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Getting Started: A Gynarchy Fantasy 
 
      
 
    Amy couldn’t help it. She really liked the boys at her college. She loved going to this university and knowing she would pretty much always win. Over the last couple of decades, the nation had been completely reshaped to the point where a college sophomore like her could hardly imagine the idea of a “patriarchy”. The words sounded strange and odd to her, like something you might make up for the sake of symmetry. 
 
    The world was a gynarchy—obviously. From a purely theoretical standpoint, she could understand how men might be able to rule, especially back in the day when being bigger and taller meant something. But now, the world was based on intelligence and what could be accomplished. Collaboration and cooperation mattered most of all. 
 
    So now men were a lot like horses. They were gorgeous creatures, beautiful and respectable, but also domesticated and largely unnecessary. 
 
    As Amy smirked at the idea, she shifted her backpack and glanced over at some of the other groups walking down the paved pathway leading to the library. Most of the students were female, obviously. They were the ones who needed to be able to earn after they graduated. 
 
    So why were there still a few boys there? Probably because they wanted to meet their future wives. It was sweet, she thought. 
 
    Those boys would probably try to major in disciplines that would make them more interesting later on. Maybe they would study philosophy or art or something. A lot of them were probably music majors, she reflected. She liked the idea of having a husband who would be able to sing for her, kind of like a songbird. Maybe she could to snap her fingers and tell him to perform. 
 
    The thought excited her, making her hot deep within her core. 
 
    At the same time, she wondered if maybe it was time for her to get a boyfriend. She was beautiful, she knew. More than that, she was successful with her good grades and strong family background. Her parents were rich, especially since her mom had founded several successful companies. Granted, that made things slightly more difficult for Amy. 
 
    Now she had the standard she had to live up to. The pressure had been hard for some of the other students on campus, but Amy had taken those expectations in stride. 
 
    She could do this. That was always her mantra, and she pretty much always succeeded. 
 
    Sure, she failed occasionally like anyone else, but she had the safety net of her family and the confidence of having succeeded previously. A few small mistakes wouldn’t deter her. 
 
    But as she walked between the different students, she realized that she had made it through her first year of college, she had a handle on her classes, and things were calming down. So maybe it was time to find someone, a nice boy to take care of her. 
 
    She grinned at the idea. 
 
    Without realizing it, she started walking a little bit faster, weaving between the different groups of girls and of the couples. Most of the girls insisted on holding their boys’ hands even as the guys carried their purses and backpacks. 
 
    As Amy strolled ahead, she took the steps two it a time, strolled into the library’s atrium, and looked around again. That’s when she saw him. 
 
    Seated on one of the benches, he had a tablet computer on his lap as he scanned over the text. 
 
    A slow smile touched Amy’s lips. 
 
    Brad. 
 
    They had been partners during her freshman seminar last year. The professor had come over to Amy, leaned down, and said, “Would you be willing to work with a boy? I know you’re going to have to carry him for some of the workload, but I can take that into account with your grade.” The professor glanced over at Brad who did his best to pretend that he hadn’t heard any of that. 
 
    But then the professor smiled and raised her voice just a little bit. “I don’t mean to be insulting,” she said, “I’m just operating off of previous experience. A lot of young men have trouble with this class.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Brad replied automatically, knowing full well that any kind of disagreement or disobedience might count as having a bad attitude, which could quickly get him kicked out of this program. 
 
    “There we go,” the professor finished. 
 
    For the next couple of weeks, they worked on their project, getting ready to discuss one of the prominent psychologists from the last few decades. Amy decided to go with Anna Freud, the woman who pretty much founded the study of child psychology. 
 
    For the most part, Brad had done everything she wanted. He secured the supplies, followed her orders, and behaved just like an appropriately humble and deferential young man. 
 
    For boys, that was probably the most important trait. 
 
    A couple weeks before this, Amy had read an article online about what you should look for in a boyfriend and guys in general. The big trait was obedience. Men needed to do as they were told. Obviously, men were subordinate in society, which in turn made the whole of the community work better. Guys who tried to step out of line and “assert themselves,” just caused trouble. It was so much better when boys did as they were told. 
 
    Next, Brad was nice and humble. He would compliment her on whatever Amy happened to be wearing that day. Of course, he didn’t linger for too long. Boys could get overly excited sometimes, which meant they would need to be punished, either by the girl they offended or the administration. 
 
    Brad never made that mistake. 
 
    So when she saw him sitting there, she rushed forward, taking those confident strides of an eager young woman. 
 
    “Hi, Brad,” she said. 
 
    He looked up, straightening his back. It was obvious that he was preparing to perform. 
 
    “Hello, Amy,” he said, making eye contact for just a moment before turning his gaze back down to her shoes. She had on black flats with little straps that hooked around her toes and the rest of her feet. 
 
    “I was wondering, are you free tonight?” 
 
    “I guess so,” he said after a few seconds of hesitating. He risked a glance back up at her. 
 
    Amy flashed a big smile. 
 
    “Good. Give me your phone,” she said, holding out her hand. He glanced to the left and right, almost like a wild animal seeking some escape route. Obviously, he didn’t find one. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he reached into his pocket, retrieve the device, and he gave it to Amy. She took it, typed in her number, and handed it back to him. “I’m leaving now, but text me. Okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said, adopting the appropriately deferential tone. But even then, Amy thought she heard something. A note of defiance? Something else? 
 
    She couldn’t be certain, but she was definitely intrigued. 
 
      
 
    Just a little while later, her phone buzzed for her attention, not that she actually pulled it out. Instead, she strolled away, enjoying the fact that he had done exactly what she ordered. 
 
    Theoretically, he didn’t have to do anything at all. Brad could have ignored her directives and walked off. He could have risked the possibility that she would complain about his attitude and behavior, but it was pretty unlikely. 
 
    Even so, boys only have their reputations. And those could be oh so fragile, especially when the administration was always going to listen to the women, not the boys. The boys were there as a privilege. They couldn’t be disruptive or cause problems. 
 
    That was probably why so many of the guys didn’t make any harassment claims. A girl might come up, squeeze him, or just tease him, and he would be expected to smile and say thank you. If he didn’t like it, then he needed to make sure to avoid that girl in the future. It was his responsibility. 
 
    Amy enjoyed these rules. As far as she was concerned, they were entirely fair. 
 
    It was only when she sat down for her physics class that she took out her phone, and she saw several texts, all from Brad. 
 
    Hi, I just wanted to say thank you. I’m really flattered by the attention, but I don’t think I would be good for you. I’m not the kind of boy you are interested in. Squinting as though she were trying to discern the meaning of some ancient or foreign language, Amy really didn’t understand. 
 
    Did he just turn her down? 
 
    Smirking, she decided that Brad wanted to play hard to get. Fine. She typed in a message before her professor entered the room and started the lecture, You’re cute. She let him get that message before typing out another one. Yeah, she had to keep her phone under the table and outside of her professors line of sight, the second behavior was expected. She was a young woman, after all. Besides, girls would be girls. They deserve a little bit of latitude as they flirted and dated and played around with the rare boys on campus. 
 
    Tonight, you and I are going to spend some time together. I want you at my apartment at 7 PM. She typed out her address, tucked her phone away, and felt the fresh buzz a few seconds later. 
 
    Once again, she focused on her studies. This was important, and the boy could wait. 
 
    Hi! Look, I’m really thinking that I’m not the guy you are interested in. Are you sure you want to hang out? 
 
    When Amy finally saw that text, she burst out laughing. Yeah, she was still in her lecture, so she made sure to keep her voice down, but it was obvious all of her classmates, plus her instructor heard her. Luckily, she kept her voice low enough that everyone decided to just pretend she had been quiet the whole time. 
 
    With a slight blush along her cheeks, she could feel the excitement run through her body. Was this what it was like to pursue a boy, knowing full well that she had every advantage? The idea sent a thrill of excitement running through her body, especially because she wondered why other girls hadn’t gone after him. 
 
    Scrolling through her phone, she pulled up his picture from the internet and quickly texted it to one of her friends. 
 
    He’s cute, came the response. What’s his deal? 
 
    This is Brad, and I think I’m going to ask him out. 
 
    Brad Palmer? 
 
    Amy consider this for a few seconds, trying to remember his last name. When she was really honest with herself, she had to admit that she didn’t usually pay that much attention to the boys. Sure, they could be cute or sexy or whatever, but they were often little more than arm candy to her, elaborate decorations that a girl might pick out for herself. 
 
    You know him? Amy typed back. 
 
    On her phone, the small icon indicating that her friend was typing appeared. Then it stopped. Then started again. Even as their teacher continued to talk, Amy stared down at her phone, checking it every few seconds. Yeah, she didn’t want to be obvious, yet she also needed to know what was going on. 
 
    He has a reputation, her friend finally texted back. Apparently, he can have something of an attitude problem. A couple of girls have tried to get with him, but they usually walk away, shaking their heads and just saying he’s not worth it. 
 
    Brad? Really? 
 
    When Amy saw those words, she knew that she was supposed to give up on him and go find a more amenable male. After all, there were so many guys on campus who would be eager for the chance to get a girlfriend? Why? Because it would increase his status. He would be attached to her, and she could protect him from some of the embarrassment that came with being a boy in a woman’s world. 
 
    But now, Amy sat back in her seat. 
 
    And she came to a decision. 
 
    She was looking forward to this challenge. 
 
    Returning to her messages with Brad, she quickly typed out, I expect to see you tonight. If you show up even a minute late, there are going to be consequences. She looked down at her threat after she had already sent it. Rather than feel even the slightest brush of regret, she grinned as that heat permeated through her body. 
 
    Some girls definitely enjoyed the challenge of working with obstinate young men. Those girls saw themselves as animal trainers, bold and brash enough to take on the most stubborn boys. 
 
    Up until this point, Amy had mostly focused on her studies, so she didn’t know what kind of girlfriend she wished to be, but she was starting to figure it out. 
 
      
 
    Right at seven, Amy heard the knock on her apartment door. Seated on the couch, wearing white denim shorts and a pale pink top, she didn’t move right away. Instead, she took a sip from her wine, grinned cheerfully to herself, and let him stand out there for about a full minute. 
 
    Amy could easily imagine him squirming, shifting his weight from one foot to another. He would probably be asking himself if he had the right time or apartment. Then he’d think about the consequences of messing this up, but he wouldn’t be able to do much more than double check the address she had given him. 
 
    He couldn’t even text her now for confirmation, probably because he worried she might interpret that as an act of defiance or some lame excuse on the off chance that he happened to be at the wrong place. 
 
    Suppressing a giggle, Amy rose from her small couch, walked over to the door, and opened it. 
 
    Sure enough, Brad had his eyes aimed down at his phone. 
 
    Once he detected the door opening in his peripheral vision, he quickly shoved it back into his pocket, gulped, and looked right at Amy. “Hello,” she said with a feline smile curving along her lips. “How are you doing?” 
 
    Brad glanced to his left and right, almost as though he wished she was talking to someone else. Obviously, that wasn’t the case, so he bowed his head down, stared at her feet, and said, “I’m good. May I come in?” 
 
    “That depends,” Amy replied. “Do you know the Pledge of Surrender?” 
 
    His cheeks turned a bright shade of red when he heard those words. Obviously, he knew it. He had memorized it, just like all of the other boys had done, probably back in middle school or high school. This was a new trend that had started going around. It started out as a meme online, but Amy heard that more and more women like her were actually requiring it. 
 
    If a boy wished to enter a building, he had to get down on his knees and say the Pledge of Surrender. 
 
    Doing his best to sound diplomatic, Brad took a breath and said, “I’ve never done it before.” 
 
    “Then this is probably a good first time, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Is this really necessary?” An edge came into his voice, like he was getting annoyed. But then, he was just a boy, so that wasn’t a prerogative he enjoyed. 
 
    “Yes,” Amy said simply. “It is necessary. And you know why? Because I’m in charge, and you’re a boy, and you’re going to obey me. So come in, and be polite. Say the Pledge of Surrender.” 
 
    He muttered something. 
 
    “What was that?” Amy asked sweetly. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, stepping across the threshold. With her arms folded across her chest, Amy watched him, studying him to see what he would do. 
 
    He bowed down onto his knees, falling before her. She probably should have stepped back further, but she enjoyed knowing that he would have to look up along the length of her body. 
 
    As some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, Brad surrendered even more of his dignity and self-respect. Then again, those were privileges for boys like him. 
 
    “I pledge to surrender myself as a male. I pledge to obey and do as I’m told.” 
 
    “Very nice,” Amy said with a sarcastic, slow clap, her palms coming down together. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss,” he said, careful to use the official designation for another female who was roughly his age. 
 
    Spinning around, Amy practically hopped over to her couch, kicking off her shoes and raising her naked feet up onto the coffee table. She wiggled her toes and said, “I think we need to have a conversation about our relationship. But for now, you may give me a massage.” 
 
    She phrased it as though she were giving him permission when it was actually a demand. He could have tried to defy her, but she could have always threatened reporting back to the administration. Knowing this, he surrendered again. 
 
    He got up, standing. Amy called out, “You think that’s really appropriate for you to do here?” 
 
    “Do what?” Brad asked as though he really had no idea. 
 
    “Is it appropriate for a man to walk upright in a stranger’s house? Aren’t you supposed to show proper deference?” 
 
    “What would you prefer, Miss?” Brad asked, his tone sharp and annoyed. 
 
    Too bad for him. 
 
    “Crawl,” she instructed. 
 
    His eyes widened for just a second, yet he had been raised in a female dominated society, so he knew how to follow commands. He moved along on his knuckles and knees, probably having experienced this kind of humiliation before. That should have inoculated him, but it didn’t. That was the thing about public displays of surrender to female authority. Some men never got used to it. Some were always embarrassed by their diminished status in society. 
 
    Once he made his way over to the coffee table, he got up on his knees, and he reached out tentatively, almost like he worried this was some sort of trap. 
 
    Amy wiggled her toes. She had beautiful, high arches, slender toes, and beautifully painted pink nails. With her cute feet on display, she grinned at him as he started to run his fingers up and down her arches. 
 
    “Firmer,” she said, as though she were talking down to a servant. In many ways, she was. 
 
    He pressed his lips together into a pout, which made her smile again, but he also obeyed. Brad just couldn’t help himself, not when she could wreck his academic career with just a few words. 
 
    “That’s very nice,” she said, enjoying the feel of his fingertips along her feet. “You’re very good at this.” 
 
    When he didn’t answer, she raised her foot, pressing her toes against his cheek and the tip of his nose. “Be polite,” she chided. 
 
    With another frustrated pout on his lips, he glanced up at her for just a moment. “Thank you.” Then he glanced down, clearly doing his best to hide his true feelings. He didn’t want this girl to see the frustration bubbling up inside of his chest, but he couldn’t really hide it either. 
 
    Amy burst out laughing again. Yes, she had been responsible and waited, but now she could feel the excitement flare through her body. 
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend?” Amy asked, making it sound like an offhand comment. She already had a pretty good idea. After all, he wasn’t wearing a collar or bracelet or some other mark of female ownership. 
 
    He swallowed, obviously doing his best to think of a lie. She brought her foot back up, poking his nose with her big toe. “Be honest. It’s okay if you don’t have a girlfriend. That’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” she teased, making it sound like he wanted to avoid the subject because he was ashamed of being single. 
 
    “I’m not really interested in dating right now,” he said. 
 
    “Since when did that matter?” Amy taunted. 
 
    His muscles tensed, and she nodded to herself again. “Tell me, do you consider yourself to be a good boy?” 
 
    Good boy. The phrase was demeaning, infantilizing, and more than a little sexist, especially since this phrase had come to encapsulate so much about male psychology in a female dominated world. 
 
    “I guess so,” he replied. 
 
    “How so?” Amy asked, enjoying this little interrogation. 
 
    His lips hardened again before he continued speaking. “I get good grades I respect authority.” 
 
    “Being a good boy means so much more than just that,” she said. “It also means being humble and understanding your place in society. You really want to try to be a single guy?” Her voice strained with disgust as she mentioned the concept. Obviously, every male needed to be owned in a relationship. 
 
    “I guess I don’t know,” he replied after several more elongated seconds. 
 
    “Then tonight, we can experiment. We can play around and see whether or not you would make a good boyfriend.” 
 
    “I don’t think I would. Maybe you should find someone else,” he told her. 
 
    “I’m not interested in playing with anyone else,” she said, making him sound like little more than a toy. “I want to play with you.” 
 
    He bristled again, his muscles tensing up along his neck and down his shoulders. He raised his head, and their eyes met. In that moment, she silently dared him to say something challenging, to try to contradict her or tell her that she couldn’t do this despite all evidence to the contrary. But then, just like a good boy, he lowered his head down again, letting her comments pass because she was the female in the room, which meant that she deserved to be right. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, only teasing him a little this time. “Have you ever gone down on a girl?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “Not really,” he said. 
 
    “Then you probably weren’t doing it right.” 
 
    “Oral servitude is more about pleasing the woman, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “But you’re a boy. You’re basically a domesticated animal. Yeah, I know you’re self-aware or whatever, but it’s your place in society to serve your superiors.” 
 
    “You can’t really believe that,” he said. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    Brad answered fast, “Because, through most of human history, men were in charge. This is a new development. And there’s no guarantee it’s even permanent.” Then he stopped himself as the color drained away from his cheeks. What he had just said was quite dangerous, both because it was inaccurate, but also because those sorts of theories got lots of men locked up or punished publicly. 
 
    Freezing up, he didn’t know what to do. Amy stood up, towering above him now. As he remained on his knees, she looked down along the length of her body and into his eyes. He did his best to appear brave, but those flickers of fear were obvious. 
 
    She reached down and stroked his cheek with the pad of her thumb and said, “You definitely need to be trained. Obviously, you have been single for way too long. Let’s see if I can’t help you with your attitude, Bradley.” 
 
    “That’s not my name. I don’t like people to call me that.” 
 
    “Why not? It is your name.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. He probably considered it a personal boundary, something he thought he could hold back from the rest of the world. Foolish boy. 
 
    “You have so much potential, Bradley. I think you can be very good. But you’re going to need to be retrained.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Stay there,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    Amy hopped up onto her feet and rushed back into her bedroom. Her apartment wasn’t especially large, but she was grateful to have her own place. Her scholarships enabled her to rent on her own without having to live on campus, which felt like quite a luxury. 
 
    Especially now. 
 
    She opened up the drawer, pulled out the item, and rushed back into the living room. She has been gone for less than a full minute, but she found Brad at the door, his hand reaching for the knob. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do that?” Amy asked as her voice shifted to icy. 
 
    Sure enough, he froze in place, paralyzed by his own indecision. 
 
    She didn’t cut the distance between them. Instead, Amy asked, “What do you want? Do you want to lose the degree you haven’t even earned yet? Do you want to prove everyone right?” 
 
    He spun around. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “No one at the campus thinks boys can handle it. Sure, a few of you graduate every year, but then you get married right after. It’s obvious that this is just a nice little adornment for you, something before you become a househusband. Obviously, that isn’t the case with you. You want to prove something, but if you leave right now, I will tell the administration about your little theory, and you’ll get kicked out. If you aren’t lucky, the police might even pick you up and take you in for rehabilitation.” 
 
    Now the color drained away from his cheeks entirely as she walked forward. She came close enough that their chests almost touched as she leaned in and whispered, “Kneel before me.” 
 
    Like a well-trained boy, Brad dropped himself before her. 
 
    Amy didn’t say anything else at first. Instead, she pulled her hand out from behind her back to reveal the collar dangling down. It wasn’t anything special, just black leather, glistening and new. It was still quite stiff in her hand. No boy had yet worn this collar. 
 
    “I’m not a dog,” he told her. His fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands as he struggled to control his temper. 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “Or less than a dog. You are a boy. Dogs are beloved. They can be companions, and they can earn so much respect in society. That’s not an option for you. At best, you can be tolerated. You might be complemented from time to time, but it’s a very rare, isn’t it?” 
 
    The subjugated young man swallowed back his frustration, making sure to stay silent because he couldn’t risk provoking her, and they both knew it. 
 
    “Tell me you want this around your neck.” She let the collar dangle from side to side, gently swinging it like a pendulum in front of his eyes. 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    “Then you get kicked out of school,” she told him. “Duh.” 
 
    He lifted his chin, allowing her to slide the leather band around his neck. She clasped it into place, securing it. She pulled the band tight, making it just a little bit harder for him to breathe. 
 
    Once she finished, she stepped back and admired her work, only she wasn’t done. Looking up at her as bravely as he could manage, he asked, “What do you want?” 
 
    His question came as a surprise, yet Amy recovered fast and said, “I want you, Brad. Or at least, I think I want you. That’s what tonight’s all about.” 
 
    Raising his chin, he looked up at her again. 
 
    “I’m not a piece of meat,” he said. 
 
    Amy reached down again, stroked the top of his head, petting him like he was just a dumb animal and said, “Yes, you are. That’s what we need to teach you. Now crawl after me,” she said, walking back toward her bedroom. 
 
    Amy opened the door and glanced over her shoulder, eager and grateful and happy to see him moving along on his hands and knees. Their eyes met again, and she saw those fires of defiance and disobedience. This young man wanted to return to an earlier age, an age where boys like him could be respected. 
 
    He needed to understand that those times were long gone, and they weren’t coming back. 
 
    Like many other girls, Amy had a tote bag filled with special “toys,” all of which could be used to train a disobedient boy. She grabbed it from her closet, set it on the small mattress, and motioned for him to come closer. 
 
    He kept crawling. But when he straightened his back and looked up at her, she saw it again, the defiance etched on his face. Outwardly, he obeyed her commands. But on the inside, he was seething, still thinking that he was better than this. 
 
    Amy reached up, lifted her skirt, and hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties. She pulled her underwear down, letting the garment slide along her soft skin. She kicked away her panties and brought him closer. 
 
    “Serve me,” she ordered. 
 
    His brows tightened, but he moved his head between her legs. She grabbed onto his hair, making sure he wouldn’t be able to pull away or retreat. 
 
    Obediently, he started licking, sliding his tongue up and down her sex. He worshiped her, just as a boy was supposed to. He could taste her, her juices, her excitement, just as he could feel the heat radiate from her thighs and legs. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said playfully. “That’s right. You know what you need to do, don’t you? You need to serve your owner. You need to serve me.” 
 
    He tried to mumble something. He probably said that she wasn’t his owner because he wasn’t a slave! 
 
    That made Amy laugh! 
 
    As the giggles faded away, she raised her chin, closing her eyes and moaning through the pleasure that reverberated along her skin. Oh yes, this was fantastic. Delicious. This was perfect! 
 
    Pretty soon, she was on the verge of an orgasm. Rather than allow herself that special privilege, she put her palm on his forehead and shoved him back. 
 
    Brad retreated, only to glare at her. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a boy.” 
 
    “I’m a boy.” 
 
    “And tell me how boys are born to be slaves.” 
 
    “That’s not true!” 
 
    “If you don’t take off your shirt right now, I will call the administration and report your bad behavior, Bradley.” Teasing him and talking down to him felt like a different kind of masturbation, which she thoroughly enjoyed. 
 
    He bit down, holding back the tension that ran through his body. Although he hated this, he knew he had no other choice. He had to serve her. He had to satisfy her. Nothing else would be accepted. 
 
    That’s why he quickly stripped off his shirt, revealing his muscled arms and smooth chest beneath. 
 
    “You shave like a good boy,” she said. “Is it embarrassing, having to take off your clothes in front of the college nurses so that they can make sure you are properly groomed?” That was just one demeaning experience these boys had to endure. It was one among many. 
 
    “It’s part of the dress code,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah,” she agreed, letting that syllable linger. “It helps you boys remember your place. If you have to follow special rules, you remember that you’re different.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed slightly. Apparently, he would never forget that he was different. 
 
    He pressed his lips together into another pout, but Amy was done with the conversation. She sat down on her bed, spread her legs, and motioned for him to return to his oral servitude. 
 
    “Oh, and take off your pants too.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” Brad asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply, grinning happily because this was an easy game for her. She could decide what would happen and when. Meanwhile, he had to go along and accept his place. 
 
    He lowered himself back down onto his knees, she grabbed his hair, and quickly pulled his head between her inner thighs. Just like before, he started licking, sliding his tongue up and down along her opening. He went deeper this time, moving almost enthusiastically. 
 
    At first, Amy didn’t understand why or what might have provoked the difference in his behavior. Then she figured it out. Amy intimidated him. She had taken command, picking this boy as her favorite and inviting him over. That could be very good for him. More likely, it would be very bad. 
 
    She tightened her grip on his hair, tugging to pull his head back, only to shove him deeper in a few seconds later. His tongue darted up and down. He paid special attention to her clitoris, just like an obedient boy should. He didn’t think about himself or his own pleasure, yet when Amy glanced down, she still saw the outline of his erection. 
 
    He may have hated himself for it, but Brad loved the idea of dealing with this girl. Now, it was only a question of whether or not she would give him the chance. 
 
    “Say thank you for your collar,” she said, yanking his head back and allowing him to use his mouth again. 
 
    He glared at the floor, glowering hard as though his angry stare might be able to change something. Then he told her, “Thank you for collaring me.” 
 
    “This one is only temporary,” she said, gliding her finger along the smooth leather. “But I’m sure I could get you something more permanent. Maybe something with a lock. Would you like that?” She smirked. “Maybe then the girls would leave you alone.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    She grabbed his hair, yanked his head back, and forced him to look up into her eyes. 
 
    “I don’t care! I just want to be left alone!” 
 
    “Nope. Sorry. That’s just not an option for a boy like you,” she told him, grinning. “Now lose the underwear.” 
 
    He scrambled to obey this time, perhaps having lost so much dignity that he thought maybe cooperation would speed things along—like maybe she could play this game, and then she would be done.  If so, he was very, very wrong. 
 
    “Very good, Bradley,” she said, looking down and inspecting him. “Stand and present yourself for me. Show me that you can be an obedient boy who knows how to serve his superiors.” 
 
    “You’re not my superior,” he mumbled. He kept his voice low, perhaps thinking Amy wouldn’t hear. 
 
    He was wrong again. 
 
    By now, he was back on his feet, and she grabbed his hands, pulling them behind his back. She grinned as she examined the lines of his body. She couldn’t help herself. He looked absolutely delectable. She enjoyed the contours of his shoulders and his back, his legs and his thighs. Yes, she could feel the heat gather between her legs once again, telling her how much she wanted to own this boy. He wore nothing but a collar, just a collar like a slave. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she reached down and started to touch him. Her fingers brushed along his legs and up to his sides. She pinched at his flanks, studying and examining him as though he were livestock. 
 
    Then she reached back for his genitals. Her fingers moved along his scrotum and over his naked cock. 
 
    “Have you ever been inspected like this?” Amy asked. 
 
    He gulped before answering, “No, Miss.” 
 
    “What was your name again?” 
 
    “Bradley, Miss,” he said in a clear, deferential tone of voice. 
 
    “Do you think you’re lying to me right now?” She came up in front of him and stared right into his eyes. He matched her gaze for several seconds before dropping his line of sight back down toward her feet. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Under so many circumstances, that would be a good answer. It’s okay when boys don’t know things. You should be dumb and eager to serve. But I don’t think you are. In fact, I think you’re probably pretty smart, which isn’t good for you. Intelligence looks great on a woman. But on a boy? No way. At this rate, no one is going to take you. Is that what you’re hoping for, Bradley?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he repeated. 
 
    “I think you do. I think you’ve made it this far in college without getting a girlfriend because you are trying to avoid us. You don’t want a girl to take you and own you and train you. Guess what? I like a challenge.” She grabbed his hair, shoved down against the edge of the bed, and then she reached down for his backside. She pinched his rump once, her fingers pushing down into his malleable flesh before she cocked her hand back and got ready to spank him. 
 
    “I don’t want you to be neglected, Bradley. I don’t want you to feel like you can try to sneak away without getting what you need, what you deserve.” 
 
    He inhaled, clearly wishing he could say something, but he stopped himself at the last moment. What was he thinking? It was probably something silly, something about how he deserved to have rights or something else inane. These boys. Sometimes they got really silly thoughts lodged in their handsome heads.  
 
    “I’ve decided,” she announced. “I’m going to pick you. I’m going to pick you because that’s exactly what you are hoping to avoid!” 
 
    “Please, you probably want to reconsider,” he started to say. He probably had another little speech prepared too, but Amy didn’t give him the opportunity. 
 
    She spanked him. She spanked him hard, slapping her hand down against his unprotected backside. She made it sting as the sounds of applause ricocheted through the room. 
 
    “This is what you need, Bradley. You need a strong, feminine hand on your collar. You need to be leashed and trained. I’m sorry. You have gotten all of these bad ideas stuck in your cute little head, but that ends now.” 
 
    She struck hard and fast, listening as he tried to stay quiet and stoic like some domineering male. 
 
    He managed to succeed for the first couple of seconds. But then she struck again, and there was a little gasp. He couldn’t know it, but Amy reveled in those sounds. She absolutely adored the way he hissed through his nostrils, then his teeth. 
 
    As the spanking persisted, one blow after another against his backside, he started to cry out, making these pathetic little whimpering sounds. 
 
    “Tell me about how boys are born to serve,” she instructed, grabbing his ass and squeezing. By this point, the curves of his butt had turned a bright shade of pink. When she released him, she lightly darted her fingers up and down along his curves. He tensed up, torn between the pleasure and pain now reverberating through his body. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    With that little sliver of defiance, she spanked him again. This round lasted even longer! And by the time she finally slowed down, her shoulder and arm were both tired. Even so, she could feel the exhilaration of taming a boy. Sure, she had learned about this feeling in class on countless occasions. Those were during the special lectures, the ones where their professors would dismiss all of the boys from her classes. 
 
    She stroked him, lightly dancing her fingers up and down his backside. 
 
    “Tell me the truth.” 
 
    She didn’t give him the opportunity to answer. Why bother? Instead, Amy delivered another dose of discipline, spanking him hard. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I was disrespectful!” The plaintiff regret and contrition in his voice bought him a few more seconds before the punishment might continue. 
 
    “And?” Amy taunted. She couldn’t keep the grin off of her face. 
 
    “And boys are born to serve,” he finished. 
 
    She stroked him again for several long seconds before wrapping one arm around his waist, yanking him back into a standing position, and then reaching down for his shaft. She touched him and teased him, wrapping her fingers around his member just because she could. As she teased him, he must have felt so humiliated and objectified, as though he didn’t have any boundaries. Good. Because he didn’t. 
 
    With a little giggle, she pulled his head back and whispered into his ear, “Lay down and spread your arms and legs. I’m going to tie you to the bed before I have sex with you.” 
 
    Amy didn’t ask for permission. She didn’t need to. She had already collared him, which gave her authority over his mind and body. His body was easy enough to own and control, especially with the symbol of his surrender already locked around his neck. But when it came to his mind, that would take some more work. 
 
    She knew it, and she was ready to get started. 
 
    When he obeyed, he moved a little bit faster, spreading out his arms and legs, just she expected. Climbing up on top of him, straddling him, Amy looked down into his eyes once more. She could see those flickers of defiance, but he was learning. He was coming to terms with the simple fact that he hadn’t been able to escape. Maybe he spent a couple of years at a college without any of the girls choosing him or subjugating him, but that was coming to an end now. 
 
    And he couldn’t stop it. 
 
    He couldn’t stop her. 
 
    She strapped him in place, looping the prepared restraints around each of his wrists, then his ankles. She looked down along his naked body, inspecting him once again before she lifted her skirt and straddled his face. She brought her slit right down against his mouth. 
 
    “Serve me,” she ordered. 
 
    As he started to lick, she explained, “I know it’s hard for boys like you. No one takes you. You don’t get started soon enough, and then you start imagining that you could be equal to a woman. But I’m sorry, Bradley. That’s not how it works. But don’t worry. I’m taking you right here and right now. I’m going to get you a locking collar. I’m going to be the only one with the key. All the girls will see you, and they’ll know that you’re owned. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    Bracing her hands on the wall, she loved the feel of his flickering tongue, the way it quivered along her curves, sliding up and down her clit, serving and pleasing her. The pleasure pounded through her body, building up to a new crescendo. 
 
    The orgasm rippled through her, quick and hot. 
 
    But now she was ready for something else. She pulled away and looked down at him. 
 
    Brad started to say something, only she touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. 
 
    “Quiet,” she said. 
 
    With a pout, he sealed his lips, going silent, just as she commanded. 
 
    She mounted him, lowering herself down onto his cock, enveloping his manhood, and stealing away any chance he might have had of escaping. 
 
    “We’re going to get started with something very fun,” she said. “Try to get away.” 
 
    He looked at her, confused. His lips parted, but he remembered her last command, so he didn’t say anything. 
 
    As she enjoyed the feel of his shaft right between her legs, she rose up, making him think maybe she would stop. Then she lowered herself down again. “I’m serious, Bradley. Try to get away. Struggle as hard as you can. If you can get me off of you, then I will even let you go. I can tell all of the other girls that you belong to me, but I will let you think and do whatever you want. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    His lips parted for a second, and maybe he really believed her because he started to pull and tug against his restraints. He tried to kick out with his legs as he flexed his biceps and pulled on the straps. They stretched a tiny bit, there was no real give, no tearing of the cords holding him in place. All the while, he bucked up, thrusting into her like a wild animal. 
 
    That was the trick, the way to get a boy to really try. She gave him an imaginary reward, something he could never achieve! 
 
    As he thrashed beneath her, Amy enjoyed the ride, savoring every push and tug and pull as this wild animal tried to get away. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good! Keep fighting! Fight like an animal!” Amy taunted him. He knew he was being teased, yet he didn’t have much time. He wouldn’t be able to hold out for much longer, not when the tension of their bodies against one another felt so good. 
 
    Then she leaned down, kissing him, nibbling on his bottom lip and practically laughing all at the same time. She pushed down and held tight. 
 
    He lost control, his shaft pulsating as they both came so hard! The pleasure overwhelmed them. For a few seconds, Amy stopped thinking about her plans for this boy and what it would take to own him. 
 
    But when they were both finished and spent, and she looked down into his eyes once more. “Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss.” 
 
    “Is that really the term you should use with me now?” He tensed up, knowing full well that her title had changed as far as he was concerned. Like a good boy, he surrendered, telling her, “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    And to think, they were just getting started. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    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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