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The Demotion

Lisa could hardly believe she was doing this, but she didn't actually have anything to lose. Her superiors had already proven that they weren't going to listen to her, so if she made a fool of herself, it wasn't a big deal. At least, that's how she reasoned through her decision, but the truth was much more difficult to accept.

They were just rumors. At this point, Lisa didn't actually have any hard evidence. Sure, she had witnessed a few strange activities at the local college, and her little sister went on and on about how everything was about to change, but was that enough to risk her career?

Before she stepped into the conference room, she sneered. "What career?" Lisa mouthed. She didn't actually make any real sounds, but that question kept burning deep inside of her.

Frankly, it just wasn't fair. When she came to work at Search and Data Tracking Extraordinaire, Lisa had figured that she would get a fair chance here. At her interview, she asked about gender equality, and the HR manager had insisted that this was a diverse company, one where many different opinions would be welcome.

And maybe her opinions were indeed welcome, but they were never, ever acted upon.

It was obvious that the upper management only wanted to listen to guys like Martin.

Just thinking of his name was enough to set her teeth on edge. She locked her jaw as she stepped across the threshold. And then she saw him. He spoke to the room filled with administrators, advertising executives, and other programmers.

"This new streamlined system will help us create new synergies and it will allow for greater monetization of our existing assets," he said.

Lisa took a seat at the back of the room. She crossed her legs. Back straight, she listened, her eyes narrowed.

In those first couple of minutes, she didn't think that Martin would even notice her. But then, his eyes locked onto hers, and he smiled. He really was a golden boy. Back in college, he had been the president of his fraternity. Just as importantly, all of the other male employees looked up to him. They wouldn't act without his permission.

It was such bullshit!

Sure, he was handsome with his dark blonde hair, his piercing blue eyes, and his strong jaw. He was definitely the kind of guy who spent a lot of time working out. Lisa frequently heard whispered stories about his exploits at the company. Apparently, he had slept with pretty much every receptionist and secretary of the company. Some of the guys liked to quietly chuckle about the possibility that he would now move on to the female programmers.

Lisa found herself holding onto her chair's armrests. Her knuckles turned white from the exertion. More than anything, she wanted to smack that smirk off of his face.

Theoretically, Martin could have called her out right there. He could have reminded everyone that she hadn't received any major promotions, so she wasn't technically authorized to be in that conference room. Instead, he kept talking.

He blathered on, using all of these important sounding words. But Lisa actually listened. Unlike pretty much everyone else in that room, she focused on what he had to say, and it didn't make any freaking sense! He was literally just spouting out random words, like that would somehow help the bottom line.

Her nostrils flared, and she kept thinking about how good it would feel to jump jobs.

But maybe that wouldn't be necessary.

He finished his idiotic presentation, and Lisa could hardly believe it, but people all around the room actually clapped. Were they patronizing him? Did they all secretly understand some joke that they had simply failed to explain to her?

No.

Either because of his political acumen or his charisma, he had convinced everyone in the conference room that he deserved their adulation. In fact, it probably wouldn't be long before he received another promotion.

Guys like Martin could always get ahead without really trying.

Some of her female friends had suggested that maybe Lisa needed to be more political. They suggested that maybe she should try to wear something a little bit more attractive. More often than not, she went to work in jeans and sweatshirts.

"Never," she said, shaking her head. She was never, ever going to compromise her beliefs. When she got ahead at a company, it had to be because she knew what she was doing. She was a skilled programmer, and she wouldn't ever try to flirt or sleep her way to the top. Those kinds of stupid tricks were for guys like Martin.

Besides, she was better than him. She had the kinds of ideas that could really turn this company into a leader within their industry.

She just needed the opportunity to get ahead!

But he had been promoted. He had been given a position as an executive.

Lisa's breath quivered in her lungs.

At least the stupid presentation was over, she so she could test this theory. And it was just a theory. It sounded impossible.

Surprisingly, Martin seemed to wait around. At first, he chatted with a few of the stragglers. Some of the employees from the advertising department stayed. They chatted, and they shook his hand when they were done. A couple of the programmers tried to talk to him, but Martin just shrugged and grinned like an idiot.

He really had no idea what he was doing.

Finally, the door closed, and they were left alone. Martin started to gather up his papers, and he closed his laptop. He slid it back into his carrier bag. For her part, Lisa just watched, her arms crossed over her chest.

"Have you heard the rumors?"

"I never listen to rumors," he lied with that winning smile of his. "They distract me from my real goals."

"Maybe you want to listen to this one."

He exhaled slowly, and he gave her a condescendingly patronizing smile. Although they had worked together, he still pretended that he looked down on her. Then again, it was a good lie considering that she had covered him on more than one occasion. At the time, Lisa had believed that it was in her team's best interest to make sure that everyone succeeded; she just never imagined that this jackass would swoop in and snatch up all of the credit.

"Fine. What is it?"

Lisa bent to step forward, but her nerves fluttered in her stomach. Instead, she pressed her knuckles down against the tabletop. "Have you been listening to what's going on at the college?"

"I don't care about those kids," he said. "So unless you have something important to talk about," he was about to leave the room.

He took one step after another, and Lisa opened her mouth. She knew she could just let him go at this point. She didn't have to try to stop him. It wasn't like he respected her anyway.

But that thought prompted her to act. "Stop."

He halted in front of the door.

Narrowing her eyes, she knew this didn't prove anything. If she really wanted to understand what was going on, then she had to be much, much more specific. "Martin, I'm going to tell you what I've heard. And you're going to listen."

He kept his hands on his hips. He watched her, one eyebrow raised. At the same time, she thought she picked up on something, maybe a little flicker of doubt. He glanced over at the door, like he wanted to leave, but he couldn't quite figure out how to do so.

"At the school, there are these strange rumors going around about the boys. Apparently, they have been exposed to some kind of chemical. This chemical makes it so that they have to do whatever the girls tell them."

"That sounds like some stupid urban legend," he replied.

"That's what I thought, but my little sister goes there, and she tells me that it's true. She tells me that it's all true. That's why I want you to take that pen out of your pocket and remove the lid."

"Have you gone insane? I'm not going to do that," he said.

Right there, Lisa thought she should back off. She was a programmer for a reason. She never enjoyed this kind of confrontation. "Do it."

For just a second, he started to smirk. He was going to laugh right at her, only then his hand went down to his breast pocket, and he took up the pen. He popped it open, letting the lid to fall down onto the floor.

Lisa could feel her heart pounding in her chest. Not only that, there was a different sensation, something tickling inside of her belly. She was getting turned on. Arousal ignited within her; she could hardly believe it.

Even then, she forced herself to relax. She couldn't make any undue assumptions. Maybe he was toying with her?

And yet, that look on his face seemed absolutely genuine.

"Pull back your sleeve."

He obeyed. The expression on his face struck her as absolutely priceless!

"Write I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard." Speaking those words only took a few seconds. And yet, he started to write. Suddenly serious, she came closer and closer. Even as he wrote, he tried to retreat back, eventually bumping up against of the far wall. He ran out of anywhere to go. It looked like he was going to try to sprint away. "No, no," she said, wagging her finger. "You stay right where you are and finish writing. Even after you’re done, you aren't going anywhere, and you're going to be quiet unless I ask you a direct question." She inputted those commands, treating her competitor like he was nothing but a computer.

He wrote, she watched, and then he finished.

Lisa braced herself, expecting him to start chuckling. Instead, he stood there, his shoulders tensed back, his head held up. He stared off at the wall, like he wanted to pretend he was somewhere else, anywhere else.

For her part, Lisa waited, actually holding her breath. Slowly, almost casually, she made her way toward Martin. "Hold up your arm," she said. Again, she tensed up, thinking that there was going to be some insult a written there. Instead, she saw his handwriting and all that black ink on his skin.

I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard.

"What does it say?" Lisa asked. She could see it clearly, but she wanted more proof.

"I am just a stupid pretty boy, and I should be seen, not heard." He spoke those words mechanically, as though they had been automated or forced from his mouth. Lisa listened to each sound, and when he finally finished, she hopped up and down. She did a little spin. She waved her arms in the air!

Yes! Her little sister was right! The men really had lost the ability to resist any command given by a woman.

Although his current display had convinced her, Lisa nonetheless stepped back, and she pressed her fingertips together. Considering the implications of what this meant, she grinned again.

"You know, some of the girls like to talk about how you are a really good kisser. Let's find out. But first, go over there and lock the door."

Desperation and fear mixed together on his face. But he obeyed anyway. "Oh, what's wrong? You don't like it when the girl is the aggressor? Is that it?"

Lisa had asked a question which meant he could respond. "I don't know what you're doing, but I don't like it. You have to stop. You have to stop right now," he growled at her. Much to Lisa’s surprise, he didn't raise his voice. Instead, it became low and threatening, like something she might expect from an angry dog.

And it made her laugh.

"Martin, Martin, Martin," she said, shaking her head. "There is a small problem with your strategy. You might be able to intimidate other people around here, but you can't scare me. Do you know why you can't scare me?"

He pressed his lips together. After a couple of seconds, he asked, "Why can't I scare you?"

Suppressing another girlish giggle, she answered, "It's because I already know you are full of crap. You aren't smart, you aren't strong, and you only get by on your looks. If you were a girl, you would be the idiot bimbo who giggles her way through every conversation."

His eyes widened for just a second, and then his mouth set into an angry frown.

"Shush," she said to him as he started to talk again. Lisa pressed one finger to his mouth. His face flushed red, and she realized exactly how much fun this could be.

When she stepped into the conference room, she had intended to test out a theory. Even then, she had never imagined it would go this well. She didn't think it would turn her on either. But it did. She stepped back again, and she swallowed, realizing that there was this delicious tingling deep within her core.

Before she could even think to stop herself, Lisa ordered him again, "Take off all of your clothing. I want to see you naked. Let's inspect the goods."

He opened his mouth. Obviously, he wanted to say something. Maybe he was intending to argue with her. He didn't get the chance because his hands started to move. He unbuttoned his collared shirt, and he shrugged it off. He removed both of his shoes, his socks. Next, he loosened his belt, and he tugged his pants down. Pretty soon, he was completely naked. He also looked at the door, but she just shook her head. "Sorry. I'm not letting you go until I've had some fun with you. Even then, I'm still going to need to decide what I want to do with you."

Once he was naked, she ordered him to hold his hands behind his back. He complied again.

This had only been happening for a few seconds, maybe two or three minutes at most, and yet it started to feel natural. It seemed so easy, ordering this young man around.

Lisa circled her prey. Her eyes moved up and down the length of his body. On any given day, she would be the polite, dark-haired girl who would sit in her cubicle and solve complicated programming problems.

But at this moment, she felt entirely different.

Tentatively, she reached out, and she placed her hand on his chest. It was nice and firm. Then she wanted to try something. "How does this feel?" Lisa asked, pinching his nipples. She twisted, and he let out a yelp of surprise.

"Oh, look at that. They're hard now. Does that mean you like this?"

"No!" He squeaked.

"Are you sure about that?"

Lisa never would have imagined it, but she got incredibly brave, and she reached down, sliding her hand along his scrotum and up his shaft. At first, he was completely limp. Within a few seconds, his erection began to harden, and when she finally took her hand away, he was nice and stiff.

"It's okay," she said. "You should be proud. You've got a very nice penis. You look like a sex toy."

He inhaled, and it looked like he wanted to say something. In fact, his mouth actually opened, only he stopped. He couldn't finish.

Poor boy.

"Yes, this is a lot of fun. I'm sure you would probably disagree, but that's okay because no one cares about your opinion. Now, no one cares even the slightest bit." To torment him a little bit more, she reached up, and she pinched the tip of his nose. Although Martin wasn't allowed to speak, his cheeks flushed a bright shade of red.

"Of course, it's also important to remember that you deserve this. You are a bastard, Martin. You like, you manipulate, you do whatever you want, you always think that there won't be any consequences." She shrugged. "I guess that does make a little bit of sense. Up until this point, no one has taken you to task. No, you've been able to get away with all of it. That ends now. In fact, I think it's going to be up to me to punish you first."

He gulped.

As hard as he tried to look unaffected, he couldn't maintain that perfect facade of neutrality. No, his lower lip trembled ever so slightly. He was scared.

To prove it, she placed her hand right on his sternum. She could feel his heart pound away, every anxious beat another a declaration of what he really felt.

"Hold onto the edge of the desk, spread your legs, and bend forward."

Martin complied. He assumed that degraded position, and Lisa stepped behind him. She smiled, triumphant.

And to think, she had doubted whether or not she should do this at all. Fortunately for her, she had taken the risk. Now she touched his ass. "Nice and firm," she said. "Tight. I bet you work out."

With his head bowed down, Martin didn't answer.

She pulled her hand back, and then she struck. She pounded her palm down against the contour of his ass.

Before long, his buttocks became inflamed. She watched as the pink spread over his skin. She jumped her hand from his right buttock to his left and back again. Each time she spanked him, the room echoed. And all the while, the arousal continued to swirl through her body, building up in strength.

When she finally stopped spanking him, she was panting.

"Tell me, how do you feel?"

"Ashamed. Angry." Each word came out clipped and defiant.

"That's okay. I don't mind if you are ashamed. Of course, we’re going to have to work on the anger part. You shouldn't be angry."

Apparently, he could speak again because he asked, "Then what do you think I should feel?" He sneered those words, each syllable laced with obvious disdain.

She grabbed his hair, she pulled his head back, and she whispered into his ear, "I should think it would be obvious. You need to be grateful."

He started to laugh.

"I'm never going to be grateful. In fact, I'm going to get out of this. I don't how you're controlling me, but I will make it stop, and then I will find you."

He took another breath, and he was going to growl out some obscene threat, but Lisa stopped him. "Quiet," she replied, only her tone wasn't especially harsh. She chided him, addressing him like he was just some obstinate child or maybe a misbehaving pet.

But because his body knew who was in charge, he stopped talking.

"It's okay. You see, you're going to get used to being quiet, I bet. Lots of girls feel that way. You know, it happens in middle school or high school, all of these girls like me have to pretend that were not as smart or as strong as we really are because the boys are so fragile." She clicked her tongue, and she shook her head. "Maybe that's about to change. Oh well, I guess it doesn't really matter since things are going to change here."

He turned around, and he looked back at her, his lower lip still shaking ever so slightly.

Lisa tilted her head to the side. She had a plan for this young man. Granted, it had felt like a fantasy only a little while ago, but now it became a very reasonable course of action. Before she pursued her agenda, however, there was something else she really, really wanted to do. The idea made her mouth water.

She grabbed him, and she kissed him. She pushed her mouth up against his, and he soon responded in kind. Their tongues danced against one another, and she closed her eyes.

That's when some old instincts took hold of Martin. He squeezed her ass, like he was still in charge. She nudged him back, pressing one finger into his bare chest. He retreated, apparently aware that he had just made a very, very big mistake.

"No. That's not how this works," she said to him, wagging her finger from side to side.

It must have been infuriating for Martin! He was supposed to be in charge! As far as he believed, he had earned all of his promotions.

"Maybe some time under the desk will show you where you really belong," she said. She snapped her fingers, and yet he didn't move.

"Really? You going to try to defy me, even now?"

Apparently her tone granted him some measure of strength because he crisscrossed his arms over his chest. Even naked, he straightened his back, and he stubbornly refused to move. Then again, he must not have truly absorbed the fact that this girl could force his obedience with just a few uttered syllables.

After a brief sigh, Lisa shook her head. "It's because of your cock, isn't it? You, like so many other boys, have this thing between your legs, and you think that it makes you so great." She waved her fingers on the air, mocking him with every syllable.

In spite of the spanking, he was still hard.

She walked right up to him, and he tried to retreat back. A look of panic flashed across his handsome face, but then there was nowhere else to go, and she told him to stay right there. Reaching down, she took his manhood in her hand.

Lisa could have hurt him right there. Considering how sensitive all guys are, she could have inflicted a great deal of pain. Instead, she had something else in mind. Something better.

"You probably don't believe me, Martin, but that's okay. I'm going to break you. I'm going to break you, and then I'm going to train you. I'm going to turn you into my own private slave boy. Everything you have is going to belong to me." She flashed him a grin even as her fingers started to glide up and down his erection. She teased the tip of his member, and then she stroked to the base of his shaft.

Within seconds, he started to shiver. He began to shake. Desperation pounding through his skin, not that he would admit it, not that he could admit it.

And yet, she could feel the heat radiate from his body.

"You boys, you're always so silly. You really want for an orgasm right?"

"I want to put you in your place!" He growled. “No," she promised. She squeezed his cock again, and he lost control. She took advantage of his body and his instincts. Soon, his shaft started to spurt.

He didn't have any control over what happened. His body betrayed him.

Once she finished squeezing him, she pulled her hand back. "Oh, look at that. You got some on me. Kneel."

He obeyed. He didn't have any other option.

She lowered her hand in front of his face like he was a dog. "Lick me clean," she ordered.

His eyes widened to the size of quarters, and he shook his head in that instant of freedom he still possessed. But then his brain registered the order, and he leaned forward, sliding his tongue along the white of her hand. He could feel the salty goo over his taste buds.

"Very nice. Now swallow it down."

He obeyed once again.

"That was just the beginning," she said. "Are you ready to tell me you belong under that conference table?"

Martin had a good idea of what she intended for him. He tried to tell himself that he wouldn't break, that he wouldn't succumb. After all, he was the kind of arrogant male who truly believed that he could always be in control of his own destiny.

"Nod your head down and up," she said, adopting the singsong tone of voice any female uses when belittling a helpless male.

He nodded his head.

"Now tell me that you're grateful boy."

"I'm a grateful boy."

"Yes, you are," she said, patting him on the head.

But the door was locked, she had no problem reaching down for the button on her jeans. She shimmied out of her pants, letting them pool around her ankles. She stepped away, she kicked off her shoes, and she pulled off her socks as well. Naked from the waist down, she took a seat in one of the rolling chairs.

For his part, he stayed there on the floor, wondering exactly what he could do. He tried to strategize, to come up with some kind of tactical approach he could use against this young woman.

They had both been hired around the same time; throughout his career, he had always done better than Lisa. He truly believed that he was smarter than her, that he knew how to deal with people. But under these circumstances, he couldn't even speak without her permission. It was so frustrating! He wanted to hit something!

For her part, Lisa hardly noticed the war raging within her slave.

Instead, she moved over to the seat at the head of the table. While he had presented, that had been Martin’s space. From that position, he made it abundantly clear that he was in charge. Now it was Lisa's turn.

"Get under the table," she commanded. Of course, he obeyed. Within the span of just a couple of seconds, he dropped down onto the industrial carpet, and he crawled under the table. Once he had done that, he wondered if maybe he should try to put his hands against his ears. Maybe that would be good enough to keep him from listening to her, from obeying her.

Before he could experiment, however, she had another order for him. "Get over here and lick me. Show me where a boy is most useful with that mouth of yours."

He started to crawl again. He made his way over to her naked legs. Under other circumstances, he would have admired and fantasized about her cute little toes, her small feet, and her shapely calves. Then he saw her pussy, and he knew what he had to do.

Hoping to bank on the ambiguity of her command, he wondered if he would be able to simply lick her knee or maybe her thigh. It wasn't much of a rebellion, yet it was the best thing he had available as his body moved on its own.

Instead of licking some random spot, he moved in, sliding his face between her inner thighs. Then he licked her pussy.

A spasm of shame ran through his body. It reverberated along his spine. He could feel at all the way in his fingertips and down to his toes.

Hot exasperation simmered within his frame, yet there was still nothing Martin could do about it! Helpless, humiliating frustration kept burning inside of him, raging like an Inferno.

As those emotions battered him, he kept licking. He slid his tongue up and down her pussy. He worshiped her, nuzzling his nose from side to side even as he swirled the tip of his tongue around her clitoris.

Martin couldn't remember exactly when he had promised himself that he would never go down on another girl. He recalled servicing his first girlfriend for a few seconds. Maybe he did the same thing for his second. But after a while, he started to understand that he was attractive enough that he didn't need to consider what the girls in his life actually wanted. He could get away with being a selfish jerk, so he did.

As far as he was concerned, only weaklings went down on the girls they had sex with. As far as he was concerned, it was his job to take what he wanted. He had to say the right words, tell the right jokes, get the girls to relax. But eventually, he would be on top, he would hold their wrists, and he would take them. He would show them where they belonged, down on their backs.

It didn't work that way, not with Lisa.

He kept licking her, almost like he actually wanted to get her off.

Relief surged through him when he felt her inner thighs push up against his cheeks. She called out, squealing at the top of her lungs.

Martin didn't know if this room was actually soundproof. He could only hope. Sure, Lisa would probably be embarrassed if someone walked in on her like this, but he was the one naked and on the floor, servicing her like he was some eager intern desperate to get hired.

If they were discovered, his reputation would be shredded.

But at least she was done, right? She had had her fun, and now she could let him go.

That's what he thought, at least at first.

When he tried to pull back, to slide his face out from between her legs, her hand shot down, and she placed her fingertips against the back of his skull. "You aren't going anywhere. Again," she said, giddy like some little kid who is about to ride the roller coaster again.

Even though his jaw ached and his tongue was tired, Martin started to service her again. He moved his tongue up and down along her pussy. The flavor of her excitement overwhelmed his senses. He closed his eyes, and he kept licking, moving his tongue left and right, up and down, tracing circles and diagonals over her most sensitive spots.

He couldn't stop himself. He couldn't help himself.

That frustration growled deep within his chest again.

He had to do something!

He did.

Martin got her off again. She cried out through the ecstasy of the second orgasm, and that's when she rolled back.

Suddenly freed from her influence, he tumbled down onto the floor.

"Get dressed," she said. That was only the first command of many. Martin listened with mounting horror.

No, no way! There had to be something else he could do about this! There had to be some way he could resist her. And yet, with each word she said to him, he could feel the pieces falling into place, binding his will.

And once she was done, Lisa turned away. She unlocked the door after pulling her jeans and shoes and socks back on. Then she noticed her panties still on the floor. She picked them up, and she held them out for him to take. "If you try anything, I will make you put these in your mouth to silence you."

He took the panties from her, and he quickly shoved them down into his pocket. Under other circumstances, holding onto her panties would have felt like a trophy. Now the threat lingered, almost tactile. He could feel that minuscule weight in his pockets, just a slight bulge.

Back in his trousers, shirt, socks and underwear, Martin should've been able to stride through the office like a conquering warrior. Just that morning, he’d sauntered around. He flirted with some of the girls. He teased one of the about the length of her skirt. She'd blushed, he'd laughed, and then he thought about what it would be like to pin her against the wall and have some fun.

Those thoughts had been banished from his pretty head.

Instead, he found himself following Lisa. He couldn't help but notice that she strode ahead, swinging her arms as she swayed her hips from side to side. Every step conveyed unadulterated confidence; this was the kind of woman who couldn't be denied.

The last time he saw her in one of these hallways, she had moved around like some timid little mouse. That had changed. Even as her dark hair bounced against her shoulders, he sensed the power that radiated off of her body.

Lisa took him upstairs. They rode the elevator, and he held his hands in front of his waist. At the same time, he kept thinking of things he might be able to do or say.

They were alone in a confined to space.

If things had been normal, it would have been easy for him to grab her by her wrists, to shove her up against the wall, to kiss her, to touch her, to show her who was boss.

Lisa glanced over at him. She smirked. Apparently, she had no problem guessing his thoughts, yet they didn't intimidate her. On the contrary, they were amusing. They were cute. He could get all flustered and upset, but it wouldn't make the slightest difference. It really didn't help that he kept remembering those commands she had a given him.

He didn't have much time left.

If he wanted to get away, it had to be soon.

He thought about trying to push some of the buttons. He tried to reach out, to slam his fingers against a those digits. Nothing happened. Like a well-trained pet, he stayed with his owner.

"I'm not a slave," he whispered. "I'm not a pet." He didn't think he really said those words loud enough for Lisa to hear.

His assumption proved to be incorrect.

"That's exactly what you are," she said, still staring straight ahead.

He bared his teeth, like he might jump at her. Again, she couldn't be frightened of this young man. The doors opened with a beep, and she stepped outside. Her shoes pressed down into the industrial carpet as she made her way down the corridor.

Once again, he was forced to follow.

Lisa didn't even glance over her shoulder to check. She already knew what he would do.

She went up to a desk, and that's when his eyes drifted over to Amelia. She was a red-haired girl with freckles along the ridge of her nose. She was cute, not one of the hottest girls in the office, yet she had that innocent vibe that he could enjoy from time to time. In fact, he had seduced her after one of the office parties.

His heart started to pound.

If he didn't figure out something soon, he wouldn't have any options left at all.

For her part, Lisa went over to Amelia's desk. "Hey, Martin and I really need to talk to Michelle. Will that be a problem?"

"Um, I think Michele is on a call right now, but she should be done in a minute or two. Would you guys like to have a seat?" Amelia motioned over toward the two office chairs positioned next to the wall.

"Sure thing," Lisa said, beaming a smile.

She sat down, she crossed her legs, and Martin was about to do the same thing, only some directive took over. He found himself getting down on his knees. He stayed there, his hands on his knees as he bowed his head down.

Gritting his teeth, he tried to get up.

Nothing happened.

Lisa patted him on the head. "Good boy," she said.

From somewhere far off, he picked up on the sounds of giggling. But that voice didn't belong to Lisa. No, it was coming from Amelia.

"May I ask what he's doing?"

Lisa didn't miss a beat. "We are working on a new training technique."

"But isn't he one of the senior managers now?"

"We aren't sure about that. That's why we're here to talk to Michelle."

All he had to do was lift his head and demand that Amelia call the police. He could say that Lisa had sexually harassed him, that she had coerced him into this. Maybe he could even accuse her of slipping something into one of his drinks. If nothing else, he could remind Amelia that he was indeed a senior manager, so he was technically her boss. She had to do what he said! And right then, he wanted her to call security and have Lisa escorted out of the building.

He itched to destroy this girl's career, to show her that she wasn't in charge, that she could never, ever be in charge! He craved that old sense of power that always seemed to come so easily. But not this time. With every attempt, he met another wall of failure.

Like it or not, he couldn't do something as simple as stand.

And then the door opened, and Michelle stuck her head out. "You can come in now, Amelia," she said.

Lisa got up.

This time around, he just tried to stay down on the floor. That's all he wanted to do. It should have been simple. He should have been able to do this. Okay, so Lisa somehow controlled his actions. He could accept that. He could work within that framework, so long as he had the ability to simply resist, to remain still and motionless.

As hard as he tried, he failed. Because she had already told him what to do, he soon found his legs extending all on their own. He got up, he kept his head down, and he followed after her.

"Good boy," Lisa said, allowing him to walk into the room first.

Martin didn't get to enjoy being up on his feet for very long. He stood off to the side, like he was just some kind of servant or something. In the meantime, Michelle went to sit down. She motioned for both of them to take a seat, but only Lisa obliged.

"What can I do for you?" Michelle asked.

He could do this. He told himself that he could overwhelm whatever kind of control Lisa used against him. He didn't know if it was chemical or psychological or what. Sure, there had been a couple of rumors circulating around town, but those couldn't actually be real, could they? Of course not! Even though he was quite literally living proof of what was happening to the boys of the city, he still refused to accept it. He would deny it as long as possible!

His body simply refused to respond. He felt paralyzed, completely trapped. Yes, he might be able to hold his breath or blink or perhaps even turn his head to the side, but that was all. All of his control had been taken away.

"Martin here has something he would like to tell you."

"Michelle, something's happened to me. I no longer have the ability to control my own actions. As such, I believe that I should be demoted." The words trembled from his lips. He could feel his vocal cords vibrate. His lips and tongue moved, all like he actually wished to utter those words.

For her part, Michelle leaned back in her chair. It creaked underneath her. "Excuse me?" She seemed completely confused. That made sense considering Martin was one of her most aggressively ambitious employees.

"Repeat what you just said," Lisa commanded.

No!

He didn't want to do it, but he quickly said, "Michelle, something has happened to me. I no longer have the ability to control my own actions. As such, I believe that I should be demoted."

Michelle stared back at him, almost as though he had grown a second head. Really, this couldn't make any sense to her.

"I suggest that he become my assistant. I've always wanted to have a secretary."

"What is he talking about?" Michelle asked again.

"Can I ask you something? I realize this might be a little bit sensitive, and it might sound silly, but this is really important." Lisa looked back at their boss.

"Go ahead." Michelle nodded.

"You've heard the rumors, right?"

"I've heard some rumors," Michelle replied carefully.

"They're true. I don't know if it's true for all of the men in the city, but look at Martin here. We have trusted him with a lot of authority and power, but I don't think he can handle it. In fact, I don't but it'll be very long at all before someone comes along and decides to enslave him."

"That wouldn't happen!"

"Be quiet," Lisa said to him, cutting him off. Anything else he had intended to say suddenly dried up in his throat.

"This is pretty incredible."

"Michelle, I think that we should use him as a test case. In fact, that's why I brought him here in the first place. I don't know if it's going to happen to the other men, but we should be prepared for anything."

"I think you're right. Maybe." Obviously, Michelle was the kind of woman who knew how to deal with important numbers, accounts, and deadlines. She had never dealt with a situation like this.

"Would you like me to demonstrate?"

Michelle looked back at Martin.

Desperately, he shook his head from side to side. With each movement, he desperately prayed that she would make the right decision.

"Yes," Michelle said uncertainly. "Go ahead and show me what you can do with him."

"First, I think it's important that we establish Martin no longer has any kind of willpower of his own. Tell me that's true."

"That's true."

"Tell me what is true," Lisa said. Remarkably, she didn't laugh at him this time around.

Summoning up the best parts of his willpower, he tried to hold these words back, yet they still tumbled out of his mouth. "I no longer have any kind of willpower of my own."

"That's right. In fact, I'm pretty sure he will do anything I want. Like right now, Martin, get down on your hands and knees and bark like a dog."

His eyes got big. No, not that, not in front of someone like Michelle! This was one of the women who actually had real power in the company. If she decided that he was no longer worthy of respect, then pretty much everyone would follow suit.

That reality didn't help Martin, not in the least.

The world seemed to blur by as he dropped down onto his hands and knees. Back straight, shoulders up, he lifted his chin. As the blush cascaded over his cheeks, he started to bark.

"Arf! Arf-arf!"

Apparently, that was enough.

"You see, I can make him act like a dog."

"Are you sure that this isn’t just some kind of prank?"

"No. It's no prank. Look in his eyes. You can see that he doesn't want to do this. And if I can make him bark like a dog, think about what our competitors would be able to do if they got a hold of the confidential information he is allowed to learn."

Michelle pressed her teeth down into her bottom lip as she considered the possibilities. A quintessential leader, and a political animal, she had to understand exactly how dangerous this could be. And maybe there was something else as well.

Martin had always been adept at reading people, women in particular. When Michelle looked at him, their eyes met, and he picked up on something. It was subtle, barely discernible. Was it excitement? Was it joy?

No, that's not possible, he silently told himself.

Michelle respected him. Sure, she had probably heard about those instances where he had touched or pursued or seduced some of the office staff, but he brought in good numbers. More importantly, he knew how to play the game of office politics.

"If seeing him bark like a dog isn't enough, let's see if he can play fetch." Lisa slipped a pen out of her pocket, and she tossed it across the small room. "Fetch it, boy."

Immediately, he turned around, and he scampered along on his hands and knees. With every movement, he could feel the two ladies watching him, studying him. Second by second, he fell in their estimation. He behaved like a dog, so they probably started to think of him as a dog.

When he got to the pen, Martin knew that he had to pick it up in his hand. Again and again, he sent that very simple command from his brain down along his shoulder, through his arm, all the way to his fingertips. Take it up. Just pick it up!

He did pick it up, oh yes, but he didn't use his hand.

Instead, he bent his head down, and Martin picked the pen up in his mouth. He held it like a stick. Behaving exactly like a canine, he turned around, and he scurried back over to Lisa. Hand outstretched, she took the pen from him.

"Is that all he does?"

That question didn't put Lisa out at all. "Nope."

"What else do you think you can make him do?"

"Anything," Lisa answered. She looked around the room for a moment, and then she turned her attention back to her boss. Usually, Lisa carried herself with a certain degree of uncertainty, like she never really knew exactly where she belonged. But at that moment, in that office, all of that fell away. Instead, she was confident, bordering on arrogant. Just as she picked an item up off of Michelle's desk, Lisa asked, "you mind if I borrow this?"

"Go for it."

Lisa picked up the ruler. She tapped it against her palm, almost like she needed to test its heft.

In those first couple of heartbeats, Martin couldn't comprehend what was happening or what this young woman had planned for him. Only then, she stood up, and she turned her attention back to the executive still positioned on his hands and knees.

"First, you're going to confess. Tell us all about how you view the women in this office."

"They're a bunch of sluts. It doesn't matter what I do to them because no one cares about them. They are dumb enough to believe me when I lie to them, so they deserve what they get." Those words streamed out with almost mechanical precision.

On some level, Martin knew that he had to stop himself, but he couldn't do it!

Lisa realized that as well. One corner of her mouth rose up into a condescending smirk. It was so much fun watching this conceited jerk try to get a hold of himself. But he just couldn't. Everything her little sister had said turned out to be true. He was really helpless when it came to female authority.

"Say that again. This time, be sure to face my phone."

Lisa had taken out her cell phone, and she started recording.

No, if he said those words aloud, and if they were recorded, his entire career would be ruined. Even if he somehow overcame her control, she would still be able to blackmail him at her leisure. And it wasn't like she would only keep one copy. A girl like Lisa would know exactly how to upload that recording to the Internet. It could be in a dozen different cloud accounts by the end of the day.

His throat tightened, and he tried to bite down. He gritted his teeth for another second or two before her control reasserted itself.

"They're a bunch of sluts. It doesn't matter what I do to them because no one cares about them. They are dumb enough to believe me when I lie to them, so they deserve what they get."

She touched the screen of her computer, “But now tell me you need to be spanked for that bad behavior.”

"I need to be spanked for my bad behavior.” His eyes watered. It felt like he’d cry, except Martin refused to give her the satisfaction. She wouldn't get to see him break!

"Take off your pants."

He obeyed.

Martin dropped his trousers, and she put her hand on the back of his neck, bending him forward. For a fraction of a second, he looked up at Michelle. He desperately hoped to that he might be able to find some sympathy on her face. If anything, she had simply leaned back, a wistful smile on her face.

Maybe she didn't understand or believe exactly what she was seeing, yet the show proved to be entertaining nonetheless.

"You mind if I use your ruler on him?"

Silent and desperate, Martin kept hoping that their boss would say no. He didn't want to be humiliated like this in front of her. Yes, he had already crawled. He had already been degraded, but this was going to be so much worse.

"Go ahead."

Lisa didn't need to be told twice. She cocked her hand up into the air, and she held onto the ruler. She brought it down, it swished through the air, and then he felt it. At first, there is just the sound, the sharp crack of wood against his buttock. Then the pain flashed through him, excruciating, hot, humiliating.

He could already feel the red welts begin to form along his skin.

But Lisa was only getting started.

Apparently, spanking him with her hand hadn't been good enough. She intended to get more.

She cracked the ruler down against his backside again. And again. And again!

Pretty soon, he couldn't see clearly. His vision fuzzed over as the tears clouded through his eyes.

But he wasn't going to make a sound. At least, that's what he promised himself. Martin was a man's man, the kind of alpha male who would never allow a girl to intimidate him.

"I'm going to let you decide when this ends," Lisa taunted him. "All you need to do is tell me that you want to be my secretary. Promise me that you're going to be a good little office girl."

Apparently, he could speak again because one question popped out of his mouth. "What?" His heart thundered and the disbelief shot through him. He collected himself for an instant, and he grunted back at her, "Never. I'm not going to be a secretary! I am a manager! I am in charge, and I make important decisions!"

The two women looked back at one another. Clearly, they weren't impressed by his outburst.

"Then you probably need to be spanked some more," said Lisa. "It's time for you to get another taste of this." She tapped to the ruler against the palm of her hand.

Vicious. Merciless.

Lisa didn’t know this about herself. Seriously, she always figured she was a nice girl. Around the holidays, she made donations. She opened doors for people. And yet, there she was, smacking his ass with the ruler over and over.

Giddy excitement played through her body. She could feel it, this incredible rush that refused to be ignored. It was like a sugar high, only better. Intoxicated with power, she pulled back.

He braced himself. Perhaps she should’ve felt some kind of pity. But she didn’t.

Instead, there was something else.

A hunger.

Desire.

This simmering ache that somehow thrilled her.

Lisa suppressed it for the moment. Instead, she came up to the boy bent across the desk, and she started to stroke his ass. She watched as his shoulders tensed; he sensed her proximity.

“Don’t move,” she commanded, all while their boss watched.

Lisa began to trace her fingertips along his ass. She caressed him gently, her fingers playing with his body. Perhaps he couldn’t move, but he could moan. A groan of despair echoed in his chest.

“Don’t complain. We know you like this,” she said. It was true. She could hear the desire in his voice. “What’s wrong, Martin? Are you ashamed you like getting swatted?”

She asked a question, so he could speak. Lisa didn’t give him a specific answer, so it seemed he could tell the truth.

“I don’t!” he squealed. “Please, I can’t…I can’t take it!”

“Oh, poor boy. Poor helpless, silly, pathetic boy,” Lisa taunted. She continued to stroke him, making him shiver. Then she placed her hand on his shoulder, and she yanked him back. Her hand went down to his cock. She grabbed him. She squeezed him, tormenting him with the simple fact that she had access to his body. He couldn’t argue or fight back.

“Should I give him another swat?”

“Go for it,” Michelle said, just as neutral as before.

Lisa may have been smaller, yet she wielded the confidence necessary to shove him down against the desk once more. He grabbed the edge, he closed his eyes, and he tried to get ready. Bracing himself, he waited.

She touched him with the ruler.

Just barely.

She dragged the edge along his skin. It didn’t even scratch his flesh, yet his body shivered nonetheless. Martin understood what would happen. This couldn’t be anything more than a brief respite.

He tried to remain impassive, like this didn’t affect him.

And yet, his eyes had already started to water.

She swung the ruler down. Hard. Fast. She made it bite into his skin with another loud crack. Martin didn’t know if anyone else could hear this. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. The door might not have been locked, but none of the employees would ever dare enter Michelle’s office without permission.

“That was one,” taunted Lisa. “Would you like more?”

“No. Please,” he said, his voice quaking.

“Do you think he’ll be a good boy?”

“I think I’m still uncertain about what’s going on,” replied Michelle.

His nostrils flared as he registered those words. That couldn’t be right! Michelle had to know what was going on, just as she had to recognize that this wasn’t right. They had to let him go.

“Allow me to demonstrate some more,” said Lisa, her voice barely concealing the excitement she felt. “Martin, beg for a nice, long, thorough punishment.”

No…no…he couldn’t…he wouldn’t! Martin struggled against the instinct to obey. He knew what was going to happen, so he just had to fight hard enough. He didn’t understand whatever chemical or pathogen had invaded his body, but this had to be physical. There was some reason this was happening, and he knew that if he just fought hard enough, he would be able to overcome it.

Those false hopes didn’t save him.

“Please, please punish me. Discipline me. I was a brat. I was a jackass and a bastard for saying those things about women. Please, I need to be punished!” he didn’t know where those words came from. He didn’t believe any of them—did he?

Lisa gave him exactly what he requested.

“Just because you asked so nicely.” With another wicked grin on her face, she flicked her wrist and sent the unyielding ruler down against his buttocks. Another dose of hot, stinging shock burst through his system. He gripped the edge of the desk, almost like that could somehow save him.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank—thank you,” he replied, forced into obedience.

“There’s a good boy,” she said and patted him on the head. “Would you like to stand straight again?”

It galled him to play along, only Martin didn’t see much choice. A terrible thought hit him just then. If he played along, maybe this wouldn’t be fun for her. Maybe she’d let him go…

“Yes, please.”

“Beg.”

“Please, please may I stand up straight?”

“You may,” answered Lisa.

“I’ve seen enough,” Michelle added.

Martin turned his attention back to their boss. Time seemed to slow down. Yes, he had been humiliated. Yes, he said those degrading words, but she hadn’t made a decision. She hadn’t come to any conclusion. Not yet, anyway.

Michelle held one hand over her mouth. He couldn’t tell what she was thinking, what she intended. C’mon, he thought. Tell this crazy bitch she has to let me go! After that, he would go to a doctor or a hospital or something. He would figure out some way to break her hold.

This couldn’t last.

…It just couldn’t!

Michelle dropped her hand, time resumed, and his chest tightened when she saw her start to smirk.

“Let me see how this works. Martin, get down on your knees and tell us you’re an insignificant male.”

He fell to his knees like a slave worshipping a goddess. “I’m an insignificant male.” At least he realized he could control the volume of his voice. His lips and tongue moved, yet he whispered those sounds so the two women had to lean in to hear him humiliate himself.

That little trick wouldn’t last.

“Speak up. Repeat yourself,” said Lisa. If she had been annoyed, she hid it well.

“I’m just an insignificant male,” he replied, his voice crisp and clear this time.

“Tell us why,” Michelle ordered. Apparently, she was already comfortable robbing another human being of his free will. Or maybe she no longer viewed him as an equal. He had become less than a person to her.

“I’m an insignificant male because…because…” he stammered, unsure of himself. It felt like he needed to speak. His body thrummed with the compulsion, only he didn’t know what to say.

“I think you need to lead him. He’s just a boy, after all,” Lisa said.

Michelle opted to help him out. “Okay. Then tell us you’re an insignificant male because you can’t think for yourself anymore. Tell us all about how you need to be trained and spanked some more.”

“Please, spank me. Train me some more. I need it because I’m just a dumb boy and I shouldn’t be allowed to think for myself. I need a woman like you to own me and tell me what to do.” Again, he didn’t know where those words came from, but his ignorance didn’t matter.

He uttered each and every one of those words.

And the two women in that office just loved hearing them.

“Good boy,” Lisa said again, turning that praise into a taunt.

Martin fixated on the other woman, the one behind the desk. He tested his voice, clearing his throat. It seemed to work. Maybe he really could talk on his own. “Please, Michelle, please don’t make me her secretary.” Once those words got out, he knew he could talk.

This might be his one and only opportunity. He couldn’t make any mistakes.

His voice became strong but pleading, like he was a warrior in need of assistance. “Please, I don’t want to be her secretary. Just let me put my pants back on and I can go. I’ll get out of your hair, and I can start to figure out what’s happening here.”

“I don’t think so,” replied Michelle. “In fact, I don’t think I want to hear you talk anymore. You were fine when you could think for yourself, but since you’re going to have to be obedient, it makes sense that we’ll need some reorganization.”

“Reorganization?” repeated Martin. The words hit the air, each one cold and rocky.

“That’s right. Lisa has done an excellent job of showing me your capabilities.” Michelle stood up, and she walked around her desk. She came up to the boy. He may have been taller than her by several inches, only that advantage didn’t change anything. She was in charge. His cock made him little more than a slave.

Michelle studied him, her eyes roaming along the curves of his shoulders, the flat of his stomach, and along his groin. She reached down and stroked him. He shivered. Worse, he hardened. “I like this.”

“Please…” he said.

“Martin, Martin, Martin, you might not know this, but I’m a woman of rather singular tastes. In fact, I think Lisa might be as well. Tell me, have you had him service you yet?”

Lisa looked back at her boss. She had known Michelle would see the truth of the situation, except she didn’t ever predict the conversation might take this sort of turn.

Almost like a little girl who had been caught stealing candy, Lisa glanced downward for a few seconds. “Yes. I did. It felt good.”

“I bet. And now we can have even more fun with him.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Oh, Martin, I’m sure you know you’re a handsome boy. The cute ones always know just how attractive they really are…” Her voice trailed off as she petted his head. “Lisa, if you’re up for it, I think we should play with this slave boy.”

“I’m not a slave,” he grunted.

“We all know what you are,” Michelle said.

Lisa looked back at her boss. She couldn’t believe this was happening; she couldn’t believe what she was about to say next. “Let’s do it.”

“Would you like his mouth or his ass?”

Lisa didn’t understand. “Mouth,” she said anyway.

“Works for me.” Michelle strolled back to her desk, and she opened one of the drawers.

As the horror splashed through his body, Martin could only watch as his superior pulled out a strap-on harness and dildo. She dropped them both onto her desk before she started to pull off her pants.

“What, what are you going to do to me?” he asked even though he should’ve been able to figure out that answer for himself. Perhaps he could and he clung to that thin thread of hope.

“I’m going to fuck you,” Michelle promised. “I’ve actually wanted to do this for a long, long time.”

Martin was about to say something, only Lisa ordered him to be quiet.

“We can use the couch,” Michelle said as she nodded over toward the small sofa set against the side wall. Together, the two women took Martin by his wrists. They tugged him over and shoved him down. Lisa and Michelle seemed to communicate without actually speaking. They understood one another.

“Suck, slut,” ordered Michelle. She grabbed Martin by his hair. She also phrased those words as a command, so he soon locked his lips around her dildo. That wasn’t all though. Michelle bucked her hips forward and back, thrusting that cylinder deep into his mouth and down his throat.

His eyes started to water for an entirely different reason. She pushed hard, thrusting deep.

Once he made it nice and wet, she let him stop. Practically choking as he coughed, he stumbled onto his ass. He looked over at Lisa. While he’d been giving a forced blowjob, she had taken off her jeans. She sat back, her legs spread. “Come over here and service me. Now.”

He couldn’t resist. He tried. He tried so hard and failed anyway. His thoughts could flail away in that pretty head of his, yet it made no difference.

This was going to be his life from now on.

Martin soon found his face buried between Lisa’s legs. He licked and nuzzled like an eager dog. Within seconds, he could feel her engorged clitoris. The heat and moisture from her pussy intermingled with his saliva. He swallowed it back. His tongue kept darting from side to side.

But it was about to get worse. Much worse.

Michelle came up behind him. She put her hands on his hips. “Get ready,” she warned just before she shoved forward, sliding her artificial cock deep into his ass. He tried to clench down, to keep her out, only this woman knew how to take a man. She pushed hard, and he could soon feel that violation.

They wanted him.

They took him.

There was no escape.

As he serviced one woman, the other fucked him. She pushed and pulled, sending shivers of resistence through his body. The desires sped up, and he realized with mounting horror that this somehow turned him on. Martin couldn’t possible explain why, but his shaft hardened into full tumescence.

“Keep going,” commanded Lisa, not that it was necessary.

He closed his eyes. He tried to hide, to pretend he was somewhere else.

The women wouldn’t allow that.

Perhaps Michelle sensed what he was trying to do because she reached for his cock. She stretched her arm and wrapped his manhood in the palm of her hand. She squeezed as she kept thrusting, deeper, harder, faster.

His heart kicked in his chest with each half-second. Then he felt it, the raw power as she forced him to climax. His cock sputtered. It shook as she worked him into enjoying this. He fought to deny it, but this was his body, programmed to savor every rush of an orgasm. This time was no exception.

The sounds faded away. He cried out even as he licked.

They nudged him back. He fell onto his side.

“That’s my secretary,” Lisa said, seemingly from far away.

This time, Martin didn’t even try to disagree. He now knew his place.

The End

(If you enjoyed this story, check out When Women Rule, the gynarchy novel

by Anna Ritter.)




Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email

me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories.

My favorites 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:
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