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No Confidence 
 
      
 
    At times like this, Alice could lose herself to her work. She considered the political implications of every word, comma, period, and exclamation mark. Her fingers danced along the keyboard as she dealt with the various issues needed to run her unit. The numbers last quarter had been good, she just got a raise, and everything was amazing at home. 
 
    But then Bethany sat down across from her and asked, “Did you hear?” Excitement glanced through her voice. 
 
    “Hear?” Alice asked. “Hear about what?” 
 
    “They passed it.” 
 
    Alice blinked, surprised. “No way,” she said. Without worrying about that last message, the policy decision, or what might happen in the next few hours, she grabbed at the top of her laptop and pulled it shut as her eyes jumped across the table to her friend. 
 
    “Yeah,” Bethany said. Bethany’s face radiated with raw anticipation. “This is history. This is history in the making!” 
 
    “They’re really going forward with the Vote of No Confidence?” As Alice said the words, she couldn’t quite believe it. Over the last four years, three separate attempts had been made, but the law always failed in Congress. There were still a few holdouts, both women and men who refused to adapt to a changing society. 
 
    “Yes,” Bethany replied. “It’s on the President’s desk, and she’s supposed to sign it tonight.” 
 
    “But it’s voluntary, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Bethany said. Some of the excitement flickered from her voice. “It’s voluntary, but this is still huge. It doesn’t matter because lots of boys are going to sign it. You know? You can just go online, print up the papers, and take them home.” 
 
    “This is amazing,” Alice said. 
 
    “It is,” Bethany agreed. “It’s a shame you won’t be able to get Zack to sign it.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “He was a government major back before he got kicked out,” Bethany said without any regret. As far she had been concerned, her brother never should have been on a road to enroll in college anyway. He had known all about the new finishing schools prepared for boys like him. “There’s no way he would voluntarily give up his right to vote.” 
 
    “He’s my husband,” Alice said with an edge of irritation. 
 
    Bethany must have realized this could be sensitive for her friend, so she shrugged, “Yeah. Right. He’s your husband. I’m just saying that he has always been an incredibly stubborn boy. I bet he’s still reading those men’s freedoms blogs.” 
 
    Alice needed to work hard to keep her features neutral because she knew that her husband did. At home, he was obedient despite the “measures” she had taken to ensure his good behavior. While he loved her, he still had some pretty crazy political ideas. It was almost like he should’ve been born centuries earlier or maybe a few decades later once everything had settled. 
 
    “I’m going to get him to sign it tonight,” Alice said. The words surprised her. 
 
    Across the table, Bethany arched an eyebrow, “Do you really think you can get him to do it?” 
 
    “Yes,” Alice said. “I love him. Zack is a sweet boy, and I know he wants to make me happy.” 
 
    “You might be asking him to choose between you and his political beliefs,” Bethany pointed out. 
 
    Alice settled her gaze back on her friend and sister-in-law, “Boys shouldn’t have political beliefs.” 
 
    Bethany smacked her hand against the table and laughed, “Oh, I always love your confidence, Alice. He’s lucky to have you.” 
 
    “That’s probably not how he’s going to feel tonight,” she said. 
 
    The two women settled into an amicable silence for a few moments. Around them, the male serving staff brought drinks, sandwiches, and plates of food to the various tables. Around them, there were lots of groups of women. Then there were the couples, individual women with their boyfriends or husbands. Most of the boys were now eating salad, while the women enjoyed their steaks, ravioli, or sandwiches. It was pretty amazing, Alice reflected. 
 
    So many of the men throughout society had learned they needed to obey. 
 
    As far as Alice could tell, there wasn’t any grand conspiracy, nor a violent revolution. Rather, the men of the world seemed to accept female superiority. 
 
    Female Supremacy. That’s what the sociologists and political scientists called it, right? The politicians didn’t even use the phrase. Rather, it was just an idea, an impulse that seemed to spread across the planet. 
 
    Years before, New Zealand elected an amazing prime minister. She set out to establish a series reforms. Her ideas jumped to Australia, then the United States, England, and it spread from there and from the English-speaking world to the globe’s other countries. 
 
    Different nations were at different points in their transitions. 
 
    In the US, voluntary male disenfranchisement just became law. 
 
    Obviously, men could have voluntarily refrained from voting on their own, but now they could give it up permanently. Legally. Irrevocably. 
 
    “Do you know what my favorite part is?” Bethany asked, apparently just remembering something. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “If a man signs his Vote of No Confidence,” she said, apparently enjoying the taste of every word, “It applies to his male children as well.” 
 
    “Sneaky!” Alice burst out laughing. Both of the girls did. When she caught her breath, she just couldn’t help herself, “That’s amazing.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Bethany agreed. “We don’t need some wild a declaration. Within a generation or two, the boys simply won’t be allowed to vote. And it will be their choice because they know that they shouldn’t have confidence in their ability to choose leaders.” 
 
    While there would always be some animosity between the factions of society, Alice always marveled at some of the choices made by the electorate when the patriarchy ruled. Seriously, how could those people think these politicians would make good congressman or presidents? At one point, politicians seemed more interested in their social media accounts than actually leading. It had been pathetic. 
 
    Luckily, all of the predictions of doom for modern democracies had faded away. For years, females enrolled in colleges at higher rates than boys. As such, they began to assert themselves, bringing a sense of justice and the need for prosperity. It was no longer just about winning for the individual. Sure, these girls were ambitious, but they also wanted to see societies thrive. They worked together to hold people accountable, help, and improve the world. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    “I can do it,” Alice said again. “Tonight.” 
 
    “You’re an ambitious woman,” Bethany said. “Good luck.” 
 
    “I don’t need luck,” Alice said as she reached up and stroked two fingers along the contours of her neck until she found the small silver chain hidden just beneath the fabric of her blouse. At the bottom of that chain, a key rested just above her heart. 
 
      
 
    “I’m home!” Alice announced as she came through the door. 
 
    Considering the topic of conversation, she expected a fight with her husband. She had the papers signed and safely tucked away in a manila envelope in her purse. He would sign them tonight, she promised herself. 
 
    But he wasn’t back at his computer, vainly searching for a new job. Every day, he went to work like a good boy, putting in his four hours. Most employers had decided that male employees shouldn’t be expected to handle a full shift, not when they probably had domestic responsibilities at home. 
 
    Sure enough, Zack had been a good and loyal husband. He earned a little bit of money which would be deposited into her account. Banks no longer allowed males to hold money on their own without female supervision. After work, he came back, and Alice could see the smooth lines along the carpet where he’d run the vacuum. 
 
    Better yet, he was on his knees, hands held behind his back, face down. 
 
    “Hello, Zack,” she said as her eyes locked on to her boy. 
 
    “Hello, Alice,” he said. 
 
    Alice considered that for a moment. She had never directed him to call her anything else. She had friends whose husbands had to address them as “Goddess” or “Mistress,” but Alice had never seen the need. Perhaps she needed to reconsider her position. Maybe that was why Bethany assumed he would be stubborn and disobedient. 
 
    “How’re you feeling?” 
 
    “Eager,” he replied right away. 
 
    Alice lowered her purse to the floor and strolled past her husband. Moments later, she took her place on the couch. 
 
    “Would you like me to remove your shoes?” Zack offered. Once upon a time, this kind of treatment would have been almost unimaginable for most women; men used to be so selfish and egocentric, like these narcissistic children who couldn’t think of helping out. Sure, they had their excuses about working hard or whatever. Luckily, those had been taken away. Sure, there were a few boys who still held meaningful jobs, but that wouldn’t last much longer. Everyone knew it. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “You can remove my shoes.” 
 
    “Would you like a foot massage?” 
 
    “I would,” she said. 
 
    “We have a new bottle of wine in the kitchen. Would you like one?” 
 
    “I would,” Alice told her husband. “Go fetch it for me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, rising to his feet. Halfway there, he paused, his shoulders tensing up. 
 
    Alice giggled, unable to help herself, “It’s okay, Zack.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to say that,” he told her. “Can we just pretend that didn’t happen?” 
 
    “Come here,” she said. 
 
    “But the wine?” 
 
    Her voice hardened, “Come here.” 
 
    When she saw her husband, it was obvious that he was nervous. There was something he wanted, she could tell. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what he craved. If he behaved himself, perhaps he’d get it. 
 
    Head bowed, Zack rushed back across the open concept living room and stood in front of his wife. He may have been above her, but she still knew who was in charge here. 
 
    “I like the idea of using an honorific with me,” she said.  
 
    “Is that really necessary?” 
 
    She reached up, grabbed his hand, and pulled. At once, he fell to his knees. He no longer stood, so she looked down at him like a goddess gazing into the eyes of some hapless mortal who couldn’t quite comprehend how the cosmos truly functioned. 
 
    “I think it is. And told me, who wears the skirt in this household?” 
 
    “You do,” he said. 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    “Please, do we have to do this?” He kept his eyes down until she touched one finger to the underside of his chin. This soft, commanding and intimate movement was enough to make him shiver. He also looked up at her. 
 
    “Yes, I think we do. It’s important that we understand the hierarchy in this household.” 
 
    “I thought we were going to be equals.” 
 
    “When we got married, what did you promise me?” 
 
    “I thought it was just poetry!” 
 
    “Liar,” she said with a smile. “Tell me. What did you promise?” 
 
    He shivered. The quiver ran through his body. It was obvious, especially because he still held onto those old notions of equality. Finally, his defiance broke, weighed down by the pressure of accumulated seconds, “I promised to honor and obey you.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she said. 
 
    If he expected some kind of punishment, she decided to throw him off balance again. Alice reached around, ran her fingers through his hair, took a solid grip, and pulled. His head jerked up, just to she leaned down and pressed her lips to his. It wasn’t a gentle or soft kiss. This wasn’t something in some romance novel or romantic comedy. 
 
    It was fierce, firm, passionate, and possessive. When she kissed him, she made it clear that he belonged to her. 
 
    She tugged on his hair, almost pulling him back. Then she pushed down, kissed him just as possessively, all while he had to go along with it. 
 
    “How did that make you feel?” Alice asked with a teasing smile. 
 
    “Aroused,” he breathed. Sure enough, his cheeks had pinkened, his breathing quickened, and she was sure his pulse probably kicked harder in his chest. Considering how long she had made him wait, she knew a kiss like that would drive him wild. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Zack. You’re still going to get me that wine and give me that foot massage, but right now, I want you to stand up and pull down your pants.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because I want to inspect you,” she said. 
 
    “Is that really necessary?” 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “Yes!” he said in a hissed whisper. They were alone in her house, but the Zack was still embarrassed. Those old notions of independence and freedom stubbornly refused to fade away. 
 
    “There’s no reason to be embarrassed. Besides, if you want the chance to get out, you had better obey.” 
 
    “I’m not a dog,” he said. “I’m your husband.” 
 
    “You’re a boy,” she replied. 
 
    His throat tightened as he swallowed, but Zack nonetheless reached down for his pants. He pulled his belt free, opened the button, and he tugged his pants and boxers down in the same movement. 
 
    Sure enough, she saw him locked up in his chastity cage. 
 
    While other women preferred to see their boyfriends and husbands locked up in transparent plastic, she had picked out a metal cage made with curving bars. They hugged his shaft, forcing it down into a gentle, flaccid curve. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, he had held his hands behind his back. 
 
    “How does it make you feel, knowing that I own this?” 
 
    He inhaled through his teeth, probably because he wanted to say something about how this was his body, and he had every right to his own autonomy. He liked those big words, as though academic vocabulary could save him. Silly boy! 
 
    “It’s demeaning,” he said. 
 
    “Explain,” she chided. 
 
    He inhaled again, filling his lungs before he let the words out, “It’s like my genitals are one of the most important parts of my body. I used to think about them a lot. Or at least, I used to think about sex. I would get hard without even thinking about it, and it wasn’t supposed to be a big deal. But now I can’t. And when I can’t get hard, I feel the bars of this cage, and it reminds me that you are the only one with the key.” 
 
    “And what does that do? What does that mean?” 
 
    Casually, she reached up and gripped his balls. She didn’t hurt him, but she didn’t need to either. Instead, she decided to devastate and torment him with the possibility of pleasure. Her fingers brushed along the underside of his balls, making him shiver. Clearly, he wanted to say something, yet the words were swallowed by the tightening temptations that spread through his frame. 
 
    “I know no one can see it, but it’s like this prison that I have to wear with me wherever I go. I can be at work, and it reminds me that you are in charge.” 
 
    “Really? It doesn’t make you behave differently with the other women around you?” 
 
    “It does,” he said. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    When he swallowed, the tension spread through his body. By this point, the tip of his shaft was wet with his excitement. He couldn’t get hard, yet his primal instincts demanded an erection… 
 
    Too bad he was all locked up. 
 
    “When I’m with women at work, I know I behave differently. I’m servile and obedient. When I see them, I can barely make eye contact.” 
 
    “Are they your superiors?” 
 
    “Only at work,” he said. 
 
    “You don’t think they’re better than you in other ways?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
    “I think you do,” Alice replied smoothly, “But that’s okay. Right now, you can go get me my wine and come back to rub my feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    She chuckled. “I’m going to be really generous,” she called out as he turned away. “I’m not going to make you wear pants or a shirt tonight. Oh, and you can keep calling me Mistress.” Obediently, he pulled off all of his clothing—everything except for the chastity cage, which he couldn’t get off even if he tried for hours (he knew from personal experience). 
 
    From his perspective, those uttered syllables had probably been a mistake, only it was too late now, and he knew it. He couldn’t take them back, and he wouldn’t be able to get this beautiful young woman to change her mind either. 
 
    In the kitchen, he opened the bottle of wine with a loud pop. He considered grabbing a second glass for himself, but he looked down at his naked body, and he already knew that wouldn’t be allowed. He didn’t have to ask, and his wife didn’t need to tell him. 
 
    Without specific permission, he shouldn’t consider enjoying the wine himself. It was for her. She earned the vast majority of the money that flowed through this household, so it belonged to her, just like everything else. 
 
    As those thoughts flashed through his head, he finished filling that single wineglass. He came back, held it out to her, and she took it. She enjoyed a sip, and then she raised her feet up onto the coffee table. 
 
    “May I?” 
 
    “You may,” Alice said as she enjoyed watching him. 
 
    Zack kneeled before her, removed both of her shoes by sliding the dark red flats from her feet. Then he began to massage her feet, starting with the left. He pressed down on her heel, on her arch, and on her toes. He worked slowly, taking his time because he knew he couldn’t rush. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Very good boy.” 
 
    “Thank you…Mistress.” He remembered to add her new honorific after a heartbeat of hesitation. 
 
    “How does it feel to be naked while I’m still fully clothed?” Sure enough, she still wore her black skirt, her panties, her bra and her white blouse. She could have easily walked into any business meeting and asserted herself. 
 
    “It’s degrading,” he said. 
 
    “Tell me more,” she said. Alice didn’t know if she was alone in this, but she always enjoyed hearing about how her husband felt about the new social changes sweeping through the country. She very much doubted that she was alone in stripping her boy of his clothing to make a point. 
 
    “It makes me feel like I’m an animal or something.” 
 
    “You’re not an animal. Try again,” she said. 
 
    “A servant?” 
 
    “Closer,” she replied with a knowing smile. “But I think you can do better.” 
 
    “A slave,” he said. 
 
    When she laughed, that made this almost sound like a joke. Almost. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, reaching out and running her fingers through his hair. It was infantilizing, demeaning, and made him feel like a pet all at the same time. And yet, he remembered precisely what she said. He wasn’t a pet. He wasn’t an animal. He was something else entirely. 
 
    Refusing to think about it, he looked up at her, “Do you think you could maybe let me out tonight?” 
 
    “Oh? What’re you proposing?” As he rubbed her feet, he said, “I would be happy to massage your feet, rub your back, and make you feel really good. From there, with your permission, I could go down on you, Mistress. Lick you and make you really feel good. Then maybe we could have sex?” 
 
    “You want out of your chastity cage. Is that it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “This doesn’t sound like begging,” she replied. 
 
    He gulped, repositioning himself right between her legs, and he looked up at her. He held his hands together. When they first met, he would have been far too dignified to ever allow himself into a position like this. But with that cage tight around his manhood, he had no choice. 
 
    Imprisoning his shaft did so much more than prevent erections. It locked him in a state of mind, one which Alice approved of wholeheartedly as he began, “Please, Mistress. Please, do you think you could let me out for a little while tonight? Please, I have worked so hard to be a good and obedient husband for you. Please!” 
 
    “Are we equals?” 
 
    Some of the color drained from his face as he heard that question. Of course, he knew what the “correct” answer would be, yet he still pressed his lips together and held his breath. There were some lines he didn’t wish to cross. 
 
    Too bad for him. 
 
    “Are we?” Alice prompted with a note of aggravation in her voice. 
 
    Eventually, he gave a quick, nervous shake of his head. 
 
    “Say it,” she ordered.  
 
    “No, Mistress. We, we aren’t equals.” 
 
    “Good boy. Now go to my purse and pull out the manila envelope.” 
 
    His brows pursed with confusion as he heard all of that. Her purse? A manila envelope? 
 
    Having decided that he was in the proper state of mind for the next phase of their conversation, Alice watched as he went back to the purse. She admired his naked body. But more than seeing the lines and curves of his flesh, she truly savored the power she held over him. This young man, her husband, would do whatever she wanted. 
 
    And she was about to prove it by giving him a pen and having him sign one document. 
 
    “Did you hear the news today?” 
 
    He picked up the envelope, turned around, and looked at her. “News?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, practically purring every word. “The President just signed a new law.” 
 
    Like so many other men, he had come to dread those words. Too often, whenever she signed new laws into effect, that meant males like him would lose some right or advantage they once enjoyed. This might mean a higher tax based on gender, limited work hours, quotas for community service, or some other disadvantage. 
 
    “You can open it,” Alice said as he came back with the manila envelope. 
 
    Despite the permission, he hesitated. His fingers pinched the packing material, but he didn’t really want to open it and discover the truth. 
 
    “Is it bad?” 
 
    “That’s probably a matter of perspective,” she said simply. 
 
    He inhaled, took a breath like he was about to rip the Band-Aid off, and he opened it. She hadn’t bothered sealing it, so he found the paperwork inside and pulled it out. 
 
    He looked down at the text, and the color began to dissipate from his face. “What is this?” Zack asked. 
 
    Obviously, her husband could read it; he knew exactly what he held in his hands. In fact, his eyes kept scanning over the different words. Perhaps he hoped he had misunderstood. Still, she answered, “It’s your Vote of No Confidence. Essentially, it’s a declaration that you no longer believe you are capable of making rational decisions as a voting member of the public, and so you’re giving up your right to vote.” 
 
    “This can’t be right,” he said. “No way.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You’re talking about male disenfranchisement! You’re talking about only letting half of the population vote!” 
 
    “It’s voluntary,” she said. “That’s why it’s called a Vote of No Confidence. There are still guys out there who will probably insist on voting for a while.” 
 
    “But, but this isn’t fair!” 
 
    Alice returned to a point she had asked earlier, “Are we equal?” 
 
    “You tricked me,” he said. 
 
    She rose to her feet, marched up to him, put her hand on his shoulder, and shoved him down. Having already been trained and accustomed to following her lead, Zack instantly fell to his knees. She cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands and tilted his head back so that he could look up at her. 
 
    “This isn’t a trick, Zack. This is training. I’m your wife, and I know what’s best. And that’s why you are going to sign this document right here and now. You want to tell me and the rest of the world that you aren’t capable of voting.” 
 
    “I, I can’t!” Zack stuttered back. 
 
    “Get across my lap,” she commanded. “But first, go get the paddle.” 
 
    “What? Why? I haven’t done anything wrong!” 
 
    “You lied to me,” she said, her voice sharp and icy. 
 
    “What? When?” 
 
    “You acknowledged me as your superior. As your superior, I have the right to make every important decision. I should be the one who votes in this household. The only one.” 
 
    “Alice, please.” 
 
    “Paddle,” she commanded. “Now.” 
 
    Alice really enjoyed the look of consternation on his handsome face. His lips opened and closed at several points as he tried to think of something compelling he might be able to tell her. But like so many other boys, he understood just how futile it could be to argue with a woman. 
 
    As far as society was concerned, women were right. Always. 
 
    The defiance evaporated from his body as his shoulders drooped and he hung his arms by his sides. He walked back into the bedroom, opened their special drawer, and pulled out the paddle. When he felt that solid weight in his hand, he quivered again. 
 
    He brought it back to her. 
 
    Alice took it and said, “Thank you, Zack.” Her polite, nearly genteel tone sent another shiver running down his back. She was being cool with him which meant she was really annoyed. 
 
    “Get across my lap.” 
 
    “Please, can we talk about this? It’s just that I—” 
 
    “Get across my lap,” she interrupted. 
 
    He obeyed this time. He crawled across her lap and let her shove him down onto his stomach. Then she touched of the paddle to his backside. She gently stroked him with that smooth wood, rubbing it in the little circles along the curves of his buttocks. 
 
    “I put you in chastity because you deserve to be owned, Zack. You need to understand your place in the world. We live in a matriarchy. Before long, it’ll be a full-fledged gynarchy. Lucky for you, you have a woman who loves you and is ready to train you for this new world.” 
 
    “But I—” 
 
    “Stop talking,” she ordered. 
 
    Lucky for him, Zack was smart enough to press his lips together. Maybe he hoped another opportunity to speak would arrive before the spanking. It would prove to be a false hope. 
 
    “I’m sure you think that I’m a monster for doing this, but that’s okay. You see, you were right before. I am your superior, Zack. I’m smarter, more patient, and stronger. You might be able to lift heavy things better than me, but that’s not what society needs. We need people who are capable of strategizing.” 
 
    She paused, allowing him the chance to try to say something. With his heart pounding and his cock twitching against the bars of his cage, he didn’t dare. 
 
    “Now, it’s important for you to accept all of this. You need to understand how the world really works. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “Please, I—” 
 
    “Do you think you can do that?” Alice asked again, instantly cutting off his pleas. 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She swung the paddle down hard. The solid material struck, landing a serious blow against his ass. Hot pain jerked through his body, a searing blast of agony that scattered his thoughts. 
 
    “Can you acknowledge your inferiority for me?” 
 
    This time, he locked his teeth together. Perhaps he thought this show of defiance demonstrated bravery, but Alice was about to show him the truth. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    His eyes watered; he didn’t want to yelp like some little kid, but he couldn’t deny the power of that pain.  
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Some other guy in some other place or time would have called him a wimp for reacting to the paddling, but people always forget just how intense pain can be when they aren’t experiencing it for themselves. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Please!” Zack howled out. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Please, don’t—” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Alice paused, reached down with her free hand, and gently brushed her fingers along his crimson skin. “Are you ready to acknowledge your inferiority?” 
 
    Theoretically, he had already done it once before, but now he knew about the vote of no confidence and what it might mean. 
 
    “Please, can we talk about this?” 
 
    She let loose a dramatic sigh before unleashing a full barrage. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She brought the paddle down against the same spot five times in a row. She channeled all of her strength, pumping energy into her arm as the paddle smacked into his vulnerable, unprotected flesh. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Rather than give her another chance to paddle him, Zack acquiesced instantly, “Yes!” He surrendered to his wife. “Yes, I’m inferior! I’m your inferior!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now, I think it’s time for you to serve me with that cute mouth of yours.” 
 
    He blinked away the tears and asked, “You want me to go down on you?” 
 
    “I do,” she said simply. 
 
    Zack moved tentatively at first, sliding from her lap. He lowered himself to the floor, braced himself on his knees, and looked up at her. Alice enjoyed that look of nervous anticipation on his face. She was seeing it more and more. Boys throughout society had learned their place. Now it was Zack’s turn. 
 
    “May I go down on you, Mistress?” He blinked once, perhaps surprised at the eagerness in his voice. 
 
    She leaned forward, touched the underside of his chin again, and raised his lips up toward hers. Alice enjoyed kissing her boy. She pressed her soft lips to his and savored the little moans of delight that ran through his body. On some level, he understood this was a treat, of privilege, and he needed to be grateful. 
 
    She pulled back, stood, and towered over him. He watched as she peeled back her skirt, grabbed onto her panties, and pulled them down. She dropped them to the floor and kicked them away. Then she lowered herself to the edge of the couch. 
 
    “You know what I love most about this?” 
 
    “What, Mistress?” 
 
    As she gazed into his eyes, she thought, This foolish boy thinks I’ve forgotten about the Vote of No Confidence. He thinks he’ll pleasure me, and he won’t have to sign it. The corners of her mouth twitched up at the idea. 
 
    “I love having you on your knees. I love seeing you I knowing you’re ready to serve me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly. 
 
    She reached out, ran her fingers through his hair, and pulled him forward. With her legs spread, she gave him easy access. 
 
    And when his tongue slid up along her pussy, she shivered. Her nipples were already hard underneath her blouse because having her boy in this position excited her like nothing else. 
 
    For several delicious, wonderful minutes, he licked her. She instructed him to speed up or slow down. Whenever she issued the command, he obeyed right away. After that paddling, he didn’t dare disobey. 
 
    The pleasure rose through her body, spreading wonderfully. She loved how it seemed to soak into her arms, her legs, her chest and deep within her torso. Pretty soon, she was panting. “Faster,” she ordered, almost breathless now. “Faster!” 
 
    Her husband obediently licked, gliding his tongue up and down. 
 
    Then she grabbed his hair and pulled him back as the orgasm swept through her. Incandescent ecstasy gripped her until she opened her eyes, blinked quickly, and looked down at him. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    That’s when she beckoned him forward. 
 
    Despite the gloss on his lips, she grabbed him by his cheeks, leaned in, and kissed him. Her tongue teased his, and he started moaning within moments. Not only that, she reached down and stroked him. Her fingers moved along his sides, over the back of his neck, and every gentle caress added to the blazing need already burning hot within his body. 
 
    She broke off the kiss and looked into his eyes, “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Horny!” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Sit back, hold your hands behind your back, and watch.” 
 
    “What, what’s going to happen?” 
 
    She probably should have punished him for asking, yet Alice enjoyed the look of confusion on Zack’s face. That kind of uncertainty could be good for a boy. 
 
    With a wicked smile on her face, she spread her legs again. She brought to fingers up to her lips, and she gently licked the tips of those digits. From there, she reached down and started stroking her slit. She pressed her fingers down and slowly penetrated herself. 
 
    “This feels so good,” she said. “Do you like watching me? Do you like watching me touch myself?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Maybe I should get off right now. What do you think, slave boy?” 
 
    Slave boy. 
 
    This man was supposed be her husband; as far as he still believed, he deserved her respect. Despite the chastity cage and all of the changes happening throughout the world, Zack still hadn’t faced the truth. But he would. 
 
    Alice would see to it. 
 
    If he noticed the casual insult, he didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, he looked up at her with big, shining eyes. “Please, can I watch? Please, can I watch you get off?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said indulgently. “You can watch.” 
 
    His arms jerked for a moment, and he nearly brought his hands out from behind his back. At the last moment, however, Zack remembered his place at her command. Obediently, he kept his wrists locked in place. That was the power of his obedience and her authority. 
 
    “Oh, this feels so good,” she said as the words turned to a low moan. “I love having you naked and locked up.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Her fingers moved faster and faster. She impaled herself on those slender digits until a new wave of hot desire crashed into her. She climaxed, savoring the orgasm as it rippled through her body. She bit down on her lower lip, lifted her head, closed her eyes, and panted through the raw joy. 
 
    When she finished, she looked down at him. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. Still seated on the edge of the couch, she said to him, “Come up behind me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    By her command, he kneeled behind her, and she held out her hands. He placed his wrists against her fingers, and that’s when she brought them up toward her breasts. 
 
    “What, what’ve you doing?” 
 
    “Well,” she said, “you’ve been such a good slave boy that I thought you deserved a little treat. Unless you don’t want to touch me?” 
 
    “No,” he stammered fast. Normally, Zack knew how to speak like an intelligent, articulate young man with a college education. Not here. Not now. Instead, he stuttered like some horny high school boy who couldn’t wait for the chance to see his first boob. “Of course I want to touch you!” 
 
    Tentatively at first, his fingers worked along the curves of her breasts. 
 
    At a moment like this, he should have gotten so hard. In fact, his cock twitched, but it couldn’t escape the slender bars of his chastity cage. 
 
    “Are you a horny boy right now?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And what would you be willing to do for the chance to get out of that cage for a little while?” 
 
    His hands continued to move along her breasts. He gently squeezed, his fingers darting along the soft give of her mounds. 
 
    Biting down, he answered without thinking, “Anything!” 
 
    “Really? Would you let me tie you down?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” She had done it to him before. In fact, when she first wanted to get him into chastity, she didn’t make any announcements or even ask about his opinion. Instead, she had lured him into the bedroom, whispered into his ear, and suggested they could try something new. 
 
    Like so many other horny boys would’ve done, Zack had agreed without thinking about it. He never imagined the danger. 
 
    She’d lured him to their bed, tied him down with a set of fabric restraints. She didn’t need metal; she didn’t need iron to bind him. 
 
    Once she had him strapped down, his arms and legs spread for the corners of the bed, Alice took her time. She kissed him and touched him, stroking him. The arousal was pumping through his body, but it hardly mattered. She had him right where she wanted him. That’s when she whispered, “I’m going to lock you in chastity from now on. You’re my husband, so your cock doesn’t belong to you. Your cock belongs to me.” She practically sang those whispered words into his ear. 
 
    His eyes must have gone wide, but he couldn’t think of anything to say. 
 
    She locked him up that night. 
 
    When he heard that click, he must have known that he just lost something vital. Some key component of his identity had been taken away, and he even got on his knees to beg for the key, but she just laughed at him. “I like it when you beg,” she said, “so keep doing it if you want, but I’m not changing my mind. This is my key, and you are my boy.” She explained that these were the very simple facets of their arrangement—their new relationship. 
 
    Eventually, he came to accept the reality of his new situation. 
 
    And now, she enjoyed the feel of his body. His shoulders tensed, and he squeezed her breasts, savoring the feel with every moment because he knew this was a treat. His digits played along her nipples beneath the layers of her blouse and bra. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    At once, he pulled his hands away. 
 
    She pivoted, turning around just enough to see into his face. “I could take you to the bedroom right now,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Please!” 
 
    “Are you ready to sign?” 
 
    His lips parted because he had an automatic answer ready, but he caught himself at the last instant. 
 
    Stumbling again, he stuttered out, “No, no, Mistress. Please, don’t ask me to sign it. Please, I can’t!” 
 
    Alice turned and pounced. 
 
    She threw herself forward, shoved him down onto the couch, and pinned him beneath her. She kissed him again. She pressed her body to his. Not only that, she reached between his legs, cupped his balls, and gently stroked that sensitive flesh. 
 
    He groaned, desperate and eager. 
 
    She broke off the kiss and looked down into his eyes. “How about now?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “Please, ask for anything else! I can’t give up my right to vote!” 
 
    “Why not?” Alice asked, almost seriously. “You’re nothing but a foolish boy. Besides, it’s not like men are ever going to get the presidency again. Boys don’t belong in government. They belong at home, on their knees, ready to serve.” 
 
    Defiance flickered across his face, but Alice didn’t mind. 
 
    “Do you disagree?” 
 
    This was a test, and they both knew it. 
 
    He shook his head; no, he didn’t disagree. 
 
    “And you shouldn’t worry about giving up your vote. I mean, just look at you. You’re so horny right now. I bet you really will do anything for an orgasm. That doesn’t sound like someone who should be trusted to help pick our leaders.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    The panic played across his face, and he tried to push up. He couldn’t channel all of his strength, not in this awkward spot on his back or with the swishy cushions beneath them. She grabbed his wrists and pinned him. 
 
    Teasing now, she leaned in and gently licked at the contours of his ear. Next, she went for his neck. She grazed her teeth along his skin, making him shudder with desire. By now, the tip of his cock was wet with excitement, but he still couldn’t get hard! His shaft could strain, but it would never break those iron bars encircling his most sensitive part. 
 
    As another moan vibrated through his chest, she slipped off of the couch, stood over him, and said, “Get the envelope.” 
 
    Locked in chastity but desperately aroused, he obeyed without thinking. He picked up the envelope and stood beside her, but she poked him in the chest and said, “No, no. You’re going to follow me to the bed, and you are going to crawl like a good slave. Oh, and you’re going to bring that with you, but you are going to carry it in your mouth. Got it?” 
 
    As he absorbed those instructions, he remained impassive. Still, his bottom lip trembled with nervous anticipation. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he finally said. 
 
    “Good boy,” she patted him on the head as she turned and walked back toward their bedroom. 
 
    With his heart pounding wildly, he followed Alice and her commands. He put the envelope in his mouth and held the typed pages between his lips. Simultaneously, he lowered himself to his hands and knees and crawled after her as a naked chastity slave. 
 
    When they got to the bedroom, she reached down and took the envelope. She set it on the nightstand. Next, she beckoned him back to his feet. Once he stood in front of her, she shoved him down, knocking him to the mattress. 
 
    “Mine,” she said, breathing that single word. She straddled him, grabbed his wrists, and pushed them up toward the corners of the bed. The straps already waited for him. 
 
    She looped the right restraint around his wrist. She pulled it tight and secured the clasp. She did the same with the left strap, locking him down within the span of just a few seconds. 
 
    “Would you like me to have sex with you? Would you like me to use you?” 
 
    “Yes, please, please, Mistress!” 
 
    “Tell me you don’t deserve to vote.” 
 
    “I can’t! Please, ask me for anything else!” 
 
    At some other place or time, Alice might have been impressed with Zack’s defiance. By this point, she could feel the irritation begin to scratch at her. She clicked her tongue and shook her head, “Zack, Zack, Zack, you call me your Mistress, and you claim to understand your inferiority, but you still want to vote…” 
 
    “Please, I should have the right to vote. I’m a citizen!” 
 
    “Are you?” Alice asked. “Just consider what it already means to be a boy. You pay a different tax rate, your hours are limited, and there are even certain streets in the city you can’t walk along unescorted.” 
 
    He didn’t have anything to say to those points. It was true. Women had controlled the government for years, and they redesigned every ordinance and legal code to benefit themselves. 
 
    “Citizens are treated equally and fairly. Are boys treated equally and fairly, Zack?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Then just think of this as one more step toward female supremacy.” 
 
    He must have understood this; these thoughts must’ve crossed his mind before, but he had made up his mind. Alice could see it now. “You really think you won’t be tamed, don’t you? You think I can’t make you sign.” 
 
    When he opened his mouth, he probably thought there was something he could say. But no. He sealed his lips again and held his breath. 
 
    That’s when she surprised him. She retreated back between his legs, plucked the key from beneath her blouse and held it up. Eyes wide with hope and dread at the same time, he could only watch as she slid the key into the small lock on his chastity cage. She pulled it away, grinned at him, and leaned down. With one hand, she teased the underside of his balls. With the other, she wrapped her fingers around his length. 
 
    He stiffened instantly, his erection pointing upward. 
 
    “How does that feel?” 
 
    “So good!” 
 
    “I’m just going to play with you,” she said. “I know your body, and I know exactly where your limits are, Zack.” 
 
    Suddenly, he jerked his head to the left and right, almost as though he finally understood what the restraints truly meant. 
 
    “You’re a boy. I bet sexual arousal is enough to heat through all of your defiance and determination. You might have some vaunted ideals about being a citizen and a member of the community, but we both know men are weak. We both know a cage is enough to turn you into a slave.” 
 
    “No! That’s not true!” Zack revealed what he really believed. He thrashed, kicking and struggling for escape. If he had broken free, maybe he would have burst out of their home and run down the street despite the curfew established for the boys. 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    He couldn’t break those straps. They held him down, keeping him right where his wife wanted him. 
 
    All the while, she stroked him, gently teasing him. The pleasure coursed through his body, becoming more and more intense, yet she never gave him the pressure he needed to climax. She wouldn’t allow him past that line. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Alice taunted. “Is there something you want? Is there something you need?” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he growled like a wild animal while she tormented him with the potential for pleasure. 
 
    “You know what you need to do.” 
 
    “Fine!” The sound burst from his lips. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    He started to answer again, but she gave his shaft a gentle squeeze. It brought him close, to the very edge of an orgasm, but he still couldn’t cross that biological line. 
 
    “Yes! I will sign it!” 
 
    “What are you going to sign?” 
 
    She pulled her hands away which gave him just a few seconds to catch his breath. “The Vote of No Confidence! I will give up my right to vote!” 
 
    “Does that mean you don’t have any confidence in yourself? Does that mean you know you need a woman to tell you what to do and what to think?” She grinned down at him and revealed her teeth. 
 
    “Yes! That’s what it means!” 
 
    Take your time, she reached over and grabbed a pen. She put it in his hand, and then she opened the envelope and pulled out the form. “Sign your name,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t need to read the exact phrasing. He didn’t need to scan through the text or truly understand what kind of powers he gave to Alice and the other women all around him. 
 
    He wrote his name. “And just like that, you don’t get to vote anymore. And neither will your sons,” she said with a grin. 
 
    She pulled her hands away from his shaft and said, “But since you did such a good thing here, you still get to have sex. You get to have oral sex with me,” she said. 
 
    He looked up at her, his face tight with confusion, but then she couldn’t see him after she climbed forward and straddled his face. She lowered her slit down toward his mouth. “Lick,” she commanded. 
 
    Just as he tried to answer her, she pressed her slit against his lips, making sure he couldn’t actually talk. He tried to say something, but the words were muffled and incomprehensible. 
 
    “You know what you have to do,” she chided. 
 
    With his chest pumping and his heart pounding, he probably wanted to argue with her, but that wasn’t an option. So instead, he licked. “This is sex for you,” she said. “It isn’t about a male penetrating a female. It’s not about your orgasm. Sex is all about my orgasms now,” she said. “Get used to it.” 
 
    As he licked, she gazed off into the distance and said, “Did you hear about the new leash laws? Oh yeah, I think there’s going to be a debate on this issue. You don’t need to worry about it though, not when you can’t even vote.” She giggled as his tongue worked furiously. He was probably still hoping that she might let him have an orgasm after all of this. 
 
    How adorable. How naïve. 
 
    Boys could be so cute when they got their hopes up. 
 
    His tongue worked furiously, but she just said, “Won’t that be nice if all of the boys have to be on leashes when they are out in public? I mean, you’ll get a collar, and it will make it clear to everyone that you are married and that there’s a woman who will take care of you. I think that would be reassuring for everyone involved!” 
 
    She grabbed onto the bed frame as he brought her closer and closer to that orgasm. Unlike Zack himself, Alice could enjoy herself. Sure enough, the pleasure raced through her body, a bright, vibrant explosion just beneath her skin. It sang through her veins, making her cry out. Then she pulled back and looked down at him. 
 
    By this point, his shaft had relaxed and become flaccid again. 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said. “This way, I don’t even have to use any ice on you.” 
 
    He looked down at her. He watched as she picked up the cage and slipped it back over his shaft. She locked it on, securing the different components with the click of the padlock. 
 
    “Welcome to the gynarchy, Zack,” she said with another one of those ferocious smiles. 
 
    Her husband whimpered, fully aware there was nothing he could do about it. He couldn’t even vote, not anymore. He had made his choice, and he’d have to live with it, just like all of the other boys. 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
A Story about
the Gynarchy
and Female

Supremacy

fv






