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Proof of Concept

With her textbook open to her right, her glowing laptop to her left, and her notebook in front of her, Sidney Soren felt pretty good as she hunted down one quote after another. It was early, way too early according to most college students. Then again, Sidney liked to get an early start on each day. She didn't think of herself as especially pretty, confident, powerful, or even all that smart. That said, she could work hard. She would wake up early, get in her studying, go to work, and take her afternoon classes toward the end of the day. With consistent effort, she did reasonably well for herself.

Focusing now on her research paper, Sidney jotted down those quotes along with how they might fit into her argument along with the page numbers. She also made a point of occasionally glancing over to her left. She checked and double checked the assignment on the course website. Since it was early and quiet, and she always got that morning boost of effort, Sidney was making pretty good progress when her roommate knocked on her bedroom door.

Leaning back in her chair, Sidney quickly called out, "Come in!"

Ridiculously, Sidney jumped up onto her feet to greet her guest. These girls had been living together for the last year, but Sidney couldn't help it. Whenever she saw Madison, there was that flutter of nervous excitement. They had been friends since freshman year, but Sidney could still feel that rush of excitement, all because of the differences between them.

They had talked about it once or twice, especially late at night, at the tail end of those parties where both of the girls had gotten tipsy or drunk. Sidney had looked back at Madison and maybe mumbled something like, "Why are you even friends with me? I mean, just look at you. You're so beautiful! You're smart, you can do whatever you want!" Whenever Sidney saw her best friend, there was that little twinge.

Technically, friendships were supposed to be between equals. And yet, Sidney could objectively note that her friend was absolutely gorgeous. Not only that, she carried herself with the easy confidence of a woman who understood she could get whatever she wanted. With her shining black hair, her sharp features, and her amazingly perfect body, Madison drew so much attention from the opposite sex. Whenever she walked into a classroom, Sidney wouldn't be able to stop herself from observing how all of the guys would take notice of her. Maybe Madison would run her fingers through her hair, or maybe she would just stride ahead, but the guys would focus on her. Even the teachers would often turn. Of course, they would do their best to be professional, but Sidney noticed those hastily hidden reactions.

Whenever that question came up, Madison always dropped her veneer of cold steel. Instead, she looked back at Sidney, and there was this warm radiance in her smile as she reassured her friend, "I'm friends with you because you're sweet and loyal, and I trust you. You've always been there for me. You know how rare that is? I'm so, so lucky to have you in my life!" Sidney always clung to those memories. Together, these girls could take on the world.

Madison strolled over to her friend's bed, sat down, crossed her legs, and leaned her arms back. She glanced up toward the ceiling, and she asked, "Last week, what was the poli sci presentation?"

Sidney furrowed her brows, "My poli sci presentation?" Back in high school and now in college, the two best friends often compared report cards. Sidney usually earned slightly better grades, meaning she aimed for a consistent 4.0 while her absolutely gorgeous friend usually averaged around a 3.95...all without trying. Sidney might have been jealous if she wasn't so freaking impressed all the time.

"Yeah," Madison said, reminding her friend. "You did your presentation on a different type of government, right?"

"Technically, it wasn't a different kind of government," Sidney said, fully aware of just how geeky and pedantic she sounded. If Madison had been cruel or some kind of vicious mean girl, maybe she would have rolled her eyes. Instead, she leveled her gaze on Sidney, and she watched as her friend told her, "It was a different social structure. I did my presentation on the idea of a matriarchy."

"A matriarchy," Madison said, like she wanted to taste the word, and how those different syllables worked together. Her lips glistened with her gloss, and then she smiled. "Let's do that."

Nick knocked on her door for the third time. "Abby, you need to get up. This is the third time. I'm coming in."

He heard her groaning, "Don't."

He opened the door anyway, and he saw his little sister curled up onto her side with her blankets pulled up to her chin. He exhaled slowly. While Nick was already in his slacks, dress shirt, and coat, Abby still had her eyes closed and her hair tangled around her head. With an ease only a big brother could manage, he strode across the room, grabbed onto her blanket, and he yanked it off of her.

Right away, she glared at him as theatrical shivers ran across her body. "Hey! It's too early to get up!"

"School starts soon," he reminded her. "If you want a ride, you're going to get up, get dressed, and eat something."

"What if I skip breakfast? And I sleep for a few more minutes?"

"No," he said, because he already knew how those negotiations would go. "Up. Now."

Officially, he had expected something like this when she had asked to move in. Things with their parents had been stressful, so she thought it might be easier to spend her senior year of high school living with her brother. At first, he had been hesitant, saying it didn't seem like a good idea. That said, their parents argued that she had been giving them a lot of trouble lately. She was ready to go to college. She wanted a taste of adulthood. She was sick of being treated like a little girl. He could understand all of that, of course. Right before he had gone off to college, that same sense of restlessness had seared through his body. Still, he never imagined himself trying to coax a teenager out of bed. It seemed especially annoying considering that she was eighteen and officially an adult.

"I'm heading off to work soon," he told her. "If you need to walk to school, that's fine with me."

"No!" Abby called out. Her eyes flew open, and she jumped out of the bed. She pushed him from her room and slammed the door, so she could get dressed.

He rolled his eyes and made a point of leaning toward the door as he called out, "You know, if you really want to grow up, you're going to have to learn to get up on your own."

"I am an adult," she shouted back. "I'm just not a morning person!"

Again, he rolled his eyes. Seven years separated them, which meant he had been old enough to remember his pregnant mother going to the hospital, seeing her as a newborn, and watching her grow up. Maybe that was why it was hard for him to think of her as an actual adult. Intellectually, he understood the numbers and the legal framework. The concepts were simple enough, only he still remembered that little girl riding around on her first bike or scraping her knee after she insisted she could skate. At the same time, he reminded himself that she was often more mature than he expected. Wake-up call society, this girl routinely impressed him. Just last week, she had talked about this debate she got into with one of her classmates. They were arguing about the upcoming election, and Abby made some really incisive points. Not only that, he had mentioned a couple of different logical fallacies from one of his philosophy classes, and she had utilized that information. She pointed out the flaws in her opponent's reasoning. Not only that, she gushed, "You should have seen him. I mean, this is David Williams we're talking about. He always tries so hard to make himself look like the smartest kid in the class, but he just couldn't take me." Nick had given his little sister a high five. At first, she looked at his palm poised in the air like he was the world's biggest goofball. Reluctantly, she had slapped his palm.

Since he had already eaten breakfast, Nick dropped down on the couch, and he started checking some of his work emails. This was actually better for him anyway. He could handle the administrative stuff, drop off his little sister, go to work, and resume work on the project. He still had several different proposals to review. As the lead engineer, it would be his responsibility to determine exactly which recommendations his team would make to upper management.

"Ready," Abby said.

Nick glanced up at the corner of the screen on his phone, and he saw that only a few minutes had elapsed. When he saw his little sister. She wore red sneakers, socks, dark jeans with a few strategic tears, and a black sweater. She had run a brush through her hair and tied her dark brown mane into a simple ponytail. It all worked.

"Did you get something to eat?"

"I didn't want you to be late," she said.

"Go get something to eat," he said.

"I'm not hungry," she pointed out.

"Go get something to eat," he instructed again.

"You just like bossing me around," she said. "But you know, if I don't get hungry until lunch, it's fine."

"Go get something to eat," he said, for the third time.

"This is my apartment, and I'm older than you," he stated. "If I tell you to do something, you have to do it."

"Your roof, your rules?"

"Something like that," he said.

With an exaggerated exhalation, Abby spun around, heading back into the kitchen, and he heard the banging of the cabinet doors as she grabbed a granola bar. She came back and made a point of showing him as she dropped it into the front pocket of her backpack. "There. Satisfied?"

"It's good enough," he told her. He grabbed his keys and opened the front door for her. "Shall we?"

"Tell me again," Madison had instructed.

Sidney hadn't really understood, but she had learned early in their friendship that it was almost always a good idea to listen to Madison. She was the kind of girl who could walk into any party without knowing anyone and quickly make friends with everyone. When she cracked a joke, the guys laughed, and even the girls started to respect her. Whenever she got into an argument with someone, she knew exactly how to crush them. Sometimes, she used logic. On other points, she pulled out the viciousness inherent with any young woman. Sidney watched all of this, fascinated, especially because Madison wasn't like so many of the other mean girls back in high school. She didn't rely on just one or two tactics. Instead, this girl with sharp cheeks and black hair always knew how to adapt.

"You want me to tell you about a matriarchy?"

"Yes," Madison said. In her short, pleated skirt, knee-high boots, and purple tank top, she looked incredible. Technically, they were out of high school, yet Madison still carried herself like a cheerleader: lean, dexterous, flexible and beautiful all at the same time. She could have been a model, a ballerina, or an influencer. Even without trying, she had more than sixty thousand followers across three different platforms. Occasionally, Sidney had genuinely wondered what this woman would be able to accomplish if she decided to reach out and snag as many viewers as possible. "Go on," she said. "Tell me about it again."

"Okay," Sidney said. She sat back down at her desk, turned her chair, and lifted her head. With her eyes pointed toward the ceiling, she worked to organize the ideas. "Basically, a matriarchy is a society ruled by women. This can be explicit and governmental like you mentioned. Under those circumstances, only women would be allowed to vote, hold property, or really have any kind of power at all. Basically, you could think of the 1800s in the United States and just flip women versus men. In that case, I guess guys would essentially be chattel."

"Interesting," Madison said.

Was it? Sidney understood the intellectual curiosity, but Madison didn't usually seem to focus on her studies. She could absorb just enough to do well, but she didn't go to parties to discuss platonic ideals or conditional reward systems. Instead, she joked around with anyone there, laughing, dancing, drinking, and generally enjoying herself. Only now, Madison had her eyes narrowed slightly as she watched Sidney and waited for more.

"There are probably more subtle versions of a matriarchy. As well," Sidney said, feeling very much like she was standing back in front of her class and getting another presentation. "Women can technically take positions of power without anything being official. Basically, I guess we are looking at the assumptions people make. If we assume that women are better leaders, that they are smarter or stronger, then they could take control without explicitly denying men routes to positions of authority."

"You know, you're really good at this," Madison said. "Have you thought about being a teacher?"

Sidney blushed. Her chin pushed down against her chest, and she tried to think of an answer. "No, not really."

"I think you would make an amazing influencer. You could be like the smart girl who teaches everyone everything they need to know."

"That's a pretty big mandate," Sidney said. "Besides, I don't think I could ever be an influencer."

"Why not?"

Sidney opened her mouth.

Madison shot away from the bed, lunged forward, and grabbed her friend by her hands. Suddenly, Sidney was on her feet with this beautiful girl right in front of her. "If you tell me that you don't think you're hot enough, I swear we're going to have words. You want to have words?"

Sidney couldn't help but laugh at her friend's mock threat. "No! No, I don't want to have words," she said, giggling. She couldn't help it. Even if they had been friends for years, she still didn't know how to contend with Madison's evanescent personality. It was like she had so much strength, so much energy, and she could focus it on any given individual, building them up or ripping them down with hardly any effort.

"So in a matriarchy, are you saying that boys just learn to do what they're told?"

"Yes? I guess so?" Technically, it was more complicated than that. A society might have been structured around matrilocal or matrilineal designs, and those approaches to family or lineage would obviously affect how people saw the rest of the world.

Madison let go of her friend's hands, turned away, and walked over to the window. "I'm going to be honest, Sidney. I've been thinking about this for a while now, ever since you gave your presentation."

"Really? It's just a social structure." If Madison was suddenly interested in changing the world, reading feminist literature would probably have been a better idea. After all, there were women who had been writing about social dynamics and gender relationships for decades. They had contended with different theoretical approaches, various responses to sexism in the patriarchy, plus analyses of the intersection between gender and race and class. They could all get very complicated, Sidney understood. "Besides, it's really more of a theoretical idea." There were certain small populations here or there, throughout history, that could probably be defined as a matriarchy, but few people knew much about those civilizations. They were never big, powerful, or militaristic, so most historians didn't pay much attention to them.

"Why is it theoretical?" Madison asked, sounding genuinely curious.

Sidney shrugged.

"Social change starts with one individual, right? So let's start it."

"Are you serious?"

"All we need is a target," Madison said. "A boy target."

Nick glanced down at the clock. After he dropped off Abby, he headed straight to work. He pulled into his Employee of the Month parking spot. Technically, it was a lot closer to the main entrance, but he wasn't sure why he bothered. He was actually a lot more interested in the bonus the company now owed him for his work on the X-17a semiconductor. Still, he enjoyed the extra few seconds it gave him. He smiled, leaned back, and closed his eyes for just a moment.

Inevitably, however, he had to get to work. He slipped from the driver's seat, closed the door, and double checked the locks before he headed through the sliding glass doors and into the main atrium. He saw the trees, the dark brown tiles beneath his feet, the reception area to the right, the security desk to the left, and at the gates leading to the elevator banks up ahead. He swiped his card, stepped through the secondary entrance, and hit one of the elevator buttons.

As he waited, he saw her.

Like always, she was with her friend.

Nick glanced over to his left. He was pretending to notice something past her shoulder and off in the distance. In actuality, he wanted to let his eyes run across that black-haired girl. Damn. That thought always sounded inside of his head whenever he saw her. He usually got to work around the same time as that girl. He didn't know if she was a secretary, maybe a young analyst, or an intern. Whenever he saw her, he got yanked back to high school or middle school. He remembered seeing beautiful girls with sleek hair, sharp features, big smiles, wide eyes, and those incredible bodies. He knew he could have stared at her breasts, the contours of her waist, or the curves of her butt, for long and alluring minutes.

Because he was a professional, Nick pulled his gaze away. In front of him, the doors to the elevator opened, and he stepped inside.

That girl and her friend followed.

They were whispering back and forth.

Nick did his best to eavesdrop on their conversation. Realizing that he didn't want to make them uncomfortable, he quickly pulled his phone out. Then again, he had no idea what they were talking about. He couldn't imagine what they were planning…

Nick got off on his floor, and he wished he could glance over his shoulder to snatch one last glimpse of that beautiful girl. He thought about what it would be like to lean in, to kiss her, to slide his hand up her blouse. Granted, those were private thoughts, so he didn't have to worry about what anyone else would think. Still, the doors closed behind him, and he shook his head. A shiver bounced through his entire body. There was that excess energy because he wished he could have impressed her or said something to her.

No. Nick was a fairly humble guy. He didn't go after women, especially at work. He didn't want to make anything uncomfortable for them. Instead, he needed to focus on the next chip. There were a variety of design issues that still needed to be addressed. Not only that, the management team was expecting marked improvements in power consumption and speed.

He had to make this work.

With another shake of his head, he headed over to his cubicle, he sat down, and he got to work. Since he had already answered most of his emails, he pulled up the schematics, and he tried to focus. At the same time, his mind kept drifting back to that girl. He didn't know her name. He didn't know anything about her, but he had somehow managed to memorize the details of her face as he halfheartedly wondered when he might see her again.

"Nick Horner," Madison said once he stepped off the elevator and the doors closed. She turned back to her friend. "What do you think?"

"What makes him special?" Sidney asked.

Madison wobbled her head from side to side. Then she grinned, and she stared ahead as though she had something else in mind. "He's an engineer here. He makes quite a bit, and he just got a huge bonus. More than that, I just have a sense about him."

"A sense?" Normally, Sidney was willing to listen to her friend and do whatever Madison suggested. Then again, that usually entailed going to one party over another. This was completely different.

"Ever since you practiced your presentation in front of me, I've been thinking about it.

"The idea of a matriarchy," Sidney supplied for her friend.

"Exactly," Madison grinned, her lips tightening as she revealed the edges of her teeth. She drew in a slow breath and turned back to her friend again. "I've been thinking about what society could be. I mean, we have been in a world where guys get power and authority by default. Right?"

Sidney blinked. Since Madison was so pretty, it was often easy to underestimate her. This was doubly true since she loved dancing and playing around with the boys at those parties. With a little twinge of the base of her stomach, Sidney realized that she had once again underestimated her best friend. "Right," she answered.

"Societies are built on people. They're built on individual relationships. If we decide to take a boy and enslave him, then that could be the start of a matriarchy. Right?"

"I guess?" Sidney said. At this point, Sidney had to say, "What you're talking about is someone serious at this company. I mean, it's not like you just picked some random college boy."

"That would be too easy," Madison replied. "I want someone who's challenging. But I also want someone that I'm pretty sure can be molded into a slave. It's a balancing act, really."

"A balancing act…" Sidney said those words as she tried to figure out how she was supposed to react and respond.

"You don't think I'm serious about this, do you?" Madison asked. Again, she demonstrated that easy insight.

"It's just…" Sidney tried to finish, but she couldn't. This wasn't like the time when Madison had insisted on going to the Alpha Delta party and ordering the boys to act like butlers for the night. It wasn't like high school when she convinced the football team to give the cheerleaders foot massages. There was only one commonality between those moments and this conversation, Sidney realized. She had to contend with that same sense of doubt and skepticism. "We aren't talking about some boy. He's a man, and he probably knows how a lot of things work better than we do."

It was true. Both Sidney and Madison worked at the same company, but they were just assistants. They hadn't even worked up to a point where they had been assigned to a specific manager. Instead, they floated from day to day, operating as needed. Granted, this gave them a lot of freedom, especially when they were overlooked. At the same time, it also meant they had zero authority, and most of the people who made a lot of money at this corporation didn't even bother to notice them.

"Exactly," Madison said. "This is going to be a challenge.”

“What are you thinking?”

"We," Madison said, correcting her friend, "are going to enslave him. Now, do you want to see what I found online?" Madison pulled out her phone and flipped the screen around so that Sidney could see the images. "I bought these a few days ago. They arrived yesterday. I'm pretty sure we have everything we need."

"Right," Sidney said, but she still couldn't believe something like this would happen. Then again, she looked back at her friend. If anyone could pull off the enslavement of someone like Nick Horner, it would be Madison.

Nick worked through the day, making different design modifications here or there. He ran the simulations to determine the likely performance and power requirements. He also evaluated the heat profile, while simultaneously reconsidering his notes. As an engineer, he had to contend with that question of cost versus benefit. He also had to figure out how much all of this would cost, which especially depended on what the people back in the marketing and sales departments would approve.

As an engineer, he wished he could just work alone. There were plenty of people in his department who came in, ran through the math, and promptly ignored the other factors of sales and distribution. He liked to think he did better at this company because he knew how to work with the other teams. He knew that they had different goals and priorities. They were less concerned with performance and more interested in advertising. They had to focus on the numbers, so they couldn't throw infinite amounts of money at any given problem, no matter how much the engineers wished they could just focus on the math and building something amazing.

Then he blinked, he looked over at the bottom right-hand corner of his screen, and he realized that it was late. He had lost himself with the different equations and design schematics. It was passed six.

"Seriously?" Nick asked no one in particular. Then he leaned back, laced his fingers behind his head, and grinned. Actually, he was very lucky. It wasn't just a matter of getting his bonus or being labeled the Employee of the Month. All of that seemed pretty silly to him. He was at a point in his career where he made good money, he had the respect of his colleagues, and he could work with some interesting challenges. That last part was the most important element of his profession. Sometimes, he heard other people complain about their jobs. They seemed pointless. They weren't interesting or engaging. They didn't have enough control over what they did with the problems they solved.

Nick actually liked his work. There was a reason why he was theoretically supposed to have left an hour before, but he had been so engrossed in these problems that he was now officially running late.

Grabbing his phone, he was about to text Abby to tell her that he was running late and that she should order a pizza. Instead, he saw a message from her. Apparently, she was doing a group project with some other students from her school, so she probably wouldn't be back until nine or ten.

Smirking, he shook his head from side to side. Technically, he believed her. At the same time, he knew that she was an adult. There would probably come a point where she'd feel compelled to lie to him about going out with some friends who were hitting a party. As long as she knew she could call him if anything bad happened, he was fine with that.

She was a smart girl who could handle herself.

Pushing himself up onto his feet, he stretched his arms over his head. Then he paused and reflected on the silence. It was only six, but pretty much every other employee had retreated from the building. They either snuck out early, or left, right at five.

"Hey, I see someone!"

When he heard that voice, he thought it sounded vaguely familiar. Then he turned, and he saw those two girls again. There was that young woman with her black hair and that big smile as she waved. Was she waving at him? The girl grabbed her friend by her wrist, and they were rushing over, making their way down the corridor formed by the different cubicles.

Ridiculously, Nick turned around, and he must’ve expected to see someone else.

"I was so worried that everyone would have already gone home by now," said that young woman.

Realizing that he was the only other person left on this floor, Nick had to ask awkwardly, "Can I help you with something?"

"Sorry to bother you," said the blonde. She had wavy hair, she wore glasses, and she looked at him for just a second before dropping her gaze to the floor. Her friend definitely seemed a lot more powerful and confident. Nick could see that distinction within the span of one or two seconds.

"I'm really sorry, but everything is just going wrong right now." She paused. She exhaled. She took another breath, and then she continued, "We carpool, and our car died," said the dark-haired girl. "We called for a tow-truck, but they said they're swamped tonight, and I don't know how long it's going to be and we're both really tired and just want to go home."

"You live together?"

"We do," said the blonde.

"Anyway," said the other girl. "My name is Madison, and this is Sidney. We were maybe hoping you could give us a ride?"

"If it's not too much trouble," said the other girl.

"A ride?" He repeated those words like they came from some other language.

"Please?" Said the dark-haired girl. "It would just be such a huge help. And I know that this is super annoying and probably really inconvenient, but it would make things so much easier for us. I mean, I'm sure a tow truck will get out there eventually, but we don't know how long it's going to be, and this building gets so creepy at night."

"Right," he said. "Sure. I was just heading out. Let me log out of my computer, and we can head down in a minute or two. Sounds good?"

"Perfect," Madison said. By now, he had turned away. As he worked on shutting down his systems, Madison glanced over at Sidney. She didn't have to say anything. With just a glance she made it clear; she had known this would work.

That morning, when he got into the elevator with them, Nick had done his best to appear utterly detached and professional. He tried to act as though he hadn't noticed their presence at all. They were just a pair of professional girls, nothing more. He didn't need to acknowledge them, and he certainly didn't want either of those girls to realize that he wanted to check them out.

Only now, he was giving them a ride?

He didn't think something like this could actually happen. Then again, he tried to tell himself that he was just doing a good deed. They didn't want to have to hang out at the office for two or three hours, so he could just give them a ride back to their place. Besides, there were two of them and just one of him. He didn't need to worry about being threatening or anything like that.

Still, he should say something.

At one point, he asked them what they did. "We're just assistants," said the blonde girl, Sidney. "We don't do anything all that special."

"Actually, I have a lot of respect for everyone on the administrative side of things," he said. "Everyone gives a lot of credit to the engineers, but we can't do our jobs if the office doesn't actually run smoothly."

"You're good at your job, aren't you, Nick?" Madison asked him.

"I guess so," he said.

"Is that why you were working late?"

He shrugged. "I like my projects," he said. He glanced over at her again. Again, he was struck by that beauty. It seemed primal, primeval, primitive and undeniable. Whenever he glanced in her direction, he could feel the world twist around him. It did make sense, of course. He was someone who relied on quantitative information. He liked it when the universe around him made sense, only this wasn't logical.

She was just a young woman. Again and again, he tried to tell himself that there was nothing special about her. Strictly speaking, there were hundreds of thousands or even millions of gorgeous girls online. With just a few taps, he could find pictures and videos of flirtatious girls. Hell, he could get them generated by any number of AI programs.

But this was different. She was right there. Whenever he breathed in, he caught the aroma of her perfume. At the same time, there was that heat permeating his skin. Normally, the elevators and hallway seemed so cold. But with Madison and Sidney standing right there, everything got hot. It was a purely physiological response. He tried to focus on the biology and science of his attraction. If you could do that, but maybe he could stifle those feelings and put them in their place.

Nick failed completely.

The doors opened, and he headed out toward the parking lot. They continued to chat for the next few minutes. They asked about his work, and he did his best to answer. Normally, he spoke with specialists. The other engineers on his team knew exactly what he was talking about. These girls were unassigned assistants who spent most of their time fetching coffee, making copies, or double checking requisition requests. Simplifying the technology took a lot of effort, but he did his best. More importantly, he enjoyed the way they were looking at him.

Sidney got into the front passenger seat. Madison slipped into the middle of the back seat. He turned on the engine, and he started driving. "Where am I headed?"

Madison gave him an address, and he quickly programmed it into his phone.

That was actually on the way back toward his neighborhood anyway.

Grateful that he kept his car clean, he kept talking to them. He turned on some music, and the girls bobbed their heads along with the rhythm. More than that, he enjoyed this in a way he couldn't have predicted.

As he drove, he kept wanting to sneak glances at the rear view mirror. He wanted to see her eyes, the shape of her cheeks, and the hue of her lips.

More than anything else, he knew he had to focus on the road. He hated the idea of getting into a car crash, especially in front of these girls. He drove. He paid attention to all of the traffic signals along with the other cars on the road.

Finally, he pulled up in front of their place a few minutes later. He saw the large apartment complex, sprawling out across the city block.

"Thank you so much," Sidney said. "That was really nice of you. We totally owe you a favor."

"It's fine," he told them.

"Would you like to come inside for a drink?" Madison asked him.

His lips parted. He didn't know how to answer.

Right away, he thought of HR and why this would be inappropriate. Then again, he wasn't a supervisor for either of these girls. Besides, he silently chided himself. These were two girls inviting him back up to their apartment to grab a drink. This wasn't a date, and nothing was going to happen.

Realistically, Nick needed to drive back home. He should take a shower, watch some TV, get some food, and go to bed. As he ran through those plans, he instantly decided they were profoundly and fundamentally boring. There were a pair of cute girls in his car, and they just invited him up.

"It's okay," he said automatically. "You don't need to do anything like that."

"Come on," Madison said, casually reaching between the seats. She brushed her hand down his bicep and toward his forearm. It was a quick motion, gentle and friendly. At the same time. "Come on up. We owe you."

"A drink sounds good," he said.

Once again they rode an elevator up together. This time, the girls were whispering back and forth. Occasionally, they asked him a question here or there.

"Do you have a girlfriend?" Madison asked.

"No," he said with a quick and definitive shake of his head. "I'm single."

"Really?" Sidney asked.

"Really," he said.

"Why?" Madison wanted to know. The question seemed to stab into him. Since he had been working in a corporate environment for the last couple of years, Nick had learned how to hide his reactions. Oddly enough, this was especially important as an engineer. When he first started, he would go into different meetings, and he would state what his team needed. He would talk about the different requirements, and then he would listen to what everyone else had to say. All too often, he would blink, dumbfounded. He wouldn't try to hide his reactions. In time, he learned how to be more diplomatic.

This time, he couldn't put up his defenses. He didn't know how to hide his reaction, especially when there was that beautiful girl so close. Ridiculously, he wanted to impress her. Admitting that he was single, and trying to explain why, didn't really fit with any image he wished to project.

"Honestly, I don't really know," he said, doing his best to sound nonchalant. "I guess I just haven't met the right person." There. That sounded reasonably vague, but it was also plausible, and it didn't make him sound like some kind of troll monster that lived in a slime-crusted closet.

Madison didn't say anything. Neither did Sidney. Instead, they were watching him, and he tried to read their expressions.

When they made it up to their front door, Madison unlocked it and motioned for him to go inside. He crossed the threshold, and he saw the painting of some flowers on one wall. The TV had been mounted to the other side of the room. Sidney walked over and motioned toward the couch. "Go on. Have a seat."

He lowered himself down. "What would you like? Are you hungry? If you want, I can make us something."

"Sidney makes some amazing grilled cheese sandwiches," Madison said.

At this point in his career, he didn't really think of himself as someone who would subsist on ramen or grilled cheese sandwiches. Then again, he spotted the backpack by the door, and he decided that both of these girls were probably still in college.

"I'm good," he said.

"Would you like a beer?" Madison asked him.

"Yes, please," he replied.

She came back just a few seconds later and held up the beer. His hostess had already bent the cap. He popped it off the rest of the way, lifted up, and enjoyed that first sip.

Sidney was sitting next to him. Madison took the chair on the other side of the coffee table. She crossed her legs, and he saw her boots, her exposed thighs, and the hem of her skirt. Again and again, he told himself not to notice those details. He had done a favor for these girls, so they were being nice. That was what this was. That was all this was. Nothing else. Nothing more. He couldn't allow his imagination to run free.

"You know, I was reading this really interesting article the other day," Madison said.

"Really? What was it about?" Nick asked politely.

"Basically, it was this analysis of economic performance and the relationship between women and men in positions of leadership."

"What kind of conclusion did they draw?" Nick asked. Even as he spoke, he could feel something tightened in his chest. He didn't think of himself as a sexist or a chauvinist. He wasn't some Internet denizen who worried about being "alpha" or "sigma". He didn't bother with those trends, nor did he think it was necessary to talk about how women were good at certain things. If anything, he just did his job, and he worked with whoever the managers decided to hire. Sometimes that went well. Sometimes it went poorly. Still, he listened and paid enough attention to know that there were plenty of women who worked in technology and routinely complained about the sexism they encountered. All too often, it seemed like the senior managers and top engineers assumed there were only women in the room because of some political maneuvering. They couldn’t be as competent. They couldn’t be as capable. Besides, he had worked with plenty of male engineers who had struck Nick as particularly incompetent.

"Basically, economic performance is generally enhanced with female leadership," Madison said." We are looking at aggregate numbers here, but the concept is simple. Women are more conservative fiscally. They take smaller risks, so they make more substantial progress over the long term."

"That's an interesting idea," he said, surprised by how this pretty girl could switch over to the technical language of math and social science. Whenever he saw her, he studied her pleated skirts and her tight tops, which inevitably made him view this girl as some cute sorority sister. "Is there enough data to really support those kinds of conclusions?" He tried to keep the edge from his voice, especially because this was just a friendly conversation.

"According to the article, there wasn't enough information on the leadership side of things. If you look around the world, most presidents and prime ministers are still men by a wide margin. The interesting side note came with the discussion of female versus male investors. Apparently, women do a lot better."

"Really?" Nick asked as he took a sip from his beer.

"Really," Madison told him. "Apparently, the best way to invest is by purchasing into large index funds. It's not sexy, but lots of men want to chase after really risky investments. They think they will get lucky or whatever. Maybe they’re scared of getting left behind and missing out. " She shrugged and took a sip from her own bottle.

"I can see how something like that might happen," Nick said. At the same time, he considered the engineer's dilemma in terms of the end-user. On the one hand, someone might build something amazing. On the other hand, they needed to be aware of how the broader public might end up using any given program or technology.

Madison glanced over at Sidney.

The blonde turned back to Nick. "Can I ask you a question?"

"Sure," he said. At the same time, he was wondering what he would need to politely excuse himself. Even if there was something intoxicating about being close to these girls, he told himself that nothing was going to happen.

"Why did you agree to give us a ride home? I mean, you could have just told us to get a rideshare or something."

He shrugged. "I want to be a good guy?"

"Do you think good guys should be rewarded?" Madison asked.

"I guess?" Nick said. Without really thinking.

"Did you know, whenever we go to a party, there's always at least one guy who asks if he can see me and Sidney make out. We are best friends, but there's something in the male brain that just makes guys want to see us kiss."

He heard those words. Suddenly, they seemed to stretch, like he couldn't keep up.

"Really?" Nick asked. At the same time, images flashed behind his eyes, in between his ears. All at once, he knew what he wanted. At the same time, he needed to be more professional and mature. He reminded himself that he was older than these girls, and he should show them how an adult man would act. He wasn't some college guy. He wasn't a frat boy, and he couldn't tease them, or flirt with them. "I’m sorry you have to put up with that. I'm sure it gets annoying."

"Sometimes," Madison said. "And sometimes it's a lot of fun."

"Really? Are you sure about that?" He looked back at Madison, only there was something about her gaze that made him swallow nervously. He looked over at Sidney. The petite blonde actually grinned at him. "It's just a game," she reassured him.

"Would you like to see?" Madison said.

"I don't think that would be appropriate," he told them.

"Are you turning us down?"

"I guess I am," he said without any real sincerity.

"Are you turning us down because you are trying to be a good guy?" Madison asked. Without giving him the chance to respond, she continued, "I actually think that's really sweet. You know, it's okay. You did something really nice for us, and we want to pay you back."

"You gave me a beer," he said, lifting up the bottle and smiling nervously.

Sidney surprised him by saying, "We could do a lot more than that."

"Yeah," Madison replied. "I mean, this kind of chance doesn’t come around a lot for you.”

It didn't. In fact, it never, ever had. Back when he first started his college classes, he remembered overhearing some of the other guys talking about how wild their college careers were going to be. There were supposed to be girls, wild parties, incredible music, and these unforgettable escapades. They were supposed to get drunk and sleep with all of these different girls. Instead, Nick dated one girl from his Spanish for a couple of months, and that was pretty much it. Other than that, he worked, he completed his internships, and he took his classes. But now, there was this blonde and this black haired girl right in front of him, and they were so incredibly attractive. Again and again, his eyes were drawn toward their chests, their legs, Madison's boots, and that vivacious smile. She watched him, and he could feel that process of seduction as she bent his will with little more than a glance.

He gulped.

A pair of girls like Sidney and Madison wasn't supposed to make him nervous. And yet, his heart beat faster, adrenaline spiked in his veins, and he shifted nervously on his side of the couch. Madison slipped up from her chair, and she sat between Sidney and Nick.

"You can watch if you want," she said. She turned, she touched Sidney's chin, tilting her head to the side. Then she leaned in, and she kissed her friend.

He saw this. His pulse pounded, and he grabbed onto his pants. His fingers bunched the fabric between his fingertips and palms.

This was actually happening. He was seated right there, and he could feel the excitement flow through his body. His shaft hardened. His erection pushed up against the inside of his pants.

Concentrating on breathing, he watched as they kissed, as Madison ran her fingers through Sidney's hair, as they were right there, so incredibly close.

This was incredible. It was intoxicating. Online, he had wandered around, of course. He had his favorite videos, pictures, captions, and even a few audio recordings on his laptop back at home, hidden away in a discrete file on his laptop.

But this was real. There was something about the proximity, the sounds they made, and their physical presence.

Madison pulled away. She reached over, and she casually rested her hand on his thigh. "Are you lonely?"

He coughed. He tried to speak. The words failed to form correctly. "Lonely?" Nick eventually asked her. Managing those two syllables somehow felt like an achievement.

Madison let her gaze linger on him for one or two or three full seconds. Objectively, he knew that only a couple of heartbeats went by, yet time seemed to slow down until she smiled again. Then she brought her hand up between his legs. She wrapped her fingers around the silhouette of his shaft. She squeezed!

He breathed in, one sharp breath as he tried to resist everything this girl represented.

Only then, she pulled her hand back, and she leaned over again. Suddenly, she was touching Sidney. She was kissing that petite blonde.

Next, Madison pulled away, and she reached up, gingerly taking the glasses off of Sidney. Then she placed them right on his lap. "Hold on to these," she commanded.

He picked up the glasses. He could still feel the warmth radiating along the edges of the metal.

When he glanced up again, he saw Madison kissing Sidney. They were making out right there. Not only that, Madison shifted. She pulled herself up, straddled her friend, tilted her head to the side, ran her fingers through those wavy blonde tresses, and kissed her deeply. They were making out, and he had this incredible view. He was watching. At the same time, he held onto Sidney's glasses as he did his best to make sure nothing happened to them.

Madison stopped once more. She turned back to him. "You're taking good care of her glasses. Good boy."

Good boy. He heard that phrase, and he knew it was vaguely insulting, but she had every right to toy with him. After all, both of these girls were allowing him to watch.

With every second, he had to wonder exactly how far they would go.

Enraptured, he stared. He tried to push away every doubt. Instead, he enjoyed this because he knew that this kind of opportunity might never come again.

When Madison gave him another glance, some of the gloss had smeared along her lips. She touched the bottom of her mouth with the back of her hand.

"I’m thinking about taking her to my bedroom. Would you like to join us?"

"Yes," he said.

Were they going to let him watch?

Suddenly, his body tightened all over again as fresh heat pulsed from the center of his being out into his arms and legs because he was wondering what it would be like. He had never watched a pair of cute girls have sex before. Like so many other guys, he had thrown himself into those fantasies, only now he would actually get to witness it all.

"Tell us both that you can be a good boy," she instructed. "I, I can be a good boy," he said, stuttering out those words without really thinking what they meant, or how they sounded.

Sidney and Madison both rose to their feet. The dark-haired girl whispered something to her best friend, so they moved together. They reached down. Madison took him by his right wrist, Sidney grabbed onto his left, and suddenly they were taking him through the apartment. He followed along, but they moved a little bit faster. This was their space, after all. They knew exactly where they were going. More than that, they had their plan…

He thought he would sit down on the edge of the bed, or maybe there would be a chair waiting for him. It was easy to envision a girl like Madison having some desk covered with different bottles of makeup. Instead, those girls escorted him right over to the large bed. They pushed him down onto his back, and they kneeled to his left and right. When they manhandled him, he could feel their soft palms and small hands against his chest. Cooperating, he let these girls maneuver and position him. Then he was looking up, and he could see the contours of their breasts as they leaned forward. They were coming together, closer and closer…

That's when they kissed.

They leaned forward, and he was right there, literally between them. He drank in the sight of their tops, the curves of their breasts, and the way the light sparkled along their hair. Sidney had those golden yellow and burnt wheat waves in her mane. Straight and smooth, Madison's hair framed her face as she kissed that other girl.

In that moment, he desperately wanted to touch himself, except his arms were above his head, and he wouldn't risk reaching down between those girls. If he moved or disturbed them, maybe they would decide that they needed to stop. Perhaps they would decide that they had gone far enough in front of him. They had more than repaid him. After all, this had gone from a regular day, to a remarkable adventure, to something he would never forget. Decades could go by, and he would still cling to every detail of this night with those girls.

"Sidney has something she would like to ask you," Madison said.

Automatically, his eyes went over to the other girl. Again, he marveled at her wavy, blonde hair, her rounded features, and of that delicately nervous smile curving along her lips. While Madison seemed like some gorgeous model or influencer, distant and fundamentally unapproachable, Sidney reminded him of the girl next door. She looked so innocent, so tentative, as though she didn't really know how this could happen.

And yet, she knew Madison. They were close. They were friends.

In truth, Nick didn't know anything about these girls. They were strangers. Like some exotic pair of beasts, they existed out in the wild, and maybe he had noticed them from time to time, but that was it.

He didn't know how to deal with any kind of scenario like this.

So many people didn't really understand how they would react under unusual circumstances, and Nick was not any different. Although he may have indulged in a fantasy here or there, he never planned out anything like this. He understood what he was supposed to do at his quarterly evaluations, at different business meetings, with his coworkers and colleagues. He knew how to socialize, and he even had some good ideas about how to ask a woman out on a date.

But this kind of scenario never occurred to him.

Sidney pressed her lips into a nervous line before she tilted her head and looked right down into his eyes. "Would you like me to kiss you?"

"Only if you want to," he said. He was trying to be responsible and kind. As a modern man, he had read different articles about how guys could be unintentionally intimidating. He didn't want to scare either of those girls. Then again, if he had been allowed to think about this from a completely detached and rational perspective, he would have burst out laughing. Those girls had guided him into this room. They had pushed him down. Even in that moment, he felt bound, as though that simple proximity of having these young women to his left and right was enough to trap him.

"I want to," she said, flashing him another nervous smile. She reached up, brushed her fingers through her hair and tucked a few random locks of vivid yellow behind her ear. Leaning down, she positioned herself. The tip of her nose brushed along the side of his neck first. Then she kissed his exposed skin. His eyes widened. There was something about the heat of her breath, the soft give of her lips, and the fact that all of this was happening. Not only that, he glanced up at Madison.

Sidney's best friend grinned down at him. "You like that, don't you?"

"Yes," he exhaled. Distantly, he was aware that other men would have been more circumspect. They would have been able to lie and hold onto some veneer of distance, as though this didn't really affect them.

Madison grinned again; clearly, she had no problem reading his expression. She could hear how desperation tightened his vocal cords even as he stared right back at her. "There's nothing wrong with that," she said. "In fact, I could make it even better for you. Would you like that, Nick? Would you like me to make it even better for you?"

Both of these girls were younger. Both of these girls were inexperienced in comparison to him. Even so, it didn't matter. They were beautiful...perfect in so many ways. They worked his senses and made it impossible for him to think clearly.

The only thing he knew for certain was that he didn't want this to end.

"Yes," he said. "Please."

"You said please," she told him. "I like that." A little tickle vibrated from the base of her throat, even as she flashed him another reassuring smile.

Deep down, Nick understood that this girl could be dangerous. Maybe her slender physique didn't offer any kind of real challenge. He was bigger and taller and physically stronger. Even so, this woman could roll her eyes, smirk, or laugh at him. He knew that she could shred his defenses and leave him feeling vulnerable and humiliated if she liked. It seemed so silly, but the head cheerleader could be the most dangerous opponent of all. Almost as though she wished to demonstrate this idea for herself, she leaned down and smiled, that vivid expression bright and inescapable. "Say it again."

"Please," he said, a note of pleading sliding into his voice now.

Through all of this, Sidney kept kissing his neck. She was playing with him. At one point, she got more aggressive. She licked his skin, her tongue flicking out and darting along his vulnerable flesh. His nerves lit up. She nibbled on him next, sliding up and working her teeth against his ear lobe. And now, Madison did the exact same thing. She leaned in as well, and she was kissing and gently sucking on the contours of his neck.

Was he going to get a hickey? The question seemed absurd. He was an adult. As a lead engineer at a major company, he made decisions that could generate millions in revenue for his employer. It seemed insane to think that he could go to work the next day with some splotch on his skin. Distantly, he wondered if his colleagues would realize what had happened, what he had done, or what had been done to him…

Then he decided he didn't care.

The sensations washed over him, overwhelming every other urge. In that moment, he couldn't think about his ambitions or obligations. Taxes, bills, emails from work, and everything else beyond the boundaries of that bed dissipated into some distant fog.

Madison drew back, and Sidney followed her lead. The dark-haired girl smirked at him. Before he could stop himself, Nick started to get up. Right as he began to rise, Madison reached out. She put the palm of her hand on his shoulder, and she shoved him back down against the mattress. "Would you like more?"

"Yes, please," he said, letting those tense syllables hit the air hard.

"Say it again."

"Please," he pumped as much desperation as he could into his reply. It didn't take any effort on his part.

"What do you think, Sidney? Should we play with him some more?"

She cocked her head to one side, gazed down at him, and seemed to consider her decision. In that moment, he held his breath. Even though his heart kept pounding wildly against the bars of its cage, Nick remained silent.

"Maybe if he begs?" suggested the sweet blonde.

Begging? The concept materialized behind his eyes and within the sparks of his mind, but he didn't know what to do. She couldn't be serious. Except now, Nick glanced down at Madison's hand. She still had her palm pushed to his shoulder, and that was all it took. He really did feel helpless, as though he had been bound to that bed. Then again, he had no idea what these girls had already prepared for him.

"I can do it," he said.

Sidney surprised him when she giggled, "Okay. Do it!" She was still laughing just a little bit, like there was some secret joke that he couldn't comprehend.

Closing his eyes, Nick got ready for this. In some hidden corner of his mind, he knew that he was supposed to be aggressive. As a man, he was supposed to be the pursuer, the predator, and the hunter who went after girls like Sidney or Madison. Despite those expectations, he looked back up at both of those girls. First, he stared toward Sidney, then Madison and back again. "Please. Please, I'll do whatever you want, okay? I just really want to feel you again."

"Like this?" Madison asked as she casually rested her hand right there between his legs. Her fingers fondled his cock. Even though there were the layers of his zipper, the fabric of his pants, and the cloth of his underwear, she squeezed, gently gliding her hand up and down as fresh pulses of excitement spun and sped through the core of his being.

"Yes! Like that!"

"Okay," she said, taking her hand away.

"Okay?" Nick asked without comprehending what she meant.

Madison flashed him another one of those winning smiles, "We will do it, but you have to earn it. Can we trust you?"

"Yes, absolutely," he said.

"I don't know," Madison continued. She brought one fingertip up to the corner of her mouth. Then she turned toward her friend. "Can we trust him?"

"He is a boy…" Sidney replied.

"He is," Madison said. "Not only that, he's a very excited boy. Did you know that boys get dumb when they get excited?" Madison aimed that question down at him. Without understanding what she meant, he nodded his head down and up frantically as he tried to convince these girls that he would agree with whatever they wanted, said, or instructed. Ignoring those gestures, Madison continued, "Okay. I think we will play with you, but first you have to get naked and agree to let us tie you down."

"Tie me down?"

"That's right," Sidney said.

Madison continued for her friend, "You're a big, strong man. We wouldn't want you to be a threat, especially when you get excited."

That made sense.

"Yes, okay," he agreed almost instantly. "Do it. I'm good with that."

"I'm glad," Madison said. "First, get naked."

She wanted him naked.

Technically, that made sense. He didn't know exactly what he was hoping for. Maybe, when she had first reached between his legs, he distantly hoped that she would be generous enough to stroke and squeeze the outline of his cock until he came. Spurting within his pants would have been embarrassing, but he didn't care. There was that primal need lodged deep within his frame. He would do anything to satisfy that craving! Later on, maybe these girls would tease him or taunt him. Until he had that post-climax clarity, he wouldn't be able to worry about anything beyond the next few seconds or minutes.

The girls moved back.

Right away, his hands flew up to his shirt. He unbuttoned it. Next, he sat up and shrugged off that first layer. He removed his undershirt. Suddenly, his chest was on display, but he wasn't worried about what those girls might think. He just had to move faster!

While he kicked off his shoes, he also pulled down his pants and underwear. He bunched the fabric up around his ankles before throwing everything down to the floor. Then, he spread his arms and legs towards the corners of the bed.

"Go get the shackles," Madison instructed.

Shackles?

On some level, he couldn't believe that these girls were actually equipped for something like this. Only then, Madison said, "Sometimes we like to play games together."

Games?

All at once, he could easily imagine that petite blonde naked and on her back, spread out as her best friend touched, teased, and tormented her. Obviously, these girls had some esoteric tastes.

Outwardly, he had never really believed that friends like these girls would engage in those sorts of games. Then again, it was a very big world with a massive population. Against billions of people, at least one pair of friends would decide to embrace those fantasies.

When Sidney came back, she held up the restraints. Black leather shackles dangled from silver chains. "Are you ready?" Madison asked. Then, without waiting for a response, she hooked one shackle around his right wrist, next his left. Last, she connected the chains to the two bedposts above his shoulders.

He was strapped down. He was chained in place…

Initially, he didn't really understand what that meant. Only now, Madison touched one fingernail to his forehead before gently gliding that edge down the ridge of his nose to his mouth, along his neck, between his collarbones, to his sternum, his stomach, and all the way down to his cock. Once she made it to that part between his legs, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

His body tensed. His muscles locked. He couldn't really believe that this was happening, yet the sensations overwhelmed everything else!

In the meantime, Sidney worked on his feet. She chained his legs to the other corners of the bed. Then both of those girls kneeled over him.

"Can you get away?" Madison asked him.

"What?"

"Can you get away?" Madison asked him again.

"She wants to know if you really are helpless," Sidney added helpfully.

Instantly, he told himself that he would obviously be able to escape the shackles if he really tried. Seriously, he was a man. More importantly, his thoughts immediately jumped back to the different online outlets and sex shops that sold cheap restraints for couples looking to "spice things up".

"I can get out of these," he said stupidly. Then he blinked, realizing that maybe these girls wanted to enjoy the idea that he was helpless.

At first, he looked up at them. "Would you like me to try to get away?"

"Go for it," Madison said easily.

He pulled in a breath, held it, and started to squirm. At first, he honestly believed that he would pull, twist, and feel the restraints start to stretch. Or better yet, the shackles might begin to break apart. He wouldn't have gotten himself completely free. He didn't want to insult his hostesses, so he would hold back.

Or so, he believed.

Within a couple of seconds, Nick started to realize something.

He couldn't get away!

These girls were watching, and Madison laughed as she said, "Maybe you need some extra incentives?" That's when she slipped down between his knees. Kneeling above him, she leaned forward, and his eyes moved from the contours of her cleavage up to the smooth contours of her neck and finally up to her angelic face. Then he could only watch as she reached down with her right hand, then her left. With one hand, she started to stroke and tease his balls. She played with his scrotum, her fingers lightly dancing across his sensitive skin. His breath caught in his throat all over again. Worse, she used her other hand. She was stroking his cock. Her fingers moved up and down. With her thumb, she teased his opening, making him genuinely struggle.

Nick fought! He jerked and bucked like a wild animal, making the bed rattle and shake underneath him.

The girls were laughing. Distantly, he was vaguely aware of those sounds as they enjoyed his best efforts.

"Go on," Madison said. "You're supposed to be this big, strong man. Show us you can get up whenever you want!"

"I can't!" Nick finally shouted as he admitted the truth.

Madison leaned over, and she whispered something to her friend. Because his heart kept pounding and every gasped breath reverberated in his ears, he couldn't pick out the exact words of what she said.

"I like it," Sidney decided.

"Would you like us to have sex with you?"

"Yes," he said.

"Then you are going to have to live out a little fantasy with us," Madison said.

"Don't worry," Sidney reassured him. "Given enough time, I think you’ll learn to like it."

"Anything! Do whatever you want," he promised.

"First," Madison told him, "I want you to beg for the chance to be enslaved."

"What?"

Sidney explained to him, "We’ve been thinking about it, and we really like the idea of owning a boy."

For a fraction of a second, he balked. They couldn't be serious. Only then, he decided he didn't really care. If that was what these girls wanted to do here, then he would call out those words, one after another, until they were satisfied. Breathing faster now, he stared past their shoulders as he promised, "I want to be a slave. Okay? Please. Turn me into a slave! Use me. Take me. Own me!"

"If we accept you as our slave, does that mean we own you? Does that mean we totally and completely own you?" At this point, Madison slid forward. She braced her hands on his shoulders as she leaned down. Only a couple of inches separated her face from his. She could have kissed him.

"Yes," he said. "You own me!"

"We own your body? We own your mind? We own your cock and your balls?"

"You own everything," he said. "Everything!"

"Good," she said. "So this is what's going to happen. You're going to lick my pussy. You're going to lick me eagerly. And while you do that, Sidney is going to ride you. Understand?"

They were going to take him at the same time. Instantly, he understood that he was about to get used. When most guys fantasize about some dynamic like this, they probably assumed they would be the one to take control. But these girls had something else in mind. When they looked down on him, they saw a toy and a plaything.

In that instant, he didn't care! If it meant he could feel that rush of pleasure, then he would do whatever it took.

Then again, he was strapped down and helpless.

The girls began to strip. He watched as they pulled off their tops, as they slid out of their shoes, as they got ready for him.

Sidney was down to just her bra and panties. Then she hooked her thumbs into that elastic, and she smiled down at him. "Close your eyes," she commanded.

Nick wasn't really sure if he could obey. Then, with this monumental dedication of willpower, he shut his eyes. That's when she slid forward, and she pressed her slit against his mouth.

"Lick," she said. There was something light and uncertain in her voice, as though she had never given this command before. It didn't matter, however. He obeyed her, inclining his head, opening his mouth, and flicking his tongue along her opening. Instantly, he tasted her arousal.

He licked eagerly, plowing his tongue between the walls of her opening. At the same time, he enjoyed the noises she made. She exhaled, hissing and gasping as she enjoyed his service.

"Good boy," Madison said. At this point, he risked opening his eyes, and he could see that little tuft of blonde pubic hair right in front of his face. Then he saw the curves of her pelvis, the flesh of her stomach, and the contours of her breasts. She was riding his face. Now, gently gliding her hips forward and back as she helped him. In the meantime, he kept swirling his tongue in different directions, all to pleasure this girl.

And then it was Madison's turn.

Even as he worshiped her friend, Madison grabbed his cock. She nudged it into position, spread her legs, and lowered herself down.

"That feels incredible," she said, her knees braced on the bed. She rode him, taking him. Little by little, one inch at a time, she showed this boy where he belonged. He was on his back, strapped down, and utterly helpless. Even now, he burned off some of that excess energy by tugging and twisting against his restraints, but they didn't bend or break. Those silver chains may have looked thin, but he wasn't about to rip through that metal, no matter how hard he tried. These girls could have given him days or weeks or months, and it wouldn't have been enough!

Even as he tried to comprehend what all that meant, he strained against his bonds. More importantly, the pleasure washed across him. It wasn't the completion he craved, not yet.

More than that, he knew that he couldn't allow himself to climax. Not yet!

Madison seemed to guess exactly what he was thinking. "You know you can't come without permission, don't you? Your orgasm belongs to us! If you come without permission, we are going to be so disappointed, and you don't want that, do you? No. You want to be a good slave."

A good slave.

That concept should have been ridiculous. At best, it was some weird fantasy. At worst, it qualified as some antiquated idea that couldn't possibly exist in the modern world.

Even so, he yearned to be a good slave! These girls were younger and inexperienced. They didn't have his physical strength, his height, social gravitas, and will for professional success. They were just assistants back at work! Despite all of this, pleasing them seemed like the most important goal he could ever have for himself!

That's why he held back. Even as he focused on licking Sidney's wet crevice, Nick held out. He resisted the urge to lose himself to that rush of pleasure. At any moment, he could have clinched down, his muscles could have contracted, and there would be that unstoppable throbbing.

With every ounce of willpower he possessed, he fought back those urges as these girls used him.

Finally, Sidney came! He had his eyes closed now, so he didn't watch as she jerked her head up and slapped her shoulder blades with her wavy strands of hair. Then she pulled away, and he opened his eyes, and Madison was staring down at him, even as she continued to maintain that rhythm. She rode him, moving her hips up and down as she claimed the friction of his body against hers. Having been turned into a human sex toy, he remained right there, spread out and powerless. Just as she liked. "Good boy," she told him. "Such a good boy. You are a good slave, aren't you? Yes, you are!" She laughed, right before she issued the command, "Come for me. Come for me right now like a very good slave!"

For half of a second he wondered whether or not he had imagined those words, as though his mind tricked him.

But no, he looked back up, and he knew what he had heard her say.

Without turning away or closing his eyes, he stared at her as she looked down at this hapless boy. He jerked his hips up, and he came, his shaft throbbing and pulsating. Every second of pleasure seemed to punch into him with that unyielding force. He gave up. He lost himself to the tempest of sensations. At the same time, he could hear Madison laughing and moaning. The sounds mixed together. He could no longer tell the difference, right until that moment when he was completely spent and his muscles went slack.

From some faraway place, Nick could hear the girls, whispering and tittering back and forth. Vaguely, he thought of some sleepover populated by middle school girls. They had their secrets, and they weren't going to share them with a boy.

Only then, one of the girls slipped something over his face. A blindfold?

She tied it into position. Exhausted by the experience he didn’t know how to resist. He cooperated, letting that girl tie the blindfold into place so that he could only see the shadowed outlines of the world a few inches away.

"Raise your hips," said one of the girls.

He obeyed. He wasn't even sure why he did it. Maybe they needed to reposition him a little bit so that they could remove the shackles?

Only then, he could feel something slide around his waist. They pulled it tight against his skin. Raising his head, he tried to look down along the length of his body, only the blindfold made that impossible. With his vision obscured, he didn't know what was going on. Next, they wiped down his cock. At this point, he was completely and utterly spent. If these girls had started talking to him, touching him, or teasing him for a few minutes, he probably would have gotten erect again. For the moment, however, he was soft. And now, she slipped something over his shaft. Then he could hear something else: clicks? His brows tightened, and he tried to ask what was going on, only one of the girls touched a finger to his mouth. That was all it took.

Finally, Sidney asked, "Are we done?"

"I mean, we’re just getting started," Madison said. "But are we done with the belt? Yeah. This is pretty good." As if she needed to prove her point, she reached down and tugged on the metal band before nudging his cock. Nick could feel the slight pressure, but that was it.

What was this? What was she doing? What had they just done?

Sidney pulled the blindfold off of him. "Welcome back," she said. "Are you ready to get started?"

"Get started with what?" Nick asked. His voice sounded rough.

"Your enslavement," Madison told him.

"What?"

The game was over. They had used him. The sex was done. And maybe he was thinking about whether or not he would get lucky enough for it to happen again, but that was a distant concept.

Only then, he lifted his head, he stared down toward his waist, and then he saw it.

A steel band now encircled his torso, right above his hips. Then he saw the strange metal tube around his cock. At the same time, he could feel another band stretched down around the base of his scrotum.

"What is that?" On some level, he had an idea. He had watched documentaries, or maybe he saw something analogous in a museum. A concept seemed to hover at the back of his mind, but he thought women wore these. Even then, he couldn't quite articulate the phrase. He couldn't pull the words to the front of his thoughts.

"Would you like to do the honors?" Madison asked, her voice silken and playful.

"Okay," Sidney replied. She leaned down, looked right at this boy, and smiled. There was something so genuine and warm in her expression, like she was really intending to deliver good news. "Nick, it’s a chastity belt. From now on, we own your orgasms. We own all of your play parts too!" She practically yelled out those words as he stared up at her.

"What…?" Nick could do little more than breathe out his question.

"It's a chastity belt," Madison said as she casually reached down and stroked his exposed balls. Her fingers brushed along his skin before gliding up toward the metal tube now encircling, encasing, and imprisoning his manhood. "And if you want to get out of it, you know what's going to happen?"

"This is ridiculous," he said. Nick raised his head, yet he only peeked down at the belt for a quarter of a second. Then his eyes jumped over to the shackles once again. He yanked hard, jerking with as much strength as he could muster. Once again, it wasn't enough. At the same time, those girls were still smirking right at him. Locking his teeth together, he snapped, "Let me go!"

"No, I don't think so," Madison replied.

"We need to make sure that you understand what's going on. Do you remember what happened while we were having sex with you?"

They were having sex with him… Once again, he was aware of how he'd been used. All too often, men viewed sex as something designed to give them pleasure. It was all about their needs, their urges, and their ultimate satisfaction. This was one reason why so many men mistakenly viewed sex as something that started and ended with their erections.

Since he didn't say anything, Madison reached down and pinched one of his nipples. His eyes widened, his back arched, and he kicked his heels down as he tried to turn his body to the side. Unfortunately for him, this young woman had complete access to his body. While he was spread out and powerless, there was nothing he could do to stop her.

"She asked you a question," Madison informed him.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"You agreed to something," Sidney told him.

He glanced up at that girl again. She still looked sweet, she still looked innocent. Even so, he could see something else shining in her eyes, as though she had finally settled into a comfortable rhythm.

It was true.

Although Sidney didn't say it, she could feel it herself. She looked down at this boy, and she felt this new sense of power start to course through her. It was a different kind of authority. For so long, she had looked at men as strange, alien creatures. At the same time, she had always instinctively understood that they would be dangerous. Men were bigger and taller. So many of them held positions of power. The earliest men she had known were often her teachers. But then, she remembered middle school and high school, and the boys in her classes, and how they went through their growth spurts. All at once, a boy could walk right up to her, and he would look so much more daunting and intimidating.

Maybe he had felt the same way about it. He seemed like a nice enough guy, only now she saw him from a different angle. She liked this new perspective. She grinned, and then she leaned down. She looked right into his eyes as Madison had done. "Go on. You remember? You remember what we talked about?"

"Enslavement," he said, whispering the word without really understanding what it meant.

"We weren't joking," Madison informed him. "You agreed, so now you are enslaved, and if you ever want to enjoy another orgasm, you're going to do exactly what we say."

"What? No!"

"Okay," Madison said.

What? It was that easy?

He was panting hard now, only Madison strolled over to his discarded clothing. First, she pulled out his wallet. As he watched, she removed his credit cards along with the cash inside.

At first, he didn't wish to say anything. If he could stay silent, then maybe it showed these girls that they couldn't really intimidate him. Despite the fear pumping hot and fast across the surface of his skin. Even then, Nick didn't really understand what was happening. Again, he tugged against his restraints. Like always, they held him down. Whether he liked it or not, he was spread out and helpless beneath these girls. Finally, something inside of him broke, and he demanded, "What, what are you doing?"

"Proving a point," she said. "This is mine. And this is mine. And this one is mine now too," she said as she pulled the credit cards from his wallet.

"You know, I'm just going to cancel those," he said. At the same time, he couldn't even believe that he was engaging with her fantasy. As far as he was concerned, that girl was delusional!

"Do you ever want to get out of that belt?"

"I can pull it off whenever I want," he insisted.

Madison peeked over at her friend, "What do you think? You think we have softened him up enough?"

"You can try," Sidney decided after a few seconds. "But then, I think we should punish him for not believing us."

He blinked and turned his head from one girl to the other as he contemplated exactly what was supposed to happen right then and there.

Madison watched him again, and she could see the confidence growing once again behind his eyes. While he had been so horny, desperate, this boy had become pliable, like he would give up anything for Madison and her friend. Now he had some element of clarity, and he was struggling to understand what he had given up.

"I like that idea," Madison agreed. "But first…Nick, if you want us to let you up, tell Sidney what you like best about her."

"What?" He blinked again, disbelieving. He didn't understand what that girl was doing to him.

Madison loved confusion. In fact, she could feel those two balls of heat right between her legs all over again. Riding this boy had been fun, but maybe she craved something else now.

"If you want us to let you up, tell Sidney what you like best about her."

"We don’t have to do this," Sidney said.

"No," Madison answered definitively. "We do. It's important that you understand how he sees you."

"But…" She looked like she intended to say more, but Madison reached over and touched a finger to her lips, silencing her friend.

He locked his teeth together, his jaw clenching. Hot frustration bubbled up from deep within his chest. At the same time, he glanced over at his arms once again. He could bend his elbows just a little bit. The slack in those chains allowed him a couple of inches to squirm from side to side, but it wasn't much. It definitely wasn't enough.

Finally, something inside of him seemed to break or detach. Madison could read the frustration playing across his face. At the same time, he must've been thinking about how he was going to do whatever these girls said, only to break away. "Sidney," he said. "You have gorgeous hair. You look really hot in your glasses." There. He said it.

"By the way, what's the passcode for your phone?" Madison asked casually. While he had been focused on the blonde, she had easily reached over for his pants again, pulling out his phone and now lifting it up between her hands.

"What? No!"

"Yes," she said.

"I'm not going to tell you," he said.

"You’ll feel different after a couple of hours."

Madison started to turn away.

Instantly, he understood. They were going to leave him right there!

Strictly speaking, there was nothing to stop them. He couldn't lurch forward, grab them, or attack. Even if he yearned to rip himself free with every fiber of his being, he already knew he would fail.

"No, wait!"

Madison stopped. With her back to him, all he could see was her dark hair resting there against the back of her neck, down between her shoulders. "Yes?" Madison asked coyly.

"Five-five-six-six," he said.

Her fingers started across the screen, and he watched as the glow hit her face. She had just unlocked his phone. She quickly typed in a set of commands. He could only watch. He was trying to understand what she was doing, but it was a small screen, he was too far away, and the angle didn't really work.

"There we go," she said.

"What did you do?"

"That's none of your concern," she said. "A slave doesn't need to worry about the precautions his owners take to ensure his good behavior."

He clenched his eyes shut, pushed his head back, and fought hard to relax. Then again, that was a paradox. One couldn't struggle hard to find peace. It didn't really work. Eventually, he forced his eyes open again, and he looked back at that girl. "I did what you wanted. Will you let me up now?"

"That only seems fair," Sidney said as her friend nodded to her. The blonde rushed forward across the bed. She reached over for his right foot, then his left. He could feel the restraints fall away. Then she went for his arms, and she freed him.

"I bet you want to remove the chastity belt," Madison told him. "I give you permission to make the attempt. Go on, boy. Let's see if you can do it."

He could. Of course, he could!

The girls pulled back. They were still on the right side of the bed. He pushed himself off from the left, and he stood there, mostly naked. At the same time, he could feel the muscles down along the back of his neck and along his shoulders begin to tense. Exhaling slowly, he glanced down at the belt. He felt the strange weight. When they first slipped it on him, it had been cold against his skin. Since then, the metal absorbed the warmth of his body. He had to focus to realize that it was still there.

Even if part of him wanted to lurch forward and grab his wallet, his phone, his cash, and his cards, he knew that would be a bad idea. First, he needs to get this off. It wasn't like he was intimidated by those girls. At least, that was what Nick told himself as he lowered his hands down toward the metal band.

A chastity belt on a man seemed like a ridiculous idea. Historically, he could understand why kings and princes might decide that they didn't trust the women in their lives. Those were sexist and misogynist times. Women could be controlled. Their bodies could be bound. It was something that most people couldn't really comprehend, but in bygone eras, women were literally property. They were chattel to be traded, trained, and exchanged. That was why this kind of equipment existed.

Only he was a man, and those were inexperienced girls.

He reached down, and he tried to pull the belt off. He moved his hand, and suddenly he found the locks, one on the right, another on the left. From there, he started to squirm, twisting his body. The belt was tighter than he had expected. There wasn't any slack, no margin for him to manipulate or use. He pushed down, but the belt refused to budge.

His frustration mounted; he could feel those spirals of exasperation spin and twirl at the pit of his stomach. He kept at it.

"Where's the key?" Nick finally demanded.

"You don't get it," she said. "You are property now."

"That's not possible!"

"Actually, it is. Now, do you want to get out of that belt?"

"Yes," he said. He hated answering her questions, but he didn't have any choice. Worse, he saw that little smirk curving along Madison's lips. She was enjoying this, he could tell. He even glanced over at Sidney, and she wore that same triumphant little smile. It was like she meant to hide just how much she was enjoying this, only the joy slipped out anyway.

"I'm going to show you something," Madison said. "Hold your hands behind your back."

"Why?"

"Because you're a boy. I’m going to touch you, and it's going to feel really good."

His brows tightened, his eyes narrowed, and his lips pinched into a skeptical frown. At the same time, he told himself that her hands were empty, it wasn't like she could trick him again. Reluctantly, he exhaled, shifted his hands, and crossed his wrists behind his back.

"Don't move," Madison said.

She stepped forward. She was still mostly naked. Her body came closer and closer. He leaned back, not sure what was going to happen, only then she rested one hand on his chest. "Your heart is pounding," she told him. He already knew that, yet the excitement mounted. Those desires rushed across his nerves as she leaned in. Behind Madison, Sidney snickered.

And now, the dark-haired girl kissed his chest. Her lips touched his sternum, his right clavicle, and then the side of his neck. His eyes widened all over again. That heat shot down, and the delicious desires spun hot and fast right between his legs. Tension and need gripped him. He could feel his erection, only there was something wrong.

As a guy, he had contended with those moments when his cock could be planted in the wrong direction, off to the left or right or pinched down between his legs even as his desires grabbed him. Usually, he had to surreptitiously reach down and readjust. Only at this point, he couldn't! He still had his hands behind his back.

Madison dropped one of her hands down between his legs, and she stroked his balls. She brought her fingertips up along the underside of his scrotum as he yearned for more. "You like this, don't you? But you can't do anything about it, can you?" She stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and she said, "How does that feel?"

Breathing fast now, he looked right back at that girl. "Get this off of me," he said.

"No," she replied. With that one simple, fast, and casual response, she cut off any hope. Then she glanced back over at Sidney. "Explain how this works to the boy."

The boy.

At this point, the blonde held her hands together, she smiled at him, and she told him, "If you ever want to get out of that belt, you're going to have to do anything and everything we say."

"That's right," Madison told him. "You are our boy target."

"What?"

"Our boy target," Madison replied smoothly. "Basically, I want to prove that any American male can be trained. Or if you want, you can think of yourself as our proof of concept."

His mouth opened.

"Get this thing off of me," he said.

"Um..." Sidney touched a finger to the bottom of her chin, and she pretended to consider his demands. Then she smiled, "No." With one word, she cut off any hope he might have conjured. Breathing in and out, he glared at her. At some other place or in some other time, Nick should have been able to intimidate that girl. Again, he considered all of his advantages. None of them mattered. He came to that obvious conclusion within the span of just two or three seconds. "But you know, you definitely need to be punished."

"I agree," Madison said. "Go get the paddle."

The paddle?

He didn't believe it.

He was shaking his head. He was stuttering out one declaration after another as he told her, "You can't do this. Get this thing off of me. Get it off right now, and we can pretend none of this ever happened." He knew how desperate and pathetic he sounded, only Nick couldn't do any better.

Sidney scurried off to the closet, she opened one of the drawers, and she pulled out the paddle. He saw the rectangular piece of wood, the handle gripped beneath her fingers, and the shine of the polished surface. Madison strolled over to him, she grabbed him, and she positioned him, bending him over the side of the bed.

In theory, he could have pushed himself away from the mattress. And yet, Madison brushed her fingers down his neck, along his back, and down toward his buttocks. Then she grabbed his right cheek. A shiver of embarrassment and fear ran through his body. Again and again, he told himself that he was supposed to be better than this.

Like a surgeon, Madison held out her hand.

Sidney gave her the paddle.

"I get first dibs," Madison told the boy. Only then, she asked, "How does it feel? How does it feel to be our boy target?"

"You can't do this," he said.

"Why not? You're a boy, and you're our target. Face it, Nick. We caught you."

"I don't believe it," he said. "This doesn't change anything!"

She wasn't offended by his resistance or his defiance. On the contrary, Madison flipped her hair, glanced over at her friend, and said, "Isn't it cute when they're confused?" Before he could answer, she tightened her grip, touched the flat of the paddle to his backside, jerked it into the air, and swung down in one tight motion.

The paddle crashed against his naked backside. For some sliver of a second, he didn't think it really mattered. He told himself that he could resist this. It was a punishment suitable for some little kid, and he was an adult man. He could handle this! Only then, the pain snapped across his nerves. His eyes widened, his vision misted, and he let out this desperate hiss as the pain stepped into him.

That was only the first blow.

Madison jerked the paddle back up into the air, and then she struck. She brought it down hard and fast, one blow after another!

Nick tried to turn around, only Sidney saw what he was doing. She scrambled up onto the bed, and she grabbed his wrists, pinning them underneath her knees. She trapped him. With his vision still blurred, he looked up at that blonde. Desperately, he tried to convey something with just his expression. He was asking for mercy, pity, sympathy, or something else. She answered all of those desperate gasps with just a brightly evanescent smile as she enjoyed the look passing across his handsome face.

His backside turned red; heat simmered across his skin. Even so, Madison wasn't done. She struck again and again, unleashing a symphony of sounds as he panted and pleaded.

Madison stopped. She looked over at her friend.

Sidney took the cue, "Are you our slave?"

At this point, he couldn't think, but he didn't need to either. The automatic response shot from his mouth, "Yes!"

"Say it," Madison ordered. Her tone came out strict, unyielding, and undeniable.

The pain began to fade, yet he couldn't ignore the impact. "I'm your slave," he said.

"Not good enough," she told him with another swat. His eyes widened. He tried to pull away, only Sidney still held him down.

"I’m your slave! I belong to you, and I'm locked in a chastity belt, and I will do whatever you say!"

"Good boy," Madison said. "Now, tell us about how a pair of girls tricked you because we are smarter than you. Tell us all about how boys are dumb and deserve to be targeted for enslavement."

"What?" This boy may not have been a sexist, but he still enjoyed so many of those male privileges. He had never really considered what it might mean or be like for the male half of humanity to be subjugated. The idea felt alien and impossible to comprehend. Then again, he was fully aware of the chauvinists out in the world who believed that women were inferior. At best, women could be considered equal. Even then, he was comfortable living in a world where males assumed positions of authority and enjoyed so many unspoken advantages.

Madison glanced over at her friend, "Boys can be so dense." That's when she unleashed another barrage, striking twice to his left butt cheek, then twice more to his right.

Eyes wide, he tried to remember what she had commanded. "A couple of girls tricked me because you're smarter than me! You're smarter than me, and you manipulated me!" He tried to turn those words into an accusation, only both of the girls were laughing now. "And, and boys are dumb and deserve to be enslaved! We all deserve to be enslaved!"

"Good boy," Madison said. He flinched as she brought her hand down, only this time, she didn't spank him or paddle him. Instead, her fingers slid along the red patches on his backside. She stroked his butt and giggled before she grinned, pinched, and drew her hand away. "Get dressed, go home, and think about everything you've learned."

He did as they commanded.

While the girls watched, each one perched on the edge of the bed, Nick quickly pulled on his pants. He got dressed, taking his wallet and his phone and his keys. His shirt felt disheveled, and maybe there were new wrinkles in his pants. Still, he made it out of the apartment and into the hall. He brushed his shirt down on the way to his car. He pushed himself up against the door. That's when he looked into his wallet. His credit cards were gone. Most of his cash had been taken as well. Not only that, he glanced at his phone. Tentatively, he entered the passcode.

The home screen appeared. Everything looked normal until…

Nick saw a new app. There wasn't a label, just a g. He didn't understand what it was or what it was supposed to do.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he raised his head. He stared up toward the sky. Finally, he shook his head. Part of him wanted to go confront the girls again. Then again, that would be a mistake. If he confronted them, or argued with them, he was sure he would be bent over a bed again.

Instead, he needed to get back home.

He got into his car, he drove. He parked outside his place, and he unlocked the front door before stepping inside.

"Abby?"

He called out his little sister's name, and there was something else at the back of his throat. First, he didn't recognize it. Then he understood. It was fear.

That was ridiculous!

From a purely rational and logical perspective, he reminded himself that nothing had changed. That morning, he had given his little sister a ride to school, and she had gone through her day, and everything was normal. Only then, he remembered the text message she sent. She was doing a group project with some friends or something, so she wasn’t home yet.

If he saw her, he would see that girl, and he would remember something else. Madison. Sidney. Those girls had tricked him. They had lured him into a trap, and he had blundered right into it. He even let them chain him down!

Worse, he thought of those moments with those girls, the sensation of their hands running across his skin, and his cock twitched in the chastity cage. He could feel his manhood push against the confines of the belt. Imprisoned right there, he knew he wouldn't be able to remove it.

Still, he was an engineer. He'd try!

Nick headed back into his bedroom, he closed the door, locked it, and quickly stripped once again. Straightening his back, he closed his eyes. Then he dropped his hand down toward the belt just above his hips. He moved his fingers along the smooth metal before shifting his touch toward the tube over his shaft. Finally, he tried to think of this as an engineer. He looked down. He saw the openings for the keyholes. At this angle, he knew he wouldn't be able to pick those locks. Maybe he could get a locksmith to do it, but he couldn't imagine anything more humiliating. Not only that, he glanced back over at his discarded wallet. They had access to his finances now. He messed up, they could punish him.

Nick swallowed back his trepidation. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say.

His phone rang.

He saw a number he didn't recognize. Part of him wanted to discard the call and pretend it never happened.

Reluctantly, he answered. Then he heard Madison's playful voice, "Hello, Nick. Are you playing with your chastity belt right now?"

He didn't see any point in lying. "I'm trying to get it off," he said.

"That's fine," she said. "If you succeed, I'm going to drain your bank accounts."

"What?"

"You know, leaving everything logged in on your phone probably wasn't a good idea."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"What? You didn't see the little app I downloaded for you?"

The gray shield…

"What, what does it do?"

"Come on. Aren't you supposed to be a smart programmer or something?"

"I'm an engineer," he replied.

"Sure," she said, as though she didn't care about the distinction.

"What did you do?"

"No," she said. "If you want me to tell you, you have to ask nicely. You also have to promise to be a good boy."

His fingers tightened against the outer shell of his phone. He squeezed hard enough that he started to wonder whether or not he could shatter the device. It didn't break, however. Instead, he forced himself to focus.

She wanted him to humiliate himself, only that wasn't actually a big deal. First, he couldn't see either of those girls. Second, there was no one else around. Since this wasn't going to cost him anything real, he had to cooperate. "Fine. Would you please tell me what the app does? And...and I promise to be a good boy."

"Very nice," she said. "I'm going to remember that second part. But for right now, all you need to know is that the app lets me monitor and control your phone. And since you had everything logged in and all of your passwords saved, guess what that means…"

He understood. It made sense. The idea was simple. And of course, he understood the importance of digital hygiene. He knew how dangerous data and information could be. And yet, he didn't really believe it, so he dropped his phone down into his palm. Even though he could still hear her laughter coming from the tiny speaker, Nick started to check through the different apps on his phone. He tried his first bank. He no longer had access. He tried his second bank. Again, it was the same thing. His phone had been the key to virtually every part of his life, only now this girl had complete control.

"What do you want?" He finally demanded.

There was just quiet for several long seconds.

"I want to own you, boy. I want to train you. I want to teach you that you are an inferior. From now on, your life is dedicated to the matriarchy."

She hung up.

That night, he tried to remove the chastity belt. He failed completely. He couldn't take it off. At the same time, he ran through all of his different accounts. From social media to his banking, he tried to figure out what he still had access to.

Nothing.

That girl had changed every single password!

Eventually, he realized he still had control of one account: his work information.

"Yeah," he said without any enthusiasm.

Still in his bedroom, he heard when the front door opened.

Nick went out to see his little sister. He was dressed once again, and now he saw that girl, and he just wanted to get a distraction. He needed to talk to her, to talk to someone normal and regular. After all, the last few hours seemed to have altered every facet of his life. He saw Abby, she waved, smiled, and threw herself down onto the couch, along with her backpack.

"This project is intense," she complained. "I mean, isn't senior year supposed to be really easy?"

He sat down in the chair across from her.

He tried to say something. Instead, he looked back at that young woman, and he had a question. He didn't like it. He tried to stifle it. He did his best to bury it, and to push it down. Despite his best efforts, those words kept buzzing between his ears.

His little sister couldn't be like Madison or Sidney?

Those girls mentioned the idea of the matriarchy. Abby would never go for something like that. In fact, most women understood how the world worked. Equality needed to be the goal. Women would never try to take over…

"I need to get to bed," he said.

"Nick?"

He stopped.

"What is it?"

"Are you okay?"

"Fine," he said.

A few minutes later, he pulled his blankets up over himself. He closed his eyes. The lights were out. In that darkness, he did his best to lose himself to sleep. He rolled onto his right side, then his left. He pushed his shoulder blades down against the mattress and stared up into the pitch black of the ceiling. Again and again, he did his best to lose himself. He tried to count through random numbers. He ran through random equations. He thought about work. He thought about anything except those girls…

Those girls…

Madison and Sidney. He thought of them again and again. There were those images, the echoing sensations of their hands along his body, and the weight of the chastity belt.

The chastity belt.

Again and again, his thoughts turned back to those girls. Each time, he could feel that twitch of arousal. His shaft strained. He had never experienced anything like this before. Sure, he had endured a few embarrassing erections in middle school and high school, but this was completely different because he didn't have access to his body. At one point, he surrendered to the temptation, and he reached between his legs as though he would be able to stroke his cock.

He didn't. He couldn't! Denied, Nick still squirmed. At one point, he threw away his blankets, and he desperately tried to push the chastity belt down.

Again, that didn't work. Again, he felt the limits of his captivity. Eventually, after a few more hours maybe, he fell asleep. Even then, he dreamed about those girls as the memories taunted him. He could hear them laughing. He could see their smiles. He knew that they were in charge, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Are you ready to be a good boy?"

Nick jerked his head up away from his screen. Just like last night, he still had access to his computer. Even then, he had done his best to go online and to reassert control over his bank accounts. He had always been financially conservative; he saved quite a bit. But now, he didn't have access to any of it. All at once, he felt like some ridiculous teenager, some kid who would have to ask for an allowance.

Considering that he still had to address his team, answer complicated questions, and handle the responsibilities of his profession, Nick struggled to understand what had happened. The ideas were there, of course. They were easy and logical to explain. A pair of girls had tricked him. They had stolen so much from him. And yet, he kept squirming.

The arousal pounded through his skin, especially because he no longer had access to any kind of relief. If the belt had fallen away, then maybe he would have been able to find some real patience. Unfortunately for this man, he had no idea when or if the girls would release him.

Abby told him she was catching a ride with her friends. He nodded along without really hearing what she said. On his way to work, he had glanced through the windows, thinking those girls might leap out at him at any moment. Obviously, they didn't. When he parked, he got out, and he still searched for them. He didn't see them among the cars, nor did they appear back in the building's main lobby. Tentatively, he got onto an elevator, and he rode it up to his floor. He only started to let out a little sigh of relief when he sat down.

After that, he had to work.

For the first few hours, he had lost himself easily, surrendering to the workflow. He addressed different questions, came up with a couple of new solutions, and confronted one of the main design issues for the next model.

Only now, he heard the snickering. There was that giggling, tittering laughter. He turned his head, and part of him hoped that it had just been some kind of auditory delusion. Those girls weren't really standing right there. They weren't close by, and he didn't have to worry about what they might do or say.

Instead, he saw both of the assistants, one with black hair, the other a blonde. Sidney reached up, and she adjusted her glasses. Madison raised her hand and waved.

"What is this?" Nick demanded.

"Oh? Didn't you see? We added a meeting to your calendar. The three of us are going to go into the conference room and have a little chat," Madison told him.

"Come on," Sidney said, casually reaching out and grabbing him by his wrist. That was completely inappropriate. If anyone saw this, they might report it to HR. He tugged his hand away, only the girls were walking, and he knew he had no choice. He followed.

Just a few seconds later, he swallowed back his trepidation. More than that, Nick did his best to think of something he could say. If he could negotiate with these girls, maybe he could make all of this end.

Sidney stepped off to the side, Madison pushed herself up on the conference table, so now the tips of her feet dangled a few inches over the floor. "Remove my boots," she said.

"What?"

"How does your chastity cage feel?" Sidney asked him.

"What is this?"

"We were bored, so we decided to come play with our slave," Madison said.

"Remove my boots," Madison commanded again. "Oh, and Sidney did bring it. The paddle." Sure enough, he glanced over, and he saw that the blonde held onto her purse. It was a larger bag, and now she unzipped it slowly before sliding her fingertips in and pulling out the edge of the handle. He saw it. He knew he would remember that paddle for a very, very long time.

He started to bend over.

"No," Madison corrected him. "If you want to remove my boots, you have to get on your knees."

"You're joking," he growled back at her. This was his workplace, after all. Here, he distinctly outranked those girls. He was a lead engineer while they were just a pair of assistants. Those girls could be fired at any moment. They didn't even have a contract with the company! As hourly employees, they could be let go at any moment. If he went to HR or their supervisors, he could have them removed from the building!

Only then he remembered their control over his phone, his accounts, and even his cock and balls.

"Do I look like I'm joking?" Madison asked him, with just a gentle sneer. Her eyes narrowed, and he recognized how he had burned through most of her patience. If he didn't cooperate soon, there would be consequences. He remembered what it was like to get paddled. Not only that, he knew that both of these girls could break him. "Do it."

With those two words, she shattered his defiance.

He fell to the floor before her. While she sat there, she seemed almost childish and definitely juvenile. She leaned back, extended her right leg, and he reached up. He unzipped her right boot, then her left. He pulled them off, and then he saw her toes, her polished nails, the arch of her feet, and her slender ankles.

"We were talking about it, and I think I want a foot massage. After that, you're going to service Sidney."

He swallowed back his obvious questions, only now Madison lifted her foot and pressed her toes against the bridge of his nose, right between his eyes, then down along his cheek. She toyed with him. There was a hint of moisture right there.

He breathed in, he caught her aroma.

Then she pressed her big toe up against his mouth. "Do it. Give me a nice foot massage with your tongue."

Nick needed to answer her; he had to say something. He had to argue with her. He could give her a good reason why he wasn't going to do this, but maybe she would leave him alone. It was a nice spot, only it wasn't going to work.

"Do it, boy," she ordered.

He licked. He latched on. He started to suck on her big toe. At the same time, he shut his eyes until she commanded, "Look at me." Although his brows remained tense, with that mixture of frustration and embarrassment, he still gave her exactly what she wanted. Like a good slave, he opened his eyes, and he looked back up at her.

"That feels weird," she said. "Good, but weird." It was definitely a discovery for her. "Of course, I'm wondering how many boys could be broken, just like you, Nick. How many of your colleagues would get down on their knees once they spent a few days in a chastity belt?"

"It didn't even take him that long," Sidney said.

Both of the girls were laughing again, the soft and gentle and playful sounds rippling across the air as his cheeks burned with shame.

Even so, Nick didn't dare stop. He kept licking and sucking!

"Okay," she said. "That's enough for me. Get my boots." He obeyed. She slipped them on, zipped them into place, jumped down, and sauntered out of the room. "Have fun, you two."

Still on his knees, Nick glanced up as Sidney strolled over to the table. She was shorter than her friend. Her wavy hair framed her face and spilled down along her shoulders. With her glasses, she really did look like some naïve girl. She was supposed to be the teacher's pet, maybe someone shy who would do whatever the men around her told her.

This was his chance, Nick realized.

He had never been alone with this girl, but this was his chance. It was a real opportunity, and he could take advantage of it! Pulling in a slow breath, he looked back up at her. "Sidney, I don't know what she's told you, but you can't do this. Look, you won't get in any trouble. If you just help me get my accounts back. Okay? That’s all you have to do." Technically, he didn't even need all of the accounts. If he’d just get access to his phone number and email addresses again, then he would be able to change all of the other passwords, just as Madison had done while he drove back to his apartment.

"Quiet," she said. That's when she lifted her skirt. He saw her white panties, only now she tugged them down, letting them spill around her ankles. Then she slid up onto the edge of the table, just as Madison had done. Sidney spread her legs. "Get over here and lick me, boy."

"What?"

"Oh, are you confused?" Sidney asked, teasing him. "I know what you think. You don't think I'm as strong as Madison. Well, guess what? You might be right, but I'm still a girl, and you're a boy, and this is a matriarchy now. You know what that means?"

He did.

Still, she explained it, since he stayed silent. "That means women are in charge. In this room, right here and now, I'm a girl, and you’re a boy, and that means you do everything I say. So if I got bored and if I got just a little bit wet thinking about you on your knees, then I get the relief I want. Crawl over here, stick your head between my legs, and lick my pussy." With her high-pitched voice, those words should have sounded ridiculous. After all, Madison looked dangerous, like some modern day succubus. Sidney was supposed to be the good girl, the sweet one, the innocent one who would always do as she was told, the one who followed the rules.

Instead, he broke all over again.

He slid his head up, and he moved his face between her inner thighs. Then he started licking. His tongue darted along her pussy. He tasted her excitement, and she grabbed onto his hair. Her fingers pushed it down against his scalp, all while she used him. He licked, gliding his tongue up and down. He tasted her, just like before. Only this time, he wasn't going to get to enjoy anything powerful or incredible. Instead, he remained locked up and fully clothed while this girl enjoyed his services.

In that moment, he knew that those girls were right. He really was a slave. He had become their property as he gave this blonde girl precisely what she desired. She was at work, she got bored, and so she wandered over to this boy and demanded an orgasm.

He gave it to her!

Sidney squeezed her inner thighs tight against his cheeks. She threw her head back, and she was moaning. Maybe her glasses fogged up.

As she cried out, he had to wonder just how soundproofed this conference room really was. Then again, if anyone opened that door, he would be the one who lost a real career. Even if those girls got fired, they wouldn't care. They didn't make much. They didn't have any kind of real power or authority; their positions wouldn't lead to careers.

People found out that he had gone down on some cute girl, they would spread rumors almost instantly. Everyone would know that he had been bent or broken by this girl's will.

Only now she finished. She shoved him back. "Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. "Get back to work."

Get back to work. He hated those words, especially because Sidney had just dismissed him. Worse, he had stumbled back up onto his feet and lumbered out of the conference room. He made his way back to his desk, he sat down. At first, he tried to tell himself that nothing was different. That interlude hadn't changed anything. Only then he unconsciously licked his bottom lip and tasted the lingering flavor of her arousal.

That had really happened. No matter what he tried to think or believe, he couldn't escape the reality that those girls had taken advantage of him. They used him.

He locked his teeth together, grabbed onto his mouse, and he started typing again.

This time, he couldn't just lose himself to work, not with that lingering, nervous edge at the pit of his stomach. After all, the girls could come back whenever they wanted, make another set of demands, and he wouldn't be able to stop them…

Like a good and obedient boy, he followed their command. He got back to work, and he did his best not to think about them.

They didn't make it easy.

Later that day, Sidney approached him. He was in the break room, and she appeared right behind him. He sensed movement in his peripheral vision, so he turned around. At first, he assumed it would just be one of his colleagues. Instead, he saw the blonde.

"Madison and I would like some tea."

"You have everything you need right here," he said, motioning toward the rest of the break room.

Sidney smiled. "No," she replied. "There's a coffee shop down the street. Fetch it for us. I'll text you the order."

"You're joking," he said, only Sidney turned around and walked away.

Just like that, he found himself fetching.

Worse, he got into line in the coffee shop, and he noticed the interns, recent graduates, and new hires. Locking his teeth together, he went to the clerk, he placed his order, and he waited in line. He itched to play on his phone, except he discovered that he only had access to his email for work, and that was it. When he tried to use the web browser, he saw the message. It politely informed him that he didn't have access to this feature, and if he wanted it, he would need to speak with his administrator.

His administrator.

That meant Madison.

Reluctantly, he dropped his phone into his pocket.

Invariably, he thought of those girls.

When he remembered them, he wanted to touch them, to kiss them, to spank them, to take control, ram his cock between their legs.

With every second, the desires swirled faster and faster, deep at his core. Between his legs, that arousal pulsed. Obviously, he couldn't get off. Worse, he couldn't even enjoy an erection! Even so, he kept thinking about them until someone called his name.

Like a good boy, he fetched their drinks. He carried them back into the building, he found the girls at their workstation, and he gave them their order.

"Good boy," Madison called out to him, loud enough that anyone passing by would be able to overhear her.

He started to walk away.

"Where do you think you're going?" Madison taunted him.

"I need to get back to work," he replied, his voice low, tight, and cold.

"Then ask for permission."

"Yeah," Sidney agreed. "You need to be dismissed."

He had to be dismissed? Instantly, he flashed back to high school. First, he thought of his math teacher and how she lectured her class on the first day of school with that trite and cliché line, "The Bell doesn't dismiss you. I dismissed you."

Then there was his history teacher, an older gentleman who said, "If you need to leave the room for any reason, just ask for permission. I will dismiss you."

Except now, he faced those girls. They were younger. They were less experienced. They were shorter and smaller. Even so, they were the ones who could decide whether or not he would be allowed to return to his desk.

Nick did his best to summon some burst of defiance, some flash of anger or rage. He needed something to give him the confidence to resist. As hard as he tried to, he failed. Instead, he lowered his head, and he asked in a sullen voice, "May I have permission to go back to work?"

Neither Madison nor Sidney answered right away. Instead, they seemed to consider this for several long seconds. Finally, one of the girls told him, "Yes. You do." Those weren't the only humiliations he had to contend with over the next couple of days.

At home and when those girls weren’t around at work, Nick did his best to pretend nothing had changed. And yet, he could still feel that fuzzy heat along most of his body. There would be those moments when he might embrace his work. He could concentrate entirely on equations, analyses, and solving one problem or another.

Only then, he would come back out of his work, and there would be that need.

Before this, Nick never viewed himself as some hyper-sexual being. Yes, he pleasured himself from time to time, and he certainly took notice of beautiful women around him, but it never seemed to drive his decisions or push him in any particular direction outside of checking out a girl on the street or in the elevator. Maybe his eyes would glide along the curves of her chest or her bottom, but that would be it.

Except now, everything changed.

He'd go to sleep, close his eyes, and deal with those images of Madison and Sidney. From time to time, he took control, and he concentrated on the very best fantasies. In those, he would be able to get out of his chastity belt, take control, and force those girls to do whatever he wanted. He loved thinking about them on their knees, their lips parted as they panted and begged for the chance to suck his cock. Or maybe they would plead for the opportunity to get down on their hands and knees, their legs spread, their asses poised in the air.

But more and more, he thought of something else. It didn't help that these girls loved teasing him. Maybe he would be at his desk, and Sidney or Madison would stroll up, step between those walls, crouch down, and say something like, "Don't move. Keep working. You're very busy. You're an important man, so don't let me distract you." Her voice would be soft, her breath warm against the curves of his ear. "Just think about how good it would feel to be tied down, naked all over again. You'd love for me to rub my breasts on your chest, wouldn't you? Or maybe I could sit on your face and you could lick my pussy? Is that what you would like?" With every taunting syllable, she would make him squirm in his seat.

If he argued with her or said that he wanted her to get out of there, she would just stand, snap her fingers, and order him into the conference room. Once there, she could spank him or paddle him until he was close to crying.

Pretty soon, Nick learned not to argue with those girls.

They were in charge.

More and more, he could feel their authority.

Then he broke.

At one point, he looked back at both of them.

He saw them out in the atrium one morning, and they followed him into the elevator. Luckily, no one else got on, so he looked back at those girls. "Please. Please, can I get out of the chastity belt? Just for a little while? Please?"

"Maybe," Madison said. "But you will have to earn it. You remember your promise from before? You remember your promise to be a good boy?"

"Yes…"

Sidney said, "You have a little sister, don't you?"

Nick didn't remember mentioning Abby, but they had access to every file on his phone. They probably saw those pictures or the text messages. He grimaced, but he nodded. That's when Madison said, "Tonight, you're going to offer your little sister whatever she wants. She wants pizza for dinner? You go out and fetch it. She wants to watch her favorite movie? You're going to watch it with her. No matter what it is, you're going to be a good and eager boy. You're going to do your very best to please her."

That night, he complied. Worse, these girls ordered him to take his phone and to slide it into his pocket over his chest. This way, he could leave the microphone and camera on.

They would be watching him.

Just as he had been commanded, he asked Abby what she would like for dinner. At first, she demurred, probably assuming he would offer her two or three choices at most. Instead, he said, "Tonight, you're in charge. We can do whatever you want."

"Wait? Really?" That was when he saw the eager excitement play across her face. "Because you know, there's that Princess Charlotte movie I’ve been really wanting to watch. Oh, and yeah, a pizza sounds really good. You're cool with pineapple and bacon, right?"

He hated her Princess franchise; he despised bacon and pineapple just as much. Normally, he could get along with his little sister, yet they were different people with very different tastes.

Despite all of this, Nick swallowed back his trepidation. "Yes," he said. "Tonight, you're in charge."

"Okay then!"

She didn't do anything wilder; she didn't demand anything crazy. Instead, she simply enjoyed the attention of her brother, although she seemed to realize something by the end of the night. After they had eaten, she glanced over at her empty cup. "Can you go get me something to drink?" She lifted her glass and shook it, clinking the chunks of ice against the sides of her cup.

"Sure thing," he said.

"Thank you," she said, only there was something else in her voice, or maybe it was the way the corners of her eyes crinkled with barely disguised amusement. Clearly, she enjoyed bossing her brother around.

Then he came back, and she tilted her head to the side. She seemed nervous for just a moment, only then she said, "Nick?"

"Yes?"

"You remember how I asked you for a new phone?"

His shoulders stiffened. "Yes…"

"Well, since I'm in charge tonight, I was thinking you should promise to buy it for me."

"I'll do whatever you want," he said, fully aware that there was a very good chance that either Sidney, Madison, or both of those girls, were listening.

"Thank you," she said with a satisfied grin.

Finally, they could go back to her inane show.

The next day, Madison and Sidney found him in his cubicle. "You made the right decision last night," Madison said. "That was very nice of you to agree to buy your sister whichever phone she wants."

"That's not what I said," he replied. "She wanted a new model, but it's not like she can have whichever phone she wants."

"Oh?" Sidney asked. "That wasn't how it sounded to us."

"That wasn't how it sounded to us at all," Madison agreed.

Right away, he saw the mistake he had made.

"So tonight, you're going to go back to your sister, you're going to apologize, and you're going to tell her that you changed your mind. You're going to buy her whichever phone she wants. It doesn't matter how expensive it is. It doesn't matter whether or not you think she needs it. You're going to buy it for her."

"But I don't have any money," he said.

"You can use this," she said, holding out her hand along with a credit card. He took it. "You get to make exactly one purchase, and it had better be her phone. If you buy anything else, we will strip you naked, spank you in the middle of the office, and tell everyone that you're nothing but a silly slave." Sidney made her promise without pausing or hesitating. He jerked his head up and looked back at the blonde. In that instant, he searched for some sign that she was joking. Despite the smile on her face, Nick realized something. She was serious. She meant it!

That evening, his little sister came home, and he made the announcement. She threw her arms around him, gave him a great big hug, and gushed about how she couldn't wait to figure out what she wanted to buy. Then he had to take her to the store.

He stood back, and he watched as she considered all of the different possibilities. Finally, she decided to get one of the flagship devices. It was expensive and way more than she could have possibly needed. Still, it would look good in front of her friends. Normally, he would never have made that kind of purchase, not for himself, and definitely not for a high school girl.

Part of him wanted to lecture her, to remind her that she was an adult and that she had to be responsible for her new phone. Only then, he thought back to Sidney and Madison. Instantly, he dropped it.

Then, from day to day, those girls still stopped by his desk.

He learned that they would often want orgasms throughout the day. At first, he genuinely hoped that it would only be once or maybe twice at the absolute most. Then, little by little, he realized something.

They were competing.

It sounded ridiculous inside of his head, and he initially dismissed the idea, but it became obvious. Madison or Sidney would come by on her own, and she would beckon him to follow with just a wave of one finger. Each time, he dropped whatever he was doing. Even if he was on a business call, he would have to excuse himself, telling his other team members, suppliers, or even his superiors that an emergency had to come up. Then he would go off with those girls, and he would service them. Sometimes, they would want a back massage. More often, he would drop between their legs, slide forward, and lick their pussies.

Worse, he got good at it.

On one particular day, he tried to resist. He was going to be sloppy and lazy. He wouldn't give that girl the pleasure and satisfaction she truly craved.

That was a mistake.

Madison instantly sensed what he was doing, so she grabbed him by his neck and ordered him to strip. Soon enough, he was naked except for his chastity belt.

She bent over the conference table, and she smacked his ass. It was a bare bottom spanking. Her arm flew down again and again, striking hard and fast.

He had to apologize. He had to beg for the chance to try again. "Please. Please, I won't mess up like that again! Please, just give me another chance! I can serve you!"

Inevitably, he worshiped her body, gently nuzzling her knees, kissing her inner thighs, and finally licking her slit. Just as she expected. He made her come. Then after that, Sidney decided she wanted her own orgasm.

This was his new existence.

A few days after that, Sidney and Madison ordered him to his knees, back in the conference room again. Right away, his shoulders slumped, and he pressed his chin to his chest. With every second, he expected the same command. He would lick. He would suck. He would offer massages and do anything else they wanted as well.

Instead, Madison strolled over to him, grabbed him by his hair, and forced him to lift his head, as well as his gaze. He stared up along the length of her body. By now, many days have gone by since his last orgasm. Those desires simmered deep within his chest, down between his legs, and along every inch of his skin. He wanted relief so badly! He craved it like nothing else! Whenever he woke up, he instantly thought about his belt, and he reached down, double checking. Every morning, he hoped that it had all just been some kind of bizarre nightmare. There was no way he could have been dumb enough to let a pair of girls trick him into a chastity belt. They couldn't own his cock, his balls, or his orgasms.

But they did.

"Right now, I want to hear your thoughts about enslavement. Tell us all about how it's good for you. Tell us how boys need this. Tell us how we should target other young men and teach other girls to pick out their own boy targets."

"And you better sound sincere," Sidney said with the singsong tone of the girl talking down to a well-trained pet.

A pet. A slave. A plaything, and a toy. He had become all of these things and more to those girls. Even if part of him still yearned to fight back, they knew how to discipline him. As such, he swallowed, he broke down his defenses, and he looked at both of them. "Enslavement is good for me," he said without believing it, yet he still injected that fake sincerity in his voice. Then again, if he sounded honest, and if these girls could compel him to repeat those words over and over again, they could become the truth. Still, he continued, "Enslavement is good for me because I'm a boy, not as smart as you. That, that's why you were able to trick me. That's why you own my credit cards, my bank accounts, my paycheck, everything…"

"Very good," Madison said. "Keep going."

"Every boy needs this. Every man should be enslaved. We, we are not as smart as you. We aren't as strong as you. A woman can manipulate any man to turn him into her plaything." He didn't know if that was actually true, yet the words still tumbled out of his mouth. More importantly, he sounded like he believed it.

"Very good," Madison said. "And every girl should be able to target a boy, don't you think?"

"Yes," he said. "Every woman deserves to have a slave. Every man should be property. We, we should be treated like cattle. We shouldn't be allowed to own property or vote!" He was panting now.

The girls let him fall forward. He dropped to his elbows and knees. He was breathing hard.

"Would you like to do the honors or should I?" Madison asked her friend.

"I will!" He didn't know what that meant. Maybe he messed up. Perhaps he made a mistake. Maybe these girls were going to punish him again. He braced himself, thinking they would spank him or paddle him. Maybe they would just tease him, forcing him to crawl out among his colleagues. There were so many different possibilities, only Sidney crouched down right in front of him. She touched her fingers to the underside of his chin, and she forced him to sit up. Then she tucked some of her hair behind her ear, leaned forward, and she kissed him. With her hand braced against the back of his head, she pressed her lips to his. Her tongue slid along his mouth. Fresh excitement pulsed behind his eyes, between his ears, down the contours of his back, and straight into the center of his being. His cock strained all over again, pushing and struggling to achieve an erection.

He couldn't. He didn't. He failed.

She was kissing him, making out with him right there. They were both on their knees, and he didn't understand this. It felt so good.

Then she broke off that kiss, and the two women got up and left the conference room.

His fingers tightened into fists, and he understood how that was a punishment—all because he needed an orgasm so badly!

Too bad.

Nick wasn't going to get it. The girls could turn him on, teasing him even as he complied. And yet, he wouldn't be allowed the release he craved.

This boy didn't know it, but those two girls had something worse planned for him.

"What do you think?" Madison asked back at their own apartment. They were in her room, and she was seated in front of her mirror. She ran her hairbrush along the top of her head. Her smooth, glossy black hair shined as it always did. Still, there was something rewarding and relaxing about brushing like this. It was part of her mourning and nightly routines. "Has he been thoroughly enslaved?"

"Considering that he's willing to go down on us whenever we demand it, I think he is a good slave boy," Sidney said. Then she paused and giggled. She couldn't help it, not when there was something so intoxicating about actually owning a man. Granted, she shared him with Madison, but that seemed okay with her. They were best friends, after all. If they could share makeup, an apartment, and a car, they could definitely share a slave.

"It's not enough," Madison said.

"Oh?" Sidney asked. "What do you mean?"

"So we picked out our boy targets, and he understands what a matriarchy is now, but that's not good enough." She stared back at her reflection. Then her eyes darted over to her friend. "What's missing?"

"We have a slave. You keep him locked up. At this point, I’m pretty sure he would do anything for the chance to get out of his belt."

"I know," Madison said with a quick roll of her eyes. "But I think we can do better than that."

"Really?"

"This is a matriarchy," Madison said. "Is it not?"

"It's just the two of us."

"Right," Sidney said. "But you honestly think you could convince other women to join in?"

"Yes," Madison said. Without any doubt or hesitation in her voice. "And I want to prove it." As she smiled, she considered the different possibilities, and then she made her decision.

The girls came up to his cubicle right as he was logging off. He glanced up. "What can I do for you?" Normally, that question was nondescript. It was something generic and easy, a phrase that people used at work every day. Colleagues and coworkers would come up to one another and just ask, "What can I do for you?" But when Nick said those words to these girls, he already knew they could make any command or request, and he would obey.

"You're giving us a ride home," Madison said.

"Understood," he replied.

When they made it back down to his car, he opened the backseat door for them, and the two girls scooted in. That’s when he noticed the big bag Sidney carried. For a second, he thought about asking what it was for, but then Nick decided he didn’t want to know.

He got into the driver’s seat, and he asked, "Where are we going?"

"Your place," Madison told him.

"What?"

"Your place," Sidney repeated for her friend. "Get moving, or you are going to be driving naked."

His eyes widened, his fingers tightened around the steering wheel, and he obeyed. He drove them through traffic, down between the different blocks, and along the mostly empty streets of his neighborhood. Then he parked, and he glanced up at the mirror. "What are we doing here?" Really, he needed to know what they were doing there. What did they want? What did they have planned for him?

"Don't worry about it," Madison said. "But you should get the door for us."

Once he had parked outside of his place, he scrambled to obey. He rushed over to the door, opened it, and the girls slid out.

When they took him by his wrists, he instantly flashed back to his time at their apartment. What was this? What do they have in mind?

They brought him right up to his front door. Then they let go, and he unlocked it.

"Is anyone home?" Sidney asked.

"Abby? Are you home, Abby?" He called out. Instantly, he was hoping that she was off with her friends. It was a Friday night, and she could have gone out. They could have gone to see a movie, or maybe they would hang out downtown. There were lots of things they could do in the city. But instead, his little sister perked up from the couch. "Oh, hey!" Then she saw he had guests.

"Aren't you going to introduce us?" Madison asked. She grabbed onto his right wrist. Sidney took his left. They walked toward Abby as she watched. She raised one eyebrow. Obviously, she didn't know what her brother was doing with those girls. At the same time, she had to be wondering why they dragged him into his own living room.

Sidney sat down, and then so did Madison. They left him standing there. Immediately, he wondered what he was supposed to do. Neither of those girls had given him a command, so he shifted his weight nervously from one leg to the other as he tried to figure it out.

Although he tried hard, he couldn't come up with anything good. Rather, he found himself glancing at the blonde and her dark-haired companion. He kept thinking of those girls, his owners, and what he might be able to convey to them. More than anything else, he wanted to get them to change their minds about their plans, whatever they would happen to be.

"You know, maybe it's time for you to go?" Nick asked.

"Introduce us," Sidney commanded.

"That's really not necessary," he said. He glanced over at his little sister and chuckled nervously. "They were just leaving."

Abby tilted her head to the side, her eyes narrowed slightly as she tried to figure out what was going on. Clearly, this wasn't a random Friday night.

"Introduce us," Sidney commanded. "You're already in trouble. You want to make it worse?"

"Next, who are they?" Abby asked.

"This is Madison," he said, extending one arm and motioning toward the black-haired girl. "And that's Sidney."

"We own your brother," Madison said.

Abby looked right back at the other girl. She watched. She stared. Then she burst into a quick round of laughter. "What? You own my brother?" Only then, she glanced over at Nick, and his expression hadn't shifted. There was that nervous energy playing across his face. His lips remained pursed, and he stared off into the distance. Clearly, he couldn't meet her inquisitive stare.

"It's true," Sidney said. "Basically, we decided to enslave your brother. Now he does whatever we want."

"No way," Abby said. "They're joking. Right? This is a prank?" Abby actually glanced to her left and right as though she expected someone to pop out with a camera pointed in her direction.

"Nick, get down on your knees, look right at your sister, and tell her that she is your superior."

He didn't move right away, so Sidney slid forward and told him, "Do you remember the bag I left in the back seat of your car? You don't want me to order you to fetch it."

Understanding the threat for what it was, he nodded quickly.

After that, something inside of him broke just like it always did whenever he attempted to resist those girls. He stepped forward, he got down on his knees in front of his little sister, and then he looked right back up at her. He tried to convey something important, like he wanted her to understand that this was just a game. Only it wasn't. "Abby, you are my superior."

"Abby, would you like to know why he said that?"

"Yes," she replied, her voice low and steady.

"Ask him," Madison suggested. "Go on. He's going to tell you the truth. Because if he doesn't, there are going to be consequences."

In that moment, he tried to plead with her silently. He stared up at his little sister, and he tried to convince her without a word to end all of this. Maybe that was within her power. Perhaps if she jumped to her feet and started shouting at the girls to get out, they would actually listen. He had to hope!

When she spoke, Abby didn't look at either of the young women with him. Instead, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Then she glanced over at Madison.

For her part, Madison recognized that questioning expression. There were lots of girls who saw Madison with her shiny black hair, her short skirts, and her tight tops. Immediately, those girls always got nervous around a woman like Madison. After all, she was smart, articulate, and dangerously beautiful. Those girls intuitively recognized what someone like Madison could accomplish, especially when it came to the men of the world. Sometimes, that meant other girls disliked her. More often, they secretly yearned for her approval. Abby was no exception.

Despite Madison's encouragement, Abby shifted. For his part, Nick did his best to read his little sister's body language. She was shifting, wiggling there in her seat as she tried to figure out what to do. At the same time, he searched for some sign that she was about to leap up onto her feet, raise one arm, point her finger at his guests, and say something like, "You know what? This is garbage! You can't treat my brother this way!" He wasn't strong enough to fight those girls on his own, but maybe with Abby's help, they could push Madison and Sidney back.

That didn't happen.

"Why did you say that?" Abby asked in a small voice.

He gulped. He looked up at her. And then he saw something. This was his little sister; he had watched her grow up. He was only a few years older, but that was enough for him to remember seeing her go through her different phases. Even now, he consciously tried to remind himself that she was an adult. All too often, he knew that parents and siblings in any given family would look down at younger members and assume that they wouldn't change. Nick had tried so hard not to make that mistake. As she went from elementary school to middle school and then high school, Nick wanted to be someone who could respect this girl for who she was at that moment, not who she had been a few months or years before.

"Tell me," she said.

Sidney and Madison heard that shift in her voice. Nick didn't want to believe it, but he picked up on that subtle shift as well.

A command. Abby had just given her big brother a command. Worse, it cut through his defenses, leaving them vulnerable even as his mouth started to move again. After so much training by Sidney and Madison, he couldn't help it. "I belong to them. They—they’ve enslaved me. I am inferior, and I do as they tell me."

Once the words were out of his mouth, he instantly regretted telling the truth.

"What does that mean?"

He tried to stay silent. After just two or three seconds, Madison ordered, "Tell her." The order was so casual, like it required no effort on her part. She could just issue that command, and she knew he would obey. Even if he summoned up the best of his defiance, he would still obey.

Madison was right because Nick stared down toward his sisters feet, "It means they have locked me in chastity. They control me. They own me. They tricked me, and now I am their property. I, I have to do whatever they say. I do whatever they say."

"Not just us," Sidney said.

Right away, Nick straightened his back, and he turned to look at the blonde. But she wasn't the one who spoke next. Rather, it was Madison who let her shining eyes focus on this boy. Her eyes drilled into him. She could feel it; she had him trapped right there. He was her prey, and he knew that he wouldn’t be able to escape this huntress. Frozen in place by that mixture of fear and his own sense of inferiority, he couldn't argue, resist, or fight back.

They were taming him.

She loved it.

Madison already understood how boys worked. They could backslide at any moment. Keeping him permanently enslaved would require training, discipline, and consistency. She would need to punish him and remind him. Along the way, she could enjoy every minute of it! "Abby, as his little sister, you outrank him."

"I outrank him?"

"No," Nick yearned to say. "You don't 'outrank' me! I'm your older brother, this is my apartment, and you are going to do what I say! I'm older, more experienced. You’re nothing but a high school girl! You don't know how the world works!" Then again, Nick didn't actually call out a single one of those words. Even if the desire hovered right there at the back of his throat, he couldn't force himself to challenge any of them. Instead, he remained on his knees, right there in front of that girl.

"You do," Madison said.

Abby brought her hands up to her mouth, she started giggling, and she gave a quick shake of her head. Her dark brown hair played along the curves of her shoulders. In that moment, she really did look young, naïve, and wildly inexperienced.

Neither Madison nor Sidney seemed to mind. "The other night, your brother was very docile, wasn't he? He did everything you wanted?"

"He did…" Abby said. "I was wondering why."

"We told him to do whatever you wanted," Sidney pointed out. "And you can have that now."

"I can?"

"No!" Nick needed to roar. He itched to jump up onto his feet, only he couldn't. He still wore the chastity belt, and there was still the app on his phone. Those girls controlled him. And now, there was nothing he could do as he watched them influence his little sister.

Focusing now, Nick did his best to come up with something logical, coherent, and concrete. Just snarling or shouting wouldn't change anything. He had to approach this as an engineer. He needed to think through the different variables, analyze the various facets, and figure out how they fit together. Then he could adopt the right tactic or strategy. He couldn't threaten to have these girls thrown into jail. He already knew the police would laugh at him. He couldn't threaten them with their careers either. Instead, that would only wreck his own reputation. At the same time, he couldn't even engage in a lawsuit, not when he didn't have any money. Besides, those girls controlled the flows of information around him. Technically, he could use his work account, but that would be risky, especially because those girls could continue training him in the meantime.

Most of all, he could feel something else.

It had been growing. It was the ease with which he surrendered to these women. Ever since that first moment when they approached him, he had sensed that nervous energy at the base of his psyche. Since then, it had only grown stronger. Each time Sidney or Madison gave him a command, he obeyed. Worse, it got easier. He could almost embrace that sense of subservience, as though he knew they were right.

Every time he told them that he was inferior, that he was a slave, another small sliver of his psyche started to accept it, as though they were right.

Maybe they were.

They owned him. They owned his cock and his balls, his bank accounts, everything he had worked so hard to build now belonged to them…

"Absolutely," Madison said. "Nick, tell your sister that she can command you, because she is superior to you."

"Abby…" Nick began. In that instant, he fought so hard to defy the black-haired girl seated off to the side. With her legs crossed and her hands on her lap, she looked demure. At the same time, her dark eyes shined with confidence and that undeniable charisma. He couldn't even glance back at her, but thinking of her sharp features and piercing focus was enough to break his will, "Abby, you can command me because you are my superior. You are superior to me. As a woman, you can tell me what to do." He didn't need to say so much, yet the words rolled out into the air, dropping from his tongue, one after another, just as Sidney and Madison had trained him to do.

He gulped again before he glanced up at that girl, and then she looked right down into his eyes. "I like this," she said. "I can really make you do whatever I want? Does that mean you're like my slave now too?"

He glanced back over at Madison and Sidney. For an instant, he wanted to believe that those girls would be unwilling to share. After all, they had caught him. They had trained him. They have tamed him.

"Basically, yes," Madison said. "He'll do whatever you want."

He would? He would. Nick could feel those different realities slide into place.

"I don't believe it," Abby said.

"Give him in order," Sidney suggested.

Abby nibbled on the inside of her mouth, but then she looked down toward her feet. "You know, I had to run a mile in PE today. That wasn't fun, especially because my shoes aren’t great. So you know, I think a foot massage might be nice."

His eyes widened. He had done that for Madison and Sidney. He never imagined he would be doing it for this girl! There was that mixture of revulsion and frustration, but Abby lifted up her right foot. She didn't even bother kicking off her sneakers.

He started to pull her shoe off. Only then, she casually commands, "No. Untie the laces first. I want you to do this right."

Do it right? How dare she?

Nick's back stiffened, only then his anger broke apart because he could hear both Sidney and Madison laughing from behind him. With his back to him, he couldn't see their features, but he understood that they would be enjoying this. As far as they were concerned, that was all that mattered.

Perhaps that wasn't completely true. After all, they really did believe in the matriarchy. They expected this girl to adopt their beliefs.

Nick struggled to think of some way to make all of this stop. At work, he could be creative. He could try to approach different problems from different perspectives, and that was sometimes good enough. Only now, he looked back up at that girl, and she easily chastised him.

Only then, she turned back to her new friends. "What happens if he doesn't do it?" She still had her foot extended, and his hand slowly rose toward her shoe. Within moments, he was working on her laces. Immediately, he flashed back to when she had been little, and he had offered to help. Back then, she had seemed so small and helpless. Only now, she looked right at him, and that new sense of power and authority washed over her as she understood the truth.

She could do whatever she wanted. She could do whatever she liked. She could give him commands, and he would obey because he was her inferior.

Nick didn't want to believe it, but this moment together with Madison and Sidney didn't inject something new into this girl. Rather, they seemed to unlock something, maybe it was an idea or a suspicion, something she had picked up on at school or her part-time job. Maybe she had just looked out at the world and secretly wondered whether or not men could be trained to obey.

If so, she now had her answer.

"If he doesn't do it, we punish him," Sidney said.

"Sometimes we punish him just because we feel like it," Madison said. She addressed the boy, "Hear that? If your sister needs a demonstration, then we will punish you."

"That won't be necessary," he quickly stuttered as he worked the laces, slipped her shoe off, and then he looked back up at his little sister. She nodded, granting him permission to peel away her sock. He slid it off, and then he saw her bare toes, the arch of her foot, and her ankle. He remained there on his knees in front of her. In that instant, she looked like a princess with the regal bearing of a girl who knew she could get whatever she liked. He really had become just a servant.

No, he corrected himself. Nick had become less than a servant.

He was a slave.

Each of those girls outranked him. Each of those girls could issue a command. Again and again, those realities hit.

Tentatively, he reached up, and he started to massage his little sister's foot just as she commanded. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and purred, "Oh, that feels good. It feels really good."

"Thank your sister for the privilege of serving her."

He opened his eyes. He wanted to turn back to Sidney and glare at her. He didn't dare. "Thank you. Thank you, Abby. Thank you for the privilege of serving you."

"Tell her you love serving her," Madison instructed.

"I love serving you," he said to that girl.

"Tell her you hope she will take advantage of you as her slave."

He grimaced. Even so, he still forced the words out onto the air, "Abby, I, I hope you will take advantage of me as your slave."

"And why is that again?"

"Because I'm a man, and men are inferior. Boys need to be trained and controlled," he said, hoping this would be the right answer. After all, these girls had talked about punishing him. He couldn't let that happen, not in front of Abby!

"Other foot," said his sister. She raised her leg, and he bit down. Locking his teeth, he hated that he had to do this, but he untied the laces, pulled off the shoe, and peeled away her sock. He moved quickly and efficiently. Then he started to massage her foot again, his fingertips pressing down against her toes, her heel, the arch of her foot, and then her ankle. At the same time, she let out a satisfied little moan, she enjoyed this.

He glanced up at her, and he saw that precocious grin on her face. She loved this! She loved knowing that this once-powerful man in her life had been subjugated. He wished he could have argued with her. He wanted to correct her, to tell her that this was wrong. Only right then and there, he didn't have the authority to do so. He was a boy, and she was a girl, and that meant she really did outrank him.

"You want to see how we did it?"

Right away, Abby pulled her foot away from his grip. "Yes, please," she said.

"Nick, stand up and strip."

"What? Here?"

No! Nick couldn't do that, not in front of his little sister, not in his own home! This was supposed to be his domain!

"Yes," Madison said. "Right here. Right now." Her tone wouldn't allow for any argument or disagreement. She had issued a command to this boy. He needed to obey.

Tentatively, he rose to his feet. None of these girls objected. He was standing up straight while they sat. In that moment, he could almost feel the willpower return, as though he would be able to argue with them. He wished he could fight back. And yet, his hands went to the buttons on his shirt. He pulled one free, then another. After that, his fingertips started trembling. He glanced over at Abby again. "No," he whispered. Then he said louder, "No. No. I can’t do this. I won't!"

"You have a choice, right now," Madison said. "Obviously, you're going to have to be punished for your reluctance." When she spoke, she sounded a little bit like a politician or maybe even a teacher. She was lecturing him, telling him exactly how this was going to work. He wished he could interrupt, but there was something about the sound of her voice. When this charismatic girl spoke, he had to listen. He looked back into her eyes, and she stared him down. With every second, she would reassert her control. "If you don't cooperate, all three of us are going to grab you, pin you down, strip you naked, and spank you nice and hard. Is that what you need?"

"You wouldn't," he said.

"Do it!" Madison jumped up, and she lunged forward. Sidney followed just a second later. Suddenly, those girls were right on him. He stumbled back. They grabbed him, knocking him down onto his butt. Then they pinned him. Madison was right on top of him, straddling him. Sidney grabbed at his pants, and she loosened his belt before sliding it free.

"Oh, I think we can use this!" Sidney called out with a laugh.

He lifted his head and turned back. At the edge of his vision, he saw Abby.

Madison forced him to sit up as she pulled his shirt off of him. Next, Abby came up, and she grabbed his undershirt, peeling it off of him. Suddenly, he was naked from the waist up. His little sister held onto his shirt triumphantly. She had helped. More importantly, she picked a side. If it hadn’t been clear before, it was now. This girl liked what she had heard, and now she was ready to work with Nick's tormentors.

After all, he was just a boy, so he needed to be trained. She could do it; she could be part of this mini matriarchy.

They went for his shoes, his socks, and his pants. Last, Sidney yanked down his underwear, and then they all kneeled around him. On his back and panting, he looked up at them.

"What is that? What's he wearing?"

"Tell her."

"It's a chastity belt," he told her. "It means that these girls can decide when or if I'm released."

"That means he can't get off unless you say so?" Abby asked. Her brother flinched; he couldn't help it.

"That's right," Madison said. "But you know, we really need to work on his behavior. Abby, would you like to see me spank your brother?"

"Yes, please," she said.

If he had hoped that maybe this would cross some invisible line for her, he was disappointed.

"Nick, get up on your hands and knees."

Tentatively, he obeyed. When he didn't move fast enough, the girls positioned him, shoving his face down against the carpet, spreading his legs, and lifting his butt up into the air.

Madison crouched right next to him. She grabbed his ass. "In terms of long-term discipline, the chastity belt is very effective. You might not know this, Abby, but if you control a boy's erections and orgasms, you control him. You can own him. Isn't that right, Nick?"

"Yes, that's right," he agreed, his eyes wet. They hadn't even started punishing him, yet the anticipation and fear burned through his body.

"Good boy," Madison said. She smacked his ass. Her hand flew down, snapping across the air and striking hard. When her open hand crashed against the curves of his buttocks, he was jolted forward. His elbows pushed down into the carpet, and the pain flew along his nerves. He hissed through his teeth.

"That wasn't very good," Madison said. "Shall I try that again?"

"Yes!" Abby chirped, her eyes bright with excitement. She had never witnessed anything like this before.

"How does it make you feel when you see your brother like this?" Sidney asked. She sounded genuinely curious, as though she couldn't envision what it would be like to see a formerly respectable man, and once family, degraded and turned into an obedient slave, naked and bound in a chastity belt.

Abby didn't answer right away. Instead, she watched as Madison struck three more times. The dark-haired girl's hand flew down hard and fast. With every blow, he hissed through his teeth. He couldn't help it. His desperate, pathetic little whimpers vibrated at the back of his throat while she disciplined him.

Only after Madison paused, Abby said, "This feels right. Am I crazy? Is it weird that this feels right?"

"Not at all," Madison reassured her. At the same time, she inspected his reddened buttocks. "Personally, I think this is exactly what men need. Deep down, so many of them need to be trained. They need to be turned into slaves. They’re going to be so much happier this way. I mean, if you just look around, the world has so many different problems. Technology is getting better, but the social problems are getting worse? That doesn't make any sense, so maybe the people in charge need to be replaced. Isn't that right, Nick?"

"Yes," he said automatically. "That's right." He would agree with anything and everything she said. That was a part of his enslavement…

"And who should replace those boys?"

"Women," he said right away.

"Good," Madison replied. And she held out her hand. "Give me the paddle."

Again, he dared to peek out at Abby; he kept hoping that she would change her mind, but this would be going too far, and she would insist that they stop. Instead, Abby watched. She stared intently as something inside of her must've been changing. Madison and Sidney noticed that as well. Even if Madison didn't make a comment, she could see his sister evolve right in front of her eyes. She had been right. There were plenty of women out there who had secretly yearned for this kind of power and control. Maybe they had never been brave enough, but things were changing.

And Madison could lead the way.

She took the paddle, and she touched it to the other side of his butt. She pressed it down, gently rubbing it in tight little circles. Then, right as he started to relax, she jerked the paddle into the air, brought it down hard, and slapped it against his vulnerable skin. A lance of agony stabbed through his body. That was just the first blow, however. She pulled back, struck hard, the heat coursing along his nerves, and listened as he cried out. She wasn't done. She kept going! Again and again, she struck.

"Are you going to defy us? Are you going to insist that you know what's best?"

"Never! Never again! I, I will be a good slave for each and every one of you!" Nick hollered out. Remarkably, this boy could still articulate himself quite well despite the tension in his chest and pulsing up along his throat.

"Abby, would you like to try?"

He looked up at her. On some level, he desperately wished he could be bolder, brave enough to tell her not to do it. And yet, his mouth wouldn't work.

"Yes, please," she said, before turning her attention back to the boy on all fours. "Don't worry. I won't make it too harsh on you."

"Remember, you don't have to go easy on him. He is a slave. This is good for him," Sidney told Abby.

Abby nodded, took the paddle, positioned herself, and hesitated. Clearly, she had never envisioned herself doing anything like this. After all, up until a little while ago, she had thought of men as her equals, or as persons. Only now, she saw what a male could become. She witnessed just how easily these girls had transformed her brother. He was an engineer, successful, with money and influence. He worked with people, and they respected him. In spite of all of this and so much more, he was now on his knees, his eyes wet as he promised his obedience.

Tightening her grip, Abby got ready.

The other girls didn't rush her. If anything, they watched and waited, fascinated by how she hardened her resolve and got ready. Once she did this, she would never be able to go back to her old existence. She couldn't stay quiet when boys said dumb things. She wouldn't be able to let them play pretend. Instead, she would crave this kind of control once again. A single taste would never, ever be enough for Abby, or the many girls like her.

Madison's suspicions had been proven correct, and Abby gave her even more evidence when she swung down.

The paddle swept through the air, smacked hard against his backside, and then Abby laughed, "Say thank you. After each one."

"Thank you!" His voice was tight with barely controlled frustration and humiliation. Even so, he obeyed her.

Abby loved it!

She was almost giggling. She looked like she wanted to hop up from one foot to the other. Instead, she behaved like a professional. After all, this boy needed this discipline. He had to be trained.

"We are making the world a better place," Madison told the others.

Abby struck again. One blow after another landed. But then, she turned back to Madison. "Can I use his belt?"

Nick's eyes widened. He glanced back at her. He opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something, only Sidney touched a finger to her lips. Suddenly, this boy was smart enough to realize that arguing with his little sister would be a mistake. Instead, he had to be silent. He had to endure whatever punishments they picked out for him.

"Absolutely," Madison said.

At first, he thought Abby was talking about his chastity belt. Instead, it was the leather one he had picked out that morning for work. His little sister took the belt, tested the weight in her hand, and then she snapped it down like a whip. He heard the crack of sound as it cut across the air. A second later, it slapped down against his right butt cheek. She moved relentlessly, leaving those broad red strokes along his skin as he whimpered and moaned from one breath to the next. His heart kicked and his nerves screamed, yet he couldn't stop this. He couldn't stop that girl!

"Say it again," Abby ordered.

He didn't understand.

She continued to punish him.

"I'm sorry! Sorry I wasn't obedient! I will do better! I swear! I'll do so much better!"

"You'll be respectful of every woman you meet?" Abby asked.

"Yes!"

"And you will acknowledge every woman as your superior?" Sidney asked him.

"Yes! Every woman is superior to me!"

"And you think every boy should be targeted?"

Every boy…

Working together, these girls wanted to change the world. They wanted to rewrite society and turn his half of the population into slaves. Every boy would be owned. Every boy would be subjugated, down on his knees and taught to obey the women around him.

"Yes!"

"More," Abby demanded.

"Men are inferior. Men are slaves. Please! I'll be a good slave! I’m sorry I tried to fight back! I hesitated, and it was a stupid mistake. I won't make it again!"

Abby grabbed him by his hair. "No. You won't." She proved her point by unleashing another barrage. One crisscrossing slap of the improvised whip after another struck his skin until the tears ran down his face.

Then she stopped. She was breathing hard. "I need to talk to my friends," Abby said. She turned to the girls. "Will that be okay?"

"Absolutely," Madison said. "We are just going to have some fun with your brother here."

"Use him for as long as you want," Abby said. "Nick, I’m taking your car." She grabbed his keys, turned, and strolled away. He raised his head. They had fought about this before. She always wanted to borrow his car, but he usually said no. This time, he didn't get a choice. She stopped at the doorway, turned, and waved at him.

"You know, we’re not done with you," Madison said.

"Yeah," Sidney said. "I didn't think this would be necessary, but Madison said you would still try to fight back."

"But, but she punished me. She spanked me. She paddled me."

"Do you get to decide when you've had enough punishment?" Madison asked him. She walked over in front of him, crouched down. With her knees bent, she rested her elbows against her thighs.

"No," he said.

"No," she agreed. "I want you to think about something," Madison informed him. "If you had come in here and behaved perfectly, then maybe we would have let you out of your chastity belt. Maybe we would have tied you down to your bed and decided to ride you again. But now, we're still going to have sex, but you're going to wear that belt."

Despite everything, his cock strained in his cage. He could feel his shaft pushed up against the inner curves of the lock. He opened his mouth to argue. Madison touched her finger to his mouth. That was enough to silence him. "Stay down on your hands and knees, boy. Don't worry. You're still going to get to have sex."

"But you're not going to let me out of the belt?"

"Nope," Sidney said.

He had been focused on Madison. With that beautiful girl right in front of him, he hadn't noticed or considered the blonde. But when she spoke up, he turned his head, and he saw that she had stripped. Now she was just wearing her bra, something that looked like a pair of panties, and…a dildo. That petite girl wore a strap-on harness with a black phallus right between her legs.

She had already lubricated it. As she tilted her hips from side to side, the light danced along her fake cock.

"You're going to lick my pussy while she puts you in your place."

He looked up at her. He stared. Then he said, "Yes. I understand."

"That's the right attitude," Madison told him. She sat down on the edge of the couch, spread her legs and raised her skirt. Immediately, he saw that she wasn't wearing any panties. She beckoned him forward, and he crawled. He raised his head, and she pulled on the back of his skull, positioning his mouth. Right over her pussy. "Worship me," she demanded. She spoke with the feline entitlement of a girl who knew she could have whatever she wanted, because this boy wouldn't be able to stop her.

His tongue lapped along her pussy. He started low, worked his way up, and penetrated her right before Sidney came into position.

The blonde aimed her fake cock, she shoved forward, and she didn't give him the chance to tighten down or readjust. She buried the shaft, going in fast and deep all at once. His eyes widened, but he had to take it. This boy had no choice. Inch by inch she forced him to take her dildo. She stretched him. She pushed in, hard and fast. Then, she drew back, and maybe he halfheartedly hoped she would be done with him, as though she had proved her point, and that would be enough.

It wasn't!

Sidney rammed him again. His tongue went in deep between Madison’s legs. He worshiped that girl’s pussy, licking and flicking, gliding his tongue up and down. He could feel the swollen contours of her clit as he took Sidney's shaft.

He got rammed again and again. He kept licking. At the same time, he knew he would do this over and over again. For those girls. Seconds rolled into minutes. He kept licking. He kept taking it. Sidney was grunting. Madison was laughing. The sounds played across the air. They pumped through his body, reverberating along every inch of his skin.

Finally, Madison squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks. She pushed him back. Sidney yanked free, and then he collapsed. He was on his back, and those girls stepped up. They stood over him, and they both put their feet on his chest. He looked up.

"What are you?"

"I, I'm a slave. I’m your slave," he told those girls. More importantly, he knew that this was the new truth of his life.

Madison, crouched down again. "Welcome to the matriarchy, boy. Love it or hate it, you're never getting away."

The End
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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 and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

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.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.


Other Works by Anna Ritter

Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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