
 
    I was willing to listen to my instincts and see where they might lead me. 
 
    Minutes later, we got out of the car, and I grabbed Adam by the hand again. I guided this boy through my apartment complex into my front door. I unlocked it, tugged on his arm, and pulled him forward into the dark. I only bothered to turn on one light before I pushed him down onto my couch. Then I pounced like a hungry tigress and started kissing him again. 
 
    When our lips met, I savored the electric heat of his body. But there was something more, something better. 
 
    Sure, I had been with other guys before, but this was amazing, incredible, so much better because of my plan. I was on top, and I knew that raging certainty kept him off balance and made him easy to manipulate. I was in control, and I could do whatever I liked with this boy. That was a heady, intoxicating thought. 
 
    So I listened to these impulses and continued to play with him. 
 
    With just the glow of one lamp, I kept kissing him, pulling back, gliding my lips and teeth along his neck, and gently rubbing the outline of his shaft. This boy was so hard! 
 
    “Are you enjoying this?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he answered with a hoarse gasp. 
 
    “Good,” I said. “But I want something different from you, Adam. I want something truly special.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I want to tie you down. I want you on your back and utterly helpless.” 
 
    “Like fuzzy handcuffs?” he asked, which actually made me snicker. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “More like silk scarves.” 
 
    Those may have sounded innocuous and romantic, like something out of a cheesy movie, but I always had a talent for tying knots. Whether I was using rope, string, cords, or scarves, I could create very effective restraints. Had I ever used it on someone who might become unwilling? No. Was I still confident? Absolutely. 
 
    Eventually, he must have decided that these weren’t going to be serious, so he let a relieved smile flashed across his face. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said into his ear. “I’m going to do all of the work.” 
 
    That part was true, at least in the beginning. Before you can have a tamed animal eat out of your hand, you need to work him. 
 
    With this plan in mind, I leaned in and kissed him again. I made sure he was eager. Not just eager, desperate. I wanted him to be willing to do anything, agree to anything for this opportunity. 
 
    A wicked smile played across my lips as I finally pulled back and peered down at him. If he saw any danger, he gave no sign of it. 
 
    Wordlessly, I grabbed his hand, sliding my fingers between his as I tugged, pulling him up to his feet. Before this boy could get his bearings or figure out what was happening, I guided him down the narrow hall to my small bedroom. Once there, I shoved him, knocking him down onto the mattress before he could even see what was happening. 
 
    “Stay down,” I whispered in aggressive growl. 
 
    He obeyed me as I turned back and flicked on another light. As the glow filled the room, I sauntered forward and towered over him. Then I kicked off my shoes, climbed up onto the mattress, and straddled him. 
 
    “I want you, Adam,” I said. 
 
    He started to reach for me. His fingers brushed along my dress and toward the small of my back. His hands probably would’ve gone lower, but I took his hands, gripping them tight and shoving them down. I pinned him underneath me. 
 
    Again, I was fascinated by this paradox: he was stronger than me, could have grabbed me, flipped me over, and pinned me down. In spite of this, I still controlled him because I was more confident and could tell him what to do. 
 
    “I’m going to tie you down,” I said. “But first, I want you naked. Can you do that for me?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said until I kissed him, stretched one hand down, and rubbed my palm along the silhouette of his erection. Within moments, he was groaning again, desperate and eager. 
 
    “Strip,” I said, uttering that one-word command—and it worked. 
 
    In the next few seconds, he peeled off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, tugged down his pants, and threw everything to the floor. 
 
    I didn’t bother inspecting him. Instead, I grazed my fingers along his frame again, pressing down and taking exactly what I desired. 
 
    “I’m going to tame you,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yes,” he gasped back. “Yes. Please, anything. Anything you want.” 
 
    When he started his night, he never envisioned something like this. His wildest dreams probably included a girl giving him her number. But now, I had him exactly where I wanted him. 
 
    My fingers brushed along his bare arms, down his chest, and between his legs. I stroked his balls and his shaft. I played with him and teased him, turning him on more and more until I stepped back. I slid off the mattress as he stared at me with big, hungry eyes. 
 
    “Unless you want me to kick you out, you’re going to stay on your back with your hands over your head,” I said simply, making it sound like the natural course of events. 
 
    An adorable look of fear splashed across his face. No, he didn’t want to get kicked out. No, he didn’t want to ruin was probably one of the best moments of his life. 
 
    Adam raised his hands and held them over his head. Naked and with his shaft pointing toward the ceiling, he stayed just like that. 
 
    “And close your eyes,” I commanded. 
 
    He looked nervous, so adorably, delightfully nervous, but he still obeyed. Adam shut his eyes and made himself vulnerable. I grabbed the scarves from my closet, stretched them out, and sauntered back to the bed. I took my time and let him hear my footsteps. I moved slowly and deliberately. Within moments, I straddled his chest and leaned down. He could feel the heat from my inner thighs against his flesh, and it was obvious he really, really enjoyed this. 
 
    I grabbed his wrists, tied them together, and used a second scarf to tie him to the bed. Next, I leaned down and whispered just one word, “Struggle.” 
 
    “Are, are you sure?” 
 
    “I like it when you sound nervous, but yes, I’m sure.” Even in the dim lighting, I could tell that he was blushing. 
 
    He pulled halfheartedly at first. He tugged gently on the scarves, perhaps thinking they might come undone, which would obviously annoy me. But no. He pulled, and he felt the soft, restrictive material against his skin. He tugged a little bit harder. I could see the look of concentration on his face as he tried to do the calculations. Part of him wished to play my game. Another part needed to know if he was genuinely tied to my bed. 
 
    As the seconds ticked by, he started to fight harder. He kicked out his feet to get additional leverage. He flexed his muscles and channeled as much strength as he possessed into his arms as he worked to rip his way through those silk scarves. 
 
    Nothing helped. He worked as hard as he could, yet he remained trapped. 
 
    “I think it’s pretty clear you can’t get up,” I said. 
 
    “What’re you going to do?” Adam asked right away. 
 
    I slipped down along the length of his body and stopped just between his thighs. That’s when I teased him some more. I brushed my fingers along his scrotum and beneath his balls. With my other hand, I gently petted the length of his shaft with my palm. 
 
    “I’m going to play with you,” I said. “And while I’m playing with you, there’s something I’m wondering about. Would you like to be my boyfriend?” 
 
    He gulped, “Isn’t that a little bit fast?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I said. “You look like a strong, healthy boy, and I think you’d make an excellent boyfriend. I think you could be an amazing servant and such an obedient slave.” 
 
    In the semi-gloom, his eyes widened because he didn’t understand. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m not interested in dating some jerk who takes me for granted. I want a boy who’s going to desperately work to please me, and I think that could be you. What do you say, Adam?” 
 
    At this point, he probably believed he could tell me whatever he liked, and he wouldn’t be forced to honor those promises. “Yes,” he said automatically. “I’d really, really like to be your boyfriend.” His cheeks had flushed and every word came out frantically eager. 
 
    “And?” I asked as I raised one eyebrow. 
 
    “And your servant. And your slave.” 
 
    A big, victorious smile spread across my mouth as I stroked him just a little bit harder. I wrapped my soft fingers around his shaft and slipped my hand up and down. Simultaneously, my other fingers darted beneath his scrotum, gently touching him as I sent shivers of pleasure running through his body. 
 
    Hot, addictive anticipation must have surged through his skin, but I knew how to read him, and I definitely wouldn’t allow him the pleasure of real release anytime soon. 
 
    One corner of my mouth smirked upward because it occurred to me that he was trying to lie to me. He thought he could tell me whatever he liked since he could get away with breaking his word later. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re willing to be my slave boy?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Are you willing to massage my feet? Go down on me? Run errands?” 
 
    “Yes, anything!” 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Because I’m going to hold you to that promise.” Then I pulled my hands away, his eyes got wide, and he looked right up at me. “What, what’re you doing?” 
 
    “Getting you ready for your enslavement,” I replied. 
 
    He licked his lips, obviously uncertain because none of this made sense to him. 
 
    As he asked me where I was going, I slipped off of the mattress again. 
 
    I walked over to my closet, rifled through some of the bottom drawers in my dresser, and I found it. It really was supposed to be a gag gift, but the girls it found online at a reputable store. When I opened the box, I saw the different piece of the chastity cage, including the small, heart-shaped padlock. 
 
    That struck me as something of an unnecessary flourish, but it didn’t really bother me. 
 
    When I came back, I peered down at his shaft. He was still hard. 
 
    “Adam, are you ready to start your new life?” 
 
    “Yes,” he breathed. He probably thought this answer would get him closer to an orgasm. Oh, he couldn’t have been more wrong. 
 
    “Then relax. This needs to soften,” I said, gently brushing one fingertip from the base of his cock all the way up. 
 
    “Relax?” Adam asked. Clearly, he didn’t understand what I meant. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “I want you to relax. I want you nice and soft for me.” 
 
    “I, I don’t think I can do that,” he told me. “Besides, how would we have sex?” 
 
    “How indeed?” I said with a smile. “Do you know one thing I really dislike about modern society? When people talk about sex, they always think of it as something centered on men. We talk about penetration, like sex only matters if a guy gets off.” I clicked my tongue and shook my head. “In reality, sex should be so much more than that.” 
 
    He gazed up at me but said nothing like he couldn’t find the words. It was obvious he didn’t understand, yet that hardly bothered me. I didn’t need my chastity slave to have a understand the theoretical dynamics of sexual relations. 
 
    As long as he obeyed and had a busy tongue, I would be happy. 
 
    I shrugged, “Oh well.” 
 
    Sliding off of the mattress again, I sauntered out of the room and closed the door. 
 
    “Hey, where’re you going?” 
 
    I didn’t bother answering him, mostly because I liked the idea of leaving Adam there, tied down and uncertain. Besides, he could still see the box. He would get the opportunity to squint and study the details. 
 
    I headed into the kitchen and grabbed a bowl. I filled it with ice and sauntered back to my bedroom. Taking my time, I enjoyed every step. 
 
    “You, you aren’t really going to put this thing on me,” he said. For once, Adam didn’t make his declaration sound like a question. 
 
    Without answering right away, I just smiled, climbed up onto the bed, and kneeled between his legs. Then I set the bowl on his stomach. His muscles clenched right away, and I enjoyed the lines of his taut frame as the cold soaked through the plastic and into his skin. 
 
    “What is that?” Adam asked, his voice shaking just a little bit. 
 
    I reached down, pinched one of the ice cubes, pulled it out, and gently touched it to the side of his neck. He jerked his head away. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You tell me. What is this?” 
 
    “Ice?” 
 
    “Yes. And why would I have ice if you can’t relax your stiff cock?” 
 
    He inhaled, held his breath, and froze up. Obviously, he figured it out and put the pieces together. I made it easy enough, yet his insides still froze at the prospect. He didn’t want to think about this or what biting ice might feel like down there. 
 
    “Well?” I prodded him. 
 
    “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    “I can’t?” I asked as I leaned back on my knees and reached to down with that shard of ice still in my hand. I touched it to the base of his cock, which must have felt like an electrical shock running through his body. He jerked against the silk scarves binding his hands, but that primal, wild determination to free himself wasn’t enough. 
 
    He couldn’t get up and wasn’t going anywhere—not until I decided to free him. 
 
    I stroked him again. And again. 
 
    The ice rubbed along his receptive flesh as goose bumps rose along his shoulders and down his arms. The cold sapped his strength even as he bucked and fought, shaking the bed beneath us. 
 
    Then I dropped the first piece of ice back into the bowl. With all of this in mind, I opened the box and pulled out the different components of his chastity cage. 
 
    “Let me up,” he said after several more seconds of consideration. This seemed like a big decision on his part. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” I asked, sounding genuinely curious. 
 
    “Because I’m telling you to let me up!” 
 
    “Slaves don’t give orders,” I told him. To prove my point, I picked up another piece of ice and slid it along his erection. The cold stabbed into his body, making him shiver. He pulled against his restraints, yanking and kicking out, but he couldn’t accomplish anything. He flailed uselessly, all while I chuckled at his frustration. “Just relax,” I said as though this were going to help him. I continue to slide the ice along his shaft. 
 
    Sure enough, he started to soften. 
 
    “Look at that,” I teased. “All it took was a little bit of ice to make you nice and flaccid for me.” 
 
    Grunting, he tried to rip his arms from the silk cords. He tried again and again, yanking and twisting. He tried to pull his hands out, but nothing helped. 
 
    And while he struggled, I started to slip of the different pieces of the chastity cage on. I started with the plastic tube, gliding it over his shaft. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” 
 
    I giggled at him, “Haven’t you been paying attention? I’m putting you in chastity,” I told him. Once the tube was in place, I brought the open ring up under his scrotum, held it in place, and started to attach the connectors. When everything was secure, I only needed to attach the lock. 
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked. 
 
    He gritted his teeth, probably because he didn’t understand just how severe this could be. He didn’t realize how this sort of chastity really meant something. 
 
    Something inside of abdomen must have finally broken. Perhaps he was understanding just how important and even permanent this could be. 
 
    “Don’t do it,” he said with this cute mix of fear and ferocity. 
 
    “Stop me,” I replied as I slipped to the heart-shaped lock into position, pressed down, and heard that delicious, audible click. 
 
    “There we go,” I said. “And now, I think it’s my turn to have some fun.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Adam, you can’t get out of this cage. You can try, but it won’t do any good. Just think about it. This is very durable, industrial-grade plastic. I’m pretty sure nothing less than a chainsaw would get you out of here. And I’m pretty sure you don’t want to try that, do you?” 
 
    Adorably, he gave a quick, frightened shake of his head. Like so many boys, the idea of having anything sharp near his precious genitals terrified him more than anything else. 
 
    Boys could be so predictable sometimes. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “As long as you do whatever I want, you can pretend you still have some freedom. But in reality, you belong to me now.” I tilted my head to the side, glanced upward, and wondered aloud, “How long will it take before you’re begging me for just a taste of freedom? A couple days? A week? Longer? One thing is certain though. You’re going to be an amazing boyfriend. Because if you aren’t, I can just leave you locked up. Or maybe I can take you out to tease you and deny you until you give me everything I want.” 
 
    “What’s that?” He still didn’t understand. 
 
    “Don’t worry your cute little head about it,” I answered. “Just relax and get ready to serve me.” 
 
    As I spoke, I lifted up my skirt and pulled down my panties. Then I straddled his head, brought my sex down, and told him just one word, “Lick.” 
 
    Adam cooperated, probably because he thought this would be all it took. He still assumed that “real sex” included penile penetration. Silly boy. He didn’t understand how we could define sex differently. It could be a question of my completion and my satisfaction, not his. 
 
    Stubbornly, he fought to hold out for a few seconds, but I reached back with my free hand and stroked his scrotum. My fingers brushed along his balls, sending wild shivers of pleasure running through his body. 
 
    Adam probably didn’t even think about it. He simply lifted his head and started lapping at my opening. He worshiped my crevice even after I pulled back and stopped stroking him. 
 
    Those flickering movements of his tongue pressed against my slit made me wet. The power and control I took sparked my arousal. His tongue stoked those flames into a wild conflagration! 
 
    “Good boy,” I said. “Very good boy. That’s right. Keep licking.” 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    His tongue slid up and along my opening. With every deft, quick movement, he sent waves of pleasure running through me. Searing ecstasy coursed along my skin as I closed my eyes. 
 
    Adam didn’t know it yet, but this was only the beginning. He had no understanding of what chastity could do to a man. Honestly, neither did I, not in terms of research for anything definitive. Instead, I followed my instincts. 
 
    My friends bought me his cage as a joke, but I was about to turn it into his new lifestyle. 
 
    And if he didn’t like it, he could leave. Adam could break up with me…but I didn’t have to give him the key. 
 
    As he licked, I decided to talk to him, partially to try this out. I wanted to savor my first orgasm with Adam as I explained, “If you ever want to get out of your cage, you’re going to have to be a very, very obedient boy. Understand that I wasn’t joking before, Adam. You’re a slave now. You’re a slave because you let me lock you up.” 
 
    If he wanted to argue or complain, he couldn’t, not while his tongue was otherwise occupied. 
 
    All the while, I basked in my power and authority over him. At several points, he tried to pull free from the silk scarves. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t slip from those knots, which meant he belonged to me. 
 
    The first orgasm swept through my body. I grabbed onto the bedframe, braced myself, and savored the ecstasy as it shot through me. Wild waves of ecstasy gripped me tight, and then I pulled away just long enough to look down at my chastity slave. 
 
    “That was amazing,” I said. “Let’s do it again.” 
 
      
 
    Ultimately, he served me four times that night before I released this boy from his restraints. By this point, I’d already stepped out and hit in his key, making sure he would never find it. 
 
    “You can’t leave me locked up,” Adam insisted. 
 
    “Oh? I can’t? Why not?” I asked as I fixed a piercing gaze on his face. 
 
    “Because it’s not right!” 
 
    “Adam, you already agreed to be my slave.” 
 
    “But…” He exhaled slowly, tried to come up with some kind of point, and finally stopped because he knew it was futile. I stepped up to him, cupped his cheek in the palm of one hand and looked right into his eyes once more. 
 
    “Adam, Adam, Adam. You have to learn to trust your owner now. You belong to me, and you’ll do whatever I want. Like right now, there are some dishes in my sink. Go wash them for me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    After everything that had transpired, he probably still assumed he might get to have sex. 
 
    “I gave you an order, slave. You don’t want me to add more time to your chastity term.” 
 
    “My chastity term?” 
 
    I adored the look of confusion on Adam’s face he waited for an explanation. “That’s right. I’m not just going to unlock you whenever you ask. Instead, I’m going to give you a minimum amount of time. Like starting now, you have one week. I’ll let you out next week, assuming you behave yourself and I don’t have to add more time.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Eight days,” I said. 
 
    His lips parted, he did the calculations, and he came to the only rational conclusion. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn’t continue to argue with me. That would be a very bad, very dumb mistake to make. 
 
    Eventually, Adam’s shoulders slumped, and he surrendered. 
 
    He turned around, walked back out into the living room, turned left, and went to the small kitchen. Within moments, I heard the sink turn on. 
 
    While I took a long, luxurious bath, he washed my dishes. Afterward, I ordered him to vacuum the living room, and he obeyed. He kept his head down because he couldn’t tolerate the idea of remaining locked up. 
 
    While I enjoyed some alone time, I’m certain he played with his chastity cage. The temptation must have been overwhelming for this poor young man. He probably struggled, wiggling his hips, tugging on the plastic, and doing everything in his power to free himself. 
 
    Inevitably, he came to one conclusion: he was locked up, and he couldn’t get out unless he had the key. From there, he probably searched through my apartment for it, but I didn’t mind. He knew that he had to return everything exactly as he found it. If he got caught, I could lengthen his chastity term. Eight days could quickly morph into a month, two months, three or four oh so easily. 
 
    At the end of the night, I wore a cute négligée. I sauntered out into the living room and saw him there on his knees. 
 
    “You’ve been a very obedient slave,” I said. “I’m almost impressed. But I’m sending you home now, Adam. You’re not to try to contact me for the next eight days. I might reach out to you in case I have some errands, but you will obey. Oh, and if you ask to be released sooner, I’ll add additional time. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes. I understand.” 
 
    “From now on, address me as Goddess.” 
 
    His eyes widened, and he probably hated the prospect, but he did it anyway. “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
    After that, I sent my chastity slave on his way. 
 
      
 
    It was easy for me to imagine Adam picking up his phone and desperately wishing for the opportunity to call me. He probably wondered what he could do or say. He likely imagined a dozen different arguments where he might convince me to release him. 
 
    Silly boy. 
 
    Every time he fantasized about me, he only made his chastity captivity that much more difficult. 
 
    In reality, eight days wouldn’t be so bad. I was planning on giving him longer sentences further into our relationship. After all, I wanted this boy to be utterly desperate. That’s why, when I called him on the eighth day, he answered before the end of the first ring. 
 
    “Goddess?” 
 
    “Hello, Adam,” I said. “Are you ready to come serve me?” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess!” 
 
    “Good boy,” I replied before hanging up. 
 
    Less than half an hour later, he showed up at my door. He started to step inside, only I reached out and put my hand on his chest, halting him. “No,” I said. “My chastity slave can crawl inside.” 
 
    His lips parted with obvious irritation, but his shaft must have been throbbing. For a young, virile boy like Adam, the idea of going eight days without an orgasm must have been terrifying. The need probably clawed at his insides. And that’s why he surrendered to me.  
 
    Adam dropped to his knees and crawled into my apartment. Down the hall, one of my neighbors saw all of this, but I just waved, and she laughed. 
 
    Kneeling on the carpet in the center of the room, he looked up at me. “Please, it’s been eight days. I’ve done everything you wanted. Please, just let me out!” 
 
    “No,” I said. I looked down at what I was wearing. Since this wasn’t a terribly important day, I just had on dark blue sweatpants and a tank top. I ran my fingers along my thigh and smiled down at him. “But you did a good job by resisting the urge to call me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Goddess.” 
 
    “Adam, would you like the chance to kiss my feet?” 
 
    “No…” He probably wished he could’ve answered with more force, but that single syllable trailed off because I intimidated him. Good. 
 
    “Too bad. Crawl over here and kiss my feet,” I said as I wiggled my bare toes. 
 
    Adam only hesitated for a heartbeat more two before his determination cracked, he lowered himself back onto his knuckles, and he crawled toward me. When he got close enough, he dipped his head down, and he brushed his lips along my toenails, first the largest, and then he worked his way down as he kissed my feet. 
 
    “Not bad,” I said. “You know, I don’t have anything to put my feet up on. I might as well use you.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Were you hoping to get out of chastity today?” 
 
    This simple question crushed his defiance and made him obey me as I sauntered over to my couch and sat down. I picked up the remote control, raised an eyebrow in his direction, and watched as he assumed the position of a footstool. 
 
    Sure enough, I kicked up my feet and rested my heels on the small of his back. 
 
    He hung his head low, probably humiliated. By this point, Adam was wondering what he had done to deserve this. 
 
    “You’re a really good boyfriend,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t feel like your boyfriend,” he retorted. 
 
    “Oh, but you are. You’re a man who is devoted to my pleasure. You are a boy who will follow my every single command. If that’s not a boyfriend, then I don’t know what is.” 
 
    “Aren’t relationships supposed to be based on equality and mutual respect?” Adam asked, which prompted me to burst out laughing. 
 
    As I tittered at his naïveté, his face turned a shade of red all over again. 
 
    “Do you miss masturbating?” I asked once the laughter faded. 
 
    My boyfriend didn’t want to answer, so I tapped his rear end with my heel. 
 
    That did the trick, “Yes, Goddess.” He didn’t sound happy about it. 
 
    “How do you feel right now?” 
 
    “Turned on,” he confessed after a few seconds. His face crumpled with a mixture of frustration, desire, and irritation. Too bad for him. “I’m really, really turned on!” 
 
    “That’s because I know how to train you. That’s because I know how to tame you.” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
    “Suck on my toes for me,” I said as I pulled my feet back. 
 
    I raised my right foot, he supported my ankle, and then he leaned in. Like a good boyfriend, he wrapped his lips around my big toe. Once again, he worked his way down just as I expected and demanded. 
 
    His mouth kindled my desires, sending the first sparks of arousal running through me. Over the last week, I had masturbated to thoughts of Adam in this exact position, servile and obedient just as a boy should be. 
 
    As I started thinking about it, I wondered if women should rule the entire planet. What would happen to society if every man found himself locked up? How much better would things be then? 
 
    “What do you think would happen if all men became slaves?” I asked Adam, not that he could respond. 
 
    Because I wasn’t interested in his perspective anyway, I continued, “I think society would be a lot better. Women aren’t inherently more moral, but we are better working together. I think there’d be a lot more compassion and a greater willingness to work together.” As he licked, I gave a quick little shake of my head, “It’d take a long time, obviously. People you have to get used to the idea that men can’t be trusted with their orgasms, but I think this could be achieved.” 
 
    I pulled my foot back. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” he said. 
 
    I arched an eyebrow, only marginally annoyed. Adam didn’t know it yet, but holding onto a differing political opinion would certainly be grounds for punishment. Even so, I kept my expression neutral. 
 
    “And why not?” I inquired. 
 
    “Because women make the same mistakes as men. If women ruled, there would be just as many problems. Women can be just as dumb, dishonest, angry, aggressive, and polarizing as any man.” 
 
    “Tell me you’re wrong.” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion. He didn’t understand, probably because he had enjoyed it so much male privilege over the course of his life. Whether this was something that he learned back in kindergarten or middle school, college, or somewhere else, it hardly mattered. 
 
    Adam didn’t know how to process that very simple order: tell me you’re wrong. 
 
    I leaned forward and rested my elbows on my knees. “Tell me you’re nothing but a dumb boy who deserves to be put in chastity.” 
 
    “But I’m not!” 
 
    “Then you don’t get an orgasm tonight.” 
 
    His eyes widened, his throat clenched, and he didn’t know what to do. He must have believed this was the worst, cruelest point I could make, but Adam had no idea. He was still so adorably naïve. 
 
    Silently, I counted through the seconds until he broke: nine. It took nine seconds for his resolve to fray and fracture away. 
 
    “I’m nothing but a dumb boy who deserves to be in chastity,” he said. 
 
    “Strip. Show me.” 
 
    He clenched his eyes shut for a few seconds before he sat up and pulled off his shirt, his shoes, socks, pants and underwear. He moved quickly and efficiently until he was naked except for the transparent, plastic cage locked onto his cock. 
 
    I stood up, sashayed over to him, and placed my hand on his chest. Sure enough, his heart was pounding. 
 
    “This is where you belong, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” he admitted. 
 
    “Good. Go back to my bedroom and lay down.” 
 
    “Are you going to tie me up again?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “Yes?” He sounded confused and adorably unhappy. Then again, he could always leave if he really didn’t appreciate how I treated him. 
 
    I stroked the top of his head and chuckled at that frustrated look on his face, “Yes, Adam. I’m going to tie you down and play with your body. I might decide to let you have an orgasm. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “Yes. Please. Please, Goddess!” 
 
    “I like it when you beg. Do that some more.” 
 
    He gulped, dropped to his knees, and looked up at me, his eyes shining with abject need and pathetic desperation. This was the best way to train a boy and make sure he learned how to behave. 
 
    “Please, Goddess. Please, would you play with me? Would you use me? Please, Goddess!” 
 
    “Go lay down on my bed it just like you did before.” 
 
    He must have understood just how foolish this would be. Then again, I had his cock all locked up, which meant he belonged to me. He knew this. He agreed to it… 
 
    A few edits later, I sauntered into my bedroom and found Adam right where I wanted him, on his back with his arms held over his head. 
 
    “Very good,” I said. I pulled out the scars, and he looked at me as his body twitched with nervous anticipation. He understood what was about to happen, but he also realized it didn’t matter. 
 
    “The key to good behavior is making sure a boy is helpless. He needs to be horny and desperately reliant,” I told Adam. “Do you agree with me?” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess!” 
 
    “Does that mean boys are genetically predisposed toward obedience? Does that mean you can be manipulated?” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess!” 
 
    I pulled the first scarf around his hands, tying a secure knot before looping the restraints onto the bed frame. I pulled those tight as well, making sure each scarf wouldn’t slip. 
 
    When I finished, I looked down and him and I kissed him hard. I pressed my mouth to his. Simultaneously, I ran my fingers along his body. I loved the feel of his arms, his shoulders, his chest and stomach. My fingers glided along the soft skin of his thighs. Then I came up to his balls, and I cupped them in the palm of my hand. 
 
    “Do these belong to me?” I asked. 
 
    Instinctively, and automatically, he probably wanted to say no. He probably wanted to insist that he could still be his own man who made his own decisions. 
 
    Nope. Not anymore. 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” he eventually said. He sounded defeated. 
 
    “Good boy,” I replied. “Now, I want you to tell me again. Why do women deserve to be in charge?” 
 
    “Because you’re smarter?” 
 
    I reached down and pinched his left nipple. His back arched at the sudden jolt of sensation. “That’s a good start, but I want to hear you sound definitive. You know the truth. You just have to admit it.” 
 
    “Because you’re smarter!” Adam admitted. 
 
    “Good boy. And?” 
 
    “Women are smarter and stronger. They deserve to be in charge.” 
 
    “Good,” I said. “Now, beg for the chance to serve your superior.” 
 
    He blinked once, probably confused, but that was fine with me. I gave him the time he needed to process through the different variables and come to the obvious conclusion. 
 
    Adam gulped and said, “Please, master of you? Please, Goddess. Please, can I be your slave? May I serve you?” 
 
    “You may,” I answered as I pulled off my sweats, my panties, my shirt and my bra. I was naked above him now, and he stared at me with hungry eyes. Adam craved sex so badly, and he would get it…after a fashion. 
 
    I slid my body over him, lowered my pussy to his face, and braced myself against the wall. “Lick, slave boy.” 
 
    It was just that easy. 
 
    Throughout the world, there are terrible boyfriends and husbands who refuse to go down on their girlfriends and wives. I didn’t have to deal with that, and if I could convince other women to lock their boys up, then maybe things really could change—and get better. 
 
    If men had to choose between male privilege and orgasms, which would it be? If they became owned slaves in exchange for the chance to get off, but they take this offer? 
 
    Absolutely. 
 
    “Boys are so dumb,” I said. 
 
    Adam grown to something from underneath me, and I assumed it was an agreement. After all, he’d been foolish enough to follow me home from a bar. He’d allowed me to tie him down and turn them into my very own plaything. If this could work on him, he could work on any man. 
 
    His tongue flickered along my crevice as he worshiped me. Fresh sparks of desperation pumped through my body, but I didn’t have to endure any sort of denial. That was his job. 
 
    As he worshiped me, I closed my eyes, started panting, gasped into the pleasure, and allowed this orgasm to roll through me. I cried out, one quick scream, savored all of his surrender, and drew back. Then I decided to lay down beside him. I rested my head on his shoulder and closed my eyes. 
 
    After about a minute, he asked, “Goddess?” 
 
    “What is it, slave?” 
 
    “You’re not going to unlock me tonight, are you?” 
 
    “No, slave. I’m not. Maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    This was his test. He could start begging and pleading and bother me. Or he could be obedient and remember that his only real goal was serving me. 
 
    Luckily for this boy, he stayed quiet and made the right choice. It wouldn’t be the last test he faced. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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