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Locking Experiments

Like so many other young women, Lily heard about it online. There were just whispers, of course, little hints here and there. Nothing definitive, nothing obvious, nothing for the government to track.

It had to be intentional, Lily decided. Whoever wished to put forward this grand plan, she wanted to find recruits without being obvious. After all, the pushback could be incredible. For the most part, women had worked hard to assert themselves throughout society. More and more, women garnered titles, wealth, and power, but it still wasn’t enough. Most CEOs remained stubbornly male. Most important government positions were still held by men.

Worse, recent elections had demonstrated just how frustrated males could be if they perceived a woman as a threat.

If the conspirators didn’t want to face a backlash, they needed to be subtle. One idea? Build a city. Build something new. Start from scratch. From there, take the ideas of female supremacy, and allow them to spread organically. Men could visit this new city, see how much better things could be, and maybe be allowed to leave.

Maybe.

Female supremacy. The idea sent a thrill down Lily’s back as she considered the possibilities.

She breathed out slowly, glanced around the room, and wondered how much different things could be if female supremacy took hold. This coffee shop looked hip with abstract art on the walls. Splashes of color contrasted with the exposed metal and gray brick. Then there were the people all around.

Behind the counter, both women and men worked. They took orders and prepared drinks. One guy wandered around, chatting with the customers. He seemed to casually offer commands as well.

In a female dominated society, all of the employees here would be male. They would be servants, little more than slaves. And the hipsters with their well trimmed beards sitting around at the tables, typing away on their laptops? Those boys would be collared and leashed. Perhaps they would be allowed to sit in the chairs with their wives and girlfriends. Or maybe they would be on their knees instead, looking up eager and hopeful as they remained quiet.

Oh yes, Lily really, really liked those images.

The world could be so much better.

“You look very satisfied,” came a voice. Another woman sat down in front of her.

Kristin had short black hair, matching glasses, and fascinatingly blue eyes. She was the kind of woman men saw once and remembered for a long, long time afterward.

“Hi,” Lily said. But then she remembered she was here for advice. She was also here to offer help. “How’re you doing?”

“Busy,” Kristin said. She glanced down at her phone, was apparently satisfied, and stowed it back in her purse. “It’s good to see you again. To be honest, I didn’t know if I would hear from you.”

“I’m interested,” Lily said. “I’m very, very interested. In fact, I want to apply for one of the Farber Foundation grants.”

Farber Foundation. Those words should have sounded innocuous enough, but only certain individuals knew about this organization. Sure, it was a legal entity and its lawyers had filed all of the appropriate paperwork. And yet, its existence rarely garnered any attention and for good reason. Those same attorneys worked hard to make sure bloggers and journalists didn’t know how much money was getting funneled into the foundation.

“Really? What you think you could offer?” Kristin asked, careful to keep her voice neutral.

“I want to support the movement. I want to support female supremacy,” Lily said. She was tempted to drop her voice, like she was suggesting some grand crime. But now, female supremacy wasn’t illegal. In fact, most women didn’t even know what the phrase would mean. If any males understood the concept, they probably would have laughed. After centuries or millennia of male privilege, it would be almost impossible for a young man to understand just how determined one faction of females might be.

“So you figured it out,” Kristin said.

“Female supremacy is a movement about ensuring women’s rights and proper role in society,” Lily said. She had read these words. She had even typed them out on several dark websites. But now she leaned forward just a little bit. “It’s about making sure all of the men understand their rightful place.”

“And where is that?”

“On their knees,” she said. Whispering these words out loud felt so different, so much more potent and visceral. As a psychologist, she could understand why. Too often, people underestimated real, physical experiences.

Yes, simulations could be powerful. Words, movies, video games, all of it could seem so real and the emotional resonance could clearly have a great deal of meaning. But speaking the words out loud yourself would always have a different kind of power. A picture of ice would always be less than the sensations it might bring.

“Interesting,” Kristin said. “Before I tell you anything, I want to know what you think is about to happen.”

“Okay,” Lily said uncertainly. If she were really honest, she would have to admit that she didn’t know exactly what the plan might be. But she could make one really good guess, “Farber Industries is going to move ahead with the construction of a new city. That much is really hard to keep under wraps. I’m guessing that all of the major businesses involved are female-owned because you want to make sure women are in charge. More than that, you want to create an entire system where women will always be in charge. Last, I’m guessing your company is going to be doing a lot of the electrical engineering.”

Kristin touched her hands together and began a slow applaud.

“You’re exactly the kind of young woman we want to invite to Bella Springs,” Kristin said, her eyes lit with excitement.

“Thank you,” Lily said. “I really appreciate it. But I’m looking to do more than just participate. I want to help.”

“How?”

“There’s a big question the Farber Foundation is exploring,” said Lily.

“Oh?”

“Building the city will be an enormous challenge. There’s no question about that. But what about the men who arrived? They’ll need to be trained. Have you figured out how to do that yet?”

“I’m more of an engineer. I do a lot better with circuit breakers,” Kristin said.

“Exactly,” Lily replied. “I’m a psychologist. I can come up with a good strategy.”

“Have you?”

“No,” Lily admitted. “But I wanted to hear your thoughts first. You think I would have a chance if I applied?”

Kristin glanced around the rest of the café. The chances were good that no one would listen. Between cell phones, earbuds, tablets, and laptops, there were so many distractions, which made it profoundly easy for a couple of people to have a conversation out in public without worrying about eavesdropping.

“I think you are definitely on the right track, Lily. If you can find a viable system for controlling male aggression, then you will do really, really well in Bella Springs.”

“Thank you,” Lily said. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

“If you don’t mind my asking,” Kristin said. “Do you know what you’re going to do?”

“I have an idea. I think I have a good idea.”

When Kristin heard it, she couldn’t help but smile. Not only that, she burst out laughing a few minutes later. “Oh, that is perfect. That is so freaking perfect!” She clapped again. This time, she drew some attention from the guys around her, but Kristin didn’t care. Soon enough, they’d learn to defer to her authority. After all, she was a woman, while they were mere boys.

Construction on Bella Springs wouldn’t start for another year at least. In the meantime, there were so many different problems that could arise. Lily had no idea what might go into the construction of an entire city, and yet she was sure there would be so many different hurdles. The main question was simple: could a woman like Stacy Farber force the issue and create a city from nothing?

Really believed she could.

In fact, women all across the country, perhaps the entire world, hoped she could.

In the meantime, Lily needed to do her part.

Theoretically, she could have sat down on her laptop, done some research, and typed up a proposal. But for something like this, the direct application of psychological principles, she decided to do an experiment first.

In the beginning, it would only be anecdotal, just one example, but with this first starting point, she could go back to the Farber Foundation Research Committee and show them something meaningful.

That’s why she started out with something personal.

This would only be an introduction, a first taste. And if it worked, it would be incredibly powerful.

Lily started online—on her phone.

First, she used social media. She searched for locals in her city, young men who were attractive and aggressive. She took notes as she studied the different comments they made and left. Dating sites and apps were perfect for what she needed; they were collected databases.

She started right after meeting with Kristin, and she spent the next couple of days going through hundreds of potential candidates. For the most part, she remained utterly professional until she swiped her finger across her screen and a new image materialized. When she stared down at those collected pixels, she couldn’t quite believe it.

Her breath caught in her throat, her eyes locked on the screen, and she felt that strange quiver run through her body. This time, it wasn’t arousal, not exactly.

“Austin,” she said slowly, tasting those two syllables once again.

Just three months before all of this, they had dated. It wasn’t just dating. It was more intense. She remembered seeing him at her door, holding his hand as they walked out of a movie theater, sharing a hot chocolate at a diner…

As she stared down at her phone, her vision blurred slightly. She shoved those tears back and refused to get emotional. This was a scientific question.

And yet, she remembered his worst attributes: his arrogance, his aggression, and his sense of entitlement. He encapsulated so many of the worst traits a modern male could possess.

Lily ran her teeth along her bottom lip and considered whether or not she should reject him from her research pool. As her heart started to beat faster, she wobbled her head from side to side. If this had been a standard research project, then rejecting him would have been the obvious move, especially because any relationship could invalidate the data.

But this exercise wasn’t just about academic validity; it wasn’t a research project for some stodgy committee. The women at the Farber Foundation had a goal: train boys. It was so simple. Having a young man who would have strong feelings about her might actually add to her research.

Besides, this was just a first step.

Little by little, she whittled the possibilities down. Each time she cut away one boy or another, she checked the pile to see if Austin remained. Sure enough, he survived one round after another until there were just three boys left.

Lily knew he would need a different sort of message.

Running the tip of her tongue along her teeth, she evaluated different possibilities, typed up the message, and hit Send.

All three of the boys responded. Unfortunately, Lily knew she wouldn’t have the resources to work with all of them. Maybe later, especially if she could get funding from the Farber Foundation.

The two boys and she didn’t know responded directly to her email.

Austin, the third, figured it out and decided to call her right away.

“Hey, is this Lily?”

“Austin,” she said as her fingertips gripped her phone. “Yeah, it’s me.”

“When I saw the phone number, I thought it might be you.”

“I’m doing a research project, and I think you might be an amazing test subject. Are you interested?”

“That depends,” he said. His voice dripped with anticipation. Clearly, he enjoyed having his ex-girlfriend there on the line, probably because he assumed she must have been desperate if she included him in her research pool. Austin wasn’t working on a PhD, not like Lily, but he was smart enough and understood the rigors of academia. To the outside world, their slow pace must have seemed excruciating, especially compared to the knee-jerk conclusions found online, but that was the entire point. In academics, researchers had to go so much more slowly because they had to be more rigorous. They had to test for every variable before drawing any conclusions. They weren’t interested in speed; they were interested in accuracy.

“That depends on what?” Lily asked, allowing some of her old exasperation to slip back into her voice. She couldn’t help it.

“It depends on what kind of research you’re doing,” he said.

“Behavioral modification,” she replied.

“Oh?” The arrogant bastard let the possibilities hang on the air. This was one part of dating him that she didn’t miss. Sure, he was handsome, and she loved the feel of his fingers along her feet, legs, down her chest and between her legs…Even through the haze of annoyance, she still shivered and her nipples hardened when she considered having him close.

“That’s right,” she said. “The pay is twenty thousand dollars. Are you interested?” As the words left her lips, she closed her eyes and braced herself.

“Twenty thousand?” he repeated. “Are you sure? That kind of stipend is insane!”

Lily ignored his questions, “The stipend is based on the intimate nature of the modification process.”

“How the hell did you get that kind of stipend money?” Austin wanted to know.

“I’m getting support from an outside foundation.”

“Corporate interests,” he snorted. “What? Do they think they’ll be able to use your research to get kids to buy more candy or something?”

“Something like that,” Lily answered. “Austin, are you in or not?”

“Yeah, sure. I guess I am. I’m not the guy who could walk away from that kind of money.”

“I didn’t think you could do,” she said. “I didn’t think you could.”

They made an appointment to meet at the university in her small office. Her work space wasn’t impressive, but she did get her own door, which was more than some of the other graduate students could claim.

As she sat there, her insides fluttered with the different possibilities.

While she and Austin dated, she had kept some of her ideals to herself. Back then, she sounded a lot more like an aggressive feminist who ardently believed in equality rather than a full-blown female supremacist. But after they broke up, she had spent a lot more time online, reading treatises, considering essays, and coming to one conclusion: the world would be better off with women in charge.

Would it be perfect? Obviously not. This wasn’t some grand panacea that would bring an end to all of humanity’s problems. And yet, males had been in charge for millennia. While they made progress, Lily acknowledged, they also created so many problems. Worse, she truly believed that society needed to change because women’s greatest attributes surpassed men’s in this current context.

In previous eras, maybe men needed to be stronger. Perhaps raw aggression was most important when a pack of wolves or a wild tiger could be a genuine threat. Since then, society changed. The cultural needs had shifted so dramatically that having big biceps became pretty much irrelevant.

Sure, men could look good. But going to a gym wasn’t necessary.

Instead, people excelled based on the speed of their intellects and their capacity to recognize cultural patterns. This was what really mattered.

And women could do it so much better than the boys.

Men only retained power because they helped one another. Even without realizing it, boys would hire other boys. They would picture what a manager “should” look like and give the position to another guy. It was infuriating, especially when so many of those males were ultimately incompetent. Worse, there would be confident, competent, patient, and skilled women off to the side, just waiting for an opportunity.

Well, women like Lily and Stacey Farber and Kristen were all tired of waiting. It was time to act.

Those thoughts fluttered through her head as she waited. Although Lily had work she should have been doing, she found herself staring at her computer screen instead. Then she heard the inevitable knock, and she called out, “Come in.”

Austin stepped into her small office. “Have a seat,” she ordered. Simultaneously, she stood up. She walked around the desk, leaned against the edge, and crossed her arms over her chest. “Before we begin, I want to know that our previous relationship won’t interfere with my research.”

“I will do my best,” he said a little too quickly.

“Okay,” she replied. “Sign these nondisclosure agreements.”

She handed him a stack of papers and a pen.

Unsurprisingly, he didn’t bother reading through the text. Looking down at him, she shook her head, but Austin wielded the easy confidence of a guy who seldom had to work to accomplish his goals.

When he finished with the documents, he handed them back to her.

“Did you read them?” Lily already knew the answer.

“I scanned them,” he said.

“Okay then,” she said as she turned around. A big smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.

She went to one of the drawers, pulled out the small, brown, nondescript box, and brought it back to him. “For each stage of the research, I will need access to your body.”

“Still not over me, are you?”

“If you aren’t going to be professional about this, you can get out right now,” she said. This was an important part of the deception; she wanted him to believe he could saunter off at any moment. In reality, the moment he opened the box and put on the equipment, he would be surrendering completely, especially because she had the real key hidden away back in her apartment.

“Okay,” he said, raising his hand. “Okay. I’m sorry. I’m not going to mess with you or your research.”

“Open the box,” she said. “And for the record, the research begins now.”

“Okay,” he agreed again.

“Before you open the box, please get on the floor.”

He jerked his head up, obviously confused. “This is part of behavior modification?”

“It is,” she said. “Get on the floor.”

“No, I don’t think I will,” he replied with a smug grin.

If he hoped for an argument, he didn’t get one. Instead, Lily nodded to herself.

Austin went back to the package. He ripped through the tape, popped open the top flap, and looked down inside. When he saw the different pieces, he was obviously confused. “Is this a puzzle or something?”

“The instructions are there. Take a look.”

He found the small booklet, opened it, and glanced up at her again with an adorably confused look on his face. “What’s a chastity cage?”

“A chastity cage,” she stated, “Is a specific kind of device used to control male erections and orgasms. As a part of this research project, you will wear that chastity cage, and I will monitor its effects on your behavior.”

“But it has a lock,” he said. He looked down at the small brass-colored piece. “Oh wait,” he said, instantly reassured. “It also has a key in here.”

“That’s correct.”

“I will determine the effects of the lock on you as well.”

“But I get to keep the key?”

“You get to keep that key,” she said, nodding down to the small one in the palm of his hand.

“Okay…” Austin allowed. “I guess that’s reasonable.”

“You will need to put it on in front of me,” she said.

His eyes flickered up, then back down again. Obviously, he didn’t know how to feel about this, but she tilted her head to the side and couldn’t help herself, “What’s wrong? Are you embarrassed?”

“No!”

“I’ve seen you naked before,” she said.

Austin could be cocky and aggressive, but she knew his “little” secret. Amusingly, his cock wasn’t even that small, but he felt insecure, especially in front of girls like her.

“Go on,” she said.

He bit down on the inside of his mouth, pressed his lips together, and glanced up at her, “Do I really have to do this in front of you?”

“I need to supervise the assembly. I don’t want you to put it on wrong or risk breaking the chastity cage.” Woops. She didn’t mean to call it a chastity cage quite so quickly. If he freaked out and ran off, then she might lose her best prospect.

“Okay,” he said a little too fast.

Austin puffed out his chest, stripped off his shirt, kicked away his shoes, and pulled down his pants. He was going fast. That much was obvious.

“Good,” she said. “You aren’t excited. That will make this a lot easier.”

“Just don’t say anything sexy,” he replied, reclaiming some of his usual confidence.

With her arm still crossed over her chest, she watched this boy as he studied the diagrams. She could have interrupted and given him some feedback, but she knew it would be better for Austin if he did this for himself. Simultaneously, she decided to include this in her research packet. If a boy willingly put himself in chastity, how might that affect his behavior? When he finally realized that he was trapped and couldn’t get out of the cage on his own, would this initial step affect his ultimate subjugation?

Subjugation. She loved the word.

Resisting the urge to smile at him, she kept her expression impassive as he fit the different components of the chastity cage over his genitals.

Click.

Just like that, he finished.

“As a first step in this study, I will need you to attempt to remove the chastity cage.”

“With the key or without?”

“Without,” she said. “Obviously, it wouldn’t be much of a struggle if you used the key.”

Breathing out slowly, he looked down along his genitals. Up until this point, he probably took access for granted. He was a man, young, strong, and virile. He should have the right to touch himself whenever he wanted. But now, as a part of this bizarre psychological experiment, he pulled on the cage, gently tugging at it at first.

“Wow. Once you get this thing on, it’s really hard to get off, isn’t it?” Austin chuckled nervously.

Lily didn’t respond.

“Keep going,” she said after a few more seconds. He tugged at the plastic ring around at the base of scrotum, but that didn’t help. He pulled gently and gingerly on the tube now encasing his shaft.

“Can you get it off?”

He didn’t answer at first. Holding his breath and pressing his mouth together into a concentrated pout, he kept working at it. Eventually, he let go, exhaled, and stumbled back. “No,” Austin finally admitted. “I can’t.”

“Does it permit an erection?”

“I don’t know,” he said. He shook his head. “Care to try to turn me on?”

Lily had been looking forward to this moment. She sat up on the edge of the desk, crossed her legs, and slowly lifted her skirt. She pulled it back, dragging the hem along the smooth contours of her thighs.

Austin thought he had been joking, but now he saw his ex-girlfriend as she exposed something amazing, almost magical. Gently, she parted her legs and showed him her panties.

He saw the smooth, sleek blue. Then she reached up with one hand and gently started to suck on a fingertip. She slid her hand down between her legs and started to rub her fingers along her panties.

“What, what’re you doing?” Austin asked. It must’ve been obvious. She was right there, masturbating in front of him.

He studied the curves of her dark red hair, the contours of her vulpine cheeks, and the swell of her breasts. Inevitably, his eyes fell back toward the spot between her legs while she masturbated in front of him. At first, Lily just touched her panties. She pushed down as she massaged her opening. But then she stood, grabbed her panties, and yanked them down. Letting the silk fall to the floor, she hoisted herself back up onto the edge of the desk. She licked her lips again, and she started masturbating in front of him.

Austin couldn’t know this, but she was thinking of this ex-boyfriend on his knees, begging and apologizing.

Soon enough, she promised herself. Soon enough.

Lily almost lost herself to the pleasure coursing through her body. After another couple of seconds, she remembered herself, glanced back at him, and savored the look of dismay on his face. Breathing out slowly, she forced herself to appear impassive and completely professional. “How do you feel right now?”

“Trapped,” he said.

“That’s not a problem,” she said. “Do you feel more obedient?”

He hesitated for just a second. But then he remembered what he was supposed to say. Like so many other boys, he wanted to be dominant and assertive. He thought, simply by virtue of his gender, that he should be in charge.

“What? No. Of course not!”

“So if I told you to get on your knees and acknowledge my superiority, could you do it?”

He stared at her. “I would never do that.”

“I see. Okay. I think that’s it for today. You can go home.”

She saw him surreptitiously glance down into the box. He was looking for the key. Sure enough, he didn’t panic because he found a key down in the cardboard container.

Feeling cruel, she reached for her phone and pulled up the timer app once the door closed behind him.

For the rest of the day, Lily did her work. She started on her proposal and wrote out some initial thoughts.

She was planning on leaving at five o’clock, but then her phone started ringing, “It doesn’t work!”

Austin’s panicked voice might have disturbed someone else, but it made her smile. A cruel grin stretched across her lips as she stared at the poster of a little girl standing over a little boy on her wall.

“Excuse me?” Lily asked as though she had no idea what he meant. “It doesn’t work,” he said. “The key!” It doesn’t work!”

“No,” she said simply and without any kind of surprise. “It doesn’t.”

“What?” Austin turned his question into one sharpened gasp of disbelief. In a heartbeat, he recovered, “What do you mean ‘no’? When I signed up for your stupid experiment, I was told I would get the key to the chastity cage!”

“I give you a key,” she said. “And you assumed it fit the lock. That was your decision, Austin.”

Silence.

“How do I get this thing off?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Lily asked sweetly. Before he could reply, she said quite clearly, “You don’t.”

“I can’t just wear this thing. It’s driving me crazy!”

“Oh?” Lily asked as she started to jot some notes down. “Tell me about that.”

Panting now, he must not have realized what she was doing or what she really cared about because she heard him growl right back, “I can’t get hard. Like I saw you touch yourself, and it was hot, but I can’t actually get hard! If I can’t get the stupid thing off, then I’m not going to be able to come either!”

“That does sound pretty obvious,” she replied. “Which brings us to a much more important question. What would you be willing to do for the opportunity to have an orgasm?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I gave you a key. In the meantime, I kept the key for the specific lock on your chastity cage, Austin.”

“What do you want?”

“Isn’t that obvious?” Lily asked playfully. “I want to test the effects of chastity on male obedience.”

Silence. Then he sputtered. He was trying to get his boy brain to work clearly, but it was difficult, especially with the arousal pumping through him. Before this, he always had easy access to his cock. He could touch himself, get hard, and climax whenever the moment suited him. But now, someone else, his ex-girlfriend no less, owned access to his most intimate body part, and he didn’t know what to do or think or say…

“Look, if you just give me the key, you can have the money. I don’t get paid.”

“Paid?” Lily asked with a teasing, lilting giggle at the back of her throat. “Oh, you silly boy. This isn’t about money. This is about obedience. Besides, could you think you are really going to get twenty thousand dollars just for letting a girl lock you up?”

“There was no money?”

“This is what I find so fascinating about boys. You always get so arrogant. You think you understand everything that’s happening, so in a girl comes along and lures you into a trap, you step right into it. I mean, you put that chastity cage on yourself!”

“Do you want me to pay you? Is that it?” Austin asked. He still couldn’t wrap his boy brain around what she truly craved.

“This isn’t about money,” she said. “And if you want me to let you out anytime soon, you’re going to come back to my apartment in three days. You won’t call me before then. You won’t email me before then. You won’t see me before then. You’re going to be a patient boy, and you will wait.”

“Why do I have to wait three days?” Austin asked.

At this point, she didn’t need to tell him anything. She could have simply hung up; after all, she had already made her demands quite clear. And yet, this girl couldn’t quite help herself. She still wanted to gloat. “Because I want you to soak in it,” she replied. “I want you to luxuriate in your newfound helplessness. I want you to walk around campus with a cock cage under your pants. I want you to look out at all of the same gorgeous coeds, see them, and know that you wouldn’t be able to do anything with them.” She smirked for a moment. “Well, that’s not entirely true. You could go down on them, couldn’t you? You could make them feel really good. You could put them first and their pleasure first. No more being a selfish boy for you.”

She tittered and giggled like some mean schoolgirl.

“If you want out of that chastity cage, do you know what you have to do? It’s very simple. I bet even a boy like you can figure it out.” She waited. On the other end of the line, Austin couldn’t think. He was probably battered by a storm of anger, frustration, and embarrassment. How had he allowed his ex-girlfriend to trick him into a situation like this?

“All you have to do is obey me,” she said, savoring the sound of his sharp inhalation.

Three days.

Lily knew they must have been torture for him. These seventy-two hours would probably drive a young man like Austin wild. Seriously, he would be excited all the time. And it wasn’t like he could just hide from the world. Oh no. He would have to go out, drive down the street, see the advertisements with pictures of girls in bikinis, short skirts, or tight tops, and he would feel his cage every time his shaft twitched.

Three days.

Three days of torment.

Three days of denial.

Three days of waiting.

In the meantime, Lily found herself spending a lot more time alone, either at work with her door closed and locked or at home underneath her blankets. Oh yes, she loved licking her fingertips, sliding her hand down into her panties, and touching herself gently.

Up until this point, she hadn’t considered herself to be a terribly sexual being. Even while she dated Austin, she had to deal with his selfishness. He had only ever gone down on her once for her birthday, and even then it had only been a couple of quick, perfunctory licks, like he couldn’t wait to finish.

But now, she found herself fantasizing about that boy on his knees. She couldn’t wait to see the look of defeat in his eyes.

He was going to fight it, obviously. He would try to maintain some veneer of self-respect, but she already had her plans. More importantly, she followed her intuition and sense of people. As a psychologist, she liked to think she had a solid read on how others reacted and what they might do.

With a wicked grin, she took a bath before it was time for him to arrive. This time, she abstained from another orgasm. Instead, she relaxed and let the warmth soak into her body.

Eventually, it was time for her chastity slave to arrive.

When he pounded on the door, she could hear the frustration in every booming knock. Even so, she didn’t answer right away.

A few feet from her, Lily’s phone buzzed for her attention. Obviously, the locked boy was outside of her door frantically texting and trying to call. When that didn’t work, he started knocking again.

She gingerly grabbed a robe, pulled it in front of her naked body, and sauntered over to the front door.

When she opened it, he stared hard, his lips parting with obvious desire.

At some other place or time, Lily might have been intimidated by having this horny boy right in front of her. It was clear what he wanted and needed. Too bad for him.

“What are you wearing?”

“A robe,” she said.

Finally, he shook his head. After three days, he couldn’t allow himself to get distracted by a mostly naked girl, even if she was as beautiful as Lily. She turned around and strolled away.

“I need the key right now,” he said. He stamped his foot.

Lily tossed a glance over her shoulder as she sat down on her couch. She leaned over, rested one cheek against her knuckles and looked at him with a bored expression on her face. “Go fetch me a glass of wine.”

“I’m not playing games with you, Lily.”

“And if I decide to kick you out and tell you to come back in a week, then you won’t have any choice but to obey. Will you?”

His eyes got big as he considered the implications. Part of him wanted to be blustering, angry, and aggressive, yet he’d still waited the full three days. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn’t intimidate this girl.

With a growl of frustration, he stomped into her small kitchen, opened one of the cabinets. He remembered where she kept her alcohol from when they had dated. Austin opened a bottle, poured some of the mellow red into her glass, and he marched it right back to her. “Here,” he said.

“Actually, I want you to kneel when you give me my wine,” she said.

His nostrils twitched; clearly, he didn’t know how to deal with her attitude; it didn’t make sense or connect with how he normally saw the world. While they dated, Austin had been able to do whatever he wanted; he could tease her, flirt with other girls, and generally be a selfish prick until she finally dumped him.

At the time, he hadn’t really cared. Yes, he had angered lots of girls over the course of his dating life. What was one more?

Those thoughts must have flashed through his head as he lowered himself to one knee and held out the glass of wine. She took it and said, “Very nice. That’s definitely going into my report.”

On his knee in front of her, he looked up at Lily and tried a different tactic, “Please. Please, just give me the key. Look, I’m not the right guy for your research anyway. I’m sure you can find someone else, someone better suited—”

“Be quiet,” she instructed.

Normally, Austin would have continued speaking. Like so many other men, he had no problem talking over women. His voice would cut through the air, snuffing out anything a female wished to say.

But with his cock imprisoned, he felt he had no choice.

He shut his mouth.

“Very nice,” she said, although he couldn’t be sure if she meant the quiet or her next sip of wine. She puckered her lips, savored the alcohol, and eventually looked down at him again.

“Now, stand.”

He rose to his feet.

As he inhaled and got ready to speak again, she lifted a lazy finger. “No, no,” she chided. “I’m not giving you permission to speak.

Austin didn’t need permission to speak! He wasn’t some little kid or a pet or her subordinate! At least, he didn’t wish to feel like one, but he stopped himself from making another sound.

“Very good,” she said. “Now, strip for me. You are not going to need to wear any clothes.”

“You can’t be serious,” he said. The words just fell from his mouth.

“What do you think?” Although he stood while she sat, she had no problem staring up at him with the easy confidence of a girl who couldn’t possibly lose. His shaft twitched again. He wanted out of the cage. He wanted out so badly!

What would he do to get his freedom?

Pretty much anything, he realized.

With an angry grunt, he yanked off his shirt, kicked away his shoes, peeled off his socks, dragged down his pants and boxers, removing one layer after another until there was nothing left. In fact, he was soon naked, his pectorals and biceps, stomach and thighs all on display. He only wore one piece of equipment now: his chastity cage.

“What’s the point of this?”

“I’m studying you,” she said simply.

“I’m not a guinea pig.”

“Really? I guess I prefer to think of you as a lab rat,” she said and smiled.

When they first met, that smile had been so alluring and enticing. He saw her and experienced the beautiful gravity of an attractive girl paying attention to him.

“I like seeing you naked. But do a little turn for me, slave boy.”

He tensed, “What did you call me?”

Her eyes hardened, “Slave boy. That’s what you are right now. Isn’t it?”

He sucked in another breath.

Lily didn’t give him the chance to respond. Instead, she cut him off with, “If you aren’t my slave boy, you can leave right now. Just walk out of that door. I will even let you get dressed again. But of course, you won’t have the key, and you won’t be able to get out.”

Something inside of him crumbled. “Please, I can’t take this! It’s too much!” His eyes got huge as he pleaded with her.

“Oh, you sound so desperate. I like that. I like it a lot.”

Panting and seething, he inhaled and exhaled. His chest rose and fell; he shoulders followed the same pattern.

“I told you to turn for me,” she said as though his outburst meant nothing at all.

Obviously, he could just barely control his rage. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he probably wished he could smash down a couple of walls.

Inevitably, the chastity cage did its job, however. It granted this boy a fresh degree of docility and compelled him to turn. He held his hands behind his back and slowly rotated in front of her. She imagined him as a piece of jewelry or maybe a hunk of meat on display. That made her the buyer.

“Good boy. Yes, chastity really is very effective. It can help a male such as yourself learn obedience.”

He finished turning, glared at her, and got ready to say something.

Again, she beat him to it, “Turn around again,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because I want to see your back,” she told him with a wicked smile.

Obviously, he hated obeying her again, yet he saw no choice. With his wrists still crossed, he turned, rotating and giving her the vista she craved. Lily got to enjoy studying his arms and legs, his chest and back.

She could stare at him and study him like an animal up for auction, only she had the benefit of knowing exactly how to train him.

“Very good,” she said. “Now get down here and massage my feet.”

He started to sit down next to her.

“On the floor,” she said, pointing again.

His nostrils twitched, but he found himself obeying without even thinking about it.

Once he was on his knees, he looked up at her, “How long are you going to do this to me?”

“Until I am satisfied that my research conclusions are complete and correct,” she said. Then she smiled. “Don’t worry. I’m sure it won’t take as long as you fear.”

“I’m not scared,” he said.

“Maybe you should be,” she replied before bursting out laughing.

Before he realized what was happening, she lifted her foot and pressed down against his chest. Her toes brushed along his sternum, and he had to reach up. He supported her heel in the palm of one hand. With the other, he started to pinch at her toes, caress her arches, and massage her.

“Oh, that’s good.”

She closed her eyes, leaned back, and relaxed.

“You can’t keep me like this,” he said. Lily couldn’t be sure if he meant those words for her or himself.

“What makes you so confident?” Lily inquired.

“I’m a man. I can act on my own.”

“You’re a boy, and you’re locked up,” she said. “What if I threatened to keep you locked up for another week? A month? What about a year?” Her eyes glittered with gleeful spite.

He quivered, his bottom lip shaking as he answered, “You, you wouldn’t!”

“Could you stop me?” Lily asked.

Unless he intended to take a chainsaw to the chastity cage, he wouldn’t be able to get it off. Even then, he would risk doing serious injury to himself. No, he couldn’t take the chance. Like so many boys, he would be too embarrassed and frightened to break her hold over him. Before, all of this had been theory. Now she could put it into practice and observe him.

“Answer me,” Lily demanded.

He looked up at her, his eyes bright with frustration, “No.”

“Say it,” she ordered. “Say all of it.”

“No, I couldn’t stop you.”

“Too bad,” she said. “Especially because I’m sure you get so horny.”

As he continued to massage her foot, she grinned down at her hapless boy. “Enough.”

He settled back on his haunches as she took the edges of her robe and pulled them aside to expose her firm, pert mounds. While they dated, he had always loved the sight of her breasts. Even now—especially now—the arousal rushed through him. His cock tried to harden; he needed an erection so badly, but his flesh came up against the boundaries of his chastity cage.

“Would you like to watch me play with them?” Lily teased.

“Yes, please,” he said, uttering the words before he realized how desperate and pathetic they made him sound.

“Tell me that boys are inferior.”

He blinked, suddenly came back to reality, and snorted. “I’m never going to say something like that. It’s childish and asinine.” He tried to spit out those acidic words.

“I guess you don’t want to watch me play with myself,” she chided.

He bit down on the inside of his mouth, but the temptation overwhelmed him. “Wait!”

She tilted her head to the side. A bank of reddish hair fell in front of her forehead. “Yes?” She made this sound so soft and easy, that he should be able to give up his dignity without any thought at all.

Then again, she saw him as a boy. Boys didn’t deserve dignity. They simply needed a firm, guiding hand to ensure their appropriate compliance for a new future, a future controlled by female supremacists.

“Boys are inferior,” he whispered.

She could have tormented him by making him raise his voice, but she decided to be merciful. She licked her fingertips and gently grazed her digits along her nipples. Before long, they glistened, catching the light and shining above him.

Braced on his knees, he could only look up and watch as she enjoyed herself. Before long, her cheeks turned pink, and she smiled down at him. “This is so much fun,” she said. “I love getting to touch myself. Maybe I should masturbate? What do you think?”

At this point, he realized he might be able to lure her into sex. If she got really, really turned on, she wouldn’t want to keep him locked up, would she? Like so many other boys, Austin overestimated his importance.

“Yes. I think you should touch yourself,” he said.

With a giggle and a little shake of her head, she spread her legs. He saw her sex and imagined how good it would feel to slide his cock deep into her. He needed to plunge down, to hold her in place and take what he wanted.

“Tell me about how you belong on your knees. If you stop, and I stop too.”

He didn’t understand.

“Go on,” she coaxed. “Don’t worry. This is just another test of your obedience.”

He should have been offended by that. He should have felt the anger as it roiled through his chest, ready to explode out. Instead, he licked his lips, glanced down, then up again, and watched her lithe fingers as she gently stroked her crevice.

He looked to the left, then the right. He tried to delay the inevitable as long as possible.

But the temptation overwhelmed him.

“Boys are inferior,” he said again.

She started stroking herself.

Now Lily looked down at him and watched her trapped chastity slave. She would stop if he didn’t say more, and he knew it.

“Boys are inferior, so we need to be controlled. We need to be owned.”

“Good boy,” she teased as she pushed her fingers down.

“Every boy should be locked up just like me. We should all be collared and enslaved. We should be treated like animals. We’re not smart enough to handle our own lives. That’s why so many men get into debt. They don’t know when to stop. They don’t know how to make good decisions,” he told her.

“Really?” Somehow, she managed to keep her voice level, as though she weren’t on the verge of an orgasm.

“Yes, Lily. That’s right. Boys should be kept as playthings and pets. We should all be owned. The moment a boy becomes an adult, he should be collared and given over to some woman who can take care of him. She will train him, ensure his obedience, and make sure he does as he’s told. She will be responsible for his behavior, so she will have the right to punish him however she sees fit!”

“Oh yes. That’s right. Tell me all about it,” she ordered, only now she could hardly hear him.

He stared intently as the jealousy pumped through his body.

His shaft twitched again and again, but he couldn’t even get hard! Sure, the tip of his shaft moistened with his excitement, but that was the best he could do, and they both knew it.

She pressed down again, her fingertips flickering as she massaged that one special point. Teasing her clit, Lily unlocked that burst of pleasure. Incandescent, volcanic, and utterly addictive, it sent a spasm of unbridled pleasure running through her skin.

When she finished, she slumped forward for a moment. Then she looked up, leveled her eyes on him, and he tried his tactic, “Lily, would you like me to take you to the bedroom? I could serve you. I could make you feel so good!”

“I’m sure you could,” she said. “But you haven’t earned that privilege yet.”

“What are you talking about? I just told you all that stuff about how men should be slaves!” His face was flushed, his voice stretched with panic.

“You told me the truth, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he said a little faster than necessary.

“And if I had a contract here that would surrender your right to vote or own property, would you sign up for me?”

“No,” he said, only his voice lacked any real certainty.

“Liar,” she teased. Then she giggled, “Don’t worry. I’m sure we will get there.”

“Please?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, he could only watch helplessly as she rose to her feet, walked over to her kitchen, and opened up one of the drawers. She pulled out a pair of handcuffs and tossed them down onto the floor in front of him. “Put them on. Behind your back.”

With an audible gulp, Austin looked down.

The chastity cage had been one thing. But these restraints would give her another advantage over him.

“If you don’t put them on in the next 10 seconds, I’m going to kick you out and give you another three weeks of chastity.”

His eyes widened, he inhaled, and then he looked back at her. He didn’t want to believe she could truly do it, only he knew the truth. That’s why he grabbed the cuffs, slapped them on his wrists, and felt the teeth engage. Just like that, he was now stuck with his arms pulled behind him.

“Good. Now come over here and lick me,” she ordered.

“If I do, will you let me out of the cuffs?”

“Maybe,” she said with a smile. “Maybe I’ll even fuck you,” she let the promise hang on the air.

He moved forward on his knees, and he had an awkward time getting his face between her legs. Luckily for him, Lily knew how to deal with this boy. She reached down, ran her fingers through his hair, took a firm grip, and pulled his face between her inner thighs. Just a couple of seconds later, he had his lips pushed up against her moistened sex. Clearly, one orgasm wouldn’t be enough for her.

Worse, he couldn’t be lazy about this; he couldn’t offer her some half-assed attempt. She wasn’t his girlfriend, not anymore. Instead, she had become something else.

He licked. He stuck out his tongue and moved it along her crevice. He tasted her, felt the heat of her body, and shivered with humiliation. All the while, his shaft twitched again. It struggled against the confines of his cage while he pleasured her.

“Good boy,” she said. “Very good boy. That’s right. Keep licking. Show me how you belong on your knees. Show me that you are just a dumb boy who needs to be owned and controlled.”

He had said a similar words, and now she used them against him. Austin served her dutifully, faithfully licking at her slit until she pulled his head back.

“Very nice. Go to my bedroom,” she ordered.

“Are we going to have sex?”

“Yes,” she said with a bright smile.

When he heard those words, he leaped up onto his feet, rushed down the hall and into her bedroom. He nearly lost his balance since he still had his hands cuffed behind his back.

Once in the bedroom, he looked around, marveled at how everything seemed so similar. Only then the door opened, and he saw she had discarded her robe.

She wore something else, something so much worse. He retreated. The masculine, powerfully aroused grin on his face fell away, only to be replaced by a look of horror as she pivoted her hips from side to side and made her strapped-on dildo flop to the left and right.

“Bend over the bed,” she ordered. “I own you now. And that means I get to fuck you whenever I want!”

“No!” He tried to rush by her, but she grabbed him by his arm, shoved him forward, and he bounced against the mattress.

With his hand still cuffed, he didn’t have the right kind of balance to try to resist her. He couldn’t throw a punch. This girl would have no problem putting him right where she wanted him.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I already put on some lubricant.”

The next thing he knew, he was bent over her bed, his legs spread and she had her hand on the nape of his neck. Austin tried to plead with her, but she used her free hand to aim her artificial phallus. She pressed to down, sliding into him. He felt the invasive toy against his opening. She pressed down. His muscles tried to clench into place, but she just pulled back and pushed down again, going a little bit deeper with every few seconds.

“No. Please, not like this!”

“You wanted sex. This is how you’re going to have sex from now on, Austin.”

“Please!”

“Tell me you belong to me.”

This was it, the ultimate test of obedience.

Panting now, frustrated, humiliated, and aroused all at the same time, he had no choice. “I belong to you!” She shoved down, riding him hard. She penetrated him, making him feel just like a slave.

So many boys thought penetration meant taking control. Perhaps they were right…just not like they first assumed.

She pumped her hips against his ass. She forced the tip of her member down deep into his body as she claimed him.

The ecstasy swept through her. The power. The control. The fact that women all across the world could turn their boys into slaves with just a few pieces of equipment…

She gasped as she pressed down. The pressure on her pelvis made her come hard until she threw her head back. Red hair splashed against her shoulders and down her neck as she screamed through the pleasure.

When she finished, she jerked back and looked down at him.

At some point, her boy had fallen to his knees.

“Has my experiment been a success? Are you going to be an obedient chastity slave for me?”

“Yes,” he admitted. “I’m your chastity slave now.” The words may have seemed as though they came from far away, yet he knew she owned him now. It started between his legs and spread to the rest of his mind, body, and soul.

The End
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Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.
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Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.
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