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Welcome!

 

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. I love domination and power exchange. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl.

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com.

I look forward to hearing from you!




Ten years from now…

 

I, Anna Beth Ritter, have decided to make a change.

It’s time for me to go back to writing about myself. After all, I’ve played a small part in the country’s development. As such, I’ve decided to offer my perspective. Future writers and historians might disagree with me, but this is how I saw things change.

As a college student, I wrote about myself all the time. As I studied literature, creative writing, linguistics, and composition, I submitted different essays and nonfiction narratives to various writing contests and literary publications.

At the time, I didn’t know what kind of woman I wanted to be. A writer, certainly. Beyond that? From eighteen to twenty-two, I had no idea. Then again, most people can’t predict the course their lives will take.

For me, it was even stranger.

When I was younger, I heard a particular proverb. It was supposedly Chinese, but I’ve never verified it, so I could be wrong. Either way, it has always stuck with me.

“I hope you live in interesting times,” has always struck me as one of the most horrifying curses. Because really, I craved a safe and secure life. I wasn’t so naïve as to envision some scenario where I wanted to be a soldier fighting off invaders, battling aliens, or dealing with anything historians might decide to write about in the future.

Because that’s the scary part: if you end up in a history book, that means things got really, really bad. Sure, historians might go back and spend a couple of paragraphs on those wonderful moments in history when peace reigned or the advent of some new technology. I’m sure high school history books now talk a little bit about the introduction of the personal computer, internet, and smart phone.

But as a species, we crave stress and conflict. We yearn for horror stories and epic drama.

Even in college, I knew that I didn’t need more than the fantasy. I expected to focus most of my life on fiction. Sure, I might decide to write about some brave warrior, a young woman who would step out and battle monsters in one form or another. These creatures could have been ignoble terrorists, slimy aliens, monstrous plant creatures, or something more cliché like vampires or zombies.

Despite my fondest hopes, I have lived through interesting times.

Very interesting times.

Over the last ten years, the culture has changed so much, more than I ever would have imagined. A decade ago, I figured the biggest threats to the United States were fundamentally epistemic. Our sense of collective knowledge and our recognition of basic facts seemed to decay a little more every day.

The internet was incredible because it allowed so many people to share their views. Yes, this allowed smaller groups to assert themselves. Previously marginalized populations could be bold and brave and remind the rest of the nation that they existed and deserved respect.

Awesome.

But then other segments of the population decided that we didn’t need to listen to experts. As far as they were concerned, a doctor with years of experience and a YouTuber sponsored by Nord VPN were equally valid sources of medical knowledge. This probably came down to a desire for false equivalency.

For a long time, people had believed that each side of every argument had some kind of validity. If someone believed to something, then they deserved some recognition.

But what about debates with more than two sides? What about those situations where one side was obviously wrong? Yes, thousands of people might believe that the world is flat, but that doesn’t make this a valid argument. If they kept these beliefs to themselves, then they wouldn’t do any harm. But if they start insisting that we need to disband the Navy to prevent the battleships and aircraft carriers from falling off the edge of the world, then we have a serious problem.

I seriously wondered when some part of the United States would be invaded or seized by another country. Or maybe it would simply be bombed, and there would be some segment online insisting that it never happened. Suddenly, we wouldn’t be worrying about war, how to strike back, or what to do to prevent another attack.

Instead, we would be talking about whether or not the state of Georgia had never really existed. Personally, I had never been there. I relied on other people. It seemed obvious that it existed. Then again, the Earth’s shape seemed pretty obvious to me as well (especially when I considered how a ship’s mast appeared first on the horizon when coming into port).

I’m not ashamed to admit I was wrong about the cultural transformation.

The epistemic dangers were there, only then something else changed.

A new kind of unity spread across the planet.

And I was part of it.

 

After college, I got a job, I started working, and then a new fantasy popped into my head. I can’t remember the exact moment when it occurred to me that this would be incredible. To be blunt, it was about pleasure, not political ideology.

Perhaps I was wandering around online, searching for something to spark my imagination when I saw this word.

Gynarchy.

Or maybe, like so many other linguistics nerds, I wanted to see what kind of strange combinations I could make. How could I use some esoteric prefixes or suffixes to make something new or funny?

No matter how I got there, I started to envision different scenarios where women wouldn’t just dominate at home or in the bedroom.

I had been thinking about that ever since I was a little girl.

Before I even understood the concept of sexuality, I had enjoyed taking control. At a summer camp, I decided I didn’t like the games the other kids were playing, so I wandered off. A couple of boys and another girl followed me. We decided to play “The Pound”. Since I was the one speaking up and taking control, I decided the girls would be the animal handlers.

And the boys?

They’d have to be the animals.

At first, a couple of them insisted they would be these mighty mammals. They wished to be tigers, bears, lions or other predators.

But then I put my hands on my hips, and I glared at them all. “No,” I stated simply. Even as a child, I loved language, so I had quickly learned how to talk to adults. I knew how to look into their eyes and to assert myself. Even if they just saw me as some little girl, I didn’t care. I could pretend to be one of them because I recognized their frailties and mistakes.

So many of them seemed to say so many stupid things that I believe I could compete with them. Yeah, they had more experience and money and power, but I wasn’t going to give them any undue respect. (I’m sure lots of those same adults saw me as a stuck-up brat.)

When I spoke, my voice projected out clear and loud, “No. This is a pound. This is where regular animals go. So you can be cats or dogs. That’s it.”

“I want to be an eagle,” someone said.

“Eagles are protected,” I replied as though I knew what I was talking about. “You have to be a cat or a dog.”

The little boy glared at me. As far as I was concerned, we were a pair of titans determining how the game would be played, but I knew I would win.

Then an idea occurred to me. As he stood right there in front of me, I reached up, touched to fingers to his neck, and I said, “Click-click. There. That’s me locking a dog collar around your neck. Now you’re a puppy.”

His eyes widened as though I had done something real.

“Get down on all fours, puppy.”

He seemed confused, glanced around, and finally succumbed to my self-imposed authority.

After that, the other boys fell in line.

Me and the other girl were animal handlers. They were dogs. That meant they need to be trained.

I had no idea how these different power dynamics would coalesce as I grew up. I just knew that I wanted to have fun and that I didn’t want to play the “regular games” with the other kids under the watchful gaze of the summer camp counselors. We didn’t go too far, so we didn’t get in trouble.

But I like to think the boys learned an important lesson that day…

As I grew up, I started thinking more and more about control and power.

Later, I started thinking about restraints. Whenever I watched movies or TV, I would see someone handcuffed, tied down, bound and powerless, and this little frisson of excitement started to whir somewhere deep inside of me. I would sit up straight as I saw someone bound and gagged. I would get disappointed when the camera panned away or the hero showed up to rescue that person.

Unfortunately, it was almost always the men who did the rescuing. The girls were the ones who got tied up.

Lame.

At night, I started to explore my fantasies. At several points, I realized it might feel good if I slipped my hand down when my legs. Or maybe I could rub myself on my pillow. I didn’t really know what I was doing; to be honest, I hadn’t put the different pieces together. With my normal confidence, I followed my instincts. Besides, I was alone at night in my bedroom, so it wasn’t like anyone else had to find out about this.

In those first fumbling attempts, I imagined what it might be like to be tied down and helpless. Maybe I was following the normal-girl script and pictured myself as the damsel in distress. I could struggle or fight, but I would remain trapped until some handsome man came along and freed me.

Nope.

After a night or two, I imagined the boy being tied down.

Not just any boy.

Derek Saunders. He was a boy in two of my classes: math and dance. I didn’t really talk to him much, but there was something about him. The sound of his voice. The outline of his body. His height.

Yes, I was attracted to him, but I also envisioned what it might be like to take control. I thought about what I could do to him if he was tied down.

I didn’t really think too much about the psychology of my fantasies. In so many ways, I was just another girl. I wasn’t the prettiest or most popular, but I wasn’t on my own either. I had my clique of two or three best friends, and we did normal girl stuff: homework, pizza parties, movies, and sleepovers. My group gave me extra confidence.

We also whispered her secrets back and forth.

When it was my turn, I talked about Derek Saunders.

Looking back, I know that he was more of a talisman than anything else. I liked to sneak quick glances at him. At the time, I didn’t even know what I would do if he asked me out.

But in my fantasies, I was confident. I liked the idea of having him tied down and powerless. I would get to explore his body. Maybe I would even interrogate him. I thought of what it might be like to tickle him. Later, I realized I could do something a little more extreme.

I could spank him. Maybe I could get a whip. Or maybe I could get one of those straps writers used on their horses (eventually, I would figure out that this implement was called a crop).

In those first fumbling fantasies, I didn’t think of sex, not exactly. Instead, I achieved my first flashes of orgasm by thinking of him bound and helpless. I especially loved the idea of punishing him.

Later, I started to envision what it might be like to interrogate him. Perhaps he would have some secret, some juicy detailer piece of gossip about one of my friends, and only I could extract it.

In those fantasies, he would be tied down with silk scarves, ropes, handcuffs, or duct tape. But each and every time I imagined myself with him, it was clearly a fantasy.

Then I started writing. I wanted to relive some of those most delicious details. I would come up with some image, word, or phrase, and I intended to use it again and again. Occasionally, after I was supposed to have gone to bed, I would pull out a flashlight, hold it up, and write a few ideas in the notebook I hid under my mattress.

The next night, I would revisit those images. Then the story started to flow.

But these were all private.

I continued to enjoy these fantasies. I dated a couple of boys, and I occasionally teased them. I had one friend in high school, for example, who needed to stop by a pet store to pick up some supplies for his cat.

While he was shopping, I wandered off to the collar section. I stood there, and he found me, and that’s when I pulled a collar off of the rack and held it up for him. I grinned like it was just a joke.

“We should get going,” he said.

“Okay,” I replied. “But I think you should try this on first.”

“No way!”

Only then I stalked forward like some aggressive feline. He retreated back, and I loved that look of nervous energy on his face. We were playing with one another, flirting, and maybe he knew it. Maybe he didn’t. Either way, he recognized my authority.

Like so many other high school kids, I was right there between adulthood and childhood. I could drive. I had a job. I was so close. And yet, I still lived at home, and I had chores.

In that moment, as we were alone in that aisle, I knew I could make him wear it.

He kept drawing back, and I knew that if he headed out in front of the clerks, they would yell at us to stop. We were obviously a couple of teenagers just messing around.

Without raising my voice, I called out, “Stop.”

He froze.

We both blinked, perhaps surprised. I certainly hadn’t expected that to work!

Then I strode forward, and he was shaking his head, laughing, and I pulled the collar around his neck. Then I heard it click into place. It was just a dog collar, bright and blue with little cartoon bones along the edging.

“Very cute,” I said. Because I was following my instincts and not really thinking about any of this, I patted him on the head.

That’s when I just happened to glance down. We were friends. We were dating, and I wasn’t supposed to like him, and he was supposed to like me, yet I peeked down and saw the silhouette of his erection. Luckily for me, I had always been very good at hiding my feelings, so I pretended I hadn’t noticed.

Then I went to college, and I continued writing. I always loved the ease of fantasy. I could enjoy different science fiction and fantasy franchises. I could lose myself to these movies and narratives.

Sure, the boys were almost always in charge, the girls usually ended up as props or MacGuffins, but I could push those problems aside as I enjoyed the narratives. I recognized the flaws as I relished the art.

Through all of this, I continued writing.

Then, one night, I started a personal fantasy.

I turned on my laptop, and I started typing. Somehow, I ended up with twenty pages over the course of just a few hours. By the time I was done, I was hot and sweaty and desperate.

The story wasn’t even complete, but I knew I wanted to write more of this.

Unfortunately, I still had my classes, my part-time jobs, and my friends to occupy me, so I didn’t get to fall into those fantasies as much as I would have liked. Besides, I was always a pragmatist. I was the kind of girl who needed for everything to be “useful”. I had so much to do, especially as I was eager to start my adult life.

So that story, with a boring document title and hidden away in a dozen different nested files to make sure no one would ever find it, continued to grow slowly. I might go days or months without revisiting it. Then there were other times where I might open it three or four times in the same week. Sometimes I wrote a lot more. Sometimes I added just a few details or sentences.

In any case, it was for me. It was mine.

After college, a friend asked me if I wanted to start a business with him. We could work together and create a publishing company. Everything had changed online; the barriers to entry had fallen.

We were half drunk when we talked about this at a party, but the idea sounded good, and we knew we could rely on one another.

As publishers, we intend to start out with science fiction and fantasy since I knew it best. I would provide the literary and creative firepower; he’d handle logistics.

After about six months, we had made quite a bit of progress. We wrote up contracts, designed our logo, got several stories edited and published, but none of them sold particularly well. We brought in some money, but it wasn’t amazing or dramatic.

And then something occurred to me.

What if I decided to publish something on my own? What if I created another account and, just for laughs, tried to publish one of my own stories? But I wasn’t interested in putting out another sci-fi novel that probably wouldn’t sell since the market was saturated. Instead, I had that one special story.

I was someone who loved writing about boys who were tied down and enslaved. I had started exploring some of the more popular websites, and I knew what kind of erotica existed out there. So maybe I could try something like that…

It was crazy.

Seriously, the major platforms would probably just ban it.

And yet, my friend and I shared a joint account. That meant I could just use my own email address. I could try this as an experiment, and if it worked, maybe…

No, I didn’t even let myself think about that possibility.

When I designed my first cover, I just used a black jpeg and wrote out the words. Graphic design wasn’t one of my strengths (and probably never will be). Even so, I remember being at work, getting everything ready, going through those final edits, and deciding to publish it.

Oh, and I had to give it an actual ending. Yes, this was that same story I had started at my laptop a couple of years before. As such, it had never been designed as a coherent narrative. I didn’t do an outline or anything. Instead, I just started typing as different images and phrases connected, but now I needed to make it look like something real.

Still, I finished.

The story was ready, and so I decided to publish it. I clicked the button, and then I waited. According to the automated response, it could take up to forty-eight hours for me to see it online.

In my wildest dreams, I would sell one or two copies.

And yet, people started buying the story. They downloaded it, read it, and I eventually started to hear back.

In those first couple of years, I set a goal for myself: I would eventually become a full-time writer. Maybe this wasn’t realistic, I told myself, but it was a fun idea. In the meantime, I continued with my mundane job.

I’m not a historian, but I can recognize the difficulties of understanding how and why something happened. Cause and effect are never simple when it comes to people. That’s one reason why we love endlessly debating the effects of nature and biology versus nurture and social programming.

 

If someone grows up to become a serial killer, was there something in his DNA? Or maybe she received the wrong stimuli as a child. If we focus on societies, it gets even more difficult. Did a presidential candidate win because his opponent was a moron? It could’ve been the economy, crime, or some renewed sense of social justice.

It’s impossible to know for sure. Maybe that’s why we constantly go back to these questions.

And yet, so much has happened over the last decade. What caused it all?

Like I said before, I was never interested in living through “interesting times”. As far as I could tell, that would mean plagues, wars, volcanic eruptions, earthquakes, or some other nasty disaster.

And yet, I have watched the United States evolve into a monarchy.

It didn’t take as long as I expected. And yes, there has been some violence, but not as much as I would have anticipated.

For several years, I wrote in general obscurity.

My stories varied quite a bit, but they all focused on the same central idea: women were about to take control. I couldn’t explain why this idea appealed to me so much. Yes, I included those intimate moments of a wife realizing she could hold her husband down and do whatever she wished or a secretary deciding she no longer had to put up with her misogynistic employer. But really, it was the social transformation that excited me.

I thought of the new laws that could go into place.

First, I envisioned what men might lose.

The privilege to drive.

The right to vote.

The ability to have a bank account or even own a cell phone.

Some of my stories, males weren’t even allowed to go online!

I contemplated what this delicious oppression might look like, and I wrote out these stories, one after another. In those first years, I was fairly prolific, and I was surprised that anyone else would enjoy these stories.

And get people did.

Each month, readers found my work and embraced these ideas. For some readers, it was just a fantasy. For others, it was something serious.

I found myself somewhere in between. As a realist, I didn’t envision a scenario where women might actually take over. As far as I was concerned, the paged of history turned far too slowly for something like that to happen. Perhaps someday, after a nuclear war or something, females might assert themselves more aggressively.

And yet, I remembered those other scholars who argued for evolutionary psychology; they believed women were inherently subservient and submissive because this made it easier for the species to survive. Maybe. Whatever.

But then I started to hear whispers.

Little rumors flashed around certain nodes of the internet. Denise Montgomery and Samantha James were two of the richest women on the planet, and they started to promote a new ideology: female supremacy.

At first, no one really noticed what was going on. These were powerful women, after all, so it was easy for them to remain hidden behind click farms, lobbyists and PR firms. Still—little by little—the conversation started to change.

Then there were the riots. The acts of sedition. The armed rebellions.

Suddenly, no one seems to know what was going on. According to certain factions, the President hadn’t been legitimately elected.

As most of this conversation developed, it was dominated by male voices (as usual). Sure, a couple of women had stepped forward from every faction, but they were always the exception, never the rule.

And a new idea started to blossom online.

This was ridiculous.

As a country, we needed to work together. We had to unify. The polarization had to come to an end.

Maybe democracy had failed. Maybe, as people stared down at their phones and typed out whatever they liked without any evidence, it was time for something new.

Everyone seemed to be disgusted even if their reasons differed.

But there wasn’t some major revolt, just one set of elections.

The polls hadn’t been especially accurate leading up to it, but a woman actually won the presidency. She was a third-party candidate, which once seemed impossible. No one had really taken her seriously. Yes, she appeared during the debates, and quite a few analysts admired her clear rationality, but they argued she wasn’t sufficiently partisan. She didn’t attack her opponents, so she didn’t have a chance.

All across the country, women voted for her. They united.

While the men remained divided in virtually every state and precinct, the women decided they’d give this new leader a chance.

Her party took the House of Representatives, the Senate, and the presidency all in one election.

It was utterly unprecedented.

After the fact, there were the usual conspiracies. In particular, a few angry trolls targeted Denise Montgomery and Samantha James.

When those conspiracy theorists couldn’t get much attention online, they decided to group together and try something violent. They set off a few bombs, so the newly elected president declared martial law.

It was time for a woman to take control.

New draconian rules went into play. I watched all of this, uncertain of what to do, say, or believe as protests and counterprotests swept across the nation.

As I started here more politicians and elected leaders talk about female supremacy and the need to “set things right,” I was genuinely ambivalent. Yes, I knew who I had voted for, but this all started to feel like something from one of my novels.

Throughout my life, I had believed in democracy. I believed every citizen should have the right to vote, just as I believed every vote should count equally. Only now, a few leaders had started to speculate that maybe our problems had come from the boys in the country. Maybe it was time for them to take a break, step back, and let women lead.

Obviously, there was a storm of rage online, yet those angry trolls had been arguing and whining and complaining for so long that most readers just ignored them.

Trolling become so much less effective.

If you believed the conspiracy theories, then Denise Montgomery and Samantha James had hired groups of digital warbands to go around online and shout down those boys who got upset.

After her first term, the President won in another landslide election. Sure, there were accusations that the boys’ votes hadn’t been counted properly, but there had already been so much whining about election fraud (generally without evidence or support) that these arguments fell flat. The American people had become bored of this complaint.

Along the way, she started to suggest that maybe we needed an entirely new system.

This idea flourished online. Perhaps we needed to return to something more traditional. An aristocracy, one where women could rule and many could be properly trained. If you read about this in just a few sentences, it seemed wild and impossible.

And yet, that’s what happened. Our culture changed over the course of just a few years.

Then it was decided.

It was time to abandon the Constitution. It had served us well for several centuries, but it couldn’t endure across the misinformation and brazen skepticism of a society that no longer believed in hierarchies or expertise. It was time for something new, something stronger.

Women would be counted as citizens. Men would become property.

The boys had already adapted. Yes, they had thrown their tantrums, but the educational system had shifted, media had been altered, and so now most of the boys were ready to assume their rightful place on their knees. Or maybe some of the pundits had been right. Perhaps, way deep down, most many yearned for the opportunity to serve their sisters, mothers, wives and every other female.

And then I got an email.

It was from Denise Montgomery and Samantha James.

 

When I went to the airport, I didn’t know what to expect. I had never been on a private plane before, so I headed toward the standard security checks. By this point, collar and leash laws had gone into effect, meaning the few boys at the airport were lead around like dogs.

It was exquisite.

As I strode around, I marveled at how the males had lost all of their bluster, arrogance, and ego. Only a couple of years before, so many of them would have been shouting and pushing.

Airports used to be stressful. Now they had become fairly relaxed. People worked together. Under female leadership, everyone waited politely and patiently.

I was sure there were still stressful moments or times were people panicked and got upset, but that’s not what I experienced when I went to that particular airport on that particular day.

As I got into line to wait for the security check, someone approached me. “Ms. Ritter?” she asked.

“That’s me,” I said.

“You don’t need to go through security,” she said.

I was confused, but I followed with my overnight bag hanging from my shoulder. I followed this young woman back through a series of doors and core doors. Then we were on the airfield itself, and the steps had already been extended for me. I climbed up into the small plane.

Obviously, I had seen plenty of private jets in lots of movies and TV shows, but I still marveled at the strange contrast. I was alone in this chamber except for a pair of women who stood off to the side. They welcomed me and asked if I’d like anything.

This plane was obviously so much smaller than the jumbo jets I had ridden on for different vacations and adventures, but I was mostly alone. The contrast was pretty jarring.

We only flew for a couple of hours, landed, and then a car took me to a restaurant.

That’s when I saw them for the first time, seated off in the corner together.

Denise Montgomery and Samantha James. As they talked back and forth, I marveled at the speed of their conversation. They could jump from political theory to the economy, back again, all before they connected it to some popular TV show.

I introduced myself, they smiled, and we started talking.

About halfway through our steaks, I had to ask, “What am I even doing here?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Denise asked. Both women had their hair pulled back into buns. Denise, a brunette, smiled at me warmly as she waited for me to finally figure it out.

It was Samantha, the blonde, who helped me first. They were both a couple of years older than me. More importantly, they exuded the authority of women who had then in command of large fortunes and the fates of many people for years and years.

Samantha said, “We want to thank you.”

“Thank me? Think me for what?”

“Your work.”

I thought of my time standing in front of classrooms or seated at cubicles. As far as I could tell, I was no one special.

“Your novels,” Denise clarified.

Some of the color drained away from my cheeks, and this chill ran through my body. Sure, I had mentioned my creative ambitions to a few of my friends. I told them about how I wrote erotica, but it was always something naughty, something we could giggle and titter about.

“My novels?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “They’re incredible. We’ve actually read pretty much all of your work. And now, we think it’s time you reap the rewards for all of your efforts.”

Dumbfounded, I stared at them.

“The world is changing,” Samantha said. “And you’ve been a big part of it.”

“I’m not interested in politics,” I said truthfully. Yes, as a citizen, I felt I had to do my duty and vote and donate to relevant causes, but I wasn’t about to run for office.

“You’ve already done all the work,” she said. “Your books are going to receive fresh printings. Your work is going to spread out so much further. Right now, most of what people see is determined by algorithm. We know how to get something to spread. We can boost the signal, and that’s what we’re going to do for you, Anna.”

“Why?”

“Because men need to see themselves in subordinate positions, and women need to imagine what a gynarchy could be like, what could feel like…”

“And of course, you’ll receive territory, slaves, and additional compensation,” Denise told me.

“Territory?”

“The world is changing.”

Her colleague grinned, “Or maybe we should say that it’s changing back. We are aiming to create a new feudal society, one where powerful women like us will hold territory directly. Of course, our lands will be subordinate to the government and the Queen, but this will happen. The world is changing!”

In that moment, I wondered if I should try to fight back. Maybe I should have focused on ideas like human rights, but a new temptation thrummed through my body.

“Slaves?” I asked. I had thought about it for so long.

In college, I had dated a few guys, but we never got especially close. Then there was that span of time where I focused pretty much exclusively on my career. Work didn’t leave much time for the male half of humanity, but now it was time for me to learn and adapt to this new world that I had somehow helped to create.

 

With the full-throated support of the House of Representatives and the Senate, the President declared herself Queen of North America. Borders shifted, a few boys tossed some more bombs, but they failed. They were eventually paraded down one street after another, stripped naked, collared, leashed, and locked in chastity.

Those boys looked so miserable as crowds of women cheered for their failure.

Like so many other women, I watched this.

We were doing it.

Not only that, my books became far more popular. I once counted my sales in the hundreds. Now they jumped to the millions. It was strange; for so long, I had written only for myself. Sure, I had a vague sense of my readership, but I always stuck to the authenticity of my own fantasies. These short stories and novels always turned me on. That’s why I enjoyed playing in those alternate dimensions and timelines.

But now, it was becoming real.

It was the kind of success I had never envisioned before.

My anonymity disappeared, but that was okay with me. I started speaking to large crowds. For the most part, I stayed within my areas of expertise: narrative structure and literary theory. But as so many academicians had discovered, to explore one field of study generally means drifting off into another.

And so, I talked about my inspirations and my desires. On one panel after another, I contributed my perspective.

Through all of this, female supremacy soared as the country’s new, dominant ideology. On some level, I still expected it to fail.

And yet, the women around me seemed to make amazing choices. Markets became more stable, crime dropped, and we did better by virtually every standard. Infant mortality rates fell, poverty decreased, and it was also amazing.

The price? Male freedom.

Former colleagues became servants and slaves. Auctions became normal.

I could have gone to an auction. I could have raised the paddle and purchased a boy. I could have purchased several…

Instead, I waited for my new title and territory.

I soon found out that I would become the Duchess of the Sierra Nevada territory. I would have actual landholdings, and I would be responsible for enforcing certain laws. When I heard about this, I panicked, only to realize that I now had the wealth to hire someone else to take care of it.

Her name was Celeste Daughtry, and she had trained as a sheriff’s deputy. When I interviewed her, she said, “I’m a traditionalist who believes in law and order.” She didn’t need to tell me that she believed in the new law and this new order.

Perfect.

Through all of this, however, I decided that I wanted something in particular.

I purchased a large home. Several, in fact. Slaves cooked and cleaned for me, learning my wants and desires. For the first time, I enjoyed that moment of having a male between my legs as he eagerly served. He had been collared, so I held his leash.

It was amazing.

Exquisite.

For so long, I had fantasized about these scenarios, but now they had come true!

And yet, these boys struck me as almost anonymous. I started to wonder if I should build a relationship with one of them. Obviously, he would belong to me, but maybe I needed to train him more specifically. He could be like a beloved pet. Sure, I would own a stable of men, but this one in particular would be my favorite…

It would have been easy to go to an auction house. I had the finances to buy any man. Maybe he had once been an entrepreneur, a CEO, a model, an actor, or a singer. Obviously, the most popular celebrities had already been snatched up, but there was a vibrant market for men.

Yes, that was a possibility, but I decided to go online and do some research.

One name kept popping into my head.

Josh Michaels.

For a long time, I had tried not to think about him.

We never dated or anything, but we met during my junior year of college. I had just transferred from a community college to a local state school, and now I was ready to start my academic career as a full-fledged English major. Suddenly, I wouldn’t be jumping between different fields of study. Instead, I would start in Early British Literature, continue to the Modern American Short story, and finish the day with a class on Faulkner.

Along the way, I met Josh.

He was cute, tall and thin with wavy brown hair.

Right away, he and I fell into this playful pattern of banter and debate. I still remember that first conversation where I asked his opinion on “The Birthmark.” Before long, we fell into a debate about feminism and beauty standards.

He infuriated me, but he also somehow made me smile. It was so strange.

Over the course of my first semester, we became friends. We started doing movie nights with other people, and we constantly debated and argued. He was smart, he knew how to make me laugh, and so my fantasy started to shift.

I wondered what it would be like to tie him down, to climb on top of him, pin him, and maybe kiss him.

And then I had to do the inevitable.

Maybe I loved my fantasies so much because I always knew how they would end. As the writer, I was always in control, so there wasn’t much difference between a fantasy and the words as they played out across my screen. But this time, my heart pounded, my breathing came in sharp little gasps, and I just had to meet with him and tell him something.

We sat on a bench outside of the English department. It was the end of the semester, and I wanted him to know how I felt.

It was infuriating.

I had no idea what this boy really thought about me. Obviously, we were friends, but was there something else going on? Occasionally, I thought I saw him glance in my direction, and maybe there was more in his expression. Perhaps, at one moment or another, I could detect some hint of longing or desire.

“Josh,” I said, “This is really important, and I want you to know that I have been thinking about this a lot. I really value our friendship, but I—I’ve developed feelings for you.” Just like that, I pushed the words out onto the air. My heart kept pounding, and he said nothing. Nervous energy fluttered through my body, so I had to keep going. “I like you. I think we could be pretty great together.”

Then Josh smiled at me.

“That’s really kind of you to say,” he told me. And right there, either from that awkward phrase or his timid tone, I knew he wouldn’t reciprocate.

“But I don’t think we would be a good couple.”

“Why not?” I asked without thinking.

“Honestly?”

“Please,” I said. As I spoke, I couldn’t tell whether I sounded angry or devastated.

“You’re an awesome girl,” he said. “And you’re a great friend. I love arguing with you, but when I did someone, I don’t want it to be such a fight all the time.”

My brows tensed into furrows, “What are you saying?”

Josh rested his hands on his knees and glanced up at the sky as though he expected to find his answer among the puffy clouds.

“I’m saying I want someone else,” he replied.

At that moment, I should have just gotten up and walked away. We could have been friends, yet some jagged the perverse sense of curiosity forced me to continue, “What kind of girl would you want?”

“Someone who would be…less opinionated,” he said.

“Less opinionated?” And then I really couldn’t stop myself. “What? You want some blonde airhead, some dumb girl who’ll just do whatever you want? You want someone who doesn’t have an opinion or any ideas of her own? You just want some girl on her knees who’ll look up at you fawning and adoring? Is that it?”

“Well, when you say it like that…” Josh replied.

I slammed my palms down against the wooden bench, I jumped to my feet, and I marched off.

Up until that point, I had dreaded the end of the semester, especially since I didn’t know if we would have any more classes together.

Somehow, impossibly, miraculously, we never crossed paths at school again. We were both in the same major, and it was a fairly small department, but maybe he got a new job or something. Either way, I didn’t see him until the Department Graduation Party. Even then, he stayed on the other side of the room. As I chatted with my friends, I told myself that I didn’t care. Seeing him wasn’t a big deal.

And yet, I spotted him after just a few minutes, and my insides tightened. With Josh, we had shared this strange intimacy. It wasn’t sexual, but I thought he and I could have had something special.

It didn’t help that his words kept echoing inside of my head. Maybe I twisted them into something different, but it seemed so ridiculous. A guy wasn’t supposed to reject a girl because she was opinionated or had her own ideas. Besides, we had had fun. He wanted to be my friend, but he didn’t want to date me?

This was garbage.

But now, I had money. I could find him.

As one slave massaged my feet, I sat at my computer. I typed in his name, and I started to track him down.

After college, he worked as an editor at a small publishing house in San Francisco. After that, he won some awards for an essay collection.

Then women started to take over, and his work was no longer being distributed. He published a blog for a year or two, but that didn’t get much traction.

I found a recent picture of him, and he still looked handsome.

I smiled as I leaned forward and studied the pixels on my screen. “I’m going to find you,” I said.

 

As the Duchess of the Sierra Nevada, I had access to law enforcement.

Josh Michaels, it turned out, was a minor criminal now. When the monarchy seized control of the government, Josh attempted to flee. Surprisingly, most of the male population accepted its new status. They had been psychologically prepared after several years of popular media, not to mention losing various selections.

When I had been in power, the nation’s boys had insisted that they could do whatever they liked. They had insisted that they were strong, and they would never give up.

But now, so many of them wore collars and didn’t complain.

Josh, however, rushed off. He was probably heading south, perhaps because he hoped he might be able to flee into Mexico.

I hired a couple of bounty huntresses, and they went to work.

As some stray male, he might have been able to sneak off, especially because most women were already satisfied by their chattel. Because of what he said back when we were students, he now had three skilled women going after him.

Apparently, they found him hiding on a derelict bus.

He had secured a pistol for himself, and he fired, but he missed each time. In his fantasies, perhaps he thought he would morph into some ridiculous freedom fighter. He and the other rebel boys could lead the revolt, and maybe a new sense of equality might be created.

Nope.

The women grabbed him, stripped him, caged him, and finally sedated him.

The next time he woke up, Josh was on his knees, naked and powerless before me.

I loved standing in front of him as he started to wake up. The huntresses had done an excellent job. First, they shoved him down onto his knees before they pulled his arms behind his back. The security shackles with each set of chains pulled tight. A collar had been locked around his neck, but I hadn’t used it yet.

“Where, where am I?” Josh asked, still groggy after his experience.

“You’re on your knees in front of your owner,” I said.

I waited for him to blink, to suddenly realize that I was the one talking to him.

It took him several more seconds, but he shook his head like he couldn’t comprehend what was going on.

“Anna?” Josh finally asked as he peered up at him. He blinked several more times. Clearly, he couldn’t understand any scenario where he might find himself in this position. Getting caught must have been something he considered, but he didn’t envision finding someone like me poised above him.

“Hello,” I said with a little smile.

He tried to find his voice, but then he looked up at me again. I wore a simple pair of boots, denim shorts, and a gray tank top that highlighted my waist and the curves of my breasts. This was a simple outfit, nothing elaborate like what I might have worn to one of the aristocratic balls.

Only then he saw the baton in my hand. Smooth, black plastic rested in the palm of my hand and stretched outward. At the tip waited a pair of prongs. Just so he could be sure, I pressed down on the button, and blue electricity flared between those metal tips.

“It’s been a long time, Josh.”

“It’s true,” he said. “When I saw the pictures, I thought it was you. But then, I wasn’t sure.”

“It’s me,” I replied as I started to circle him. He kept his eyes forward for those first couple of steps, only then he turned and watched me as best he could. Then I stopped directly behind him, and I reached out. My fingers brushed along the small of his back and up to that spot between his shoulder blades, he shivered.

“You and I need to have a conversation about how we left things.”

“Please, you don’t want to do this,” he protested.

“What is that?” I asked. “What is it that I don’t want to do?”

“You, you don’t want to treat me like I’m a slave.”

I chuckled. “Is that what you think I’m going to do? Are you scared I’m going to enslave you, Josh?”

He started to sputter.

Back in college, he had been so articulate, but now he had seen what could happen to boys just like him. I leaned down and whispered into his ear, “Good. Because you’re right. I’m going to enslave you, boy. I’m going to turn you into my obedient plaything. And maybe along the way, I’ll allow you to keep a few opinions. Maybe a few.”

“You can’t do this,” he said. “This isn’t you!”

At that moment, I leaned to down. I touched the tip of the baton to the underside of his chin. For the next few seconds, he attempted to look away.

Silly boy.

Since he wouldn’t make eye contact with me, I decided he deserved a taste of pain. This way, he would start to understand his status.

Some males could adapt very quickly, recognizing their own inferiority. Others, however, required extra instruction. So I pulled the baton away, slid it through the air, and jabbed at the prongs against his right flank.

He glared at me and even started to say something.

I timed it perfectly, pressing down on the button.

Electricity flared from the batteries, into the wiring, all the way up to the mental tips and straight into his body.

He cried out and jerked against his restraints, but the shackles around his ankles and wrists kept him right there on his knees, powerless.

“Care to try that again? Care to tell me who I am?”

“No.” That was all he said, but I brought the baton over to the left side of his body, I caressed it from his armpit down to his flank, and then I finally pressed the button again.

When he shouted out, he glanced up at me. For a moment, I could tell he was waiting for some hint of sympathy or remorse to flash across my face.

“Josh,” I said again, slowly and carefully, “I still care about you.”

“Then how can you do this?”

I jabbed him again on his left side, hit the button, and watched as he cried out.

His eyes were wet with tears at this point, but he intended to maintain some veneer of masculine defiance.

“I’m still interested in you. Why do you think I tracked you down in the first place? I’ve decided you’re going to be my pet boy, my bauble, a cute decoration. And my favorite part? You set yourself up for this. When we were friends, you told me weren’t interested. And why was that again?”

He squinted at me like he couldn’t quite remember.

Then he mouthed the words, “Oh no.”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Please, I didn’t mean it. Please, you have to understand. I’m not to some sexist jerk.”

“Oh?” I inquired. “Then what are you?” Even as I spoke, I circled him like a hungry predator. I had fantasized about this so many times, and now I actually had him. I could do whatever I wanted.

“I’m just a guy. Please, I was trying to avoid hurting your feelings!”

“I think you’re lying,” I said.

“I’m not!”

“Are you sure about that?” I asked.

Josh paused. He hesitated as the doubt spread across his features, probably because he didn’t know what I meant. Finally, he gulped back his uncertainty and told me, “Yes. I’m sure. I swear. I was never trying to hurt your feelings.”

“Because you respected me? Because you were my friend?”

“Yes!”

“I don’t believe you.” I prodded him with the baton, and he braced himself for that explosion of pain, only it didn’t arrive. I never pushed the button, so he flinched and I laughed.

Then he glared at me. “Things are going to be like this forever,” he promised me.

“If you think democracy is coming back, then you’re a very, very naïve boy,” I told him.

This time, Josh chose not to answer. Perhaps he harbored his own doubts. In any case, I circled him again, and he was shivering. It was adorable.

Back when we were friends, I had always marveled at his apparent bravery. He seemed willing to explore all of these different concepts and ideas.

No longer. I intimidated him!

Perfect.

And now, I let my fingers trace his shoulders, his neck, and then his chest. “You’re scared. Is that because you know you’re lying to me?”

“I’m not lying,” he said. “Ask anyone. I swear. I’m not some jerk. I, I was just a stupid kid when we were hanging out. I messed up, but I always respected you!”

“Because you have always respect women in general?”

Over the previous decades, sexism had become unfashionable, at least in the most egregious sense. Most men never would have stated that males should be entitled to better jobs or higher pay on the basis of sex.

And yet, those same decades taught us that sexism could mutate and hide. There could be euphemisms.

Perhaps a woman might not be told that she could never become a CEO because of her gender, but the hiring board would be made up entirely of men. And of course, they would have more respect and connect more easily with male applicants. That simple bias right there could offer the illusion of a meritocracy, all while it hid the various advantages one group might have over another.

Or better yet, maybe a woman would be branded as “difficult” and “emotional” when she insisted that the boys bring their dirty jokes to a halt. They could always accuse her of “not having a sense of humor”. So what if all of the jokes involved a woman getting penetrated? As far as they were concerned, it wouldn’t be a big deal.

“I have—I swear,” he promised me. “Please. I swear. I have always had the utmost respect for women. I voted for the President!”

“I can look that up,” I told him.

Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks as he contemplated that possibility.

Before I asked anything else, he persisted, “Just ask everyone I know. None of them will say I’m a sexist.”

“You have an older sister, don’t you?”

“Yes! Ask her!”

“What about a girlfriend?”

He gulped. “Yes. I had a girlfriend.”

“Did you break up with her? Why doesn’t she own you now?” I asked.

As the aristocracy seized power, men in one region after another lost their status as citizens. Instead, they became the property of the women around them. Generally speaking, familial and romantic bonds were formalized. Men would now be owned by their wives or girlfriends, sisters or female friends.

It was easier this way.

More importantly, it made sure that even more women went along with the new regime.

“I ran,” he confessed.

“And did you tell her what you were going to do?”

“No…” He said that one word with a puff of air like he hated to admit this truth.

Perhaps he thought I was going to punish him for running off without permission. I would have been well within my rights, yet I cocked my head to the side and smiled at him. I loved the expression on my face. Obviously, I couldn’t see it, yet I could look hungry, predatory, playful, and flirtatious all at the same time. This was a look so many of my friends and I had mastered without even trying.

“So your sister and your girlfriend would both to say that you’re an obedient boy who’s never been sexist?”

“Yes!”

I jabbed him again with the baton, hit the button, and let the electricity flash into his body.

Then I came back around, pulled the baton away, and now I slapped it down against his right butt cheek, then his left.

He cried out.

“What would they say?” I demanded again as I interrogated him.

“They’d say I’m a good guy!”

He endured another swat of the baton before I poked him again. When he shouted through the pain, I couldn’t help but laugh. It was easy, especially as I thought of the advantages he once enjoyed.

Josh had been quite intelligent, it was true, especially for a boy, yet he hadn’t been able to tolerate the idea of a genuine equal in a relationship. So now I punish him for it.

In the old world, this never would have been possible. He would’ve had “rights”. But now, my huntresses had caught him, so he belonged to me.

I jabbed him again, once on the right side, another time on the left. He shouted and yanked against his restraints, but it didn’t do any good.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s find out.”

“What, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to make some calls,” I said as I sauntered off. I left him there, chained in place, powerless, and utterly trapped.

 

I came back a couple of hours later.

When I returned, Josh lifted his head.

“What would happen if I let you out of those restraints?”

“I, I won’t try to get away,” he promised.

“Try again,” I ordered.

His eyes widened, especially as he looked at me and saw what I held in my hands. Poised between my fingers, I gripped a dog bowl. Water sloshed around inside. He licked his lips, obviously thirsty.

“Well?” I asked.

His breathing quickened, he inhaled, and then he tried again. “I swear. I promise. I’m not going to try to fight. I won’t try to get away. You have my word!”

I chuckled at his offer. “That’s adorable,” I said, “I’m not worried about you trying to get away. So what would you do?”

“Why not?”

If only so I could watch some of that the hope drain away from his expression, I said, “Your collar is double locked, secured with electromagnets, and it includes a GPS tracker. Oh, the tracker is also tied to an invisible fence around my property. If you try to leave, you will get shocked. And trust me, that collar might look snug and sleek, but it has a very potent battery.”

Quite demurely, I set the dog bowl on the floor a few feet away from him. Next, I sauntered in front of him, leaned down, and touched my fingertips to the underside of his chin. From there, I forced him to raise his gaze and meet mine. “Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“So that brings us back to that dog bowl right there. You want some water, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, growling through the syllable.

“Then what are you going to do?”

He had already promised not to try to escape (although this had never been a concern of mine. As a duchess, I knew I had the resources necessary to keep him captive for as long as I liked). Instead, he needed to be smart for a boy and figure this out.

After several more seconds, he finally stumbled on the right answer. “I’m going to crawl over to that dog bowl, lower my head down, and drink out of it.”

“Very nice,” I said. I patted him on the head before stepping back. I opened his shackles and removed the restraints around his ankles in the span of just a few seconds.

After I finished, Josh hesitated.

He hated to acknowledge the truth, but now he didn’t know what to do.

When he had been restrained, he could struggle and fight with all of his energy. Now that I had freed him, he had to obey. He couldn’t event his desperation into his arms and legs.

“Go on,” I said. As I spoke, I probably sounded more like a little girl who was eager to play with her puppy dog.

My former friend maneuvered into position. He leaned forward, rested his knuckles on the tile, and he started to crawl forward.

Before he made it to the dog bowl, I nudged it back with the tip of my foot.

He raised his head and glared at me, although he didn’t dare utter a word. If he argued her protested, he knew I could make things much worse for him.

“I like seeing you in this position,” I said. “In fact, I’m thinking maybe you should apologize right now.”

He couldn’t. He sat up right, glowered hard, and he probably hoped that some vestige of his male privilege might be enough to frighten me. Sure, he was bigger than me, taller than me, and stronger than me. If this had been a fair fight, then he could have easily wrestled me to the floor. But that was why men always felt so confident, wasn’t it?

Just a couple of inches of difference could change everything. It could change how they saw the world…

But now, I smirked, and he couldn’t help himself. “I didn’t do anything wrong!”

Just like that, I lifted the bowl beneath that the tip of my boot, and I tipped it over. The water spilled down onto the tiles, and that’s when I looked at him. I tapped the baton to the palm of my hand, and I said, “Lick, dog.”

“I’m not a pet!”

By this point, some of the water had rolled along the floor and up against his knees.

“Last chance, Josh.”

Maybe he got more confident because I stood several feet away.

“Look, I was going to play your game. I would crawl and drink out of a dog bowl, but I’m not going to lick the floor! I don’t care how thirsty I get!”

“But you’re a pet,” I said. “You’re a slave, and your well-being is my responsibility.”

Strictly speaking, this was true. According to the new legal statutes, I had a responsibility to take care of my boy. Obviously, I would see to his well-being. These regulations had been another part of the justification for male enslavement. According to many politicians, men hadn’t been living as long as women, which demonstrated their incompetence. These boys weren’t capable of taking care of themselves. If they couldn’t live as long as us, then they obviously needed to be kept under our thumbs.

“Never,” he growled back at me.

Josh was probably quite proud of himself, but that’s when I jabbed the baton down against the floor. He smirked for a moment, right until he recognized that the wet shine along the floor led from my baton along the tiles, straight to his knees.

He attempted to scramble back except it was too late.

I tapped the button again, and another mini-explosion of electricity ran through the water separating us. It shot into his body, through him back, and he probably lost consciousness for a few seconds.

For my part, I sauntered over to him, raised my boot, and put it down against his neck. I didn’t apply enough pressure or anything to choke him, but his eyes fluttered open, and he saw me towering above him like a goddess.

“Are you ready to start licking?”

He glared up past me without making a sound or any movements.

I pressed down just a tiny bit.

Finally, the panic shot through him, and he surrendered. He gulped and cried out, “Yes!”

I pulled my foot away from his neck, so he climbed back up onto his knuckles and knees.

“Go on,” I said.

Finally, he lowered his head, and he started to lick my floors. Obviously, I had plenty of slaves to keep my entire estate spotless, so this wasn’t especially disgusting. It was just humiliating. It was only demeaning for him. As he licked, he scraped away more and more of his dignity and self-respect.

Through it all, I watched.

Then my phone chimed, and I held it up to my ear.

As he looked at the floor, Josh looked up at me. Curiosity played across his features, but he could only hear me say, “What is it?” After I heard the answer, I continued, “Perfect. Entertain her for a little while. I’ll tell you when I’m ready to see her.”

My slave obeyed, so I hung up, slipped my phone back in my pocket, all while Josh continued to lick.

“Very good. If I can make you lick water off of the floor, what else do you think I can get you to do?” I asked.

Before he could stop himself, my former friend gave me the correct answer, “Anything.”

“That’s right,” I said. “And now, I want you to follow me. Stay on her hands and knees, boy.”

Boy. I loved calling him that. It seemed so perfect—so fitting. It was the right designation for a child, a dog, or a slave. As my property, he shared a few traits with all three categories.

As I strode away, my heels clicked against the tiles beneath my feet, but I didn’t worry about whether or not he would follow. I still held onto the baton, and I knew he had no choice.

A few moments later, I walked into my living room, I sat down, and I crossed my legs.

Josh appeared in front of me just a few seconds later. I looked at him, and he kept his eyes aimed downward, probably because he was worried about what might happen if he dared to challenge me.

“Untie my boots,” I commanded.

His fingers trembled slightly as he obeyed. He kept glancing over to the baton which now waited for me on the armrest.

“You could try,” I said, “I don’t think you’d like that. Your collar also has a voice activation feature. But to be honest, I prefer the intimacy of using an actual implement.”

“Plus you enjoy teasing me,” he said.

“Plus I enjoy teasing you,” I acknowledged. “Now be an obedient boy and do as your owner commands.” When I smiled and patted my eyes, he probably thought of the dumb airheads he had once wished to date and control.

Josh hated himself for it, I could tell, but he leaned forward, and he pulled the laces loose. He worked my right boot, then my left. Afterward, I wiggled my toes as I stretched my calf and lifted my leg.

“Training boys actually a lot of hard work,” I complained. “I think I deserve a massage.”

Josh waited for the direct order. He didn’t need to wait long. “Massage my foot for me.”

He obeyed, raising his fingers and working them along my toes, down the arch of my foot, along my heel and over my ankle. When he pressed down, I let out a little moan of satisfaction.

“Not bad,” I told him. “Not bad at all.”

“I’m glad I can be of help,” he said with just a hint of sarcasm.

“Hey, at least this way, if I ever decide to lock you up in permanent chastity, you’ll still be useful to me.”

“What? Permanent chastity?”

I burst out laughing.

“What, you didn’t realize that was a possibility, Josh? You’re just one boy. You’re not bad, but you’re very easily replaced. And yes, I already have several slaves who can serve me. Now, depending on your performance, I might use you as a sex toy. I might.” I practically bit through those final two syllables as I snapped my teeth together.

His breathing quickened, his cheeks turned red, and he aimed his eyes at the floor as his fingers continued to work. They moved faster now, however. The panic played along his hands as he massaged my right foot. Then I brought my left foot up in front of his face.

“Massage me,” I ordered.

He obeyed at once, working his hands. Even as he served me, he must have been grateful for the opportunity to do something.

“You really thought you were going to escape to Mexico, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he admitted quietly.

“Don’t worry. You’re going to have a much better life as my plaything.”

His lips parted, he raised his head, and he looked right at me for several long seconds.

“That’s okay,” I said with a conciliatory tone. “We all make mistakes sometimes.”

He glanced up at me and saw the smug smile spread across my face. Back before the female supremacists took over, I frequently had to be kind, polite, and diplomatic with the boys in my life. Frankly, it could be infuriating, especially when these same men couldn’t comprehend why I might get irritated when they’d tell me to smile or act like I owed them something.

“You know, you’re very good with your hands, but I think you might be even better with your mouth,” I said.

“I am not going to suck on your toes,” he promised.

“Actually, I was talking about oral sex, but now that you bring it up, maybe you should use your mouth on my toes.”

His eyes widened as he recognized his mistake.

“No, I won’t,” he promised.

My hand drifted over to the shock baton, I pulled it up into the air, and I cocked my head to the side as I smirked, “Are you sure about that?”

He wasn’t; he couldn’t be.

His mouth opened again, and I stroked the tip of the baton down along his shoulder, to his bicep, all the way to his forearm. Shivers rippled through his muscles as I teased him. At any moment, I could have turned on the electricity. I could have sent bolts of energy streaking through his body, forcing him back.

As my fantasies became a reality, I marveled at how good this could all feel.

Then I wiggled my toes one more time, and he must have known he wouldn’t get any second chances. That’s why he bowed forward, and he started to suck. His tongue moved. His lips danced.

And I reveled in the sensations as they coursed through my body.

The physical impulses were amazing, but there was something else about having this brazen boy down on his knees, willing and able to do whatever I liked.

After nearly a minute of his oral servitude, I pulled my foot away, stood over him, and unbuttoned my denim shorts. I shimmied out of them, pulling them down along with my panties. Suddenly, I was naked from the waist down, yet I still enjoyed the easy authority of a woman who owned the boy in front of him.

“Come here,” I commanded.

“Please…” Josh said.

“Are you begging for the chance to serve?” I asked. My eyes must’ve been sparkling, especially because I enjoyed the feel of my grin as it spread across my face.

Despite my teasing, he was a very intelligent young man; he knew what the correct answer would be. Just as importantly, he must have comprehended what could happen if he gave the wrong answer.

He breathed hard, stared, and waited. He must have been working to summon the courage to defy me. Inevitably, he broke, especially because I had the baton right there, just a few inches away.

“Yes.” His voice was strained as he uttered his answer.

“Perfect,” I said. I sat down, spread my legs, placed my hands on my knees, and I waited for this boy to crawl forward.

He obeyed, scurrying into position. At once, I set my hand on the back of his head and pulled him forward.

“Please, don’t make me do this,” he begged.

“Josh,” I whispered, lowering my head down so the tip of my nose brushed along the contour of his ear, “This is how you have sex now. This is how you get used and owned.”

“It’s not fair,” he growled.

“Lick,” I commanded as though he had said nothing at all.

He bristled, hardening in position. He was right there with his mouth so close to my sex.

Then he plunged forward, he started licking and lapping. He ran his tongue up and down, but then I ordered, “Deeper.”

Josh must’ve hated himself for giving in, yet he knew he had no choice. His tongue flicked and moved along the walls of my opening. I could feel him glide along my clit. This time, I didn’t think about the psychology. For those delicious minutes, I simply reveled in those sensations as the physical impulses ran through my body. They started between my legs, yet they flared up into my torso, along my arms, and down the length of my legs.

Soon enough, I had both my hands at the back of his skull. I pressed down, holding him firmly in place. Maybe he had a hard time breathing. Maybe he wished he could pull back. Maybe his neck started to ache. Frankly, I didn’t care about any of those flimsy details. Instead, I focused entirely on my pleasure, my satisfaction, and my desires.

His tongue continued to move, flicking, sliding up and down, left and right. He went low. He went high. He worshiped my clit, and I savored my own selfishness.

Before this, I had only been with a couple of guys before, but the sex had never been anything amazing, especially because they were selfish while I had always been giving.

That was one of the most frustrating parts of sex before female supremacy seized control of the nation’s imagination. For too long, women saw sex as starting and ending with male arousal.

But now, I didn’t need to think of Josh as a partner. I didn’t need to worry about his desires or his satisfaction. On the contrary, I could just use him like a toy, so he continued to lick, serving and satisfying me.

That was all that mattered.

“Good. Very good,” I panted. “That’s right. Keep licking. Show me what you can do.”

Josh obeyed because he had no choice.

As he served me, I let my thoughts flicker in and out of existence. At several points, I relaxed into those physical impulses until a quick climax flared through my body.

He tried to pull away. I loved this part!

Josh thought he was done. He heard me moan and felt that shiver run through my body.

“Keep licking, boy,” I commanded. Even as I uttered those words, I basked in my power because I could decide when he started and when he stopped. He didn’t get to a vote or even complain, not while his mouth was busy.

A groan of frustration resonated through his body, but it only made me laugh.

The seconds stretched on and his tongue continued to dance, sliding up and down, from side to side, all for my benefit.

“Okay,” I said after he had started licking again. I relaxed my hold on the back of his head, so he retreated back a few inches. He was still there between my legs, but I let him glower up at me. “What do you have to say for yourself, slave?”

His nostrils flared when he heard that final word.

As far as he and so many other arrogant boys had been concerned, “slave” was an antiquated concept, one that couldn’t possibly exist in this modern era. And yet, we women had pulled it back into daily usage.

“I’m not a slave,” he protested.

I reached up, touched a finger to the side of my face, looked toward the ceiling, and nodded to myself before saying. “Yeah, you are.” Then I grabbed the baton.

“Okay,” he said, panicking now. “You’re right. I, I’m a slave!”

“I agree,” I replied. Just because he had changed his position, that didn’t mean he could escape the electric bite of my toy.

I pushed the baton down against his side. He tried to retreat back, but it was too late. I pushed the button, and the jolt ran through him. He let out a quick squeak of dismay and pain.

“Come back,” I ordered.

He quickly sat up straight again, and now he leaned forward with his cheeks gliding along my inner thighs. “Tell me you belong between my legs.”

“I, I belong between your legs,” he growled. The acoustics were amusing with his mouth right there.

“That’s right,” I said. “Because what are you?”

“I’m a slave,” he admitted.

“Very good,” I replied as I patted him on the head. “Now lick again. Show me what you’re good for.”

His bottom lip trembled just a tiny bit, but then I had my hand on the back of his skull, so I told him forward, and he started to lick, to nuzzle.

So many guys fantasized about girls going down on them, but that wasn’t going to happen. Nope. I didn’t need to worry about reciprocity, kindness, equality, or fairness. Instead, I threw my head back and let the arousal flare through my body. My nipples hardened, I skin grew hot, and my breathing quickened from one second into the next as I lost myself to a fresh storm of sensations.

It took him several long minutes, but he brought me close to an orgasm.

So I had him stop.

I savored the delayed gratification.

And I had him lick some more.

I made him positive again.

The frustration and embarrassment burned across his face, but Josh knew better than to argue or complain, especially since he knew it wouldn’t do any good. “One more,” I said.

That I pulled back, I made him go deep and fast. He licked, serving me with everything he had.

Finally, I cried out, panting. And with every sound I made, there was an echo of, “Mine!”

 

After that, I had my boy give me a bath. I got into my large Jacuzzi sized tub, filled it with hot water, and then he washed me, shampooing my hair, gliding his hands along my body, and generally worshiping me. At one point, I had him massage my slit, and I had my legs spread as he worked his hand underneath the water.

It was all so decadent and delicious…

At several points, I could tell he hated his erection. He hated the idea that all of this could arouse him, especially because he probably viewed himself as a captive.

Too bad.

He could think of one thing while his body ached for another. That was fine with me. All across the country, women had discovered that men might say one thing while secretly yearning for something else entirely.

Finally, I toweled off, but he tried not to look at me. Even so, he enjoyed those little glimpses he snuck of the contours of my neck, my shoulders, my side to my breasts.

I got dressed again, pulling on a fresh pair of panties, a black bra, my tank top and shorts. This time, I didn’t bother with the boots as I grabbed my phone and sent the message.

Someone knocked on the entrance to my private apartment chambers just a few minutes later, and that’s when I glanced back at my slave-in-training. “Go get it,” I said.

“Do I have to crawl?” Josh asked with just a hint of petulance.

“It’s up to you.”

I didn’t punish him, not this time. Instead, I let him enjoy just a moment of “dignity”. Considering that he was naked and collared like a pet, it wasn’t much, but it was the best he could hope for that particular moment.

As he made his way to the door, perhaps wondering who it might be, I brushed my hair. The dampness against my scalp was nice against the warm air around me.

“Oh no,” I heard him gasp.

At that moment, I rose to my feet, turned around, and headed toward the door.

“Is that how you greet your sister?” I asked.

Josh clearly didn’t know what to do. Different desires, impulses, and priorities battled for supremacy behind his eyes, so he froze in place.

“Hello,” I said. “I’m Anna. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Bethany,” she said. His sister had wavy black hair, fine features, and a lovely build. As we shook hands, Josh looked on.

Then he realized he had to try something. “This woman is holding me here as a hostage. You have to get me out of here!”

Bethany just glanced at me and asked, “Is he for sale?”

“I’m afraid not,” I replied.

“I’m a man! I can’t be sold!”

“The Bureau of Boy Control would probably like to disagree with you,” I said. Then I grabbed him by his collar, and I pulled. He experienced the pressure against the base of his throat as I dragged him away and said, “Please, come in. I was hoping you and I could talk.”

“Thank you so much, Duchess.”

“Please,” I said with a hint of modesty. “You can call me Anna.”

She nodded as I dragged her brother away. Then I leaned over just a little and whispered, “Okay. You’ve had your dignity. Now I want you on your hands and knees.”

“And if I don’t?” Josh asked as he considered the only hint of leverage he possessed: he might try to embarrass me in front of my guest.

“Do you really want to find out?” I asked without hesitation.

He looked into my eyes, and he tried to stare me down. It was adorable.

Finally, he turned away, and that’s when Josh fell to his knees.

“It looks like you have him well-trained,” said his sister.

“Not really,” I replied, “Not yet. I’m hoping some extra time with the trainers will be good for him. For the moment, I’m enjoying having him glare and sulk.”

“Really? You like that?”

“Perfectly trained, obedient boys can be a lot of fun, but I do enjoy the challenge of working on someone like your brother.”

“In your message, you said you knew him from before? Is that right?”

We sat down together, and I crossed my legs. Bethany did the same.

“That’s correct,” I told him. “In fact, that’s actually why I was hoping you would chat with me for a little while.”

A shy smile crested along her lips, “To be honest, when the Duchess of the Sierra Nevada territory asks you to visit her estate, it’s not like you can say no.”

“Of course, you could,” I replied with a smile. “That said, I do hope you enjoy my hospitality. Have you checked out the slave stable yet?”

“I have! Your assistant was very helpful and generous.”

“Please, feel free to partake. All of the boys in their cages are available for your use.”

As Josh listened to this, I kept expecting some outburst. Instead, he kept his eyes focused on his sister. Perhaps he was hoping she might make an offer to purchase him. Or better yet, she might pull a weapon out of her purse or something…

But she didn’t.

And she wouldn’t.

“That’s really generous,” she said. “Thank you.” Then she glanced over at the door like she couldn’t wait for this meeting to come to an end. Sure, she was curious, but if she had all of those boys to explore, tease, and torment…

“I actually wanted to ask your opinion on something.”

“What’s that?”

“Your brother,” I said obliquely.

She glanced back at him. He tried to meet her gaze and perhaps mouth some please when he thought I wasn’t looking, but then he just turned his focus back to the floor where it belonged.

“He’s always been a pretty good brother,” she said.

“Pretty good?”

“You know, there is always the normal sibling rivalry stuff. We’re pretty close in age, so it’s not like either of us had a ridiculously obvious advantage.”

“I see,” I said. After another couple of seconds, I leaned back in my spot, and I asked, “Did he respect you?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “What do you think, Josh? When we were little, did you respect me?”

“Yes,” he said. “Absolutely. I always respected you. I was thought you were so smart, and I admired everything you could do.”

“That’s enough,” she said casually.

When they were growing up, they could have fought because they were basically equals. They were both children, only now, his sister could silence him with a few words. Her brother knew better than to try to argue or continue to speak.

“Is he obedient?” Bethany asked, surprising me.

“He’s new. So I’m not sure if I’d call him obedient just yet. Still, I think he would be willing to perform a few tricks for us. Isn’t that right, Josh?”

He locked his jaw and glared hard at both of us.

“Yes…"

“What would you like him to do?” I asked as I glanced back at my guest.

“Stand up straight, hold your hands behind your back, and puff out your chest,” she ordered.

Josh waited a couple seconds, perhaps thinking his sister might change her mind, but then he obeyed.

“This is something I actually love doing,” she confessed. “I know it might be a little bit weird with my brother, but it’s not like I’m actually going to use him or anything.”

“You want to inspect him,” I said as I recognized his stance.

“There’s just something so amazingly delicious about having a boy on display as you get to explore his body.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I said. “Besides, this is more a question of political status and economic value.” Even as I uttered those words, I let my gaze fall upon Josh.

He didn’t know what I was thinking, not exactly, yet he must’ve been able to detect the sexual thrill that played across my face.

With Josh in his requisite stance, Bethany started to circle him. She didn’t touch him, but her eyes roamed along his buttocks, the contours of his back, to the width of his shoulders. She studied him the way an equestrian might examine a prized horse.

He was being inspected, judged, and evaluated.

We, as women, were deciding how much he might be worth.

“He definitely seems obedient right now,” she said, chuckling. “He must really be scared of you!”

“He’s a boy,” I said. “And I seem to have a knack for dealing with them.” Before the world had changed, that hadn’t been true. I had been polite and reasonably successful in my various academic and professional ventures, but this was different. After female supremacy took over, I found my stride and helped the women of the nation take over.

“You’re lucky,” she said.

“I agree,” I replied. Unlike other political thinkers, I recognized one simple fact: luck would always play an important role in any individual’s success. Yes, hard work was important, but it didn’t mean anything if you were born into the wrong time and place where your skills and talents wouldn’t be valued. So many people itched to believe that we would always have perfect control over our destinies.

One glance at Josh proved that couldn’t be true.

“Have you put him in front of an evaluator yet?”

“No,” I said. “Like I told you, he isn’t for sale, so I don’t really need to get an estimate on him.”

His nostrils twitched again; he probably hated being discussed like livestock or a used car.

“Fair point,” Bethany acknowledged. “Have you thought about locking him in chastity?”

“Definitely,” I replied. “But I haven’t made a decision. What do you think, Josh? Would you like to beg?”

“Would it make a difference?”

“Probably not,” I acknowledged. “But still, it might be fun to hear you plead.”

He pressed his lips together into an angry line. His chest rose and fell as he contemplated his situation, but he must’ve realized he had to play along. “I’m not going to beg,” he vowed.

“Yes, you will.” I picked up the baton. I waved it in front of his face. Through all of this, he stood there with his back straight and his hands held just above his buttocks. This was the perfect position to inspect a boy. His sister pinched his bicep, chuckled, and shook her head.

She must have been remembering some instance from their childhood when he had been especially precocious. Obviously, his disobedience had come to an end.

“Get down on your knees and beg for chastity,” I commanded.

Although I didn’t raise my voice, he could see just how much I wanted to do this to him. He inhaled, filling his lungs, and then he lowered himself down onto his knees just as I knew he would.

Then he held his hands together, and he peeked up at me. I stood right in front of him with my hand sliding along his scalp and down toward his cheek. “Please, please lock me in chastity.”

“You can do better than that,” Bethany said. “There was this one time when we were little kids, and I knew he had cheated on a test, so I threatened to tell our parents. For an entire week, he had to do whatever I said.”

“So he was your slave?”

“Yes,” she briefed out the word.

“That means you must be used to captivity,” I told him. “Go on. Beg, boy. Beg for chastity. Beg for me to lock up your cock.”

He may have been collared, but this was one indignity he hadn’t yet been forced to endure. Although I had taken away his freedom and clothing, he needed to on his manhood.

“I, I can’t,” he said.

I jabbed him with the electric baton, shocked him, and he cried out.

“Are you sure about that?” I asked.

Before he could answer, I shocked him again.

“Yes! Yes, I’m begging!” Josh called out without any hesitation. “Please, please, lock me up in chastity. Please, I’m a boy, and I can’t handle the responsibility. Please, only. On my dick!”

The words seemed to fail him as he fell forward. He was on all fours now, panting.

When I touched the baton to the back of his neck, he flinched again, but I didn’t hit the button this time.

“Thank you for coming,” I said to Bethany even as I played with her subjugated brother. “But there’s actually something I’ve been wondering about.”

“What’s that?”

“Josh here tells me that he wasn’t a sexist before the supremacists took over. Is that true?”

His sister burst out laughing.

“What?” Bethany demanded between guffaws, “Is that really what he told you? Really?”

“Bethany!” Josh hollered, but I slipped my hand over his mouth. He could have tried to speak anyway or even bite me, but he knew better.

After everything he had witnessed, he understood that he couldn’t challenge my authority so directly.

Instead, he stared up at his sister with big, pleading eyes. In that moment, he probably looked a lot like an adorable puppy dog trapped behind the bars of his cage.

And yet, she just shook her head, merciless and totally unsympathetic. “Oh yeah,” she recalled. “My brother could be one of the most sexist jackasses I have ever met. Seriously, he loved talking about how girls were nothing more than bimbos.”

I let my hand to drop from his mouth.

“That’s not true,” he said. “I was just joking!”

“Oh!” Bethany snapped her fingers and pointed right down at her brother. “And that was always his defense. He was just ‘joking’. It didn’t really matter what he said, so long as he was being playful or whatever. It was complete nonsense, and I told him again and again, but he loved talking about how the gender pay gap didn’t exist, how women needed to stay in the kitchen anyway, and how they would never be able to compete with men in any serious way. He said women kept whining about equality when they already had it.” She paused for a moment and recalled one particularly egregious moment. “Oh yeah, I remember another time when he went on and on about how women had already achieved equality, so when women weren’t getting promoted to become CEOs or whatever, that just meant they weren’t his good.”

“Really?” I asked Josh.

He started to speak. I shook my head and cut him off, “No. You don’t get to talk.”

“Sorry, Josh,” she said, still sounding vindictive. “I had to tell her the truth.”

“I appreciate it. But seriously, go spend some time with the slaves. Oscar is an amazing cook, and he can prepare anything you like.”

Bethany smiled back at her brother, waved, and left him there to face his fate.

 

In my private chambers, I had a cage for situations just like this.

“Please, can I defend myself? Don’t you want to hear my side of the story?”

I opened one of my dresser drawers and pulled out a ball gag.

“No,” I said.

He opened his mouth to speak, so I slipped the rubber sphere between his teeth, and then I strapped in, moving quickly and gracefully. I had practiced to these maneuvers on many of my slaves, so it was almost a reflex to gag him.

Then I pulled out a pair of cuffs and snapped them around his wrists. They locked in place.

“Let’s not forget the chastity cage,” I said as I pulled out the metal contraption.

I held there for several seconds. As I did so, I felt like some game show model. He had been a bastard, and this would be his prize…

“You’re going to wear this,” I said.

He moaned and shook his head from side to side like he thought he might be able to change his mind. Sure, he could be an extremely articulate young man, but I just took away his power of speech…

Now he was little more than an animal.

I flashed one of my ferocious grins, and then I beckoned him forward.

Realizing he would lose one way or another, he stepped closer.

Fortunately, his shaft had softened over the last few minutes. Apparently, having his sister nearby had allowed him to regain some sense of control. And now he was about to lose it again.

I slipped the rounded tube made of thin metal bars around his cock. I slid the joint underneath his balls, and then I connected the two pieces together. Finally, I lifted up three small padlock for him to see. They sat there, silver and shining on the palm of my hand.

I inserted one and locked it. The second and third followed just a few seconds later.

“Go on,” I said. “You can try to take it off.”

His shoulders slumped, and he just shook his head miserably because he already knew he wouldn’t be able to remove the device.

“That’s what I thought,” I said as I pulled on his collar and pushed him toward the cage in the corner of the room. It was beautiful, black wrought-iron with a leather pad at the bottom (because I was a generous owner).

Pointing down toward the open cage, I gave him just one command, “Get in.”

Gagged, collared, and cuffed, he climbed in, lowered himself down onto his elbows and knees, and that’s when I let the great slam shut. Then I secured the latch, and just like that, I knew this boy wouldn’t be able to get away.

Relaxing, I threw myself onto my enormous bed and relaxed against of the soft, silk sheets and that the thick comforter. I stretched out, yawned, closed my eyes, and drifted off.

 

Hours later, I awoke. Then I rolled over, and I glanced at my phone. Sure enough, I had another message. The next visitor had arrived.

I grabbed a leash from the nightstand, opened his cage, and attached it to his collar. He started to stand, but I shook my head and looked down at him. “Beg, boy.”

He seemed confused for a moment, especially because Josh still couldn’t talk. He must have tried, but he hadn’t been able to get the ball gag out of his mouth. Under normal circumstances, he could have used his deft mastery of language to craft some beautiful speech.

But not here. Not now.

In fact, he still had to beg, but there is only one way for him to do it, and he soon realized it.

The disappointment seemed to flare through his body. He must have hated the fact that he didn’t have any other choice, but he still had to obey, especially if he wished to avoid another bite from my baton.

Josh put his hands down against his sides, he positioned himself on his knees, and he looked up at me with these big, puppy-dog eyes. Not only that, he made this adorable whimpering noise as he raised his hands and lowered his knuckles.

“You looked just like a dog,” I said. He kept whimpering.

Perfect! Exquisite!

I dropped my hands down to his cheeks, and I started petting him, stroking, teasing, and tickling his skin the way I would have done as though he were an actual canine. Next, my fingers went to his collar, and I even scratched him underneath that band.

He closed his eyes, and for a moment, I could tell that he genuinely embraced his captivity. He understood that this was where he belonged, so he gave in. He surrendered completely.

And then I said, “Who’s a handsome boy? That’s right. You’re my handsome boy, especially when you beg! I love hearing you whimper!”

He whimpered again, probably out of shame, probably because he knew he had to make those sounds even though he hated them.

Then I pulled my hands away, and I attached his leash, and I tugged on it.

“Crawl, boy.”

In one hand, I had his leash. In the other, I have my phone, and I sent the message.

By the time we made it back to the living room, someone was knocking on the door again.

“Wait here,” I commanded. I detached the leash and tossed it onto the couch before I sauntered over to the door. When I opened it, I found myself looking at a diminutive young woman.

She was cute, shorter than me by couple of inches, blonde with blue eyes and perfectly sculpted cheekbones. She was the kind of girl who could’ve been an adorable model.

“Duchess Ritter?”

“Hello, Kylie. You can call me Anna.”

“I was really surprised to get your message. But I have to say, you’ve been so kind to me. Thank you so much for having me access to your slaves.”

“Were you playing with anyone in particular?”

She glanced down for a moment as her eyes slid along the marble tiles. “Aden,” she confessed.

“He can be a lot of fun,” I agreed. “Anyway, thank you for coming. I really appreciate it.”

“Thank you for sending your limousine,” she replied. “That was pretty wild.”

I smiled, stepped back, and motioned toward the bound boy on his hands and knees. He looked up. With the gag in his mouth, he seemed like the perfect example of a servile male.”

“Josh?” Kylie squeaked.

She glanced back up at me, and for a moment, I anticipated some flash of horror across her face. When female supremacy first started to sweep across the nation, I was one of the first women who was prepared to start talking about it. I didn’t necessarily go on any talk shows or take interviews right away.

Even so, I remembered some of my friends asking me about this new idea. At first, they thought it was ridiculous, but I gently prodded them in the right direction.

And now, I wondered if I would do the same thing with Kylie.

But instead, she turned back to me.

“You caught him!”

“How do you feel about that?”

“Are you worried I’m going to sue for ownership rights?” Kylie laughed. “Frankly, I think you’re way better equipped to handle a boy like Josh then I would ever be.”

Even so, she scurried over to him. She started the leaned down, and then she stopped before glancing back at me. “Do you mind if I pet him?” She could have been talking about a dog.

“Not at all,” I said.

“Hi, Josh,” she said, her voice shifting. She adopted that high-pitched, playful tone so many women used when talking to small children and animals.

He grunted back at her. Not only that, he actually attempted to speak, but he still couldn’t get a single word past his gag.

“Don’t you look handsome in that collar? And what do you have here? Are you gagged?” Her eyes widened as she teased him.

“Do you miss him?”

“Actually, after he ran off, I bought myself a guy I used to know in elementary school. He’s been really sweet.”

“Very nice,” I said. “But if you don’t mind, I wanted you to tell me a little bit about Josh.”

“What would you like to know?” She pulled her hands away from him and we both wandered over to the couch. We sat down, and that’s when I glanced back at the boy. “Go to the kitchen and fetch us some wine.”

He despised this sort of command, yet he had no choice, so he tentatively rose to his feet. He must’ve been wondering if I would insist that he crawl or something. But at the moment, I wasn’t especially interested in him or his point of view. Rather, I focused on the cute girl sitting next to me.

“Basically, Josh insisted that he wasn’t a sexist. I’ve already talked to his sister, and she pretty much destroyed his story, but I was wondering what his girlfriend had to say.”

“Josh is an interesting animal,” she said. Then she realized what she just told me, and she started snickering. “Sorry. I’m not sure I meant to like that.” Then she tilted her head to the side and consider this. “Or maybe I did.”

“What was he like when you were dating?” I asked.

As the words left my lips, he came back, and he held out a pair of wine glasses, each one fills and sparkling.

I took mine and enjoyed a sip.

Kylie did the same.

“I’m not sure what to say,” she confessed. “What were you like when we were dating?” Kylie aimed her question at Josh even though he couldn’t answer.

Since he couldn’t respond, she turned her attention back to me. “I guess you could say that he was a fairly considerate boy.”

“Do you feel like he respected you?”

Now she glanced back at him and squinted for several long seconds. He gulped and nodded his head as best he could. It was obvious he was attempting to influence her, but I couldn’t tell whether or not he might succeed.

Perhaps she still had feelings for him…

“No,” she finally said.

“Really?” I asked.

“I’m going to be honest, when he ran off, I didn’t feel that bad about it. I mean, we were dating when the monarchy ascended, so I was supposed to be his owner by default, but I really had to stop and think about what that meant. As I listened to some of the lectures online, I came to that conclusion: Josh never really respected me.”

“And why do you think he wanted to date you?”

“I hope this doesn’t make me sound too immodest,” she replied, glancing down. Her voice grew quieter, but she said, “Because I’m cute.”

Right then, I could have agreed and told her that she was adorable. With her slim build, petite face, and straight blonde hair, she almost looked like a doll.

“How do you feel about that?” I asked.

“Angry.”

“You know, he’s right here. You can punish him if you like.”

She turned to Josh before looking back at me. At the same time, the tip of her tongue slid along the edges of her teeth before she grinned. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely,” I said. Even as the words left my lips, I savored the tense panic as it spread across his face.

Kylie hopped to her feet. The cute blonde stared at him hard.

His lips parted, and he tried to say something. He worked hard to find a new set of words, but this wasn’t going to work. He couldn’t talk his way out of this…

Kylie strode toward him, and he started to retreat back one step after another. After serving her wine, he had remained off to the side, quiet and obedient like so many other boys.

But now this girl grabbed him by his collar, and she dragged him halfway across the room before shoving him up against of the wall.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” she promised. “When we first got together, you told me that you respected me. You said you weren’t like the other guys. You said you wanted to hear my ideas.”

She hissed those words against his ear. Yes, she had to draw herself up onto the tips of her toes to speak like this, but she seemed to revel in her authority.

Then she reached down, grabbed Josh by his ass, pinched hard, and then she drew her hand back.

He whimpered.

Perhaps he was even trying to beg, but I hardly noticed. Instead, I leaned against of the armrest, brushed my fingers along my chin, and watched.

Kylie was going to do an amazing job, I decided before I even heard the first smack of her palm along the contours of his backside.

Within moments, he called out. He whimpered. He tried to shout.

We ignored those sounds as she spanked him. Instead, there was just the staccato rhythm and drumbeat of her hand against his naked flesh.

“This is what you get. This is what you get for running away. This is what you get for thinking you were better than me,” she told him.

Halfheartedly, he tried to push himself free from her grip. By this point, Josh must have realized that there was no escape for him. He couldn’t fight his way free despite any physical advantage he may have enjoyed.

Kylie’s hand crashed down against his ass again and again. As she spanked him, his eyes widened and turned shiny and wet.

At the same time, the curves of his posterior started to glow a shade of red. Through all of this, I giggled and chortled as the excitement trilled through my body. I watched, took another sip from my glass, and enjoyed the alcoholic burn as Kylie vented her aggravation.

Like so many other women, she had lived much of her life under a sexist regime, one where women would be scorned for complaining about the double standards, the unfair tactics, and at the unreasonable expectations. But now, this cute blonde struck hard and fast, bringing her hand down over and over again until he cried out. He screamed by this point, and that’s when she let go. Then she snapped her fingers. “On your knees,” she said.

Josh obeyed.

“Very good,” she said. Then she glided her fingers along his cheek before grabbing onto his hair. She jerked his head back and looked right down into his eyes. “I want you to understand that you’re a lucky boy. You are owned now, and you aren’t getting away. That said, you can enjoy yourself. Relax. Accept your place. Accept your status, Josh.”

Then she sauntered back over to the couch where I sat. “Have fun with him,” she said. “And thank you so much for the wine. It was delicious.”

 

When I looked at him again, Josh remained trapped in his chastity cage and the collar still sat there against the base of his throat as a constant reminder of his status.

By this point, I have removed the gag, yet I just stared at him for several long seconds. Occasionally, he peeked up at me. With those glimpses, it was obvious he wished to say something. He had questions to ask or some point he intended to make, only he couldn’t summon the courage.

After spending some time with his sister and ex-girlfriend, he must have realized that this was going to be his life now.

A girl from college—a girl who once had a crush on him, a girl he had so brazenly dismissed—now owned him.

“What have you learned?”

“I don’t know what you want me to say,” he spat back.

With that point hanging on the air, I grabbed the baton and strode over to him.

Josh was on his knees, so he struggled to get out of the way, but he couldn’t clamber back up onto his feet fast enough. Just as he started to turn it, I jabbed the tip of the baton against his right thigh, then his flank, then his bicep.

Each time, the pain exploded through his frame, finally knocking him back down onto his hands and knees where I gave him another electrical punishment. The tip of the baton struck at his backside, and the volts burned hot through his body until he collapsed.

Panting now, he knew he had to say something. I put my right foot right between his shoulder blades and held him down as he tried to get up.

“No, no,” I said. “You don’t get to try to crawl away. You are my boy, and I intend to make good use of you. Like right now, I expect you to tell me what you have learned.”

“I was always a sexist jerk!”

“Yes,” I said. Then I couldn’t help but laugh as he exhaled through the relief. He got one right; good for him! Smart boy…

He had provided the correct answer. With that, maybe he might be able to avoid additional punishment or retribution.

Maybe.

“Say it again.”

“I was a sexist.”

“And so now you deserve to be on your stomach, don’t you? You deserve to be down on the floor, underneath the women around you because we’re better than you, aren’t we?”

He bit back his first answer and finally responded, “…Yes.” The grind of obvious rage reverberated through his voice.

“Good boy,” I said. Then I pulled my foot away. “But right now, I think it’s time for me to play with you. You see, I have had this fantasy for a very long time. Stand up.”

Tentatively, as though he thought this might be some sort of trap, he rose to his feet.

I grabbed him by his hand, slid my fingers along his, and I pulled. I guided him back through my inner chambers, all the way to my bedroom. Once we got there, I shoved him down onto the mattress.

“Lay back,” I commanded. “Spread your arms and legs.”

“What, what are you going to do?”

“You’re a boy, you should be helpless when you get fucked.”

“You, you want to have sex with me?”

“Maybe,” I answered. “I’m definitely going to enjoy myself. Whether or not you do is up to me, and I haven’t decided what I will do with you.” I flashed him a teasing, precocious smile.

Obediently, he spread his arms and legs.

Then I lifted the baton, and I looked down at him. Then I poked him right below his rib cage. I had the button, and he braced himself, but it didn’t matter. The excruciating ripples of energy washed through his frame.

He arched his back, shouted out, and I couldn’t help but laugh wickedly. At moments like this, I felt like a feline playing with a capture mouse. He could wiggle, squirm, and struggle. He could run as hard as he liked, yet it would never change anything because I was the predator, and I already had him.

I shifted my weight, straddling him. I pulled his right hand toward a restraint. I locked the strap around his wrist. The same on the left side of his body. Then I strapped down his legs.

“I wrote some books,” I told him. “I inspired some readers. And that’s why I get to be in charge. That’s why I’m the Duchess. And what are you again?”

“I’m a boy,” he admitted.

“Not just a boy,” I replied. “A slave. My slave.”

“Yes—you’re right,” he said. “I’m your slave.”

“Good boy.” Now that I had him completely tied down, I ran my fingers along his body. I explored my latest acquisition. I loved touching my possession, knowing he didn’t get any personal boundaries. He enjoyed zero privacy as I continued to stroke him and tease him.

Then my fingers brushed along his inner thighs, and I listened as he groaned. Josh probably didn’t like to admit it, but the desires were already rushing through his body. The meat permeated his frame even as his muscles tensed all along his flesh.

I watched as his chastity cage twitched.

“Does this is turn you on?”

“Yes…”

“What about when I touch you right here?” I asked playfully. With a coquettish smile on my face, I slipped my hand underneath his balls. Soft, taunting caresses sent fresh need running through his frame.

Pretty soon, his eyes grew shiny and glassy as he looked up toward the ceiling. He couldn’t think, but his lips parted, and then I stopped.

“You could always beg,” I pointed out.

He surprised me by taking me up on my offer, “Yes. Please. Please, don’t stop touching me. Please!”

Frantic need a pulsed through his every word.

I enjoyed this, so I decided to hold his manhood in the palm of my hand again. I had his balls right there, and I gently teased him, stroking and caressing him.

He squirmed now, pulling halfheartedly against his bonds. Josh needed to burn off some of the energy.

Then I decided to really play with him.

I peeled away my T-shirt, revealing the shining, white bra underneath. Next, I slipped out of my black, denim shorts. Now he could see the contours of my legs, the flat of my stomach, my sides, almost everything.

When he stared at me, I couldn’t help but grin and shake my head. “You know, I wonder what would have happened if you and I had started dating. We could have fallen in love, Josh. Maybe I never would have written those books. Maybe a couple of billionaires wouldn’t have decided that they wanted to see the gynarchy in real life…”

That’s when he realized this could have been all his fault.

Men across the nation may have been enslaved. The fall of democracy. It could have all been his fault…

I threw my head back, letting my hair splash against the contours of my shoulders, and then I shook my head. “This was always an inevitability, Josh. Women were tired of putting up with your nonsense. Did you think you were alone? Did you think you are the only bastard who thought he was better than the women around him?” I shook my head disdainfully, “Please.”

That’s when I threw myself forward, straddled him again, pressed my knees to his rib cage, and leaned forward. Some of my hair fell forward, brushing along his cheeks, down his neck. Then I surprised him as I touched my lips to his.

Josh groaned.

He had a girl on top of him, one ready to use him.

“If you do an excellent job of serving me, maybe I will let you out of the cage.”

Maybe.

He heard that keyword, and he understood how I didn’t have to do anything. If I wish to break my word, then I could. Then again, I hadn’t technically lied. I never made any promises…

“What, what would you like me to do?”

“Kiss me. Do the best you can. Remind me that you’re a boy who wants to make one girl feel amazing.”

He gulped. Nervous tension played through his body, which I absolutely adored. He wanted to make me happy; he needs to satisfy me.

I leaned to down again, kissed him, and he pulled on his restraints.

“I like that. You have to know it’s impossible for you to get away, but you still struggle, don’t you?”

“I can’t help myself,” he said.

“And that’s one reason why owning you is going to be so fun, Josh. You’ll never really be able to let go of your arrogance. Deep down, somewhere hidden in that cute head of yours, you’re always going to see yourself as this intellectual. You won’t be able to understand the kind of demotion I’m giving you.”

He had attended a university, debated some of the finer points of literature and philosophy, yet he still ended up strapped down on his back, naked and trapped in a chastity cage.

He groaned, but I kissed him again. I pressed my mouth to his, I held his head in place, and he started to struggle twice as hard now.

“What?” I mocked him. “Is that the best you’ve got? Go on. Try to get away. Maybe this could be your chance.”

Suddenly, I saw spark of anger flashed across his face.

With a condescending smile, I asked, “What? Are you hoping I’m going to keep you as my permanent slave? I mean, I’m thinking about it, but I could sell you. I’m sure there are lots of girls back from our classes who would have loved to buy you.”

“You, you can’t,” he said, but his voice was flinty and brittle because he lacked any real certainty. I had taken that luxury away from this mail.

With the panic pulsing through him, he started to struggle twice as hard. He channeled all of his might into his arms and legs. When that didn’t work, he focused on his right arm. He yanked on the strap, desperate to break free, yet he still wasn’t strong enough.

The bed rattled beneath me, but I just leaned forward, and I started to kiss his neck. Then I reached down with one hand, and I taunted him. While I licked and nipped at his flesh, my fingers played with his balls.

“Please, no. Please, I can’t take that!”

“Beg to be fucked,” I commanded, whispering those words into his ear.

Josh understood precisely what this would mean. If he gave in, that he would never get this sliver of his dignity back. Perhaps he would try to rebel later, but he would always have the memory of pleading for me—his owner—to use him. I would object to fight him, turning him into nothing but a sex toy.

He would be my plaything.

My finger sped up, and I gently sucked on his neck again.

“Please!”

“That was a good start,” I teased him. “You can do better.”

His nostrils must have twitched, and his lips pulled back, but then he was pleading. “Please, please have sex with me!”

“You’re so close,” I told him.

“Please fuck me!”

“Only because I was going to do it anyway,” I said. I reached for one of my nightstand’s drawers, and I opened it. I pulled out a key, unlocked the chastity cage, and then I grinned down at him again.

I took my time even as the desperation pulsed through him.

I slipped off my bra. As I spoke, I said, “You’re only one boy among many. Maybe I should call one of them. What do you think of that?”

“No! Please, don’t!”

Before I could ask the obvious question, he called out, “Please don’t do it. Please! Yes, you can have whoever you want. Yes, you’re in charge, but—but I want to serve you. Please, give me the chance to please you! Please?”

A bright smile flashed across my face as I pulled the cage away from his shaft. He hardened immediately, and I stroked him, which sent fresh embers of need pulsating through his body.

Then I pulled off my panties, and I slid forward.

I drew my hand away from his cock, so now he groaned with a different kind of desire.

I pressed my slits down against his mouth.

“Lick,” I commanded.

He obeyed. Josh swiped his tongue up and down along my slit as I reveled in my authority over him. He was using his mouth, the source of his influence, to please me. Suddenly, nothing else mattered. This boy concentrated on making me happy because he knew he didn’t have a choice…

I rode his face for several long seconds, then minutes. I allowed the desires to swirled through me.

Then I climaxed hard, and I looked down into his eyes.

“That was amazing,” I said. Maybe I should his lock you back up.”

Perhaps he figured it out. Maybe he understood what I was doing.

In any case, he passed my test, “You can do whatever you want with me.” He sounded so sweet, so demure, so domesticated.

Without telling him what I had in mind, I slipped back, grabbed his cock, and I slid myself down onto his manhood. I felt the walls of my slit stretch as I enjoyed the friction of his body against mine.

“Thank you!”

“Don’t thank me for the sex. Thank me for something better,” I commanded. By this point, my breasts started to bounce as I moved up and down along his shaft. Yes, I had enjoyed that first orgasm, but now I wanted to use him, hard and rough.

“Thank you, thank you for owning me!”

“Thank me for taming you.”

He arched his back, threw his head down against the mattress, and he called out, “Thank you for taming me!”

“More,” I commanded. Even as I issued this demand, Josh figured it out.

“Thank you for taming me as your slave! Thank you for enslaving me! Thank you for using me! Thank you for teaching me!”

As those words pulsed onto the air and his voice strained, I embraced my orgasm. My slit tightened as the pleasure ran didn’t do me. I cried out, practically screaming now. That amazing combination of bliss and ecstasy exploded through me. At the same time, I could feel him pulsating. He just came without permission!

I grinned, laughed, and wrote those waves of desire until we were both done. Then I pulled away and looked down into his eyes.

“You came without permission,” I said.

My boy tried to apologize. He was stuttering and stammering now, but I just touched to fingers to his lips, silencing him as I picked up his chastity cage and held it in front of him.

“I’m sure you’ll do better next year,” I said.

His eyes widened, and he shouted, but it didn’t make any difference because I had already made my decision. I locked him up as I contemplated exactly how I would continue his training. Clearly, Josh would need a lot of work, but I couldn’t wait to get started!

 

The End
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stories and novels about entire societies where women

have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of

chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In

these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to

lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on

magic or technology. In other stories, women are just

smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

 

Dominant women make up many of the characters in

my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and

other female rivals who take power in specific

microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in

charge, but their control is limited to a single man.

He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world

remains largely the same.

 

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with

their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing

about locking a man up and reducing him to a

pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every

command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked.

Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even

kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or

another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the

most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

 

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am

interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that

her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares

about him and wants to keep him around, but he will

be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man

—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those

ultimate expressions of power and control.

 

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the

literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped

down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on

display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his

girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him,

forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away

as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

 

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a

man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make

him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest

incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man

whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

 

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of

dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true.

So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell

themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry

about what the women nearby might think. Getting

collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an

incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his

identity now that the world can see who he really is.

 

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game

involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it.

So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would

like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.
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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.
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