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Resigned to Chastity

Lucy timed her arrival perfectly. She wasn’t technically late, but everyone else had already arrived and taken their seats. As she walked into the conference room, Lucy approached with both confidence and humility, authority and deference. She respected the women in this room, and she needed them to understand that, but she also required their attention.

When it came to this meeting, every detail had to be perfect. Her tone, tempo, word choice, body language, and inflections all needed to be perfect if she was to get what she wanted.

For a long time, she had read about female supremacy. She understood the concepts and justifications. Women deserved to rule. They were instinctively more mature, empathetic, better at multitasking, and so much more. Unfortunately, males still had a great deal of authority throughout the world. In most companies, the CEOs were still men. In most countries, the presidents and prime ministers remained male.

That needed to change.

Lucy believed she could nudge this company forward, but she needed help.

When she marched through the doors, she saw the women seated around the conference table. Up ahead, she saw Margaret, the CEO. To her left, there was Jennifer. To her right, Brianna. These women had experience. More importantly, they had all worked hard.

Secretly, Lucy wondered what happened. Almost all of the managers at this company were female. Conveniently, Lucy forgot to invite the male managers when it came to organizing this meeting.

Margaret, a woman with dark hair, leaned back in her seat. “Hello, Lucy. As I’m sure you’re aware, we are all very curious about why you called this meeting.”

Lucy had considered making an argument based entirely on evidence. Instead, she approached the end of the table, leaned down, and let her gaze slide over the women in the room. “Ladies, first, I would like to thank you for coming. Second, I would like you to set aside any prejudices you might have.”

This certainly made her audience glance back and forth. The assembled managers remained quiet, but they were all wondering the same thing: what was Lucy talking about?

“Everyone here has had difficulty working with men in one capacity or another. I’m sure you have had to argue with arrogant males who thought they knew more than they did. I’m sure you have had to justify your expertise when, by every measure, you knew more than the boy in the room.”

The boy. Lucy loved this phrase.

“When you were younger, you probably had to deal with arrogant managers, men who thought you are nothing but eye candy. You’ve probably been objectified. Even if you got incredibly lucky, you probably felt men staring at you or checking you out. Maybe you heard the whispers.”

She paused.

“And of course, there are always those subtle little forms of control. Maybe your manager suggested that you organize the potluck because you’re the woman in the room. We know that this has been happening for decades. But now, I have a suggestion, a plan, to stop it.”

Lucy paused again. At this point, she knew they were listening.

Having prepared the room before hand, she walked over to the small cabinet tucked away in the corner, and she opened one of the drawers. When she came back, she set something down on the table. It would be hard to see, especially for the women on the other side of the room, but Lucy just let the seconds drag on.

After a silent count to seven, Lucy picked up the small, metal contraption. “This is a chastity cage. Essentially, it can be used to regulate penile erections and orgasms. Once a male wears one of these cages, he won’t be able to find satisfaction until he is released.” Feeling a little bit like a model on a game show, she held the chastity cage in the palm of her hand as she moved from left to right and back again. The metal was surprisingly light against her skin, and she marveled at the thin, iron bars.

“Why wouldn’t he just take it off?” someone asked.

Lucy picked up a padlock. She held it up for everyone else to see. “Because the cage gets locked on. Also, because the boy will be told that if he removes his chastity cage without permission, he will be fired.”

Lucy allowed those words to hang on the air for several seconds. Finally, it was Margaret who spoke up, “What precisely are you suggesting?”

“Mandatory chastity for every male who works for your company, ma’am.” Lucy stared down the length of the table as she spoke. She used a precise, clipped tone as she addressed her boss. “I realize this sounds radical, but consider the benefits.”

Because Margaret didn’t interrupt or stop Lucy, she assumed this was a great sign.

Lucy couldn’t help herself; as she imagined it, a fierce smile spread across her lips so she revealed her teeth. “For so long, men have used aggression to ascend the corporate ladder. Even now, there are men who aren’t necessarily more competent, and they don’t necessarily work harder, but they routinely come up for promotion. Why? Because they speak first. Because they talk louder. They get more attention because they are literally taller and broader. Is that how we want to run our company? Right now, we are at a pivotal moment. Look around the room.”

Perhaps it had been impolitic to point this out before, but Lucy knew this was the exact moment.

There weren’t any boys in the room. There weren’t any males here to worry about “reverse sexism” or to whine about fairness. “This company is principally controlled by women. But that won’t last for long. I’m sure there is some guy in our ranks who is, right now, thinking about how he can become the next CEO. Does he deserve it? I’m sure he’s not worried about that question. I’m sure the question hasn’t even occurred to him.”

It took all of Lucy’s fortitude to stare down the length of the table and meet her boss’s gaze. She looked right at Margaret. “We already have a dress code for women and men. We can add a new dress code for the men. A chastity cage. If they refuse to wear it, they can resign. It’s as simple as that.”

Someone else spoke up, “What if all of the men quit all at once?”

“They won’t,” Lucy replied.

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because they aren’t willing to admit the truth.”

Margaret leaned forward. She touched her elbows to the tabletop and brought her fingertips together. The CEO had a great deal of influence, but she couldn’t impose a policy like this without the support of her managers. “And what truth is that?” Margaret wished to know.

“That men are driven by their cocks,” she said. Yes, the language was vulgar, yet Lucy knew she had chosen the right words. All around her, the other managers grinned, chuckled, or nodded.

Lucy continued, “Males don’t want to believe it, but they don’t think rationally. They aren’t like women. Yes, their sex drives add to their aggression, which makes them want to impress potential partners, girlfriends, and lovers, but that’s not how a company should be run. Throughout corporate history, we can see one example after another of some guy founding a company, doing ridiculously well, and then letting it all spiral out of control because he took too many risks. We know better. We know how to make rational, intelligent decisions based on the information available. We aren’t trying to impress anyone.”

“This is an interesting prospect,” someone told her.

“It’s more than interesting,” Lucy replied. “This could change our entire corporate culture. If you don’t mind my asking, how many sexual harassment lawsuits have we had to deal with in the last five years?” Lucy aimed her gaze down the table right at Margaret.

The CEO frowned; this kind of information was supposed to be confidential. And yet, Margaret glanced around the rest of the table and must have realized that the rumors flew with regularity, meaning that the nondisclosure agreements weren’t worth the paper they were written on.

“Seven,” she said.

“That’s more than one a year,” Lucy told the group emphatically. “I won’t ask how much each lawsuit cost, either in terms of paying our attorneys or arranging settlements, but my point is this: the males here need to be controlled. If we lock them in chastity, they won’t be thinking about sex. Or if they are, they’ll just get frustrated, and they won’t be able to waste time on anything but their work. They will have to focus. Personally, I suspect they will sublimate their frustrations into becoming more efficient, which will make them better, more obedient workers. But even if they don’t, they will be under our control.”

“What, precisely, are you suggesting?” Margaret asked again.

“Not only will every male be required to wear a chastity, but he will be required to give his key to one of his colleagues. There will be a woman at work who will control his cock.”

When Adam heard about the new requirement, he had stared at his screen for several long seconds. “All males are required to wear a chastity cage provided by the company,” he whispered, mouthing every syllable as he read and reread that sentence.

In those first couple of hours, he thought that this didn’t make sense. Or better yet, maybe it was some kind of bizarre joke. But no, the policy came right from the top. Apparently, most of the managers, plus the CEO, had approved this new dress code requirement.

It seemed insane. Could that even qualify as part of the dress code? It wasn’t like any the women were supposed to see the men naked…

While several other men ranted or muttered amongst themselves, Adam quickly discerned the truth. Yes, a few guys might resign. Others would throw tantrums. In fact, several started shouting the morning of the announcement. They screamed at the top of their lungs, and they were quickly escorted from the building. They shouted about their rights, but this was a private employer.

“Penile freedom” wasn’t a protected class under any legal statutes, either in the city, state, or country. The men could snarl whatever legal jargon they wanted; it changed nothing.

Sure enough, the men came to work over the next couple of days. On their desks, they found small, brown boxes. Inside, each male discovered a chastity cage along with the name of his “dress code supervisor”. This was a fresh insult. Most of the men didn’t realize what this woman would be doing.

Within minutes of finding the package, a female came up to his desk.

For Adam, it was Lucy.

“And how is my second-best salesman doing today?” Lucy asked cheerfully.

Lucy managed the sales team. While their company was a minor player in the cloud software and processing industry, their CEO wanted to ascend. Perhaps that’s why Margaret Trapwood had been willing to approve this new policy in the first place. Technology companies all around the world embraced change, innovation, and experimentation. Usually, that meant giving their employees segues. This time, it meant locking the men in chastity.

“I’m fine,” he said.

“You haven’t opened your box yet,” she said with a nod.

Adam glanced up and wondered if maybe he should ask for some kind of special dispensation, but then he saw how she was looking at him.

Yes, Lucy was a beautiful woman. Yes, she had that dark blonde-brown hair. Golden strands of yellow mixed with softer hues of brown. She had a rounded face, bright green eyes, and a big smile. Despite her competence and willingness to talk down to any male, she also looked very young. Maybe it was the way she smiled, more like a babysitter or cheerleader than some aggressive manager. And yet, they always exceeded their sales quotas, so she was obviously doing something right.

Adam worked hard not to be attracted to his boss even though she was hot and it was easy to imagine his hand gliding along her ass or up along the smooth mounds of her chest. It helped that she occasionally talked down to him. He assumed she didn’t mean to do it, but there would be this little patronizing note in her voice. Like when she called him her second-best salesperson? Was that a compliment or an insult?

“Go on,” Lucy said. Yeah, she smiled, but she was his supervisor, so this wasn’t a request.

He pressed his lips together. If Lucy enjoyed seeing her boy pout, she didn’t say anything about it.

He opened the box and found the metal chastity cage inside. It would secure around the base of his scrotum, cage his shaft, and make it impossible for him to achieve any orgasms or even any erections.

“You have to wear this from now on,” Lucy said pointedly.

“How often?”

“As long as you work here,” she said.

“Even when I’m off the clock?” Adam asked.

“Well, your key holder can let you out at any time.” She smiled. The corners of her eyes crinkled. “Granted, if you can’t find her at the end of the day, that might make things more difficult. Or if she’s busy, she obviously doesn’t have to interrupt whatever she’s doing just to help you.”

“Take it out and put it on,” she said.

“What? Here?”

“You need privacy?” Lucy didn’t sound impressed. Then again, why she smiling? Were the corners of her mouth twitching upward with amusement?

“Yes,” he hissed back at her. “I’m not going to just pull off my pants in front of anyone who happens to be walking by!”

“You boys are always so sensitive,” she said. Was she mocking him? Absolutely.

“Come on,” she said.

She started to walk away, so Adam had to scramble to chase after her. He rushed from his cubicle and between the other workstations. Eventually, she took him into the copy room. She turned on the lights, closed the door behind them, and locked it. “Over there,” she said, pointing toward a stack of cases.

“You don’t have to be here for this,” he said.

“Actually, I do.”

His brows tightened with worry, but then he opened the package all the way, and he saw the small piece of paper. Before he unfolded it, he already knew what it would tell him.

Adam Roderick’s Keyholder: Lucy Belmont.

His heart started beating faster, but he tried to just get this over with. Without turning away from her, he loosened his belt buckle. With his eyes directed at a spot just in front of their shoes, he moved as fast and as automatically as he could. He didn’t want to think about this.

Like a good boy employee, he pulled down his pants and boxers at the same time. Then he realized his mistake, but he still had to open the box with the chastity cage. He took out the different metal components. He held them in the palm of his hand.

From there, he slipped the metal cage over his shaft. He attached the other parts, connecting one after another. “If you get frustrated and need some help, I can put it on you,” Lucy promised him.

His nostrils twitched, but he wasn’t going to embarrass himself by asking for help.

Finally, he connected the last piece.

“Done,” he said. He pulled his hands away from his crotch.

She marveled at what his caged penis looked like. Although men wore pants and tried to maintain some veneer of modesty and respectability, it was this body part that motivated so much of their behavior. She clicked her tongue, shook her head, and wondered what Adam would have said if he knew she was the one who came up with this entire scheme.

“Not quite,” she said as she walked over to the box. She plucked out the small padlocks. Holding it up in front of him, she slid the key out and tucked it away in her pocket. “That’s mine.”

She slid the key into position, pushed the bottom up, and they both heard the click.

It made him flinch.

It made her damp.

“You can go get back to work, Adam.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

He pulled up his pants, froze, and realized he just addressed her as ma’am.

Adam had never done that before.

“It’s okay,” she said before he could backpedal. “I like it when you address me as ma’am. I am your boss, after all. I am your superior.”

This time, Adam didn’t say anything. With his pants on and his chastity cage locked around his manhood, he kept his head down while he scurried from the room.

He managed to go for a week before he tried to ask her for time out of his cage. Up until this point, he truly believed he could wait her out. He thought that sympathy, morals, or good sense would compel her to come to his cubicle and offer to free him.

Nothing like that happened.

Instead, he went home at night and tried to pull the cage off. It didn’t work.

Maybe he could have removed it if he went to a hospital, called a locksmith, or broke out a chainsaw. But if he removed his cage, he suspected Lucy would know. Even if he managed to pick the lock without scratching the exterior, he thought she would see it in his eyes. Or maybe he just wasn’t thinking clearly now that he had been locked in chastity.

Before the announcement, Adam pleasured himself at least once a day.

It was so easy to slide into bed, reach his hand down his pants, and stroke himself off. He could savor his fantasies as he pictured a girl like a Lucy. Oh yes, he had imagined marching up to her desk, closing her door behind him, grabbing her by her hair and shoving her down across her own desk. He loved the idea of hearing her beg for more while he pumped her hard.

On the first night, he did a pretty good job of suppressing those impulses. He could fight the habit down.

But on the second day, the images started to flutter through his imagination. By actively clearing his mind and focusing on sleep, he suppressed those urges. His cock twitched just a little bit.

By the fifth night, he crawled into bed, and the images were waiting for him. He pictured Lucy. But now his fantasies changed. In one, he was on his knees, looking up at her. He was back in her office, but he was naked except for the chastity cage. He obediently held his hands behind his back like some sort of well-trained slave. From there, he pleaded with her, “I can’t take this anymore.”

Adam didn’t want to rehearse any kind of speech. He didn’t want to practice begging in his time off, but sleep remained elusive for this chaste boy.

Still, Adam remained stubborn.

Every day, he went to work. He made call after call and send email after email. Not only that, he continued to meet with his various clients.

At certain moments, Adam could marvel at how his numbers increased. Once he was locked in chastity, he focused on his job and pretty much nothing else. Sure, he could fake the amiable conversations required for a salesperson, but he didn’t wander around online. If he had a few extra minutes between appointments, he made cold calls, reaching out to other software companies that might need some extra processing power.

But still, he couldn’t take it.

Finally, after more than a week of feeling the cage between his legs, he went to his boss’s office.

He knocked on the door, and he had to wait for her to call out, “Come in.”

Lucy may not have been busy, but she decided to leave him standing out there for a good ten or fifteen seconds. Waiting was good for him and reinforced his humility.

Finally, she allowed him to enter.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he said.

“What is it, Adam?”

“I have a request,” he said. He edged closer to her desk.

“Yes?” She looked at him.

Although he had silently rehearsed these words many times before, they suddenly scattered between his ears. Adam couldn’t find the right words or put them into the correct order.

Finally, he managed to ask in a timid voice, “I was hoping you could let me out tonight.” He didn’t see any paperwork on her desk. In fact, as he stood in front of her, he could see the social media posts on her screen. Clearly, she wasn’t busy.

And yet, she had no problem telling him, “Oh, I’m sorry, but I’m just slammed right now. Maybe I can let you out tomorrow.”

His shoulders bristled, and he wanted to leap across the table and grab her.

But he didn’t.

His cock twitched in his cage, and he dipped his head down low. As so many other males had discovered, once he was locked in chastity, he surrendered something primal and aggressive.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said before he could even stop himself. Then he turned around, walked out her door, and closed it behind him.

His shoulders slumped.

The next day, Adam tried again. This time, he marched up to her door, he balled his fingers into fists, and he knocked much more firmly.

Again, she made him wait.

When she finally let him into her office, she glanced up from her computer screen. It was the end of the day once again. He had actually stayed for an extra half-hour to make some additional calls.

“How’re you doing, Adam?”

“Ma’am, I was really, really hoping you could let me out tonight?”

“Yeah, I would have if you asked just a few minutes ago, but I’m running late. I have an important meeting right now.” She turned off her computer, got up, and walked right by him with her purse slung over her shoulder. Stumbling, he tried to speak. He tried to get a couple of words out, just something like, “It won’t take long. Please, can you unlock me just for the night?”

“Sorry, Adam!” She darted back over to the elevator, and left him alone there.

After that, Adam didn’t know what to do. He tried again and again. He tried to catch her when she first arrived at the office, during her lunch break, or after work. Each time, she told him that she was busy.

Then he came up with another option.

After everyone else left, he went to her office door and knocked. He held his hands behind his back as he waited with his back rigid. Resolute, he knew he could do this.

“Yes?” Lucy asked when she finally let him in.

“Please, could you let me out tonight? Please?”

“Oh, Adam. You sound like you’re begging.”

“Yes,” he said. Then he looked up at her.

Lucy kept her face neutral, but she absolutely adored that pathetic, puppy dog eagerness on his face. He looked just like a little canine who really, really wanted to please his owner.

“You know, it’s traditional to beg on your knees,” she said.

She could hardly believe how quickly and easily he had succumbed. Truly, men really were slaves to their bodies.

At once, he lowered himself down to the industrial carpet.

“So what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Please, ma’am. Please, just let me out of the cage for a little while? Please. I feel like I can’t take this. It’s driving me crazy!”

“And would you be willing to take on some special projects in exchange for some time out of your chastity cage?”

He hadn’t anticipated a question like this, but he answered instantly and automatically without really considering what this might mean. “Yes!”

“Very nice,” she said. She brought a hand up to her cheek, and she tapped the side of her face. “I have a conference call in a few minutes, but it’s going to be really boring. I think it could be a lot more fun if I had you under my desk.

“Under your desk?”

“That’s right,” she said. “I have always admired what you can do with your mouth, Adam. You’re very good at getting people to listen to you. You’re very good at getting them to want to help you. That’s why you’re such a good salesman.”

“Are you asking for a sexual favor?”

“No, I’m not asking for anything. But you should consider what you’re offering.” Just like that, she ensured that anything that happened here would be his fault.

Adam glanced over his shoulder at the door. Sure, he had his dignity, but if this was what it took, then he could obey. Besides, hadn’t men been taking advantage of their corporate positions for decades? Maybe this girl just wanted the equivalent of a blow job. He could do it once, and then they could go back to normal, and he wouldn’t have to wear his chastity cage any longer.

Adam rose to his feet. “No,” she said with a wag of her finger. “Crawl over here.”

Hot shame ran down his cheeks and along his neck; his face turned red as he lowered himself to his hands and knees. He couldn’t believe he was doing something like this, but Adam didn’t see any choice. He crawled along the bottom of her office and made his way under her desk.

In the meantime, Lucy lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. She spread her legs and only rolled her chair back into position once he was under her desk.

She pressed a button and said, “Okay, everyone. I’m here now. Can you tell me about this new project?”

Her conference call.

Adam didn’t really know what he was doing. He lifted his head and brought his face up between her legs. His cheeks brushed her inner thighs as he caught the aroma of her arousal. She was already wet, already turned on. Clearly, she had anticipated something like this the moment he walked through her door.

She tapped a button on her phone and called out to the boy between her legs, “You had better get started. If you don’t, I might get frustrated and decide to just head home to take care of myself.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Adam answered immediately.

This time, he doesn’t hesitate. He leaned forward and licked her sex. His tongue ran along her crevice. He tasted her, and the heat pulsated from her body.

She went back to her conference call. For the most part, she just listened, but she made a few noncommittal sounds like, “That sounds good” or “We can definitely think about that option.” In between, she must have muted her phone because she panted, gasped, and even reached down to grab him by his hair. She pumped his face against her sex. She enjoyed the way he felt with his tongue sliding along her opening.

He licked for the first few seconds, then the first few minutes. He served her as best he could.

Her body shivered at several points. Did she just climax? Was she hiding it?

Unfortunately, he couldn’t know one way or the other. Worse, she could just lie, saying she never got off at all…

It wasn’t fair.

As a boy, his arousal was obvious.

As a girl, she could tell him whatever she wanted.

“Thank you everyone,” Lucy finally said to her phone. She hit another button, rolled back, and she looked down at him. He was on his hands and knees, and his mouth was wet with her excitement. “Not bad,” she said. “But I want you to ask for it.”

“Ask for what?”

“The privilege of going down on me, of course. We’re having sex right now.”

“This isn’t sex,” he snapped back.

“It’s as close as you’re going to get any time soon,” she said. Before he could get angry, she added, “I’m your keyholder, Adam. I decide when and if you can get off. Now crawl over here like a good boy and lick me. Go deep. I want to feel your tongue inside of me.”

He clenched his eyes shut, yet he obeyed. He brought his face back up between her legs, and she put her hand on the back of his head. She forced his face right up against her sex, and he licked. He nuzzled. He swept his tongue up and down, left and right. He pleasured her with everything he had.

“The next time you come back in here, I expect you to tell me that women are smarter and better and stronger.”

What?

“A new political structure is going to take control of the world, Adam. Maybe you have heard of it. Maybe you haven’t.” She lectured him while he served her with his mouth, “It’s called Female Supremacy, and the goal is simple: women will rule and boys like you will be taught to obey. Just think of yourself as a girl back in the 1930s or so. You’ll be allowed one or two jobs, but women will always be in control. We will rule every facet of society, and you get to tag along and help us.”

He should have pulled back. He should have yanked his face from between her thighs, glared up at her or stood. He should have insisted that men would never be enslaved. At best, women could hope for equality.

And yet, it was easy to continue licking, to bring her pleasure and yield completely just like this. He was already on his knees. He had already spent days and days in chastity.

“This is going to be your life now. You can be a salesman because it’s adorable. I like hearing you talk to people as you try to get them to give us money. And where does that money go? Oh, right. Our founder and CEO is a woman. Most of the managers are women. Trust me. It won’t be long before they are all women just like me. And we are all going to believe that boys like you should be trained. Did you think it was so easy for me to get you guys into chastity in the first place?”

With every sharply deep breath, she enjoyed another burst of pleasure.

She could have climaxed at any moment, but she pushed that impulse aside. She resisted the shock of ecstasy because she wanted Adam to hear this.

“Don’t worry. If you ever fall with your sales quotas, I could always just make you my personal assistant. I mean, a give you an even stricter dress code, and maybe put a choker around your neck, but I think you would look so cute.”

When he grumbled with frustration, she finally climaxed. The orgasm rushed through her, making her squeeze her inner thighs against his cheeks. She threw her head back, screamed, and embraced the rush of heat as it washed over her.

Then she pulled him back. “I might let you out when you come back, but only if you get on your knees and tell me you are going to be an obedient chastity slave.”

In a daze, Adam got up and left.

She had confessed everything.

Adam knew he should go online and tell the world about what was happening at this company. He might have been the only boy who had learned the truth, but he doubted it. If anything, he looked around at the other masculine faces, and he could see the truth. The women here weren’t hiding their agenda. They were female supremacists, and they were determined to take over the world. It would start here, spread to local government, and move from one company to another like a virus.

The women would assert themselves, lock the boys in chastity, and teach them how to obey.

In spite of this new knowledge, Adam couldn’t bring himself to resist.

He only had one choice.

Escape.

He considered his options for the next couple of days. In fact, he managed to make it almost three weeks in chastity before he made his decision. It was the end of the day, and he knew he couldn’t take this anymore.

He had gone so long without an orgasm.

Adam needed release. He needed relief!

He couldn’t think clearly, he could barely sleep, and he hated how the cage made him feel.

Sure, he had tried to remove it. At several points, he had exhaled slowly, reached down, and tried to gently tug the piece off. The metal cage couldn’t be removed without crushing his testicles. Yes, he felt the squeeze. He felt those first sharp pangs of agony within his scrotum, but then he gave up. Panting, he always had to drop his hand away and give up.

Without the key, he couldn’t get out of chastity. That much was obvious.

But now, he marched back up to her office door.

Focusing with the last remnants of his determination and independence, he knocked.

He waited as usual and she finally told him to enter. He came in, and he marched up to her desk. Adam looked right at her and said, “I’m here to resign.” Then he held out his hand, palm up.

“Oh,” she said. “I’m really sorry to hear that.” Lucy turned away from her computer, and she considered him for a second before telling him, “You have done such a great job, Adam, but I appreciate you telling me in person. Thank you.”

After that, she turned back to her computer.

He cleared his throat and said, “I need the key.”

“What key?”

He hated that he had to do this, but Adam rumbled back, “The key to my chastity cage.”

“Oh,” she replied. “Yeah, I’m keeping that.”

“What?”

“But don’t worry,” she said with a sideways glance at him, “You can keep the chastity cage. I won’t be needing it.”

“Give me the key,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “I don’t have to, especially since you don’t work here anymore. And since you just quit, you need to leave right now.”

This wasn’t how he imagined any of this. As his breathing quickened, he leaned forward. He put his hands on her desk and said, “I’m serious. Please, give me the key. Please?” The arrogance and aggression dissipated from his voice.

Lucy got up, exhaled a slow sigh, and stepped around her desk. When she walked up to him, Adam instinctively retreated a couple of paces. She continued to come closer until she jabbed him in his chest. His shoulder blades bumped against of the wall behind him. “I don’t have to do whatever you say because I’m a woman, and you’re a boy. Say it.”

“You’re a woman, and I’m a boy.” After weeks of training and chastity denial, he couldn’t summon any resistance. She spoke with perfect confidence, and something in him needed to bend or break.

“Exactly,” she said. She put her hand on the top of his head and shoved.

Adam was theoretically strong enough to remain upright. But he didn’t. His knees buckled, and he fell forward.

“Do you see this, Adam? This is where you belong. You stay on your knees because you are my inferior. Now, since you quit your job as a salesperson, I might give you a second chance. Would you like that? Would you like another job at this company?”

“Can I retract my resignation?”

Lucy touched a finger to her chin, stared off into the distance, and seemed genuinely consider his request before she chuckled and decided, “No. I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

“What then?”

“I told you before,” she replied. “I could use a personal assistant.”

His mouth instantly turned dry.

“Please, just give me the key…”

“No.” She rose from her chair, smoothed down her skirt, and walked around her desk. She leaned back, crossed her legs, and looked down at him. “I know you feel desperate. I know you must be frustrated. That’s okay. In fact, it’s good for you. It’s wholesome for a boy to feel like he needs something. And guess what? I’m the only one who can give you the relief you crave. So what are you going to do?”

He hesitated. He bit down. He stared at the floor. All the while, Adam still couldn’t come up with a good answer. “I don’t know!”

“I think you do,” she said.

His whole body trembled.

“I’ll be your personal assistant…?” As hard as he tried, he couldn’t utter those words as a statement.

“My personal assistant,” she said. “Really, more of a slave.”

“Slavery is illegal!”

“For now,” she replied.

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“You remember what I told you before. Women are destined to be in charge because we are superior.”

“Then why have men been able to rule for so long?”

If he hoped to score a point against her vaunted ideology, he must have been disappointed because she just chuckled. “For thousands of years, humans survived by strength alone. We didn’t really need to be smart. The world has changed, Adam. Intellect rules. And that’s why women will take charge, starting here and now.”

“Don’t be so sure about that,” he said as he struggled to hold onto the idea that men might be able to maintain power.

She leaned forward and touched the underside of his chin. At some other place or time, he would have been brave enough to slap her hand away.

“What are you wearing?”

“A chastity cage,” he said obediently.

“Exactly. You were dumb enough to let us lock you up. And guess what? That means you will be my slave. Say it.”

He couldn’t resist the ferocity or confidence in her voice, so he answered, “I’ll be your chastity slave.”

She patted him on the head. “Good boy. Now, I want to show you something else.” She returned to her desk, opened a drawer, and tossed him a pair of handcuffs.

“What are these for?” Adam asked as he looked down at the metal shackles.

“Put them on,” she replied.

“Why?”

“Because I told you too,” she said simply.

His chest huffed and puffed, pumping out those frantic, nervous breaths, yet he obeyed anyway. He brought the cuffs behind his back. He crossed his wrists and snapped the shackles into place.

“Good boy. You see. I just have to order you to give up your freedom, and you do it.”

“That’s because I’ve been in chastity for three weeks!”

Lucy snapped her fingers and pointed to the restrained boy, “Exactly. Just think about that. After three weeks of denial, you are ready to bow down on your knees and tell me I’m your superior.”

This time, he didn’t answer or contradict her.

Even so, she grinned at him. “Actually, that’s a pretty good idea. Get down on your knees and tell me I am your superior. Tell me why I own you now.”

Adam struggled hard to resist her commands. He kept glancing up at her, only to turn his gaze back down toward the floor. Adrenaline grated hot through his body, but he still couldn’t force himself to defy her or yield, so instead he hesitated.

“I’m getting impatient,” Lucy said. “You don’t want me to get impatient.”

“Why not? What would you do?” Really, her slave just wanted to buy himself some more time. A few seconds might make all the difference if he could come up with some brilliant tactic to use against her.

“I don’t know,” she said with a lazy shrug. But then her eyes snapped back toward him. She looked like a hungry predator. “Maybe I’ll spank you.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” he said, thinking legal protections might work. Then again, the law didn’t allow for a boy who wore a chastity cage, one he willingly put on because his employer told him to do so.

“Stand,” she ordered. He got to his feet, and she grabbed him. With his hands locked behind his back, he couldn’t move fast enough to stop her. She shoved him down across her desk.

“Let’s get those pants off of you,” she said.

“No, wait. I’m sorry!”

“No, you aren’t,” she said. “But you will be.”

Lucy stretched her arms around his waist, she loosened his belt, and she dragged down his pants and boxers in one fluid movement. Suddenly, his shirt only covered a couple of inches of his ass.

She stepped up to him, grabbed his posterior, and pinched. Her fingers pushed down.

Then, because she was feeling especially cruel, she reached around and brushed her fingers along his scrotum.

Before Adam could try to stop himself, a groan of desire ran through his body and escaped his lips. “You really want this, don’t you?”

“I can’t help it,” he complained. “It’s the chastity cage. Please, just let me out. Please?”

“If I let you out, then you would become an arrogant, self-centered boy again. This way, you’ll focus on my pleasure and my desires. Nothing else will worry you.”

“No, that’s not—”

SMACK!

“Tell me that’s true.”

“But—”

SMACK!

“Tell me I’m right,” she commanded as she whispered into his ear.

“That’s not—”

SMACK!

“You know, boys are really silly. I mean, here I am, spanking you over and over again. But that’s only because you keep messing up. Tell me you’ll be an obedient slave, and maybe you won’t need to be spanked again.”

His shoulders slumped and his head bowed down. “I will be an obedient slave,” he told her again.

“See?” Lucy teased. “I’m not spanking you this time. Instead, she lightly caressed his reddened ass with her fingertips. Little jolts of sensory electricity jumped through his body.

He tried to stand up straight, but she just shoved him right back down. With his balance thrown off by the cuffs behind his back, he fell forward easily.

“Now, tell me that women deserve to rule.”

“Women deserve to rule.”

“Tell me you want to be spanked.”

“I can’t!”

“Why not?”

His eyes were wet.

“It stings!” he admitted like this was the most humiliating thing he had ever told the woman before.

“Good,” she said.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

She spanked her chastity slave five times in quick succession. She made sure both of his cheeks turned incandescent shades of red. “Boys deserve to be in chastity. It’s good for them. They need to be trained. They need to be owned. You might want to go on and on about independence and freedom, but that’s not who you are anymore, Adam. You are a slave. You’re going to stay here, you’ll work, and I will have your paycheck deposited into my bank account. Maybe, if you’re a very good boy, I will give you an allowance, just a couple of bucks here or there so you can buy yourself some candy or maybe some new pants.”

“I’m not a slave,” he said.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

“Tell me you’re a slave.”

The nerves beneath the surface of his skin seemed to smolder; even as the seconds dragged on, he could feel the agony simmer within him.

“I’m a slave,” he admitted.

“Exactly,” she purred. “A slave doesn’t really need to own anything. They just have to do what their owners want. You’re a boy, so that means you deserve to be a slave. And hey, you will get to understand what’s happening in the world around you. I’m sure lots of young men are going to be so confused. They will think that this is something new or strange. They won’t be able understand why men start losing elections or resigning to let women step forward to lead. They won’t understand why they suddenly can’t get any of the good jobs.”

“No,” he said. “Someone will stop you!”

“Really? Is that what you think? Just remember how easy it was for us to get you into a chastity cage. Maybe we will require them in colleges. What you think of that?”

“No, you can’t!”

“Yeah, we can,” she said. “Just think about how badly boys have behaved on university campuses throughout history.” She clicked her tongue and shook her head. “This next spanking is for all of those boys and their bad behavior.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

“That’s not my fault!”

“You’re a boy. You deserve to be punished for being a boy.”

She grabbed his ass. Before he knew what he was saying, he called out, “I’m sorry!”

“There we go. That’s right. Apologize. Apologize for being male. Apologize for being inferior.”

“I’m sorry I’m inferior.”

“We are going to inculcate that kind of guilt into every boy across the planet. Will it take a long time? Absolutely. Can we be patient? Definitely. Face it, Adam. The patriarchy needs to die, and women will ascend. Just look at you. A couple of weeks ago, you were this independent man. But what are you now?”

Because he couldn’t handle the prospect of getting spanked again, he gave her the answer she expected and desired, “I’m your slave.”

“Exactly.”

“Now I’m going to spank you again. I’m going to make it sting. And when I’m done, you need to be grateful. Oh, you also need to tell me what you’ve learned.”

SMACK!

She paused, letting him think that might be it. Then her hand flew down and struck his unprotected ass.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

Lucy decided to give him another couple of seconds to catch his breath. He probably wanted to get the spanking over with all at once, but she wouldn’t make it that easy for this boy.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

“Now,” she ordered.

“Thank you!”

SMACK!

“You’re going to have to do so much better than that,” she taunted.

He licked his lips, filled his lungs, and tried again, “Thank you, ma’am. Thank you for spanking me. Thank you for punishing me. I’m a boy, and I deserve to be punished for everything every other man has done. I’m your inferior, ma’am.”

“There we go,” she said with a chuckle. “And the second part?”

“I’ve learned that men are going to be enslaved. I have learned that we deserve to be owned. We won’t be able to control our futures because you’re going to put us all in chastity!”

“Don’t worry. A few boys will still get to have sex. I’m afraid to say that won’t be you considering you are very well endowed. There are other guys will be far more fortunate. You are going to be owned?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Exactly. You are going to be owned. You’re going to be cherished as property. That is your future, Adam.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

“Look up,” she said. While he kept his head bowed down, she had returned to her desk and pulled out two other items.

Just as he lifted his gaze, he could watch as she slipped the collar around his neck. She clicked it into place, and then she attached the second item: a leash for her boy.

“You’re owned like a pet. You might as well be leashed like one too.”

At this point, she looked down into his eyes and waited for his reaction. Other men would have argued or fought. But she had snuffed out his resistance, so he nodded. “Crawl back under the desk where you belong, Adam. We can think of this as early training for your new role as my personal assistant.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

He shrugged on his pants and made his way on his knees while she sat down. Savoring this moment, Lucy pulled off her panties and spread her legs. Then she beckoned him with a wave of her fingers. He crawled back into position, started licking, and she closed her eyes, knowing that everything he said was correct. He was only the first of many more boys to be enslaved. All across the world, it was time for humanity to embrace Female Supremacy.

The End
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