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The Initiation 
 
      
 
    He has always had good hearing, so he just barely picks up on the sounds of the door opening, maybe a few giggles, whispers, but none of it is enough to wake him up. Instead, the sounds of their excited, feminine voices edge into his dreams without pulling him back into the waking world. 
 
    Daniel has no idea what’s about to happen to him. 
 
    “Be quick. You don’t want to have to wrestle him down,” says their leader. Bridget has the only flashlight, and she point it up toward the ceiling. His room is small, so the other three girls quickly rush in, grab his wrists, and pull them up over his head. 
 
    All three are desperate to join Alpha Alpha Kappa, the most prestigious sorority on campus. Katie, Victoria, and Annie know this could be one of the most important moments of their college careers. The girls who join Alpha Alpha Kappa forge the friendships and connections that can propel them to success in whichever fields they choose. 
 
    Working in the soft illumination of that single flashlight, the girls do a great job. Bridget is actually pretty surprised as she watches them wrap the leather shackles around his wrists and tie him to the corners of his bed. With a smile, she wonders whether these girls have practiced. 
 
    Alpha Alpha Kappa always encourages teamwork. 
 
    “Should we gag him now?” asks one of the girls, Katie. 
 
    “What do you think?” Bridget replies, as she keeps her voice level and polite. 
 
    It’s Victoria who responds. “Definitely. We don’t want him causing a ruckus, not yet.” 
 
    “Let’s gag him,” Annie agrees. 
 
    Katie reaches into her bag and looks down at the ball gag. It’s a bright shade of pink, though the color seems pale, and shaded here in the semi-gloom of a single flashlight. 
 
    “He’s waking up,” Victoria points out. 
 
    Sure enough, Daniel starts to shift on the bed. He still thinks he’s asleep. Maybe he thinks this a dream. He was deep asleep, so his brain is having a hard time pulling itself out, especially because he hasn’t been conditioned for any situation like this. In his on-campus apartment, he thinks he’s safe. He doesn’t realize what the sorority girls do each and every year. 
 
    As a freshman boy who had the gall to rent a full apartment on campus, he made himself a target. This silly little freshman doesn’t know how things work, but he’s about to find out. 
 
    “Hello?” Daniel starts to ask. He wants to rub his eyes and he pulls on his arms, only to meet strange resistance. He hears the metal chains jingle and jangle. He doesn’t know what that means because he has led a privileged life and doesn’t understand just how aggressive girls can be. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Daniel asks, trying to figure everything out. 
 
    “Do it,” Victoria hisses. 
 
    Katie looks uncertain. She wants to do it, but she has never shoved a gag into a boy’s mouth before. She’s never had to keep him from talking! 
 
    Finally getting frustrated, Victoria grabs the ball gag from Katie and shoves it into Daniel’s mouth. For a moment, it feels like he’s choking, but he can’t spit it out. Victoria keeps one hand over his lips so the ball stays wedged between his teeth. He might fight it; he might try to bite down. 
 
    Nothing helps because Victoria is absolutely determined. With Bridget watching, she doesn’t want to make any mistakes, not here, not now, not when she’s so close to joining Alpha Alpha Kappa! 
 
    The adrenaline spikes through his body, making him panic. He kicks out, desperate. He pulls twice as hard on the restraints, but those metal shackles have been thoroughly connected to his bedposts. The girls did an excellent job, so he isn’t going anywhere, but he thrashes, and Bridget watches with her arms crossed. She’s seen this before. 
 
    Apparently, Daniel might be a fighter. How adorable. 
 
    “Help me,” Victoria hisses. 
 
    Snapping forward, Katie grabs his hair, pulling viciously. His head is jerked up, and that’s when Annie steps in. She takes the dangling straps and pulls them back behind his head. Locking the clasp in place, Annie works quickly, cinching the straps tight against his cheeks. Now, the ball gag is locked in place. 
 
    “That should do it,” Annie says as she jumps back. 
 
    The other girls release him, and Daniel is still struggling, while the girls look back and forth at one another. 
 
    They did it! 
 
    They caught a boy by strapping him down and gagging him. 
 
    Now fresh implications run through their minds because they can do whatever they want with him. 
 
    Too often, the new boys on campus run around like they can do whatever they want. They saunter and strut, always confident in their belief that they will take over the world. Well, the girls of Alpha Alpha Kappa are there to show them the truth. By the time they graduate, those boys should be ready to obey. They should be ready to acknowledge female authority and power. 
 
    Katie, Annie, and Victoria can’t help themselves. With Daniel strapped down and helpless, they feel this tremendous relief. The girls turn back to one another, give each other high-fives, and giggle with relief. 
 
    Daniel still doesn’t understand what’s happening, so Bridget decides to be “merciful”. She walks over to him, brushes her fingers along the top of his head, and grabs him by his scalp. Her fingers have a tight grip on his hair as she demands his attention.  
 
    “Daniel, you’re probably wondering what’s going on. Let me make this simple enough for a boy to understand. To put it simply, the girls here are all interested in joining my sorority. In order to do that, they have to go through several tests. Or maybe you would call them games. Either way, I’m here to observe what will happen.” 
 
    Daniel tries to snarl something through his ball gag. Or maybe he’s begging. At this point, she can’t really tell, but she doesn’t care either. 
 
    “If you cooperate, this might go a little bit faster.” But then Bridget shrugs before adding, “Or who knows? Maybe it will take longer.” She flashes him a smile before turning back to the Alpha Alpha Kappa initiates. “Ladies, would you like to introduce yourselves?” 
 
    Katie, Annie, and Victoria glance back at one another, probably because they aren’t sure what might happen next. They were allowed to look through the bag and research the items online, but that was it. 
 
    They know they are breaking more than a dozen rules just by being here. Besides, couldn’t there be legal ramifications? abc 
 
    They try to tell themselves that Alpha Alpha Kappa is an incredibly powerful sorority with women placed in every field. Even if these girls did get arrested, the judge assigned to their case could very easily be an Alpha Alpha Kappa alumna. 
 
    Surprisingly, Katie is the one who steps forward first. She wears black rimmed glasses and has her dark hair pulled back into an elaborate French braid. All three girls wear the same outfits: black pants, matching shoes, and dark tops. “My name is Katherine, but my friends call me Katie. I’m majoring in education, and I’m really looking forward to becoming a teacher.” 
 
    “And what you going to do when you’re in the classroom?” Bridget asks. 
 
    Theoretically, this is for Daniel’s benefit, but Bridget makes sure that her cadre of initiates can learn. More than that, they can reinforce their new identities. 
 
    “I’m going to make sure that the girls get every advantage. If two students raise their hands, a girl and a boy, I’m going to pick the girl every single time. I will even plan lessons that will help the girls understand just how powerful they can be. Likewise, boys will be actively demeaned by female students. Boys won’t know answers, but females will always outperform boys. “By controlling education, we can control expectations. By controlling expectations, we control the future,” Bridget says just like one of their professors. 
 
    The girls all nod their heads. 
 
    Another initiate steps forward, “My name is Annie, and I want to be a doctor. Or maybe an FBI agent. I haven’t decided yet.” Her hair is a little bit lighter than Katie’s, but she has big eyes and rounded cheeks. She’s cute with a lithe physique. Despite the bizarre situation, Daniel studies her and realizes he would love to touch her and kiss her. 
 
    Finally, Victoria looks down at him and declares, “I’m going to be a litigator. I want to go to court every single day. I want to make arguments and crush the opposition.” She actually makes a fist and pounds it down against her open palm. With her bright blue eyes and straight blonde hair, she should be a ditz or a bimbo. Instead, her frosty gaze sends a chill running through his body. 
 
    “Now, strip him,” Bridget commands. 
 
      
 
    When he hears that order, he doesn’t understand. With his arms locked over his head, they can’t remove his shirt. Or so he thinks. This boys might be having a failure of imagination, but that isn’t a problem for the initiates to Alpha Alpha Kappa. The young ladies step forward confidently, and it’s Katie who reaches into the bag again. She hands one pair of scissors to Annie, another to Victoria, and she keeps a third pair for herself. 
 
    What are they doing? 
 
    Daniel looks up at them, his eyes big and full of fear as the girls come closer and closer. 
 
    Frantically now, he tries to talk to them. He probably wants to say something like, “Stop! Stop right there! You can’t do this!” Panic raises the volume of his muffled voice, but the gag does its job. With the rubber ball wedged between his lips, he can’t really shout or scream. Or if he can, no one in any of the adjacent apartments will hear him. The initiates can only hear muffled sounds. His big, bright, shining eyes display his fear for all to see. 
 
    Bridget always loves this moment. She loves seeing the frantic desperation in the boy’s eyes as he starts to understand just how helpless he is. All too often, young women in society have felt powerless. But things are changing, and now it’s this boy’s turn. 
 
    The thought turns her on. 
 
    Katie, Annie, and Victoria go to work. They pull away the blankets still covering the bottom half of his body. Cool air soaks into his socks, sweatpants, and shirt as they pull away his flimsy protection. 
 
    Annie and Victoria work on his pants, cutting through the fabric with their scissors. Katie goes straight for his shirt. She starts just above his pelvis and cuts into the T-shirt, slicing and ripping in equal measure. 
 
    Feeling charitable, Bridget tells him, “You probably shouldn’t move. You don’t want these girls to make a mistake, especially down here.” She casually places her hand on his crotch. 
 
    He might be scared, but he’s also turned on. Bridget chuckles and points that out to the other girls. “Do you see this? Right now, Daniel here is probably terrified. A group of big bad girls have invaded his bedroom, but he’s still turned on. He can’t help himself. What does that tell us about boys?” 
 
    Victoria quickly interjects, “It tells us that they are controlled by just one thing.” 
 
    “Yup,” Bridget agrees. “Boys spend way too much time thinking with their dicks. For a long time, that gave them an advantage. It made them aggressive. But society is changing. You don’t succeed by bringing down a boar or lifting really heavy rocks. Society is based on intellect and cunning. Unfortunately for the men, they are now at a severe disadvantage. Isn’t that right, Daniel?” 
 
    Daniel narrows eyes and glares at her. 
 
    He tries to say something, yet none of the young women can understand him. 
 
    Irritated by his defiance, Bridget grabs him by his hair, jerked his head forward, shoved it down, and repeats the pattern three more times. She forces him to nod his head in agreement. 
 
    “Good boy,” Bridget says as though he nodded willingly. 
 
    The girls are done now. They’ve stripped away his shirt and pants. 
 
    “Who would like the honor?” Victoria asks and glances down toward his boxers. 
 
    “Me,” Annie says. 
 
    The other girls step back and watch as Annie starts to cut through that last layer of protection. 
 
    His shaft pushes up against of the fabric, but Annie is careful not to hurt him. They have specific goals while here. An accidental castration is not supposed to be on the menu. 
 
    He froze up while the girls cut off his shirt and pants. Now Daniel is utterly still while Annie works. She pulls away the shredded remains of his boxers and tosses them to the floor along with the rest of his shredded clothing. 
 
    “Good,” Bridget says with a nod. “What should we do next?” Her initiates understand that Bridget isn’t asking for advice; this is all part of the test. 
 
    Katie inhales, fills her lungs, and looks down at him, “If we really want to control him, then we need to put this on him.” She reaches down into her bag and pulls out the small box. It’s only a couple of inches tall and couple of inches wide. It doesn’t look like it should contain anything meaningful, yet this device is the key to trapping a boy like Daniel and ensuring his obedience. 
 
    “Do you want to tell him what’s about to happen?” 
 
    Katie takes another breath and looks down at Daniel. Her eyes locked on his as she gets ready to speak. “This is a chastity cage, Daniel. Because Bridget is correct, and boys are always consumed with thoughts of sex, this is how we are going to control you. You might not know it yet, but lots of men throughout the world have already been locked into chastity. Some of those men are utterly unimportant. Others are in significant roles. We control them, and we are going to use cages just like this to make sure men learn their proper place.” 
 
    Their proper place? What is that supposed to mean? 
 
    When the girls see that look of confusion on his face, they giggle and glance at one another, obviously relieved. 
 
    “It looks like he is still hard. Are your able to put that cage on him if he’s erect?” 
 
    “No,” Victoria says definitively. 
 
    “How do we make him soft?” The words are awkward in Annie’s mouth, probably because she’s never been in a situation like this before. 
 
    Katie snaps her fingers as the idea occurs to her, “What makes a boy small?” 
 
    “Unsexy thoughts?” Annie suggests, but she doesn’t sound very confident. 
 
    A big smile spreads across Katie’s mouth as she shakes her head, “No. Boys always get embarrassed when they go swimming in a cold lake or river. Why? Because it makes them small. It makes them soft.” 
 
    Victoria giggles, “It makes them vulnerable.” With that in mind, she leans over and whispers. 
 
    He might have good hearing, but Daniel can’t pick up on their plan. 
 
    The blonde spins around and rushes out of the room. She’s practically skipping with the excitement of a young girl. 
 
    Still gagged, he looks at them. He pulls pathetically on his restraints and tries to get them to pay attention to him. He’s trying so hard to get them to see him as a person, but the sorority leader looks back at her initiates and says, “Is this where he belongs?” 
 
    “Yes,” Katie and Annie agree in unison. 
 
    “Why?” Bridget quizzes them. 
 
    Annie answers, “Because boys had their chance to rule the world, and they messed it up. Now it’s our turn. We need to make sure that young men just like this one are brought to heel and taught to obey us.” As she speaks, Daniel enjoys a rush of electric excitement. College is supposed to be about enjoying new experiences, but she never anticipated anything like this when she enrolled. 
 
    “Good,” Bridget agrees. 
 
    Victoria comes back with a bowl full of ice. 
 
    Right away, Daniel recognizes the bowl. It came out of one of his! But this time, it doesn’t have cheap noodle soup or cereal. 
 
    Victoria rushes over to the side of the bed, and she places the bowl on his chest. The cold penetrates his sternum, radiating out and stiffening his nipples, raising little bumps along his biceps and shoulders. 
 
    “Ice,” declares the pre-law major before she picks up a piece between two fingers. She takes it, looks down at his erection, and keeps her eyes on him like she wants to savor the look of helpless frustration on his face. 
 
    Moments like this don’t come around very often, so they need to enjoy them. 
 
    Victoria starts at the base of his shaft, right between his scrotum and cock. She pushes the piece of ice down and gently slides it up along his length. The cold digs deep into his core as he starts to struggle, but Victoria is determined. She adjusts, matching his maneuvers as he bucks and twists like some panicked bronco. 
 
    Sure enough, his shaft starts to shrink. Before, it was rigid and firm, a proud monument to his masculinity. Now it slumps forward, shrunken and pathetic. 
 
    “Would you like to try?” By this point, Victoria has pretty much melted through that first piece of ice. 
 
    Annie steps forward, plucks a piece out and pinches it between her fingers. She looks down into his eyes because she wants to see that frantic worry on his face. He gives quick, nervous shakes of his head. He’s desperately pleading with her not to do this, but Annie is ready. 
 
    She has never really felt sadistic before, but there is something so amazing about having a boy spread out on his back, gagged and strapped down. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she says with a doctor’s bedside manner, “This is going to be good for you. In time, I think you will understand that women are supposed to rule.” 
 
    Katie steps over to the side of the bed and looks down into his eyes as well. “That’s right,” she agrees with the condescending authority of the kindergarten teacher. “Boys are meant to obey. Women are better suited for leadership positions. We are smarter, more empathetic, and can multitask so much better than you boys. It’s really better if you don’t think, and do as you’re told.” 
 
    His nostrils twitch as he hears those words, but that’s a mistake because he took his eyes off of Annie. 
 
    The pre-med major pushes the ice down against his shaft. She starts at the tip and works her way down as she brushes the cube up and down his flank. 
 
    He whimpers, loans, and struggles twice as hard. But after his treatment from Annie and Victoria, he has nothing left. She finishes by melting the last of that ice and letting the droplets run down the palm of her hand and wrist. 
 
    “Perfect,” Bridget says. “Katie, would you like to do the honors?” 
 
    This isn’t really a request, but Katie swallows, nods, and starts to open the box. She pulls out the different pieces. She allows Daniel to see them as she sets them on his chest. He spots the connections, the plastic tube, and the open ring. When he sees the different pieces, he doesn’t quite understand. 
 
    Seizing another opportunity to sound just like a teacher, Katie picks up the box and shows it to him. When he sees the chastity cage all assembled in the photograph on the front, his lungs freeze up again. 
 
    “This is what you’re going to be wearing from now on.” 
 
    Daniel tries to ask something, but Katie can’t understand him through the gag. She tilts her head to the side and guesses his question. “Oh? You want to know why there’s a lock on here?” Without waiting for his reaction, she continues, “That’s so you can’t take it off, silly! We want to make sure that your shaft is completely trapped. After today, you’re going to have to beg for release. You’re going to have to plead for the chance just to touch it, even for a ruined orgasm, and maybe we’ll even let you get off. Those days of getting to touch yourself whenever you want are over. And don’t even think about having sex.” She grins down at him. “Well, you can think about it, but you won’t enjoy it. Don’t worry. If you ever find a girlfriend we approve of, we might consider giving her the key.” 
 
    What kind of girl would it take to meet Alpha Alpha Kappa standards? Someone strong, determined; knows Female Supremacy Philosophy and strategy, and utterly ruthless when controlling boys. 
 
    He understands all of this intuitively and instinctively pulls on his restraints. He tightens the chains as his muscles clench, but it’s not good enough. It’s not even close. 
 
    Katie grins down at him, slipping the open ring underneath his scrotum. Katie takes his shaft in the palm of her hand, and slides it into the tube. As he feels the restrictive plastic for the first time, his muscles tensed again. He waits for some burst of strength, some wild surge of adrenaline that will let him break free, but it doesn’t come. 
 
    Instead, these young ladies can do whatever they like with him. 
 
    Katie continues to work, pushing the tube toward the scrotum ring. The industrial plastic is snug at the base. His breathing quickens as he watches her connect the two pieces. Finally, she holds up the lock. 
 
    “Who would like the honors?” 
 
    “Me,” Victoria says as she steps forward. She takes the lock, slides it into place, and makes sure to look down into his eyes. “From now on, your erections and orgasms belong to us.” 
 
    Daniel is frantic! How will he ever explain to his friends how he lost his freedom to be a real man? How can he even date a chick knowing how humiliated he’d be if she finds his cock locked up. He’d be the laughing stock of the school.  
 
    Click. 
 
    He hears that sound, and it seems to boom through his body. The echo makes him tense and twitch. 
 
    But the girls just crossed their arms over their chests and watch. 
 
    “He’s starting to understand what it means,” Bridget says. “Although a demonstration might be helpful. Would anyone like to show Daniel here what chastity slavery really means?” 
 
    Chastity slavery? 
 
    He had no idea what those words meant, but he would figure it out soon enough. These girls would see to it. 
 
    Annie raises her hand, “I can do it.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” Bridget allows. 
 
    The pre-med major puffs out her cheeks, steps over to his bed, and looks down at him. At first, she keeps her hands behind her back as she inspects him. 
 
    Gagged and helpless, he nonetheless glares up at her as though he is still allowed to possess some dignity or self-respect. Silly boy. He doesn’t understand how much his world has changed. 
 
    “You probably wouldn’t get hard for a little while. So let me help you out,” Annie says. She glances over at the other initiates, grins, and grabs the hem of her shirt. She lifts it up and flashes Daniel. 
 
    Desire surges through him. Yes, having these girls in his bedroom had been enough to turn him on when he first woke up, but now those feelings come rushing back. 
 
    Annie is kind and generous, holding her shirt up so he can enjoy the swell of her cleavage and the shine of her red, silk bra. Daniel dated a couple of girls in high school, but he hasn’t had much luck in college, so this is amazing. It’s almost worth getting strapped down and gagged. 
 
    Need flashes through his body, and his shaft tries to twitch upward. He should get an erection at a moment like this, but his member is confined to that little prison. With a groan of frustration, he jerks his head up and looks down along the length of his body. 
 
    Sure enough, his shaft is still pointed downward and trapped in his cock lock. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Annie asks with a giggle as she lowers her shirt. “Can’t get it up? Oh, that must be so frustrating for you,” her voice drips with condescension. 
 
    Bridget smirks with approval. After a little while, she steps back, so their leader moves them to the next phase of his new life. 
 
    “Daniel, the key is somewhere safe. That’s all you need to know. We have it, but no, we didn’t bother bringing it with us because there’s no need to let you out. From now on, if you ever want to get hard or have an orgasm again, you will do anything and everything we tell you. You understand?” 
 
    At first, he keeps his sharp eyes aimed right up at her, as though he has some chance of intimidating her. 
 
    With a soft yet condescending and patient expression on her face, Bridget just waits for his resolve to shatter. She’s done this with several boys already, so she knows it won’t be long. 
 
    With a grunt of frustration, he throws his head back, slamming it to the mattress. His nostrils flare, and he kicks out, struggling twice as hard as before. 
 
    The girls have a good laugh at his expense. “Oh, I love it when they struggle like wild animals in need of taming.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The girls all laugh as they savor his humiliation and weaken his resolve to fight to be free. Daniel’s flushed from his degradation and his futile attempts to break his bonds. None of his fighting does any good. By the time his strength abandons him, he’s panting, red-faced, and just as helpless as before.  
 
    “Are you ready to cooperate?” 
 
    Since he knows this is his only chance to get out of the restraints, he nods. 
 
    “Are you ready to cooperate and acknowledge us as your superiors?” 
 
    He bites down into the gag, his jaw clenching. He doesn’t want to acknowledge any of this. No one should be treated like this, but eventually, in another act of submission, he nods again. 
 
    She pats him on the head like he’s nothing but a dumb animal before she grabs his hair and forces his head forward. Next, she loosens the clasp on his gag and pulls it out. 
 
    For just a second, Daniel is tempted to snarl at these girls, swear, or insult them. He wants to make demands, but something inside of him freezes up as he sees the quartet of beautiful girls surrounding him.  
 
    They strapped him down once. He lost his freedom of movement. They gagged him, taking away his freedom to speak. They locked up his cock, taking away his control of his sexuality.  They can do whatever they want with him.  For now, he’ll cooperate, but always look for an escape route. 
 
    “Tell us you’ll be a good boy if we let you out of the straps.” 
 
    These are the first words he will have uttered since they invaded his bedroom, so Daniel knows he should try to make them count. Even so, his heart beats faster as he looks at these girls. Maybe he is hoping for some sympathy, some spark of reluctance. All he finds is eager anticipation because they want to see him break. They want him to yield and acknowledge their control. For too long, these girls have worked hard to make the boys in their lives feel better. Now Karma is coming around. The patriarchy is coming to an end, and Daniel is another success towards that goal. 
 
    He gulps and gives in, “I’ll be a good boy if you let me out of the straps.” 
 
    The initiates clap, hop up and down, and hug one another because they have never seen a boy bend to their will before, not like this. 
 
    Bridget leans forward and opens the restraints. Suddenly, he is free. 
 
    Katie, Annie, and Victoria all tense up slightly. They outnumber him four-to-one, but he’s still a strong young man. He could give them some trouble. 
 
    He starts to sit up, and his eyes drifted down toward his genitals. When he sees his chastity cage, something inside of him must be suppressed because he knows that the girls of Alpha Alpha Kappa own his manhood. 
 
    “Ladies, you know what happens next. This boy is now a chastity slave. What will he do to please us?” Bridget glances over at Victoria. “You go first.” 
 
    Victoria normally exudes the easy confidence of a girl who’s confident she can make it to the Supreme Court. But now, she has a boy at her mercy, she struggles to figure out how she should wield this power. 
 
    Then a thought pops into her head, she points toward her feet, and she says, “Crawl over here and lick my shoes.” 
 
    His nostrils twitched. His shoulders bunched up. For a moment, Daniel seems frozen by indecision, as though he can’t decide whether or not he will really do this. 
 
    Then he starts moving, seemingly without making any conscious thought. He crawls off of the bed, slips his feet to the floor, and stands up. He might be taller than these girls, but that doesn’t make any difference. When they straighten their backs and cross their arms over their chests, his defiance withers under their confident gazes. 
 
    These girls understand how the world has changed, because they will sculpt society to fit their feminist philosophy, desires and their needs. For too long, men have assumed they knew all the answers. It’s time for them to get down on their knees. 
 
    Daniel gulps and glances back at the different initiates. “Please, do I have to do this?”  
 
    His eyes settle on Victoria, and she just points back to that same spot right before her feet. “Down. Crawl.” 
 
    He gets down on all fours and crawls. He crawls across his own bedroom floor as these girls watch the naked male surrender his dignity. 
 
    When he gets there, he starts to beg, pleading, “please, don’t make me do this. Please, I don’t really have to lick your shoes, do I?” 
 
    “Yes,” Victoria replies. “You really do.” 
 
    “Only if you ever want to get out of that chastity cage. I suppose you could threaten to call the cops or tell us to get out right now,” Bridget tells him. “But then, you would never see that key. And trust me, you won’t be able to get through that lock or the industrial plastic without our help. I mean, maybe a metal shop could get it off with a laser cutter or a chainsaw. But is that a risk you really want to take?” 
 
    “No…” Daniel probably doesn’t need to answer her rhetorical question, yet the sound leaves his mouth anyway. 
 
    “Then lick, boy,” Victoria growls down at him. 
 
    He dipped his head low, slides his tongue over her leather flat, and tastes male subjugation for the first time. It won’t be the last. 
 
    The girls start giggling again. They smirk and laugh back and forth, savoring the image of this young man degraded just like this. They experience more power as they realize this is what Female Supremacy is all about; the subjugation of the male to the will of the superior female. 
 
    He licks once. 
 
    Before Bridget can intercede, Victoria commands him, “That wasn’t good enough. Keep going. I will tell you when to stop.” 
 
    His face must be bright red by now, but he closes his eyes even as his tongue darts along at the smooth top of her shoe over and over again.  
 
    “Nicely done,” Bridget says to the young woman. 
 
    “Thank you.”  Victoria sounds much friendlier now. 
 
    Bridget glances over at Annie, “What’s next for this boy?” 
 
    “Spanking and interrogation.” 
 
    “Interrogation? Really?” Bridget asks, obviously impressed. “And what would you like to know?” 
 
    “I have something in mind,” Annie replies. 
 
    “By all means,” Bridget waves her hand down toward the subjugated boy. 
 
    He’s listened to this conversation, but he keeps hoping something else might happen. 
 
    “Bend over the bed,” Annie orders. 
 
    Almost obediently, Daniel glances up toward Victoria. “You heard her,” says the blonde. 
 
    He rises to his feet and starts to walk, but Annie laughs, “No. You keep crawling.” She makes this sound like a privilege. 
 
    Soon enough, he’s back on his hands and knees. He crawls across the floor and only climbs back up when it’s time to bend over the bed. 
 
    “Handcuffs,” Annie requests as she holds out her hand like a surgeon waiting for a scalpel. 
 
    “That’s not necessary,” Daniel says. “I’ll cooperate. I really will!” 
 
    Annie ignores him for a few seconds as she takes the handcuffs from Katie. She snaps them over his wrists, tightens them in place, and hears that ominous sound again and again. 
 
    Click. Click. 
 
    “Handcuffs might not be necessary,” Annie explains. “Because I think the chastity cage is really doing its job, but I like knowing you are still restrained. It’s good for you. Freedom is a privilege for women, not men. As far as you’re concerned, you’re nothing but a second-class citizen now.” 
 
    Right then and there, he should have been able to argue. 
 
    Almost chipper, Katie agrees, “Yeah, that’s right. Girls rule. Boys obey.” 
 
    “I like that,” Annie agrees. “You should like it too.” 
 
    “Please, you don’t need to do this,” Daniel says as he tries to negotiate with these girls. The girls’ intransigence leaves him anxious and fearful. 
 
    They aren’t interested. 
 
    “Paddle,” Annie requests as she holds out her hand. 
 
    A paddle? Really? 
 
    Daniel doesn’t want to believe it, but he turns his head just enough to see the wooden implement as it’s passed to the dark-haired girl poised above him. She takes it in her grip, reaches down, and strokes it along his naked ass. The wood is cool against his skin and makes him shiver. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “No,” he replies. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The paddle comes down hard, smacks against his skin, and shoots a blast of pain through his body. He’s pushed down against the mattress, his heart kicks wildly, and he feels his eyes water. 
 
    “Say it,” Annie orders again. 
 
    He takes several quick puffs of air into his lungs before calling out, “No! I won’t say it!” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She paddled him three times, flexing her muscles, her face showing determination to make him surrender completely, bringing that implement down as the pain washes over him. He tries to pull his arms away from the small of his back, yet the cuffs make that impossible. The metal digs into his wrists as he fights, but he isn’t going anywhere.  
 
    Casually, Bridget reaches out and placed a hand on the back of his neck. Just like that, she holds him down. Bent over the mattress and in this awkward position, he can’t get away. His tears are starting to wet the sheets underneath. Bridget smiles in silent triumph. Oh how good it feels to have her hand on this boy’s neck, controlling his every action. 
 
    “Say it,” Annie orders, her voice cold, neutral, and ultimately unconcerned with his response. 
 
    He can fight as hard as he wants, but that will only make it harder. 
 
    “I can’t,” he says, only now a note of pleading slips into his voice.  
 
    “Yes, you can. You know why? Because you’re a chastity slave now. You’re going to do whatever we say. If we call you in the middle of the afternoon and order you to come clean our sorority house, you’re going to do it,” Annie says. “After you graduate, if you want to get a job, you’re going to have to get approval from us first.” 
 
    “But that’s not fair,” he says. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “You’re absolutely right. It isn’t fair, but you don’t make the rules. We do.” She doesn’t disagree with him. Instead, she just brought the paddle down three times in quick succession. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
     By this point, his backside is glowing a shade of pink. The girls marvel at how quickly his skin can shift. 
 
    “Tell me. After you graduate, will you need approval to get a job?” Annie asks, making it sound like some ordinary question on a quiz for some class. 
 
    “Yes…” His voice fades off. 
 
    “Yes,” she agrees. “You do. And why is that again?” 
 
    “Because you put me in chastity.” 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. As a male, you should be locked in chastity and obey your superiors. Who is superior to you?” 
 
    “Women,” he answers. His nostrils flare, and he must despise every single word coming out of his mouth, but that hardly matters. So long as he obeys and understands his new status, Daniel doesn’t need to agree. He only needs to surrender. 
 
    Annie spanks him again. “I expect a better answer!” 
 
    Panting, Daniel gasps, “All women!” 
 
    “Good boy,” Annie says as she reaches down. When his skin lights up under her gentle touch, he flinches. He probably expects a spanking or additional punishment, but she brushes her fingers along his ravaged buttocks, softly patting him. 
 
    It feels amazing. 
 
    His shaft twitches inside of its cage. 
 
    “Say the first part.” 
 
    “I don’t remember it,” he tells her. 
 
    And she seems to consider him for a moment. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She paddled him twice, bringing the implement down hard and fast to make sure he understands his mistake. He growls and cries out, whimpering as the pain starts to fade. 
 
    “Try again,” she commands. 
 
    Bridget stands off to the side, her arms crossed as she watches with undisguised approval. 
 
    “Girls rule,” he begins, “And boys obey.” 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    He bites down for just a second before answering, “I’m a boy.” 
 
    “And what does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I must obey.” 
 
    “Tell me, what do you think the world is going to look like in five or ten years?” Annie asks. This isn’t part of the initiation, but Bridget allows the girls to be as creative as they like. After all, it’s important for them to take the initiative, seize control, and recognize their own power. 
 
    “Women are taking control,” he says, uttering the words like a revelation. “If women are putting men in chastity in major cities, they will have a huge advantage.” His breathing quickened. He’s almost panting now as he admits and discovers the truth in the same breath, “Women will be able to seize control of whatever they want. Companies. Government. Anything.” 
 
    “And boys are going to be taught to be grateful,” Annie tells him. But she doesn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she steps back and looks over at Bridget who gives another nod of approval. 
 
    Bridget then looks to Katie, “It’s your turn. What are you going to do with this boy?” 
 
    “I have something very simple in mind,” Katie says. “He was probably going to do it anyway, but I think this will be good for him.” She holds out her hand and Annie gives her the paddle. 
 
    Katie struts forward, strokes her fingers down his naked back and scratches at his tender skin. 
 
    “What… what’re you going to do to me?” Daniel asks. If he’s trying to sound brave, daring, or dangerous, he fails miserably. These girls love having him just like this. 
 
    “That should be obvious by now,” Katie answers. “Whatever we want. Unlike my friends, I’m going to give you a chance. Get down on your knees, tell us that you will serve as an obedient slave, and promise us that you’ll do everything in your power to assure female supremacy.” 
 
    “Female supremacy?” Daniel asks. 
 
    “That’s the academic term,” Annie explains. “Basically, it means women are better than men.” 
 
    He hesitates. 
 
    Victoria adds, “Yes. Women are better than men. We deserve to rule, and you are privileged to obey.” 
 
    Katie pulls her hands away from his body. 
 
    None of the girls move to remove his handcuffs, so he slips away from the mattress and stands for just a second or two. Inevitably, the weight and ferocity of their gazes knocks the air from his lungs and the strength from his legs. He falls to his knees before the assembled girls. This might be his apartment, yet they rule here now. 
 
    “I promise,” he says. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do a lot better than that,” Katie says. “After all, if you don’t do a really good job, we might have to break you in right here and now.” 
 
    Break him in? What does that mean? 
 
    Daniel may not be able to explain it, yet he recognizes the threat for what it is. With an audible gulp, he keeps his eyes downcast. His gaze balances from one set of shoes to another. 
 
    “I promise,” he begins again, “I promise to be an obedient slave. I promise to work toward female supremacy.” 
 
    “And what do you think that means?” Katie asks, teasing him as she brushes her fingers down his cheek and along his neck. 
 
    He thinks fast, searching through the different possibilities. Ultimately, he doesn’t articulate anything behind his eyes. Instead, he looks up at this dark-haired beauty and lets the ideas out, each one unfiltered. 
 
    “I must always vote for female candidates. I must always defer to women in every situation. I need to respect women as my superiors.” 
 
    A couple of the girls actually clap, applauding his ingenuity. So often, boys need to have all of this explained to them, but Daniel was figuring it out all on his own. 
 
    “Not bad,” Katie says, marginally impressed. “So is every woman your superior?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And if a woman tells you to do something, should you obey?” 
 
    “Yes,” he tells her. “Always.” With his hands trapped behind his back and the chastity device locked between his legs, Daniel doesn’t feel like he can ever be in control again.  
 
    “Good,” she says. 
 
    “Ladies,” Bridget interjects, “We have a decision to make. Do we break him in here and now, or should we let him get his head wrapped around his new status in life?” 
 
    His new status in life. As far as these young women are concerned, this is permanent. He glances down at his chastity cage, sees the lines of his cock underneath the distorting plastic, and he shivers. 
 
    These girls might let him out at some point. Maybe. If he earns the “privilege”. Because yes, access to his body now belongs to them. As such, he will always have to serve and obey. 
 
    “Break him in now,” Victoria says. 
 
    “We can wait,” Katie replies. “He’s doing such a good job. I don’t want to shatter him completely.” 
 
    “One vote for. One vote against,” Bridget declares. “Annie, it looks like it’s going to be your decision.” 
 
    “You have anything you want to say for yourself, slave boy?” she asks, directing her sharp, full, fine features down at him. 
 
    Daniel still doesn’t understand what “breaking him in” really means, but he still answers, “I’m going to do whatever I can to please you. Please, keep that in mind?” He can’t do any better than this. 
 
    His pathetic little response makes Annie laugh, but she looks over at Bridget and says, “Let’s break him in right now.” 
 
    “Lift him and bend him over the bed,” Bridget commands. 
 
    The girls move at once, almost like a pack of predators. Annie and Katie go for his arms, yanking him to his feet while Victoria slides her hand into his hair and practically drags him forward. The girls worked together, shoving him down and spreading his legs. 
 
    Daniel glances off to the side and sees Bridget has reached back into Katie’s bag. She’s pulled out some kind of harness. It looks almost like an extra pair of panties. They are black and leather and glisten in the light. But that isn’t what scares him. His eyes widened when he sees the dildo. Bridget slides it into place, slipping it down into the harness so it now springs forward like an artificial erection. 
 
    “What, what’re going to do with that?” Daniel asks with a mix of adorable naïveté and panic. 
 
    “I’m going to ride you,” Bridget declares. “Then I’m going to give you the opportunity to serve me.” 
 
    “Ride me? No. Please, don’t! Don’t! You can’t!” 
 
    At this point, he starts struggling, but the girls already have him bent over his mattress, his ass up, open, and completely vulnerable. 
 
    “Stop squirming or we won’t use lubricant,” Victoria promises. 
 
    Bridget reaches down and glides her fingers along the underside of her dildo. Obviously, she can’t feel it. This isn’t really a cock, yet she loves the power that resonates through her body. So much of this comes from the panic on his face and the worry vibrating through his every word. 
 
    He’s probably struggling as hard as he can, yet it doesn’t make any difference because Bridget can do whatever she likes with this boy. 
 
    “Put him on his knees,” Bridget says. A fresh idea has occurred to her, and she watches as the initiates obey. They pull him back, shoved him down, and Bridget saunters right up to him. Her dildo smacks him across the nose. 
 
    “If I shove this in you, it’s going to hurt. That’s why you want it to be nice and slick. Luckily for you, I’m going to give you a chance, Daniel.” Her hand gently glides through his hair, then harshly grips his scalp, and yanks his head back. This forces his mouth open. As his lips part, he doesn’t understand, so she makes it very clear and very easy for this boy to comprehend what’s about to happen. “Suck this cock for me. Give me a nice, wet blow job.” 
 
    When he hears this beautiful girl under those words, his shaft hardens in his cage again. The erection fails obviously, but it serves as another reminder of the kind of power these girls wield. 
 
    “Please, don’t make me do this,” he pleads with her. 
 
    “Suck, slave boy.” 
 
    He protests, getting ready to say something, but she already has her hand in his hair, so opening his mouth is a stupid mistake. 
 
    Just as he tries to plead his case, she pulls him forward and thrusts her hips. The dildo slides into his mouth. He can try to spit it out, but she adjusts, pivoting her hips from side to side as she forces him to take every inch. He can try all he wants, but he isn’t getting her dildo out of his mouth anytime soon. 
 
    “I told you to start sucking, slave boy,” she commands. 
 
    Reluctantly, he wraps his lips around the dildo and begins to suck. As these girls watch, he bobs his head forward and back, serving her with the determination of a tamed slave. He might hate himself for doing it, but he can’t stop.  
 
    “Good boy,” Bridget says, patting him on the head. “Very good boy. You have potential.”  
 
    He licks and sucks, bobbing forward and pulling back, just like some kind of eager slut. 
 
    So many men have watched porn just like this, only Daniel never imagined himself on his knees, behaving just like some horny girl. 
 
    As he licks, he feels so dirty. Humiliation washes over him, especially when the girls whisper, point, and laugh. At one point, he makes the mistake of glancing up toward Victoria. She has her phone out, and she’s recording this, every second of his debasement. 
 
    Then there’s Annie who encourages him, “There we go. Good boy. That’s right. Lick and suck. You know what you need to do, don’t you? Keep going. Show us what you can do with that slutty, eager mouth of yours.” 
 
    Daniel’s face blushes as the implications of fellating a fake cock begin to sink in, but he obeys. 
 
    Just like the tamed slave they expect, he licks and sucks, his lips tight around the rubber dildo. 
 
    Finally, Bridget decides she has had enough. 
 
    She pulled back and looks down at him. “What have you learned?” 
 
    Daniel keeps his head bowed down respectfully as he says, “I’m beginning to understand female supremacy. Women are supposed to rule, and boys are supposed to obey.” As he glances up, he sees the same expectant expressions on their faces. This might be a good start, but it’s not good enough. “Women deserve to rule, and they will. You’re going to take control. Men like me are going to be locked up in chastity, trained, and enslaved.” 
 
    “Not bad,” Annie says. 
 
    Bridget orders him to stand. With his hands still cuffed behind his back, he isn’t able to move very well, but he stands at the edge of the mattress, and two of the girls shove him down. They bend him over, and now he knows what’s about to happen. 
 
    Daniel fights hard to brace himself. He thinks he can handle this. 
 
    He sucks air through his teeth as Bridget approaches. He senses her proximity; the worry and fear mounts inside his chest. Moment by moment, he doesn’t know exactly how this will feel, but he knows what will happen. 
 
    “Boys always think of sex in terms of penetration,” Bridget tells him. “Right now, for you, that’s going to be true. But remember. Your little boy part is all locked up because it belongs to us.” As she reminds him of this unforgettable fact, she slides forward and touches the tip of her dildo to his ass. 
 
    In another heartbeat, she pushes forward, thrusting her hips against him. 
 
    Instinctively, he tries to clench his hole, to keep her out, but it doesn’t work. Bridget is patient, determined, and forceful. Second by second, she works the dildo between his butt cheeks. 
 
    “That’s right,” she says. “You’re going to take it. Take it like a good boy. Take it like a slave. This is how you might get to have sex from now on. You might be allowed the feel of penetration, but only when we decide.” She has her hands on his hips now. Her fingertips are warm and strong at the same time as she works the dildo in inch by inch. 
 
    Daniel gives up on struggling. He knows it won’t do any good. Bridget pushes the shaft all the way in, burying that artificial cock to the hilt. She drives Daniel forward as he cries out with a loud, “Oh!” Then she pulls back for just a moment or two. He starts to relax, thinking his ordeal is over. 
 
    Foolish boy. 
 
    Bridget shoves down, sliding the dildo deep into him. She drives Daniel forward again as he cries again with another loud, “Oh!” Bridget feels the power surge through her, a power she’ll never relinquish to any male ever again. Then she pulls back again, penetrating him. 
 
    “This feels good,” she says. “I love having you bent over just like this. I know you hate all of this, but you’re going to learn to love it. You, like all the other boys, will understand that it’s right and natural for women to rule. We deserve to control society. You deserve to be on your knees. There’s nothing wrong with this. You just have to accept it.”  
 
    He grits his teeth, inhales, and bites back whatever scathing response hovers on the tip of his tongue. 
 
    He can’t risk any kind of punishment. He swallows back his protests as she pumps him, savoring every thrust, every movement, every grunt and groan of dismay that vibrates from deep within his chest. 
 
    She pumps harder and faster until it’s time to finish. 
 
    Bridget slides the dildo out, and she’s gasping, red-faced now. 
 
    “Ladies, shove him on the bed and hold him down for me.” 
 
    The girls are excited because they know what this means. 
 
    Surprisingly, Daniel feels something. One of the girls has grabbed his hands, pulling them up so she can get a better angle on the keyhole. 
 
    Disoriented after getting penetrated so hard, Daniel doesn’t understand until the handcuffs pop open. 
 
    This is it, his chance to escape. He might be trapped in chastity, but he doesn’t have to let these girls manhandle him like this. Opening his eyes and powered by animal terror, he tries to shove forward. He tries to run past these girls and start toward the door of his apartment. Maybe he can get outside. Maybe he can find some police… 
 
    Too late, the girls grabbed him by his arms. 
 
    Victoria is on the right side, Annie on the left. They yank him back in, shoving him down onto his mattress. He lands hard. Before, his arms were trapped above his head, but now the girls just lock his wrists to his left and right. They hold him down. 
 
    Daniel might be stronger than any one of these individual girls, but with one girl on his right arm, another on his left and Katie holding down his feet, he is stuck. He thrashes, bucking and twisting his best, but the girls keep him pinned in place. 
 
    Why? What are they going to do? 
 
    “Feel free to struggle if you want,” Bridget says to him. 
 
    Baring his teeth, he inhales again. Intellectually, he understands that this is futile. These girls have developed a taste for power. Not only that, they’re organized. 
 
    For just one brief, shining moment, he imagines himself trying to warn the male half of humanity about this conspiracy. He is certain that Alpha Alpha Kappa is only one tendril of an organization determined to make sure men are subjugated. 
 
    Besides, these girls have the key to his cage. They’re right. This is an excellent strategy for ensuring male compliance. 
 
    All of this makes perfect sense, but he still has to fight. Some instinct grips him, so he pulls, thrashing and kicking as hard as he can. None of it helps. Annie, Katie, and Victoria learned a vital lesson here. Boys can be controlled. They can be pinned down and trapped like any other animal. And just like any other creature, boys can be tamed. 
 
    Bridget proves this as she loosens her pants and kicks off her shoes. She pulls down her trousers and panties, revealing her sex. Then, with the other girls watching and fascinated, Bridget climbs up onto the mattress. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” Daniel demands. 
 
    “I’m looking at a boy who’s going to serve me. You’re going to lick me, Daniel. You’re going to show me just how obedient you can be.” 
 
    He gulps, tries to shake his head, all while knowing it is futile. 
 
    She straddled his face and lowers her self down, closer and closer to his mouth. 
 
    “Lick me. Lick me and serve me and make me feel good with that mouth of yours,” she says. “We all know you don’t have any choice.” 
 
    It’s true. She’s right. 
 
    Before he realizes what he’s doing, Daniel lifts his face up, and he kisses her slit. He inhales the aroma of her excitement, parts his lips, and slides out his tongue. 
 
    Just like that, he starts serving her. He has never done this before. Even when he had sex with girls back in high school, Daniel never saw the point of going down on them. Sure, he was a terrible lover, but he figured selfishness was fine. Boys could do what they liked because girls were there for their pleasure. 
 
    Now he doesn’t get a choice as his tongue glides along her crevice. He tastes her, experiences the heat radiating down from her body, and worships her as best he can. His neck starts to hurt, but that hardly matters. She squeezes his cheeks between her inner thighs as she revels in her power over him. 
 
    “This is how you make a boy obey. This is how you show him he is truly owned,” Bridget declares. 
 
    By now, her cheeks are flushed red, and she braces her weight with her palms against the wall. She pushes down, impaling herself on his tongue as she enjoys every flicker of movement. 
 
    As the pleasure courses through her, she knows that her initiates will never forget this moment. They have seen a boy thoroughly tamed, and they’re going to enjoy it.  
 
    Bridget comes closer and closer to her orgasm. The pleasure courses through her, clinging to every fiber of her being. She holds out for a few more seconds, drawing this out as long as possible. 
 
    Then she lifts her head, cries out, and savors the pleasure pounding through her. The orgasm is amazing. 
 
    Pulling back, she looks down into his eyes, his face shining with her glory. “Congratulations, Daniel. You belong to us now.” 
 
    Bridget looks back at the girls. “And congratulations to you, ladies. Welcome to Alpha Alpha Kappa.” These young women have now completed their initiation. They’re ready to work toward a female-dominated future. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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