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His Superiors 
 
      
 
    Fear. Genuine, primal anxiety pulsed through his body as he stood back. Zack knew this was a terrible idea, but Kyle had already decided to saunter up to the gorgeous blonde sitting at the table. 
 
    “You didn’t like the drink I picked for you?” Kyle asked, having already sent it over with the waitress. 
 
    Sitting alone, this blonde girl should have been intimidated. Three young men now hovered around her table, but she glanced up and smiled. It wasn’t a flirtatious smile. Instead, there was something dangerous and almost predatory about her expression. 
 
    Worse for Zack, her eyes didn’t linger on Kyle even though he was the one who addressed her. Instead, she focused on Zack. The fear tightened his insides, making him feel as though a shark had picked him out and now studied him with keen, hungry interest. 
 
    “No,” she said with a shrug. “I can buy my own drinks. Besides, you don’t have anything I want.” 
 
    “I just bought you a drink. You don’t have to be a bitch about it,” he said. 
 
    “And you don’t have to be a sexist douchebag, but here we are,” replied the girl. 
 
    Kyle’s eyes widened. 
 
    The girl kept talking. “Actually, maybe you do have something I’m interested in. Your friend.” She nodded over toward the Zack. Kyle and Anthony both glanced over at him, surprised. In their trio, Zack was the least popular by far. Usually quiet and never aggressive, he didn’t get much attention from the ladies. Worse, he had no game, no real confidence. 
 
    Even now, he locked up, terrified as this young woman studied him. For just a moment, he glanced in her direction, their eyes met, and he got lost in those crystal blue irises. There was something so sharp, icy and cold about her stare even as she fixated on him. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” Kyle said, shrugging. “This bitch is crazy.” 
 
    “Or we could play a little game,” replied the girl. “Unless you’re scared. It’s okay. I’m sure girls are really intimidating for you boys.” 
 
    Kyle clearly had no idea how to deal with this girl. Before he realized what he was doing, he spun back around, slammed his fist on her table, bunched up his shoulders, and growled, “You don’t know who you’re messing with.” 
 
    “Really? I think I’m messing with a couple of college boys. Let me guess. Freshman?” 
 
    “Screw you,” he said. “You think you’re so good?” 
 
    “I think I’m stronger than you,” said the young woman. 
 
    Lots of girls fell into this trap. They listened to their feminist teachers and never really considered physical strength, especially because males and females seldom competed in the same place, at the same time. 
 
    “That’s why I think we should play little game. How about an arm wrestling match?” 
 
    “What?” Kyle asked, clearly unable to keep up with her. 
 
    “Yeah,” said the girl as she glanced over at me. “It could be a lot of fun. Your best versus me. What do you boys say?” 
 
    “Why would I waste my time?” Kyle demanded as he affected his most haughty tone. He wanted to sound like some bored aristocrat. It almost worked. 
 
    “Because if you managed to beat me,” purred the seated girl, “I will do whatever you want. Take me back to your car or your apartment, and I will be yours to play with. I will be eager and determined to please you.” 
 
    Kyle blinked, utterly entranced by the possibility. There had been something in her voice, an alluring excitement. The tantalizing possibilities surged through all three of the boys. Even Zack couldn’t deny what that might be like. After all, this girl was amazingly gorgeous. 
 
    She had at those gently sculpted cheekbones, bright blue eyes, and her top pushed up her breasts. She was seated, but he suspected she had the body of a model. 
 
    “Okay, girl,” Kyle said. “You got yourself a bet. But just remember. No crying when I beat you.” 
 
    “Two out of three?” 
 
    Kyle laughed, “No way. I’m ready to go back to my place right now. How about one out of one?” His eyes probably shimmered with excitement, like he couldn’t wait to have this girl on her knees, on her back, on all fours, her legs spread. 
 
    But then, he had no idea who he was dealing with. 
 
    “Oh, one more thing,” said the girl as she placed her hand on the table and raised her palm. “What do I get if I win?” 
 
    Kyle asked, “What you want?” 
 
    She nodded over toward Zack and said very simply, “Him.” 
 
    Kyle and his friend both looked over without bothering to disguise the disbelief on their faces. Zack? Really? 
 
    He was the shortest, the least confident, and the quietest of the trio. Among guys, all of these marked him as the weakest. Sure, they talked about brotherhood and loyalty sometimes, but everyone knew he was the least successful—the least desirable. What girl would pick him when they could have Kyle or Anthony? 
 
    “You’re crazy,” Kyle said, just barely lowering his voice. 
 
    “So you agree?” asked the blonde. 
 
    “Sure thing,” Kyle said with a shrug because he didn’t care. Even if he lost, which wasn’t going to happen, it wasn’t his problem. 
 
    Still standing back, Zack finally managed to speak up, “What does that mean?” 
 
    “When your friend here loses?” asked the brazen girl. “It means I’m going to take you by the hand, bring you back to my place, and turn you into my obedient slave boy.” 
 
    Zack’s lips parted, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. Anthony and Kyle both laughed as they glanced back at one another. They didn’t sound nervous. After all, how could a girl possibly win in an arm wrestling match? Maybe girls had some athletic talent when it came to endurance or whatever, but this wasn’t a race. It was., Physical strength and nothing else. 
 
    Besides, this girl looked like some model. She had a slender physique, and her smooth lines made it clear she wasn’t some bodybuilder. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” said Kyle. He braced his hand, smiled at her, and waited. 
 
    “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you,” she said to Zack before setting her arm on the table. 
 
    Their hands locked together. “Ready to get started?” asked the young woman. 
 
    With his arms over his chest, Zack watched all of this. He didn’t know what to think or how to react. His heart started to beat faster, yet he held onto one truth: Kyle was going to win. Obviously, Kyle was going to win. 
 
    As the kind of guy who lifted weights every morning and evening out in his garage, Kyle loved football and exercise. When he went online, he watched videos about how to bulk up. 
 
    Sure enough, his expansively toned biceps showed off as he got ready. 
 
    “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you,” he told her. 
 
    If he wanted to intimidate her, it obviously didn’t work. The girl said, “Start.” 
 
    Kyle probably wanted to slam her knuckles down to the tabletop right away. He could take her, instantly showing his physical prowess. 
 
    But no. Zack watched as his friend tried a different tactic. He seemed to take his time. Their fists wobbled and shook as they both pressed against one another. 
 
    At first, Kyle seemed utterly confident, but then his eyes started to widen. For a second, Zack started to wonder if maybe he had forgotten how this game was played because it looked like Kyle’s hand was getting pushed further and further. His knuckles came closer and closer to the tabletop. 
 
    Kyle even grabbed the underside of the table as he tried to brace himself. 
 
    “How’re you doing this?” Kyle demanded, gasping. 
 
    What? No. No way. There was no way some hot girl with blue eyes and ditzy blonde hair could possibly beat a guy like Kyle in an arm wrestling match. 
 
    “Physical superiority,” she said. 
 
    Obviously, Kyle meant to reply, only the words came out as a strangled gasp. His face turned darker as the blood pumped beneath the surface of his skin. His forehead shined with perspiration as he continued to fight, but this girl pressed him down little by little, inch by inch. 
 
    “Dude, you can do this,” Anthony said, cheering on his friend. “She’s just a girl. You can take her!” 
 
    Kyle’s lips pulled back, revealing his teeth as he struggled. Obviously, he wanted to believe his friend, but he didn’t know how to resist this girl or her incredible strength. 
 
    Kyle’s knuckles glanced down at the table as he lost. 
 
    Exhausted, he slumped forward for a moment. Perhaps realizing how weak this made him appear, he sat up again, but he didn’t have any of his usual bluster as he stared at her. 
 
    “Good match,” said the girl. 
 
    She rose to her feet, and that’s when they finally understood. 
 
    She was gorgeous with her perfectly proportional features, but now that she rose to her feet, this young woman towered over all of them. She was at least six four, maybe six five. With long blonde hair, a tight black top, and a matching leather skirt, she looked amazing. 
 
    Instinctively, Zack glanced down toward her feet, like he expected to see huge boots on her or something. But no. She didn’t wear any high heels. 
 
    And then he couldn’t think about her fashion choices at all because she strode over to him. “You’re coming home with me,” said the young woman. “I won you.” 
 
      
 
    I won you. 
 
    When her fingers wrapped around his wrist, Zach nearly pulled back, but then she tugged on him with that same incredible strength. She pulled him through the bar, out the doors, and into the cool night. 
 
    Again and again, those words reverberated through his head. 
 
    I won you. 
 
    She couldn’t really mean that literally, could she? 
 
    I won you. 
 
    He wasn’t some prize to be picked up. But then, he also thought of how girls probably felt all the time. In most movies, young women were routinely treated as trophies. Sometimes literally. Wasn’t there one movie about aliens who used videogame characters to conquer the Earth? In that storyline, a girl was literally given to one of the boys as a prize for his victory. 
 
    When they came to her SUV, she opened the passenger side door for him and motioned for him to get inside. 
 
    “I don’t think I can go with you,” Zack finally said, letting the nervous energy vibrate from the base of his throat. 
 
    The girl stepped forward. “What’s your name?” 
 
    He retreated back, his shoulders now brushing against the sides of her car. He didn’t have anywhere to go. She had him cornered, trapped. 
 
    “Zack,” he answered quickly. 
 
    “Hello, Zack. My name is Michelle, and I don’t know if you remember the terms of our little arrangement, but I own you now.” 
 
    “I’m a person,” he said, stammering as she stepped closer and closer. Wow. She was so much taller than him! He felt like he was dealing with some sort of giantess. 
 
    With barely five and a half feet, Zack seldom stood out, but he was still taller than lots of girls. That physical superiority gave him an advantage. Even if he was quiet, young women often deferred to him. When he walked into a room, females often listened to him first. His voice was deeper, and he enjoyed all of these little advantages without really thinking about them. 
 
    Except now, this girl was so much bigger and taller and obviously stronger. If Zack didn’t stand a chance against Kyle, then someone like Michelle could obviously do whatever she wanted with him. 
 
    His insides clenched with another injection of primal fear. 
 
    “You’re a boy,” she said. “And that means I can own you.” 
 
    “That’s illegal!” 
 
    “So what?” Michelle asked. “If you want, I can strip you naked, shove you against my car right here, and spank you until you beg for the chance to lick my shoes.” 
 
    As he processed those words, he finally glanced up at her. His eyes were big now, and he waited for some sort of punch line. He thought this might be a joke or something, but she continued to look down at him. Maybe serious? Maybe teasing? 
 
    “Do you want to try to run?” 
 
    Intimidated, he gave a quick shake of his head. 
 
    “That’s good,” Michelle said. “Because I’m looking forward to taking you home. I have someone who wants to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    As Zack sat in the SUV, he looked out the window. Occasionally, he peeked over at his captor. 
 
    Part of him wanted to believe that if he really tried to walk away, Michelle wouldn’t stop him. But those were just rationalizations because he saw the possessiveness in her eyes. When she looked at him, she didn’t see another person or human being. She saw property. 
 
    “You can’t own me,” he said after a few minutes of driving in silence. 
 
    “Do you think I could hold you down?” 
 
    The muscles along his throat clenched. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then I can own you,” she said. “But tell me about yourself, Zack.” 
 
    When he didn’t volunteer any information, she probed him with different questions. How old was he? Twenty-three. Did he like his job? Not really. What did he do? Data entry. Did he have any close family nearby? No. 
 
    “Do you know what all this tells me?” Michelle finally asked as they pulled up in front of a house. “It tells me I really can own you. Obviously, your friends didn’t care about you. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have let me take you. Oh, and you’re going to be wearing this from now on.” 
 
    She reached down into her purse and pulled out a pink dog collar. 
 
    When he saw it, his insides clenched again, but not from fear, not this time. 
 
    Finally, this young woman had pushed him too far. 
 
    “I’m not wearing that,” he said. He glanced around the neighborhood, saw the dark houses, and knew that this was just a middle-class suburb. If he jumped out of the car and started running, he’d find help. He knew it. 
 
    “Are you going to stop me?” Michelle loosened her buckle and leaned forward with the collar. 
 
    Without answering, he grabbed the latch, opened the door, and stumbled out onto the street. 
 
    Just as he regained his balance, Michelle circled around the SUV. She strode toward him, her long steps eating the distance between them. 
 
    She was faster than he expected. Way faster. 
 
    “Come here, boy,” she said. She sounded severe, yet a smile on her face made it very, very clear that she enjoyed this. She liked his reluctance. She wanted to see him struggle because that would make taming him so much more satisfying. 
 
    Zack guessed all of this as he stumbled back. He turned and started to run, only he wasn’t quick enough. She looped one long arm around his waist and yanked him. 
 
    He struggled against this young woman. He might as well have been a child fighting an adult or maybe a man struggling against a giantess. This amazon had him and didn’t let go. 
 
    Zack didn’t really know how to fight. He kept trying to break her hold, yet her toned muscles had no problem keeping him trapped. Then she turned him around, shoved him against the SUV, grabbed his arms, and pinned them over his head. 
 
    Leaning forward, her face brightened with the exercise. A fierce, almost feral grin touched her lips as she revealed her teeth, “You belong to me now. Say it.” 
 
    Pathetically, he shook his head and called out, “No, I won’t. I’m not some slave!” 
 
    “Yes, you are. You belong to me. Don’t worry. It won’t be hard for me to use your phone to quit your job and tell all of your friends that you’re moving out of state.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he heard about her plans for him. 
 
    “Can you get away?” 
 
    He kept struggling, yanking and twisting. This was a more panicked contest, a demonstration just like the arm wrestling match back at the bar. His muscles clenched as he tried to tear himself free, yet Michelle held him right there with hardly any effort. 
 
    She let him fight until his strength finally abandoned him and he slumped forward. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Michelle said with a little chuckle. “You boys always think you’re so strong, but you never really acknowledge what genetics can do. I mean, look at me. I hardly work out, but I can shove you around or knock you to the floor without really trying. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    When he didn’t say anything, she leaned forward again. For a moment, he wondered if she might kiss him, only she whispered, “Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Her quiet, menacing question sent a shiver down his back. A fresh wave of cold washed over him, yet it had nothing to do with the outside air or evening breeze. 
 
    “Yes…” Zack finally admitted. 
 
    She reached up and patted him on the cheek. 
 
    His nostrils flared, his nose twitched, and he glared at her, but all of this only made Michelle laugh as she reached up and slipped the pink collar around his neck. “Sorry about the color,” she said without any real sympathy in her voice. “Someone else picked it for you.” 
 
    Zack didn’t understand, but then she looked into his eyes and asked, “Do you want to know how I could make this worse?” 
 
    When he refused to answer, she reached down into her purse and pulled something else out. A leash. Both the collar and leash probably came from some local pet store. They weren’t special. But then, they didn’t need to be. 
 
    As he watched, almost in slow motion, she lifted the hook up to his neck and attached it to the ring dangling from his collar. It attached, and his core took another slap of cold. 
 
    Michelle smiled at him and said, “Boys like you need to be put in their place. They need to be taught how to obey. That’s why you’re here. Now, I think you’re starting to understand, but things are going to get much more intense when I take you inside. I’m going to use you as a demonstration model, Zack. I think you’re the kind boy who could make an ideal servant. But you have to behave yourself and do as you’re told. Do you think you can handle that?” 
 
    If Kyle or Anthony had been in this position, they would have fought harder. They would have snarled, shaken their heads, or maybe thrown themselves at her, trying to tackle her a knock her to the ground. Instead, the Zack had submitted to a collar and leash like some purse puppy. 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    Michelle tugged on his leash. “Tell me you’re going to be a good boy.” 
 
    He still didn’t respond. 
 
    She grabbed him, shoved him against the SUV, yanked down his pants, exposing his buttocks, and grabbed his ass. Her fingers pressed to down against his firm flesh. All of it happened so fast! His brain couldn’t keep up as she jerked her hand back and said, “This is going to sting.” 
 
    Right there in the street, Zack didn’t believe her. 
 
    This was just a spanking, so it couldn’t really hurt. 
 
    But then her hand flew down, and she slapped his ass. That first blow shoved him against of the SUV, making him whimper. Yes, he whimpered like some little animal. 
 
    His eyes watered, and he worried he might actually begin to cry. 
 
    Stifling those tears, he finally called out, “Yes! I’m going to be a good boy!” 
 
    Oh, those words were so pathetically childish and infantile. He sounded just like a pet or a plaything for this girl. 
 
    But she wasn’t done with him, not even a little bit. 
 
    “You’re not in control, Zack. You never will be. You’re a boy, and that means you need to defer to female authority. As far as you’re concerned, every female is smarter than you, more mature than you, and better than you. In short, you are inferior.” 
 
    The words washed over him, digging down into his psyche as she gripped his ass again. 
 
    Only this time she didn’t demand any kind of acquiescence or statement. Instead, she just pulled her hand back, savored the moment, and spanked him. Michelle loved moments like this where she could demonstrate her physical superiority. 
 
    She struck again and again, leaving his backside a bright shade of pink before she finally stepped back. Still holding the leash, she said, “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    Zack obeyed. He pulled them back to his waist and gulped. Face down and eyes downcast, he didn’t say anything as she pulled on his leash, but he did follow. 
 
    She led him up the steps to the wraparound porch. Key in hand now, she unlocked the door and called out, “Natalie. I’m home, and I have a present for you!” 
 
      
 
    When he refused to step into the house on his own, she tugged on his leash, practically dragging him forward. Just then, another girl came down the stairs. 
 
    “Zack, meet my sister, Natalie. Natalie, this is Zack. I’m going to use him to teach you how to deal with boys.” 
 
    When Zack looked up and saw the redhaired girl, he had no idea what to think. Right away, he noticed the bright blue of her eyes. That vivid shade proved these girls were sisters, but they looked completely different. While Michelle was tall, lean, and powerfully strong, this girl looked so much younger. 
 
    She couldn’t be older than fourteen or maybe fifteen at the latest. With her wavy red hair, pale complexion, and slight build, she was probably several inches shorter than Zack. 
 
    Even so, she still tilted her head to the side as she looked at him like he was some unusual specimen of animal, something she had never encountered before. 
 
    “Kneel before her,” Michelle commanded. 
 
    For just a second, he wanted to snarl back, “I’m not going to kneel before some teenager!” Seriously, this her redhaired girl looked like she was in middle school. Still, he remembered getting spanked out in the street, so Zack held his tongue. 
 
    Maybe Natalie could guess what he was thinking because she rested her hand on the banister and said, “I’m eighteen. I’m an adult just like you.” 
 
    No way, he thought. Natalie came down the stairs, and she stood there, just a few feet away. In her yellow sundress, she looked really young. From a distance, she probably could have been mistaken for a very mature kindergartner, especially with the white ribbons in her hair. 
 
    “Bow down,” Michelle ordered. 
 
    When he didn’t move fast enough, she put her hand on the back of his neck and shoved. His knees buckled, he fell forward, and he soon found himself kneeling to some girl. 
 
    “That’s how you do it,” Michelle said to her little sister. “These boys are trained throughout their lives to think they are better, stronger, smarter, faster. They are raised to be completely confident, so that’s what we need to work on.” 
 
    Natalie pressed her lips together and seemed confused, “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    “Boys are inferior. They need to be trained. Here, take his leash.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t be on a leash,” he said. 
 
    Michelle reached up with her foot, jabbed it against his shoulder, and shoved him down. He wasn’t just kneeling now. Instead, he found himself on all fours before the redheaded little sister. 
 
    “Quiet. If you speak out of turn again, I’m going to punish you front of her. You wouldn’t like that, would you?” 
 
    He said nothing, but she didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    “Go on. Take his leash.” 
 
    Natalie reached out and gripped the pink leash. She held onto it, looked over at her sister, and finally flashed a big, broad smile. Yes. This felt amazing. 
 
    “Tell me what it’s like.” 
 
    “It feels like I’m his superior?” Natalie said without any real certainty.” 
 
    “How can you tell?” 
 
    “Well, look at him. If he’s not standing up, doesn’t that mean he’s more like a pet, like a dog?” She lacked confidence, but Natalie nodded, pleased to hear how easily her little sister adapted to this lifestyle. Then again, many female supremacists suspected that power flowed through every woman’s veins. She only needed to be taught to take advantage, seize control, and put the boys in their place. Because it seemed equally likely that men instinctively knew they needed to be owned. Social conditioning simply taught them the wrong lessons. 
 
    “Take him for a walk.” 
 
    “What?” Natalie asked. “In here?” 
 
    “If you don’t want to take him in the living room, you could always take him around the block.” 
 
    Natalie grimaced and shook her head, “No. I don’t think I could do that yet.” 
 
    “That’s probably smart, especially because he hasn’t been broken in yet. But we are going to take care of that tonight, aren’t we, Zack?” 
 
    The boy on his hands and knees said nothing, probably because he didn’t trust himself. He didn’t want to believe a spanking could really change his behavior or scare him, yet his backside still stung; the heat lingered along the curves of his flesh, reminding him of what might happen if he angered Michelle. 
 
    When Zack didn’t say anything, Michelle just laughed at him. 
 
    As the humiliation rolled through his body, he watched this young woman take his leash. With Natalie holding it, she wrapped it around her wrist like he might try to run off at some point before she started walking. She strolled around the couch, and he stayed there until the slack disappeared. He felt the tug at the base of his throat and along the back of his neck. 
 
    With his nostrils twitching again, Zack crawled after her. 
 
    “You see, Natalie. Boys can be manipulated pretty easily. Just look at him.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re right,” said her little sister. 
 
    “After this, you can talk to him yourself.” 
 
    “What would I say?” 
 
    “Assert yourself. Make it clear that you are his superior. That’s why we are training him tonight. He needs to understand that he belongs to us now. He will serve and obey just like any other domesticated animal.” 
 
    “Is he really just an animal though?” Natalie asked, perhaps with a touch of sympathy in her voice. 
 
    “Is he collared and on a leash?” 
 
    “Yeah, but he’s also wearing clothes.” 
 
    “We can take care of that,” said her older sister with a cruel smile on her face. 
 
    When Natalie led him back to her, Michelle looked into his eyes. She ran her fingers along his cheek and up into his hair. All the while, he aimed his gaze down at the floor. His thoughts spun as he tried to figure out something he could do or say to make these women change their minds, but he blanked. Like it or not, he couldn’t come up with any brilliant idea. 
 
    “First, take away the symbols of his independence.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “What you think makes a boy feel powerful?” 
 
    Natalie’s eyes lit with the revelation. Without saying anything, she stepped forward, reached into his pockets, and pulled out his wallet, keys and phone. 
 
    This girl just grabbed all of his stuff. 
 
    “How does that make you feel?” Michelle asked. 
 
    Zack said nothing for a moment, so her little sister tugged on his leash, forcing him to answer. 
 
    “Vulnerable!” 
 
    “You see,” Michelle said. “You can get him to do whatever you want. And now that he feels vulnerable, it’s going to be a lot easier for you to demonstrate your superiority. After all, do you have a phone, Natalie?” 
 
    “Yeah, obviously. Everyone has a phone,” Natalie answered. To her teenage mind, that was probably true. After all, how could anyone exist in the world without the ability to go online, play games, and text their friends? 
 
    “Every person has a phone. Does a boy deserve to own a phone?” 
 
    Natalie grinned at him before glancing back at her sister, “Nope. Slaves don’t deserve phones.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Please…” Zack started to say, only Michelle stepped forward and touched a finger to his lips. “Strip for us, Zack. As your owners, we have decided you aren’t going to be wearing anything for the time being. Let’s inspect our new property.” 
 
    He glanced over at Natalie, perhaps hoping the younger sister might offer him some sympathy. On the contrary, she seemed subsumed by the possibilities of actually owning a boy. Even if she was truly eighteen, which he really doubted, she must have imagined the possibilities of what it would be like to own a boy. He was older, taller, and could be more sophisticated. Despite all of this, she could command him. The fact that she held his phone in the palm of her hand proved it. 
 
    “Do you need my little sister to spank you? Do you need to be spanked by a teenager?” Michelle teased. 
 
    With a quick shake of his head, he made it clear he would obey. 
 
    Sure enough, his hand flew up to the buttons on his shirt. He pulled it off. As he stripped, he stood up and removed one layer of clothing after another just as these girls expected. He took off his undershirt. He kicked away his shoes as the girls watched. They whispered back and forth, but he couldn’t pick up on any precise words. Their eyes glowed with amusement, and their lips curved into scimitar smiles, but he still had no idea what they were planning. 
 
    When he got down to his boxers, he hesitated for a moment, but it was Natalie who stepped forward. The little redhead jabbed him in the chest, poking him with two fingers. “Nope. You don’t get to keep those. You belong to us now!” 
 
    She was performing for her big sister, showing off and demonstrating she could act tough. Throughout history, men had done the same thing. How many times had one boy harassed a girl, not because he wanted to tease her per se, but because he needed to show off in front of one of his buddies? 
 
    “Please…” He looked at the younger girl, her red hair fiery and shining. He couldn’t meet her gaze, not exactly, but he still tried to beg her. 
 
    “I think he’s trying to hide something from you,” Michelle said. 
 
    He glared over at her. Still, she wasn’t impressed or intimidated. 
 
    “Maybe if you got on your knees and begged my little sister, she might decide to let you keep your boxers.” 
 
    Because he had something to hide, Zack actually did it. He lowered himself back to his knees before this girl, and he held his hands together. “Please, please let me keep my boxers. Please, I’m begging you.” 
 
    “Why is that so important? What you trying to hide from us?” 
 
    “N-nothing,” he stuttered back. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” Natalie replied. “Stand up, boy.” 
 
    He was older than her, more mature and more capable! Despite this, he followed her casual command, rising to his feet because these girls were his superiors. He tried not to acknowledge it, and he forced himself to keep those thoughts out of his head, yet it was like an instinct, an intuitive understanding that lurked just beneath the surface. 
 
    When he rose, she grabbed the elastic on his boxers and yanked them down, revealing his genitals. His erect genitals. His shaft was hard. 
 
    Face bright red now, he stared down at the floor. He tried to bring his hand up to block their view, but Michelle grabbed his wrists and yanked them behind his back. “No, no,” she said in a chiding tone. “If my sister wants to inspect you, she gets to do it.” 
 
    Besides, he wasn’t strong enough to break away from her grip. 
 
    With all of this in mind, he didn’t know what to do or say. 
 
    “Can I touch him?” 
 
    “You own him,” Michelle replied breezily. 
 
    Natalie had probably never touched a boy before, but now she reached down and gently stroked his scrotum. Her fingers brushed along his balls, then up his shaft. He twitched, unable to control himself. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    Zack didn’t respond, mostly because he didn’t want to admit the truth. This girl controlled him, especially when she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She gave him a quick tug. He flinched. 
 
    “I asked you a question,” Natalie reminded him. 
 
    “Yes,” he said way too fast. 
 
    “Boys,” Michelle said with a knowing shake of her head. “They can be manipulated so easily. This is really a good symbol of their weakness. Not only do their genitals make them vulnerable, they also make them dumb.” 
 
    “Is that true, Zack? Does this make you dumb?” 
 
    “Yes. I guess. I don’t know,” he said, fumbling through the different answers. With this girl holding onto his cock, he clenched his eyes shut as he tried to hide from these girls. Inarticulate, embarrassed, and utterly intimidated, he didn’t know what to do or say. 
 
    “You see?” Michelle asked. “Boys can’t help themselves. Play with them just a little bit, and they get dumb. I mean, they’re always dumb, but they get dumber.” 
 
    The sisters burst out laughing. As those gentle sounds washed over him, he tried to pull away, only Natalie didn’t let go. Instead, she leaned over and whispered something to her big sister. 
 
    “I think you’re right. But first, let’s finish the inspection.” 
 
    Natalie finally released him, but it was Michelle who said, “Keep your hands behind your back and do a slow turn for us. We want to see what kind of boy we own.” 
 
    They intended to inspect him like heedless livestock. 
 
    At this point, Zack searched for some spark of anger, something he could use to ignite a burst of rage through his body. The frustration lingered, simmering there just beneath the surface, but it was nothing compared to the jolts of nervous energy he experienced each and every time he glanced up at Michelle. Taller and stronger, this girl could make him do whatever she liked. 
 
    So he held his hands behind his back and did a slow turn for the young women in front of him. He felt their eyes on him. At several points, the teenager reached out and pinched his arms, his sides, and his legs. She just grabbed him, taking liberties because she knew she had every right to explore his frame and flesh. 
 
    “Not bad,” Natalie said with an approving nod. “I think he could be a really good slave.” 
 
    “I agree. But you know what we need to do to him, don’t you?” 
 
    “The cage?” Natalie asked. 
 
    “The cage,” Michelle confirmed. 
 
    Zack didn’t understand, and these girls weren’t about to explain it to him. Instead, they grabbed him by his wrists and pulled him up the stairs. He marched along with them until they brought him to a small room at the end of the hall. Outside, he spotted the lock. Yes, the lock would be engaged on the outside, not the inside. This wasn’t about privacy. It was about captivity. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, Zack thought of trying to yank his hands away from them and run back down the stairs. If he went in there, he knew he wouldn’t emerge the same. 
 
    But one glance up meant he saw Natalie’s bright red hair and Michelle’s blonde tresses. He knew they wouldn’t let him go. More importantly, he knew he wasn’t capable of escape. 
 
    He stepped across the threshold and into his new life. 
 
      
 
    Zack didn’t know what to make of the different items. He saw the spanking bench, the shackles dangling from the wall, and the shelves covered with different implements. He recognized some of them. Maybe a whip. A flogger. A paddle. His heart beat faster and faster. His eyes locked on to a blindfold. Then a ball gag. 
 
    “Kneel,” Natalie ordered with way more confidence than a girl her size should have ever possessed. She had seemed nervous about this when she first came down the stairs, yet Natalie now viewed this boy the same way she might see any other piece of property. Sure, he might wiggle or squirm, which made him more entertaining. 
 
    He lowered himself to his knees as she strolled over to the shelves. Her fingers hovered above the different items. He watched, terrified of what she might pick. 
 
    Then she grabbed a small box. 
 
    He didn’t know what it might contain. 
 
    Natalie strolled back over to him with a quick, easy gait before holding the box in front of his face. This was the original package, so it had the picture on the front. 
 
    Zack didn’t understand what he was seeing, not at first. Michelle stepped over to her little sister, traced her finger along the cage’s outline and said, “This is a cock lock. Essentially, it’ll make it impossible for you to masturbate or even get an erection.” 
 
    He heard those words, shook his head, and looked back at them. 
 
    Zack tried to summon more ferocity, to intimidate these young women, but he failed pathetically. 
 
    “Now, we are going to give you a minute to relax. If you fail, I’m going to go downstairs and get an ice pack. Then I’m going to hold it against your crotch until you are nice and small and soft. Understand?” 
 
    His eyes jumped frantically from one girl to the other. He didn’t want to believe Michelle; he didn’t want to accept the idea she could be capable of something like that. And yet, he found himself nodding. 
 
    At this point, Zack couldn’t think clearly. He couldn’t form a coherent thought or work through the different implications for anything these girls did to him. 
 
    Michelle and Natalie stepped off to the side and whispered back and forth for a few seconds. All the while, he closed his eyes and worked to relax the tension from his body. 
 
    Surprisingly, Zack had fairly good control of himself. His erection started to soften; his arousal faded as he looked down and concentrated on getting spanked by Michelle. 
 
    The girls turned their attention back to him, Natalie actually clapped her hands together. She seemed to be genuinely impressed when she chirped out, “Very good! I’m impressed!” 
 
    He didn’t want encouragement or complements from this young girl, but her voice washed over him anyway. 
 
    “I’ll do the honors,” Michelle said, popping open the box and pulling out the contents. 
 
    She turned and looked over at their enslaved boy, “Are you going to give me any trouble? Do I need to chain you to that wall?” 
 
    Zack really, really wished he could’ve snarled back something about how he wouldn’t allow her to restrain him. He was his own man, and he could make his own decisions. But with this girl towering above him, strong, poised, and so much stronger than he could ever be, he had to acknowledge the truth. 
 
    “I’ll cooperate,” he whispered. 
 
    She grabbed him, her fingers pushing down into his cheeks as she lifted his face and forced him to look at her. She was gorgeous, probably one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen. 
 
    And then she let go. Her focus drifted down as she started to work. She slipped some kind of plastic ring underneath his scrotum. She slid his shaft into a plastic tube. Step-by-step, she worked, attaching the facets and eventually holding up the small padlocks. 
 
    “When Natalie put this on you, she’s going to own you. She’s going to be your keyholder. You understand?” 
 
    “No. I don’t think I do,” he said. 
 
    The girls glanced back and forth at one another. They thought his confusion was adorable! They giggled for just a moment before Natalie stepped up, pinched the lock, and pulled the key free. 
 
    “Go on. Try to pull the chastity cage off. And make sure you do your best, I want you to know that we will release you if you can succeed. Take it off right here and now, and you can go back to your friends. You can pretend none of this ever happened. You’ll be free, at least until women take over.” 
 
    He reached down and tentatively pulled on his chastity cage. Simultaneously, another question hovered at the tip of his tongue. As he tried to tug on the different pieces of plastic to free his cock, Zack had to ask, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Natalie, tell him,” Michelle instructed. 
 
    The petite, redhaired girl stepped forward. She cleared her throat like she was about to give a presentation in front of her entire school. “For centuries, men have been the dominant gender, but that’s changing. Maybe you have seen it in your own life. Maybe you have just noticed it. More women are becoming CEOs. All across the world, women are becoming presidents and prime ministers. This isn’t just about equality, Zack. This is about female supremacy.” 
 
    He didn’t look up. His fingers pinched and pulled at the different parts of the chastity cage as he tried to slide it free. At one point, he held his breath, tugged gingerly, and hoped that he might be able to get it off. 
 
    But no matter how he worked, the cage remained stubbornly locked around his genitals. He didn’t have access, and he wouldn’t get it, not without the key. Unfortunately for him, that was Natalie’s property, which meant his shaft was her property to. 
 
    Refusing to think about that, he kept working. 
 
    “Female supremacy,” Natalie explained, “Is the very simple political ideology that women are superior to men. We are more empathetic, physically stronger, more tolerant of pain, better at multitasking, and generally more intelligent. Because of this, we deserve to rule. And boys like you will be enslaved.” 
 
    “Slavery is illegal,” he growled back. By now, the frustration had started to lick at his psyche, irritating him and making it harder to remember the spanking from the street. In fact, he worried he might lose his temper at any second. 
 
    “Laws can change,” Natalie replied like some precocious schoolgirl. “And just think, there are more girls enrolled in college now than boys. What you think that’s going to do to society? Huh? Do you think boys are going to get hired? Do you think they’re going to be in charge five, ten, or twenty years from now?” 
 
    With his aggravation mounting, he glanced up and saw she still held the key in her hand. He could lunge forward, grab it, and show this girl that his superior strength mattered more than her confidence. 
 
    “Just think,” Natalie said as she tapped one slender finger against her cheek, “In a couple of years, I will be a college graduate. I will go get a job, I will get promoted, and that it will be my turn to pick who I want to hire. You think I’m going to hire some silly boy? Or will I take a like-minded girl?” She winked at him. “That’s right. I’m going to pick the girl. And then she’s going to pick another girl. Pretty soon, boys will only work to serve us. They can fetch coffee or pick up our laundry, but that’ll be it. All the important decisions will be made by women like me.” 
 
    Unable to handle the lecture, he made a mistake. 
 
    Zack shot forward. 
 
    He jerked his hand out as he tried to grab the key from her. 
 
    With a little squeak of dismay, Natalie fell back, suddenly scared. 
 
    She may have been small and inexperienced, but the same couldn’t be said about Michelle. 
 
    That goddess grabbed his wrist, yanked his arm behind his back, and twisted painfully. Hot agony surged up his arm as she pulled him back toward the one chair off to the side. She sat down, pulled him across her lap, and held him in place. 
 
    Zack never imagined something like this could be possible. 
 
    Denial and disbelief gripped him, all while he kicked and thrashed there on her lap. Demonstrating her superior strength, this taller, powerfully built girl kept him trapped right where she wanted him. 
 
    “Let me go!” Zach demanded. But even as he pleaded with her, he knew just how pathetic he sounded. 
 
    “Let me go,” he said, trying again. 
 
    “After that bad behavior?” Michelle asked, almost teasing. And yet, he still picked up on the edge of annoyance in her voice. “No way. This is going to be good for you. First I’m going to spank you. Then my little sister is going to spank you. I’m going to break you, Zack. Right here and now, I’m going to punish you so you understand your place. Natalie was right. Boys like you belong in cute little pink collars, on your knees, ready and eager to serve.” 
 
    He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept a single word she said, but then he felt it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her hand crashed down against of the curve of his ass. Instantly, the pain shot through him, his eyes started watering, and he had to bite back a whimper of dismay. 
 
    “Nicely done!” Natalie said, actually applauding. 
 
    “I’m just getting started,” Michelle replied. 
 
    From one second of the next, he tried to brace himself. He attempted to build some kind of mental defense against the onslaught. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Her hand flew down three times, striking the same spot. The pain drilled down into him, overwhelming those psychological barriers he attempted to erect. All the while, he felt the firm strength of her lap underneath him as he worked to get away. 
 
    At several points, he tried to push down against the floor. With her free hand, she shoved him back into place. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could go anywhere,” she told him. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Stay right where you are, slave boy. You deserve this. You need it. You try to defy us? You try to assert yourself as a person? Nope. Sorry. Not in this household.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Natalie agreed with a taunting laugh, “Not in this household!” 
 
    “In this household,” Michelle began, only to punish him. She channeled her strength and spanked him. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She continued her thought, “You are a slave now. Tell us you will be obedient. Tell us you won’t try to think for yourself. Tell us you know you’re inferior because you’re a boy. That caged cock of yours? It makes you property. It makes you less than us. You’re an inferior and always will be.” 
 
    He didn’t want to do it. 
 
    Her hand jumped to the other side of his posterior. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    At some point, he lost count of the number of times she spanked him. Frantically, without wild, animal desperation, he tried to roll off of her lap, to leap away, to do something, anything to escape the torment. Every time she struck, she made sure the stinging swept through his body. 
 
    “I understand!” 
 
    Natalie reached down, touched to the underside of his chin with one finger, and gingerly forced him to look up into her beautiful face. He saw the same crystal blue eyes she shared with her sister. He saw how some of her red hair had fallen forward, framing her face coquettishly. “What do you understand?” Natalie asked. 
 
    “I’m inferior.” 
 
    “So what does that mean?” She sounded like a curious schoolgirl. 
 
    Zack licked his lips. Simultaneously, her big sister reached down and stroked his backside. Her fingernails lightly scratched along his tormented skin. Michelle traced different images and figures. She listened, and every sensation reminded this boy that he couldn’t try to fight back or resist. Maybe other guys might have been able to rebel, but they were bigger and stronger than Zack. 
 
    “It means I belong to you.” 
 
    “Who?” Natalie practically saying the question. 
 
    “You. I belong to you and your sister.” 
 
    “Why is that again?” 
 
    “Because I’m inferior. Because you’re better than me. Because you’re smarter than me. I’m a boy, and I deserve to be locked up. I deserve to be owned.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Michelle agreed. 
 
    Then she yanked her hand back, savored the moment, and brought her hand down in another swinging flurry of spankings. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He arched his back, tried to push away, and tensed. Every muscle beneath his skin locked up as the agony washed over him. 
 
    “Why?” Zack asked, whispering with all due deference. “What did I do wrong?” 
 
    Lowering her voice as well, Natalie glanced over at her sister, made the correct inference, and explained to him, “Nothing.” The little redhead grinned as he tried to understand it. When he couldn’t figure it out, she helped him out, “You didn’t do anything wrong, but my sister still felt like punishing you. Do you think owners like us need a reason to punish you? No. Of course not!” Then again, he was just a boy. He needed extra help sometimes. 
 
    At this point, Zack could have argued or resisted. Instead, he slumped down and seemed to accept their authority. Good. Finally. 
 
    That’s why Michelle leaned down and whispered, “You’re going to serve my sister and follow her commands.” 
 
    Michelle nudged him off of her lap, and he fell forward. He landed on his knees, bowed down before his superior, and only slowly raised his head. 
 
    When he looked up at her, he saw her black shoes, her toned legs, and the hem of her skirt. With a nervous swallow, he looked up at Natalie and asked, “How can I serve you?” 
 
    Michelle rose to her feet, crossed her arms, and stepped off to the side. Natalie sat on the chair where he had been spanked just a moment before. 
 
    She touched a finger to the side of her face and smiled down at this hapless young man. “First, I want you to kiss my shoes.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “No, no,” she chided him with they wag of her finger. “From now on, you will address me as Miss Natalie. Understand?” 
 
    She was so much younger! That wasn’t fair! 
 
    But fairness didn’t enter into any of these equations or calculations. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Natalie.” 
 
    He bowed his head down and kissed her shoes, brushing his lips along the smooth leather. Eventually, she lifted her feet, pulled off her shoes and socks, and wiggled her toes. 
 
    “Kiss my feet,” she said, placing them gently in front of him. 
 
    As he leaned down, he tried to think of some way to make this stop, but his cock twitched inside of its cage, reminding him that Natalie and Michelle owned him. These girls were training him and breaking him. With every heartbeat, he could feel their influence grow. 
 
    He kissed her feet. 
 
    She lifted one foot and pushed her big toe against his mouth. “Suck,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed this teenager, wrapping his lips around her toe and he tasted her for the first time. 
 
    He licked and sucked, moving his mouth along that soft skin. 
 
    When she pulled back, she leaned forward and smiled at him. “You know, I’ve never had a boy go down on me before. I think now would be a good time.” 
 
    Michelle nodded approvingly. 
 
    Men figured that the ultimate way to minimize a woman was to have her suck his cock. Well, that could be reversed easily enough. Natalie rose to her feet, lifted her skirt, and pulled down her panties before sitting again. Poised on the edge of her chair, she spread her legs and beckoned him forward with the curved wave of her finger. 
 
    He took a breath and prepared himself to plead with her. Part of him wanted to beg for a respite. He needed to tell her that this was too much. It was too humiliating. 
 
    But that hardly mattered, especially because Natalie languidly reached out, slid her fingers through his hair, and took a firm grip on his scalp before guiding his head forward. His cheeks brushed along her inner thighs as he came closer and closer to her sex. 
 
    Michelle grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind his back. This made balancing more difficult, but it was fine with her. He needed to learn to serve while on his knees. She locked a pair of handcuffs around his wrists, trapping him. She also held onto his leash. Every few seconds, she pulled, tensing the end at the base of his throat and reminding him of his helplessness before the power of these young women. 
 
    “Lick me,” Natalie commanded. 
 
    She should have sounded small and uncertain, yet her voice rippled with a newfound confidence. 
 
    Zack didn’t have a choice, yet he still contributed to her development as a female supremacist. 
 
    And now he started licking. 
 
    Obeying this teenager, he ran his tongue up and down her sex. He tasted her as his tongue plunged forward. 
 
    Searing humiliation blasted through his body. It ripped apart his defiance and ego as a man. 
 
    More and more, he understood his place. Worse, he realized he wouldn’t be able to defeat these girls. They owned him now. They owned his shaft, his body, his psyche, and everything else he may have once held dear. 
 
    “Lick,” she said again, practically panting the words now. 
 
    Having never enjoyed this kind of arousal before, Natalie quickly climaxed. His tongue darted up and down her pussy until she squeezed her thighs against his cheeks. 
 
    He was about to pull back, but she tugged on his hair again. “I want another one!” Natalie chirped out like a little girl eager for more candy. 
 
    He hesitated for only a moment, right until that moment when Michelle smacked his ass and made it clear he wasn’t going anywhere until Natalie was utterly satisfied. 
 
    So he licked. He moved his head up and down. He slid his tongue forward and back. He tasted her and surrendered to her. All the while, he knew that he proved these girls right. 
 
    As he surrendered, he demonstrated that boys could be owned because they were inferior and deserved nothing less than enslavement. 
 
    “We are never letting you go,” Michelle whispered into his ear as Natalie panted harder and faster. Another orgasm rolled through her body, but this was just the beginning, and they all knew it. 
 
      
 
    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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