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Token Male 
 
      
 
    Amelia Hunt leaned back in her chair, lifted her gavel, and got ready to adjourn the meeting, “If there’s nothing else, I think we can stop here.” 
 
    One figure on the other side of the table raised his hand and called out, “Excuse me, ma’am.” Yes, Joseph Tanner was another councilmember, but he’d learned to be especially polite around these women. As the only man on this city council, he needed to be careful, especially considering the importance of the next vote. 
 
    “What is it, Joseph?” Amelia asked. 
 
    If he didn’t like being addressed by his first name, he gave no sign of it. He was the only Council Member addressed by his first name. All the female Council Members were addressed as Ms. And he addressed each of them as Ms. while he was addressed as Joseph.  Instead, he flashed a diplomatic smile and spoke up, “I’m still waiting for my opportunity to comment on the latest revision to the city ordinances.” 
 
    “Oh,” Amelia said, almost making it sound like an honest mistake. “If you really feel it’s necessary…”  
 
     “Condescending” is what Joseph thought of her comment, and he felt it in his gut, an emotional slap as the other Council Members tossed those subtle taunts. 
 
    He spent what little political capital he had in this chamber. Although their city was new, having only been recently constructed from a series of subdivisions, shopping centers, several schools, and a variety of industrial parks, the city council had become quite powerful. This city was based off of Stacy Farber’s original concept for Bella Springs. That beautiful, brilliant billionaire industrialist had worked to construct a brand-new community. 
 
    With Farber’s blessing, some of her followers had gone out, secured financing, and built this city. They created Bella Grove on the same principles: Female Supremacy. 
 
    Joseph was honored to be one of the first council members, especially at moments like this. As the only male on the council, he had to be careful. These women saw the world differently (although he had no idea what they really sought or planned, as he wasn’t privy to inside information or invited to the closed-door meetings), so he needed to be diplomatic. 
 
    “Yes, please,” he said to Amelia. 
 
    Amelia seemed to consider this for a few seconds. Theoretically, she had the authority to adjourn the meeting right then and there, but the next vote would be important, especially because she expected a unanimous decision from the Council. 
 
    “Very well,” she said with an almost regal wave of her hand. 
 
    Joseph stood, walked to the middle of the room, and he turned back. Allowing his gaze to rest on each of these women for a least a moment, he licked his lips, swallowed, and started. 
 
    Normally, he liked to think of himself as adept with public speaking. But under the watchful gaze of these very successful women, he got nervous. He couldn’t help it. When he stood before them, he almost felt as though he should come to them on bended knee.  
 
    But no, he had won his election, and he had every right to be there. 
 
    “We are building a new society,” he said. “Everyone here knows that. In fact, we have already created specific rules to alter the social structure.” 
 
    A girl from the other side of the table chimed in, “Yeah, we are trying to reverse centuries of sexism!” Interrupting was rude, yet her fellow female councilmembers still smiled or nodded approvingly. Joseph sensed their lack of support, even their hostility, muted, but it was there. 
 
    “And that’s a noble goal,” he said, locking his eyes on that girl. Erica was just twenty-two, ten years younger than Joseph, yet she spoke with the brazen confidence of someone twice her age. “This is why I have voted on some of our more controversial ordinances, even though they go against basic principles of equality and fairness.” Some of the other council members again snickered and shook their heads. 
 
     Joseph continued; his voice slightly less confident. “Um, Sales taxes only apply to transactions between males. Males in our city are only allowed a certain number of business licenses, and then there are the other special fees and rules that only apply to males.”  
 
    Joseph allowed that to hang in the air. He knew these rules were not right. These rules were turning males into second class citizens! He hoped that some of the women might be more sympathetic now. He had supported them. He had gone along with all of this. But now, he knew that they wanted to push the latest ordinance farther than originally proposed. Joseph felt used. 
 
    “Additionally, and I know this is unofficial, we have encouraged the police department to strictly enforce the male curfew. So far, any man who is caught out past eight o’clock without a female escort is ticketed.” 
 
    “This helps us offer a better education for our children and maintain a stable budget,” Amelia Hunt, from the head chair, pointed out.  
 
    Joseph found himself nodding. Deep down, he may have hated these double standards, but he knew the city needed them. He first thought these were only temporary. Now, he had his doubts. Still, he puffed out his cheeks, tried to fight back the nervous blush curling along his neck and continued, “Be that as it may, this new ordinance goes way beyond social and civil justice, public protection and safety.” 
 
    The women stared at him. He searched their faces for some sign of reluctance or nervousness. If anything, most of them seemed bored, like they weren’t quite sure why they had to bother listening to a male in the first place. 
 
    “If we add mandatory chastity sentences to our penal system, we are creating a precedent that could go much, much further.” 
 
    Predictably, it was Erica who chimed in, “So what? Like you said, we have a couple of double standards. What’s one more? These rules are for the protection of females from dangerous male predators. Besides, if a boy doesn’t want to end up in chastity, he just has to follow the rules.” 
 
    “I’m worried about what this will mean down the road,” he said. “This chastity rule won’t stop there.”   
 
    “What?” Erica sneered, “A slippery slope argument? Just because a couple of criminals might be locked into chastity, that doesn’t mean it won’t be good for them.” 
 
    “We’re talking about equality,” he said.  
 
    “Maybe boys need to be locked up,” Erica replied. “Have you thought about that? Think about the men who were going to be out after curfew. First off, why are they out after curfew? So, we know that they are already willing to break the law. That means they’re probably going to be aggressive. They might break into homes or attack people. We’re trying to build a peaceful and safe city. So, are those really the individuals you want to defend?” 
 
    Throughout the history of civilization, people like Joseph had been put into this corner. They could argue against revenge and brutality against criminals, and immediately face charges of weakness or cowardice. Weren’t criminals the bad guys? Didn’t they fundamentally deserve to be punished? 
 
    “What if we take it too far?” 
 
    “Definitely a slippery slope argument,” Erica said as she waved her hand. “Just because these boys need to be locked up for a little while doesn’t mean this will go any farther.” 
 
    “But it could,” he said. “What if we decide that every legal infraction should include a fine, plus chastity?” 
 
    “Sounds pretty good to me,” Erica answered immediately. “Maybe boys would be better behaved if they knew they could only get out for good behavior. Besides, this could be good for the government and families in general. Think about it. If we started locking up every boy, he would want to get married. Families are the cornerstone of every society, and that shouldn’t change here. If every boy’s locked up, he will be desperate to get a wife to be his keyholder. It could be amazing how this might work out, don’t you think?” 
 
    “But it’s not fair,” he said, flustered by Erica’s dominant tone, and her overbearing manner. 
 
    Immediately, Joseph knew he had made a mistake. 
 
    “It’s not fair? You’re right,” Erica said, probably speaking for every woman on the council. “But we aren’t here to make society fair. We are here to make it better. For so long, men deprived women of their property rights. Oh? Boys might get locked into chastity? Boo-hoo. Cry me a river,” snorted the young woman. 
 
    Before Joseph could answer, several of the councilwomen began to applaud. They clapped; the sounds became raucous. Joseph could have inhaled, shouted above them, but these ladies weren’t listening. Joseph knew he’d lost the argument. He’d lost it before he even stood up to make his case. He felt totally powerless and feared for the future. 
 
    That’s when Amelia banged her gavel and brought the meeting to an end, “On that note, I think we all have a lot to think about. The vote on the chastity system will be taken tomorrow night. In the meantime, can I speak with you, Erica?” 
 
    Joseph stood in the middle of the room as the whole council pushed back their chairs, stood up and started conversing with each other. He looked around, but it was as if he wasn’t there. Suddenly, Joseph felt so alone, tired, ignored. 
 
    Joseph Tanner and the other councilmembers left the chamber. Although she worried she might be in trouble, Erica still enjoyed that forlorn look on Joseph’s face. Poor boy. Poor token male. He thought he had a chance to convince some of the other councilwomen, but the ordinance would pass. There was absolutely no question about it. 
 
    If he really believed he had any sway among these leaders, he was wrong. He was a boy, only there to grant some small measure of legitimacy. This way, none of the men in the city could whine or complain about women making the important decisions on their own. The guys had a representative, even if he couldn’t do anything, because he was not taken seriously, and no member of the city council would waste political capital on a boy. 
 
    But once Joseph left, Erica’s anxiety blossomed. She did her best to pretend that she wasn’t nervous as Amelia Hunt, the most powerful woman in this new city, approached her. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I was out of line,” Erica said. 
 
    Amelia strolled over to Erica’s spot, crossed her arms, and leaned against the side of the table. Still gorgeous in her late forties, Amelia had short, straight brown hair, she wore dark glasses, and an expensive suit. 
 
    Still seated, Erica seemed a lot smaller compared to her mentor. 
 
    “What makes you think you were out of line?” 
 
    “I spoke over Joseph,” Erica replied. 
 
    “Joseph is a sweet guy, but he still hasn’t figured out how things are going to work.” 
 
    “I imagine a lot of boys have that problem,” Erica said and realized her initial anxiety was unfounded; some of her usual confidence returned. 
 
    “But Joseph is important right now. You know why?” 
 
    Erica raised an eyebrow, “No. I really don’t. Isn’t he just the token boy on the council?” 
 
    “Essentially, yes, but I want this new ordinance to have the full support of this council.” 
 
    “It’s going to pass,” Erica said with confidence. “Right?” This young woman had only just graduated from college and joined the city council. By far the youngest woman there, she considered herself to be intelligent, but there was still a lot she didn’t know about politics—even local politics. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Amelia said. “I have the promise of votes from almost every member of the council. But that isn’t good enough.” 
 
    “You want a unanimous vote,” Erica said, finally figuring it out. 
 
    “That’s correct. I don’t want this to look tribal or factional. Remember, Bella Grove is only one of two matriarchal cities in the country. Yes, women are gaining control in the major population centers like Houston, Atlanta, and New Orleans, but that isn’t good enough. These boys need to learn their place, especially here. Remember, Bella Springs was just the beginning. Bella Grove needs to be just as successful.” 
 
    “I think I understand.” 
 
    “I’m glad, because I’m going to give you a very special job.” 
 
    “Job?” 
 
    “That’s right. Erica, I think you have an amazing amount of potential. You can learn a lot here in Bella Grove, but then I want to see you go somewhere else. I want to see you as a mayor, a governor, a senator, maybe even President.” 
 
    Erica may have considered a life in politics before, but she had always been careful to keep her ambitions secret. After all, she was still so young. Lots of people would have heard about some of her goals and laughed. How could this little twenty-something possibly make her way in politics? 
 
    “Do you think that’s possible?” Erica had to ask. 
 
    “Absolutely. To be honest, if you’re skilled, I don’t think you will be the first female President. But the second? Maybe the third? That is definitely a possibility.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am,” Erica replied deferentially. 
 
    “Those are long-term plans. In the short term, do you think you can get Joseph to vote for this ordinance?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “How?” Amelia asked. 
 
    Erica pressed her lips together and considered the problem all while realizing Amelia was watching and waiting for something good. Finally, she decided to be honest. “I’m not sure. But if I talk to him, I’m sure I can convince him.” 
 
    “Joseph is a boy. And boys tend to be stubborn. Something like this might help,” Amelia said. She opened up her jacket, reached into the pocket, and pulled out a small, flat box. “Take a look.” 
 
    Heart pounding faster now, Erica opened it quickly and looked down at the small glove. Equipped with a battery pack just below the palm and an electrode sewn into each fingertip, she considered the single, left-handed glove. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” 
 
    “I do,” Erica said surprised, “but I didn’t think they were available for sale yet.” 
 
    “Let’ s just say I have some friends over at Farber Industries,” Amelia replied. “This might help. Oh, and if you want to pick up any gear on your own, feel free. Just make sure that Joseph knows how to vote correctly tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Call me Amelia,” said the older woman. 
 
    “Sure thing—Amelia. I won’t let you down.”  
 
    “I know you won’t,” came a confident response. “I know you won’t.” 
 
      
 
    With the new taxes levied on the male population of Bella Grove, Joseph didn’t know how much longer he would be able to keep his condominium. Looking out his picture window overlooking the city, he contemplated what had happened tonight, and at the other meetings. He thought about the many issues he had discussed and debated, but he was outnumbered, outmaneuvered, as if he was missing some pertinent information the other councilwomen had. These taxes, for instance, only applied to men and were so unfair. Whatever happened to equality? Men had worked hard and most respected women. They believed in equality. 
 
    Joseph respected women. He treated them fairly, even deferentially. So, Joseph was incensed at the treatment all men were getting these days. Obviously, there were exceptions. 
 
    His friend, Harry, came to mind. Harry was a cretin. Joseph had seen him more than once trying to pick up girls who didn’t want anything to do with them. Then other friends came to mind; how they talked about women, how they wanted to treat women, and Joseph understood. If he knew males like that, others were around. Joseph sighed.  
 
    Seated near the top floor of Farber Tower III in the heart of downtown, it had cost a great deal of money. Still, Joseph Tanner had worked hard all through his twenties, so when he decided to retire and go into politics, he figured he could make his mark on this brand-new city. And yet, Bella Grove hadn’t been anything like what he experienced right after getting out of college. 
 
    In school, he was a humanities major. He learned about music, art, and literature. Throughout his academic career, his peers laughed at him, saying that he was wasting his time. If he really wanted to make money, he should have gone into something rigorous like computer science or civil engineering. Then, right after he graduated, he went to work for a startup, a company that made technology speed up for social media companies. Essentially, they developed the software necessary to speed up every kind of post from pictures to memes, games and videos. 
 
    The company’s founder had dropped out of UC Berkeley, courted venture capitalists, secured financing, and stole market share almost immediately. All of this sounded amazing, and it probably would have followed a traditional Silicon Valley Cinderella story line except for one problem. Hackers infiltrated the system, took control of some of the code, and started messing around with their clients. 
 
    Luckily, Joseph Tanner knew how to deal with people. While the company’s founder excelled when it came to code, he hated meetings, humans, and anything as messy as politics. He didn’t understand why so many people weren’t upset about their personal security. Didn’t they understand how the web worked? If he had taken the time to learn, he would’ve quickly concluded that no, no they did not. As long as they could take their pictures, chat with their friends, and download fresh diversions as quickly as possible, most people focused on their pet projects. 
 
    Joseph came in. He wrote one brilliant speech after another. He knew how to deal with clients, journalists, and the general public. When he spoke on camera, people listened. He knew how to adapt his words for every audience, and the company came through the crisis intact. 
 
    Along the way, Joseph picked up a large equity stake in the company. When they went public seven years later, he found that he was a millionaire. 
 
    He had wanted to visit Bella Springs, but the logistics never seemed to work out. Bella Grove gave him another opportunity. 
 
    So, there he was, running for the city Council. He got elected, and now he found himself surrounded by women. 
 
    He liked to think that he was rich and powerful. Outside of cities like Bella Springs and Bella Grove, a man with his kind of wealth could almost consider himself to be an aristocrat. But over the last few years, men seemed to lose their hold on power. They were getting pushed back more and more. He saw it and wrestled with his own ambivalence. 
 
    The women were right. Females have been oppressed throughout society. Things needed to change.  
 
    But by how much? Why wasn’t equality in all things enough? 
 
    At what point did these new policies go too far? Why was everything slowly turning upside down? 
 
    If he didn’t support most of them, he knew he could be impeached. The Council women who surrounded him could have him removed from his position. It was written right there into the city’s charter. 
 
    So, he had to be careful. He realized he had no choice. His political capital? He had deceived himself. He had none. 
 
    That much was obvious now. 
 
    But as the taxes went up on men like him, he didn’t know how much longer he would be able to consider himself rich. At rare moments, he thought he should get married. But to whom? And if he got married, would she seize his assets? In the city, that would be legal. She could remove him from every single bank account with his name on it without even consulting him… 
 
    This was another ordinance he had voted on and supported,  but at least when he had voted for it, his signature was required. A simple, easily overlooked amendment to another ordinance had changed that. 
 
    That’s what Joseph thought about that night as he looked out at the city. Metal cranes lined the horizon with fresh construction. Bella Grove would be amazing, and it would probably take five or ten years to finish. 
 
    Still, so many different buildings had already been constructed. There were new cars driving up and down these city streets. 
 
    When he looked down at the darkening Boulevard, he saw some of the figures rushing back home. Men. They didn’t want to get caught and fined for being out past curfew. 
 
    Joseph shivered just a tiny bit, wondering what missing curfew would be like. As a public official, he theoretically had an exemption, but he didn’t want to take any chances, especially since a female police officer could grab him, arrest him, dragging him down to the station, and “realize” her mistake after a couple of hours…or maybe even longer. In the meantime, he could be cuffed in a jail cell, trapped like an animal. 
 
    Joseph shook his head and tried to push those thoughts out of his mind. There had already been reports of males with exemptions getting arrested and detained for long periods of time. Sure, those same guys could try to file lawsuits against the city, but all of the judges were female and not terribly sympathetic to the plight of “spoiled boys who don’t know how to get home on time”. 
 
    As he thought about all of this, someone knocked on his door. 
 
    He furrowed his brows in surprise, if only because no one had called up on the intercom. 
 
    He walked back to the door and felt a little surge of nervousness run through his body. But then, he told himself he hadn’t done anything wrong, so he didn’t need to worry about a police raid. He shivered when he realized how easily “police raid” rolled off his lips. 
 
    When he looked through the peephole, he saw a young woman standing there with her hands behind her back. Standing straight and confident, she had her blonde hair tied back into a strict bun. Somehow, she seemed like some ferocious elementary school teacher or maybe a disciplined librarian. She was younger, yet she still had the demeanor of an army general. 
 
    Erica. 
 
    When he saw her, Joseph actually stepped back from the door. His heart started to beat faster, probably because this girl made him nervous, not that he would admit it to anyone, including himself. Seriously, she was some token kid on the city council, a cute girl who is only there to encourage teenagers and college students to vote. And, she intimidated him. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he forced the tension from his body, unlocked the door, and swung it open. 
 
    “Hello, Erica.” 
 
    “Hello, Joseph,” she said. “May I come in?” 
 
    “What is this about?” 
 
    “We can talk about it in your apartment,” she said. 
 
    “It’s a condominium,” he replied like this made some difference. 
 
    The corners of her mouth twitched upward. Obviously, Erica didn’t care. More than that, she seemed to enjoy his defensiveness. 
 
    “Step aside,” she ordered. 
 
    Before Joseph could consider what he was doing, he obeyed, stepping away from the entry. He never should have listened to her, but there was something in her voice, this ringing certainty that made it clear he would regret disobeying. 
 
    Disobeying? I’m not a dog, he thought as he blushed involuntarily. 
 
    But she stepped into his condo, which meant it was too late. He crossed his arms over his chest and turned back to her. “Okay. What do you want?” 
 
    “You’re being a pretty rude host,” she said. “Shouldn’t you offer me a drink?” 
 
    “No,” he said, making his voice as deep and resonant as possible. 
 
    If he hoped to strip some of her confidence, he must have been disappointed. 
 
    She shrugged like it didn’t really matter and turned back to his condo. “I must admit, this place is pretty nice.” 
 
    “Why are you here?” 
 
    “We need to talk,” she said. She walked deeper into his living room, examined the different seats, and she lowered herself down onto the black, leather couch in front of the TV. Crossing her legs, she reached out and rested her arms along the back of the couch. 
 
    If he stood over her, he would feel like an idiot. Then again, he hated how she just sauntered in here as though she owned the place. 
 
    Reluctantly, he sat down on one of the leather chairs to the side of the room. 
 
    “Okay. You’re here. You want to talk. What you want to talk about?” 
 
    “The chastity regulations,” she said. “I think you should vote for them.” 
 
    “I think I made my position pretty clear,” he said. 
 
    “What would it take to get you to change your mind?” Erica asked. 
 
    “What are you offering?” 
 
    “Some flexibility,” she said. 
 
    The vague answer irritated him, but he knew that this was a political discussion, so he needed to be patient. 
 
    Before he could answer, Erica said, “You should offer me a drink.” 
 
    Resisting the urge to roll his eyes, he acquiesced, especially because this could become a genuine negotiation. On the one hand, he didn’t like this girl, but at least they were talking. She was another female voice and another vote on the city council. 
 
    “Would you like something to drink?” 
 
    “Champagne,” she said. 
 
    Almost peevishly, he was tempted to tell her he didn’t have any. But instead, he muttered a quick, “Fine.” He rose to his feet, went back into the kitchen, and found one of his bottles. 
 
    When he turned back, he found her standing in front of him. She was just a little bit taller than he expected, but still shorter than him by an inch or two. Joseph almost wanted to check to see if she wore high heels for this meeting. 
 
    “Your drink,” he said, holding out the tray. 
 
    “I think you should be on your knees when you offer it to me,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “That’s never, ever going to happen.” 
 
    “Pity,” she replied, taking one of the glasses and enjoying a dainty sip. Afterward, she seemed to study the sensations coursing through her mouth and along her tongue. “Not bad,” she said. “But you need to make me a promise.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Promise me you will vote for the new chastity regulations.” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because you know all about Bella Grove. You understand what we are building here.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    Her eyes shined, “The future.” 
 
    “The future can be many different things,” he answered, only he had to wonder. It was obvious that Amelia, Erica, and the rest of the council had a set of plans, ones which he could only barely understand. 
 
    “No,” she said with a decisive shake of her head. “The future is going to be all about women and the men who cooperate. You want to be one of those men, don’t you? You want to be a good boy?” 
 
    “I’m not some little kid,” he shot back to resist the intimidation he felt at every phrase while his face flushed with rising anger. Anger he had to control, or Erica would control him. He sensed his control slip anyway. That was probably one of the most infuriating parts of being on the Council; so many of the women seemed to view him as a child, like he couldn’t be trusted with any of the real plans or decisions. 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “You’re not a little kid. Little kids grow up.” 
 
    What was that supposed to mean? 
 
    His chest tightened just a little bit more, and he nearly flinched when she reached out with her right hand and brushed her fingers along his neck. A flare of irritation ran through him. He hated the idea that this girl could just touch him wherever she wanted, so he smacked her wrist away. 
 
    Erica didn’t seem annoyed. She didn’t scowl at his brazen response. If anything, her eyes shined with amusement. 
 
    “Joseph, promise me you will vote for the chastity regulations.” 
 
    “I can’t,” he said. “I won’t.” 
 
    “Have you considered what they’d actually be like for the boys?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    A thin, almost wan smile curved along her pretty mouth. For the first time that night, he realized she probably had lipstick on. The red shone underneath his kitchen lights. 
 
    “You seem dead set against the idea of employing chastity to control our male population.” 
 
    “The male criminal population,” he corrected. 
 
    “Right,” she agreed dismissively. It almost sounded like she didn’t care about those distinctions. Only then she took another step forward. 
 
    Joseph was embarrassed to admit that he tried to retreat back, only he bumped into the edge of his kitchen countertop. Like it or not, she had him trapped. Only a panicked flight and maybe shoving her aside would be enough to get him out of there. 
 
    She was just a girl, he reminded himself, some kid just barely out of college. He was thirty-two and had already enjoyed a wildly successful career! He needed to keep this in mind because confidence wasn’t enough to make her his superior. Or so he thought. 
 
    “How can you have made up your mind if you haven’t even tried one of the devices yourself?” 
 
    “Try one of the devices?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I have one here. You could put it on, you know, just for a minute. See what it does to you. See how it affects you and what it might do for the boys in our city who want to misbehave.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” he said, lunging forward and ready to strike right out of the kitchen and back into the living room where he would have more room to maneuver. 
 
    Only she stepped in front of his path and blocked his way. 
 
    Bigger and taller, he probably could have shoved her aside, but something froze him in place at the last moment. Again, certainty and confidence seemed to radiate off of this girl. 
 
    “Do it,” she said. 
 
    “And what do I get if I do?” 
 
    “Let’s call this a compromise,” she said with a smile. “If you put it on and decide that it really would be bad for the boys of our town, I will agree with your vote.” 
 
    “You will?” Disbelief rang in his voice. 
 
    “Absolutely,” she lied. She noted that the question of unlocking the cage if he decided it would be bad for the boys never came up. Silently, she smiled. 
 
    He looked down into her face, searched for some sign of deceit, and he found himself swallowing. Despite his height advantage, she stared him down. Frantically, he searched for some reason why he shouldn’t do this, but her gentle voice washed over him.  
 
    “This is a new kind of city,” she reminded him. “We need a new kind of discipline. Do you really want to see guys fined every night because they go out with their friends and lose track of time? Chastity might sound embarrassing or whatever, but it’s a private punishment. It has the potential to change everything.” She was right about that. 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Do you have any real objections?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. With that simple question, she seemed to swat aside everything he said to the city council that afternoon. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll do it,” he said. “When?” 
 
    “How about right now?” 
 
    “Right now?” His voice rose an octave as the fear coursed through his body. 
 
    She reached down into her purse, pulled out a small box, and held it out for him to see. “Go put it on, Joseph.” 
 
      
 
    Obviously, he wasn’t going to do it in front of some twenty-two-year-old. Joseph snatched the small box from her palm, marched into his bedroom, and closed the door. He thought he locked it too, but his heart was beating faster; he felt flustered by Erica’s aura of power. He had never worn a chastity cage before and had no idea what it might be like. 
 
    He opened the box and spilled the contents out onto his bed. Suddenly, he felt like he was trying to work through a puzzle. Worse, there was a girl on the other side of the door waiting for him. 
 
    As his nostrils twitched, he wondered if maybe he should just tell her he wore it. It wasn’t like she would inspect him or anything. 
 
    But now, he looked down at the different pieces and took this as a challenge. He needed to show this girl that he could handle anything, including chastity. 
 
    Besides, he saw the lock in a small plastic bag. The key had fallen out of the box beside it, just a few inches away. It was weird they weren’t packaged together, but that didn’t really bother him, especially since his thoughts had already drifted over putting the different components together. 
 
    He pulled off his pants, shrugged his boxers down, and started to put the cage on. Unfortunately, the edge of his shirt kept getting in the way, so he pulled that off as well. Soon, he was naked. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder again and sensed her impatience. 
 
    He didn’t want to keep his “guest” waiting. 
 
    Examining each piece, he tried to approach this like an engineering problem. He slid one component underneath his scrotum, gently pushed the tube over his shaft, and found the connecting pieces of plastic. He slipped those into place, and felt the cage lock in. 
 
    Theoretically, he could have worn the chastity device just like this, but he knew the lock would be an important component. Carefully, he picked up the key and set it down on the edge of his dresser. He didn’t want to lose it. 
 
    With a smirk, he wondered about what that could be like, especially since he gently brushed his fingertips along the heavy, plastic contours. All at once, he knew that getting this thing off without the key would be almost impossible if he used the lock. 
 
    He took the lock, snapped it into place, listened for the click, and felt a shiver run down his spine. Yes, he could understand just how powerful something like this might be. 
 
    Erica knocked on the door. 
 
    “Just a minute,” he said. 
 
    “I’ve already been waiting for several minutes,” she pointed out, sounding very reasonable. 
 
    “Just wait,” he said, I’m almost done!” He hated the edge of anxiety cutting through his voice, but the doorknob started to turn. 
 
    At least he had locked it. 
 
    The doorknob kept turning. The door started to open. He spun around, stared with big eyes, and could only watch helplessly as the cute blonde stepped into the room. 
 
    “Oh, look. To think you managed to figure it out yourself.” The condescension in her voice was clear.  
 
    Joseph glanced over at the edge of the dresser. He shot forward and grabbed the key. But in doing so, he pulled his hands away from his genitals. 
 
    If Erica noticed him snatch the key back into his hand, she didn’t say anything. Instead, her attention seemed fixated on the chastity cage. “Nice. Fits pretty perfectly. I wondered if maybe I should pick up one of the larger models for you, but that obviously wasn’t necessary.” 
 
    Oh, so diplomatically, she just said he had a small cock. 
 
    A shiver of embarrassment ran down his spine, but he kept his back straight even as his cheeks flushed bright red. He’d never been embarrassed, not like this. In fact, until this moment, he didn’t even know if he could blush. 
 
    As he regained some of his equilibrium, he jerked his hands back in front of his crotch. “Get out of here. I need to get dressed.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that defeat the purpose? We need to examine the efficacy of putting a boy in chastity.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth, but her point seemed logical. 
 
    “I can’t just stand here naked,” he protested. 
 
    “Why not?” Erica asked simply. “I’m an adult, and you are…  an… adult.” 
 
    Erica’s digs kept coming. He pressed his lips together as he tried to come up with a good reason. Different answers jumped through his head, but he didn’t want to say, You intimidate me. This is unfair because you’re this kid, and you standing in front of me, and I’m wearing a stupid chastity device! Get out of here! If he said any of this, he wouldn’t sound strong or powerful. He would just let her know how much power she had over him. 
 
    “How does it feel?” 
 
    “Humiliating,” he said honestly. 
 
    “Good. You know why that’s good?” She sounded like a teacher. 
 
    “Because we don’t want our criminals feeling strong or powerful.” 
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “If you’re locked in chastity, do you think you would be up for defining female authority?” 
 
    Why did it have to be female authority? And yet, Joseph couldn’t bring himself to ask. 
 
    “Let’s do a little test, Joey.” 
 
    “That’s not my name,” he shot back right away. 
 
    “I think it is,” she replied. “And I’m the woman in the room. Obviously, I’m smarter and more trustworthy. I am more empathetic and stronger. I’m better at multitasking, so I’m going to be in charge now. I say your name is Joey.” 
 
    He looked at her, his lips parting as he tried to think of something to say. Erica was cutting off all avenues of response. Joseph now understood she controlled the conversation. She controlled him. His anxiety at her demeaning name change confused him, so he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “I need to take this thing off,” he said, changing his mind. He held the key tight in his hand as he jabbed down toward the lock. 
 
    He expected the key to slide in, the teeth and grooves fitting together perfectly. 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    When he pushed the tip of the key toward the opening, it refused to go in. Frustration surged through his body, but he didn’t get upset. Or at least, he didn’t let the nervous aggravation show on his face as his heart started pumping. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Joey?” 
 
    Joseph jerked his head up and glared at her. “I already told you. That’s not my name!” 
 
    “Yes. So you did, Joey.” 
 
    “Are you having some trouble there?” She seemed playful, like a cat playing with a mouse. 
 
    He turned the key around and tried again. He pushed the teeth down, hoping it would slide into place. With every second, he thought this had to work. He could feel his anxiety rise as the young girl watched him, smiling imperiously, and he felt smaller as he continued to fail to put the key into the keyhole. 
 
    He tried different angles, tilting the key to the left or right. 
 
    Then he finally gave up, grabbed the base of the plastic ring, and he tried to pull. He tugged, but the pain shot through his body as he attempted to remove the device. It wouldn’t come off. 
 
    Face bright with embarrassment, he threw the key down to the floor. It bounced off of the linoleum as he panted. 
 
    “Get on your knees, Joey.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “You let me put you in chastity.” 
 
    “I’m not in chastity!” 
 
    She tilted her head to the side, gently ran her teeth along her bottom lip, and stared at him intently. If a girl had given him that look at a bar, he would have known he would get lucky. And sure enough, his body recognized all of those tacit signals. The excitement flared through his chest and down into his core. It hardened his shaft because he needed to get an erection. 
 
    But he couldn’t! 
 
    His cock struggled against the confining plastic boundaries of his chastity cage as this young woman strode up to him. She leaned forward slightly, making sure he could look down her dress. 
 
    Joseph should have pulled his gaze away, focused on something else, and allowed his body to relax. Yet, the cleavage and swell of her breasts were tantalizing, and he felt his member harden. He wasn’t aware of his panting, and yet, he felt hypnotized by the proximity of this young woman, her smell, her self-confidence, and her authority were all so intoxicating.  
 
    “You can’t do this,” he started to mouth. 
 
    “You’re wearing a chastity cage,” she said. “And I’m now your keyholder. Do you know what that means, Joey? Do you know what a keyholder is?” 
 
    Pulling his gaze away from the perfect curves of her breasts, he looked up into her blue eyes. He never realized they were so cold or playful before. Then again, he had tried not to spend too much time looking in her direction. This girl was beautiful, hypnotically so. She could mesmerize a boy like Joseph without even trying. 
 
    “Keyholder?” Joseph repeated the word. It sounded like English, yet the meaning eluded him. 
 
    “That’s right,” she purred, dangerous and seductive. 
 
    “What—what is that?” 
 
    “It means I have this,” she said. With her right hand, she reached for the glinting chain that hung from her neck. She drew the necklace out from between her breasts to reveal the small, silver key. 
 
    “That’s to my—” 
 
    “Your cock lock,” she confirmed. The strangely vulgar language seemed odd coming from an innocent looking girl like Erica. With her sleek blonde hair, cute red lips, button nose, and slender physique, she seemed more elfin, perhaps even childlike. And yet, the ambitious glint in her eyes and that cunning sneer along her lips indicated something else, something far more dangerous about this girl. 
 
    Joseph was stunned once again. Erica had outsmarted him by replacing the lock with her own. He blushed even redder as Erica continued, “I can be generous and unlock your cock lock. Of course, as your keyholder, I am entitled to own what’s underneath that plastic.” 
 
    “You can’t mean—” 
 
    “I own you, Joey.” 
 
    “That’s not my name,” he snarled back. 
 
    “It is now. When you introduce yourself to people, you will tell them that you’re Joey,” she stated. “If someone else calls you Joseph, you will correct them. Because if you don’t, you will displease me, and trust me when I tell you that you do not want to displease me.” 
 
    A nervous gulp ran down his throat as he stared at her hard. With his heart kicking in his chest, he didn’t know what to do or say. The adrenaline flooded his system, scaring him so much more than he ever wanted to admit. He suddenly realized that his cock was hard inside the cage, which caused the boy to lose even more control. 
 
    How could he ever have listened to this girl? Yes, she was gorgeous and articulate, confident and intelligent, but it had always been a trick. 
 
    “You did this on purpose,” he said, turning those words into an accusation. 
 
    A bright, girlish laugh bubbled up from her chest as she giggled, “You’re only figuring that out now?” She blinked, obviously entertained by his foolishness. “Oh, Stacy Farber was right when she talked about you boys. You really don’t understand how the world is changing, do you?” 
 
    He couldn’t take it, not anymore. This girl was so childish and silly! He was bigger and stronger, had more money, he could take control. If nothing else, he could rip that key from the palm of her hand. Just look at her, he thought! During their meetings, he routinely found himself drawn toward her. If he didn’t like her, which he tried to tell himself he didn’t, he still yearned to study the contours of her face, the curves of her breasts, and the lines of her hands. Even now, he got irritated. She wore one glove on her left hand. It was black and looked like silk or satin. 
 
    It was obnoxious because he assumed her glove on one hand was a fashion statement. 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he told her very clearly, “If you think this is the start of some grand revolution, you are nothing but an immature brat who doesn’t understand how the world really works.” 
 
    “Oh? Enlighten me,” she teased. “Tell me why boys don’t deserve to be treated like second-class citizens. Tell me about how they deserve the right to make their own choices.” Her eyes sparkled with impish delight. The fact that she was enjoying this and having fun incensed him more than he could have ever predicted. 
 
    His chest rose and fell with every angry inhalation, but he still told her in clipped, crisp, precise language, “Men rule. Men have always ruled. Women might be ambitious, but we’re more aggressive and smarter. We take bigger risks, and that’s why we are never, ever going to give up!” 
 
    “And yet I have you locked up.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Joseph couldn’t take it. He lunged forward. He didn’t care how he looked or what might happen next. He didn’t think about law enforcement or the judicial system. He didn’t even think of his political career when he charged this young woman. Even if she had tricked him, he was still physically superior, and he intended to use his muscles to take what he wanted. 
 
    He’d get that key back! 
 
    When he shot forward, he ran at her like a track star bursting from the starting blocks. 
 
    Gracefully, she stepped to the side, and he slammed into the door, but he hardly felt any of the pain along his arms or shoulders. Instead, he spun on her, kicked off, and chased her again. 
 
    He thought he could get her; he thought he could grab her, pin her down, and take whatever he wanted. He would get that cage off, free his sex, and savor the feel of her tight little body beneath him. He would show this girl exactly how the natural order really worked. 
 
    Just as Joseph came closer, she stepped to the side again, only now she stretched her hand out, brushed her fingertips along his shoulder, and he didn’t understand, not even as the electrical jolt shot from the electrodes embedded in her glove came to life. The energy zapped down into his body. Erica laughed. 
 
    His momentum carried him forward, knocking him into the wall. 
 
    Like some dumb animal, he crumpled. Erica stood triumphantly, legs spread, her arms crossed in front of her. 
 
    Panting now, vision blurred with tears, he tried to understand what was happening. 
 
    He attempted to climb back up onto his feet, only he felt a specific weight on the small of his back as she straddled him. Erica forced him back to the floor. 
 
    “Stay down,” she commanded in that imperious tone of hers. 
 
    He refused to obey, probably because he couldn’t even process those words. His mind was still struggling to catch up with everything that had happened the last two seconds. 
 
    “I told you to stay down,” she chided as she reached for his backside. With her left hand, she caressed his naked ass, pinched, and sent another spurt of electricity down into his body. His muscles clenched as the energy snapped through his body, leaping from one nerve to another, forcing him to cry out. 
 
    When the pain finally stopped, he stayed flat on his stomach, his arms and legs spread out around him. 
 
    “There we go,” she said. “Now, let’s have a little conversation. What were you just trying to do?” 
 
    “I was going to get the key back!” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say, probably because Joseph never thought he could admit to those fantasies which had flashed through his brain just before he charged like an angry bull. 
 
    “Nothing. I, I didn’t think about anything else. I just wanted the key back!” The anger started to spark through his system again, so he pushed his knuckles down against the floor, and that’s when she caressed her fingers along his naked ass before delivering another electrical jolt. 
 
    He cried out, the sound torn from his lungs. 
 
    “How? How are you—?” 
 
    “Shocking you?” Erica supplied helpfully. “It’s a nice little glove. Amelia gave it to me. What do you think?” 
 
    Before he could answer, she pressed her fingertips down again. 
 
    “Personally, I really like it. It’s cute, fashionable, and easily concealed. I think it’s going to help lots of women taking care of lots of men in their relationships.” 
 
    “You can’t do this! You won’t get away with it!” 
 
    She laughed, obviously delighted by his impassioned declaration. “Oh? And which part are you referring to, Joey?” 
 
    “I’m a member of the city council!” 
 
    “So what?” Erica replied. “You’re a boy. You might think you’re a leader, but you’re nothing but a token male, Joey. You’re there to make the other boys think everything is okay until we install collars around all their necks, attach the leashes, and teach them how to really obey. By the time they figure out what’s happening, it will be too late!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She reached down, grabbed his right buttocks with her other hand, and savored the feel of his body. 
 
    There was something about this boy, she decided. She loved how he struggled and fought. She loved his ambition and arrogance, if only because he could provide her with an amusing challenge. And even after she broke him, she would always be able to look back at him and see Joey as a monument to her authority. She was just out of college, yet she had taken this powerful, successful man and turned him into her own personal plaything. Yes, the thought excited her. It sent little shivers of arousal running down her frame. 
 
    For just a moment, she bit down on her lower lip, warmed by everything that could happen next. 
 
    “Men will figure out what’s happening. You can’t just strip away their rights!” 
 
    “Can’t we?” Erica teased. “Sure, a couple of boys might figure out what’s happening, but they’re going to be a tiny minority. They can get angry and throw their little tantrums, but the women of the world are sick and tired of males misbehaving. We are ready to assume command.” 
 
    “It’ll be more than just a few,” he growled back. 
 
    “Maybe you’re right, Joey,” Erica conceded. “But how many of those men who figure it out will accept this new order? I’m sure there are lots of smart boys out there who understand the world is messed up because males have too much control. They need to be locked up in little cages. They need to be collared, leashed, and owned. They deserve to be controlled and commanded. They aren’t happy making their own decisions, so they are ready to throw themselves on their knees and beg the women around them to take control.” 
 
    Joseph processed each and every word. He didn’t want to believe it. 
 
    And yet, some small voice at the back of his mind whispered about the possibilities. In every conflict, there were traitors, people who voted against their own interests or who decided to join the enemy. In this battle, there would be men who would look to women as their saviors. These males would believe they belonged on their knees—why couldn’t Joseph shake the idea that they might be right? 
 
    He shook his head and refused to think about it even as the cute blonde ran her glove along his backside. With every moment, he expected another blast of pain. It was going to search through his body, but not until she asked, “Would you like to be my servant boy, Joey?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Electricity zapped through him. 
 
    “Joey, would you like to be my servant boy?” 
 
    “Never!” Joey spasmed but Erica kept him from moving forward. 
 
    “Would you like to be my servant boy, Joey?” Erica asked with seemingly infinite patience. After all, she could just keep him on his stomach, trapped. All of his vaunted, physical superiority meant nothing when she wore that glove. 
 
    “No…” That was the best he could manage this time. 
 
    She pressed her fingertips again, unleashing another barrage of electricity. Joey stiffened, his muscles clenching again as the energy washed over him. 
 
    “Would you like to be my servant boy, Joey?” Erica asked with the same patients. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Good,” she teased. “Joey, roll onto your back.” 
 
    She stood above him, watched as he obeyed, rolling into position just like an obedient dog. She lifted her skirt, hooked her fingers into her panties, and pulled down the white fabric. 
 
    “Because you’re my servant boy, Joey, you have to do whatever I say. To begin, I’m going to sit on your face, and you’re going to lick me until I have a nice orgasm. Say it.” 
 
    “I’m going to lick you,” he said. 
 
    . “That is not what I ordered you to do. First lesson. Always repeat exactly what I told you to do. Not what you think you heard, or what you think I meant. I don’t want you thinking. I want you obeying me. Now, what did I tell you to do, Joey?” 
 
    “You’re going to sit on my face and I’m going to lick you until you have a nice orgasm.” 
 
    “Joey, now, that was a good boy. I think you will be trainable, and maybe you will learn to obey and not be punished so much.” 
 
    “This is called oral servitude,” she explained. “Tell me what you’ve learned, Joey.” She sounded just like a kindergarten teacher talking down to some disobedient pupil—a boy who just couldn’t keep up. 
 
    His nostrils flared, but he glanced over at her glove. It shined with the light. His heart pounded at the prospect of disobeying her again, so he answered her demeaning question, “It’s called oral servitude.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “And while you’re licking me, you’re going to think about what you have learned here. When I finish, you going to tell me. Do you understand, Joey?” 
 
    “…Yes,” he said, breathing out the word with obvious reluctance. He may not have wanted to do this, but the decision was no longer his, and they both knew it. 
 
    Erica clapped her hands together, “Good boy!” With that triumphant smile on her face, she positioned him like a doll. She brought his hands up near his shoulders, straddled his face, and braced her knees on the palms of his hands. This way, he could feel nice and trapped beneath the weight of her body. 
 
    Because she understood what it would be like to watch her sex slowly descend on his face, she took her time. She lowered herself down gingerly. He felt the hem of her skirt brush along the ridge of his nose as the darkness descended. 
 
    Finally, she deftly rested just above his mouth. 
 
    “Lick,” she said almost casually. 
 
    She didn’t need to shout or scream because she had taken control here; she owned this boy, and they both knew it. He foolishly locked himself into that chastity cage. The key belonged to her, which controlled the chastity cage, so she owned the cock inside, along with the rest of his body…and most importantly, his mind. 
 
    He’d never be able to get out. 
 
    He was owned by a girl ten years younger. Raw shame rushed through his veins, but it hardly mattered because he had a job to do. He lifted his head, caught the aroma of her excitement, and gently parted his lips before sliding his tongue along her crevice. 
 
    Hot ecstasy ran through her body. She had already defeated him, she knew, yet Erica still said, “You are mine. Your mouth belongs to me, and I can have this whenever I want. Maybe I’ll take you back to my apartment and give you a nice little dog bed on the floor. You can wake me up every morning by crawling under my sheets and licking me to an orgasm. That sounds really refreshing, you know what I mean?” 
 
    He bristled at her casual suggestions, like stripping his wealth wasn’t even a big deal. 
 
    Erica must’ve been able to guess his thoughts because she added, “And don’t worry. I can have some lawyers draw up the contracts. We can get all of your assets transferred to my name by the end of the day.” 
 
    He tensed at the prospect. His jaw tightened at her words, so casually spoken.  He worked so hard for his wealth, but this girl would be able to take it away with a few strokes of a pen. In some other jurisdiction, such a meaningful decision never would have been allowed, but here in Bella Grove, the seizure of male assets by his handler would become commonplace. 
 
    As she made her plans, he pleasured her, licking her slit with fear-fueled energy. His tongue darted along her opening, up and down, forward and back, left and right, again and again. 
 
    He worked so hard to make her feel good. 
 
    “You are mine, Joey. You’re going to be such an obedient, well-trained boy. Don’t worry. I’m going to let you keep your spot on the council. We still need our token boy!” 
 
    As he worshiped her sex, she pushed her knuckles down against the floor, bracing herself. Her nipples hardened, her skin grew hot, and the desperation began to pump through her. Demonstrating her superior self-control, she forced him to continue to serve her. She could have climaxed at any moment, but Erica wanted to draw this out. 
 
    The seconds turned to delicious minutes, and she still didn’t finish with him. In fact, she enjoyed, no, she loved, brushing her fingertips along his chest and down his sides. With every soft caress, he had to wonder if he would be punished again. 
 
    No, not this time, not while he served and worshipped her. This was an important lesson for Joey to learn. 
 
    “I can’t wait to watch you lead the other boys into slavery,” she said with a giggle. 
 
    That did it. 
 
    As his tongue swept up and down her slit, she finally embraced the pleasure. She closed her eyes, panted, her bottom lip shaking as the satisfaction roiled through her, igniting and morphing into bright ecstasy. 
 
    Joey kept licking, submitting himself just as she commanded. 
 
    She pulled back, straddled his waist, grabbed his wrists, and pushed down. Theoretically, he should have been strong enough to throw her off now, but he didn’t. With his shaft locked up and his owner on top of him, he felt utterly defeated. All of his strength had been sapped, the will to use it stripped away by this precocious girl. 
 
    “What have you learned?” Erica asked in a singsong tone. 
 
    “Women are superior, men must obey, and I belong to you.” 
 
    “Why is that?” Erica asked. With her right hand, she reached down and caressed his caged shaft. Obviously, he couldn’t feel it through the plastic, yet the little bit of resistance and pressure was there. It was enough to make his member twitch underneath his prison. 
 
    “Because women are smarter. Women deserve to rule.” 
 
    “There’s one more thing,” Erica said. 
 
    “My name is Joey,” he told her. 
 
    “You’re a good boy,” she praised him as she ruffled his hair. 
 
    The next day, the lone male on the city council asked for permission to speak. Every woman in the room noticed his changed demeanor. When he walked in and sat down, he kept his eyes downcast. Even when he requested permission to speak, he just barely raised his hand. 
 
    Fortunately, Amelia had known what to look for, so she said, “Joseph, do you have something you would like to add to the record before we vote on the revisions to the penal code?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “May I stand?” 
 
    Before discovering the power of chastity, he never would have asked. A successful man like this would have simply stood, raised his voice, and addressed the women around him with unearned arrogance and certainty. 
 
    “You may,” Amelia said with a wave of her hand and a knowing glance over at her protégé. Erica smiled professionally. 
 
    “Ladies of the council, I would like to begin with a request. If possible, please address me as Joey. I think this is a more fitting name.” The ladies around the table glanced at one another, arching eyebrows and flashing knowing looks. The one boy in the room didn’t seem to notice, probably because he had a hard time looking up at any of them, his face flushed with his humiliation. Instead, he kept his eyes aimed at the center of the table. Servile and unable to challenge these women, he knew his place. 
 
    “Before we vote,” he continued, I must make something very clear. I’m here to apologize and reverse my position. We need chastity. Boys deserve to be locked up when they step out of line or misbehave.” 
 
    “You have anything else you’d like to add, Joey?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said as he took his seat. 
 
    The women were ready to vote. 
 
    It was time for another step on the path to female supremacy. 
 
      
 
    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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