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 The Tribunal: 
 
    The American Matriarchy 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    “If you like, you can disregard this option and go straight to the police,” said the young woman in front of him, “but I’m sure you will find that they will be harsh with you. Very harsh. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Oh hell no. 
 
    As those thoughts bounced around behind his eyes, he stared straight ahead without saying anything. 
 
    Surrounded by girls in every direction, Mike didn’t know what to say. They gave him an option, it was relatively straightforward. Go to the police and accept his punishment or face the Tribunal. He had heard all about Amy Stellar, and he knew exactly how she ran her impromptu court. 
 
    “Look, can’t you just let me go with a warning?” Mike asked. Even as the words left his lips, he felt like an idiot. He was supposed to be a man, so he should have had some dignity. Instead, he practically whimpered through those sounds. 
 
    Clearly, the young women in front of him were not impressed. 
 
    “Mike, how long have we known each other?” 
 
    “Since the beginning of the semester,” he said to the woman who had asked. Jenna, a freshman like him, had dark brown hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. That style somehow made her cheekbones seem higher and more severe, like she was a model or a princess, so it was her right to look down on anyone around her. 
 
    Especially boys like Mike. 
 
    “That’s right,” she agreed, her tone rife with condescension. “We have known each other since the beginning of the semester. And in all of that time, I’ve watched you act out. You make inappropriate jokes, and you sail through things. And now, you just told a girl that she should suck your dick.” She blinked, yet her expression remained tight with aggravation. 
 
    Since arriving in college, the young women here had learned and evolved. But unlike the students at the other universities scattered around the country, Jenna and the others had developed a much finer sense of appropriate behavior. Boys weren’t supposed to joke about that sort of thing. For too long, guys had gotten away with misogynistic humor. Well, that was going to stop. 
 
    “Please, if you report me, I don’t know what they’re going to do,” he said. 
 
    “That’s part of the process,” Jenna pointed out to him. “You don’t get to know exactly what kind of punishment they will dictate for you. Maybe you have to wear a bright pink collar from a pet store, or maybe you get stripped and put on display for a couple of hours. From what I understand, the stocks are very good for correcting bad behavior boys.” 
 
    Bad behavior and boys. She may as well have been talking about a child or a pet. 
 
    Mike twitched slightly. 
 
    He was surrounded. He needed to remember that fact. Even so, he could feel his animal instincts cry out for him to strike. 
 
    No. 
 
    Nothing could be worse than that. 
 
    He had made a mistake with these girls, muttering something. Worse, one of them had actually overheard. 
 
    But still, they didn’t have any proof, so perhaps he could talk his way out of this? Yeah, that was his best option. 
 
    Doing his best to smooth out his voice, he looked right at Jenna, “Please, we have been friends. I mean, we aren’t super close or anything, but I like you and I respect you. Please, just let me go. I swear, nothing like this will ever happen again.” 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “It won’t. And it’s not going to happen because you are going to the police or you’re going to The Tribunal.” She smiled, her expression saccharine sweet, “What’s it going to be?” Jenna made it sound like a very easy choice to make. 
 
    “No. Please!” 
 
    The girls around him smirked. Clearly, they understood that they had every advantage here. 
 
    That wasn’t right or fair, yet he didn’t complain. After all, he knew that whining about the current system would not earn him any favors with these groups. 
 
    “What if I just pay you?” 
 
    Jenna arched an eyebrow. “Really? That’s the best you can do?” Before she even finished asking, the other girls laughed at him. 
 
    “Sweetie, you don’t have enough money for something like that. Besides, this is about your behavior. It’s about making sure you learn to act appropriately.” 
 
    “I’m not going to make any more mistakes,” he insisted again. 
 
    “Nope. You’re not going to make any more mistakes because you are going to pick. What’s it going to be?” 
 
    Really, he only had one choice. Unless he wanted to face jail time and a criminal record, he had to go through the University. That meant accepting the authority of Amy Stellar and her tribunal. 
 
    “The Tribunal,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The girls around him actually started to applaud. They couldn’t wait to see their leader assign judgment to this young man. 
 
    The girls touched him a lot as they escorted him back across campus to the sorority house. At several points, he tentatively tried to pull away, wondering exactly how it would feel, only to have these girls tighten their grip on his arms, shoulders, and wrists. Enveloped by that college girl clique, he would never get away. 
 
    The escorted him to the edge of campus and the sorority house. They knocked on the doors, which promptly opened for them. 
 
    “We have a boy here who needs to go before The Tribunal.” Under other circumstances, those words would have seemed unnecessarily ostentatious. But here, it made perfect sense. Surrounded by tastefully feminine decor, Mike had to wait for his fate to be decided. 
 
    The girls talked amongst themselves, making plans. 
 
    “Amy isn’t here right now, and she won’t be back for a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Then what should we do with him?” Jenna asked, pointing her thumb in his direction. 
 
    “We have a cage for the boys.” 
 
    What? A cage? 
 
    Mike actually started to snort, thinking this was some sort of joke. But then the girls dragged him toward another door, one which led down a stairwell. They brought him into the basement. Sure enough, a cage waited for him. They opened the top and pointed for him to get inside. 
 
    He opened his mouth, hoping that maybe he could argue or convince them that this really wasn’t necessary. One glance at the females around him made it clear that they weren’t going to compromise on this issue. If he argued, he would waste time and any chance of mercy or sympathy. 
 
    Suppressing a sigh, he lowered himself into the cage. Moments later, he heard the metal grate slammed down over his head. The girls locked it in place before starting to discuss what kind of tea they wanted while they waited for Amy to return. 
 
    Moments later, the door closed, and Mike found himself trapped in a basement, caged as he waited for them to come back. 
 
    Closing his eyes, he rested his head against the bars as he tried to think of something he could do or say to make this stop. How had he messed up like this? 
 
    He stopped worrying. 
 
    Really, that was it. He stopped being afraid of the girls and what they might do to him. Consequently, he slipped up, said something inappropriate, and now he was paying for it. 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he exhaled slowly and pulled on the bars. This wasn’t fair. He wasn’t supposed to be worried about what the girls were going to think of him. Technically, it was college. Only his professors should have really mattered to him. 
 
    Pulling on the bars, he strained his muscles, yet the cage refused to budge, not with his weight pushing down against the floor. 
 
    He shook harder, wishing that he could bend or break these things, but that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t a superhero, and he wasn’t smart enough to try to find some engineering flaw either. Like it or not, he was stuck and trapped, just the way they wanted. 
 
    All the while, he was going to have to think about what Amy Stellar might decide. 
 
    He had heard stories. 
 
    Some boys had been sentenced to mandatory volunteering, which usually meant following one or more girls around and serving her every need. Functionally, those guys became slaves. 
 
    But then there were the spankings, the strippings, and the other acts of public humiliation. 
 
    Mike been there when the first guy was put on display. They pulled down his pants, paddled him, and he eventually had to beg for the chance to get out. 
 
    Would they do something like that Mike? Finally, he hear the door at the top of the stairs open, and then there were dozens of footsteps. 
 
    In his cage, he was basically forced down onto his hands and knees, but he still raised his head as much as he could. He looked up at the young woman standing in front of the crowd. Just a few feet back, Jenna stood behind her. Of course, she wore a smug little grin, probably because she knew she could get whatever she wanted here. 
 
    If there was a debate or an argument between a boy and a girl, the girl would pretty much always win. 
 
    This campus, just like the rest of the city, belonged to them. Unfortunately, so many of the boys had realized that this fact far too late. 
 
    The girls came to a stop. Much to Mike’s surprise, they didn’t say anything. Jenna stepped around the girl in front of her, crouched, and looked right between the bars separating them. “Would you like out? Would you like out, sweetie?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” he said. Playing nice tasted bitter, but he had no choice. 
 
    “Tell us you’re going to behave yourself.” 
 
    “I’m going to behave myself.” 
 
    “And you won’t say anything rude or inappropriate?” 
 
    He shouldn’t have had to go through this entire process, but they wanted to test him, to see if they could mock and deride him without having him lash out. Of course, if he lost control of his temper, that would be fine for them too because it would give them even more reason to punish their latest prey. 
 
    “I won’t say anything rude or inappropriate,” Mike said. 
 
    The girls opened the cage, and motioned for him to get out. 
 
    As he stood, he could feel the tension and stiffness in his muscles. 
 
    The girls didn’t waste any time. The grabbed his wrists and shoulders. They shoved him to the floor. Knees bent, he collapsed in front of one girl. 
 
    “My name is Amy Stellar, and I’m going to determine your punishment. But before I do, I want you to tell me your side of the story.” 
 
    Pressing his lips together, he thought about this. He was surprised that they wanted to hear from him at all. According to the rumors, these girls just issued dictates, enforced to their punishments, and they never gave the guys an opportunity to defend themselves. 
 
    “I got a little bit upset, and I muttered something under my breath. I’m really sorry that Jenna heard me.” 
 
    “And what did you say?” 
 
    “I don’t even remember,” he said, which was mostly the truth. 
 
    Standing beside Amy, Jenna listened to all of this. 
 
    “Would you like to apologize to her anyway?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, hoping that this might be the end of it. 
 
    Amy nodded for him to proceed. 
 
    “Jenna, I’m really sorry about what I said . To be honest, I just wasn’t paying attention. If I was rude or inappropriate, that was completely my fault, and I’m hoping that my apology will make things better.” 
 
    He glanced up and around at the girls. From the redhead to the blonde, the black haired girl, to the brunette, he couldn’t decipher their expressions. Whether they believed him or thought this was a waste of time, he just couldn’t tell. Perhaps these girls had practiced their enigmatic expressions, or maybe he just didn’t know much about girls in general. Either way, he tried to ignore the adrenaline pumping through his veins. His fight or flight reactions kept nudging him to do something physical, which would only be a mistake. 
 
    If he tried to run, they would grab it and force down onto his back. 
 
    There were just too many. 
 
    If he tried to fight, the consequences would be even worse. 
 
    “Jenna, would you like to tell us your side of the story?” Amy said. 
 
    “Yes,” Jenna declared as she stepped forward. 
 
    When Mike spoke up, he sounded meek, as though he wasn’t used to talking in front of groups of people. But for her part, Jenna seemed completely confident. It made sense. She had been living in a world where people expected her to speak up and to assert herself. She was female, after all. That was just one advantage to being a girl. 
 
    “Mike and I were hanging out, and I decided to tease him a little bit. It wasn’t anything too bad. He should have been able to take it. I know the guys can be sensitive sometimes, but he got upset, and he told me to suck his dick.” 
 
    “Do you think he has learned his lesson? Or do you think he needs to be punished?” 
 
    Jenna glanced down at Mike. Rather than answer Amy’s question directly, she gave him one of her own, “What do you think? Have you learned your lesson?” 
 
    Eagerly, he bobbed his head down and up. “Yes! I, I won’t make that mistake again.” 
 
    “Which mistake?” 
 
    “I won’t speak out of turn,” he said quickly, yet some of the certainty had leaked from his voice. 
 
    “That’s really good to hear,” she said. “But I’m not sure I can believe you. What kind of assurances you have for us?” 
 
    “I’ve learned my lesson,” he repeated. 
 
    “And yeah, that sounds really nice, but I’m still not sure,” Jenna said. “Maybe I would feel better if I knew that you had been spanked in the quad. Do you think that would make us believe you?” 
 
    Mike had to come up with something. He imagined how it would feel to be in the stocks, his neck and wrists bound by the solid wood. The girls would circle him, pointing and laughing, and he wouldn’t be able to stop them. They could do whatever they wanted with him. 
 
    Worse, Mike wasn’t lucky like some of the boys. He didn’t have a girlfriend who might come up and rescue him. At best, he could hope that Jenna might decide to change her mind. 
 
    Doing his best to speak with a dry mouth, he said, “can I try to convince you?” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Jenna said with a dismissive wave of her hand. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he lowered himself down right in front of Jenna. All of these girls watching, he knew that they approved. As far as they were concerned, a boy should never be on his feet in front of a woman. Males might have been naturally taller, but that was just another reason for them to kneel or crawl in front of their superiors. 
 
    Once he was positioned on his knees in front of her, he bowed forward again. Lowering his gaze, he spoke, “I’m really, really sorry I spoke out of turn. I know that I have messed up. I won’t make that mistake again. I’m never going to mess up this way again. I don’t ever want to end up before The Tribunal ever again.” 
 
    Amy snickered. “Oh, are you scared, sweetie?” 
 
    He glanced over at the other girl. Their eyes met for a moment before he dropped his focus back to the floor. “Yes. I’m really nervous in front of you all.” 
 
    Apparently, that was the right answer because she gave him a warm, almost welcoming smile. 
 
    “What are you most scared of?” Amy wanted to know. 
 
    Jenna seemed equally intrigued by the question. 
 
    If he tried to lie, he assumed they would be able to tell. Over the last couple of weeks, these young women had grown especially adept at reading the men around them. They could often tell when a guy tried to deceive them. That’s why he reached out slowly and told the truth, “I’m really worried you’re going to give me a spanking in front of everyone.” 
 
    “A spanking? Or maybe a paddling?” Amy said. 
 
    He didn’t shrug. That could have been taken as disrespectful. Instead, he said very honestly, “Either one.” 
 
    “Pain does help,” Amy said with a nod. “It’s always so funny when you get to see some guy show up, and he thinks he’s so big and strong. He’s a real bad ass.” Mocking all of those hapless males, Amy raised a hand and made a fist. “But once they are in the stocks, they don’t last too long. When their bottoms turn red, they definitely start to learn their lessons.” 
 
    “Is that we are going to have to do with him?” Jenna asked. She made it sound like a rhetorical question. 
 
    “Maybe. I still want to hear your recommendation,” Amy told the other girl. 
 
    “Kiss my shoes,” she said, nodding down to the boy before her. 
 
    Jenna must’ve known that she had every single possible advantage under the circumstances, but she still wanted to see him surrender. 
 
    He breathed out slowly, bowed down even further, and then he touched his lips to the soft velvet over her slip-on heels. His lips brushed the material, and it was so soft. At the same time, he could pick up on the scent of leather. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” Jenna said, condescending with every compliment. “That’s right. You feel better now, don’t you? You don’t want to say anything vulgar. You want to be a good boy.” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. Even getting out that one word slashed at his dignity and self-respect, but he felt as though he had no choice. 
 
    “Do boys belong on their knees?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “And where else do they belong?” 
 
    Outside of Bella Springs, males generally assumed that they could go where they wanted and do whatever they wanted. There were so few positions in society that they couldn’t occupy. Some came with more respect or money than others, but their options were almost never limited. Now, Jenna and her friends wanted to put him on some very specific limits. “Men belong wherever you want us,” he said. 
 
    “And where do you think I would want you?” 
 
    “Cleaning your dorm room?” Mike suggested. 
 
    “Oh, that’s a good idea.” 
 
    The girls continued to look down at him. Clearly, they expected more. 
 
    They wanted his ideas, which wasn’t fair because they could use them against him! 
 
    Exhaling through his teeth, Mike still knew that he had to say something. If he didn’t, they would definitely put him in the stocks. Or maybe they would strip him naked, march him through all of the different buildings on campus, and let random girls paddle and spank him. It had been done before. 
 
    Worse, Mike never learned what that guy’s infraction had been. Maybe he had done something really bad. Or maybe not. Perhaps the girls just wanted to use him as an example. They could make an example out of Mike as well. 
 
    Understanding this, the young man looked up at Jennifer just for a moment. “I could carry your books for you,” he said. “I can do whatever you want.” 
 
    “Are you suggesting that you make up for your disrespect by serving me?” Jenna asked. 
 
    No! 
 
    The idea of having to follow her around and perform any activity she wished horrified him. Worse, he knew that if he had to serve her, then there would be so many more opportunities to screw up again. If he lost his temper or even if she just accused him of something, Jenna could get him right back on his knees before the Tribunal, and he would not be able to stop her. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he finally said, mostly because Mike didn’t see any good answers. 
 
    “No, you don’t know. You don’t know because you’re just a boy.” 
 
    Jenna turned back to the other girls of The Tribunal. “I think that’s the most important point here, don’t you all?” 
 
    The girls nodded, but Mike didn’t really understand. 
 
    “Mike here has a lot of potential. I think he could be a very sweet, very humble, and very obedient boy. But he needs someone to oversee his behavior. Left alone, he’s obviously not capable of making his own decisions.” 
 
    She glanced down at him. “Mike, do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    He didn’t, and she knew that very well, but she wanted to hear him say it. 
 
    “No,” he finally replied, his voice low and quiet. 
 
    “Really? You don’t have a girlfriend?” 
 
    She was just mocking him now. 
 
    “No,” he had to answer again, “I don’t have a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Any female family members in Bella Springs who can oversee your behavior?” she asked. Mike was an adult! Almost nineteen, he didn’t need some woman telling him what to do! 
 
    “No,” he had to say. With every breath, he knew that he supported her argument. To make matters worse, he glimpsed some of the girls nodding their heads, as though they really believed this would be good for him. 
 
    Mike didn’t want to believe it, yet he could see it in their faces.; Some of these girls actually thought that male submission was good for them. Perhaps they considered all of the historical evidence as part of the different mistakes men had made over the millennia while in charge. 
 
    Having made her point, Jenna turned back to the other young women, “I think his punishment should be service. I think he should have to spend the next week as my servant. I know this has worked well for some of the other guys. It would probably help this boy too.” 
 
    “How do you feel about that?” 
 
    Mike decided to take a risk. Or rather, he didn’t think about it. Instead, he just let the words spill out, “I don’t want to be a servant.” 
 
    “Clearly, you are very reluctant,” Amy said. Her tone became solemn, like she was a judge getting ready to pass sentence on him. Unofficially, that was exactly who she had become. 
 
    Taking a breath, Amy continued, “I know that this is hard for you. So many boys haven’t been able to adjust to the way things work in Bella Springs. You still think that you should be in charge. Or maybe you just assume that women are inferior.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission to speak.” 
 
    Chastised, Mike shut his mouth. He couldn’t make that mistake again. Of all of the women in the city, he could not piss off Amy Stellar. For a second, he wanted to apologize, only to remember that he would have to speak to do so. Clearly, she wanted him to be quiet. 
 
    Silent. He had to stay silent. 
 
    “I think he’s going to be stubborn no matter what,” Jenna said. 
 
    Amy glanced over at the other girl. Did they share a look? Was there some hidden message conveyed between the two girls? 
 
    Mike couldn’t know one way or another. Instead, he did his best to listen even as his heart kept pounding wildly in his chest. He had barely moved, but anxiety and adrenaline mixed together in his bloodstream. 
 
    “Mike, this is going to be hard on you, but it’s going to be good for you. You need to trust us. We know what we’re doing.” Under other circumstances, he would have laughed right at her. She was a college student just like him. Why should Mike have to rely on her for her judgment? Why would he have to do whatever she said? 
 
    Obviously, he suppressed those questions. Another outburst would only get him in deeper trouble. 
 
    With an obedient nod of his head, he pretended that he agreed with everything Amy told him. 
 
    “Now I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately, and I’ve come up with a new kind of punishment. Other women have been using it privately for a very long time, but I think this will work well for you.” She snapped her fingers, and one girl scurried off. 
 
    “Mike, do you know what makes men misbehave?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Honestly, neither do we. I think it’s going to be a very long time before anyone can establish whether or not male mistakes are caused by social issues or biological problems. Either way, it’s important that we help you.” 
 
    Something inside of him twitched when he heard that last part. Help? They wanted him on his knees. They wanted him obedient and silent, ready to serve their every whim. They didn’t want to help him. They wanted him to be transformed into a slave. 
 
    Of course, when he thought about that, Mike had to come to one obvious conclusion. 
 
    These girls were succeeding. 
 
    All across the city, the men of Bella Springs seemed to surrender a little more every day. 
 
    And if he wanted to avoid some severe punishment, he would have to do the same. 
 
    “There we are,” Amy announced as the young woman who had left came back. She carried a small box, and she took it over to Mike. She set it down on the floor in front of him. 
 
    Amy opened her mouth slightly and ran her tongue along her teeth. “Go ahead, Mike. Open it.” 
 
    This felt like a vicious Christmas. Tentatively and slowly, he worked his way through the tape and cardboard. He didn’t really want to know what he would find inside, but the girls seemed patient, probably because they looked forward to that moment when he finally understood what his punishment would be. 
 
    Once he opened the box, he found a smaller package inside. He picked it up and he saw the picture on the front. It looked like some downward curved tube with a lock. What was it? 
 
    Then he read the words printed in neat font at the top of the cardboard package. 
 
    T-843 Chastity Lock. 
 
    A chastity lock? What did that mean? 
 
    Mike glanced over at Amy. 
 
    “You’re going to get a demonstration,” she said reassuringly. But then she looked around the rest of the room. “Ladies, I think it’s time for Mike to take his pants off so that he can get properly acquainted with this toy.” 
 
    “What?” Mike asked, only it was too late. The pack of girls around him descended. They grabbed his arms and his shoulders, his legs and his ankles. They shoved down to the basement floor, holding him and pinning him. 
 
    Instinctively, he tried to free himself. For a second, it felt like he might have been able to do so when his wrist yanked back, slipping free from one girl’s hold. Only then, another two girls reached out and grabbed him, their fingers tight around his arm. They shoved down. Even as he threw his head from side to side, he saw the aggression etched into their lovely faces. 
 
    These girls wanted him, and they could do whatever they like. 
 
    After that, they stripped him, working his belt free from his jeans. They pulled down his pants and his boxers. They stripped him of those layers of fabric until he was naked from the waist down. 
 
    “Oh, it looks like he likes this,” Jenna said, her voice filled with disgust. 
 
    “That happens sometimes. Funny. These boys always go on and on about how they should be respected and have their freedom, but the moment it’s taken away, they get excited.” 
 
    Mike wanted to disagree and argue, only he couldn’t. He could feel the tension run through his erection, from the base of the shaft all the way to the tip. 
 
    “Should we get some ice?” Jenna asked. 
 
    Ice? On his cock? 
 
    No! 
 
    “I think we should give him the choice,” Amy said. Her eyes lit with a special kind of cruelty, she looked down at the helpless boy beneath her. “What’s it going to be, Mike? We need to make sure the you are nice and small and soft. I think there are two ways we can do this. Just like Jenna said, we can apply some ice to your groin, which will make you shrink. Or we can give you what you really want. Of course, you’ll still be held down and totally powerless,” she finished. 
 
    Mike didn’t understand. 
 
    “Yes, one of us will give you a hand job,” Jenna clarified for him. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    Of course, these girls had an answer. It was good for them, that he didn’t like it. “Because it’s important for you to understand that your genitals aren’t a source of power, Mike. That’s a mistake so many guys make. You think that because of this appendage, you should be able to do whatever you want. But no. It’s not a source of strength. It’s the source of weakness. It gives you away, and it is proof that a woman should make every important decision.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, inhaled, and he wanted to say that this was all nonsense. But he couldn’t do it. 
 
    The heat from the girls’ hands seemed to soak into his body. At the same time, he remained taut with arousal. “Just use the ice,” he finally said because he understood. 
 
    “No,” Jenna replied. “We’re going to touch you. We’re going to make sure you enjoy this,” she said. 
 
    And that’s when he really understood. There were holding him down, making him helpless, and they would force him to enjoy it. They would make it feel good. Later on, he might even imagine this moment again, holding onto the recollections like they were a good thing even as they meant he had to surrender. 
 
    “Britney, why don’t you do it?” Amy asked as she nodded down toward his erect member. 
 
    One of the girls released her grip on his shoulder, and she came up between his legs. She smiled down at him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll make sure you come hard.” 
 
    He looked at this girl, a female he didn’t even know, and now she was going to touch him in the most intimate way possible. 
 
    Panic gripped him, but the girls expected this. They pressed their weight down into his arms and legs. They made sure that he might be able to squirm just a tiny bit, but that was all. Mike was trapped, and he felt it with every pound of pressure, every palm and finger holding him down. 
 
    The new girl, Britney, smiled down at him. She had long, shining blonde hair that trailed down her back. Her straight bangs caught the light as she smirked. The corners of her bright blue eyes seemed to crinkle again. 
 
    Rather than be disgusted at the prospect of touching this boy, she seemed eager. Perhaps she knew that it was a key step in breaking him, and nothing could be more important than that. 
 
    Still held down by the gang of girls, he struggled as hard as he could. 
 
    But moments later, the inevitable happened. He felt her fingers glide from the underside of his scrotum up to his balls, then over his member. She wrapped her fingers around him. 
 
    “Just relax, sweetie. It will all be over soon, and then you’ll feel so much better.” Britney sounded as though she really believed this. 
 
    “No. Don’t do it. You can’t!” 
 
    Obviously, they could. They could do whatever they wanted with him. And they proved it. 
 
    As the girls pressed down on him, making sure he couldn’t get away, Britney began to rub to him. With the palm of her hand, she gave him the sensations he so desperately wanted, despite every word to the contrary. He could say whatever he liked, but the females had their way with him. They touched him and to stroked him, played with him. Britney continued to stimulate him. 
 
    And pretty soon, he couldn’t hold back. 
 
    Perhaps this girl had done it before. 
 
    In any case, she forced him to climax. The pleasure exploded through his body, and he felt that pulsating in her hand. His member seemed to vibrate and shutter even as the orgasm swept through him. 
 
    For just a moment, he forgot about the girls and the fact that he was being held down. He forgot about the fact that this happened against his will. 
 
    But then it was done, and the girls looked at the white, milky mess spread over his stomach. 
 
    “Boys are gross,” someone said. 
 
    Another girl pulled out a box of wet wipes, and they cleaned him off. 
 
    Within seconds, his member became flaccid, drooping down. And that’s when another girl opened up the box. It was Jenna. She took out the chastity cage, considered it for a few seconds, and then she slipped his penis into the plastic tube. 
 
    Feeling drunk on his orgasm, Mike tried to shake his head again. “No. Don’t do it. Please, I don’t want to wear a chastity lock!” 
 
    “This isn’t about what you want,” Amy said, just as she had reiterated to many boys before this one. “This is about what you need.” 
 
    Abandoning every semblance of dignity, he cried out, “No! This isn’t what I need. Please, I don’t need this! Please, please don’t make me wear that thing!” 
 
    But it was too late. Piece by piece, the cock lock was assembled, trapping his member and making sure that he wouldn’t be able to get hard without permission. 
 
    “Now,” Amy said, “this is what’s going to happen. I am going to hold onto the key to this lock. This way, you can rest assured that you won’t be able to have an orgasm unless you please me. In order to please me, you are going to follow Jenna around like a good little puppy boy, and you will do whatever she wants. If she tells you to stand on one foot, you’ll do it. If she tells you to carry her books, you’ll do that too. Don’t disobey or question her. She is in charge, and you obey. Understand?” 
 
    The girls relaxed their grip on him, but he could still feel their presence. At any moment, they could snap back into position, pinning him with ease. There were just too many of them. 
 
    Or maybe they were smarter than him. 
 
    “I, I understand,” he finally said. 
 
      
 
    The next week was difficult. It was brutally difficult. 
 
    Jenna had plenty of chores for him to complete. In addition to making it clear that she expected him to get good grades in all of his classes, she also wanted him to do her laundry, clean her room, and carry her books. Fortunately, their schedules fit together pretty well. He could take his classes, then run off to see her and follow. He hated every second of it. Worse, there was so much stress. 
 
    He couldn’t even do anything about it. 
 
    When he was with Jenna, he had to remain quiet unless a girl spoke to him. She made that very clear from the beginning. 
 
    “If you ever want to play with yourself again, you’re going to do precisely what I want. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. Sullen silence would have been met with a punishment. 
 
    She threatened him all the time, making it clear that one word from her would be enough to make sure Amy kept him in chastity. 
 
    Like so many other guys, he might have been able to get through this if he had been allowed to touch himself. Masturbating could have been an amazing stress reliever. 
 
    Instead, he felt the weight of the chastity cage with every step he took. 
 
    Seven days. 
 
    It should not have been impossible. It should not have been incredibly difficult. And yet, he still had to work hard to make sure that he didn’t irritate or annoy his Mistress. Because yes, that’s how Jenna insisted that he addressed her. Apparently, that term was becoming much more common in Bella Springs. 
 
    But the worst part was the desperation. 
 
    At eighteen, Mike was a reasonably virile guy. He saw girls all over campus, and they were cute. Even though he needed to be respectful, he could still imagine moments where he might be able to reach out and touch one of them. Or kiss one of them. At moments like that, he needed to exhale slowly and to center himself. If Jenna realized what he was thinking about it, she might be annoyed with him. She might ask Amy to add some extra time to his sentence. 
 
    These girls could make up the rules as they went along, so he had to behave. 
 
    It didn’t help that Jenna knew exactly what he was thinking, so she delighted in tormenting him. At one point, she had him follow her back to her dorm room. At first, she didn’t think she was going to do this, but he was safely locked up, and she really wanted some relief. She had just gone through a couple of difficult exams, so now she decided to treat herself. 
 
    She stripped down, removing every garment. Naked, she stood in front of him. 
 
    Then she lowered herself down onto her bed, and she used his hands as though they were her own. With her eyes closed, she commanded him to touch her breasts first. His fingers brushed along her nipples and over the contours of her soft globes. With every second, she relaxed into his touch. At the same time, his frustration only mounted. 
 
    Of course, his body responded. She was a cute, nubile girl and completely naked in front of him. Laid out, she looked so vulnerable and beautiful at the same time. 
 
    Of course, he couldn’t do anything! 
 
    With his manhood firmly trapped under lock and key, he could only obey. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been with a couple of boys, but none of them have been as eager as you. I think Bella Springs is a wonderful place. Here, they really know how to please women. Isn’t that right, Mike?” 
 
    “If you say so,” he murmured as he continued to fondle her breasts. It felt so good, and he should have considered himself to be lucky, yet the frustration was driving him insane. He had never been this horny before! 
 
    With every second, the arousal continued to grow deep within his body, spreading out. He could feel it like an itch lodged deep within his core. 
 
    “Slow down,” she commanded. “ 
 
    Of course, he followed her command. He barely touched her, and his fingers lightly played along her skin, just the way she expected. 
 
    “Oh, you feel so good. You’re doing such a good job, sweetie.” 
 
    “I’m glad you approve,” he said without any hint of sarcasm. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he had to ask, “Mistress?” 
 
    “What is it, Mike?” 
 
    Although he was not allowed to use her name, she could use his whenever she liked. Each and every time she did so, it marked the difference in their statuses. Like so many other young women, she enjoyed basking in that one simple reality. In the city, she was better. In Bella Springs, she enjoyed every advantage. 
 
    “Do you think you could ask Amy to let me out of the cage sooner?” 
 
    Her eyes opened and languidly drifted over toward his face. She basked in his dismay. “And why would I do that, Mike?” 
 
    At this point, he should have backpedaled and apologized for being presumptuous. Instead, he felt compelled to continue trying, “please, I can’t take this anymore. I can’t sleep, I can barely eat, and I’ve done everything you wanted. Please, please just ask her to shorten my sentence? You could do that. Please, show me some mercy?” His voice trailed off as he looked up at her. 
 
    “Use your tongue on me, and I’ll think about it,” she said, spreading her legs. 
 
    Like so many other boys in Bella Springs, Mike learned that most of these women thought his tongue was for bringing them pleasure, not actually speaking. 
 
    Still, he did as she asked, crawling down between her legs and lapping at her pussy until she climaxed one, two, three times. After that, he looked at her with big, adorable eyes, but she didn’t say anything about possibly talking to Amy Stellar. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the week came to an end, and he found himself on his knees before the unofficial court. 
 
    Down on his knees, he at least wore his pants for the moment. 
 
    “How do you feel?” Amy asked as she circled him. Her eyes moved along his cheeks, up to his gaze. He continued to stare down at the basement floor. “Obedient,” he told her truthfully. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Because I have been thoroughly punished.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I have spent the last week serving Jenna, just the way you want it. I’ve done everything she asked.” 
 
    “Like what?” Amy asked. Of course, she had already been keeping tabs on him, so she knew perfectly well. But his little speech wasn’t for her benefit or even the other girls in the basement. No. This was for Mike himself. He needed to acknowledge his status and position. He needed to reiterate it again and again and again. Repetition was the key to teaching a boy his place. 
 
    “Say that you want this, don’t you?” Amy reached to down into her pocket, and she pulled out the key to his lock. When he saw it, his eyes got big, and his hand even twitched. Part of him wanted to reach up and try to grab it from her grasp. But he was still surrounded by a pack of girls. If he did anything like that, they would take him down again. Obviously, he would need to be spanked for that kind of disobedient behavior. 
 
    “I would very much like it, yes,” he said, hoping that his tone was appropriately subservient. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Mike. I’m not going to keep your key,” she said. Instead, she tossed it into the air. Eyes wide, he watched us that small piece of metal sailed away from Amy and right into Jenna’s waiting hand. 
 
    “Oh, look at that. I guess I own you now,” Jenna said. 
 
    Mike turned back to Amy. “No! Please, please don’t give her the key!” 
 
    “Too late,” said the hot judge with a shrug. 
 
    Realizing he might only have a second before Jenna truly understood the power she now possessed, he turned to her. In front of all of these girls, he begged, “Please, can I have the key? Please, don’t make me wear this thing any longer! I just can’t take it!” 
 
    “Haven’t I been good? Haven’t I been in obedient, eager servant for you?” 
 
    “You have,” she allowed. 
 
    “Please, please give me the key!” 
 
    “If I keep it, are you going to feel desperate? Are you going to wake up every morning, thinking about how frustrating it is to be a boy?” 
 
    Almost instantly, he answered, “Yes!” 
 
    He answered honestly, yet it was still a mistake because her eyes glittered with delight. “Oh, that sounds just too good to pass up. I mean, just look at you. You’re all helpless and desperate, and you’ll do whatever I want. How could I possibly give something like that up?” 
 
    Jenna started to shake her head. 
 
    Although Mike did everything he could to protest, she had already made up her mind. 
 
    “But maybe if you ask very, very nicely right now, I will have these girls hold you down, and I will touch you, and maybe I will let you have an orgasm. Maybe.” 
 
    Mike looked around the room. Sure enough, all of the girls were laughing again. They loved this turn of events. Each and every female in that basement had learned how to be cruel and sadistic. They had all learned to channel their frustrations at misogyny and toxic masculinity to take over. 
 
    Now that they have the power, they were going to relish it every chance they got. 
 
    Breathing in and out, he didn’t want to be held down, naked and helpless before these girls, not again. It had already happened once, and that should have been enough. 
 
    Still, this might be his only chance. Besides, it was a game that Jenna clearly wanted to play. As such, he could try to hold out and maintain some semblance of dignity. But in doing so, he would irritate her, and she might keep the key away from him for another week. Or longer. 
 
    No, he couldn’t do it. He just couldn’t, he told himself. If he had to go that long without an orgasm, he would actually go insane. Or, that’s what the aching in his balls told him. 
 
    “Please, please hold me down,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, that didn’t really sound good enough.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress! I’ll do whatever you want!” 
 
    “Isn’t that funny? You keep making that promise because you think it’s what I want to hear, but you just prove our point for us,” Jenna said. 
 
    Glancing downward, Mike tried to process everything she said, yet his thoughts seemed to slow, like they simply couldn’t keep up with everything. “I mean, just look at you. Right now, I would say you are behaving perfectly for a boy. You’re on your knees and eager to obey. You’re ready to follow through on any command. I’m pretty sure I could tell you to empty your wallet right now, and you’d do it for me.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “And that’s why I should keep you in your cage,” Mike,” Jenna said to him. “If we want you to be a docile boy, then you should stay locked up. All the time.” 
 
    Those last words stabbed into him. It felt as though he had been slapped across the face or punched right in the gut. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this,” he said. 
 
    “Well, do you want us to hold you down? Because that’s the only relief you’re going to get.” 
 
    “Yes. Please. Please just hold me down. Please, hold me down and touch me. I don’t care if I don’t get to do it myself because I belong to you. I understand that. You have my key, so you have me. I’m going to be your slave. I will do whatever you want. I will follow all of your commands. I won’t hesitate. Please, I’ve learned my lesson!” 
 
    Jenna didn’t say anything. He kept his eyes down, so she just nodded at the other girls. 
 
    Moving like a well-trained army, the sorority sisters reached out, grabbing him by his limbs, neck, forehead, and torso. They pushed him down to the cold basement floor. 
 
    One of the girls, Mike couldn’t even tell which one, loosened his pants and pulled them down. His boxers followed a second later. 
 
    “Oh, that’s so funny! There’s something so special and wonderful about seeing a boy all locked up in a chastity cage.” 
 
    Amy stood off to the side and added, “I can’t believe that men thought that women should wear something like this. Chastity belts? Why? We know how to control ourselves. The chastity belt on a woman is nothing but a symbol of his insecurity. But when a woman puts a lock on a boy? Oh, that situation is so much different.” 
 
    The others seemed to listen even as Jenna held up the key right in front of his eyes. 
 
    Mike didn’t want to believe it or think about it, yet the sight of that small piece of metal dangling in front of his face mesmerized him. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, he tried to tear his hand free so that he might be able to snatch the key from her. 
 
    The sorority girls held down without any trouble at all, just as they had done before. 
 
    “No, no,” Jenna said with a shake of her head. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Mike immediately panted. 
 
    “I suppose you are,” Jenna said. 
 
    From there, she proceeded to unlock him. She removed the small padlock, slipping in the key and turning it. When it popped open, Mike thought that he might lose control right there. Four days, he had been thinking about sex. He knew that it was foolish, yet the fantasy was the best he could get. Without access to his genitals, he lost something primal and important. 
 
    “Are you fantasizing? Are you fantasizing right now?” Jenna asked, easily able to guess his thoughts. Considering he was a boy, that meant he was predictable. 
 
    “Yes,” he admitted. 
 
    The girls holding him down smiled at one another. They loved seeing guys stripped of every defense, both physical and psychological. 
 
    “Tell us, what are your favorite fantasies? What are you thinking about right now?” 
 
    Mike wanted to believe that he had the courage to imagine Jenna tied down and helpless, with their positions reversed. He wanted to think that she was so desperate for sex that she would do or say anything. But that wasn’t true. Those weren’t of the images playing behind his eyelids. Oh no. Instead, Mike just imagined this girl pulling off her tights, removing her panties, and climbing on top of him. Even in his fantasy, he knew that he couldn’t escape. In those dreams, he remained helpless, still held down, but he would get to feel her most intimate spots. 
 
    “I keep thinking about how it would feel if you had sex with me,” he confessed. 
 
    “Oh, that is a good fantasy,” she said as she pulled the chastity cage off of him. 
 
    Jenna leaned down, and she began to stroke him, just as she did before. Wrapping her lithe fingers around his most sensitive appendage, she stroked him, almost bringing him to completion within the first few seconds. Then she loosened her grip, withdrew her touch, and she watched as he arched his back. Like some frantic animal, Mike attempted to tear himself free from the collective grip of the girls around him. 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance. There were too many of them, and they were too strong. 
 
    Before he could say anything, she reached down again, illustrating that most important point. As she touched him, she made sure that he understood he was helpless, totally powerless. Meanwhile, she could do whatever she liked with him. She stroked the underside of his balls, making him moan. All the while, the girls around him studied him, learning his movements and twitches. 
 
    “You poor, poor boy. You obviously want this very, very badly. Would you be willing to do anything for an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “I know,” she said, grinning down into his eyes. She squeezed again, bringing him right to the edge of release. Then she loosened her grip again, making him cry out. He shouted at the top of his lungs, and the sounds bounced off of the walls, but they didn’t have any other effect. 
 
    These girls wouldn’t and couldn’t be intimidated by a man. 
 
    Not anymore. 
 
    “You poor, poor boy,” she said again. “I’m sorry, but I’m not going to have sex with you. Maybe I will get you get off. But only if you can tell me exactly what I want to hear in one sentence.” 
 
    His thoughts cleared momentarily, Mike pressed his lips together, he gulped, and then he tried. “I’m going to be an obedient and eager slave for you.” 
 
    There. He said it. 
 
    The girls around him laughed. 
 
    Jenna squeezed him again, bringing him close, so desperately close to the relief he needed. He tried to lock his hips up, like he might be able to grind his member up along her hand. In doing so, maybe he could get off without her permission. 
 
    Only she released him, withdrew her hand, and then she looked right down at him. “Nope. Sorry, that’s not what I wanted to hear.” 
 
    Jenna glanced over at some of the other girls. “Can you go get us a bowl of ice, please?” 
 
    Two girls got up and left the room. 
 
    Ice? Why did they need ice? 
 
    Jenna returned her attention to him, “You want to guess again?” 
 
    “Girls are better than boys. Girls are smarter and stronger and they deserve to rule,” he told her. 
 
    “All of that might be true, but that’s not what I wanted to hear either,” she said. 
 
    Mere seconds later, the two young women came back, and they had a red, plastic bowl filled with ice. 
 
    Still positioned between his spread legs, Jenna pulled out one cube. She held it up between two fingers. 
 
    When he saw that a frozen water, his entire body tensed. 
 
    “No. Don’t do it. Please, don’t do it!” Just as when he had begged previously, Jenna ignored him. She had no reason to listen to this helpless boy. He had nothing to offer except for his struggles. 
 
    Sure enough, he fought as hard as he could. Like some wild beast, he channeled every iota of strength he possessed into his muscles as he tried to rip himself away from the cadre of females holding him down. But still, the blondes, brunettes, and redheads kept him pinned without any real effort. Using their hands and their knees, they locked him down, so he could maybe squirm a few inches in any direction, but that was all. 
 
    Seconds later, he felt the stab of cold as she ran the cube of ice along his erection. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re going to be able to stay hard for very long,” she said. “And then I’m sure you can guess what happens next.” 
 
    He could. He didn’t want to think about it, yet he already knew precisely what she had in mind. 
 
    Struggling to maintain his erection now, he stared up at this beautiful girl. “No, please. Please! Just let me touch myself a little bit! Or you can do it, or I can just rub myself on a pillow or something!” 
 
    “That’s gross,” Jenna said. “Seriously, you make it sound like you’re a dog or something.” 
 
    With steady movements, she rubbed of the piece of ice up and down his link until he became completely flaccid. 
 
    “No,” he moaned, dragging out that one word. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it. This is going to be good for you. I’m only going to keep you in chastity for a week or so, you know, assuming you behave,” she teased. 
 
    “I can’t take another week!” 
 
    Jenna didn’t seem to be listening to him. She picked up the chastity cage, slipped his member into the plastic case, and then she brought the ring up around the base of his scrotum. She locked it on with another click of the padlock. And when she was done, she looked down at him. 
 
    Jenna didn’t need to do this, but she was feeling feisty and playful. As the other girls held down, she leaned in and kissed him hard. She rubbed her breasts against his chest. 
 
    Of course, he moaned again, and when she pulled back, she promised, “Don’t worry. You’ll get plenty of chances to please me. But right now, you’re staying in the cage. You understand?” 
 
    If he acted out, she would add more time to his sentence. It wasn’t Amy Stellar who decided how long he would remain locked up. No, it was the girl who never really liked him in the first place, who punished him the first chance she got. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “I, I understand.” 
 
    She patted him on the head. “There’s a good boy.” 
 
    By the time the sorority sisters let him up, the last shreds of his independence had vanished, replaced by the knowledge that she owned his sex, so she owned him. 
 
      
 
    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 favorites games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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