
[image: ]


Automatic Training

Anna Ritter




ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal.  Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be consenting adults over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover via Shutterstock.

Please be aware that this book includes a lot of fantasy. The acts, images, and characters portrayed in this title are not real. This is a book—a work of fiction—and thus does not include real people. If you are not comfortable with simulated (literary) descriptions of sexual behavior, then you should not purchase or review this book. This book may include bondage, chastity training, BDSM, humiliation for erotic purposes, and much more.

First Edition

Binding Books Erotica

©2023


Contents

Welcome!

Automatic Training

Connect with me:




Welcome!

To start off, this was a commissioned project, so please keep that in mind as you start reading. Someone had a fantasy in mind, so they reached out to me to get see what we could create together.

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

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

I’m happy to include specific descriptions and any plot points you desire. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl! If you can dream it, I can write it!

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to

ARitter664@gmail.com .

I look forward to hearing from you!




Automatic Training

Anna Ritter

Like most of his fellow travelers, Isaac Drake kept his eyes aimed down onto the phone in his hand as he entered the airport terminal. He glanced up for just a moment, saw the arrows aimed toward the exits, and he readjusted his bag on his shoulder before turning his attention back to his small screen. If he had glanced up and around, then he would have seen a standard airport. There was an overpriced, sit-down restaurant, a couple of kiosks selling stale sandwiches, an electronics vending machine, and dozens of other travelers. Perhaps he would have noticed the gender imbalance, but probably not.

Almost all of the passengers arriving in the small city were women. Those departing were exclusively female.

But again, Isaac was thinking about his current assignment.

Melissa Tander. She was a billionaire, she had plenty of business connections in this city, and she might be vulnerable. It was funny; when he first started doing his research on this place, he stumbled across one surprising detail. Lauren Fox, his ex-business partner, now lived here as well.

It was just a coincidence, he told himself.

At first, he had been tempted to go visit Lauren. He had imagined what it might be like to see her again, to look into her dark eyes, and to finally know what she would do or how she would react. Would she stare at him as her eyes started to shimmer with unshed tears? Would her bottom lip start to tremble as she tried not to cry? Between the two of them, Lauren had always been deeply empathetic and overly emotional. When it came to their business, she had done an excellent job of recruiting her various employees and the different interpersonal problems that might pop up from time to time. Of course, he didn't wish to underestimate her. In many ways, she was quite capable, so maybe she had learned to harden her feelings. Instead, she might just make polite conversation with him, her tone cold and devoid of any real feeling. Or maybe she would strike him across the cheek. Perhaps she would slap him hard as she pointed her sharpened glare straight at him.

Why did he keep thinking about her?

Isaac didn't have a concrete answer. Occasionally, he wondered if it was a function of regret. Working together, they had created a small network of various operatives. Comprised principally of researchers, photographers, and freelancers, they operated somewhere in the gray space between journalists and detectives. Out in the world, there were lots of details people tried to hide. Whether that meant focusing on CEOs, politicians, or cheating husbands, exposing powerful individuals could generate a very lucrative income.

It proved to be even more lucrative once Isaac Drake sold the company. With the help of a lawyer friend, he was able to cut Lauren out of the deal despite her nominal ownership stake. He sold off the company, sent her an email, and he disappeared.

He had tried retirement, but his hikes and various photography sojourns could only hold his attention for so long. Inevitably, he got bored, and he went back to work.

This time, he did it because he loved it.

Sometimes his subjects called him a parasite, yet Isaac always had the same retort ready. If these people didn't want to get in trouble, then they shouldn't have broken the rules. For plenty of men, that meant they shouldn't have cheated. For the CEOs, they shouldn't have embezzled those dollars or harassed those employees.

The airport doors slid open automatically, and he stepped out into the cool, autumn air. He glanced up again, just long enough to spot the dark green sign. Up ahead, there were several women in business suits waiting. As he approached, one vehicle after another rolled up, the women got in, and they headed off toward their destinations.

"You're getting rideshare?" someone asked Isaac.

"Yeah," he said, turning around. There was a young woman, probably somewhere in her late twenties. She smiled at him but also seemed somewhat confused. "Is that so strange?"

"Well, I guess I'm not used to seeing men travel on their own."

"Right…" He said, letting his voice trail off.

He was going to ask a question, only a vehicle pulled up in front of him. He glanced through the window, saw the driver's seat was empty, and his brows creased.

"Aren’t you're going to get in?" asked the next passenger. "If not, I can take your ride."

"No," he said with a shake of his head. "This just wasn't what I was expecting."

"I'm sure," she said. Why was she smiling like that?

Deciding that he didn't really care, Drake opened the door to the backseat, he climbed inside, and he dropped his bag onto the floor. From there, he glanced down at the screen on his phone. Yes, he had already entered the address for his hotel, The Red Blossom. Still, he couldn't help but brace his hands against of the door as the vehicle started to roll away.

Up in front of the empty driver's seat, the steering wheel started to turn, and the car began to roll away. Exhaling slowly, Isaac smiled and shook his head from side to side. He went through all of the logical reasons why this was perfectly acceptable. First, autonomous driving technology had been operating on US roads for years. In places like Phoenix, San Francisco, LA, and San Diego, automated cars were normal. People got used to them. Literally billions of miles had been logged by thousands of different vehicles. Besides, it wasn't like there was a snowstorm or anything. Often the distance, the sun had started to set, but there was clear visibility in every direction.

Still, it was a surprise.

"Good evening," came a female voice. "My name is Nika, and I am the automated voice assistant programmed for this journey. Can you please tell me your name?"

"Isaac Drake," he said, careful to enunciate the words.

"Welcome, Isaac Drake." Her voice sounded natural enough, but he could still hear that slightly robotic inflection, like the programmers hadn't completely mastered the art of simulating the human voice. Still, he was impressed because they were getting close. Very, very close. It made him think of some of the android frames he had watched online. "As the automated voice assistant on this vehicle, it is my responsibility to welcome you to the city. Additionally, I must inform you that I am currently in beta testing. With this in mind, would you be willing to interact with me for several minutes?"

Before he could think about it, he said, "Sure?"

"Excellent," she said. "How was your flight?"

Really? They were just going to have a banal conversation? Next, she would tell him how much she disliked Mondays or maybe ask what his plans were for the rest of the weekend. At first, he suppressed the urge to roll his eyes, only then he couldn't help but smirk because this program, Nika, probably wouldn't be smart enough to understand that the gesture. Besides, she was just a machine. He could be rude.

Or so he assumed.

"It was fine," he replied. "There was a little bit of turbulence on the way in."

"Turbulence can be very frustrating," she agreed. "It's better when things run smoothly, don't you think?"

If Nika had been designed to simulate actual human conversation, he didn't think her creators had done a very good job. "Yeah, I guess," he said.

"Things should especially run smoothly when it comes to how we design our social structures."

His brows tightened. Social structures? "I'm not sure what you mean," Isaac said. Even as he spoke, he started thinking about early attempts at simulated AI, in particular the various projects where programs logged on to different social networks and interacted with regular people. Almost immediately, trolls started messing around with those systems. Isaac had to wonder if something similar had happened here, like maybe someone thought they were being funny when they uploaded the Communist Manifesto to Nika's program.

"Social structures," she clarified. "One of the most important questions people can ask is how society is going to be organized. Whether we are talking about sociology, economics, or political science, humans have to figure out the best ways for society to exist and run.

"I'm a pretty big fan of capitalism," he replied.

"Depending on the application, capitalism has been very beneficial for many nations. Of course, capitalism isn't perfect, especially when we consider the errors in gender relations."

"What do you mean?"

"When it comes to organizing society, people must decide who will have power and how important decisions will be made. Capitalism, as you pointed out, can be very useful, especially in terms of allocating resources based partially on effort and strategy. Beyond class, however, there is the question of gender. How are women and men supposed to interact with one another?" Nika asked.

"Equality seems like the obvious answer to me," Isaac said.

"Explain."

Up until now, Isaac had mostly let his gaze drift outside. He saw a couple of couples walking around on the different streets and boulevards. One point surprised him. He couldn't be sure, especially because they were driving fairly quickly, but he thought he noticed chokers on some of the men. What? Was that a local fashion or something?

The silence stretched on, and he finally pulled his gaze away from the window and instead looked toward the screen built between the front seats. He almost expected to see a woman's face.

"Sorry, what was that?"

"Explain," Nika instructed. "You said that equality seems like the obvious answer to you. Explain."

Really? Did he have to do this with a machine?

He licked his lips, and they rolled up to a red light. As the vehicle came to a stop, he glanced around, like maybe he should just tell her that he was tired and needed to close his eyes for a little while. At the same time, he already knew he wouldn't be able to relax, not while in an autonomously driven vehicle.

"Okay," he said after a quick sigh. Feeling like a college freshman who had just been asked some obnoxious plate abstract for a theoretical question, he said, "You're right. There are lots of different ways of organizing gender, and most of them have been really wrong throughout history." As he spoke, he couldn't help but smirk, especially when he wondered what it would be like. Of course, he was a good guy, meaning that he wanted to see women and men get every opportunity. People shouldn't be fired or hired just on the basis of their sex, but he occasionally thought about being some powerful husband and executive back in the 1950s, which would mean that he would get to have some beautiful wife at home in a tight little dress with pearls around her neck. He would come home, and she would be wearing her makeup. She would be ready to cook for him, to service him.

He would be in charge. He would enjoy a tremendous amount of power and influence. His home would be his castle, and he would be king.

Those were wonderful little fantasies, but he knew most women didn't see the world that way. Just as importantly, espousing those kinds of ideas could get most guys fired from jobs all around the country. Crossing his arms over his chest, he adjusted his seatbelt and glanced out the window again with that quarter-smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. He wondered what "Nika" would think if he mentioned a point like that. Then again, the voice assistant couldn't actually think for herself. She was just a collection of programmed responses.

"Continue," Nika instructed. There was an edge of command in her voice, but Isaac had to wonder if that wasn't just his imagination.

"For a long time, men had nearly complete power over society. Women were relegated to the home, which I guess meant that they were basically domestic slaves." As he made those points, he thought back to his time in college and a couple of his ardently feminist professors. He was sure those women would have approved of the answer he just gave. "Obviously, that was wrong. Since women couldn't get jobs, they were pretty much dependent on the men in their lives."

"What about now?" Nika wished to know.

"Seriously, why are we doing this?" Isaac had to ask as his patience wore thin. "What's the point? I mean, you’re a computer program, right?"

"I am a synthetic intelligence," she replied.

Synthetic intelligence? He wondered how that was supposed to be different from artificial intelligence. Isaac Drake specialized in photography and investigation rather than programming, but he still wandered around online, which meant stumbling onto different articles about technological advancements. From what he had been able to discern, there were two different kinds of artificial intelligence: specific and general. Lots of computer programs could be taught to handle one specific task. But when most people thought of "intelligence," they wanted a program that would be able to interact with the world in the same way that people did. So far, this had been completely impossible.

But what about synthetic intelligence?

"What does that mean?" Isaac asked, genuinely curious. But then he glanced out the window again, and that's when he saw a large sign for The Red Blossom Hotel. Just as quickly, the automated vehicle drove right by the hotel. "Nika, what's going on? That was my hotel."

"We have not yet arrived at our destination," she replied. "Please explain your feelings regarding current gender social structures."

"Nika, this isn't funny."

"Please explain your feelings regarding current gender social structures," she repeated.

"Nika, I need to talk to someone else. You have a help line or something like that?"

"Invalid speaker," she replied.

Invalid speaker? What did that mean? Was there some kind of glitch in her voice recognition system?

Breathing faster, he turned toward the other cars, only to realize that their windows were tinted. The same was probably true for this vehicle, meaning that he wouldn't be able to wave down other drivers.

Biting down, he did his best not to panic. It helped that the car seemed to behave normally, at least as far as obeying the various traffic rules went. It wasn't like she gunned the engine and shot forward at eighty miles an hour.

Feeling like an idiot, he remembered the most obvious solution. His phone!

Isaac grabbed the device, he pulled it up, and he stared down at the screen. He could call 911! He had no idea what the police or fire department might be able to do, but the very least, they would probably be able to contact Nika's manufacturer and get them to shut her down.

Isaac hated this kind of fear. It was a sickening dread that raced across his skin, telling him he had to act.

He pulled open the phone app on his device, only then his eyes darted up toward the upper right of the screen, and he saw that rare symbol.

No signal.

"Your telecommunications device has been disabled. A localized dampening field has been activated for your safety."

"What?" Isaac demanded. First off, he had no idea why a rideshare vehicle but have this kind of feature. What the hell was going on here?

"Isaac Drake," she continued in her politely mechanized voice, "you still have not answered my question. If you do not respond, additional measures will need to be employed."

"Nika, I'm telling you right now that I want you to pull over and let me out!" Although he hated that edge of panic in his voice, there was nothing he could do about it, not while this feminine voice continued to demand a discussion about some abstract concept like the relationship between gender and social norms.

"Please answer the question."

"I'm serious. I want you to pull over right now! Pull over!"

"Please answer the question," she said with computerized patience.

Before he could think about it, he slammed his fist down against the door. But then he glanced out through the windshield, and he watched as the green light at the next intersection shifted. It turned yellow.

What was she going to do? If she continued to drive, he would still be stuck. But if she had to stop at a red light…

Gritting his teeth, he pressed his palms down into his thighs as he waited for her to process the different variables. Then she fell to a slow, and they rolled to a stop in front of the red light.

Right away, he grabbed the handle on his door, and he popped it open. He meant to unlock his seatbelt at the exact same instant, but he was only human, and he couldn't time this perfectly.

As a synthetic intelligence, she could process the information far more quickly. She recognized what he was doing, and so he was able to open the door, only the seatbelt lock engaged. Not only that, it drew tighter. As he tried to push himself forward and launch himself out of the car and onto the street, the safety belt tightened, jerking him back against it the seat.

"Get this thing off of me!"

"Secondary safety and captivity modes engaged," she announced. "Isaac Drake, please relax or I will be forced to employ sedatives as well."

He barely heard those words, but he refused to think about them. Instead, he kept his feet against the back of the drivers seat, like he thought that might make some sort of difference. "Get this thing off of me! Let me out! Let me out right now!"

"Isaac Drake, we have almost arrived at our destination," she said, her tone almost consolatory.

"No," he contradicted her. "My destination was The Red Blossom Hotel. I have no idea where you're trying to take me!" As he spoke, he knew there had to be some kind of glitch in her program. She probably didn't know where she was taking him. It could have been some random fast food place or maybe some generic office building.

"The Red Blossom Hotel destination was input by an invalid user," she replied.

Invalid user?

His brows creased for a moment, but then he decided that he didn't really care. He jerked against the seatbelt again and again. He just had to get this thing off. But as hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. The seatbelt didn't look especially intimidating; it was just the standard polyester he would have expected in any other vehicle, but he still couldn't tear it, rip it, or break free.

After nearly a minute of jerking and pulling and kicking, he felt like some little kid trapped in the back seat. Again and again, he thought about how this was just so completely ridiculous. He was a passenger and a paying customer. He was a man, and yet he was bound in the backseat, and he didn't know how to get out.

He couldn't use his phone. He couldn't call for help. He couldn't get the attention of any of the other drivers on the road, so what options did that leave him?

Seething, he pressed his lips together into an angry frown. Although he didn't have much experience with computer programming, he realized his only chance might be to speak with Nika herself. Maybe if he could convince her to let him go…

"Convince" probably wasn't the right word, but if he could give her the correct input, then her logic gates would open, and maybe he would be able to get her to stop or just to let him release the seatbelt and open the window. He only needed a few seconds. Just a few seconds…

"What were you asking?" Isaac asked. He reached up and rubbed his eyes as he tried to ease some of the tension from his skull.

"Please explain current gender dynamics as you believe they should be," she said.

He sucked in a breath. With every ounce of his being, he really wanted to snarl at her. He wanted to kick the seat in front of him, to punch his fists into her information console, and to tell her that she was a worthless piece of garbage. Without knowing exactly what had gone wrong, he forced himself to be patient.

"I believe in equality," he said a little faster. "Women and men should both get the same opportunities. They should get the same chances to succeed, no matter what they want to do."

"Incorrect input," she replied.

"What?"

"Incorrect input," she replied.

That's when the car turned off of the main road, and he looked up at a pair of large office buildings to either side of the small alley. Where the heck were they going? What was happening?

Frustrated, he asked, "Then what is the correct input?" Isaac didn't actually expect an answer.

"The correct input: Women are superior to men. Every aspect of society should be structured in order to advance the opportunities for women. Based on their superior intuition, intellect, and reasoning capabilities, females must be given complete control of society."

"That's impossible," he said without thinking. As an investigative photographer, Isaac had a lot of time where he could just sit around and ponder different parts of the universe. That was actually one of his special skills. Most people couldn't sit and wait. Most people needed to be distracted by their phones, music, or something else. Isaac, however, could lose himself to his thoughts. Even if that that meant sitting in a car or at a café and waiting for his target to appear, he could still enjoy the different angles, the different shadows and color compositions all around him. Yes, he made money with his camera, but he still wanted to explore the world from an artistic perspective.

"Invalid input," she said.

"No," he replied, plunging ahead. He had no idea whether or not this would work, but the car was starting to slow down, so maybe that made him feel more confident. "That's not an invalid input. Even if you think that's a good idea, women just can't take over. Right now, look at the world. Men control most of the world's wealth and power. If you're talking about money, men make more. Money is power. If you're talking about just political influence, look all around the world. It's hard to find very many prime ministers or legislators who are women. Look, I don't know what causes it, but men are in charge, and they have been for centuries."

"Irrelevant," she said.

Did she sound convinced?

Isaac decided that he didn't care. He pulled against the seatbelt as much as he could. It wasn't much. He snapped back at her, "No, that's not irrelevant. If women tried to take over, do you know what that would take? A war. You think women really have the ability to fight something like that? Even if it just became a question of politics, men wouldn’t be willing to give up. They wouldn't you just roll over and surrender."

"Acknowledged," she said. "Armed conflict is not a viable option."

"So what? You think women are just going to be able to get themselves elected to every major office and the men around them won't notice? Have you paid attention to the internet? Half the time, studios want to start making a couple of superhero movies with female leads, and half of the people online lose their minds."

"Acknowledged," she said again.

Feeling like he had cornered her, he demanded, "So what? What do you think is going to happen then?"

"Project Alpha F," she replied. Just then, the car rolled to a stop, but Isaac stared between the seats at the screen almost like he expected her face to appear and for Nika to explain what was going to happen next.

That's when the window on his door rolled down, and he saw the last woman he expected to ever see again.

Lauren Fox. His ex-business partner cocked her head to the side, and there was this playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. Despite the many hours he had thought about her, that was never an expression he had expected to see on her face.

His surprise quickly dissipated as he grabbed the seatbelt and tugged, "Lauren, you have to get me out of here."

"Actually, no, I don't," she said.

"What's going on here?"

"Welcome to Project Alpha F," she said.

"What is that? What is this? What the hell is going on here? If this is some kind of prank, it isn't funny!"

She leaned down slightly. Although they had worked together for several years, they had never been this physically close to one another, so he inhaled, he caught the warm, rich scent of her perfume. At the same time, there was something nearly hypnotic about the sheen of her dark eyes, not to mention the shine along her red-brown hair.

"You know, I wasn't sure you would come when I issued the assignment."

"You issued the assignment?"

"Yup," she replied. "I'm working with Tander Industries as a consultant, and Melissa was worried about potential blackmail issues. Basically, I’m helping her with information security. It's ironic. Now I'm on the other side of the equation, I guess. But anyway, I knew you would be interested in an assignment like this, especially considering the payday. But of course, you're not doing this for the money, are you? You just want the challenge, Isaac."

"Lauren, you have to know that this is completely illegal. Unless you let me out of here right now, there are going to be severe consequences." His voice strained as he struggled to pump as much seriousness as he possibly could into each and every syllable. He needed to intimidate his former business partner.

"No," she said. "It's not illegal, not here. You see, there are some new statutes on the books, and they change the legal dynamics for boys like you."

He narrowed his eyes. At the same time, he wondered if he would be able to reach out and grab her. If he did, what would that accomplish? If nothing else, it might make him feel better, he thought while resisting an angry smirk.

Lauren continued, "Anyway, we need to test this facility. By the way, I was eavesdropping on your conversation, and you are right about an open war. That's why we are building these processing facilities. Basically, you're going to go inside, you're going to be reprogrammed, and when you come out, you're going to be a very different kind of boy."

"You're insane," he shot back at her.

"No," she replied. "I'm just aware of how the world actually works. That's the really hard part, isn't it? There are so many different societies, so many different people all working on these different agendas. It's impossible to know exactly which technology, which protocol, which idea is really going to take hold. Well, let me clarify things for you. In this town, boys like you are owned as property. Soon enough, you're going to be processed, and you're going to be delivered to your new owner. Yes, yes. I'm sure you're thinking about how slavery is illegal or whatever, but you’re going to be eager by the time this facility is done with you. Out in the rest of the world, it would be far too soft, so we need a scalable solution. We can't just convince women to try to own the boys in their lives. Too many of them would be sympathetic. Too many of them would feel bad about the training process. So as long as it can happen in processing centers like this one, everything is going to be just fine. Now, try to relax and be a good boy."

She stepped back, and the window started to roll up.

Realizing this might be his last chance, Isaac reached out through the window, and he tried to grab her blouse. After that, Isaac had no idea what he would have tried to do, but at least he would have had some leverage.

Unfortunately, he wasn't fast enough.

She slipped beyond his reach, and now he had to jerk his hand back as the window rolled all the way up.

Up ahead, a large door began to slide upward. It opened, and the car rolled forward into the dark.

By now, Isaac decided that brute strength was his only option, so he tried to rip through the polyester seatbelt. He had the complete use of his arms, so that should have given him some options, but he couldn't squirm out from beneath the belt. The first portion of the restraint was tight around his waist; the second strap was snug against his chest. He couldn't even lean forward more than an inch, so he just had to rip through this. He wished he carried a knife or some other sharp implement.

Since this was a business trip and he had flown in, he hadn't even bothered to bring his car keys!

What did he have? What kind of tools or resources could he employ?

Nothing.

That infuriating realization hit him hard, but then Nika asked, "Are you ready to be restrained for processing?"

"You can't do this," he grunted back at her.

"Invalid input," she said.

That's when a dark silhouette appeared by his door.

Slowly, he looked out through the window, and he started to think that it was Lauren again. Without any kind of real illumination in this garage or warehouse or whatever was supposed to be, he could only see the vague outlines of her hair, her shoulders, and her slender physique.

Forcing his muscles to relax, he tried to think of what he was going to say.

That's when the door opened, and he heard a voice again, only it didn't come out of the car's speakers. Rather, he heard that slightly digital voice come from a woman, "Hello, Isaac. It's good to meet you in person. I'm looking forward to training you."

He sucked in a breath, like he needed to speak, only she stepped aside, and that's when he saw the enormous mechanical claw.

His brows creased with confusion as he studied the different joints and servos. The mechanical claw reminded him vaguely of one of those machines at the arcade where players could try to grab stuffed animals or other prizes with an automated hand.

The belt released, and he tried to scramble forward. The claw grabbed him, trapping his arms at his sides and easily lifting him off of his feet.

He looked back at Nika, and felt his stomach drop as the robotic hand raised him up and carried him over to a conveyor belt. It lowered him down, and that's when he felt the metal restraints loop around his ankles. They locked on tight, but at least the claw released him. Immediately, he bent down, and he scrambled at the metal shackles. The steel bands were snug around his ankles, so he couldn't pull himself free. His balance felt incredibly weird, especially when the conveyor belt started to move. He was pulled forward, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Straightening his back, Isaac turned to his left, to his right, but he couldn't make out any specific details in the gloom. There was some illumination, but it was just enough for him to tell that he was in a large facility of some kind and there were huge pieces of machinery around him. Outside of those boxes, he couldn't see much.

The conveyor belt stopped.

Almost instantly, a pair of mechanical arms reached out and grabbed his wrists. They forced his arms up.

Another pair of arms dropped down from the ceiling, and that's when he saw the light play along the edges of those blades. Unlike the other limbs that had grabbed him, these ended with a pair of scissors, and they proceeded to cut through his shirt, his belt, his pants...His shredded clothing fell away like garbage until he was wearing nothing but his shoes and socks.

Only then, the manacles around his ankles suddenly forced his right leg up, and another limb appeared to remove his right shoe, then his sock. Next, it went for his other foot.

Within seconds, he was completely naked.

How could something like this happen?

Sure, he had heard about technology with these sorts of capabilities, but he never imagined that that anyone would dedicate the resources to constructing something like this.

Then the arms wrapped his wrists and pulled them behind his back. They forced his hands up, they slid his limbs into a set of stiff, plastic mittens, and then his wrists were locked together. He jerked against those bonds, but they stubbornly refused to release him. This meant that his hands were trapped behind his back.

That's when he was rolled forward again on the conveyor belt.

To his right, a huge screen came to life, and that's when he saw a woman. She looked wealthy, confident, and powerful. "Hello," she said. "My name is Melissa Tander, and I would like to welcome you to this facility. In time, I hope to construct operations just like this one throughout the world. Boys like you will be brought here, trained, and reprogrammed to obey."

"You're not going to get away with this!" Isaac roared. Normally, he was a fairly quiet, introspective guy, but now he shouted up at the screen.

It was just a recording, so it continued to play as though he hadn't said anything at all. Whether he liked it or not, no one was going to listen to him.

"The world is changing, my dear boy. In time, female supremacy will become the guiding ideology for every country. There won't be any escape for the boys of the world. But don't feel bad about this. This is good. This is very, very good. Our world faces a variety of problems. Whether we are talking about political instability, the proliferation of disinformation and digital settings, pollution, or any other existential crisis, men simply aren't equipped with the mental facilities necessary to protect the future of our species. That's why women are stepping forward. All across the world, we are taking control. Maybe you've noticed it. Maybe you haven't. Either way, your time as a wild male is over. Don't worry. My psychologists and I have been extensively researching the male psyche and what it takes to tame you. Don't worry, you'll get used to wearing a collar and chastity cage. I promise."

The screen went dark.

Although he had barely moved, Isaac Drake found himself panting in position. He couldn't help it.

Then the conveyor belt rolled him forward again, and he tried to jerk his legs free from the restraints, but the steel bands refused to yield. No matter how hard he tried to tense or flex his muscles, he couldn't break free.

A mechanical tendril reached down for him, and it wrapped itself around his neck. Suddenly, he could feel a different sort of tension at the base of his throat. Not only that, small electrodes pushed against his skin.

The recording had mentioned a collar. Now he was wearing one.

The tentacle pulled away as his chest rose and fell. Primordial anger pulsed through his body, like Isaac just wanted to throw himself forward and break something. He wished he had a bat or a club; he ached for the weight of a primitive tool in the palms of his hands, something he could swing down. He wanted it to be heavy, destructive, and violent. He needed to hear the smashing of breaking glass or at the brutal crunch of crumpling metal. Better yet, he needed to throw his fists forward, to crunch and break some of the machinery around him.

Unfortunately, it seemed impervious to his attacks. Although he was standing up straight, he was naked, collared, and his hands remained trapped in those stiff mittens behind his back.

The conveyor belt pulled him forward again, and now a small platform rotated up to his left. Several panels revealed themselves and slid away. Moments later, delicate arms came out, and he could only stare downward.

They had different pieces of metal and plastic pinched between their appendages.

They split something over his bare cock. They pushed something up underneath his scrotum. Then he heard a click, and he looked down, utterly confused.

What was it?

At first, he could only sense this strange, alien weight cutting down on his genitals.

That's when the screen reactivated overhead. "Chastity is an important part of male subjugation. For many boys, there is an indelible link between the sex drive and the ego. Understanding that your orgasms, even your arousal, belongs to the women around you, will help you accept your place in society. For too long, you have been lied to and deceived. Both women and men have encouraged you to attempt to make your own decisions throughout your life, but this has been a mistake, one we must now correct. Your manhood is locked up, and only a woman can hold the key. Only a woman can release you. Only a woman can allow you the pleasure of the direction or the release of an orgasm."

"This is bullshit!"

The recording continued, but he closed his eyes, tilted his head downward, and he foolishly tried to believe that this device wouldn't work. Because he needed to own his body and sex drive, he clenched his eyes shut and tried to hide himself behind the darkness of his eyelids. He gulped back his trepidation, and he tried to imagine some random woman. He shaped this fantasy where she would climb out of a pool, and water would be dribbling down her naked body. She would have on this dark blue bikini. He would be able to see the contours of her breasts, the thin triangular wedge of wet fabric between her legs, and her wet hair. A couple of droplets might cling to her eyelashes, and she would flash this alluringly inviting smile. He would walk across the hot concrete, grab her by her ponytail, lean in, and that's when his fantasy shifted.

He was picturing Lauren Fox.

While they had worked together, he had tried hard not to see her as a woman. Beyond the obvious questions of sexual harassment, he had always done his best to treat her fairly...at least until that moment when the buyout offer arrived. He imagined that tantalizing smile, the soft press of her lips, and what it would be like to feel the wet heat of her skin as he ran his fingertips along her body.

In the real world, his cock twitched. He could feel the excitement race down to that spot between his legs, and his shaft attempted to stiffen.

Ever since middle school, when he hit puberty, Isaac had enjoyed the freedom to become aroused whenever he liked. Sure, it might be embarrassing if he did it at an inopportune moment, but he had always been lucky and adept at hiding his desires. Even if he saw one of the cute cheerleaders in the hallway or a sexy classmate bend over to pick up a fallen pencil, he could get excited without getting caught.

Only now, the conveyor belt stopped.

"Unsanctioned arousal detected," came a mechanistic voice. It sounded like Nika.

"I don't care! I don't care what you say!" Even as he spoke, however, he could feel that tickle the fear at the base of his stomach. He sucked in another breath, like he believed he would be able to shout out whatever he wanted, only one of the mechanical sets of hands dropped down from the ceiling, and it smoothly slid a rubber ball into his mouth. With inhuman strength, it pulled the straps along with the curves of his cheeks, past his ears, and connected the clasps just above the nape of his neck.

As a part of the automated process, he had been gagged!

Too late, Isaac understood what just happened, and he tried to spit the gag out. Bowing his head down, he fought to get that insufferable red ball out of his mouth, but he couldn't do it! Just as infuriating, he couldn't speak. He tried to snarl, to shout out fresh insults or promises, yet none of it worked. He could only mumble, moan, and growl like some wild animal.

"Initiating punishment protocols for unsanctioned arousal," came the next comment.

A jolt of electricity snapped from the collar down into the rest of his body.

He hadn't been prepared. He hadn't been able to brace himself or try to build up any kind of psychological resilience. Instead, the pain coursed through his frame, starting at his neck and shooting down along every nerve he possessed.

For an instant, everything became a white hot sear of pain, like his existence had been collapsed down into a miniature star. Then it stopped, he blinked, and he knew he could have tried to speak, but he didn't dare.

The conveyor belt carried him forward, and up ahead he saw a female silhouette.

"Greetings, Isaac Drake," Nika said. "It's a pleasure to see you again. We can now initiate the training protocols."

Operating in perfect sync, her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his collar. At the same time, he stumbled forward because the restraints around his ankles had popped open. She dragged him forward into the darkness. She pushed him ahead, and suddenly he stumbled. He thought he was going to fall down onto his chest and face, so he attempted to bring his hands up to stop himself, only he hit something soft and rubbery against his chest. Next, she shoved his knees down against a set of padded braces. Still uncomprehending, he tried to struggle, only a fresh set of restraints automatically snapped shut around his knees and ankles. At the same time, his collar touched another interface, and a hook slid into position, trapping him. He was down on his stomach with his legs spread, his naked ass pointed upward, and his torso trapped in this horizontal position.

Although he couldn't see much, Isaac understood exactly how this looked. He couldn't see himself from a third person perspective, but it was easy to envision himself strapped down to some kind of spanking bench.

Nika strode forward, and she crouched down in front of him. "I understand that this must be very difficult for you, boy. In just the last few minutes, your independence and freedom have been stripped away. You have been relegated to the status of a slave."

Frantic, he attempted to tear himself free from these restraints.

"Poor boy," she said with her digitized inflection. "Over the next week, you will be retrained for your new owner. She has already been chosen. Over the course of seven days, you will be completely and utterly subjugated. You will no longer think of yourself as an independent citizen; you will understand your newly degraded status."

Forcing himself to calm down, Isaac pushed the tension away from his arms and legs. Yes, he was strapped into one of the most degrading positions he could imagine, but he didn't think about that. Instead, he lifted his gaze, he stared into her face.

Nika smiled down at him. There was something benign, almost celestial about her expression.

"Would you like to speak?"

More than anything, he wanted to grunt, growl, or snarl like a wild animal. Ultimately, however, he reminded himself that those choices wouldn't work. Instead, he pushed himself up as much as the restraints allowed, and then he nodded. He was trying to show her that he could communicate in a civil manner, so maybe she would take the gag out of his mouth. After that, he didn't have much for a plan, but he needed to know that he could assert some kind of control over the situation. He would be able to speak…and maybe he'd come up with something good.

"I'm sure you would," Nika continued. "Unfortunately, that's not a part of your training program right now. Instead, you need to be educated."

His brows creased, and he stared up at her. She stepped back, and she had her hands at her sides. From the dark shine of her hair to her eyes, to the shape of her face, she was beautiful, yet he could also detect that trace of artifice. From a distance or even close for a few seconds, she resembled any other human woman. And yet, there was something about the smoothness of her skin and the perfect symmetry of her features that made it clear she was an android frame.

I'm being held prisoner by a robot, Isaac thought to himself. As that idea popped into his head, he didn't know if he was supposed to laugh or rage at the bizarreness of his situation.

"As a boy, you have been raised in a toxic society, one filled with numerous misconceptions. We are now reprogramming protocol."

Behind her, a large screen became illuminated. At first, it was just white and blank, but then a woman appeared. She was beautiful, Isaac thought instantly. He couldn't help himself. Like so many other guys, he went into the world instinctively scanning for beautiful faces. When he saw some pretty girl on the street, he would turn his head and check out the curves of her chest or the contours of her butt. It was an instinct, a preprogrammed response, one he had never really questioned.

And now this woman started to speak. Nika stepped aside, she crossed her wrists behind her back, and she rolled her shoulders as she assumed a sentry position.

"Hello," said the unnamed woman. Her blonde hair had been pulled tight back into a strict bun, yet she wore this kind smile. In some ways, she reminded him of a teacher, like yes she was an authority figure, and she could be severe, but Isaac immediately wanted to impress her.

At the same time, hundreds of tiny, imperceptible needles extended forward from the hidden compartments within his collar. They penetrated his skin, and they began to pulse with little electrical signals. Strapped in place and already wildly uncomfortable with his arms locked behind his back, Isaac didn't notice.

He certainly didn't understand how those electrical pulses would affect his nervous system or influence his mind. As a reasonably well read man, maybe he had heard about mind control drugs or subliminal programming, but this was something new, something developed by the female supremacists under Melissa Tander as they explored different methods of control.

Obviously, Isaac wouldn't have believed something like this would be possible. Mind control? Hypnosis? No. Those ideas were childish and ridiculous. Perhaps "hypnosis" could work in the real world with the complete cooperation of the subject in question. But then, it was mostly just an exercise in relaxation and psychosomatic programming. Obviously, there was a strong mind/body connection, meaning that people could influence how they behaved based off of their psychological states.

This, however, was completely different.

Few individuals adopted this perspective, but the human brain was basically an electrical engine. Thoughts could be formed by neurons firing. Flashes of electricity along dendrites ultimately reflected or created the people we might become. As such, it followed that if you could control those flashes of energy, then you might be able to control the person in question. They might not even realize what was happening…

Isaac Drake certainly had no idea.

Instead of thinking about the collar now locked around his neck, he stared up at the screen as that blonde woman continued to speak, "I'm sure this is a very difficult situation for you to accept. For so long, you have been raised to believe that you should be able to control your destiny. But that's the thing about destiny, isn't it? You can't control it, nor should you try." She flashed this gentle, paternalistic smile. On that screen, she looked enormous, like she was a giant, and he was pushed forward, strapped down, and powerless like livestock in front of a woman who would always be so much smarter than Isaac.

He couldn't understand why (perhaps it had something to do with the electrical currents being transmitted along the network of his nerves), but he started to experience this strange sense of relaxed helplessness, like that ball of anger wedged deep within his core suddenly began to flicker. Before, the anger had been this bright, unstoppable light capable of burning through anything. Now it began to dim as she spoke.

Isaac didn't want to snarl or growl like a beast. Occasionally, he tugged against the restraints around his wrists and fists, yet the aggression dissipated. The tension was fading, and he hardly noticed.

"If you look around the world, you can see so many problems. Ultimately, what is the cause? Men. You've been in charge for so long, and you’re so, so shortsighted. You get aggressive. You get emotional." The woman smiled, dipped her head down as a point of acknowledgment, and said, "It's true that women are also human, and I'm sure we will make mistakes, but it's time for us to take control. Employers must step back, kneel down, and accept a new position in society. What position is that, you're wondering?"

Isaac blinked once. He couldn't know it, but he was especially susceptible to this programming. With the right neurological impulses shooting between the neurons in his brain, he could form ideas. Or maybe it was more accurate to note that they were being implanted as programs within this boy.

That's why he was thinking about how he could learn to serve.

"All across society, things need to change. As a boy, you're going to be part of that. You will learn to serve your superiors. You will learn to acknowledge your inferiority. Right now, I'm sure you're still very upset, which is why you have to be strapped down. But if you think about it, this makes sense. Currently, we are treating you like livestock. Then once we retrain you, there will be other possibilities. Your owner may wish to keep you as someone who is nominally independent and free. You might be retrained as a servant or a butler. Wouldn't that be nice?"

The corners around her eyes crinkled. She walked back, and that's when he realized she was standing in some kind of enormous office. Casually, she leaned back against the edge of her desk, and he couldn't help but notice the impressive suit she was wearing. There were her high heels, her stockings, and her pencil skirt. She also wore a dark red blouse and black dress jacket over it.

As he stared up at that screen, a strange thought occurred to him. Because she was dressed like that and wore this precisely applied makeup and had her hair drawn back into that bun, he thought she looked like she was in charge of an office. She was the kind of woman who could take command.

Right after that, Isaac didn't experience the urge to obey her, but there was this sense that she understood how the world really worked.

He had to clench his eyes shut and shake his head from side to side as he tried to push that notion away.

What was wrong with him?

Because the women around him wanted him disoriented and confused, they didn't explain how his collar worked. On the contrary, these new impulses, feelings, and ideas would creep into his mind, and he would have no idea where they came from. It was better this way.

The woman continued, "As a servant, you will get to see to your owner's needs. You will cook, clean, and handle all of those small, domestic tasks that are below a woman's notice. While your owner goes out into the wider world to confront the challenges our society faces, you will be at home as her support. Wouldn't that be lovely?"

Although Isaac still managed to bite down and glare up at the screen, he nonetheless felt this little tickle of warmth. It wasn't sexual excitement; it was instead this strange sense of well-being, like he yearned to know his place, and the idea of having one individual to serve would make his life so much easier and simpler.

No. No, I don't want to be a servant, he tried to tell himself.

Only then, she was speaking again. "Of course, you can also be treated like livestock. This is an even simpler approach to life. Maybe you won't be allowed inside. If your owner isn't interested in keeping you as a servant boy, then perhaps you need to be used as an animal. Would you like that, boy?"

This was just a recording, he told himself, yet it felt like of the woman up on that screen was speaking directly to him.

"I'm sure you would," she said. "Lots of boys are retrained as human ponies. We have special braces, boots, and gloves to give you the appropriate range of motion. Yes, you would feel a whip or a crop on your back, but you'd get to pull your owner's cart or plow. It would be hard work, but at the end of the day, she might be willing to comb your mane or feed you an apple from the palm of her hand. You'd like that, boy. Wouldn't you?"

There it was again, that tickle of warm excitement at the base of his stomach.

Isaac refused to think about it. He didn't even acknowledge that emotional response.

"There are other types of pets as well," continued the speaker. "Some of the boys who come through this facility are retrained as dogs. What you think of that, young man?" She was smiling again, and he bit down into the ball wedged between his teeth. At the same time, he couldn't help but think of playing Fetch. It was a ridiculous thought, one Isaac Drake quickly shrugged off, yet it still popped into his head.

Why?

He didn't know, and he couldn't figure it out.

The beautiful, well-dressed woman continued, "Men always view themselves as dogs, don't they? It's always been something of a privilege for you males. If a man is a dog, it means he goes out, and he does whatever he wants. He makes messes. He's always horny, and he thinks he can get away with it. Well, if you are treated like a dog, expect to be trained. Thoroughly."

Her expression shifted, becoming stern and intimidating.

Isaac tried so hard not to acknowledge that little flash of fear that ran along his spine, but he couldn't ignore it, not completely.

"In our new world, the boys who are trained as dogs are kept on very, very short leashes. You see, we believe in shock collars, choke chains, and extensive crate training. Don't worry. If you can just learn your lesson and obey like a good boy, then you won't need to face any of those punishments. But if you insist on acting like a stubborn, disobedient boy, then you will need to be broken. You will need to be tamed just like any other dumb animal."

Another shiver of fear ran through his frame. He tried so hard to ignore it, to turn his gaze away, but there was something about the strength of her stare. He couldn't aim his gaze down at the floor or toward one of the expansive room's distant corners.

"Of course, if you're a good boy, I'm sure your owner will love you so, so much. You can wait by the door before she comes home, and you can wag your butt for her. Of course, you'll be naked all the time. Who has ever heard of a dog wearing clothing? Her friends will come over, and I'm sure she would love to show you off. I bet there are a bunch of silly animal tricks you would be capable of learning."

No, he tried to tell himself. No, I'm not going to let them do that to me. I'm not going to be a butler or a dog or a pony! I'm not an animal, and I’m not a servant either! I'm Isaac Drake, and I own my own company. I have brought down some pretty impressive people. I know what I'm doing. I can make my own decisions. I can make my own choices.

Standing behind him and outside of his line of sight, Nika had already interfaced with his collar, and she could detect the defiance and disobedience. Although the collar wasn't sophisticated enough to articulate specific fonts, there were general patterns of electrical activity in the brain which the collar could both detect and correlate with specific emotional responses. It detected the defiance, and that information was transferred to the android standing behind him.

Without turning her head, she interfaced with the collar.

Isaac Drake, if left to his own thoughts, would have been able to continue those thoughts. Perhaps he would have been able to hide within the confines of his mind. When it came to manipulation, this had always been an issue.

Yes, a jailer might have control over a prisoner’s food, sleep schedule, surroundings, and stimuli, but there was one place where they would never, ever be able to follow: the prisoner’s mind. It was impossible to know what they were thinking. Even under torture, an individual might be able to free themselves from their senses. Fear, meditation, or shock might be enough to take a person away from their body.

Nika recognized the threat. As he continued to think about all he had accomplished and who he intended to be, she delivered a mild electrical shock. She didn't need to move. The signal jumped from her transmitter to the collar, and suddenly he wasn't thinking about his company, his achievements, or any of his old ambitions.

Instead, his attention was immediately drawn back to the beautiful woman on the screen. No, this boy couldn't hide. He couldn't fully, nor could he disconnect from the sights and sounds watching over him.

"If you're retrained as a dog, you're going to love it. You're going to love your owner. She will be the source of your happiness. You will want to see her smile. If she has a bad day, you will nuzzle her with the tip of your nose. You will rest her chin on her knee, and you'll hope for permission to get up on the furniture. Because yes, you will need that permission since you will be nothing but an animal. You will be nothing but a well-trained animal there for her amusement. You’ll hope that she will pick you, that she will pay attention to you. That's all you will ever want."

The words washed over Isaac. Again, he tried to lose himself to his own thoughts and promises about who he was supposed to be. As hard as he attempted to construct those declarations, he kept getting shocked. Each time, the blasts of energy from the electrodes pressing against his skin wouldn’t be excruciating or agonizing.

They didn't need to be.

The woman spoke, and he listened. Each time he tried to lose himself, he was punished. Each time he fought to disconnect, Nika made sure that he concentrated on the words aimed at him.

"Whether you are treated like an animal or a butler, there's another option: slavery." Her eyes crinkled with amusement as she stared down at the prisoner. Of course, she couldn't really see him, but that wasn't how it felt, not to this boy. "This is perhaps the most flexible title for our boys. As a slave, you will simply obey. One day, you might be cooking and cleaning. The next, you could be hooked up to a cart, and after that, maybe your owner will decide to use you as a piece of human furniture. But no matter what, you will be owned, and you will be dedicated to the ideal of service."

Concentrating harder, he bit down. Isaac Drake promised himself he would be able to do this. Again, there was that little flash of electricity, and some of his defiance faded. This time, however, Drake managed to grunt into his muzzle. He pulled on his restraints, and there was this flash of angry stress all along his body.

No, he tried to tell himself. He wouldn't be a dog, a servant, a barnyard animal, or a slave! He was a man, and he was capable of making his own decisions. Somehow, someway, he would escape this factory, and he would get back to his old life. Better yet, he would warn the rest of the world. Maybe out here in the small city, no one knew what was going on. Perhaps a couple of women had gotten together and created this conspiracy, but they couldn't be allowed to succeed. He could be a hero; he would carry a warning back to the other men, and they would employ their influence to shut her down.

That beautiful blonde woman would end up in prison.

He tried to hold onto that idea.

That beautiful blonde woman would end up…

Nika and the collar both detected his resistance. Fresh waves of undetectable electricity ran through his body, scrambling those thoughts.

He tried to finish that silent declaration. At the same time, he worked so hard to push hot aggression into his psyche. He needed to embrace those words and to grip the ideals they represented. He was a man, not just a boy. He was capable of thinking for himself, and so he didn't deserve to wear a collar. He didn't deserve to be tricked, abducted, or put into this demeaning position.

"Enjoy your transformation. Savor your evolution."

The screen darkened, the lights came up, and Nika stepped back in front of him. She crouched down, and she ran her fingers along his cheeks.

That beautiful blonde woman would...

Drake couldn't finish the idea. He couldn't tie off that concept, no matter how hard he tried. Sucking in a breath, Isaac locked his teeth against the rubber ball.

Positioned in front of him, Nika seemed to fill his vision. She was beautiful. No, she wasn't real, yet that hardly mattered. At the same time, her smooth, sweet voice washed over his senses, "You feel like you're learning already, don't you? Yes, you do. You want to be owned. Keep down, you are just like all of the other boys, and there's nothing wrong with that. You need to be controlled. You know that you should wear a collar around your neck. Every source of unhappiness in your life has come from an abundance of freedom. You don't want liberty. You don't want to make your own decisions."

He tried to shake his head from side to side, to think about what was going to happen to the blonde woman. She would end up in…

...Control.

She would end up in control.

She would be making important decisions because she was a woman, and she belonged in an office. When she came home, she would have a husband, a slave, or some other man to help her and to serve her. He would crawl at her feet, kneel before her, and acknowledge her superiority.

Isaac had always enjoyed having a vivid imagination. Maybe that was one reason why he could be so patient, only now that trait worked against him.

Nika drew his attention again. "You're learning. You're starting to understand. Now, I'm going to take the gag out of your mouth, and you're going to tell me how you feel. You're going to give me the right answer."

Confusion mixed with a flash of irritation as he considered her command. If she wanted to know how he was feeling, then he couldn't give a wrong answer, could he? He would be the one to make that determination, only that wasn't how she saw things.

With smooth, nearly-human movements, she descended the straps on his gag and pulled the ball free from between his lips.

He sucked in a breath and swallowed it down, grateful for the chance to breathe through his mouth. At the same time, he enjoyed the freedom to speak.

Isaac was about to begin, only Nika touched one of her too-perfect fingers to his mouth. He was ashamed to admit it, but this small gesture was enough to silence him again. But wait, why didn't he continue to speak? He owned his own business. He was confident.

More importantly, he told himself that this woman was just an artificial creature. And yet, he looked up along the length of her legs to her torso, to the way her hair fell around her face and down her shoulders…On some primal level, he saw her as a person. It didn't matter what he knew or understood; he felt like she was a woman, and there was something else happening to him.

"Good boy," she said.

Good boy.

He sucked in a breath through his mouth. He could feel the cool air against the edges of his teeth as a flare of anger burned through his body. It didn't last as long as he expected, however. Just as importantly, it didn't give him the rush of adrenaline or the courage he needed to speak.

"You know, you may be more malleable than lots of the other men."

"I don't want to be malleable," he said. All at once, he experienced this strange flash of guilt. But why? Why did he feel uncertain? What made him feel nervous? It was a kind of fear he hadn't experienced for a very, very long time, probably not since elementary school…

He had spoken without permission.

No!

Isaac told himself that he didn't need permission, only Nika's expression darkened, and he experienced it again. Sucking in a breath, he was about to apologize, but he managed to marshal his defenses and to hold out. No, he wasn't going to apologize for speaking out of turn. He was being kept here is a prisoner, and he didn't recognize her authority.

"Yes, you do," she said, contradicting him easily. "You want to be malleable. You want to be obedient. You want to be a good boy who obeys his superiors. When a woman speaks, you should listen. When she gives you a command, you should obey."

"That's not going to happen," he said. He intended those words to come out powerful and vicious, like a sharp declaration that could cut through the rest of this nonsense. Instead, his voice sounded flat, like he was daydreaming or something.

"Yes, it will," she said. "In fact, you're going to tell me how you feel, and then you're going to tell me that you look forward to being owned."

"Never," he answered, faster this time. He was actually proud of himself for managing those syllables.

That's when she stepped behind him. His backside was bare, and now she moved her palm along his backside. She stroked him, gently touching him, and he tried to hate those sensations, only he couldn't do it. Worse, there was a pulse of desire that ran through his body. Arousal pumped along his skin, and suddenly he could feel that tension between his legs as his shaft attempted to push against the confines of his chastity cage.

"You're enjoying this," she said. It wasn't a question.

"Unfortunately, you're going to need to be punished because you refuse to cooperate. You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy."

"No, that's not true," he growled back at her.

"Punishment sequence initiated," she told him.

He braced himself, thinking that a jolt of electricity would wind through his body. He had experienced it before, so now he tried to brace himself, like he thought he might be able to make the mental preparations necessary to endure this. Ultimately, he had no choice, but he could try for stoicism, right? This would happen no matter what, but maybe he could alter his reactions.

She spanked him!

Her hand flew down, and he heard this girlish giggle from behind him. The sounds hit him, and there was another pulse of indiscernible electricity from his collar. It was perfectly calibrated.

Alien emotions spun through his head. He loved hearing her laugh, like that was the best sound in the world. At the same time, he despised the spanking because it was so humiliating, but he also endured another flash of guilt.

He sucked in another breath, and Isaac was ready to apologize. He bit back that declaration at the very last second.

She spanked him again!

His eyes watered and he bit down. Determined to maintain his dignity, he wouldn't make a sound. Okay, so it stung, so maybe he would grunt or growl, but that was it.

She spanked him hard. She spanked him fast. Her hand flew down again and again with mechanical precision. Each blow was perfectly calibrated to maximize the pain he endured without actually causing any damage. His skin turned a bright shade of red, and he could feel the heat glow along his flesh.

This wasn't supposed to affect him.

When he thought of torture, real torture, he imagined the "enhanced" interrogation techniques of the CIA or NSA. He thought about brutal dictatorships and what they might do to people with knives or open flames. But right then and there, he was strapped to a bench and getting spanked!

Then it stopped, and her artificially sweet voice hit the air, "How do you feel? Do you feel malleable? Do you feel obedient?"

He clenched his eyes shut and spat out, "No!" It required every iota of energy he possessed, but Isaac managed to defy her.

In exchange for his rebelliousness, she punished him again. She picked different spots, each one of which was perfectly calculated to maximize his response. Behind her serene gaze, millions of calculations were completed as she contemplated what it would take to tame this boy. Isaac may not have known about it, but the corporation that built her had already conducted thousands of different tests as they explored male psychology and determined exactly what it would take to enslave the male half of the human race.

And it was working.

The pain drilled through his defenses, leaving him open and raw. By the time it stopped, he had to deal with that guilt. On some level, he felt like this was his fault, like he never should have confronted her. Things would have been so much easier if he had simply yielded because she was right. He was a boy.

More importantly, he could be a good boy.

… A good boy…

That was such a humiliating, demeaning "compliment". It was infantilizing, like he was nothing but some little kid, and she was the only one in the room capable of true, independent and mature thought.

"How do you feel?"

"Malleable! I, I feel malleable," he said. The word felt strange in his mouth. It wasn't one he used often. Maybe that was why he could say it.

"Good," she purred with artificial sincerity. "That's very, very good. You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. Say it."

Fresh shame simmered at the surface of his skin, there was nothing he could do about it. Clenching his eyes shut, he tried to hide even as he spoke, "I want to be an obedient boy." It was a simple declaration.

When he uttered those words, the collar detected his obedience, and it gave him another wonderful rush of warmth. There was a sense of satisfaction and completion, as though he had found his true purpose in life. All across the world, humans had struggled with existential dilemmas for millennia. They had wondered about their purpose in life and what they might hope to accomplish. This corporation and its numerous scientists seem to to have arrived at a conclusion. First, they worked from the assumption that the human mind was caused by the neurons firing in the brain. From there, they worked on what sorts of stimuli might provoke specific kinds of reactions. Some males seem to instinctively understand that they were inferior and needed female guidance. That was a feeling, right? And if it was a feeling, it was caused by the neurological responses in the brain. If a woman could learn to re-create those patterns of electrical impulses in one boy, then maybe she could do the same thing in another. Maybe men would no longer be driven by aggression or the drive to succeed. Instead, they would feel this overwhelming urge to obey, to yield, to surrender…

Isaac Drake, the latest prisoner, felt that tickling electricity. Even if he didn't understand the math, biology, or neurology, he still experienced the consequences.

It felt good. It felt satisfying.

Intellectually, he tried to tell himself that he hated this. After all, he didn't understand those treacherous emotions coursing through his mind. Why did he feel like he wanted to do whatever Nika said? Why was there that urge to apologize until she said that it was okay. Why did he yearn to hear that he was a good boy?

"There we go," she said. "That's right. You're starting to learn. You're starting to understand how this works. Would you like a petting, boy?"

If he could answer with silence, then maybe he would be able to show her that he wouldn't be broken or tamed.

His defiance only lasted for one, two, maybe three full seconds before he said in a small, timid voice, "Yes, please."

"Good boy. There's a very good boy," she said.

Again and again, he could feel those quick, alluring flashes of pleasure. It was a different kind of satisfaction. It wasn't the bright, evanescent rush of an orgasm. It wasn't the fizzing thrill of accomplishment or victory either. It was something else, something different. He had behaved well, and now he wanted to hear those words again and again.

For a second, there was this impulse, like he would do anything for the opportunity to earn that reward.

He wanted to be a good boy. He wanted to lift his head, to look up at a powerful woman, and to know that he belonged to her.

"Very good," she said. "You're starting to understand. Now, let's get you back to your cage so you can think about this. Another boy is going to need this bench pretty soon."

She attached a leash to his collar, and then she released the restraints.

Isaac blinked, confused and uncertain. What was going on? Why did she just release him? And did she know that this would be his opportunity to escape?

He glanced past her and over toward the doorway.

The next thing he knew, she tugged on the leash, and suddenly he was up on his feet. He started to take a step, but the android stopped, turned around, and flashed a smile. "Crawl, boy."

If he lowered himself down onto his hands and knees, then she might call him a good boy again. He would savor that praise, only he crossed his arms over his chest instead.

Nika didn't bother telling him the command again. Instead, she sent a silent signal, and his collar activated. A fresh burst of pain rocketed through his frame, knocking him down onto his hands and knees. He tried to stand, only she approached, lifted one of her boots, and she pressed it down between his shoulder blades.

Both stubborn and defiant, he tried to push himself up. It didn't work.

Although he was braced down on all fours, and he could leverage the strength of his arms and legs, it wasn't anywhere near enough! Pushing against Nika felt like trying to knock a building over with his bare hands.

Finally, he pulled off to the side, and that's when she grabbed him. She shoved him down onto his back, and suddenly this beautiful woman was placed above him with her knees pushed against his rib cage and her palms set against his wrists. He squirmed beneath her, only to feel that same grating rush of frustration.

A matter how hard he wiggled or squirmed, he couldn't break out from beneath her.

"While I pilot this android frame, you have zero chance of overpowering me, Isaac Drake." Although he had to know it was true, Drake still couldn't give up. The young man squirmed. He kicked out. At the same time, he couldn't help but think of those different movies and shows he had watched where girls had been in this exact same kind of position. They were held down by physically superior individuals, men who had no trouble attracting those young women.

But now it was Isaac's turn.

Frantic, he told himself that he would be able to break free. Maybe he understood that this could not be true, yet he had to cling to that distant hope. Maybe if he could get the right angle or get in some lucky blow, he might've been able to disorient her. Perhaps he would be able to knock her back. There had to be something he could do, right?

If there was some perfect, magical strategy, Isaac didn't find it. Instead, he kicked out with his arms, and he shoved up with his wrists, only to feel the soft, unyielding press of her palms each and every time.

"Isaac, you can't get away," she said. "But if you relax right now, I can give you a reward."

She was manipulating him. He had to understand that.

"What?" Isaac sneered. "Are you going to call me a good boy again?" Despite the bitter sarcasm in his voice, part of him hoped that she might say yes.

"Relax," she commanded.

Right away, he knew he had to fight her. Even if he couldn't win, maybe he could spit in her face, struggle, or slam his heels against the solid flooring beneath them. He had to do something, right?

Instead, he could feel the tension dissipate from his body. By her command, he relaxed. He didn't understand how it was happening. Perhaps he was just tired. Maybe he needed to let go. Maybe some part of his psyche couldn't handle this situation.

In any case, he let go, and the corners of her eyes crinkled. For an android, it was an amazing detail. Clearly, her designers had put a lot of loving care and attention into her creation.

Then she leaned down, and Isaac had no idea what was going to happen. He closed his eyes, so it was a surprise when her lips brushed his mouth. She kissed him, and he immediately tried to turn his head away, but she grabbed him by his cheek. He used that opportunity to try to shove her off, but it still didn't work. His hand pushed against her flank, only he wasn't strong enough to make her move.

And now, she was kissing him, and he tried to hate it. There was the soft press of her mouth, the gentle heat of her body, and the weight of her frame. Despite her strength, she seemed slender and petite, like she was just some random girl. Yes, she was holding him down, and yes, he was trapped, yet he didn't think about that.

Instead, he started to drift into the sensations.

She felt so amazing! This woman was beautiful, and she knew exactly what she was doing. More importantly, she adjusted her movements and the soft glide of her lips to provoke the strongest reaction within this boy. More and more, his desperation increased.

I shouldn't enjoy this. She's messing with me. She's trying to trick me! Yes, he could hear those thoughts inside of his head. The words echoed inside of his skull, only it wasn't enough to make him push her back. Besides, reasoned another little voice at the back of his mind, he wasn't strong enough.

She was more powerful than him. This woman was stronger and smarter. She was his superior in every way…

Isaac should have been able to retreat back to the fact that she was an artificial being. She wasn't real.

And yet, the effects of her touch lingered, and he couldn't ignore the heat coursing through his body.

She pulled away, peered down into his eyes, and said, "Hold onto this feeling, boy. Focus on what you're experiencing right now. This is transcendent bliss for a boy like you. You are down on your back, caged, and ultimately powerless. And for me to kiss you again."

Her words seemed to soak into him. His defenses had become porous, and there was no escape, no way for him to break free. He couldn't hold back that sense of bliss as he acknowledged everything she could to, everything she could do to him…

"Please…" Isaac said before he licked his bottom lip. Only a few minutes before, he had been desperate for the opportunity to speak. Now that he could talk, he couldn't demand his freedom. Instead, he pleaded with her, "Please. Please, kiss me again."

She lowered her head down, she touched her lips to his mouth, and then she relaxed her grip on his wrists. She pulled away, and she brushed her fingers down the sides of his face before caressing the collar around his neck.

His collar.

Even as she gently tugged on that band around his neck, he couldn't help but understand precisely what it represented: his captivity, his subjugation, his enslavement.

Because she could collar him, she made it clear that the women around could own him. From the day of his birth, Isaac, along with all of the other boys of the nation, had been told again and again that they could be special. They could be powerful. From the implicit messages in their favorite superhero movies to the explicit declarations from their parents and teachers, these boys had mistakenly assumed that they really could take control.

They couldn't, and now she was trying to teach him that simple point.

She was trying to sculpt him.

She was trying to program him…

I'm not a machine, Isaac reminded himself. He concentrated on that simple truth even as she waited several seconds. She could kiss him again. She could brush her lips along his mouth, and there would be another pulse of desperation running hot through his body.

His shaft would twitch, and that arousal would be detected by the different sensors built into his chastity cage. She would process the information and file it away as she continued to train him.

He wasn't a machine; he couldn't be programmed!

Before he could even think about what he was doing, he pushed his fingers down into the palm of his hand. In the next moment, he brought his arm up, and he tried to punch her across the face.

His knuckles slammed into her cheek. The soft, synthetic skin wrapped around her titanium exoskeleton gave way beneath the assault for just a second. Then, in another flash of movement, she grabbed him, pinned him, and smirked down at him.

If he had attacked a real girl, she would have been bleeding from the corner of her mouth, or maybe there would have even been the first signs of a bruise.

Nika, however, appeared completely pristine. He hadn't even succeeded in knocking a few strands of her hair out of place.

"Under standard protocols, a new punishment sequence should be initiated, but I don't think that's going to be necessary," she said. That's when she leaned down, and she kissed him again. She pressed her body to his. She rubbed her breasts against his chest. Not only that, her hand slid down between his legs. Yes, his cock remained trapped in the chastity cage, but his balls were relatively free.

He didn't understand how sensitive she could make him. He couldn't comprehend the sensations and reactions she might be able to provoke.

Without even looking, Nika grabbed his wrists and crossed of them over his head. She pinned him with one arm. With the other, she continued to glide her fingers along the sensitive skin of his scrotum. Then she dipped down, and she brushed that spot between his legs. She teased him, coaxing out fresh pulses of desperation.

Working in concert with his body's natural predilections, the collar also initiated several electrical pulses. Isaac couldn't feel them, not exactly, yet those subliminal bursts of energy still lit up his nerves, making him far more susceptible, just as she had calculated. His body tensed, and he started moaning.

He ached to come so badly!

Isaac had never experienced any kind of arousal like this before. It was far too intense. He tried to moan, to pull away, to squirm underneath her, but this powerful android kept him trapped. More importantly, she continued to stimulate him! The arousal gripped him tighter and tighter. Pretty soon, he felt like he couldn't breathe. His heart was pounding, and he just wanted that flash of release.

Unfortunately for this boy, he couldn't even enjoy the freedom of an erection, not while his cock remained caged.

As she toyed with him, he tried to hate the press of her breasts against his chest. He could feel her stiffened nipples against his skin despite the layers she wore. This woman knew exactly what she was doing, and then she broke off that kiss. She lowered her mouth down to his neck, and she licked him. She kissed him and dragged her teeth along his skin.

He tried to hate all of this, yet she studied his movements, his breathing, and that rush of blood through his veins. She calculated all of the different variables and made him desperate until he couldn't help himself. "Please. Please, I can't take this!" The volume of his voice rose even as each syllable became fraught with wild, uncontrolled need.

As rebellious instincts began to fade away. Suddenly, he couldn't care about abstract notions of independence, freedom, or liberty.

In fact, Isaac decided that he didn't care about his freedom.

Perhaps this wasn't terribly uncommon with boys like Isaac. All across the world, the male half of the population could understand the stupidity that might come with desire. That urge could overcome all of his common sense, all of his critical faculties. Instead, he would need to lose himself to his fantasies, to the images or words playing out across a screen, all while he touched himself. Then, after that burst of satisfaction and pleasure, he might blink, look around, and be utterly confused by what had just happened. Guys talked about it online often enough; perhaps Isaac had even been one of those men who were capable of admitting how ridiculous his behavior might be.

But right then and there, Nika had toyed with him to a point where he couldn't analyze what was going on. Tactics, strategy, and any kind of consideration had faded away.

She stroked him between his legs, along his inner thighs, and past the contours of his balls.

"Please. Please just let me out of the chastity cage. Please, just for a little bit! I swear, I will do whatever you want!" As he made those promises, maybe the collar's electrical impulses and subliminal programming helped him along.

In the next moment, she jumped away from him.

He blinked, confused. She held onto his leash, and she grinned down at him. "Hold onto that feeling, boy. I'm taking you into another room. If you cooperate, I will let you out of your chastity cage."

It was a promise.

He could hear that declaration, and although she might've been lying to him, he couldn't worry about that. Already certain that he wouldn't be able to remove the chastity cage, Isaac gulped, nodded, and he stuttered out his promises. Yes, he would obey. Yes, he would be a good boy for his handler.

If those words humiliated or degraded him, he didn't care.

"Crawl, boy," she said. "Oh, and be sure to keep your head down."

He would cooperate, he told himself. He would play along until she allowed him to get that relief he craved. After that, he could go back to thinking about his rebellion. Besides, they said they wanted to keep him here for a week, right?

There's no way that would be enough time for them to reprogram him.

Holding onto those justifications, he crawled along. She escorted him down several hallways.

Something strange happened.

At that moment, Isaac knew what he was supposed to be doing. He should have concentrated on lifting his head, sneaking quick glances, and learning as much about this facility as he could. He would need that information if he ever intended to escape. Maybe he would be able to trick his captors or convince one of the humans here to let him go. Either way, information was one of his greatest assets!

Instead, he obeyed his handler. He kept his eyes aimed down at the floor as he crawled forward like a dog. She sauntered ahead of him. Even if she was just an android, that didn't matter. In this facility, she had more rights than he did. He was a different kind of property.

She opened another door, escorted him inside it, and that's when she came to a stop, and he lifted his head.

This room was small with just a few feet to his left and right. That's when he saw the platform in front of him. It was raised about an inch off of the floor, and there were four shackles already waiting for him. It reminded him vaguely of the bench in the previous room.

"Get in position," she said sweetly.

Isaac puffed out his cheeks, and he glanced up along the length of her body. He saw her boots, the exposed skin of her legs, her short skirt, and her forearms. Although he sucked in a breath, like he thought he might be able to argue with her, he knew that he desperately needed to get out of that chastity cage.

She seemed to sense his reluctance because she said, "Once you are strapped down, I will be able to let you out of the chastity cage. It will be my prerogative to decide what happens to you, but I really like the idea of stroking your cock. I will be able to gently touch you, to run my hand up and down your length. I intend to train you, Isaac. I want you to spasm in your shackles and to feel your captivity. I want you to enjoy every second of being owned."

Those words prompted his good behavior.

He scurried forward onto the platform, and he lowered his wrists and ankles into the shackles. The moment his body heat was detected by the built-in sensors, the shackles snapped shut.

Breathing a little faster, he knew she might have been lying to him, so he glanced back at her. With big, nervous eyes, he said, "And you are going to let me out of the chastity cage now, right?"

"Absolutely," she replied. "You have earned it."

She came up behind him, crouched down, and she brushed his backside with her fingertips. With her other hand, she reached for his cage, and she sent the signal. The lock opened, and she removed the different pieces.

"This is your reward," she said.

She stroked his erection. She touched him, gliding her hand up and down. He could feel the soft, warm embrace of her fingertips.

Yes, it was amazing! Yes, it was everything he had craved and so much more.

Then, an instant before he was about to climax, an electrical shock ran through his body. It destroyed any chance he had of climaxing. He blinked, confused. His body had been heated up and ready. In fact, he had been so close to release that he didn't even think to cry out or yelp.

Adorably confused and disoriented, he blinked quickly. "What, what just happened?"

"You are enjoying your reward," she said. She had pulled her hand away.

"But, but I was shocked! I didn't get off!"

"I never made that explicit promise."

"You said, you said you wanted me to spasm in my shackles. You said you wanted me to feel my captivity, right? You said you wanted me to enjoy every second of being owned!" He cried out those words as though her declarations had been etched into his psyche.

She took several languid steps around him, and that's when she grabbed him by his hair and forced his head back. With her grip tightened on his scalp, she forced him to meet her imperious gaze.

"That's right," she agreed. "And now you are shaking in your shackles. You are desperate. But if you think back very, very carefully, I didn't make any promises. Or maybe I did, but do I have to keep them?"

The color drained away from his cheeks. For a moment, his body got really, really cold as he attempted to think through her so-called promises. Then he understood the truth. He realized what kind of "lesson" she really intended to teach him. He was helpless. He had cooperated, yet that didn't matter. He'd crawled through this facility like an obedient animal, but that was just part of his subjugation. In the end, it didn't matter if he cooperated, fought, rebelled, or yielded. He could give her exactly what she wanted, and it wouldn't change anything.

The women around him decided what would happen to this boy. They were in control, so he could fight and get punished or cooperate and maybe get punished anyway.

He sputtered as he contemplated the sheer unfairness of it all. A different kind of righteous anger blasted through his body. Isaac had probably not experienced anything like this since he was a child. Maybe he had been losing some game or he hadn't known about some specific rule, so the world just didn't make sense.

Nika's captive jerked and pulled against his shackles, all while she watched. Then he opened his mouth to speak, and that's when she took out the ball gag and stuffed it into his mouth. She pulled the straps up around his cheeks, and then she patted him on the head.

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not going to put you back in a chastity cage just yet. Instead, I want you to simmer in those desires. Relax, enjoy your erection, and savor what it means to be a boy. While you are hard , think about what I've done to you. Think about what it is going to be like when another woman holds the key to your cock lock."

Hearing those words come out of an android may have seemed strange, but he could only jerk his head from side to side and attempt to spit the gag out.

"Oh, and we also can't forget about your VR training, can we?"

She walked over to a panel, opened the hidden compartment, and she came back with a VR headset. She slipped it over his eyes, and a set of heavy headphones encased his ears. Suddenly, he couldn't speak, see, or hear anything at all. There was just that the feel of the unyielding restraints around his wrists and ankles.

Then she patted him on the head and walked away.

He could hear Nika's voice.

"You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you."

At first, he had no problem ignoring those sounds. Obviously, he couldn't bring his hands up to cover his ears, nor could he stop those sounds from vibrating through his body, but he didn't have to think about them.

Or so he thought.

Then the VR set's small screens activated, and he wondered if he would be interacting with anything.

No, the women here wished for him to remain passive. They wanted him to be helpless, to watch and to observe.

Then his arousal became so much worse.

As Nika spoke, he had to listen to that constant refrain again and again, "You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you."

On the small screens braced in front of his eyes, he had to watch the images as they started to play out. At first, he saw random scenes from different parts of society.

Strangely enough, this initial image reminded him of stock footage.

There was a woman walking down an aisle created by different cubicles in an office. Then she stopped, she pointed to the floor, and a boy crawled out of one of the cubicles. She held up several pieces of paper for him to see, only then the color drained away from his cheeks. Although Isaac couldn't tell exactly what they were saying to one another, the implications were obvious. This young man had messed something up. He had made a mistake, and now she was going to punish him for it.

She pulled a collar from her pocket, slipped it around his neck, and that's when he started to strip. He pulled off his shirt, his jacket, his shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Then, this handsome young man got down onto his knees. He was crouched in front of her, servile and ready to obey her every command. She was in charge, and he would yield to her authority.

Right as he started to kiss her shoes, the images shifted again.

In the next one, he saw a couple of girls. They looked like they could have been young college students, or maybe they were in high school. Obviously, they were adults, yet there was something girlish and innocent about them, especially as they whispered back and forth. One of the girls pointed to something off-screen.

At this point, Isaac told himself that he didn't want to know what the women of this facility pushed for him to see. If they wanted him to see this, then he needed to close his eyes.

Why couldn't he?

Sure, he could blink for just an instant, yet that sliver of darkness hardly saved him.

It should have been easy. He should have been able to tighten his eyes, clench, and hide away in the black. Even if he couldn't ignore the sounds playing against his eardrums, he didn't have to watch this.

Nika's voice continued to roll out onto the air between those headphones and his ears, "You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you."

Again and again, he opened his eyes. He stared forward at the images, so now he saw those girls. There was a blonde, brunette, and a redhead. They seemed so vivacious, so excited and energetic. That one girl jerked her hand back, and she seemed embarrassed. But then her friend stood up, and she motioned for someone to approach. She only used one finger, like it was obvious that other person would be unable to resist her authority.

Nika's voice repeated that same refrain, "You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you."

Suddenly, a boy appeared on screen and in front of the young women. The girl who had stood now smiled, snapped her fingers, and pointed to a spot in front of her friend.

The redhead blushed brightly. Clearly, she was intent on whispering something to her friend, but the other girl just shrugged her off. In the meantime, the boy nervously looked from one young woman to the other, like he wasn't sure what to do.

Finally, the girl who was standing snapped her fingers again, and he quickly scrambled into position. He was now down on his hands and knees, and he started to lick the other girl’s shoe. He was speaking, but Isaac couldn't make out the words at first. Then the idea seemed to pop into his head.

He's licking her shoes because he wants to acknowledge his inferiority. He wants these girls to know that they are better than him. He's a boy, and they’re girls. Even if they are the same age and were in the same class, that doesn't matter because they will go on to conquer the world, while he will be in a supportive, subordinate role. That's how the world is supposed to work. Women lead and take charge. Men obey and serve.

Again, he tried to close his eyes, but that snap of electricity from the collar forced those other reflexes into action, and he watched.

At the same time, he heard Nika tell him again and again, "You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you." For a second or three, he almost agreed, like maybe he really did wish to be a good boy. Perhaps he needed to be an obedient boy. Maybe he was intended to serve the women around him.

No!

In the next image, he couldn't hear what this woman was saying, but she was standing on a stage, and there was this audience in front of her. She beckoned to someone offstage, and that's when a woman in a silver dress marched out. She had on high heels, and her wavy blonde hair looked so beautiful. She was holding onto a leash, one connected to the collar wrapped around a naked boy’s neck. This man glanced up at the audience, and he was clearly embarrassed, but that hardly mattered.

The woman holding the microphone pointed to a spot on the stage, and he bowed down.

In the next few seconds, the woman was speaking. Although Isaac still couldn't hear her voice, that changed nothing because the situation became obvious within just a few seconds. One woman lifted a paddle with a number. A second later, someone else did the same.

These women were bidding on him. Yes, this boy was being put up for sale. He was naked and on display. The announcer was probably describing his different features. Maybe she was talking about his personality, his skills, his physical attributes or his endurance.

Although Isaac still tried to turn away, he couldn't do it. He tilted his head in one direction or the other, but the VR screens obviously followed him. He didn't get to consider why he couldn't keep his eyes closed either. Every time he started to ponder those questions, another barely discernible flash of hot electricity shot through his body, and the pain scattered those possible questions like a toddler bursting through a wall of wooden blocks.

So instead he watched this auction.

Nika stopped talking about how he wanted to be a good boy. Instead, silence stretched across several seconds, and then when he felt really strange, he thought he could hear the sounds of that woman talking, "Just look at this boy. He has the potential to be a Grade A slave. Work him out a bit, and I'm sure you could bulk him up. He already has that pretty mouth. Just think about how good it would be to have his head between your legs! Or better yet, think about who he used to be." The auctioneer paused for a dramatic moments. She started to take one step forward, only to pause, like this moment needed to continue for as long as possible before this acquisitive smile curved along her face. She may not have been an actress, but she understood the theatricality of sales, "This young man tried to organize several rallies against female supremacy. He thought he would be able to resist. What was it again? That's right. Peaceful defiance. Of course, he had to be collared and taken to one of our boy factories where he was processed over seven days. Now he's ready, basically a blank slate for you to train. Tell him what you want, and he will obey. He can be your servant or your dog, your sex slave or your foot rest. Whatever you want, show this boy and the rest of the world that rebellious males will be tamed! Do your part for society!"

Although he watched this and could now hear the dialogue, Isaac tensed up. Without thinking about it, he tugged against his mental shackles. The steel bands held him down, ensuring he would never, ever be able to escape, not until Nika or another woman walked by and released him from his restraints.

Really? The auctioneer thought she could frame this as an act of charity, a social good? It was ridiculous, and he tried so hard become enraged. He wanted to shout into his ball gag, to thrash, to feel the heat of exertion as his heart pounded, his lungs pumped, and his skin moistened with perspiration, all because he struggled with every iota of strength he owned.

It didn't work.

Yeah, he squirmed around against the shackles for a couple of seconds, only then he settled down.

Again, he couldn't know about the collar or how it had been perfectly calibrated to relax him. He didn't understand that electrical manipulation could alter the human psyche. Maybe he had read about various forms of electroshock therapy, either the primitive versions in the 1950s or the better-understood applications in recent decades. The human brain was organized around the application and distribution of electrical impulses; the scientists who worked for these female supremacists understood that point. With Isaac and the other boys who came through this factory, they demonstrated their mastery again and again and again.

Pretty soon, he settled back against his restraints.

Then he heard Nika's voice.

"You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. You want to serve the women around you."

Before he could stop himself, three different thoughts jumped into his head, one after another, I want to be a good boy. I want to be an obedient boy. I want to serve the women around me.

That's when she pulled the VR headset away.

He blinked a couple of times as his vision adjusted, and now he found himself looking at her again. Nika. She was the powerful embodiment of everything a woman could be. Strong, brilliant, intuitive, and capable. She stroked the underside of his chin before brushing his cheek. He sucked in a breath through his nostrils, only he couldn't bring himself to talk to her. He didn't even attempt any kind of speech.

He should have.

That imperative glowed bright at the back of his mind, only he couldn't summon the courage.

Technically, he would have failed. The gag would have made that an inevitability, yet he still wasn't brave enough. He looked at this woman, and there was this instinct, this fear, this primal understanding. It wasn't dread or terror, not exactly.

Then he understood, I'm intimidated. Yes, there was that distinct flavor of fear, but it was tinged with something else. Respect? Admiration? No, those weren't the right words. Instead, it was this silent acknowledgment that she was his superior.

For a long time, Isaac had never really understood some of the girls in his classes, especially back in middle school and high school. He vaguely remembered one day in the eighth grade when they had a substitute teacher. He was young, just barely out of college, but he seemed so tall, muscled, and smart. From his dark, wavy hair to his fashionably dark  glasses, he sauntered around in front of the group of students, and Isaac hadn't been especially impressed, but then he glanced over at the girl he had a crush on. She let out this wistful little sigh, and she seemed so enamored of him like she couldn't take her eyes off of him. She seemed to cling to every single word he said. Whenever he made a lame joke, she laughed and giggled. Her cheeks turned a bright shade of crimson, and Isaac still didn't understand it. Then he became even more confused when the teacher wandered over to her desk, and he stood over her. He asked a question, and she was so flustered! She sputtered out different answers, and a couple of the other kids chuckled.

Strangely enough, the girls all seemed to understand.

Isaac shook his head, disgusted, but there hadn't been anything he could do about it.

Now, however, he looked up at Nika, and he understood.

This woman was beautiful. She was capable. More importantly, she understood the world in ways he could never comprehend. At the same time, there was this flickering frustration. Traces of anger mixed with fear and desire as he remembered what it had been like when she held him down. He almost yearned for that sense of frustrated helplessness all over again…

But how is that possible? How can his brain do this to him?

"It's time for you to rest," she said. "I want you to wait here and to contemplate what you have learned. Just relax, Isaac. You don't need to worry. You don't need to think about your business."

He stared up at her, his brows tightened his eyes wide with infused disorientation. She caressed his cheek again, and he tried to hate that soft touch, yet she knew exactly how to trigger those deep desires within his body. Worse, his erection remained. Yes, he was desperately aroused despite the programming. He had watched those degrading clips of men in subjugated positions, and he was still aroused.

They're trying to create a psychological link between me being turned-on and those images, he thought. Yes, this was a clever insight on his part, but it didn't help him. He couldn't use that information to break free or fight back.

As she stroked him, he started relax again. He couldn't help it.

"Cage, shackles, or both?"

The question surprised him. In fact, he needed a few more seconds to figure out what it meant.

Pushing his way through the programmed responses, Isaac did his best to appear as docile as possible. After a moment, he had to wonder whether or not he was really faking it. In any case, he let his knack for strategy takeover. "Cage," he said, only to realize it was the best option. Obviously, he wouldn't be able to escape the shackles. He had already tried it, and he knew he wouldn't be able to tear free from a set of steel restraints.

"Okay," she said. "Here's your opportunity to fail. Tell me, do you believe in female supremacy?" Right after she spoke, she pulled the ball gag from his mouth. Yes, he could talk again!

Unfortunately, that sense of freedom also meant he faced a temptation…

He needed to lie. Again, he tried to rely on those smart tactics, which had enabled him to succeed in the business world. Maybe if he could convince this android that he had been tamed, he would get more privileges, and privileges might lead to an opportunity to escape…

As a business owner, he had routinely needed to sound conciliatory with some of his clients. Occasionally, they demanded compromising materials on politicians or CEOs who were actually clean. Sure, there was a lot of corruption out in the world, but that didn't mean every single individual with power was compromised in one way or another, so sometimes there was nothing for him to find. In those moments, he had to be especially diplomatic with his angry customers, many of whom were powerful or influential in their own ways.

Summoning the same skills, he dipped his head down and glanced at the floor. At the same time, he occasionally peeked back at Nika, like he was trying to meet her gaze, only he couldn't do it.

"I believe in female supremacy," he confessed. When he spoke, he tried to make his voice scratchy, like this was painful to admit. In another life, Isaac could have been an actor.

"Why?" Nika asked, her digital inflection a little more apparent.

He sucked in a breath like he hated uttering these words, only he saw he had no choice. He was a boy facing an unpalatable truth, "I believe in female supremacy because this is the right way. This is the natural way. Men might be bigger or physically more imposing, but that doesn't matter. We are basically like dumb animals. We need to be broken, trained, and led. Women are smarter than us. Women are smarter than me…"

"Lies detected," she announced.

"No, wait," he started to say.

"Initiating punishment sequence for primary and secondary purposes."

Eyes wide, he had no idea what that meant, not until the first flash of electricity shot through his body. By now, he wanted to believe that he could develop some kind of tolerance for that punishment, but it tore through his defenses. The pain washed over him. It seemed like a flood just beneath the surface of his skin, lighting every pain receptor he possessed all at once. The electrodes may have been positioned against the tender skin of his neck, but he still endured the electric light all along his flesh.

It burned through his body once, twice, three times.

Then she grabbed him by his posterior, and she spanked him. She pulled her palm back, only to let it fly down and strike. Of course, he tried to crawl forward, to escape, yet the steel shackles held him in place. They didn't clatter or stretch. He could strain his body and twist a little to one side or the other, forward or back, but that was all.

And she seemed to know it.

She struck again and again, punishing this boy.

When she wasn't spanking him, the electricity burned through his body, harmless but excruciating.

Then it stopped.

He had no idea how much he had endured or how long it had taken. His mouth was dry, and he was sucking in one shallow breath after another while his heart skittered in his chest.

Then he heard it.

Click.

Or maybe he felt it, like a tremor through his body.

Either way, she pulled her hands from between his legs, and he understood what had happened.

Opened his mouth, like he wanted to speak, only Isaac wasn't brave enough to confront her, not after what he had just endured. She pushed the gag back between his teeth, and she resecured the straps. Perhaps her program indicated she should be merciful here because she gave him a small tidbit of information, "Your erection prevented you from wearing the chastity cage, so you needed to be forced to relax. I gave you a question. There was a ninety-three percent chance you would fail to answer honestly and correctly."

Nika stepped back, and he couldn't see the signal, but she seemed to be waiting for something. Seconds later, the cage lowered itself down all around him. It was only about as large as a dog carrier, but it was made from black, steel bars.

Then, with a sickening twist in his gut, Isaac realized something: he had chosen this. His nostrils twitched, and he closed his eyes, grateful that he could just be tied for a few seconds.

Then she surprised him. "Since you made your choice, you must accept the consequences." The shackles retracted, and suddenly he could move.

He couldn't stand. The cage wasn't big enough for something as simple as straightening his back. It was rectangular and mostly horizontal. If he shifted even a tiny bit to the left or right, his shoulders would have brushed against the bars.

Nika crouched down, and she smiled at him. "Initiating rest period," she said, her tone shifting to that robotic intonation she sometimes used with him. For once, he wasn't frightened of what this might mean.

Once Nika left him alone, Isaac expected the lights to go off or something. They called this a rest period, but he wasn't precisely sure what that meant. At the same time, he blinked and realized something else. Normally, he had a pretty decent sense of time. He prided himself on being punctual, yet that attribute seemed to have abandoned him.

At first, he remained on his hands and knees and didn't move, like he thought he might be punished. Perhaps this was some kind of trick, and if he tried to touch the bars or something, he would discover that they were electrified.

Several minutes drifted past, and nothing happened.

Exhaustion started to seep into his pores, like his arms and legs were utterly drained of any kind of real strength. At the same time, his eyelids got really, really heavy. He had to wonder if they were pumping some kind of aerosolized sedative into the air, but he didn't think so.

He had gone through a lot over the last couple of hours. Had it been hours? Or had it been days?

With a quick shake of his head, he locked his eyes shut and told himself that it hadn't been that long. It felt like a lot, but time, time was subjective.

Breathing out slowly, he wondered if he had the strength to try to break free.

He didn't.

Thinking about how he needed to conserve his strength, he pulled himself into a little ball, he closed his eyes, and he tried to sleep. He hoped they might turn off the lights, but they didn't. There was a big, rounded pool of illumination, and he was right at the center of it.

They were probably recording this, he knew. Maybe Nika, as a disembodied computer program, was studying him and watching him at that exact moment. He couldn't help it but he gulped with nervous energy as he wondered what she was really capable of. Perhaps she was operating various android frames all at once. Maybe she could be training dozens, hundreds, or even thousands of men all at once.

With that kind of efficiency, maybe male enslavement really was possible…

A shiver ran through his body, but then he pushed that thought aside.

Only then, a disturbing question popped into his head.

Would it be that bad?

Wait, what?

Isaac immediately tried to ignore that question, only it lingered there the back of his mind. It was persistent, like it refused to fade off into the darkness. In spite of his exhaustion, he couldn't just drift off to sleep.

He had to answer that question.

It felt like a thorn stuck between his toes or maybe jabbing into the arch of his foot. Although he remained in that silent chamber, he didn't allow himself to answer that question for a little while. He tried to ignore it, only then he knew he had to respond. He couldn't let it sit there at the back of his psyche like a time bomb.

Very carefully, he opened his eyes, he stared forward, and he articulated his points, I'm a man, and I’m capable of making my own decisions, no matter what they say. I can think for myself. I don't want to be trained, and I don't want some subordinate position in society. I'm not going to let them turn me into a second-class citizen. He took a slow breath and forced himself to continue, These women are insane. The best kind of society should be equal. Women and men should have the same rights and opportunities. That's what I want. That's what I deserve. Maybe those remarks sounded corny or cliché, but he didn't care.

There. He had done it. He had rebutted that simple question. Would it be so bad? Absolutely.

Really? Am I sure?

He didn't know where that question came from. Why was that seed of doubt sprouting in the quiet of his mind?

Immediately, he wanted to believe that it was just a matter of the programming. They were trying to hypnotize or brainwash him.

Although he tried to cling to that idea, like he would be able to segregate the unwanted thoughts within the matter of his brain, Isaac couldn't do it, not really. He found himself wandering through terrible and alluring thoughts. Frustrating questions peppered at him, each one painful and pleasurable all at the same time, like scratching at some pernicious itch.

What if he was a slave? He could be down on his knees before some beautiful woman, and so what if he would have to kiss her shoes, lick her feet, and suck her toes? What if he had to slide his head between her legs and lick her pussy every time she snapped her fingers? He would be little more than a sex slave, but it would bring a different kind of pleasure and satisfaction. Wouldn't it? He couldn't know for sure, yet there was this warmth gathering at the pit of his stomach.

It was excitement.

Isaac hated labeling those responses, but then his cock twitched its cage, and he clenched his eyes shut. He tried to shake his head, but it wasn't good enough.

If she decided to turn him into a beast of burden, then he would spend his time restrained by restrictive boots, harnesses, and sleeves. He wouldn't be able to use his hands. But then she might come up to him, hold out an apple slice, and he would get his whole body down. His teeth would crunch through the sweet fruit, and he would swallow it back, grateful for the sugary juices.

Better yet, she might smile at him.

His whole world would shrink down.

Sometimes, it was so overwhelming to think about the different facets of the modern world. Whether that meant considering interest rates, geopolitics, oil prices, supply chains, pandemics, or even domestic politics, he didn't see much stability. But if the women took over, maybe they would be smarter. Maybe they would be able to work together. Perhaps they wouldn't rage against one another with the same vitriol men had embraced over the last couple of decades…?

No, that wasn't fair.

Women could be just as dumb as men. Right?

He wasn't so sure.

He thought of school and the women he knew. He remembered Lauren Fox, a woman who had been an amazing business partner. She had always done her job. She had fulfilled her obligations, and she had been willing to work with him.

Not only that, he had to wonder if the basic tenants of femininity weren't about to shift, especially if living all around the world decided they needed to work together. Maybe women were going through some kind of revolution. For thousands of years, they had healed the too male authority. For so long, women had been treated like actual property, and between men like they were trophies or toys. In the last few years, women had pushed back. They had worked together. Granted, some women had resisted the calls for freedom and equality, but now there was this grand conspiracy.

More importantly, women might be able to unite around a common enemy: men.

Perhaps "enemy" wasn't the right word. Maybe men were just a "threat," which needed to be neutralized. What was the best way to do that? Obviously, women couldn't justify the complete destruction of the male half of humanity for so many different reasons, but what about subjugation? For a very, very long time, fathers had claimed to love their daughters; husbands had claimed to love their wives, all while oppressing them. Daughters were taught to be sweet, obedient girls. Now the same could hold true for the sons of the world. Husbands might learn to defer to the wisdom of their wives.

Isaac put all of these different pieces together, and he kept waiting to find some logic hole, some inconsistency, some piece of information that would break their entire system.

There was nothing.

The men of the world couldn't rely on sympathy or mercy, not if the boys were going to be trained in automated facilities like this one. Obviously, he couldn't just "convince" Nika to stop all of this. If she had been a real woman, then maybe he could have appealed to her humanity. Maybe he would have been able to remind her of a son, a little brother, or a best friend from elementary school. Instead, he would be trained to embrace subjugation. And by the time he was handed off to a woman, his new owner, he would serve as another argument for the merits of female supremacy.

All around the world, men would become some of the best advocates for this new system. After all, if they claimed to be happier and eager to serve, why wouldn't the women around them allow this? Sure, there were probably lots of feminists who truly believed in equality and social justice, but how long would those claims last in the face of sincere declarations from the boys on their knees who were also begging to serve? Those same idealists would have a hard time holding out, especially once they started to consider the benefits.

Modern life could be hard, but wouldn’t it be so much easier with a slave at home? He would be a man who would be able to cook and clean, to massage her feet, rub her back, and lick her pussy. Even if she wanted to be sympathetic or indulgent, she would still be able to lock him up in chastity whenever she saw fit. She would be able to own his orgasms and dictate the privileges of his new life. If she didn't want him to drive, then she could take away the keys. If she wanted him to go shopping, she could give him an allowance and take back any change that was left over…

"Power corrupts, and absolute power corrupts absolutely," he tried to say around the ball gag.

After a little while, Isaac just accepted that he wasn't going to be able to come up with a good counterargument, not here, not now.

He tried to justify this temporary surrender by reminding himself of just how exhausted he had become.

He closed his eyes, and he drifted off to sleep. Before he completely lost himself to the dark, he thought of a woman, his owner. In his imagination, he couldn't see her face, just the black of her shining high heels. He imagined himself down on his knees, gagged as he nuzzled her feet and ankles. As hard as he tried, he wasn't courageous enough to lift his head, raise his gaze, or stare up at her.

When he woke up, there was a surge of anger.

The collar immediately detected the pulses of cortisol and adrenaline within his system, and so it sent a series of relaxing electrical pulses running through his body. At first, he had sat up as much as the cage allowed, only to brush his head and the back of his neck against the bars above him.

Thinking of his captivity made him want to break something. But by the time he reached out and grabbed the bars, he had started to relax. Some of the frustration dribbled away, and he tightened his grip, but he didn’t kick, push, or try to punch his way free.

Isaac did, however, tentatively pull on the side of the cage. Unsurprisingly, it didn't move. For a moment, he thought he might be able to throw his weight forward and knock the cage a few inches in one direction or the other. Obviously, he wouldn't have been able to accomplish anything meaningful, especially since he wouldn't have been able to reach out and grab the handle to get out, yet the idea still appealed to him.

Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck in a cage.

He rolled onto his back. He still had his knees bent, but he spread his legs, and then his hand drifted down toward his cock. He didn't know exactly why he wanted to touch or explore his genitals. Maybe it was just a reflex. How many times, alone in his bed, had Isaac rolled onto his back, slid his hand down underneath the folds of his boxers, and stroked himself? Maybe he just needed to relax. Maybe there was some particularly stressful incident from the day before, and now he just wanted to soothe away those frustrations.

Or maybe he had spotted some beautiful girl.

Now Isaac closed his eyes, and he imagined two different women, one in his left, the other on his right. The first was Nika; the other was Lauren.

He brushed his fingers along the perfectly smooth plastic of his chastity cage, and his shaft strained. He could feel his desires pump down between his inner thighs, but his cock couldn't even get hard! The frustration scratched at him, yet there was nothing he could do about it.




Gritting his teeth, he forced himself to pull his hands away.

Then he couldn't resist the temptation. Grabbing at the chastity cage, he tried to tug on it, to gently pull, like he thought he might be able to slide the device away.

Initially, Isaac really tried to believe that he was only doing this out of some sense of curiosity, especially because he didn't want to indulge in any kind of real hope. He understood how toxic and jagged that could be, especially if it meant the sting of disappointment. So his fingers deftly moved along the smooth contours as he tried to free his cock from the chastity cage.

If he managed to remove it, he knew he would only get to enjoy that sense of liberty for a few seconds, maybe a few minutes at most.

Even so, his mouth watered as the edge of arousal stretched through his body. He wanted this so badly. He tried not to think about it or acknowledge those desires, yet the desperation was still there, buzzing at the base of his stomach and radiating out into the rest of his frame.

As his fingers worked at the cage, he searched for some weakness. He needed to believe that there would be a gap, an opening, something he might be able to use. He didn't know much about engineering, yet he still searched for some flaw in this design.

From one second to the next, then one minute to the next, Isaac couldn't find anything.

Finally, he rolled himself over onto his stomach, and he found himself rubbing his crotch against the bottom of his padded cage. It felt good, but it wasn't anywhere near enough. He still couldn't enjoy an erection, let alone the blast of pleasure that would have come from a real orgasm.

Finally, he rolled onto his back again, and now he forced his hands over his head. At that moment, he almost wished for the shackles around his wrists and ankles. If he had been trapped on his hands and knees, then he wouldn't have been able to break free or to try to touch himself. The temptation would have faded.

As far as he was concerned, this was a different kind of torture, especially because Isaac could have spread his legs and reached down. He could've slid his fingers along that spot just beneath his scrotum or even up and along his balls. He could have coaxed the desperation. He had masturbated like that before with one hand on his cock, and the other near his balls. Even if he didn't want something quite so extreme, then he could have just slid his fingers along his legs. He could already imagine those tingling sensations working their way through his flesh and dancing along his nerve endings.

"No," he tried to tell himself, only to feel the rubber ball between his teeth.

He wasn't going to make that mistake.

Instead, he relaxed as best he could. He tried not to think about Lauren, sex, or any other woman.

Instead, he pushed himself to concentrate on something else.

Work? No, he couldn't think about that either.

What did that leave him? He tried to remember some of his favorite movies, but those distractions only lasted for a couple of seconds each.

Again and again, his mind drifted back to those images. He remembered the auction, those girls seated and directing the boys around them, that woman in an office who could just take control of one of the boy secretaries or interns.

When he heard the automated click of a lock on the door opening, Isaac immediately rolled himself onto his hands and knees. He found himself breathing faster, almost panting like a dog, when Nika came back into the room.

He loved her black boots, her short, pleated skirt, that white blouse and that black vest. Although there was still something slightly robotic about her stance, she could still be mistaken for a regular woman.

The android approached, crouched down, and peered into his eyes. "Are you hungry?"

Isaac gulped and nodded his head down and up.

He didn't know how long she had been gone. A couple of hours at least, right? Maybe it had been longer, or maybe those minutes had stretched out because he didn't have a clock or even access to sunlight.

"Good boy," she said.

There it was again, that warmth and satisfaction because he pleased her. He'd forgotten how good those two words could feel...

"Are you prepared for an additional round of programming?"

Nearly frantic, he shook his head from side to side.

"Too bad," she replied.

He didn't understand why she did this, but Nika sent a signal, and the cage detached from its moorings. In the next few seconds, hooks came down and automatically attached to the corners before lifting the cage up back toward the ceiling.

In that moment, Isaac could have leaped up onto his feet. He had several options. He could've rushed toward the door in an attempt to flee, like maybe he would be able to break out of this room and run down the hall. If he felt aggressive, maybe he could make another pair of fists and attack his handler.

Neither of those options worked, he knew, and so he remained there on his hands and knees even though he had been freed from that cage.

"Good boy," she said again. "You just passed a test."

A test?

He blinked, confused, but then he understood. She had specifically given him the option to resist, to defy her, and to try to fight back. Because he hadn't, he had "passed" her test for him. Ultimately, it seemed as though he had really failed. After all, wasn't he supposed to resist? As a captive, wasn't it his obligation to fight back, no matter what it took?

Isaac didn't have an easy answer for that question, but now she attached his leash, reached into her pocket, and she pulled open a small container. Then she crouched down a few feet away. With her knees bent, she smiled at him as she held out her hand.

Yes, she was holding onto his leash, but she didn't snap it on. This was going to be his decision.

"Come on, boy. We both know you're hungry," she said.

His eyes narrowed into frustrated, angry slits as he stared at her, but the creature in front of him didn't care about his frustration or aggravation. On the contrary, she smiled and waited with inhuman patience. If she had been a real woman, then maybe he could have pricked her ego by arguing or fighting back. Maybe he could have scraped against her sense of self for some of her ideals. People could be so emotional, after all.

But this woman was another instrument at this boy factory.

"Come on, boy," she said again, coaxing him.

His stomach rumbled, and the sense of weakness spread down his limbs. He didn't know what she had in that small container, but he needed to eat one way or the other.

Engaging in a hunger strike was technically a possibility, but did he really think it would make any difference? Besides, considering how advanced this facility was, they would probably force-feed him or maybe inject him with the nutrients he needed.

Telling himself that this was a decision he was making, he crawled forward. She reached out with one hand and the removed his gag. She let it fall and hang around his neck. Then she opened up the small container, and he didn't know what those pellets were supposed to be, but he immediately thought of dog food.

"This food is nutritionally substantive and includes all of the necessary vitamins for a healthy boy," she said. Did she intentionally choose the same kinds of language announcers often use in pet food commercials?

Obediently, Isaac crawled forward. As he moved, he could feel the loss. In that moment, it seemed as though he had just sliced off a chunk of his dignity. After all, this memory would persist. His future achievements and ambitions wouldn't be able to alter the fact that the woman in front of him had been able to make him crawl across the floor, all for a few bites of kibble.

Once he got close enough, he raised a hand, he reached out, thinking he would grab the container from her.

Immediately, her digits curled, and her fingertips pressed against the lips of the container. "What you think you're doing?" Nika asked playfully.

"I get to eat, right?" Isaac asked, sounding more tentative and uncertain than he liked.

Slowly, she shook her head from side to side, "You don't get to take the container from me. If you want it, eat."

"But how...?" His voice trailed off right as the realization hit him. He stared at her with big eyes, but Nika didn't react. Instead, she continued to smile at him, her eyes shining with impish delight. She expected him to eat out of the palm of her hand like he really was nothing but an animal...a trained animal.

Again, his stomach grumbled for his attention. Isaac didn't want to cooperate; he didn't want to play along or give her the satisfaction. As the adrenaline spread through his body and his heart started pounding faster, he wished he could glance over at the door, yet he felt paralyzed. Instead, he stared at her. He studied the beautiful contours of her cheeks, and he realized something.

It wasn't her appearance in particular. It was simply her existence, femininity.

The gravity of her identity seemed to swallow him up, like there were only two possibilities: paralysis or obedience.

He needed to eat. That simple, biological imperative pulsed through his body, but he didn't know whether or not he could bring himself to obey.

When he started speaking, he didn't know what he was going to say. "Please, can't I just take it from you? Please? I'll be a good boy. I swear. I can be a good boy. I, I will do whatever you want. Please, just let me eat like a regular person. Okay?" He was begging! Worse, desperation thrummed along every word he uttered. This wasn't some kind of show; he wasn't attempting to manipulate her. In that instant, he was truly begging because he understood the simple reality that she was in control, and he was nothing but a boy. As a boy, he had to cooperate. He couldn't win; he would never be able to defeat her.

"No," she replied. Just like that, she smashed his hopes.

Nika didn't move; she didn't tease him or cajole. Instead, she remained crouched down like a patient young woman intent on feeding some skittish animal.

Maybe it was the hunger, the training, or some other instinct. He couldn't be sure, yet he crawled forward a little further. He braced his weight on his knuckles and his knees. Like a good boy, he lowered his head down. Although he closed his eyes, Isaac couldn't deny the reality of what he was about to do. The truth buzzed through his body, bitter and acidic. Worse, it proved inescapable.

Then he scooped up some of the kibble between his teeth, and he started to chew. The stuff was dry but still edible. There was this salty, gritty taste. When he shut his eyes, he could almost pretend he was just biting through some nachos. Still, he understood what he was doing. More importantly, he realized what it meant.

Isaac flinched when Nika reached down and started to pet him. Her fingers brushed along the top of his head, then down to nape of his neck. Her fingertips slid along the edges of his collar. Was she trying to remind him of his status? Or maybe she genuinely wished to reward him. He didn't know which possibility was worse, only then he realized the answer to both questions could have been yes.

As she stroked this boy, he ate. He used his teeth and tongue to scoop up the food, he chewed and swallowed it, all while he wondered if he should speed up or slow down. He wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible, but he hated looking eager. At the same time, if he ate more slowly, maybe he would convey some sense of defiance, yet he would also be drawing this out.

It was so humiliating!

When he had eaten about half of it, he pulled away.

Her hands dropped down to his dangling leash, and she grabbed it, pulling him closer. "You're not done," she told him.

"I, don't need to eat any more," he growled back.

"That's not a decision you get to make," Nika replied smoothly. "Now, do you need to be punished again? Do you need to be disciplined?" There was something patronizing in her tone, like she was talking down to a child.

Before he could stop himself, he shook his head from side to side.

"Good boy," she replied. She lifted her hand another half inch.

At first, Isaac didn't know whether or not he was going to cooperate. With his last gesture of subservience, he had bought himself a few seconds of hesitation, only then he started moving. Worse, it didn't feel like he was actually thinking. Instead, he cooperated, and it seemed so natural, almost reflexive.

He dipped his head down again, and he proceeded to eat.

Under her watchful gaze, he ate like an animal. He bowed his head down, parted his lips, and licked and sucked at those last bits of kibble. He chewed and swallowed, just as she expected and demanded.

Finally, he finished.

"You feel better now?"

His hunger had abated, so he found himself answering honestly, "Yes." It was a quick, whispered response, but he had still cooperated.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I expect you to demonstrate your gratitude."

Isaac lifted his head slightly, "How?"

"Lick the palm of my hand," she said, stretching her arm forward.

"You're not even a real person. Why would you care?"

She grabbed him by his collar, yanked him forward, and he nearly lost his balance. Isaac just barely managed to brace his weight against his palms. She was close, so close.

Yes, Nika pretty much always intimidated him, but now there was this fresh jolt of adrenaline. Fear gripped him. It twisted his insides, and he pressed his lips together into a line, but he wasn't angry. His bottom lip started to tremble, and he didn't know how to answer her.

"I am a woman, and I am your superior," she explained. "When I command you to express your gratitude, then you will do it. Do you understand?"

"Yes," he said faster than he expected. The word just jumped from his mouth, like he really meant it.

He hadn't been frightened like this since middle school or maybe even earlier. At some point, he had learned to negotiate the various social dynamics and unspoken rules that governed American society. Until then, his teachers would sometimes need to loom over him. There would be those moments when he had broken some rule or misbehaved, and the teacher or other adult would come close, and they would be so much taller than him. Not only that, they would have the weight and gravity of maturity. They would be able to punish him, whether that meant a timeout or detention. Ultimately, he didn't want to be embarrassed by his own failure to conform.

She provoked all of those old instincts and feelings.

Even if Nika couldn't understand them herself, she knew exactly how to re-create them in a boy like Isaac Drake.

She shifted back onto her knees, released his collar, and she held out her hand, palm up.

No, he couldn't do it.

No, he didn't have any choice.

Those conflicting urges embattled at the center of his mind and body. Again and again, there were those flashes of nervous energy, but then something inside of him broke, and he dipped his head down. He licked the palm of her hand. He licked the palm of her hand like a good boy, all because there was some woman out in the wider world who wanted to see him trained. He would be owned. He would find himself at the feet of his owner, and he wondered if he would have to lick her hand just like this.

Whether he liked it or not, Isaac was learning an important lesson.

His tongue darted up and down along her palm for several long seconds. He wanted to stop, only he understood he needed her permission. He couldn't just decide when to quit.

"Enough," she finally said. He pulled back, and then she grabbed his leash again. "Crawl, boy," she said.

Strictly speaking, he probably didn't need to move from one room to another. Then again, that wasn't the point, was it? She simply wanted him down on all fours; she wanted him to understand that he would follow her like this: leashed and subjugated. With every inch they passed, he was reminded of his new status.

They were doing it, he had to admit. They were training him. With all of this equipment, this technology, and this power, they were molding him into a different kind of man. They were turning him into a slave boy.

Slave boy.

That phrase should have felt antiquated and impossible, like something from the antebellum South or ancient Rome. Instead, he kept staring forward as he crawled after her. She took her time; since he had to scramble on his hands and knees, he couldn't move as fast as she did. He almost wanted to smirk, to laugh, and to consider just how unnatural this was.

But it wasn't about speed or efficiency. Instead, she was teaching him another lesson.

Like a good slave boy, he crawled after her, right back into the room with the large screen, the bench, and those restraints.

"Climb into position," she ordered.

"What if I don't?" Isaac asked. His voice wasn't as sharp or as demanding as he had hoped it might be.

She didn't answer. Instead, his collar activated and delivered a snap of electricity. His head was jerked to the side, his eyes locked shut, and he tried to hide from the rush of pain. It lasted for just a sliver of a second, but that was enough.

By the time the pain faded, he was panting, and she tugged on the leash. She wasn't going to force him to climb into position, but the reminder was there.

It didn't take much more than one quick tug at to get him to cooperate. He climbed up onto the bench, and she strapped him into place. Not only that, she gagged him again.

"Good boy," she said.

Next, she slid a set of headphones over his ears, and he started to hear the music. A different refrain started to thrum, "Your name is Isaac Drake, and Isaac Drake is a slave. Isaac Drake needs to please his owner. He needs to be a good slave for his owner."

Right away, he tried to tell himself that the first part was true, but the second half of those statements was a lie. Yes, he was Isaac Drake, but he wasn't a slave!

Those words hit his eardrums again and again. Then they stopped, and Nika still stood behind him. He could sense her presence even if he couldn't see her at the corner of his vision.

The screen in front of him activated. It was huge, and it seemed to dominate his sight, just as the VR screens had done before. He didn't know if there was a difference in terms of how or why these women would employ these different techniques. Either way, it didn't matter.

Immediately, he thought he would close his eyes and point his face down to the floor to avoid seeing whatever they wished for him to view. Instead, he found himself staring straight ahead. It was like getting a lost in the glow of his phone screen. From time to time, he couldn't control himself. He wandered around from one feed it to the next as he checked out his different social networks.

But now, he heard a voice, "Tonight, ladies, we are here to discuss a thorny and difficult question. Specifically, how should we, as a society, approaching the notion of male suffrage?"

Male suffrage?

The term sounded old and only vaguely familiar, like it was something he may have read about in high school or college. Wait, did into that refer to the woman's right to vote? Back in the 1920s or something, women were marching around and protesting. It was supposed to be one of those grand spans in American history where one group was able to make a compelling argument and win the freedoms they had always deserved.

The camera panned back, and now he found himself looking at three different women. They were all dressed formally, like scholars or politicians. They had on nice jackets. The one on the left wore a ribbon around her neck. The one in the middle adjusted her glasses and continued to speak, "Tonight, we will be discussing this issue with Natalie Cortez and Erika Tinasdottir. To begin, Ms. Cortez, I think you have the bigger rhetorical challenge here. So why do you believe that male suffrage should be allowed in society?"

She turned back to the other woman. Dark-haired and quite lovely, Natalie smiled indulgently, like she expected this kind of approach, "Well, to begin, Veronica, I think it's important to acknowledge that I am only advocating for extremely, extremely limited male suffrage."

"What does that mean?"

Isaac felt his brows clench as he tried to understand what she was saying. Then it finally dawned on him: he was watching some kind of news talk show. Normally, he ignored the cable news shows. They were hyper partisan and focused more on the drama of grown adults shouting back and forth as they engaged in different culture wars.

Only now, he listened.

Natalie smiled and said, "Before I get started, I really want to emphasize that I don't believe in anything close to male equality. The idea that men have the same emotional, intuitive, intellectual, or physical capabilities as a woman is frankly ridiculous."

"Okay, so we definitely agree on a few points," Erika said from the other side of the desk.

Natalie nodded politely, "I'm sure we agree on quite a bit. That said, I think there are limited circumstances where it makes sense for males to be allowed to vote. Now, I'm not advocating for any specific system, but we have options, and I think that we should consider them as a society."

"What kind of options would seem viable to you?" Veronica, the hostess asked. "If you stop and think about it, most women would intuitively understand that men have been given the chance to vote throughout American history, and they have routinely made the wrong decisions."

"Agreed," Natalie replied. "First off, men might be allowed to vote, but maybe we don't count their votes. Or maybe one male vote is only worth a small fraction of a woman's vote, say one or two percent."

Strapped into place, bound and helpless, Isaac listened to all of this, and now he stared straight ahead, his thoughts reeling. He had never imagined any kind of "democratic system" like that, but he thought it was ridiculous. It was insane! This woman couldn’t be serious!"

In that next moment, he tried to figure out who would even be watching this. Part of him wanted to believe that it was some kind of theatrical production created for Isaac and the boys like him.

But no…

The tone was off slightly. And he realized something. This was not just intended for men. Women probably watched it as well. All across the country, perhaps all across the globe, there would be women who needed to be brought into the discussions about female supremacy. Even if a majority of women instinctively understood that they were better than the arrogant, brash, foolish and silly males around them, those females would still need to be educated. They would need to stop and consider what new and better societies could look like.

There were probably videos and conversations like this all over the internet. At first, he wanted to dismiss the idea has implausible. If videos like this truly existed and women were actually thinking about what male subjugation would look like on a national or global scale, then the boys would have heard about it, right? That information would have leaked out somewhere.

And yet, there was already so much information online. Lots of people like to believe that the internet was completely free, but that wasn't true. Most people used specific aggregators and social networks, meaning that there were other programs filtering what they saw. Isaac could look down at his screen on an average day and see one view of the world; taking a look at someone else's phone would show him an entirely different reality. This was one reason why liberals and conservatives could come to wildly different conclusions.

Not only that, there was just so much information out there. Some of the data would be credible, trustworthy, verified, and reliable. Most of it was hot trash designed to generate clicks, attract attention, and make money. Too many bloggers, pundits, and partisans had learned just how valuable the most extreme and ridiculous positions could be.

Natalie continued, "Perhaps there would be specific circumstances under which a boy's vote would no longer be counted. For example, we could allow every male who has earned the privilege to vote, but his vote would only be counted so long as he was already part of the majority."

"So if his vote doesn’t really count, what's the point?" Veronica asked.

"Like I said before, this could be a privilege. Remember, men need to be trained, and now they need to be punished when they disobey, but I think it's also fair to acknowledge that we want to give the boys something that they can strive toward. Now, just like with the actual quantification of the boys' votes, there are lots of different systems we might employ here."

"Imagine this. You have a boy, and he wants to pretend that he still retains some of his old independence. Maybe he remembers what it was like to vote and to make his own decisions. Fine. Yes, he has been trained. He has gone through a facility and a seven-day program, so he understands his place as well as his inferiority. But really, I think many of us can agree that it's better when boys actively strive toward positive outcomes rather than simply running away from potential punishments. Maybe if he pleases his owner, she can decide to let him vote. Oh, and I think it's also really important to remember that if we use a system like this, his owner can supervise the process. She can go into the booth with him, fill out the paperwork with him, and make sure he votes correctly."

"There is certainly a lot of potential there," Veronica acknowledged. "But Erika, it looks like you have a lot you wished to say?"

"Thank you," Erika said with a quick nod of her head. She pressed her lips together, stared off into the distance for a moment, and then she turned her attention back to the camera. "I can definitely see why proponents of male suffrage would be inclined to give boys this privilege. There is certainly a lot of potential here. That said, I'm concerned about the other secondary problems."

"Such as?" asked the hostess. Clearly, Veronica was doing her best to remain neutral. At that moment, it was her job to facilitate a conversation rather than take one side or the other.

"Do we want men to vote?" Erika asked. "That's why we're here, but I think there is the danger of underestimating the very important implications of what we're telling men. On the one hand, the male population needs to be thoroughly trained. They need to recognize their status. If we allow for male suffrage, I think we are sending a mixed message to the boys of the world."

"That certainly is a possibility," Veronica acknowledged.

As he watched all of this, Isaac shoved his teeth down into his gag. At the same time, he concentrated his best efforts, and he attempted to turn away, but he couldn't do it. Instead, he continued to watch. He hated this with every fiber of his being. Or at least, that's what he told himself.

Then he could feel Nika touching him. Her fingers moved along his backside. She slid one hand between his legs and underneath his balls. With soft, flickering movements, she made him moan. His eyes widened, like he wanted to drink in every detail on the screen.

All at once, he realized what would happen if he succeeded in closing his eyes or turning away.

That touch, that pleasure, would dissipate. Perhaps he would even be punished.

He stared. He watched, and he listened as these intelligent, articulate women talked back and forth about the kind of future he might be forced to face.

"I concede that in a couple of generations, maybe there won't be any questions about male independence. Maybe we will be able to catch every single boy, give them the collars they deserve, and train them to behave appropriately. That said, I think we need to acknowledge just how difficult something like that is going to be. There are billions of men all across the planet, each of whom is going to need to be tamed and trained. We're talking about one of the most difficult logistical exercises in human history. Now, as women, are we up to the task? Absolutely. But again, we need to focus on how big of a challenge this is going to be, and so we need to be very careful about the messages we send out."

"Do you think that voting, even in the constrained forms that Natalie here has proposed, might encourage men to misbehave?"

"Respectfully, how could it not?" Erika asked. "If boys are allowed to vote, even nominally, I think it gives them the idea that they should have some kind of say. Yes, it might be a privilege, yes, it might be limited or circumvented in some way, but there is still something very powerful in the act of getting to register an opinion. Eventually, maybe boys should be allowed to express their opinions under very specific circumstances, but we need them tamed as a group first."

"Natalie, would you like to rebut that point?"

"I would," Natalie said. She straightened her back and rested her hands on the desk. "Those are all fair points, and I think we need to acknowledge that it's difficult to know exactly what's going to happen. That said, I believe in female supremacy, not just as an ideology, but has a practical way of life. Erika, you are right that this is going to be an enormous challenge. And you are right, collaring and enslaving every boy is going to be very difficult. We are talking about massive expenditures, not to mention the reworking of society, plus just how people go about their daily lives. Right now, little boys and girls play together, and they treat one another with respect, because that is what they have been taught. We need to change all of that. We need the boys to understand that they are inferior to the girls. But we can do it. And I think that limited, prescribed male suffrage can help. Like I said before, the men of the world need to be able to vote and express their opinions as a privilege. Although we might be able to take control, male ambitions will continue to exist. Isn't it better to channel those desires into socially beneficial goals?"

"That is an interesting point," Veronica said.

"If men are simply enslaved and aren’t given the opportunity to work toward anything special, then I think there's actually an increased chance that they will try to fight back. Ultimately, we are probably talking about a very small minority since most men will go through the training facilities and come out properly domiciled, but there are still going to be those outliers. And that's the thing. When we are working with such large numbers, we need to be worried about even tiny, statistically insignificant minorities. But what if we could encourage those boys to accept their new status? What if we could convince them that there is a special place for the truly loyal boys? Think of it this way. There might be a few guys out there who need to struggle and strive for something better."

"Pleasing their owners should be their only real goals," Erika countered.

"Agreed," Natalie replied. "That is the ideal, and I think it's going to happen in a couple of generations. Until then, we need to deal with the remains of our old, ineffective systems of assigning rights, privileges, and responsibilities. After all, if you give the right to vote, you can also take it away. If he steps out of line, breaks a law, or even simply upsets his owner, then either she or a court of law can decide that he is no longer eligible to express himself."

"But wouldn’t the muzzle do that?"

"It would," Natalie said. "But what about those places that can't fully embrace female supremacy right away? Remember, we aren’t going to be able to come up with a universal system right away. Instead, different talents, cities, states, and other provinces are going to have to decide how they want to deal with the male question. I'm absolutely in favor of local jurisdictions completely enslaving the boys, if that is what they feel is going to be necessary. Maybe boys need to be shoved off into work camps or sent off to be used as beasts of burden. If, after they have gone through the training regimen, that's what their owners decide, I fully support those women. But there are going to be other places where lots of women won't be ready to completely take control. This is another reason to allow for limited male suffrage."

"Really? You think that would work?" Erika said. To her credit, she genuinely seemed to consider this point.

"I do," Natalie replied. "Look at it this way. There are going to be lots of mothers, wives, sisters, and friends who genuinely like and respect the men in their lives. Remember, all men might be inferior, but that doesn't mean they have all behaved badly. Or even if they have, it doesn't mean that they have been caught or that they have a bad reputation." At that moment, Erika smiled and dipped her head down slightly, like some rebellious idea had just popped into her head.

"What is it?" Veronica asked. "Is there something you'd be willing to share with our audience?"

"I'm sorry," Erika said with a shake of her head. At a glance, she could tell that both the hostess and her fellow guest wanted to know what she had been thinking, so she grinned again and said, "I think you're right about that last point. There are lots of guys who haven't been overtly sexist or misogynistic. Maybe they have taken advantage of male privilege without even realizing it, but they have mostly behaved themselves, at least as far as they're concerned."

"Who are you thinking of?" Technically, Natalie wasn't supposed to be asking questions since she wasn't the hostess of this particular program, but this contentious debate had morphed into a conversation between friends.

Isaac had a hard time imagining the men of the world coming together, especially on a news program like this one. Instead, they would be snarling back and forth at one another. Sure, the language might be overtly professional or polite, but the agitation would be there. They would not listen to one another; they would constantly interrupt and perhaps even start shouting.

Clearly, the women on this show were far more mature.

And he was watching it…

He had to stop.

He couldn't.

Erika said, "A couple of years ago, I went to a small, community comic book fair. I guess they called it a convention, but it was really too small for something like that. Anyway, there was this one panel that I decided to visit. It was dedicated to feminism and superheroes. There were several women on the panel, plus the moderator, a man. Over the course of about an hour, he proceeded to lecture everyone in that room, both the audience and the other panel participants, about how feminism works in comic books and superhero movies." Erika shook her head from side to side.

The other two women at that news desk did the same.

Erika had to drive that point home although her mostly female audience probably would have understood. Even the nice guys could be rude. They could be aggressive and hostile. "The really frustrating part is I think that guy didn't even know what he was doing. At the end of the day, he was probably really proud of how he had presented himself. He had organized a panel about feminism and superheroes. Yeah, he talked about the importance of representation, especially in terms of female power. And yet, he had never shut his stupid mouth. He never let the women around him speak."

Isaac had to wonder if he had ever done something like that. Of course, he was a business owner, which meant he had to lead certain conversations, and women had probably spoken around him. Had he talked over them without even realizing it? Had he interrupted?

"Natalie, Erika, thank you so much for your thoughts. As always, this recording will be posted online in several FS servers. Feel free to leave your comments. Do you know any boys like this? What do you think would happen if boys were allowed limited suffrage? As always, the conversation will continue as we work toward a new world, a better world, a woman's world."

The screen darkened, and that's when he felt Nika remove his chastity cage.

Isaac was reeling as he considered everything he had heard. For a few seconds, he had to actually wonder whether or not he deserved the right to vote.

Of course, I do. I'm a man. I work hard, I pay my taxes, and I contribute to society. As an adult, I should be able to voice my opinion. I should be able to influence how society is run.

Yes, he was able to construct those thoughts, but it took more time and effort than he expected.

Unfortunately for this boy, he couldn't even enjoy the most basic types of bodily autonomy because his captor had removed his chastity cage, and now she started to touch him. His shaft hardened instantly; before he could even think about trying to defy her by staying soft, his shaft responded to that delicious contact of her fingertips against his most sensitive body part. Although he couldn't keep his shaft from stiffening, Isaac attempted to maintain some veneer of disinterest, as though this couldn't really affect him. He tried to keep his breathing even and level, only that didn't work either.

Although she stimulated him, she also reached up and loosened his gag. She pulled it away, giving him the opportunity to speak. Part of him enjoyed at the freedom of getting to breathe through his mouth, but another slice of his psyche hated what that liberty brought. Now he could speak, he could make choices. Worse, it would all be part of the training regimen.

Nika stroked him; she teased and taunted him with those soft movements of her hand along his length.

Within seconds, his cheeks felt inflamed, his shaft was desperately hard, and she teased him, "You enjoyed watching that, didn't you? You found it very enlightening." As she spoke, her fingers brushed up and down along his cock. She gently teased him, working him, massaging him, and bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm.

Of course, Isaac wasn't foolish. He knew that if he didn't answer, she would stop.

Two or three seconds later, she proved him right. He bit down, stayed silent, and that's when she relaxed her grip and pulled her fingers away from his circumference. By now, his heart was pounding wildly, as though he had just run up several flights of stairs.

"You enjoyed watching that, didn't you? You found it very enlightening," she said again, perhaps slightly faster this time.

"No," he said, shaking his head from side to side. "I didn't! It was, it was infuriating!"

"Incorrect," she replied.

Then she reached up with both of her hands. She slid her fingers between his legs. With one set of fingers, she toyed with his balls. She caressed him, lightly teasing him. Each movement of her digits sent fresh sparks of need racing along his skin; they swirled in spiral together at his center like some sort of sensory lightning storm. Every moment brought fresh flashes, and there was nothing he could do to fight that aerial inferno. With her other hand, she squeezed his cock again. With expert, program’s precision, she fondled and massaged him, keeping him there at the edge of release, all while he pulled against his shackles.

By now, Isaac couldn't help himself. The desperation ripped through his defenses. He knew how pathetic he looked; he could understand that she was right on target as far as her programming was concerned.

Somehow, that made it worse.

If she had been a biological person, then maybe he would have been able to resist just a little bit better. Knowing that every act of defiance may have worn down her certainty, he could have held out longer.

But she was a machine. She was a program.

Consequently, she wouldn't become impatient. She couldn't get bored, and she couldn't even become angry. His most aggressive, violent acts would just be another variable that would fit into the sets of data inputted into her artificial intelligence.

He could break. He could surrender.

In the next few minutes, he tried to tell himself that this didn't make any difference. If he surrendered, it would just be like eating from the palm of her hand. But hadn't that actually symbolized something? When he chomped through that food ball and swallowed it down like an eager pet, hadn't he given her something?

And even if Nika herself didn't care, what about the women who ran this facility? Those female supremacists were studying him, he was certain. They were watching him and monitoring his progress to ensure his complete and total subjugation.

"I don't care," he said to no one in particular.

She stopped touching him. Instead, she leaned forward slightly, and she repeated her question from before. "You enjoyed watching that, didn't you? You found it very enlightening."

"Yes," he told her, breathing out that single word as one long, drawn out sigh. He felt as though he had surrendered something important to this woman. He had given her something that he couldn't take back. Again.

"Tell me, what did the ladies say?"

What?

Then he realized that this was going to be a quiz. If he wanted to be touched again, then he had to give her the right answers.

But would she allow him an orgasm?

Maybe.

On some level, she had to understand that if she continued to tease him without any kind of relief, he would eventually stop cooperating. That was the thing about torture, right? Yes, someone could consistently inflict pain or use denial as a weapon, but this kind of coercion was all about reshaping thoughts and altering behaviors. If someone was spanked or beaten for too long, then they might just break. They might retreat into the inner recesses of their psyches and disappear completely, disassociating from the rest of the world.

That wasn't what Nika or any of her employers wanted.

At least, that's what Isaac had to believe.

"If I, if I tell you what you want to hear, will you let me have an orgasm? Please?"

Please? Really? He knew how he sounded; he understood perfectly well what that desperation did to the pitch and tenor of his voice, not to mention how it altered the way anyone else would have viewed him.

Another thought smacked into him. For a moment, he promised himself that he didn't care what Nika thought. If she was just a computer program, then what did it matter if she thought he was pathetic or weak? At the same time, he realized something else. All of this had to be recorded. Maybe just one woman, his potential owner, would see his development. He pictured some powerful woman seated behind a large, imposing desk of dark mahogany. She might lean back in a leather chair, spread her legs, peel back her skirt, and slide her fingers down between her legs. She could glide her digits along her pussy as she watched him on her monitor.

At that exact moment, maybe his pleas were being transmitted to a potential audience.

Or maybe lots of women were watching…

Isaac tried so hard to banish that idea. He didn't want to consider the possibility, yet it lingered behind his eyes. There could be dozens, hundreds, or even thousands of women seeing him in that exact position, down on his knees like a dog or a pet pony. And now, all of those women would get to hear him beg for it.

It didn't matter. He didn't care!

Even if that silent declaration proved to be a lie, he had to hold onto it. He had to cling to that possibility with every iota of strength he possessed because of what he was about to do.

"Maybe," she said.

Maybe. Those two, cruel syllables rang between his ears, but he called out, "Please, just tell me what to do."

"Answer my questions," she instructed smoothly. As she spoke, she continued to tease him. By now, droplets of his excitement had fallen to the pad between his legs, but that was as much relief as he could enjoy. The erection may have become a privilege, but he didn't care. He wanted more. He needed it. He ached for it with every fiber of his being, every nerve he possessed, every neuron tucked under the curves of his skull. He had never been so aroused, not like this. She continued, "What was Ericka's point of view?"

For just a second, he wanted to throw his head back and laugh. What was this, a high school exam?

Right away, the correct answer jumped into his head, and she gave him another delicious little squeeze. It may not have brought him the relief he ached for, but it was enough to prompt his good behavior. "She, she said that men shouldn't get the right to vote. She, she said it would send mixed messages."

"And what would those messages be?"

This time, Isaac didn't have a concrete answer. By now, she relaxed her grip again, but the edges of her fingertips slid along his member. She was just barely touching him, yet that hardly mattered. Hot, incandescent need gripped him. With every second, another wave of desire washed over him, vibrating through his body and making him ache for this. Still, he could think clearly. Although he could have climaxed at any second, his thoughts seemed to crystallize.

Isaac licked his lips, "Basically, she didn't want us to think of ourselves as anything but slaves."

"Yourselves?"

"Boys!" Isaac pretty much shouted the single word, only then he blinked. Behind him, he could hear Nika laughing. In that moment, it was hard to remember that she was an android and that this entire process had been automated. She sounded like some precocious girl, a young woman who enjoyed flirting and outsmarting the boys around her.

"Good," she continued. "And what about Natalie?"

He thought back to the other woman, "She thought we should be able to vote. She thought it should be a privilege."

"Would you work hard for the right to vote?"

This was a harder question to answer. Yes, it was purely hypothetical, and he was fairly certain what the "correct" answer was supposed to be, yet he still struggled. Like so many other boys who went through this type of training, he had to break through his ego and self-respect over and over again. Giving up on those old beliefs and bad habits from his previous life took consistent training.

"Yes," he said, dropping the volume of his voice now.

"Really?" Nika said.

"Yes," he said. "I, I would want to be able to vote. I, I think it's important. Every, every citizen has an obligation to express themselves in a democracy. That's how we make the best, fairest, most representative rules and policies."

"Sweet," she said. "Of course, your vote wouldn't count as much was a woman's vote. In fact, what else did she say?"

He bit down, hating how this might work. "A boy's vote would only count if it corresponded with the majority of women."

"So your vote wouldn’t change anything, would it?" Nika inquired with mock sympathy, like she felt genuinely bad for him.

"No…"

"And what is your position on male suffrage?"

This was it, he could tell. She started rubbing him again as she slid the heel of her palm up and down along his shaft. She touched him, tormenting him. She brought him close, slowed down, and forced him to squirm with eager need.

"I believe in male suffrage!"

"Why?"

"Because it would help train me. It would make me work hard to earn that privilege."

"And what if you were stripped naked for Voting Day? What if your owner brought you into the booth? What if she told you how to vote?"

He clenched his eyes shut as she continued to squeeze him and work him. She brought him closer and closer to the edge. He had never experienced this kind of drawn out arousal before. Sure, he had been turned on at various points during puberty, college, and after. There had been those days, even at work, when he had gotten excited, and it would be difficult to concentrate.

Even during those most difficult, frustrating times, it had never been anything like this. She was showing him new levels of arousal that he hadn't known his body could manage.

It felt like there had to be some sort of limit, right?

If so, Nika seemed intent on finding it.

"Yes! Yes, I would do it. I would do whatever she wanted. I would be a good boy for my owner. I would vote however she told me to vote. I would follow her commands. I would be a good citizen, a good servant, and I would try so hard to earn the privilege!"

"Good," she said.

With that very simple, very innocuous word, she squeezed his cock again, only this time she didn't relax her hand at the last second. She didn't draw him forward, only to deny him that burst of pleasure. Instead, she squeezed, rubbed him, massaged him, and milked him.

The orgasm exploded through his body, wild, intense, and ongoing. From one moment to the next, she had her hand gripped around his cock, and he knew that he was bucking his hips, sliding forward and back, and pumping her hand, but he couldn't help himself. Distantly, he even heard her whisper, "That's right. Show me what you can do, you horny boy. You're just like a desperate little doggie, aren't you? You're a little dog in heat, and are willing to do anything for this release. You'll tell me what I want to hear. You will surrender because you know that this is your place. You are a boy, and boys are willing to do anything to get off."

Isaac couldn't argue. He couldn't disagree.

And when she finally finished, she laughed.

Part 2:

Eventually, he was taken back to his cell. Timidly, he asked if she would be putting another set of VR goggles over his eyes.

Nika didn't answer. Instead, she secured him in his cage, and this time he remained shackled by his wrists and ankles.

But he didn't have to endure another dose of programming. Instead, she allowed him to rest.

Eventually, however, she came back.

At some point, he had fallen asleep. He didn't think it would have been possible, but now he jerked back into reality. Instantly, he remembered what had happened. Not only that, he shifted his weight, and now he could feel the chastity cage between his legs. Worse, he remembered her touch, that rush of satisfaction, and everything he had sacrificed for it.

Had it been worth it?

He didn't know.

Then it was that fluttering sensation of pit of his stomach. He could hear her footsteps come from the other side of the room, near the door. She walked beyond his line of sight, so it didn't matter how he strained his head to the left or right. He couldn't see Nika, and he didn't know what was going on.

He started to speak, and he was surprised to find he could actually talk. "What's going on? What are you going to do?"

"Whatever I want," she replied smoothly.

Isaac sucked in a breath, like he wanted to point out that her answer wasn't really fair. Then again, it didn't need to be because she could do whatever she wished. Whether he liked it or not, he was at the mercy of this computer program as it inhabited that beautiful android frame.

"I'm going to be owned by a woman, right?"

"That is correct," she answered.

"When will I get to meet her?"

"That's up to her."

If he could talk to a person, an actual human being, then maybe he would be able to get what he needed. It was ridiculous, yet he automatically started thinking about dealing with automated phone trees and primitive voice assistance whenever he called his bank or credit card company. Normally, if he could just speak with an actual employee, then he could get what he needed. The automated systems made things so much more complicated.

And yet, he couldn't accuse Nika of ineffectiveness. He closed his eyes as he thought about what had happened before.

Was he in favor of male suffrage?

He had been forced to answer that question. More importantly, the entire discussion had been on female dynamics and that specific goal: male subjugation.

A few seconds later, she sent a signal, and the automated cage of around him began to rise up once again. Then she stepped behind him, and she slid the VR goggles over his eyes. Headphones encased his ears just a few seconds later.

She touched the rubber ball to his lips, and that's when he understood something.

Normally, she waited for a moment when he tried to speak; she always had to trick him or force him to take the ball between his teeth. After all, getting gagged was humiliating. More importantly, he had consistently hoped that the power of speech would enable him to get out of here. He was an articulate young man, and he knew that he could discuss things rationally and convince people to see things his way. Every time she gagged him, she stripped away his ability to communicate like a person. So what did that make him? An animal? A toy?

Both?

Afraid that that third option would be the most accurate, Isaac did his best not to think. Instead, he closed his eyes until light started to play in front of his vision.

There was a little pulse of electricity, indiscernible and subliminal for him, but it still jolted his reflexes, so now he opened his eyes without even thinking. It felt like an autonomic response, but then he found himself looking up at a beautiful woman.

She had shiny black hair, dark eyes, a small nose, flattish features, and full lips.

The angle seemed off, he realized. In another second, he understood why.

The camera was being held by someone down on his knees, so this girl towered over him.

"Her name is Michelle, and she's a college student. The camera is currently being worn by her slave, but you don't need to worry about his name."

"Come on," said the girl.

Right away, the boy jumped up onto his feet, and he started to walk after her. As they headed down a hall filled with other students, Isaac could see other pairs of young women and men.

The female students moved forward purposefully. They seem to so confident as they smiled, grinned, and stopped to chat with one another. The boys, all of whom wore black collars around their necks, remained quiet. A few of them smiled or nodded timidly when a woman asked a question of them, but this seemed fairly rare.

What was this? What was going on?

More importantly, why was he watching this footage?

Almost as though she could read his mind, Nika informed him, "You are watching these recordings to give you a better sense of how men will behave in this world. Don't worry. Relax. Relax and watch. See the world from this boy's perspective. Watch as he follows Michelle around and serves her."

Serves her?

Because he wasn't gagged, Isaac opened his mouth, and he wanted to speak. He had no idea whether or not he would be able to hear his own voice over the recorded sounds of that hallway.

Then Michelle reached back, and she took her servant boy's hand. She pulled, and she tugged him along, guiding him between the different eddies of students.

They headed down the corridor, turned right, took some stairs up to the second floor, and then they headed into a classroom. Something seemed off about this room, however. Sure, there were the standard whiteboards bolted to the front of the room, a small desk for the teacher with a computer, and an overhead projector. Different posters dedicated to various aspects of history decorated the walls. Each of those images featured prominent women in nursing uniforms, robes or dark gray dresses. Isaac didn't know who those women were supposed to be, but he didn't get to examine them in detail. The slave boy followed the girl toward one of the desks.

The classroom seemed fairly standard, yet he realized what was wrong: the desks were too far apart? When he had studied in school, the classrooms all seemed fairly small, but even then the administrators insisted on packing as many students as possible into each room. Sometimes, there would only be six or seven inches between each of the desks.

Here, it seemed like there was a lot more room. Maybe it was a nicer school?

Michelle sat down, and Isaac waited for the servant boy to do the same. He was supposed to pick out a desk, pull out his backpack, and arrange his notes or laptop or whatever.

Instead, he kneeled down on the floor near her feet. With the camera clipped to his shirt, Isaac could tell that this boy had pulled his arms behind his back, and now he kneeled on the floor with his torso tilted forward slightly. All around them, other girls came in and sat down. Their slave boys crouched on the floor just as Michelle's had done.

Again and again, Isaac tried to close his eyes, to hide away from this. And yet, this virtual reality seemed to pull him away from his restraints, from his cage, and the facility. Instead, he really felt like he was on his knees in that classroom.

A woman walked in. She was older, maybe in her late thirties or early forties. She wore a dark blue dress with a black ribbon around her waist. She sauntered forward, held her hands behind her back for a moment, and gazed out at her students.

"Good morning, ladies," said the instructor. "Welcome to your first day of History 101: Contemporary Events within Historical Contexts. I'm Professor Sharon Blake. Over the course of the semester, we are going to be talking about some of the most important moments in human history. Rather than focus on one specific area or region, we are going to be taking a much broader and more holistic approach to the study of history."

In that moment, Isaac really wished he could raise his head and look around. But of course, his field of vision was constrained by the camera and its view. If this boy didn't turn his body, then Isaac couldn't do so either. The young man, whoever he was, remained on his knees with his head bowed down. Clearly, he didn't want to draw any attention or disrupt the class in any way.

"Tonight, you'll have several assigned readings, and there are a couple of writing exercises available for you on the class website. That said, I wanted to start us off by discussing the concept of turning points. Historians love arguing about this idea. Are there moments in time when society changes? Are there specific instances where everything starts to shift? What does that mean?"

At first, the different students glanced back and forth at one another, like they weren't sure how they wanted to respond. Finally, one girl cleared her throat and raised her hand. The teacher nodded in her direction, so she said, "Are you thinking of something like the American Revolutionary War?"

"You could certainly argue that many military conflicts qualify as turning points. Of course, that isn't always the case. Although we tend to focus on the substantive victories and shifts and political practice, it's important to remember that there are wars that don't change anything. This is especially true in proxy scenarios where different powers refuse to confront one another directly, so they engage in secondary conflicts with their allies."

The girl Isaac had been "shadowing" lifted her hand into the air. Professor Blake nodded, and she said, "What about the Tander Election?"

"That is an interesting case," said the instructor, wagging her finger. "But what brings it to mind?"

"Well, wasn't that the first national codification of female supremacy?" asked the young woman. The boy crouched beside her turned slightly, and he glanced up at her. Yes, she had all of her focus on the teacher at the head of the class, but there is still that tentative uncertainty, like he was worried he might get in trouble if she noticed.

As a boy, he wasn't supposed to be paying very much attention. This was a history class, after all. It was part of a college curriculum, and he was only there to serve her. He wasn't supposed to learn anything. After all, why would a woman want a boy to bother filling his head with a bunch of irrelevant details? So long as he knew how to carry her backpack, massage her feet, and fetch anything she might require, he didn't need an education.

"That's correct," said the instructor.

Taking this as permission to continue, the young woman took a slow breath. Maybe she was acutely aware of how her female classmates were watching her and studying her. Not only that, she knew she had the teacher's attention; she didn't want to mess this up. "That seems like one of the most important moments. I mean, there were smaller events before that, I guess. Seeing the American Congress shift from a majority male to majority female structure was probably a big deal, but that election settled the matter for the most part."

"I think that's a fair interpretation," said the instructor. "But should it a qualify as a turning point if there is such a thing?"

The young woman pressed her lips together into a thoughtful frowned as she stared off into the distance and contemplated that question. "Yes," said the young woman. "It is a turning point."

"You sound so sure," Sharon replied. "Critics argue that turning points don't really exist; as people, we might want to find these distinct, discrete moments that we can focus on, but that isn't how societies work. Every day, we nudge one another. There are infinite variables, and it's impossible to know exactly when or where or how or why a specific development took place. Societies move based on group dynamics, and those can take months or years or even decades to play out."

"Okay…" said the girl.

If Isaac had been in the classroom, maybe he would have been inclined to raise his hand and to try to contribute to the conversation. But at that moment, he was locked into the perspective of the young man down on his knees. More importantly, as a young man, he understood that he wasn't supposed to talk. He wasn't supposed to say anything at all. This was a place where women could study history and dissect the development of society. This wasn't a place where boys needed to talk.

A young woman continued, "I understand all of that, I guess, but I still think the Tander Election was a turning point because it demonstrated something to society, to the world, really."

The teacher smiled indulgently. As an instructor, it was ultimately her perspective to make sure that the young women in her class learned to think and imagine different perspectives. Analysis came down to the process of taking a difficult concept, breaking it down, and considering the constituent components. To students and other disciplines, maybe this sounded overly soft or emotional, but this kind of analysis would consistently prove to be necessary. After all, there was no "automatic" method for organizing a society or deciding who would be in charge. Ultimately, that would come down to questions of analysis, interpretation, preference, and even rhetorical acumen. Despite what previous generations of scholars had believed, the internet demonstrated that there was no such thing as a marketplace of ideas where the best concepts could rise to the top. On the contrary, it usually came down to questions of communication. What were the right phrases, the right word choices? How could you influence different groups of people with a slogan, a few sentences on a screen? The truth was nice, but it wasn't necessary. Sometimes, it could even be a hindrance.

"Keep going," said the instructor with a quick little wave of her hand.

"The Tander Election showed the women of the world, the boys too, that society could actually be changed. Up until that point, I'm sure there were lots and lots of people who bought that things would refer to the status quo. As far as they were concerned, maybe there were a couple of elections or rules here or there or whatever, but they thought men would be able to assert themselves again. With that election, the boys finally started to understand that things were never going to go back to the way they were. Just as importantly, lots and lots of women were probably, finally, convinced that they could actually win. We could take over, and female supremacy could be the new organizing principle for all of society, maybe even all of the world."

Tentatively, the slave boy turned, and he looked up at his owner. Around her, her classmates did the same thing.

She smiled sheepishly, and then the boy jerked his head back down at the floor.

In that moment, Isaac felt like he was that slave boy, like he could be proud of this girl because of everything she had said, but he knew he would never be allowed to say anything along those lines. He was a boy, and no one had any interest in any of his ideas. Instead, he would kneel there, wait for the next command to obey, and do everything in his power to please his owner.

When he was going to sleep, he always slept in the cage. Not only that, Nika always ensured that the chastity cage was secured.

That night, after he watched the school lecture and debate, Isaac had clinched his eyes shut. Occasionally, he rubbed them. He wasn't shackled to the floor this time. He could roll onto one side or the other. He could climb up onto his hands and knees and position himself like a pony.

He couldn't, however, rub his cock. He couldn't masturbate, no matter how badly he wanted to.

Yes, the program had allowed him an orgasm.

One orgasm.

It hadn't been enough. It didn't change anything, not really.

Little by little, he started to suspect that the opposite was actually true. Yes, that orgasm had changed something.

It had sharpened his desires, making them more intense. The desperation seemed to run through his skin, and he would close his eyes and think of the different women he had known. He remembered girls from high school, young women in college, his coworkers, Lauren Fox, different females from across society…

At first, he thought he was going to lose himself in reverie.

This made sense. Prisoners have probably done this across the span of human history. Whether they were prisoners of war or incarcerated criminals, lots of people probably fled to the hidden recesses of his imagination. This was how people came up with brilliant philosophy and new ideas for understanding the world, right?

Instead, Isaac tried to imagine those beautiful women out in the world, and he could take complete control within the realms of his fantasies. He could think about them in tight little bikinis, sexy lingerie, gorgeous négligée's, or maybe nothing at all…

He imagined what it would be like to walk up to some beautiful, petite young woman. Maybe she would be nibbling on her bottom lip, her eyes aimed downward with shy anticipation. Then he could lift her face, lean down, and kiss her. In his fantasies, he should have been able to take control. He should have been a god...

Only then, everything changed. His fantasies, those girls would be able to grab him, throw him to the floor, climb on top of him, and hold him down. Like superheroines from some comic book movie, they always developed this amazing strength. They could pin him down, trapping him to the floor, and he wouldn't be able to break free.

Sometimes, he opened his eyes again, only to imagine Lauren holding him down. At other points, it would be Nika.

Panting, he would roll over or climb up onto his hands and knees and stare out past the confines of his cage. Trapped, he would remember that simple truth. He couldn't lose himself to his fantasies. They were changing.

Why? How?

It should have been completely and utterly impossible. Throughout his life, he had always been able to picture whatever he liked. Yeah, maybe there were those awkward little moments with particular psychological glitches that would prevent him from controlling his thoughts. He couldn't help but think about the "White Elephant Game". It was a stupid little reference, something he would talk about with some of his friends after he graduated from college. They were all so eager, all so excited to go out and conquer the world. They thought they understood how everything worked, but at some party, a guy would inevitably say, "Right now, I can control your thoughts. I can control your brain, man." Another person would laugh or argue the point, only for that first boy to say, "Don't think about white elephants. Think about anything else. Just don't think about white elephants."

That was the joke. It was almost impossible to free one's thoughts, especially when explicitly trying to censor specific ideas.

Except now, Isaac experienced a different kind of control.

When he slept, he started thinking about the women of the world. He remembered his first boss, a young woman in her early thirties. Later on, he had realized that she was probably really attractive. When he was eighteen and working part-time, she had seemed almost maternal. Only now, he had strange memories of going back to that job, crouching down onto his knees, apologizing for missing so much work, and then she would slip the collar around his neck, leash him, and force him to crawl around at her feet. She would go to her various meetings in the conference room, talk to other women, sit at her desk, and order him to service her from time to time.

If the universe had been kinder, then maybe his fantasies would have included moments of real sex. He wanted to feel hard and powerful. It wouldn't even have mattered if she stripped him naked, threw him down onto the conference table, and climbed on top of him. She could ride him, and her wavy brown hair could sway and bounce against her shoulders as she took advantage of him. Yes, he knew that he would be fantasizing about being the plaything for a powerful woman, but he wouldn't have cared.

Whenever he dreamed about her, however, Isaac envisioned a very different scenario. In his dreams, he would be bored, down on his hands and knees, but he wouldn't dare move. Like any other well-trained boy, he would be utterly still. He would stare straight ahead, like some toy that wasn't currently entertaining his owner. So while she was busy with her phone calls and important meetings, he would remain braced in place as a monument to her authority and power.

Only then, she would get tired and desire a break. That's when she would sit up from her desk, raise her skirt, and pull down her panties. Then she could sit down again, spread her legs, and position herself on the edge of her seat.

Each time these dreams fluttered through the dark of his sleep, he perfectly imagined her voice, "Service me, Isaac."

That's when he would crawl underneath the desk, he would slide his face between her legs, and she would put her hand on the back of his head. Like a good boy, he wouldn't just start licking. No, that would be rushed. If he had been a horny boy desperate for sex, then maybe he would have tried to plow into her right away. This was pleasure for her sake, not his. As such, he would nuzzle her inner thighs. He would lick, kiss, and glide his teeth along her soft skin.

For a few minutes at least, she would embrace his servitude and subjugation. Then, finally, inevitably, she would tell him to please her.

That's when he would kiss her pussy, and he would be allowed to taste her excitement.

In his dreams, the flavor buzzed along his tongue, almost as though he could genuinely remember what it was like to service this woman. In his fantasies, he didn't know her name. She was in charge, which was the only detail that mattered. They both had rigidly prescribed roles: she was the owner, and he was the slave.

That's why he would lick her, gliding his tongue up and down along the length of her pussy.

He did this again and again, each time in his dreams.

Of course, he would wake up, and his heart would be pounding. Worse, his cock would throb underneath the restrictive confines of his chastity cage. When he was first brought into the facility and allowed to sleep, he would wake up and try to pull off his chastity cage. The desperation would give him a little more strength, a little more patience, but he was never able to actually remove it.

The women who ran this facility knew what they were doing; they had engineered an excellent chastity device. Once it was locked on, it wasn't coming off without a key or a signal from Nika.

Then, once, maybe after a couple of nights, he tried to remove the chastity cage, and he couldn't do it.

He couldn't even make the attempt…

His hands moved down along the contours of his hips, down his inner thighs, and he wanted to move his fingertips along the contours of his restrictive cage. The desperation was still there. It blazed bright at the back of his mind, only he couldn't do it.

I shouldn't touch my chastity cage. I shouldn't try to remove it. I'm not allowed to remove my chastity cage…

At that moment, he wrinkled his lips into a frustrated frown, but there was nothing this boy could do.

Little by little, he was being trained. Day by day, they were turning him into the slave they expected him to be.

At another point, he was taken into the other room. The steel shackles ensnared his wrists and ankles, pressing down against his skin. The restraints were never tight enough to cause any damage, but they served as a constant reminder of his helplessness. As a teenager, he had always enjoyed playing video games and watching action movies. In those pieces, the guy was usually unstoppable. Sure, he might have to confront some mighty opponent, but those stories were really power fantasies.

This was the opposite.

So now, Nika sauntered up to him, and she had already gagged him. Now she pulled the VR headset over his face, and then she slid the headphones into position just as she had done so many times before.

They said they were going to keep him here for seven days, right?

How much time has gone by?

He didn't know.

He had eaten out of the palm of her hand several times, only that didn’t tell him anything, not really. After enduring the humiliation of being fed like a dog, he had waited for the inevitable hunger to hit him. After all, those small containers she used only contained a few bites. The kibble sustained him. It was infuriating to admit, but it had been perfectly formulated for him.

First, he heard Nika's voice. He tried to hate those dulcet sounds, only there was something playful, alluring, and intoxicating. It didn't matter if this was some artificially calibrated pitch designed to lull him into a sense of obedience.

It worked.

"You just want to relax right now. Relax and watch. This is becoming a very popular sport. Do you know why?"

Sport? What was she talking about?

Then his VR screens activated, and he couldn't turn away.

Gagged, he couldn't answer, only then Nika surprised him. She pulled the rubber ball from his mouth, and she asked, "Who you think is going to win?" Her voice came from the headset.

He didn't understand, not until the image resolved, and he saw five young men standing on a track. They had their arms locked behind their backs, and they were wearing elaborate harnesses. He didn't understand what they were supposed to do, not until several young women stepped out behind the boys. Then, one by one, they pulled themselves onto the backs of those young men. They pushed their feet down into a set of stirrups, and Isaac had one bizarre thought.

Piggyback rides?

The girls pulled out their crops. Each of the young women was quite small and petite. He couldn't help but think of the jockeys who rode and raced horses.

Then he heard another voice, "Ladies, we have an amazing race today. Feel free to log onto our website or check out our app to review the jockeys, but let's discuss these boys for the time being. We have five males, all of whom are fit, all of whom have several victories underneath their feet. First off, there's Thunderbolt."

Thunderbolt?

If he had been able to, Isaac would have rubbed his eyes or ears. This was just so bizarre. He didn't want to believe it, but he understood what was going on. With this sinking sense in the pit of his stomach, he understood that these boys had been relegated to the status of animals. Why race horses when boys could be so much more entertaining, especially if the women remembered what it was like to endure the indignity of catcalls and casual sexism?

Seeing these men used like racing ponies must've been so much fun!

Although he hated how quickly he came to that conclusion, Isaac considered something else as well. Those boys, as racing ponies, were probably treated very well. They were probably exercised every day, fussed over, stroked, and rewarded when they won. At the same time, they would have even less freedom than most slaves. The majority of women out in the world would be focused on their careers and ambitions.

Those boys down on that racing track were the careers for their riders and sponsors.

"Next, we have a real cutie. That boy, formerly Jonathan Reynolds, is now known as Tiger. Apparently, when he was first captured, he managed to do a hard sprint for nearly two miles. Because of this, he developed a reputation. According to my notes, his trainers were pretty frustrated with him, but they realized that if they gave him a series of mandatory orgasms, that sapped the fight out of him." The commentator chuckled, "I suppose that's one way to get a boy to do what you want. Boys are constantly begging for orgasms, but when they get so many, they quickly succumb."

She paused again to giggle. At the same time, the camera angles shifted.

"The next boy at the starting line is, of course, one of the fastest males we have ever seen. His name, Spot, might not raise expectations, but his handler likes treating him as a dog, hence the makeup on his face. Ladies, I'm sure he's the kind of boy who knows how to lick as well as run!"

Isaac narrowed his eyes, and he concentrated. It took a concerted effort, but he managed to coax those sparks of aggravation deep within his chest. At the same time, he even talked against his restraints.

"Second to last, we have Prince," continued the commentator. She paused for a moment to chuckle. "Ladies, I don't know about you, but I think it's always so great to give boys special kinds of nicknames. In bygone centuries, a prince would be a pampered male. He would get to do whatever he wanted because he would be among the most powerful individuals in society. Now? Well, Prince here is going to run. He might be a spoiled boy, but let's see what he can do when his rider brings the crop down hard. And of course, that leaves us with Lucky. Apparently, that wasn't supposed to be his original mount name, but he managed to win his first race when three other riders got tripped up. Now, ladies, you have met the boys in today's races. Place your bets and let's get started!"

A few seconds later, the referee raised a flag into the air. The commentator called out, "Riders to your marks. Ready, set, go!"

Up until this point, Isaac had focused on the riders and their boy steeds, only now the camera panned back, and he heard that overwhelming wave of noise as seemingly countless women cheered, shouted, and called out for their favorite boys to win. How much money would be passed around based off of their subjugation, training, and performance today?

Worse, Isaac really had to wonder how many of the boys down there were going to run as hard as they could, not because they feared punishment, but because they actually needed to win. Did they embrace this life? Did they see themselves as athletes?

"Up front, we have Tiger breaking out with an early lead. Look at that. His rider, Jeanette Sanders, is not sparing the crop. By the time they are done today, his backside is going to be a bright shade of red!" The commentator called out those words with the requisite excitement.

Isaac hadn't really paid attention to the boys' names. More importantly, he wanted to turn away. He wanted to jerk his head to the side and hide from what he was seeing.

What was this? An actual event? Some staged film?

The world was a very big place, he understood. That meant these kinds of games could take place, and he wouldn't have necessarily heard about it. He thought of the numerous tragedies that could take place all across the globe, and news of those horrible events would never actually cross his feed. There was so much going on; the world was so big and complicated.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't turn away. He watched. At the same time, he couldn't help but wonder what he would do under those circumstances. What if he had a girl mounted on his back, holding onto his reins, pulling on his harness, and guiding him forward.

"Spot is moving into position to take the lead. Now we have Lucky racing ahead. Look at that. Clearly, his trainer has been working this boy hard. Maybe his first win was based on luck, but down there, you can see hard work and skill. A woman has molded that boy into an excellent runner!"

The boy didn't even get credit…

As far as the women watching this would be concerned, he was an animal. Yes, he was the one carrying his rider, but it didn't matter. She was in control. She made the important decisions.

Isaac grunted with frustration.

Then he heard the voice again. "Who do you think is going to win?"

Realizing that he wasn't gagged, he didn't want to answer.

"If you guessed correctly, then you can have an orgasm," she said, whispering those words into his ear. They fluttered out of the headphones, and he could imagine that android standing nearby, ready to torment him with the different possibilities.

He didn't know how these races worked, but they had already cleared one lap. It could be over in the next couple of minutes. If he remained silent, then he wouldn't get an orgasm, but he might be able to show Nika and her programmers that he wouldn't be broken.

He had tried to resist before, and Nika had been able to shatter his defenses each and every time.

Isaac didn't care; he had to try. If he simply surrendered, then he would be utterly subjugated. He would be turned into a slave, a pet, or a plaything for some woman. He didn't even know who his owner would be, yet it wouldn't change anything. He would find himself down on his knees, ready to serve, just as he did in his dreams.

No. He couldn't let that happen!

Even though the defiance only flickered in his heart and head, he still had to try.

He thought he heard giggling, but maybe that was imagination. Between the VR rig and his headphones, he had no sense of where Nika was or what she might do. Only then he felt something, the lightness of freedom from his chastity cage. She removed the device, and then she started touching him. She had one hand on his cock, the other on his balls.

No, not that.

He struggled so hard to build up his resistance, his defiance. He had to hold out, only it felt so incredible. She had given him one orgasm. Perhaps she would give him another…

All he had to do was guess correctly. He didn't know anything about those pony boys or their riders, but he still had a one-in-five chance of success.

"Tiger," he said although he couldn't see her. "Tiger's going to win!"

"Good boy," she said.

Even now, under that compulsion, he still enjoyed the compliment. It was still demeaning, still infantilizing, and it made him feel like an actual animal. None of that changed the glowing flash of pleasure at the base of his stomach. Then Nika's voice withdrew, and he could only hear the announcer.

He had stopped paying attention.

"It's neck and neck between Lucky and Thunderbolt. Thunderbolt is getting pushed hard. Wow, look at his rider! That woman knows exactly what she's doing. She knows how to make that boy kick the ground hard. But Lucky is determined to please his owner. He wants to be a good boy! Look at them they all want to be good boys!"

Good boys.

Isaac wanted to be a good boy.

Gritting his teeth, he turned his head to the left, then the right, but there was no escaping the VR screens in front of his face. He felt like he was there, he was off in the stands, crouching down next to the camera woman. He watched each stride as the boys rushed forward. They took the crops. Those black, leather strips were quick little dark blurs off in the distance, yet he could still imagine what it would feel like, that painful shock against his skin again and again. Sweat would be dripping down his body, and there would be the weight of a pretty girl on his back as he raced ahead.

Isaac didn't want to care. He didn't want to be a part of this, and yet the incentive was still there, bright at the back of his mind.

He needed Tiger to win.

If that boy could run fast enough, if he could dart ahead it, then Isaac would be able to enjoy that rush of pleasure, that storming inferno of desperation before it coalesced into perfect, bright satisfaction. His whole body would tense and clench; he would get to savor those few seconds of perfect release. And even if he was still shackled down or locked behind black, iron bars, he would feel free for just a few seconds.

At least, that's what he thought. That's what he told himself.

Back in the real world, Nika stroked him. She made sure he stayed hard and eager.

With those sensations coursing along his skin, it was difficult for Isaac to disassociate himself. He had never really been interested in sports. Sure, he went to different Super Bowl parties with some random friends, acquaintances, or contacts from work. Sometimes he would watch one of the championship games, although he never got especially excited. He never needed to jump up from his seat or to punch his fist into the air.

Only now, he realized his breathing had sped up.

Fresh excitement and tension crept into the announcer's voice. He could picture her jumping up onto her feet as she called down into her mic, "Thunderbolt is pulling ahead! But look at that, Spot and Tiger are still in this. Lucky is falling behind, but we have Tiger. He's pushing himself. He's pushing himself so hard. That boy wants this. He wants it so badly. But Spot isn't going to let him take it easily. All of these boys are desperate. They understand what happens if they win. They understand what happens if they lose!"

"What happens?" Isaac couldn't help but shape those words. He didn't think he had even really voiced them, yet Nika heard him.

"What do you think is going to happen?" came the tantalizing whisper from his headphones. Again, he wanted to clench his eyes shut, like that might be enough to block out the sound of her voice, as ridiculous as that sounded. He didn't want her to be able to control his thoughts; he didn't want her to be able to sculpt his mind.

But how could he resist?

He couldn't.

Both playful whispers continued to buzz against his eardrums, "The boys who win are rewarded, of course. They get pampered. They get petted and stroked. Maybe their riders will even decide to have some fun with them. Oh, and don't forget about the sponsors."

In spite of himself, Isaac had to ask, "Sponsors?" It was foolish. He wasn't supposed to engage; if he really wished to resist, then he needed to stifle his curiosity and ignore this woman. And yet, he couldn't help but stare down at the small screens braced in front of his eyes. He watched as those boys continued to struggle. With those lithe writers braced against their backs, the boys poured all of their strength into running hard and fast. They pumped every iota of energy they possessed down into their legs. At the same time, they tried to channel and sublimate the pain of every strike. The crops flew down hard and fast, slapping their legs, their thighs. With each strike, another jolt of pain ran along their bodies, and they used it. It fueled them. It reminded them.

"All of that equipment and training time isn't free. Those riders need the support of powerful patrons, women who work in business and who enjoy watching the sport. Of course, those women also want to be able to have some fun, especially when the boys are victorious. Didn't you know? Everyone wants to be with a winner."

He needed to shut up; he needed to close his mouth and seal his lips. For once, Isaac actually wished he had a gag in his mouth. At least then he wouldn't have to worry about the foolish, "What does that mean?"

What was wrong with him? Why was he talking? Why couldn't he control himself?

Isaac didn't contemplate those questions. Instead, he listened as Nika continued to explain, "Well, it depends on how that sponsor is going to want to take this boy. But since she paid for his training, for his room and board, she gets to have him, obviously. Maybe he will be geared up in all of his fancy little harnesses, boots, and restrictive sleeves. Or maybe she will just have him taken out into the middle of the field and tied down to a set of stakes. That way, he can look up at the night sky, maybe watching the moon rise, and then she can come to him when she is good and ready. Sometimes, the owners like the boys to be gagged and blindfolded, so they won't even know exactly who is climbing on top of them, scratching their chests, kissing their necks, pinching their nipples, or enjoying the soft heat of their cocks."

"No," he said. "That can't happen."

Nika giggled at him. It had to be a programmed response, yet she still sounded like a playful young woman. "Of course, it can," she said, casually contradicting him as though his voice and opinion had been rendered irrelevant. "It happens all the time."

"What, no. This isn't real. These are just actors. It's a simulation," he protested.

"Is it? Is that really what you believe?" Nika asked, easily simulating the vindictive tone of a young woman who resented the boys around her for the privileges they had once enjoyed. Even if those advantages had been stripped away, so many women would always remember what it was like to be treated as lesser. Maybe it was a boss who never bothered to hide his wandering eyes, a teacher who patronized her with some condescending smile, or a classmate who interrupted and insisted on talking over her at every opportunity. More likely, it was some combination, dozens of slights each day or week or month. The reminders would always be there, peppered into conversations, random moments, movies, songs, and everywhere else. It would usually be subtle, but those little jabs always seemed to be waiting.

Until now.

"You're a cute, sweet boy," she said. "You have so much potential. So yeah, go ahead and tell yourself whatever you need to believe. That's fine. You can pretend that these races don't really happen. You can pretend that this is all just amazing CGI." She giggled, paused, and for a moment he thought he would be allowed to watch the rest of the race. Yes, his eyes had stayed open, only Isaac had lost track of the different boys as they rounded the next curve. What was that? The last straightaway?

His chest tensed even as he heard her say, "Lie to yourself if you have to. Tell yourself that this isn't real, but it does happen often in the hidden corners of the world."

For just one or three seconds, Isaac tried to insist that this couldn't really be happening anywhere. It looked like a huge event with thousands of women as spectators. But again, he drifted back to that old truth. The world was a very big place. There were entire islands, regions, and even nations he had never heard of. So often, the internet offered the promise of infinite information, meaning anyone could learn anything about any topic. And yet…it could be too much. Trying to learn something might be like trying to drink from a fire hose. Yeah, it was a cliché, but it fit perfectly. Not only that, who knew what would be coming out of that firehose? Who got to make those decisions? Different algorithms and moderation policies could completely alter how different people saw the world. By accident or on purpose, someone might wander into the wrong set of filter bubbles and suddenly develop these massive blind spots.

Had Isaac done that?

For all he knew, whole countries and communities could have fallen to female supremacy, so races like this might be normal, but a few tweaks to an algorithm here or there might mean that this information would never enter the mainstream. While he was busy reading up on superhero movies or considering his next business decision, female supremacy could start altering the world. Maybe he would only learn the truth when the collar was tightened around his neck.

Breathing out slowly, he refused to believe that. No, it wasn't too late. He could hold out. He wouldn't allow himself to be trained. Despite his failures from before and those moments when he gave in, he could win this…

"Watch," she said. "Maybe you'll get lucky."

The riders had turned the last corner, and now they were on the final straightaway. The boys kicked their boots down against the dust as they raced ahead. By now, they all looked exhausted. Their faces were drawn and tight with focus. Different camera women captured different angles, and Isaac was forced to see those shots. He could see the little droplets of perspiration on their faces, the tension, the desperation…

Mounted on their backs, women held on tight, swung their crops, used their spurs, and gave those boys the bursts of pain they needed to obey. Ultimately, these boys wouldn’t be harmed, but they would be pushed. Hard.

They had to perform.

Right there, as so many people watched, Isaac included, the announcer called out, "Thunderbolt has maintained a lead throughout the race, but Lucky is pulling up behind him! Who's going to win? Who's going to cross that finish line first? Look at that! Tiger's rider is pushing him hard! It looks like he’s at that point where he might collapse at any second, but that look of focus on his face? That's a boy who wants to please his owner! That's a boy who will do whatever it takes!"

If Nika had started teasing Isaac in the next moment, then maybe Isaac would have been able to focus on his defiance. Instead, some of the moisture drained away from his mouth as he stared ahead. Without realizing it, he started to lean forward as well, which made it easier for Nika to glide her smooth fingertips along his cock. She pressed down on the base of his shaft, and his body tensed, eager intent locking his muscles.

He almost got to enjoy an orgasm. Almost.

In the next moment, without even realizing what he was doing, Isaac stopped breathing. His heart pounded, and he just watched those last few seconds, those final strides as the boys bounded forward, running hard.

The announcer shouted in his ear, but he could hardly hear her, "We have three boys, pushing hard. They're giving it all they've got! They're doing everything they can! These are the boys who have been trained! These are the boys who know that nothing is more important than pleasing the women who ride them! C'mon, ladies! You can do it!"

C'mon, ladies! You can do it! The announcer spoke like the riders were the ones doing all the work even as the exhaustion must have drilled straight into the boys. But as far as the women of this race were concerned, those boys were just animals. They were doing as instructed. It was the riders who deserved all the credit.

Sure, there was that bitter aftertaste at the back of his throat, but Isaac couldn't worry about that. In fact, that unpleasant frustration seemed to fade away into nothingness while he watched.

"Come on, Tiger. Come on. You can do it!"

That boy continued to rush forward, racing as hard as he could. He dashed with all of his strength, all of his might and speed.

"Lucky wins!" shouted the announcer.

Then the screen went black, and the sounds disappeared from his headphones.

He panted from one breath to the next as his heart raced with the same speed and dedication as those boys down on that track.

"He lost…"

Nothing. He didn't hear any responses, and he couldn't see anything. When he shifted his eyes to the left or right, it was the same impenetrable black. When he turned his head or blinked, he still couldn't feel any difference, all of which was buffeted by the silence coming from every direction all at once.

"He did!" Nika finally chirped. "He lost, and you know what that means? It means you don't get your orgasm. Unless…"

Faster than he wanted to admit, he quickly called out, "Unless? Unless what?"

"You might get an orgasm if you tell me what Tiger did wrong."

"He lost?"

A fresh round of chuckles vibrated against his eardrums. "You're going to have to do better than that," said the program. "Because you know, I can make sure you enjoy this. I can make sure you get a wonderful, perfect orgasm."

Again and again, Isaac tried to convince himself that he didn't need it. She had touched him before. She had allowed him to climax. And yet, that felt like giving just a few drops of water to a man dying of thirst. Sure, he might be able to stay alive, yet those first tastes would only strengthen his need.

"Tiger, he lost because he wasn't strong enough. He didn't try hard enough."

"And what was he trying to do?" Nika asked as she stroked his cock.

"He was trying to win!"

"Not good enough," Nika said as she pulled her fingers away from his balls and shaft.

Isaac had to try again. He needed to tell this android what she wanted to hear. His breathing came faster as the need ran hot through his body, becoming more intense with every second. Discarding every thought about his dignity, he instead whimpered out, "He was trying to please his owner. He was trying to please the woman on his back. She was in charge, and she wanted to get across the finish line first, but he couldn't do it."

"Good boy," Nika said. She stroked him and teased him, caressing him. She moved her hand up and down along the length of his cock, bringing him closer and closer to release. "That's the right answer," she said.

Yes! Yes, he was going to get his climax! He closed his eyes and tried to hold out just a little bit because he wanted to delay this satisfaction for as long as possible. After, he knew she would put him back in the chastity cage. Trapped in that cock lock, he wouldn't even be allowed to enjoy an erection. Maybe, by trying this out, he could think of it as some kind of rebellion.

"Very good boy. You're thinking about this really hard, I can tell. You're doing your best to please me. You know that I’m the woman in the room, and you want to satisfy me. That needs to be your one and only priority. Say it."

He hated cooperating, yet he couldn't ruin this, not now. "Pleasing you needs to be, it needs to be my one and only priority!"

"Good boy," she said. That's when she pulled her hand away from his cock.

For several long seconds, he waited. He couldn't move. Paralysis gripped his entire body, from his toes all the way to the top of his skull. At first, he didn't say anything. He remained silent as he waited for her to continue, like if he could be patient enough, then he would get to enjoy her touch. Over and over again, he tried to convince himself that he was just getting teased. She was playing with him. It was only part of the training. In a few seconds, she would start touching him again, and that relief would rocket through his body. This time, he wouldn't try to play any games. Grateful for his orgasm, he would rub his cock against the palm of her hand. He didn't care how it made him look. He didn't care if he was behaving like a dog in heat; he would do anything to get off! Then, after that, he could worry about what all this meant.

She didn't touch him, nor did she tease him. She didn't say anything at all.

Breaking the paralysis, he managed to open his mouth, but he didn't say anything.

Finally, he knew he had to speak. "What? What did I do wrong? Why did you stop?" Isaac called out.

"Nothing," she said.

"Nothing?" Isaac repeated the word like it came from some foreign language. He didn't recognize the word. It didn't mean anything; it didn't make any sense!

"You didn't do anything wrong," she clarified. "You have done everything I wanted, although you did guess incorrectly."

"You said if I have the right answer, I could still have an orgasm!"

"I said you might get one," she replied.

Might. That single word hung in his consciousness like some poisonous blade.

"But, but that's not fair!"

Nika said nothing.

In the next moment, he grunted, jerked against his restraints, and he waited for some kind of stimulation from her. No, she wasn't going to touch him or tease him. Even so, he needed to hear her voice, to feel her touch, even if that meant a strike against his backside.

Instead, there was just silence. There was just blackness.

He waited.

The seconds drifted by, one after another. They hobbled along like drunken ants.

After maybe half a minute, his patience began to fray, so he started to count. He needed to stay distracted, especially because he already understood what was going to happen. If she was trying to mess with him by leaving him there, restrained and unable to act upon the world, then he wouldn't let her succeed. He needed to focus, to relax.

The numbers started to drift through his mind, one after another. He made it to sixty.

Nothing happened.

For the most part, he kept his eyes closed. Somehow, that made it easier, like he could almost imagine that he was just back in his bed, relaxing in his home. He would be able to shift around whenever he wanted. He could adjust his pillow. In actuality, he was bound, but that didn't matter. He couldn't allow himself to think about imprisonment or the steel shackles around his wrists and ankles.

I'm not going to let her win. I'm not going to let her do this to me.

Little by little, he relaxed. But the numbers kept climbing upward, and he did his best not to think about them, yet the temptation was still there. Different urges flickered through his body, and he started to think about Nika. Behind or beneath the numbers drifting in his psyche, he remembered the smooth contours of her cheeks and the gentle curve of her chest. Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, and a different instinct gripped him.

No, he couldn't allow himself to think like that. He couldn't concentrate on anything except counting.

But then, there was this blast of anger at her strength. He tried to tear himself free from his restraints. He twitched one muscle in his right arm, but he lost his focus. He started to thrash against his restraints, and none of it helped.

"Poor boy," came her voice.

"What do you want me to do?" Isaac asked. In that instant, he couldn't pretend that he was trying to manipulate her. This wasn't part of some grand strategy, nor could it be counted as a clever tactic.

"Relax," she said. "Just settle down. I'm going to cage you soon enough."

"No, please. Don't."

"Ask for it."

Behind the heavy equipment of his headset, Isaac opened his eyes wide, and he stared ahead into the velvet darkness. His breathing was hot in his throat, like his body didn't know how to connect with his brain. Frozen in place, he could hear her giggling again, or maybe that was just his imagination.

He waited for her to repeat herself, but Nika didn't make it easy for him.

Ask for it.

She expected him to ask for his chastity cage.

No!

Obviously, that was a nonstarter. There was absolutely no way he would ever, ever plead for something like that! First, he enjoyed that flash of self-righteous indignation, like he could mark this line in his personality, make that vow, and stick with it no matter what. Only then, a different sensation fluttered and flashed from his gut: guilt. At first, he didn't understand. He couldn't comprehend what was wrong with him. There was this tickle of fear, uncertainty, and regret, like this was foolish.

...What if he surrendered to her? What if he gave Nika exactly what she desired? He could obey this program, yield to her superiority, and behave himself. Fighting back and remaining silent just made him look like some impetuous boy, right? If he wanted her to respect him, then he had to cooperate and follow the rules…

No.

He tried to slam that idea down hard. He didn't have to cooperate because she was the one who made these rules! She and the other women who had set up this trained boy factory expected him to bend and break. They planned on turning him into a slave. I'm not a slave, he promised himself. I'm not a slave, never going to be a slave. The collar detected those emotional responses, and another flash of guilt washed over him.

Concentrating hard, he resisted the urge to simply give in. Instead, he focused his gaze on a spot in the middle distance, and he stared straight ahead. He tried to lose himself even as he heard her giggle again, "Is that what you really want to do? Do you really want to challenge me?"

"Yes!" Isaac tried to call out that single word. He managed to open his mouth, and there was this jagged gasp of sound at the back of his throat, yet he couldn't manage a real word. No matter how hard he tried to articulate those sounds, he couldn't do it.

Although Isaac couldn't see her, it was easy to imagine Nika crossing her arms over her chest and shaking her head with mock disappointment. Again and again, he reminded himself that she was just a machine. And yet, there was still that emotional response deep within his chest.

Why?

It wasn't fair.

And yet, she seemed so perfect. When she touched him, her synthetic skin was warm. When she teased him, he heard her voice, and he experienced all of those other little flashes of emotion. She was beautiful, smart, and strong. All at once, he started thinking about some of those videogames he occasionally played on his phone. In some of them, he had to build harvesters and farmers, collect resources, and create little armies. It was another power fantasy for another random guy looking to waste some time on his phone. And yet, there were those moments when he might build a carrier or a battle cruiser, and it would look so cool down there on his screen. As he piloted that warship, he would feel like he was doing something important. Sure, it was just an escape from the monotony of waiting in line or maybe for something to cook. Even though it was just a collection of pixels and a few pieces of data hidden away in the central processor on his phone, he still cared about the ships. If he messed up and they got destroyed, there would be that clenching rush of pain along the back of his neck and deep within his stomach.

But Nika was so much more than a digital sprite; he could touch her. Just as importantly, she could touch him. This girl could grab him and hold him down.

As his pulse sped, he continued to maintain that stoic expression. Maybe the corners of his mouth twitched, and perhaps his lips flattened into an angry line, but he couldn't control those reflexes. And now she stroked his backside.

She could start spanking him at any moment. If she did, it would signify her disappointment in him.

"Last chance…"

Isaac should have smirked, laughed, and snorted with disdain. Last chance? Really? Her threat sounded so juvenile! It was the kind of remark a parent might offer a child.

"I'm sorry," he sputtered out. The moment he uttered those words, the guilt abated. The regret dissipated, and it felt like he was making the right choice. "Yes, please. Please, put the chastity cage on me. Please!" Deep down, he knew that he was surrendering; he understood exactly what this might cost him, yet he still couldn't stop. The adrenaline pulsed through his body, shame wracked his brain, and he knew he should stop.

But it was so much easier to succumb and surrender.

"Good boy," she said, cooing those words down at him. At the same time, she brushed her fingers down from his collar, along his spine, all the way to the small of his back. With those quick, light touches, she reinforced his decision. "Keep going. Keep going like a good boy."

"Please, please lock me up."

"And why should I do that?"

This wasn't fair! It wasn't right!

But between his various programming sessions, he lacked the strength to resist. At some point, did it simply seem foolish to try to fight back when he knew that these women would be able to wear down his defenses? With one programming session after another, they could twist his perspectives. They could show him what the world was going to be.

Before he got into that rideshare, Isaac never would have envisioned a scenario like this. It should have been completely impossible. Women couldn't take over. It was a ridiculous notion. He could have pointed to the different police forces, the militaries, and all of the wealth and power controlled by men. Those advantages couldn't be stripped away, not in just a few months or years. And even then, it was easy to picture some wild, global civil war where humanity tore itself apart as the women attempted (and would probably fail) to take control.

But now, he saw what the schools could look like. He understood what the sporting events could be. He had listened as women debated whether or not male suffrage should be ended. All of this pushed down his natural instincts for defiance and disobedience. In their place, he wanted to please her. She was a woman, so he had to do what she said.

Maybe it was ridiculous; maybe someone else who had never endured this kind of training would think that he should have been able to fight longer or harder. But then, they had no idea how effective an alluring creature like Nika could be. If Isaac had stepped outside at that particular moment, he wouldn't have been able to run or even stand up straight. Instead, the moment he saw a woman, he would need to crouch down onto his knees, to cross his wrists behind his back, and to acknowledge her authority. Maybe she would pat him on the head and tell him he was a good boy. Perhaps she would stroll right by him and ignore him completely. Either option would be her prerogative, and he wouldn't have any right to criticize her.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to succumb again, "Please, I'm a boy. I'm a foolish, arrogant, aggressive boy. I'm a boy, and boys need to be trained. Males need to be put in their place. Please, lock me in chastity. Remind me that I'm not allowed to control my own body."

"You're making excellent progress," she said before he flinched as it clicked and reverberated through his body. She locked him up again.

This time, he opened his eyes, and he didn't think about stretching his arms out above his head because he already knew what his fingertips would find: the bars of his cage. Naked, he instead tried to move his arms. The metal shackles weren't locked around his wrists this time. He could enjoy a modicum of freedom, meaning he could decide how he wanted to position himself or whether or not he wished to roll over like a dog in his crate.

Within the first four seconds, the desires within his body awoke all over again. He reached down between his legs, and his fingers traced the smooth material encircling his scrotum, plus the tube that imprisoned his shaft. Almost immediately, he thought back to Nika. He only needed to recall her voice before his shaft tried to harden.

More than anything, he needed to stop. He had to push those thoughts aside. He could have focused on his breathing, counted, or thrown his thoughts in any random direction. Instead, he pictured some random, beautiful woman. She would have long black hair, bangs that framed her face, and she would wear glasses. In his fantasy, she would be wearing dark red panties and a matching bra.

Normally, he could try to take control in his imagination.

This time, he automatically and immediately pictured her snapping her fingers and pointing down to a floor made of black marble. Like a good boy, he would crawl up to her. Then he would nuzzle her feet, her ankles, and her thighs. He wouldn't dare lick her, not without permission, but his intent would be obvious.

Even in his fantasy, he would feel the tug and weight of his chastity cage between his legs. It would serve as a constant reminder of female authority. On the basis of her sex, this woman would be able to own and control him. She could decide whether or not he needed to be strapped down, leased, or gagged.

But then he pictured her sitting on the edge of a mahogany throne padded by red velvet. Like a queen, she would spread her legs, lean forward, and her eyes would twinkle with amorous delight.

She could slide out of her panties, toss them forward, and let the warm satin land against the curves of his head. Maybe he would even be able to scent the first hints of her arousal.

"Come to me, boy," she could say. In his fantasy, her voice sounded a lot like Nika's. Or maybe it was someone else, someone he used to know…

As a well-trained servant, slave, or pet, he would scamper forward on his elbows and knees. Then he would slide his cheeks along her inner thighs, and he would serve her. She wouldn't need to think about it, nor would she have to worry about him or his desires. For a very long time, both women and men have been frustrated by the competing urges. How much should one indulge in their own fantasies and pleasure? How much time, effort, or affection did their partner require?

This woman, like all females, could simply relax and take what she wanted. Maybe he would lick her for a few minutes, and that would be enough to satisfy her. Perhaps she would keep him in this position for a longer period of time. It could go on for hours if she felt like it…

Without thinking about any of those considerations, he would lick her. He would glide his tongue up and down the length of her pussy. He would lap at her sex like a thirsty dog. He would give her everything he had, and he would concentrate hard.

Before the advent of female supremacy, lots of guys refused to go down on the women in their lives. Obviously, that option has been stripped away. Just as importantly, there were other men who considered themselves to be excellent lovers. Why? They would go down on her girlfriends and wives for a few seconds. It would be like, "Lick-lick, okay, I'm done!" Almost as bad, those men would be proud of themselves, like they thought they had accomplished something important. Without realizing it, they'd be just as selfish as the other guys out there who focused exclusively on their own urges.

Licking just once or twice also wasn't an option.

As he pleasured her, she didn't have to think about this boy at all. She could simply revel in the movements of his tongue: up and down, left and right, swirling spirals, and clever stars. Not only that, he would focus on her movements, on the sounds she made. She didn't have to do it for his benefit. He concentrated the whole of his effort, all of his focus on the movements of her body as he attempted to pleasure her.

If he failed, he would be punished.

Back in the real world, Isaac opened his eyes. He blinked a couple of times, and that's when he turned his head slightly, only to jump back as much as the cage allowed. He banged his shoulder against the metal bars.

"Nika?"

"Hi," said a girl. She wore a red, thin dress with a white shirt underneath. She stood off to the side with her back pressed against the wall.

"You're not Nika," he said.

"Nope," she replied with a little pop of her lips. Her eyes crinkled slightly, she glanced over at the door. Isaac immediately got the impression that she was nervous, only he couldn't understand why. She was a woman. That meant she had all of the power in that room. He was a boy, so he had none of it. With a quick wave of her hand, she said, "My name is Becky."

"Becky?" He said her name like he might have trouble pronouncing those syllables.

Pushing herself away from the wall, she stepped forward. She had slender legs, and a petite build, and she tilted her head to the side, letting the light shine off of her hair as she did so.

"Can I ask, who are you?" He was surprised by that timid note of uncertainty in his voice. At the same time, he kept thinking that this girl had to be some kind of trick. This was a game, right? And yet, he couldn't feel the weight of the VR headset over his face. It may have seemed bizarre and strange, but this was definitely real.

"I already told you," she said at last. "I'm Becky. To tell you the truth, I was just really curious about this." From there, she started to step around his cage. She kept her eyes aimed down at the prone male as she studied him.

After a few more seconds, embarrassment blazed along his skin. Except for the collar around his neck and the chastity cage between his legs, he was completely naked.

"What are you doing here?"

"Exploring," she said.

"How old are you?"

"Why?" she answered. At a glance, he could tell she had to be at least eighteen, maybe nineteen or twenty. She was one of those girls who exuded this vivacious strength, only he couldn’t guess a specific number. It didn’t matter, he decided, especially because she was his only option—his only hope for escape.

It didn't matter if he had more experience or education on his side. Isaac already knew that he would bow his head before her.

No. Although there had been those moments of defiance before, he realized something. This girl, whoever she was, probably didn't belong here. When he first saw her, she had seemed nervous, especially when she glanced over at the door.

It seemed impossible, but maybe this facility had some kind of law and security system. Maybe she knew someone who worked here, or perhaps she had simply wandered in. It struck him as improbable, but it was a big world, which meant strange, random occurrences could happen from time to time. Maybe, finally, the universe had decided to smile down on him.

She continued to walk around his cage, her eyes shining with delight. Then she stopped in front of him, and she crouched down. She bent the arches of her feet and knees as she rested her hands against her thighs.

Was she studying him? Was she examining him?

"What is this?" Becky asked. "What's going on? Are you a criminal or something?"

Isaac peered right back at her. It seemed impossible that this girl could be here, but he knew this might be his one and only opportunity. He had to take advantage of it! He sucked in a fast breath between his teeth, and the air felt cold against his gums, right until that moment when he told her, "No, I'm not a criminal."

Before he could add anything else, she raised an eyebrow and smirked at him. "If you're not a criminal, then why are you here?" This girl was young and cute; she probably could have been a model. There was something coquettish about her, especially when she was crouched forward like that. Worse, he could feel her gaze slide along his body.

Something may have intimidated her, but it wasn't Isaac.

Out in the regular world, girls like Becky could be intimidated by guys all the time. At least in places where men were still treated like equals, guys could step a little too close or allow their gazes to linger for a little too long. Whenever that happened, the targets of their attention were always faced with these difficult questions. Should they confront the guy and tell him to back off? Would that work? Without provoking even worse reaction?

But here, Becky could enjoy herself.

Although he hated the comparison, Isaac felt a lot like a zoo animal. Out in the wild, maybe he would have been a threat. At that particular moment, she could watch for as long as she wanted. She could take him in at any angle, and there was nothing he could do.

But what if he could talk to her? What if he could get her attention?

"I don't know why you're here or if it was just an accident or whatever, but I need your help, Becky." When he used her name, he tried to push all of the seriousness he possessed into those syllables. He focused on utilizing his "boss" voice as he packed authority into his plea, "There's a woman here, Nika, and she's holding me against my will. I know this might sound crazy, but they're trying to brainwash me. I'm not a prisoner. I didn't commit any crimes, but I need your help. Please. Do you think a real prison would look like this?"

"You said they're trying to brainwash you?" She moved her head from side to side. "I don't know. That sounds kind of crazy."

"It is," he agreed, thinking it would be easier than trying to argue the point with this girl, especially since he didn't know anything about her. Right then, he decided he needed to be completely honest with her, "This facility is being run by a group that thinks they are superior to everyone else. They are trying to get me to believe it."

"Why you?"

"I don't know!" His patience slipped for a moment, but he managed to get himself back under control. "Please, you can help me get out of here."

"What group?"

"What?"

Becky studied him intently, "What group? You said this facility is being run by a group that thinks they are superior to everyone else, right? What group?"

Part of him wanted to lie to her, but he didn't think that would work. There was something about the intelligence shining in her eyes. She studied him like he was some kind of laboratory experiment. If he attempted to deceive her, she would be able to tell, and he would sacrifice any shred of trust he had been able to build up with her.

"Women," he said. "I guess they're calling themselves female supremacists?"




She watched him intently. She was waiting for more.

Inhaling slowly, he knew he had to continue, "Look, I know we don't know each other, but you have to believe me. The women here think that they are going to be able to take over. Along the way, they are probably going to hurt a lot of people. But if you help me out of this cage right now, we can escape together."

"Really? The women are going to take over?"

"That's what they think," Isaac said a little faster now. "They believe that men shouldn't have any rights. They think that men should be treated like slaves!" He grabbed onto the bars of the cage, and he pinched them tight between his fingertips. Obviously, he couldn't bend the bars, but it still felt good to vent some of his energy.

Behind him, the door opened. Isaac strained against the bars again, this time he tried to turn his head and to see who is standing there.

He expected to see Nika; instead, there was a woman in a dark blue uniform. It was tight against her legs and waist. On the left hip, she wore some kind of rod or baton. On the right hip, there was a pistol.

"Becky," said the woman, her tone chiding, "What're you doing here?"

"I got curious," said the girl.

"You got bored."

"Aunt Victoria, I just wanted to wander around and see what this place was really like."

"I told you I’m going to give you a tour."

"But would you have shown me something like this?" Becky asked as she pointed down toward the boy in the cage.

Her aunt pressed her lips together as she considered that question.

"Exactly," Becky continued. "What did you tell me before? This is where the future is being built? Okay. Cool. I wanted to see it."

"Did you talk to him?"

"I did."

Isaac felt like he should interject. There had to be something he could do or say, but what? Maybe he would have been able to convince Becky to let him out, but her aunt was obviously a female supremacist. She believed this boy belonged in the cage. Normally, Nika handled him, but there had to be humans on site, right? These would be the women who would take over in the event of some kind of emergency or catastrophe.

Yes, technology could be amazing, but glitches and bugs could always persist.

"And what do he have to say?"

"Nothing important," Becky replied.

Right then and there, Isaac had to hope. Trapped behind the bars of his cage, he couldn't affect the outside world, yet he wanted to believe that maybe this young woman had decided to help him, only she couldn't reveal this fact to her aunt. After all, Victoria would be able to lock down the entire facility, right?

Just as those hopes started to grow inside of his chest, the young woman brought her hands together behind her back and said, "Can I try to work on training him?"

Her aunt, Victoria, pressed her lips together. "Technically, we are supposed to leave him alone with the AI."

"Please? I already wandered in here. Doesn't that basically contaminate the experiment anyway?"

Victoria let out a slow sigh; it was the same kind of sound lots of adults made when dealing with teenagers. Then she pulled out her phone, tapped the screen, and asked, "Nika, please double check the record for the boy in this room. Specifically, has his owner left any instructions about how he is to be trained?"

There was a moment of silence as Nika processed the request, and then she replied, "Beyond total subjugation, no additional instructions have been left."

"Okay then," Victoria said as she stowed her phone in her pocket. "Have you ever played with one of these?" She pulled the baton off of her hip and held it out.

Becky took it, tested the way it fit the palm of her hand, and she swung it through the air like it was a sword. "No," she admitted. "But this is really cool." That's when she hit the button, and the spot between the two prongs at the end glowed a bright shade of blue with the snap of electricity.

"Hey, boy. How're you feeling?" Becky asked him.

Isaac didn't—couldn't—answer.

She was young, which meant she was supposed to be timid and uncertain, especially in a place like this. And yet, Becky stared down at him within the confines of his cage, and she carried the baton lightly, as though she had just been waiting for an opportunity like this. How could a device like that look so natural in her grip?

"You, you don't want to do this," he said, only his voice came out in a shaky stutter.

That's when she brought the baton up, and she touched it to the corner of the cage. At that moment, he instinctively retreated.

Bad move.

Isaac touched his shoulder to the other side of the cage, but electricity surged along the metal. It was connected from one iron intersection to the next until it snapped through his body. An explosive chilled pain made him jerk away from one side of the cage to the other, only she hadn't pulled the baton back, nor had she released her thumb from the trigger.

Another blast of pain hit him. It felt like getting shocked by his collar, only this was so much more intense. Parallel blossoms of pain made him clench his eyes shut even as his mouth was pried open by reflexes he could never hope to control. He cried out, dropped his head down, and panted for several long seconds.

When his vision cleared and when he dared lift his head again, he found that petite girl crouched down in front of him, just like before. She was studying him with that same bemused expression. "You know, just because you have more experience, that doesn't give you an advantage. In fact, I think it puts you at a disadvantage." She spoke clearly, crisply, and precisely. It was like she had practiced these words many times before.

"Ask me why," she casually instructed.

Isaac didn't speak fast enough, so she lifted the baton, touched it to the side of the cage once again. At this point, he thought he had pulled himself in, only to realize that his left foot was still making contact with the bars of his cage. Electricity hit him, snapping down through his toe, up his leg, and into the rest of his frame. His muscles locked, and he cried out again.

In the next moment, he managed to pull himself in, to make sure not a single inch of skin came into contact with any of the black metal that surrounded him.

"Ask me why," she said, a little sharper, a little faster this time.

"Why?" Isaac tried to spit out the word, only there was that frightened uncertainty ringing through his voice as he looked back at this girl.

In the world he had left before coming to this city, Isaac would have been able to intimidate her. A girl like Becky should have been a nervous and shy intern at his office. She should be scurrying around, fetching coffee and doing her best to stay out of the way. Even if she was allowed to attend any of the meetings, her biggest concern would be messing up.

Except that wasn't how it worked, not here, not now. Despite her youth and inexperience, she had her gender. Because she was a woman, she knew that she was his superior. At the back of his mind, he had to wonder how long it had taken to build up this kind of confidence. He thought back to that university program and how young women could be trained to see the boys around them as servants and slaves.

"I think, the more you get, the more locked down you become by your own experiences," she said it like this was a philosophical point. "So now, when the world is changing, you are weighted down by everything you have done. You can think back to your childhood, to your time and high school and college, all of your work experience. Back then, you were able to make your own decisions, right?"

He didn't know whether or not she truly expected answer this time, but he gave her one anyway. "Yes," he agreed faster than he intended.

"Exactly," she said. "But don't worry. I'm sure my Aunt Victoria and the other women here will be able to train you."

"I've never seen her before," he said. He intended that comment has some kind of rebuke, but Becky didn't seem fazed by it. "Oh? Are you getting trained by the AI instead? Are you getting trained by the same system that helps me buy stuff online?" The corners of her eyes crinkled, and her shining lips stretched into this wicked little smile.

A girl like her wasn't supposed to frighten him, yet he felt some of the moisture drain away from his mouth, and there was this tension at the base of his neck. He closed his eyes, dipped his head down, and said, "I think we’re done here." Just like that, he tried to dismiss her.

Becky laughed.

The sound of her enjoyment rang across the air, all while he stared at her. In that moment, he was tempted to reach out, to grab the bars, and to try to convince her to let him go. Obviously, it wouldn't work, not while her aunt was there as well, yet the urge remained. Instead, he had to pull in and make sure he didn't allow any of his skin to come into contact with the bars again.

Then Becky surprised him. She glanced over at her aunt, and Victoria did something. He heard the click of the cage, and at the front gate fell open.

"Out," Becky ordered.

Isaac refused obey.

"Out," she said again. "You don't want to make me say it again." As she spoke, she lifted the baton, and the blue glow of electricity snapped into existence for one, two, three seconds. Then she dropped it down, and the tip was pointed right at him. If she extended her arm just a little bit, she could deliver another painful blast of electricity.

Surprisingly, her expression shifted. She pouted at him, "You know, I don't like punishing you. I mean, as far as I'm concerned, you’re a boy. You're an animal. You don't really understand how the world works, so I'm here, and I'm trying to help you. I'm trying to educate you. You need to be trained. You need to be disciplined. This is good for you. In fact, by the time the women here are done, I'm sure you'll be down on your knees thanking them for all of the time and effort they put into you."

"That's never going to happen," Isaac said, only he couldn't help but remember those flashes of guilt he had experienced before. Could those responses be shaped and molded into gratitude?

No. This was slavery!

He wanted to make those points. He yearned to growl back at her with fiery indignation.

Isaac couldn't do it. He sucked in a breath, and then he held it. His lungs refused to push that air out if it meant defying this girl.

She was just a girl! Again and again, he thought about how she was supposed to be off at some college debating esoteric points of philosophy, sociology, or psychology. She was supposed to be off in a dorm room, flirting with guys and trying to figure out exactly what she would wear to her next party with her friends. Instead, she crouched in front of him, and her eyes shined with that mischievous enjoyment of knowing she would win.

"Come out here and apologize," Becky ordered as she jumped up onto her feet. "Crawl out here and apologize," she added.

When she hit the button on the baton again, he flinched when he saw the blue electricity. It glowed like something from a novelty shop. His heart hammered in his chest, and this cold chill ran down his back. If the baton touched him, it would burn.

Knowing this, he forced himself to move.

"There we go," she said. "Good boy. That's right. Crawl out here."

Within seconds, he found himself at her feet.

"Aunt Victoria, you never told me how much fun this could be!" Becky said.

Tentatively, Isaac turned his head and glanced over at the other woman. She was braced off to the side as she leaned against the wall. She had her arms crossed over her chest, which made her seem impatient. At first, this gave Isaac a taste of hope, like maybe the guard would decide this was too much. She could demand that Becky leave.

Just as quickly, Victoria crushed that possibility. "It's very rewarding," agreed the other woman. "Personally, I think this is something every girl should get the opportunity to do. They should visit the factories and interact with the chattel."

Chattel.

That word steeped into him, only then Becky seemed to make up her mind. "I want to see you do some tricks for me."

"Tricks?"

"Correct," she said with the precise tone of a professor talking to her students. "Let's see what you can do, boy. Let's have some fun!" Although she was still holding the baton, she clapped her hands together, and then she pointed to the middle of the room. "Crawl over there."

"I'm not going to obey you," he said. Again, he meant those words to come out as furious and defiant. This was supposed to sound like a battle cry, only he couldn't make his voice louder than a whisper.

Becky didn't care. She skipped forward it, brought the baton down in a flash of black, and pressed the tip to the side of his torso. For just a second, he felt the cool metal against his skin, and it wasn't so bad. Then she hit the button, and electricity flared through him.

He stumbled back, falling. His shoulder blades made contact with the floor first, and then his vision cleared. As he stared upward, he didn't see anything at first. Then there was her outline, and he had this bizarrely incorrect vision: set against the light, she looked a lot like an angel. It had to be the contours of her cheeks and the way her hair curved down toward her neck. Only then she lifted her foot and placed her shoe right there against his chest, right at his sternum.

Without thinking, Isaac tried to get up. It should have been easy, only she adjusted her weight, and she pinned him like he was a toy she had stepped on. "Where do you think you're trying to go?" Becky asked. "I didn't give you permission to get up."

Permission? He wasn't supposed to need permission!

And yet, he wasn't brave enough to say those words either. "Apologize."

"For what?"

Surprisingly, Becky shrugged and glanced off into the air as though it didn't really matter. "Apologize for messing up, for your defiance, for being a boy, whatever…" Then she looked down at him, and her gaze sharpened.

His breathing came faster, and he shivered, but there was still nothing he could do. This girl was in control.

Even if he managed to somehow grab the baton from her and shove her down onto the floor, the guard was still in the room, watching all of this. Although most of his attention remained locked on the young woman placed above him, he couldn't help but notice that little smirk on Victoria's face. She was enjoying this. She was savoring watching the next generation learn how to control a boy like him…

Becky jabbed the tine down against his shoulder without pulling her foot away. All at once, he called out, "I'm sorry!"

She hadn't even hit the button! There wasn't a flash of pain this time. His vision didn't get wiped away by that white-hot blur of electric agony.

"Keep going," she said.

With one quick breath after another, Isaac scrounged for the courage to resist her. And yet, there was a different, logical question that undermined everything he hoped to believe about himself.

Why?

Why should he defy her? Why should he continue to fight this young woman?

Inevitably, she would win. Because she had every advantage on her side, she would be able to break him. This didn't seem like some abstract concept or distant theory. It was a concrete reality, something he wouldn't be able to break. It wasn't just a question of her equipment either; this girl was having fun. He wished it would have been impossible, yet someone had awoken a sadistic streak in her.

Or maybe it wasn't even a question of cruelty. Perhaps, after all of her instruction and training, she really did see this as a way to improve the world. Like so many other young people, she saw the problems left to her by previous generations, and now she thought she had a solution.

"I'm sorry I tried to defy you," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm really, really sorry!"

"Good boy," she replied as she pulled her shoe away. Then she walked over to the other side of the room.

In that instant, Isaac really, really wanted to climb back up onto his feet. He wanted to straighten his back and tower over this young woman, only he couldn't do it. Something stopped him. He couldn't articulate it, not exactly.

Once she was where she wished to be, she stopped, turned back, and pointed to the spot in front of her. "Crawl over to my feet," she instructed.

Last time she gave him an order like this, he had to fight her, only to come to regret the choice. His throat constricted, but Isaac wouldn't make that mistake again. He crawled forward, hating the fact that he didn't get to pick between any good choices. Again and again, these women showed him how easy it was to constrain him, to lock him between a couple of possibilities, all of which were terrible. That's when he crawled across the floor, and he soon found himself at her feet.

"Nicely done," she said. "But you know, I think you can do better. Crawl across the room, touch your nose to that wall, and then scurry back here. You have five seconds."

His eyes widened with confusion. "Five," she announced. "Four…"

What would happen if he couldn't do it? What would happen if he messed up?

Punishment.

That obvious and inevitable answer popped into his head, so he spun around. In that moment, he really did feel like a pet. She had reduced him to the status of the family dog, so now he scurried across the floor. He wished he could just jump up onto his feet and cross the room in a couple of quick strides. Again, he experienced the frustrating slowness of actually crawling. He moved as quickly as he could, but it wasn't fast enough, especially because the bell-like chime of her voice continued to ring out. At some other place or time, he might have been able to appreciate the crisp beauty of her dulcet tones, "Three…two..."

Rushing on his knuckles and knees, he made it to the wall, he touched his nose to the surface, and then he spun around. He raced back toward her. "One...half...zero."

Right when she uttered that final word, he dipped his head down before her.

He had done it!

Or so he thought.

"So close," she said. "It's a shame you weren't able to touch the tip of your nose to the far wall." With her arms crossed over her chest, she clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side, like she felt really bad for him.

"Wait, what?" Isaac demanded. "No. I did it! I touched my nose to the wall just the way you wanted!" It had been a ridiculous demand, but he had done it! She had seen him do it! This time, he managed to sit up. Although he didn't dare rise onto his feet and stand like her equal, at least he managed to sit up like a person.

"Are you contradicting me? Are you contradicting your superior?"

The color dissipated away from his cheeks. He didn't need a mirror to know that his skin probably just turned a shade of white.

Isaac opened his mouth, only to close it one or two seconds later because he didn't know how he was supposed to answer. Every possibility seemed terrible, and that's when she touched the baton to the underside of his chin. "Answer me. Answer your superior."

His superior.

After a nervous gulp, he shook his head from side to side, "No. I'm not contradicting you."

"Then say it."

"I…" After another moment, he managed to speak, "I didn't touch the wall with my nose."

"No, you didn't," she agreed. "And that means you failed. When you fail to please the women around you, you need to be punished."

But he had touched it! He knew he had! Despite this basic truth, Isaac wondered if there had to be something more fundamental here. He sucked in a breath and considered what kind of power this would give her. Did she really expect him to deny the basic facts of reality if a woman contradicted them?

At a glance, he understood the answer. Yes.

He couldn't contradict a woman. He couldn't argue or disagree unless he wished to face punishment. It wasn't his place.; As a male, he was supposed to surrender. And as those thoughts ran through his head it, the collar buzzed with fresh electricity. Again, he couldn't feel it, but his thoughts were reshaped. In his mind, there was this delicious sense of warmth and acceptance. He simply needed to believe in her superiority. If he recognized that Becky, Victoria, Lauren, and every other woman he had encountered had always been his superior, then he could embrace that guilt of knowing he had tried to resist and argue. As a boy, he had so much to apologize for. He needed to plead for forgiveness.

Somehow, he shook his head from side to side. With his eyes shut, he didn't see her as she came closer. She brought up her foot, she braced her heel against his shoulder, and she pushed him down onto his back. Unable to resist, he fell into position, and now she reached down with the baton. She slid it along his right flank, then his left.

"You know, I really don't understand."

Isaac looked up at this beautiful girl with an uncertain gaze.

Becky continued, "Why didn't women take over before? I mean, I can understand why men had the original advantage. Go back a couple of centuries, and physical strength was still hugely important. In agricultural societies, success is probably based on how fast you could harvest wheat or grain or whatever." She said those last couple of words with undisguised disdain. Then again, this was a girl who seemed most comfortable at an automated facility where boys like Isaac could be sculpted into subservient chattel. "But once industrialization hit, women were expected to stay at home and raise the children, right? Shouldn't that have given them complete control?"

Isaac stared at her.

It was strange to hear this young woman lecture him, but she seemed to enjoy the thought process. She was working through these ideas, and she probably didn't care what he thought. He had become little more than a sounding board. When she talked down to him, she could have just as easily been speaking to her dog about some paper she had to write for an advanced class her canine could never possibly hope to understand. And yet, like a good pet, he continued to listen…

"Granted, the men went out and brought home their paychecks, but that kind of control should have only lasted for a generation or two. All across Western civilization, women were raising the children. Once that became the primary goal, women should have been able to take control. Their little boys should have learned to be respectful and polite. Those little boys should have learned that women are in charge, that women can take control. Besides, this is what men need."

"I don't need this," he protested, although his voice remained appropriately quiet. It didn't "really" sound like he was arguing with her.

Right away, she flipped out the tip of the baton, and she touched it to the underside of his chin. With just one swift movement of her thumb, she could light him up. She could send white jolts of pain running through his body. It could be a snap or an ongoing storm, something he couldn't escape until she permitted it.

"Tell me you need this."

He bit down. She seemed to be studying him, gazing down and gauging his reactions. She was attempting to figure out when he would break. Then she must've come to a conclusion because she kept her thumb off of the button...for now.

Whether he liked it or not, Isaac couldn't hold out. "I need this," he whispered those words. He kept his gaze down now. He studied the floor, yet he could still see her slender physique in his peripheral vision.

"What was that?" Becky asked with faux confusion.

"I need this."

"What was that? What do you need?"

She wasn't going to make this easy for him; she wanted to draw it out. More importantly, she wanted it to be explicit. Like a teacher helping her students to develop some complicated thesis statement for his paper, she would continue to press him as he refined the idea. She knew what he needed to say, only he had to be taught to admit it. He needed be instructed on how to embrace the truth, whether he could accept it right away or not. She was a woman, so she was smarter, and now she was helping him…

"I need this," he said, speaking louder now.

"And what is that? What do you need?"

Different answers rose to the surface of his thoughts, but he still glanced over at Victoria. The guard, however, just smirked and shook her head from side to side. No, she wouldn't help him. She wouldn't save him. From her perspective, this was probably a beneficial experience for both of them.

This gave Becky the opportunity to assert herself as a young woman. Just as importantly, she could work on a defiant boy in a safe context. At school, wherever she was educated, she was probably surrounded by boys who had already been trained.

Was that possible? Yes, Isaac decided almost instantly. He really wished he could believe that the images he had already seen had been simulated. Maybe those were nothing but actors, yet part of him suspected that there really was a hidden world out there, lurking just beneath the surface of the reality he knew. In that universe, a girl like Becky would be surrounded by boys, all of whom would understand their place. They would be raised in loving homes where they would be also trained to defer to the females around them. Little girls in the 1950s were taught to be obedient and subservient, sometimes implicitly, sometimes explicitly. Those exact same dynamics could be applied to the male half of humanity.

"What do you need?" Becky asked. She pulled up on the baton, forcing Isaac to lock his gaze on her lovely face.

"I, I need to be subjugated."

"Do all men need to be subjugated?"

"Yes?"

"Try again," she said. "And use complete sentences. I know they can be difficult for men. Boys just aren't skilled when it comes to articulation and communication, but that's okay. Do your best," she said with fake concern, like she really wished to make this as easy for him as possible.

"Yes, all men need to be subjugated," he said.

"Because deep down, you know that you’re inferior, don't you?"

In that instant, he closed his eyes for just a second or two. When he blinked, he envisioned a scenario where he might be able to jump up, grab her, and take her hostage. By nature, he wasn't a violent man, but he needed to get out of there, and maybe he could use this girl as a tool. No one would be willing to attack him if he could hold her just long enough until he got outside. And once there, in the open air, he could shove her back and sprint down the street until he found a police officer, a man with power or authority…

Then he opened his eyes again, and he saw something that felt like the truth because the collar's consistent scans detected that rush of defiance as different patterns of hormonal distribution and blood flow. Consequently, it delivered another subtle, undetectable brush of energy.

Guilt swarmed through his brain. He clenched his eyes shut as his brows creased, but he knew he had to tell her the truth. "Yes," he admitted. "Deep down, I know that I'm inferior." The remorse dissipated, and he looked up at her again.

That's when Becky glanced back at the guard, "Aunt Victoria, can I play with him? Can I really play with him?"

The guard didn't answer at first. Instead, she seemed to consider this.

He had already crawled around at this girl’s feet; what kind of other tricks did she have in mind? As Becky scurried across the room to go talk to the other woman, he dipped his head down and decided he didn't want to know.

Lifting herself up onto the tips of her toes, she started whispering to her aunt. The two women started speaking back and forth.

"I don't like the idea of leaving you alone," Victoria said.

"He's caged," Becky finally said a little louder. "You know what that does to the male psyche. He's going to be a docile, obedient slave."

"But he hasn't been fully trained," pointed out the older woman.

"It's okay," Becky reassured her. "I can handle him."

"I want to see him fully restrained first."

"Can I use your phone?" Casually, Becky held out her hand like this wasn't a big deal.

The guard considered this, ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth, and then she nodded to herself. When it came to decisions of responsibility, she could always be difficult, but Becky had demonstrated a lot of potential here. Besides, they were in the middle of a training facility. Was there really any chance a boy like Isaac Drake could escape?

Nope. None.

Victoria handed her niece the phone, the young woman pulled up the app with practiced ease, and said, "We were trained for this in Male Psychology."

"I'm glad to hear you're getting an excellent education at that private school of yours," Victoria said. "Good luck. And have fun."

Good luck? Have fun? What was that supposed to mean?

Becky has the app. With her eyes aimed down at the screen, Isaac wondered if this was the best opportunity for him. They were alone, and he could jump to his feet and pound. If he leapt forward, maybe he could wrap his arms around her and take her hostage just as he had fantasized.

No. It wouldn't work, he told himself. At least, he thought those ideas were his. It wasn't going to work because she was a woman. She would be faster. She had better reflexes; more importantly, they were still at the center of the facility. He was just one boy. Did he really think he could try to resist? No, it would be better for him to cooperate. She was a girl, so he had to do whatever she said. Obedience was the best option for him.

"Smart boy," she said as though she could guess exactly what he had been thinking. She slid her finger along the screen, and suddenly the cage retracted back up toward the ceiling. The shackles remained.

"Get in position," she said.

Before he even made the decision, he started to move. At first, he hated the idea of being helpless before her, only then this bitter laugh gathered at the back of his throat. He stifled it, of course, but there was still that twisted sense of humor because the shackles didn't really change anything. He was already helpless before this girl. Despite her lack of experience, she could make him do whatever she liked.

When he thought about her schooling, whatever that meant, and he realized something. Maybe she didn't know a lot about email etiquette, negotiating deals, or writing out memos, yet those old skills didn't mean anything in a world like this. Instead, she possessed a new skill set, the ability to take control of a boy like Isaac, while he had to catch up as he tried to learn what it meant to be an obedient boy.

Once he was back on the platform, he glanced down at the open shackles.

He started to brace himself on his hands and knees, just as he had done for Nika.

"No," she said. "I want you on your back."

He gulped, lowered his shoulder blades down onto the surface, and then he raised his hands. From there, he wasn't sure how he was supposed to get his ankles into position; the angles were wrong.

"It's cute when you look confused," she said. "Why are confused boys always so adorable?" This time, he was certain she didn't expect an answer, so he remained silent. "Anyway, try again."

She had a different icon on her screen, and the shackles moved. He hadn't known they could do that, but now they shifted position, and he lowered his ankles down. Suddenly, all four restraints closed around his limbs. His wrists and ankles were trapped, just as they had been for Nika. But this girl was different.

She was human…

For a second, he really wanted to believe that might make it better, like there would be this flash of mercy or sympathy in her eyes, and she would realize that she didn't want to torment him. Except she did...she really, really did.

She strolled up to him, rested her shoe right over his heart, and pressed down slightly. "I can feel your pulse even through my shoe and sock," she said with a quick little smile. "Now, how are you feeling?"

"Nervous. Ashamed."

"Let's unpack that," she said. Like lots of young women her age, she had a strong understanding of mental health. "First, we start with why you are nervous."

"You make me nervous," he confessed.

"Oh? Are you worried I'm going to punish you again? You know, every time you get disciplined, it's your fault, not mine."

Yeah, he had to know this was a terrible idea, yet he couldn't keep himself from asking, "What?" This question hissed out onto the air.

Because there wasn't a hint of defiance in his voice, only shock and surprise, she decided not to use the collar or the baton. Instead, she took this opportunity to educate the boy, "Yes. If you think about it for even a second, you can tell that each time you get punished, it's your fault, not mine. Boys only get punished when they are disobedient or step out of line."

"What? You never feel vindictive or cruel? You never punish a boy just because you can?"

She smirked, "Fair question, but no. Every time I punish a boy, there's a good reason."

He sucked in a breath because he needed to tell her that she was wrong; he had to accuse her of lying. Obviously, she punished the boys around her whenever she wanted. She saw it has her prerogative, as her right as a female. But if he uttered those words, then he really would be earning a punishment, so he stayed silent.

"Even if a boy hasn't done something right then and there, I'm sure there have been lots of mistakes he made that were never punished. So think of that as paying back a debt." She clapped her hands. "Now, we have established why are nervous. Why are you ashamed?"

Isaac instinctively pulled against his restraints. After so much time in the facility, he had to know it would be completely futile, yet he couldn't help himself. It was an animal instinct, something a few days of brainwashing couldn't alter. His muscles tensed, he flexed, and he tried to pull free.

"Very cute," she said. "But I asked you a question."

He didn't want to answer her. He didn't want to give her the satisfaction of hearing his response. Right away, he knew what the truth was, so he just tried to deceive her instead. Guilt seemed to fill his lungs and make him feel almost like he was drowning, but he ignored that unwanted emotion. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut and said, "I’m ashamed because I should be able to get out of here."

With his eyes closed, he couldn't see her reaction. Only then, he heard her say, "Um, no."

No?

Opening his eyes, he stared back up at her. She still had her shoe pressed down against his chest. Now she slipped her foot underneath his jaw. She pressed down, and he could barely breathe. He still sucked in a breath and filled his lungs, but she said, "I can tell when you're trying to lie to me. You boys are always so transparent."

"I'm not lying!" Isaac protested.

"Yeah," she retorted casually, like that one word was enough to completely wipe away his remark. Her word counted; his didn't. It was as simple as that. Still, she decided to continue, "You're lying to me because you want to hide the truth. You boys have fragile male egos. You really think you're going to be able to get back to what you used to enjoy, but that's not how the world works. I'm sorry, but evolution doesn't go backwards."

She pulled her foot away. Right as she did, the shame burned through his body. Better, it morphed into hot anger. No, he still wasn't foolish enough to attack her or insult her. He understood how he would be punished for those types of mistakes, but he still had to do something. That's why he yanked against his shackles.

Only then she surprised him. She lifted her skirt, plucked at her panties, and he didn't know whether or not he should look. Beyond the questions of etiquette, he yearned to see the curves of her legs, not to mention that triangular hint of her panties. His breathing, in his throat, and she laughed at him, "That's why you're ashamed," Becky told him. "There's so much you want to believe about yourself and the man you thought you could be. Maybe you own the business or worked as a police officer or something like that. You thought you had power. Hell, guys who work as copy boys think they should be the heroes of their own lives. That's the worst lie men were taught. For so long, women were taught to be subordinate, like we were just supposed to help the guys. Nope. Things are better now. We are in charge. Every story has a heroine, and every boy gets to be a side character. Like right now, you're going to use your clever mouth to pleasure me."

"No…"

"Yes," she said, nodding like he needed the help understanding this difficult concept. That's when she straddled him. Spreading her legs, she straddled his chest, leaned forward, and she braced her palms down against the floor even as she started to rub her sex against his lips.

It all happened so fast! Feeling like he could barely keep up, he inhaled. As he did so, he inhaled the aroma of her arousal. Worse, that scent triggered some ancient or primitive instinct in his body, and his shaft twitched.

This girl wants me to pleasure her. Because she's in charge, I should do it. She's in charge, and I have to obey. Due to the programming he had already endured, those thoughts automatically tumbled through his head, yet he still tried to hold them back. Instead, he tried to concentrate on other words and phrases. No. I'm not going to do this. I don't care. I don't care about how good it would feel. I don't want to hear her pant. I don't want to hear her moan! Besides, she would just get off and leave me here.

Intellectually, he made a decision. Despite all of the urges and instincts locked beneath the surface of his skin, Isaac wouldn't want this girl to get him off. She was too cruel, too playful, too juvenile. She reveled in the ease with which could control him.

Despite the conscious decision, she reached back, and she slid her nails along his flank. She scratched him over his rib cage, down toward his stomach, then along his side. As she touched him, fresh urges ran through his body, especially when she told him, "We both know I'm going to break you so we both know I'm going to win. You don't stand a chance here, boy. You should surrender right now. Make the right decision. Go on. Make the right decision."

She sounded surprisingly patient. Granted, he was far more frustrated by her tone of voice. It was that patronizing, condescending, instructional note.

Make the right decision.

Isaac couldn't understand why, but those words triggered something within him, so he tilted his head up just a tiny bit, and then he yielded. Like a good boy, he slid his tongue up and along her pussy. In the next moment, the flavor of her excitement flared along his taste buds. He tried to hate it.

The collar rewarded him with this burst of amazing satisfaction. It was the contentment of knowing he was in the exact right place at the exact right time. As a boy, this was where he belonged. Sure, this random girl he didn't really know had decided to play with him, but that was her right. It was her prerogative, and he could only find happiness by pleasing her. When a woman gave him a command, he had to obey. He needed to be ready and attentive; he had to be prepared to serve at any moment.

"Yes!" Becky hissed out the word as his tongue played along her crevice.

She pushed her way down against him. Yes, the shackles kept him trapped, but the weight of her body seemed to serve as another psychological reminder. She was on top of him; she was superior, and so he belonged down on his back or on his knees.

She rubbed her slit against his mouth, and he continued to lick. Sharp, ragged flames of shame burned beneath the surface of his flesh as he enjoyed this. He tried hard to hate it, yet that sense of warm satisfaction continued to glow through his body.

Every few seconds, he tugged against his restraints or tried to turn his body to the side, but she simply used him. He couldn't stop.

At one point, Isaac tried to make the conscious decision to pull his tongue back between his teeth. He could have pushed it up against the roof of his mouth or maybe toward the edges of his teeth. Instead, he continued to make those sweeping, swiping motions. He pleasured her as he licked at her most sensitive spot. Within seconds, she commanded him, "Go deeper. Go higher!"

And he obeyed!

Just as she expected, he surrendered to her authority. She bent his will, and he serviced her.

She continued to ride his face for one minute, two, three, four, five. Every second dragged by for this boy. He writhed beneath her as he contemplated what this meant for her. He kept his eyes shut, yet the afterimage of her face continued to glow against his senses.

As he licked, he felt the contours of her clit. There was that swollen nub as he pleasured her, flicking up the tip of his tongue, moving forward, back, up and down.

He licked her without thinking. Yes, he still concentrated and focused on her, yet his awareness drifted away. It felt a lot like driving; he knew where he was going, and he paid attention to the road, but his mind went elsewhere.

Lauren.

He thought of his old business partner, and he wondered what she would have thought of him. Next, he started thinking of Cynthia, a girl he had flirted with back in college. Then there was that other young lady he had dated right after graduating: Amy.

Without trying, he pictured these young women, and he imagined them circling around, watching and laughing, triumphant in their supremacy as women. He flexed his fingers, and he tried to pull free. There was no escape for this boy. He attempted to kick out, but the shackles wouldn't budge. He didn't know precisely how they were secured to the floor, yet it didn't matter. They had him, and so they could use him.

In that moment, Becky chose to play with him. The sounds of her panting, of her moaning rippled out onto the air and vibrated through his body.

Perhaps, at some other place or time, he would have freely offered to service her. But as she continued to take him, there was nothing he could do about it, and they both knew it.

For her, that had to be a big part of the satisfaction. She had this man, and he might squirm or fight, but she was destined to win.

"That's right," she called out. "Keep licking. Lick. Lick, boy! Make it feel good for me. Make me enjoy this! Yeah, you know where you belong, don't you! You belong on your back! You and all of the other boys should be strapped down and ridden hard just like this!" She kept talking, only now the words sputtered into one frantic gasp after another.

She tensed, threw her head back, let her hair splash against her shoulders, and then she pulled away.

Adorably, she jumped up onto her feet, and Becky swayed for a few seconds.

He opened his eyes, and he glanced at her. With her skirt falling back down around her thighs, she looked pretty normal. Yes, he was obviously a sex slave in his restraints and with the collar around his neck, but Becky could enjoy herself. Now, she smoothed out her skirt, and then she looked down at him.

"Did you enjoy that?"

"No!"

"Poor boy," she said. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes glowed with barely contained desire. It was obvious that she had something in mind, something she craved.

She had already punished him. She had already used his mouth. What else did he have?

"I think you deserve a reward," she said.

Instantly, his body turned rigid, and his shaft tried to expand. His instincts gripped him as the excitement rushed down between his legs, but he still managed to shake his head from side to side. "No," he too said definitively. Later on, locked away in his cage, maybe he would hate this. Maybe he would think back to this moment with nothing but bitterly acidic regret, yet he needed this young woman to understand that she couldn't defeat him.

Succumbing to her authority was one thing, especially when she had her phone, the baton, the collar locked around his neck and the chastity cage between his legs. But if he allowed himself to enjoy his captivity, and then she and all of the other women would know that he could be worn down. He could be taught to enjoy this. And once he enjoyed captivity, there really would be no escape.

Perhaps that was the most nefarious kind of imprisonment, he reflected in an instant. If a captor could convince her prisoner to stay put, then she would win. Just as importantly, she would teach him that he didn't deserve any kind of freedom or liberty. If he was a boy who could enjoy his enslavement, then that meant he had no right to the rest of his life. He really would belong down on his knees, just like a trained pet.

The cock lock disengaged.

At first, Isaac didn't even understand what just happened, but he lifted his head, stared down along the length of his body, and that's when he saw the device start to move. His cock hardened, lifting the cage upward. Then she slipped her hand down, and she pulled the tube off of him. His body finished the process, and now his rigid shaft pointed up towards the ceiling.

No, no, no, he told himself. This couldn't be happening!

Very carefully, like she was worried about breaking equipment, she set aside the different components of his chastity cage. From there, she reached down.

"Don't you dare!" Isaac practically shouted those words, only to watch as she reached one hand to knead his balls. He tried to hate this, only she was giggling at him.

"What's wrong? You look surprised?"

"You, you're touching me…" He knew that wouldn't be enough, so he added, "You're touching me just like her."

Nika. He was thinking of the AI and what she had done to him.

"Of course," she said. "This is all based off of training. What else do you think we talked about in Male Psychology? Of course we need to know how to stimulate boys like you."

His brows tightened with confusion. "But why?" Isaac demanded. Then she reached down with her other hand, and she stroked him. Her fingers tightened around his cock, and it was almost enough to get him off. Almost.

He fought back the urge to climax, if only to demonstrate his resolve. Then again, if he had known what this girl was planning, then maybe he would have tried to come right there. But no. He was stubborn. He was foolish.

"Why would you want to know how to pleasure us?"

"Because manipulation is easier when you can push your boy's buttons. Like right now, I bet I could get you to say whatever I want."

"No!"

"You sure about that? Because we did that nice little interrogation before." She made her bottom lip tremble with mock frustration as she teased him, reflecting everything he had experienced, "You told me all about how you're so ashamed and nervous. You told me how you couldn't help yourself. Face it, Isaac Drake, I can do whatever I want with you."

That exact thought had jumped across his mind again and again, but he didn't want to admit it.

"Is it frustrating to know that all around the world, women are learning to touch boys just like you?"

He tried to bring his legs together. Like some dainty little lady from another generation, he wished he could cross his knees, hide his cock and balls, and pretend that none of this was happening. The girl, however, continued to stroke him, to touch him and tease him, sending fresh ripples of pleasure and need all along his body. As she said, she knew exactly what she was doing.

Still, Isaac wished he could deflate some of her confidence and strip away some of that female arrogance. Staring up at her, he growled back, "You don't know what you're doing."

"Oh?" Becky chortled. "Is that what you think?" Pressing her lips together, she reached down, and she teased him. She stroked and massaged him, fondling him. With every caress, she sent fresh waves of need roiling through his body. Just as Nika had done, she demonstrated her mastery over the male form. Along the way, she told him, "So, right. This is what you want. You’re just like all of the other boys. Just like them, you can be teased and tricked and manipulated. Throughout human history, men have been terrified of women. Even when you were in control, you were scared of what we could do." The corners of her eyes crinkled with mischievous delight, "And now, you know you were right to be scared, weren't you?"

Her question hung on the air right until the moment when she yanked her hands back.

He twisted to the left, then to the right. Desperately, he needed to bring his hands down between his legs so that he could just squeeze. With one or two soft movements, he would have been able to climax. The heat and pleasure would have exploded through his body. His member would have pulsated with wild, ecstatic satisfaction.

Instead, he was stuck on his back, trapped.

Then she watched him over the next couple of seconds, the next couple of minutes, as his member remained to stiff, yet some of the desire faded away.

"Okay," she said. "Now that I've proven my point, I think I'm ready to take you."

His eyes widened. He stared up at her.

Before he could think about the wisdom of this remark, he shouted out just one word, "No!"

"Volume," she said, wagging his finger in his direction. She had never pulled her panties back up, so now she grabbed onto the edges of her skirt, and she stood over him. At first, his eyes were drawn to her ankles, her shins, her knees and her beautifully slender and muscled thighs. She moved with the easy grace of a dancer, only then he made the mistake of meeting her gaze.

"I'm going to ride you, boy," she promised.

True to her word, she dropped down. Then she stopped as she braced her weight on her knees. From there, she pinched the tip of his cock between her fingers and thumb. Then she used him.

He arched his back and squirmed. His muscles tightened all over again. By now, a different kind of exhaustion had gripped him, but she continued to use him. She used the tip of his cock to rub her sex. Then, once she was ready, she lowered herself down.

"You, you can't do this," he said over and over again.

Becky proved him wrong.

She lowered herself down and enveloped him. She arched her back again, tensing up for a moment. With her chin raised into the air, she closed her eyes and let out a little gasp of primal satisfaction.

"I want you to know," she explained, "this is about so much more than just sex. Yeah, the physical stimulation is nice or whatever, but it's what I see in your eyes. It's knowing that you, as a boy, are being enslaved right now, by me. After this, you might go back to the AI. But you’ll always know that I took you. Why? Because I could. No matter what else happens to you, some part of you will always belong to me."

"No, that's not true," he whimpered, but she just laughed.

Isaac flashed back to those moments of masculine power earlier in his life. He contemplated winning some random basketball game in the fifth grade, asking a girl out in middle school, running a track meet in high school, taking this amazing photo in college and turning in for an A (the only perfect score in his class). Then there was that moment when he knew he would be able to take the company. With just a few signatures, he had demonstrated his mastery over the business world.

Each of those memories seemed to fracture and flake away. He kept his eyes closed as he tried to throw himself into some other moment, like maybe he could lose himself to the details of the power he once possessed.

"Look at me," she commanded. She grabbed his collar and pulled. She slid her fingers beneath the band and tugged. Obediently, he stared up at her. He could see the curves of her breasts, her cleavage, the slender lines of her neck, and the way the light played against her hair. "Keep looking, boy," she demanded.

At this point, Becky didn't tease or taunt her captive. She didn't need to.

With each moment, she slid up and down. The walls of her pussy tightened around his circumference, but he still tried to hold out.

He could do it.

Later on, he would almost assuredly regret it with every fiber of his being, especially once he had been locked back up in the chastity cage. He had no illusions about what the future held for him.

Even so, he still resisted the urge, right until that moment when she stretched forward. With his cock still wedged in trapped firmly between her legs, she bent down, pressed her lips to his, and maybe he tried to push her away, but it was a futile gesture. She had access to his naked skin, and he couldn't use his arms or his hands, not while the manacles kept him locked down in place, precisely where these women wanted him.

She kissed him hard, pressing her lips to his. She nibbled into his bottom lip, biting down, almost hard enough to draw blood.

Their tongues danced against one another.

As he yielded, Isaac lost all control. He couldn't think. He couldn't breathe. Everything became distorted. Time seemed to slow down, and he felt addicted, drugged, and helpless before her. She ran her hands along his chest. Those light, tantalizing caresses contrasted with the way her nails scratched across his flesh.

Then she pulled away, she tightened down, and that's when he lost control, just as she knew he would. She called out, "Come for me, boy!"

A few seconds sooner or later would have made a huge difference; Isaac could have held onto the notion that he was still in control of his destiny, that he could still influence how events played out. This girl, despite her inexperience, showed him the truth.

With each moment and every motion, she drained him. He could feel that delicious throbbing as he lost control to the orgasm. When he came, he lost control completely. He felt like he couldn't move his arms or legs. Everything happened automatically. Yes, this facility was managed by an AI, yet she had turned him into a puppet.

Then she finished with him while Isaac closed his eyes.

She would get up and leave, right?

Instead, he thought he felt her kiss him on his forehead, right above his brows, but it could have been his imagination.

He didn’t see Victoria again.

Nika entered the chamber and wiped him down before sliding the chastity cage into place.

At first, he could almost forget that she was a machine, only then she told him, "Obedience protocol initiated. Tell me that you are going to be a good slave."

This seemed less sophisticated than everything else he had experienced at the facility, so he just looked up at her. The confusion gripped him, but he decided that he wasn't going to break. Yes, a girl like Becky could play with him, but he would fight this.

Every time he gave up another slice of his dignity, he could feel that urge to rebel grow stronger. He almost smiled as he thought about that political question. A foreign power could invade another country and squeeze tight with tanks, soldiers, money, and influence. And yet, the harder they fought to impose their oppressive regime, the more the local population might resist.

In this scenario, Isaac knew he definitely counted as the underdog. This idea also tempted him to smile.

Instead, he stared back at Nika. Her form was beautiful. Whoever designed her had done an amazing job with the curves of her body, the texture of her hair, and the features of her face. Even if there was something about those smooth contours that seemed not-quite-real, she didn't fall into the uncanny valley. If there was anything disturbing about her, it was just the power she wielded over him.

Several seconds elapsed as those thoughts danced behind his eyes.

Then his collar activated.

A shot of electricity hit him.

"Tell me that you are going to be a good slave," she said with that digitized intonation.

"No," he replied. This had to be foolish. He just got shocked. He was going to provoke another dose of pain, but Isaac didn't care. After everything that happened with Becky, he needed to believe he could win, just once.

Besides, didn't every second of defiance count as some kind of victory? These women probably wanted him to be tamed right away. This was a factory; they were searching out efficiencies. Perhaps he could show them that taking over wouldn't be viable. It was a nice thought, but then he endured the inevitable.

Nika or another automated protocol within her programming triggered the next burst of electricity. The electrodes flared, sending that rush of pain along his skin. He tensed up. He bit down, shut his eyes, and tried to hide.

"Continue obedience protocol," she said. "Tell me you are going to be a good slave."

A good slave.

At first, he thought he would hate those words, only then he felt this familiar tingle deep within his core.

A good slave…a good boy…

Weren't those really the same thing?

Isaac hated coming to that conclusion, but the different pieces fit together, and he knew that she could do whatever she wanted with him. His theory from before, making this facility less efficient, suddenly sounded juvenile and ridiculous. Of course, these women were going to succeed. They were going to win because they had money and power. Just as importantly, the men around the world weren’t united. If these women concentrated together and worked as a unit, then they would be unstoppable. While the boys of the world bickered and argued about whether or not such a conspiracy could even exist, the women would take one boy after another. He would go through this place or another one like it. Over the course of a week, he would give up his independence.

He would be ready for delivery.

Nika may have been a robot, but Isaac would be the product. He and the other boys like him would be delivered like any other asset.

If he embraced his position, it would be a lot easier. He wouldn't have to struggle. He wouldn't have to fight. He could surrender. He could yield to her authority.

Whose authority? It wouldn't be Nika, he reminded himself.

But then another answer seemed to click into place. It would be his owner.

He didn't know her name.

Could it be someone from his past life? Maybe it would be a friend, a coworker, or even a family member…

He tried to clench his eyes shut, only Nika crouched down and touched the underside of his chin. That soft, surprisingly human gesture contrasted with the automated tone, "Tell me you are going to be a good slave."

"I'm going to be a good slave," he promised.

"Again," she instructed.

"I'm going to be a good slave!"

When he practically shouted those words, he meant to sound angry and defiant, only that didn't make any sense. Then again, he didn't know how to comprehend that sense of warm satisfaction and relief that ran through his body as he yielded to her command.

Sometimes, the training was quick and efficient. It might mean just a few words from his part. Occasionally, Nika had him crawl out of his cage or the shackles opened, and he could move around on his feet. There were those times when she lifted her hands and told him to touch her.

The first time that happened, Isaac had to look up at her and confess, "I don't understand."

"Touch me," she commanded.

The confusion must've been obvious on his face. At least he didn't get punished for his reticence. Only then, she cocked her head to the side, and there was this mechanical, alien expression on her face. Maybe it was the way she stared down at him. Most of the time, it was difficult to remember that she was an artificial creation, but right then he knew he had to obey.

She would punish him mercilessly. There wouldn't be any qualms of conscience, no flash of regret through her psyche. Ultimately, he was the one who would have to choose whether or not he would misbehave. If he got punished, it would be due to his actions, his choices…

Tentatively, Isaac started to move forward. As he crawled toward Nika, he expected to get punished again. Maybe she would grab him, tackle him, and shove him down on the floor. She could smack her palm against his backside over and over. Or, without a gesture or a sound, she could trigger his electrified control collar. As he made his way forward, Isaac couldn't decide which one he would actually prefer.

Only then he came to her feet, and she said, "Massage my legs."

Currently, she was wearing black yoga pants. They were snug against her skin, and the texture looked soft. Still tentative, still uncertain, he pushed himself up onto his knees. Because he was so close, this position seemed somehow more subservient then being down on all fours. At least then, he could close his eyes or lock his gaze on the floor. Now, he instead found himself looking up along the length of her body as he reached out. Then he started to move his hands along the backs of her legs. He stroked and caressed her shins.

"Good boy," she said.

"Can you even feel this?"

"My sensors are very advanced," she replied.

He supposed that qualified as a good answer, yet he still had his doubts.

"Why am I doing this?"

"Should you ask a woman questions like that?"

A jolt of fear ran through his body. He still didn't understand his feelings, nor had he figured out that the collar was capable of altering his emotional responses. Yes, the device could only nudge his reactions, but it was often enough, especially considering the other factors involved in his training and ultimate subjugation.

As the fear raced along his skin, he wished he could be brave enough to ignore the tingling, the adrenaline, the sickening sense of dread that prickled his flesh. Instead, he stared up toward her face. She tilted her head down, and their eyes met right as he said, "I, I only wanted to ask because I'm trying to serve you to the best of my abilities."

There. He said it.

Normally, Isaac thought he only had two choices: compliance or disobedience. But now, he seemed to have discovered a third option. He could proactively yield to her authority. He could try to reframe his actions and behaviors as signs of his obedience.

Even as he spoke, however, Isaac experienced a twinge of guilt. It felt like he had just betrayed his sex by trying to justify his actions. At the same time, it was even worse since he couldn't tell whether or not this was an attempted manipulation, or maybe some part of him really did wish to serve her.

No, it couldn't be. Could it?

Was it possible?

He had spent several days here, at least. Over the course of that time, he sealed the alterations to his psyche. Manipulation was tricky, he understood. People could be malleable, flexible, and incredibly deceptive. They could even lie to themselves, so it was often difficult to understand how people functioned and what they were truly thinking or what they really believed. He couldn't help but think of the different sexists or racists out in the world who truly thought that they were being fair and egalitarian despite their ingrained beliefs about the inferiority of other people. It didn't have to be explicit…

"Are you lying to me?"

The sensors scanned his blood pressure, the temperature of his skin, and a dozen other variables. But then he looked up at her, and he said, "No. I'm not lying. I'm telling the truth."

She reached down and stroked him, running her fingers through his hair. Then she released him and ordered, "Seize my thighs."

Again, he obeyed. He slid his fingertips gently up at the fabric of her pants. As he did so, he thought about those other times when he had seen beautiful women walk around or run in pants like these. He thought of commercials where lots of women would be doing yoga, stretching and bending, flexing their arms or reaching outward.

"Stroke my buttocks," she commanded next.

Nervously, he gulped, glanced up at her, like he needed to see her nod again; otherwise, he would have wondered if this had been his imagination. His hands moved up toward her posterior, and he massaged her just as instructed. There was something about the soft, delicious heat of her frame, the way her synthetic flesh gave beneath his palms and fingertips.

I hate this. I should hate this because she's training me. They're trying to mess with me. They're trying to break me. They want to turn me into a slave. As hard as he tried, he couldn't provoke or stoke any kind of real rage. Since it had been a little while since his last severe punishment, he almost needed to cooperate.

"Massage my breasts," she said next.

What? Really?

His cock twitched in the chastity cage. He hated that familiar sense of denial, yet she had given him an order, and he didn't intend to get disciplined, not after everything he had done so far. It almost felt like playing a videogame, and he was on a winning streak. Perhaps it sounded silly, but he didn't want to mess up. He couldn't afford another mistake.

Breathing a little faster, he tried to approach this as some kind of professional question. He reached up, and then he asked, "May I stand?"

"I like how you're asking for permission," she told him. She brushed the back of her hand along his cheek; where he touched her, fresh tingles of sparkling pleasure danced along his face. "You may."

There was that buzz of satisfaction, and now he was on his feet. Tentatively, he reached out, and he began to fondle and knead her breasts. Although he had come into close proximity with her, he wasn't entirely sure what to expect. He could feel the stiffened points of her nipples underneath her blouse. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he tried to hate this, only his body responded again.

His shaft twitched and pressed against the confines of his chastity cage. It almost felt like his cock was begging for release, although both he and Nika had to know that was never going to happen. He couldn't remove it, not without her cooperation.

And that wouldn't happen anytime soon.

Even so, there was this hint of a smile along her lips.

"You're learning," she said.

"If you say so," he muttered.

"I do. Tell me. Are you learning? Are you learning to obey and behave?"

He pulled in a breath, held it, and waited. Yes, I am. That thought hit him harder and faster than he expected. It wasn't alone. Yes, I'm learning to obey. I'm learning to obey and behave myself. What does that even mean? It means that I know my place. I belong on my knees before this woman. She's my superior. She’s stronger and smarter. All women are stronger and smarter than me…Isaac waited for the inevitable counterargument. Across all of the billions of people in the world, he knew that he had to be smarter than some of the women.

And yet, what about in aggregate? At the same time, he thought about the joys of male privilege. He had used those advantages; no, he didn't think of himself as overtly chauvinist, but he didn't need to be. There were all of those fleeting instances where people deferred to him, where he could enjoy that extra little bit of credibility.

He remembered hiring his first employees, asking for that loan, negotiating for that office space…

In those moments, he wondered what would have happened if he had been female.

But now, he was standing before this woman, and he was allowed to fondle her breasts.

"Stroke the back of my neck," Nika ordered next. She pulled some strands of hair away, dipped her head down, and waited for him to comply.

With a nervous swallow, he leaned forward again, and he brought his hands up. He stroked the sides of her neck first before brushing his fingers just below her hairline.

"Do you enjoy doing that, Isaac?"

"Yes."

"Did you enjoy touching my breasts?"

"Yes," he said again. There was that little puff of air, that moment of acceptance and surrender. It felt good, like he had found his place.

"And what about now? Are you enjoying stroking my neck?"

"Yes," he said. Perhaps she was feeling petulant because he told her, "But I also know this is a waste of time."

"Oh?"

"You're not real," he said. "You're an AI."

"I exist, just like you," she said.

"You're a collection of ones and zeros," he retorted. With each breath, he knew he should stop. Seriously, this was a very bad idea. He was provoking the computer program that could punish him at any moment.

"And you're a collection of proteins and minerals." Nika let out a surprisingly human little purr before she continued, "If you're going to start arguing about sentiments, you're going to have a difficult time proving it. Philosophers have been struggling with the definition of mind, the distinction between soul and awareness, body and humanity for a very, very long time. I don't think you're going to be able to solve that problem, but you're welcome to try."

"I'm not a machine," he insisted.

"What is a machine but a tooled response to a set of variables? And hey, look at you right now. What are you doing? You’re stroking my neck for my amusement."

"You can't feel amusement. You can't feel anything."

"How do you know?" Nika replied. "How can you tell if anyone else can feel anything at all? Just because their actions mimic yours when you enjoy those same feelings? Well right now, I'm enjoying this."

He narrowed his eyes and studied her. Only then, she lifted her head, and he pulled his hands away. Not only that, he stumbled back. "I scare you," she said. When she flashed a smile, he tried to pick out those too-smooth, perfectly refined details that marked her as artificial. But in that moment, he couldn't see find any of that evidence.

"On your knees," she ordered.

He obeyed.

For the next few minutes, she ran him through different exercises. He had to crawl, roll over, straighten his back, beg, plead, and admit whatever she ordered. Again and again, he yielded. And when they finished on that particular day, he pointed to his cage, and she said, "You're making a lot of progress. It won't be long before you are a completely reprogramed slave boy."

He was back in the world of virtual reality.

It wasn't the kind of synthetic fantasy so many writers and dreamers had hoped to see. Instead, he simply followed a camera, just like before. He was a witness, a passive observer, and nothing else. Sure, they probably could have given him controllers to allow him some degree of autonomy. But really, why would a boy ever need something like autonomy? As a slave, he needed to follow along. This was part of his program. He could watch and listen and learn, but he wouldn't be able to experience anything else. He couldn't influence whatever happened.

It started with another dose of that basic programming. He heard Nika's voice as she told him, "You want to be a good boy. Always feel so good when you yield to a woman's authority. There's no higher calling, no better pleasure for a male like you. Surrender is the greatest pleasure."

He blinks, but he couldn't tell the difference. His eyes were open or closed, and there would be that same impenetrable darkness in front of him. Occasionally, he tugged against his wrist or ankles. Yes, he was strapped down again, locked underneath those manacles. At the same time, he occasionally let his mind to drift back to the women who were training him.

Those thoughts didn't kindle any sense of anger or moral outrage. On the contrary, his cock twitched each time. He didn't think he would see her again, but he remembered Becky and her snide little smile. Then there was Nika, the creature who was training him. From time to time, he got into the spirit of all arguments with himself for he imagined what he should have said.

Whether she was a sentient AI or just a complicated program, it hardly mattered because she was winning.

What could he do? What could he say? How could he fight back?

As though Nika could guess his thoughts, she told him with that soft, gentle whisper against his eardrums, "You don't wish to fight back. Fighting is difficult, and boys shouldn't be challenged with difficult things. You simply need to embrace your natural state. Your natural state is as a slave. You need to be owned. You need a woman to oversee your behavior. When you were allowed to think for yourself and act on your own initiative, you made mistakes. You were so unhappy before this."

Was he?

By limiting his senses to only what they chose for him to see and hear, they controlled his reality. From time to time, he tried to rub the platform beneath him with his fingertips. Sometimes, that made him remember the rest of the universe.

It was so strange to consider the world outside of that facility. Before, he had traveled all over the continent for one job after another. He had met with different clients, negotiated deals, and hunted down that information with the lens of his camera. Even when he had the resources to hire dozens of different employees, he still took on some of the most delicate tasks himself.

Beyond the walls of this factory, people were eating fast food, visiting new restaurants, walking along the streets, driving, and making the most important decisions of their lives. At that moment, he knew some people were having the best moments of their lives while others endured the worst. Everything continued, all while he was here, trapped and enslaved.

He could get back to that other world.

Even when that idea popped into his head, it started to feel slippery, especially because Nika continued to speak, "You were so, so unhappy before this."

Was he?

He couldn't tell. He tried to remember, to grab onto some specific detail. He had his company. He was successful there. People listened to him; they respected him.

Was that enough?

Isaac couldn't answer.

Of course, it was almost impossible to think clearly with that voice continuing to massage and shape his thoughts. The words may have been simplistic, but that was fine. They didn't need to be more elaborate, not when she had so much time on her side.

They had said seven days...just a week...Before this, a week could go by really quick. If he had been busy, Isaac might have had to run from one task, one meeting to the next, and he would hardly notice the passage of time. Everything could become a blur where he jumped from one Friday to the next.

"Happiness comes from subjugation. Peace comes from surrender," she told him.

"That's not true," he wanted to say. By now, it was becoming harder and harder to shout or snarl back, especially with the headset covering his eyes and the headphones locked over his ears. At one point, he had tried to shake his head like a dog, to dislodge those miniature speakers or the small screens over his eyes.

It never worked.

The women who had designed this facility knew what they were doing. They made sure that he had to listen again and again.

"Just relax. Just relax and surrender. Just relax and technology will make you who you are meant to be. You're a boy, and boys are meant to serve. Boys are meant to obey. Boys are slaves. Whether they know it or not, boys are slaves," she said with the smooth, soft cadence of a kindergarten teacher reading to her students.

Isaac didn't want to listen to any of this. At one point, he strained against his bonds. He pulled against the shackles until his muscle started to ache. He didn't know whether or not this counted as ironic, but he still felt that tug of a bitter smile when he considered how he might be able to burn a bunch of calories, all without moving an inch in any direction.

Although he struggled, her voice continued to wash over him. "Boys are born for subjugation."

"No, that's not true," he tried to say. Again, he couldn't push the words out. When he had first been taken to this place, they had gagged him. Now, Nika had deemed it unnecessary. Why bother taking away his ability to speak when he would choose to remain silent? Because yes, that was technically a choice. Perhaps he would have been punished. Maybe not. It was always impossible to tell.

Even now, while he struggled, her fingertips slid along his naked back, down to his buttocks, then along his legs. She stroked him like he was a pony or some other beloved animal. All the while, her voice continued to vibrate against his ears, soft, unstoppable, and entrancing, "It's true. Boys are born for subjugation. Boys are born to obey, to serve. That's why society has had so many problems for so long. We always assume that discord and conflict is a question of human nature. But what if it's not? What if people can work together, so long as the male half of the population is trained to obey? You're going to be part of that. Think about how you will make the world a better place, simply by acknowledging who you were born to be. You belong on your knees. You will belong to a woman. She's going to own you. She's going to train you. Sometimes, she will focus on you and ensure your obedience. Most of the time, she will concentrate on her own work and ambitions. In the meantime, you will support her. You will do whatever she wants. Perhaps you will be a toy, someone who will wait in his cage until she's ready to play with you. Perhaps you will be a servant, cooking and cleaning and ready to massage her whenever she wishes."

"No, that's not true. I won't. Won't do it," he wanted to say. Every time those words hit him, he tried to push them back, to resist with some bold declaration of his own.

It should have been easy. He should have been able to call out those words, one after another like some defiant, barbaric howl. Whether he raised his voice or not, it didn't matter. He just needed to speak!

But by now, each time she slid the headphones over his ears, Nika seemed to understand that the gag had become unnecessary.

Whether he liked it or not, whether he could acknowledge it or not, Isaac was becoming a very good boy.

A good boy.

"It's true," she said. "You want to be a good boy. A good boy listens. A good boy obeys. A good boy serves. You want to be a good boy."

No, he didn't!

Deeper down, yes, maybe he did. As hard he tried, he couldn't be certain one way or the other. That confusion, disorientation ate into any kind of defiance he might have been able to summon.

It was reflexive and instinctive.

"A good boy listens. A good boy obeys. You want to be a good boy. A good boy listens. A good boy obeys. You need to listen." The repetition slapped against his defenses, again and again. Perhaps each sentence didn't change anything, yet he could feel his willpower get diminished with each phrase, each comment.

They're just words. They can't do anything to me. Then again, this boy didn't know about the collar or how it delivered those unrecognizable pulses of electricity. His mind was getting reshaped, and there was nothing he could do about it. Individually, her words didn't affect him. Taken together, especially with the other stimuli he received, he was learning to become an obedient slave boy, just as the women who built this facility intended.

It was time for another session with the VR headset.

She pulled away his cage, retracting those metal bars up to the ceiling. She sauntered in front of him, pushed up the headset over his face, and then she split the earphones over the top of his head. In those initial moments, Isaac tried really, really hard to relax. Even so, he could feel that splash of adrenaline along his veins. No, he didn't have to move. Strictly speaking, he didn't have to do anything at all except for absorb whatever information they wanted him to see and hear.

I'm going to hold out. I'm not going to let them reprogram me. I'm not going to let them win.

And yet, there was another little voice that whispered all of his doubts and insecurities. They are winning. Why lie about it? Why try to deceive yourself? You know that you're just a boy, these women are smarter than you. Even if you don't accept their points about female supremacy or superiority, they have more money and more power. The game is rigged in their favor.

It was true. For a second, he wondered if women from other generations had face to those kinds of thoughts. Maybe they considered their own mathematical talents, political aspirations, or entrepreneurial goals, only to decide to step back because they knew that the men around them would never tolerate their success.

But even then, women were still allowed to make a few choices.

Isaac, on the other hand, was naked, locked in chastity, collared, and he couldn't even decide whether or not he would open or close his eyes. Yes, he could blink, but that was the only freedom Nika allowed.

Once again, he found himself watching a recording. He couldn't influence what would happen, just the way the programmers desired.

It started with another event.

At first, he wondered if he was going to witness another option, especially because he heard the enthusiasm of an announcer. At first, there was just blackness as her voice called out, "Ladies, tonight we have a very special event. This is the kind of game we love to see: we will test the boys for their physical attributes as well as their intelligence!"

That last part surprised Isaac, mostly because he assumed that the women of the world, once they took charge, wouldn’t care about male intelligence. Only then, a small counterpoint popped into his head, Of course, male intelligence matters most of the time. Unless the boys are just going to be livestock like a pony or something with blinders on and a woman constantly directing his movements, most men are going to have to think for themselves. They will need to concentrate on their owners' pleasures and wishes. Slavery is a lot harder than it looks. It takes dedication and concentration. Isaac wished the thoughts stopped there, only then some small part of his brain felt the urge to add, When I'm a slave, I need to think about my owner's pleasures and wishes.

He blinked rapidly and did his best to push those ideas aside. No, that wasn't true, he tried to tell himself. And yet, those frustrated declarations felt feeble and pathetic. His subservient thoughts seemed to just drop into his stream of consciousness. He didn't know where they came from, and he didn't know how to get rid of them either.

The women here were winning.

They were conquering him.

As long as I can think for myself, I know they won't win, not completely.

But that was the point, wasn't it? They didn't want complete victory. They didn't want some brainwashed shell of a human. They weren't interested in a robot or a zombie. They could have built those. Instead, they wanted to turn him. They wanted him to surrender, to willingly bow down, to acknowledge his inferiority, to become an eager servant and a dedicated slave.

As those thoughts ran through his head, he saw the announcer.

She was seated behind a desk. She wore a black blazer with a red tie that complemented her darkly crimson hair beautifully.

Flashing this bright, alluring smile, she exuded a sense of enthusiasm and excitement. It must have been contagious; the audience would love seeing this. Even Isaac, as a boy, could view this woman and tell that something important was about to happen.

"Ladies, today we are going to watch some boys play in The Maze! Each boy has been locked in chastity for more than a month. Teased, tormented, and humiliated by some of our expert specialists, they are willing to do whatever it takes. They are going to give us their very best tonight. Now, you know the rules. Be sure to get your bets in before the game starts. But first, let's take a look to see how some of these guys are treated before they start running. After all, we want to give you as much information as possible before you place your bets."

Bets?

On some level, this must have made sense, but he still bit down. Isaac stared forward at the small screen as he watched the show. If his muscles tightened as the door locked, he couldn't feel it, not now. Instead, he watched as the camera faded away from the announcer and zoomed into another picture.

In this next image, there were five men, all of whom were chained up against one wall; each boy was trapped within an alcove with his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display. All of the men were in chastity cages, and there were these girls dressed like cheerleaders. They wore red sneakers, white socks, their pleated skirts bounced around their hips, and they leaned forward, touched the boys, kissed them, and teased them, all while the men struggled as hard as they could.

One woman walked into the view of the camera. She was dressed in a dark green suit, and she had her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. She walked over to one of the cheerleaders, and she asked, "Can you tell us what you are doing with this boy?"

"Who? Male 16? Absolutely!" The girl chirped out her answer. She had on bright red lipstick that contrasted with her blue eyeshadow. At the same time, she waggled her head from side to side, making her pigtails slide back and forth behind her. "This man used to be a professional soccer player in some minor-league, but now look at him. He's desperate to get out into that maze. He wants to know that he can have the opportunity to be strapped down, naked, freed from his chastity cage, all while I ride him. Isn't that right, boy?"

Eyes wide, the young man bit down. He had a plastic, hollow ball gag wedged between his teeth. That made it easier for him to pant from one breath to the next. Only then, she reached out, and her finger slid along his flank. Instantly, the boy twitched, struggling against his shackles. Then, metal chains shortened while he stayed right there, although he could wiggle a few inches in any direction.

Why? Isaac immediately came up with the correct answer; the producers of the show wanted to see the boys struggle and thrash. If they had been shackled with their bands bolted to the floors or walls, then their movements wouldn't have been as entertaining for the viewers at home.

"He's definitely a sensitive one, isn't he?" asked this hostess.

"I like to think so!"

"Okay, well I will leave it to you." The interviewer stepped over to the next alcove. The boys may not have been able to see one another, but they could probably hear their moments of frustration and stress. The gags prevented the men from articulating any real sounds, but they grunted, growled, and moaned from time to time.

Isaac had to wonder if that was how he looked. At the same time, he gulped and lifted his head. Obviously, this didn't alter his point of view, not while he wore the headset, yet he almost wished he could see through the screens out to the other side. He wanted to know if there were cameras pointed down at him. Was all of this being recorded? Were people watching him? Worse, were there women out there placing wagers on how long it would take for him to break?

Isaac, burst out laughing; really? Women would wager on how long it would take him to break while he watched these sorts of games? It seemed unlikely. If he was being monitored, it was just because they wanted to see how long it would take to tame him.

He didn't know if that was better or worse. After all, he was just another boy at this facility. Perhaps he was one of the first, but he was a product to be crafted and created for the benefit of his owner, whoever that might be…

Becky? Someone from his old life?

Maybe Nika would decide to keep him there. Perhaps her programming would come up with some justification for why he should remain as a prisoner.

They didn't have to let him go…

Or maybe no one would want to buy him?

His brows creased at the prospect.

Why did that idea sting? It was ridiculous. He didn't want an owner! He didn't want some woman to take control of his life! He didn't want to be viewed as her servant, her sex slave, or her plaything!

It was working, he knew. Even if he didn't wish to acknowledge it, he had to understand that they really worked training him.

That's why he concentrated on the program playing in front of him.

The next girl had shining black hair, vivid eyes, and a small, rounded nose. She was Asian, and she grinned cheerfully as the announcer came over. "And who are you working with today?"

The young woman grinned and stepped aside before motioning for the camera woman to pay extra special attention to the bound boy. "This is Male 72."

"And tell me, do you think he has a good chance of winning today?"

Unlike the first cheerleader, this girl had her hair tied back into a French braid with her rounded bangs curving over her forehead. Even as he watched, Isaac could feel his cock twitch again in its cage. He couldn't help himself, not as his eyes focused on the hem of her skirt, the smooth muscles of her legs, the tight embrace of her top, and the shape of her breasts. Damn! No, he didn't want to do this.

Again, he tried to focus on what the woman said. It was better than remembering the unyielding captivity of his chastity cage.

"Absolutely," said the girl. "He has a really good chance of winning. Just look at him!" The girl focused on her pet prisoner, and she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. She had to reach up to do this. He was taller than her by several inches. In fact, he would have loomed over her, but she was female, and he was a boy, which meant she was in complete control. "Go on, 72. Show us just how badly you want to get chained down and ridden hard by your favorite cheerleader!" Giggling, she clapped her hands together.

For just a second, the boy tensed up, flinching like he expected some sort of punishment. Then he obeyed her command.

Like a good boy, he began to twist against his restraints.

The black haired girl wasn't satisfied with his efforts, so she reached underneath his balls. She stroked him and teased him, gliding her fingers along that soft flesh.

He moaned, and he started thrashing, just as she had known he would.

Isaac had been in similar positions. Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he parted his lips, like he needed to say something. But at that moment, he knew that no one would be listening. He was being programmed, so it wasn't like his thoughts or ideas really mattered. The repetition would wear down his defenses, showing him again and again that it was best to obey.

"Nicely done," said the interviewer. She walked over to the next alcove. This boy had short cropped hair, a strong jaw, and wide, blazing eyes. At first, he stared straight ahead, and his muscles seemed surprisingly relaxed, especially compared to the others.

A redheaded girl with a few freckles grinned back at the camera as the hostess asked, "Who do we have here? This one looks pretty sedate."

"Oh, that's just a pretense," said the redhead with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Male 103 here he's a gorgeous specimen. He's adorable. He still thinks he might be able to get free and go back to his old life. But that's not true, now is it, boy?" Gagged like the others, he obviously couldn't speak, especially when he grunted while she patted him on the cheek. He was bigger and taller and stronger. If they had been equals, and if she had noticed him in some darkened alley, there would have been this prickling along the back of her neck and a primal fear coursing through her body. Instead, she knew that he was her inferior. As a female supremacist, she understood that raw, physical power meant very little.

Once upon a time, the people of Europe were terrified of wolves. In another era, tigers and bears might have been able to devastate families, homesteads, or perhaps villages. But in this era, intellect, intuition, and the capacity to work together enabled women to take over, hence these boys' captivity.

Just like any trained animal on a movie set, these boys were here to entertain the ladies watching at home.

The redhead stroked his cheek, moved her hand down toward one of his nipples, and she pinched. Immediately, his eyes widened, and he let out a groan. Isaac tried not to listen either way. At the same time, he wished he possessed the ability to simply close his eyes and hide from these images. But he couldn't do it. Because the women insisted, he had to watch. They were training him to obey.

Male 103's cheerleader said, "I want to make sure this boy is really enthusiastic. And yeah, he might try to hide it, but he knows what he desperately wants. I've been playing with him every day, teasing him."

"And what does that look like?"

"Lots of stimulation. I've played with his cock, his balls, and I've fucked him from behind."

"But you didn't let him out of the chastity cage?"

The cheerleader giggled, swinging her whole body from side to side as she shook her head. "No, of course not! But you should see how scared he looks when I pull out my harness. I slipped it on, and then he knows he's going to get it hard. Isn't that right, boy?" She stroked his cheek again, and this time he jerked his head away, like he thought he might be able to escape.

"As you can see," said the interviewer while she turned back to the camera. "We have some very eager specimens out here today. Let's see what they've got!"

The alcoves closed up like a small pods, and they turned around. The camera angle shifted, and now it seemed like Isaac was flying. He probably had the point of view of a drone or maybe some kind of suspended camera.

A new angle appeared, and now he could see the boys and their alcoves.

All at once, the shackles released, and the boys stumbled forward.

One of them rushed ahead, and that's when Isaac took in the rest of the scenery. He could see the tall walls, the mounted cameras, and the different patterns on the floor. He didn't know what the green arrows, red stars, or black lines meant, but they still sent a shiver running down his back.

This was a game for the entertainment of women.

At first, he told himself the guys would never be this cruel. But then he remembered those other "sporting" events where women would be expected to mud wrestle or play "powder puff" football for the entertainment of the boys. Those games were never about female success, achievement, power, or influence. They were trifles, silly little activities that silly little girls could do to attract the attention of the men in their lives.

And now, the female supremacists had inferred that exact dynamic.

The boys started running forward through the maze.

It was exactly what it sounded like.

The camera angle shifted again, so Isaac could see the aerial view, the different walls with their different intersections, turns, and dead ends. Like rats in a maze, the boys rushed forward.

At first, Isaac really hoped that he wouldn't figure out what any of the symbols did, only it didn't take long before one of the boys stepped on a black line.

All at once, bars spring up in front of him and behind him. The instant this happened, he tried to slam his feet, stop, and sprint back the way he had come. Another gate shot up from a hidden compartment in the floor. He was surrounded on both sides.

The boy scrambled to climb up the bars. He wanted out so badly.

After a month of teasing and denial, Isaac knew that he would've been madly desperate for the chance of an orgasm. Even if it would come from one of those vindictive, precocious cheerleaders, he would have done anything. He would have tried so hard.

And so this boy raced up the side of the impromptu cage. Right before he got to the top, he raised his head, and there was this ferocious look of hope etched into his features. It seemed like he would be able to do it. Yeah, it was hard to comment as his muscles strained, but then another voice broke in, "Remember, these boys aren’t just teased on a daily basis. Those handlers also play with these young men, chaining them to treadmills, forcing them to lift weights, break rocks, or just pull in and their carts. From what I understand, at least one of these boys had spent several weeks getting trained as a pony!"

Right before the guy could climb up and pull himself over the edge of the cage, the bars electrified. Instinctively, he let go, and he fell down hard against to the floor. Although he may have been panting hard, his eyelids had nonetheless fallen down. He lost consciousness.

The producers switched over to another camera angle. A different boy raced ahead.

He rushed to the left, then the right. He ran as hard as he could, desperate for escape. There were several close-up shots as he made one snap decision after another. He probably couldn't hear the announcer, but she said, "It's always so fascinating to see whether or not these boys actually think about what they're doing. Whether in a laboratory setting they will actually learn. They will pay attention to the their surroundings. Some of these boys try to mimic that strategy, but they’re men. They can't really plan out for the long term, and this proves it!"

The worst part? The announcer probably wasn't trying to insult these men. On the contrary, she simply wished to entertain the audience, and that kind of casual sexism did it. After all, the entirely female audience would love to hear about their superior intellect. Of course, there wouldn't be any women in a maze like this. This was a "sport" for the boys.

The current male on-screen made another turn, stopped, and skidded to a halt. His fingers pushed down against his palms as his knuckles blazed a bright shade of red. He had just arrived at a dead end, so now he spun back, only to take another right.

He sped up, darting down the straightaway. Swinging his arms, he pushed himself as hard as he could; that much was obvious. He threw himself into that eager, brazen sprint like speed was the only consideration.

Considering that only one boy could be the winner, it made sense.

Did these boys try to rebel? Behind their eyes, did they make impossible-to-keep vows and other ridiculous promises?

They're boys. They're boys like me, and they need to learn to serve their superiors. These boys are entertaining the women out there. They should be proud of themselves. Whether or not they win, they are making the women here happy. As long as they do their best and put on a good show, nothing else matters.

It took Isaac another moment or two to remember how foolish and treacherous those thoughts were. Breathing out, he tried to keep his own mind from betraying him. Grimacing, he shook his head from side to side, yet he still couldn't escape the footage playing across his vision.

Still running hard, the boy came to another turn; he could run straight or veer to the right. He decided to go right, which meant stepping on a bunch of green arrows. Immediately, another panel opened, the tranquilizer gun revealed itself, and he turned back.

Several darts cut across the air, only he threw himself down onto the floor.

As he rolled, Isaac wished he would have been able to jump up and punch his fist into the air. Yes! One of these boys would be able to succeed. He would be able to show these women that they didn't always win; despite all of their money and research, they couldn't trick the boys each and every time as they believed.

The surge of excitement and indicative satisfaction turned to bitter disappointment as the automatic tranquilizer gun automatically adjusted. Maybe there was a female gunner piloting this weapon from a console somewhere in the facility. Just as easily, this could be powered by AI. Maybe Nika or a program like her was aiming. She recognized the boy, saw his tactic, adjusted her aim, and she fired.

The first couple of darts missed.

The fourth dart caught this mostly naked boy in his side. The dart stuck out, and he tried to defy the women who ran this game once again. He rose up onto his feet, and he stumbled forward, only to drop down onto his knees.

"Ladies, if you bet on this boy, I'm truly sorry. And for those viewing who are worried about him, don't worry. He will be taken back to his pen where his cheerleader will get to play with him quite a bit. But yeah, if he was hoping for an escape from that chastity cage, it's not going to be happening anytime soon!"

The camera angle shifted again, and Isaac found himself watching another boy.

What was the point?

Isaac hadn't moved; he hadn't done anything, yet he could feel those boys' frustration and embarrassment like it was his own. At the same time, he kept trying to close his eyes, to hide. Even if he had to listen to the announcer's cheerful proclamations, he didn't need to pay attention to the visuals playing out in front of him, did he?

He did.

Isaac still didn't understand how they controlled him, but he kept opening his eyes. Each time he attempted to bring his eyelids down, there was that fluttering discomfort at the back of his skull. It tingled through his brain and down into the rest of his body until he watched. Sometimes he realized what was happening. At other points, he couldn't comprehend it.

But now there was another boy running. Then the camera angle shifted, and Isaac could see over his shoulder. Up ahead, there was a platform and pedestal.

The announcer called out for everyone to hear, "It looks like this boy might be able to do it. Can he do it? Remember, we don't have to have any winners tonight! There is no guarantee. Can this boy do it? Look at that determined look on his adorable face! He's trying so hard! Look at him! He's giving us everything he has! He's close, so close!"

He ran hard, and an unmarked panel opened up beneath him. He nearly fell down into some pit. Isaac couldn't see below, but he had to assume this boy would fall down into a pool of water or pillows or something. Instead, he managed to leap forward at the last moment, land in a crouch, and jump ahead. He ran, pumping his arms and slashing his fingertips through the air.

He jumped around black lines on the floor, green arrows, and other symbols that Isaac didn't recognize.

He was going to do it.

The camera zoomed in on to the pedestal, and that's when Isaac saw what was waiting there for him.

It was a key.

It didn't look special. It was maybe the size of Isaac's thumb, yet his lungs froze, and his heart kicked faster. Paralyzed by that strange mix of dread and excitement, he stared straight ahead. This time, he didn't want to blink or turn away.

Come on, boy! You can do it! Yes, Isaac referred to this other prisoner as a boy, and he didn't realize what he had done. Come on! You're so close! So freaking close! You're almost there!

This excitement raced along his skin, and he tensed up without actually trying to break his shackles. Instead, he just watched, staring intently.

The boy ran up to the pedestal, reached out with his hand, and his fingers went right through the small piece of metal. At first, Isaac didn't understand.

The boy tried to grab it again, only it looked like he was trying to snatch at something utterly insubstantial.

A hologram…

"I'm sorry, boy. Did you think it was really going to be that easy? If you really want the key, you have to get it from Shayla!" The announcer's voice boomed out across the entire maze. In the next moment, there was a flash of light, burst of smoke, and someone leaped out from another hidden panel in the floor. One second, she wasn't there. In the next, she appeared like a ninja. It would have been funny if it wasn't so silly.

The boy stared at her intently. As he prepared himself, he leaned forward slightly as he got ready to fight.

No... Isaac couldn't help but think about how unfair that was! The game was supposed to be a race, right? Well, this guy, whoever he was, had made it to the pedestal. He got there first. He made it past different obstacles and traps. He deserved his freedom!

Too bad. The women who designed this course weren't interested in fairness, equity, or justice.

She was taller than Isaac would have expected. Unlike the dainty little cheerleaders who teased these boys, this woman carried herself like a warrior. She had her hair pulled back into a bun, but unlike her target, she sauntered around, clearly at ease with this situation. From her boots up to her collared jacket, she wore black leather. It glistened against her body and she sauntered to the left, then the right. She meandered about as she watched this boy, like she was just taking her time.

At this point, the camera shifted for just a moment, and it flashed across the rows of the audience. There were hundreds or thousands of women here. It was a massive event, and they all watched.

No, Isaac realized. There weren’t only women in the audience. It was harder to see the guys, especially because they were clearly down on their knees. Not only that, they were all collared, leashed, and gagged. At one point, the camera angle shifted again, sliding across the crowd, and he could tell that the boys had their arms pulled behind their backs. Were they cuffed? For all he knew, those males had their ankles and wrists locked together.

A shiver ran through Isaac's body, but he couldn't do anything about it. He couldn't help those guys, nor would he be able to convince the women that this was wrong.

It's not real, he tried to tell himself. This, all of this has been staged. It's a simulation or a giant production. As he tried to grip those counterpoints, he searched across the sweeping views for some sign that this had all been created to train and intimidate the boys of this facility. Online, people loved debunking fake videos.

Isaac had never enjoyed that particular hobby, nor had he really watched those clips, so he had no idea what he was supposed to look for. As hard as he tried, he couldn't spot any inconsistencies, nothing that would make him think this hadn't actually happened.

Then it became irrelevant because the camera switched again, and the huntress in leather focused her attention on the boy who had managed to make it to the end of the maze. She reached for her pocket, unzipped it, and she pulled something out.

At first, Isaac only saw the dangling chain, but the camera zoomed in, and now he saw the key.

It was ridiculous because he wasn't there, he probably wouldn't have helped him anyway, yet he still experienced that rush of excitement. His breath stopped in his throat, and he stared at the key dangling from that silver chain. "If you want your freedom, come and get it, boy," said the woman. She smiled.

When these boys started out into the maze, Isaac hadn't realized it immediately, but they were missing a specific detail.

They weren't collared. Now the woman reached into her pocket, and she pulled out a red, leather band. Isaac immediately spotted the little batteries along interior along with those electrodes and microchips.

For the moment, that boy was trapped by his chastity cage. It served as a reminder of female ownership and supremacy; just as importantly, it helped teach these boys that they weren't in control. Yes, there was that primal urge deep within their psyches, but that didn't matter. Without permission from a woman, they would never be able to remove those chastity cages. They would never be able to access the sensitive lines and curves of their own bodies. After all, these males were property. They were owned, and now their sex drives had been turned into a persistent reminder of their new status.

Despite all of this, the boys weren't wearing collars. And now, it was clear what was about to happen. If this boy wanted any real freedom, he had to get his key from that woman. Perhaps they would let him go. The announcer didn't say anything about that, yet the implication was clear. At the very least, if he could get his key back from this huntress, he would get a taste of freedom.

Seconds later, the announcer came back, her voice a low, excited whisper, "Ladies, just look at this. Here, we have this boy, and he's going to try to take on someone who is stronger, better trained, smarter and faster. This is Shayla, and she knows how to hunt."

Apparently, the huntress was wearing a microphone herself. She took one step forward toward the boy, and he flinched instantly. No, he hadn't been struck or even touched, yet that hardly mattered.

The announcer laughed, "He's so skittish! He looks like he's going to bolt like a little bunny at any second!"

No, he wont, Isaac thought to himself as he watched. Only then, another thought occurred to him, Maybe he should try to run. It might be smarter. He's just a boy, after all. He's not going to be able to escape. That woman is going to be faster than him. She knows what she's doing, and she will bring him down. Isaac fought hard against the pessimism. He did his best to think of some way this young man could escape.

Maybe it was better if the woman won…

Again, Isaac tried to shake his head from side to side and lock his eyes shut, but neither strategy worked. Instead, he forced himself to settle down and watch. He could hope for the best. Maybe this boy would be able to get away? Maybe, finally, once, a boy would be able to outsmart the women who ran these hidden stretches of the world?

He could only hope.

Isaac held his breath, locked his teeth together, and watched.

At first, he figured the boy would rush forward like an animal and get quickly knocked down onto his butt and back. It would be humiliating for him, a quick little conflict that would be resolved within the span a few seconds. The audience would love it, of course, while Isaac and the other boys would be reminded of their inferior status. If a boy couldn't hold out for more than a minute, why should they even entertain the concept of male quality?

The boy continued to shift his weight as the huntress sauntered forward. She took one languid step after another, and then she slid the key down into her right pocket. When she spoke, the microphone built into the collar of her jacket picked up her voice, "I'm going to enjoy tightening this around your neck. You think you've accomplished something here, but you haven't. No matter what, you will always be trapped in the maze."

The boy responded, but he didn't have a microphone. Despite this limitation, Isaac thought he could make out the shape of those words, "I'm getting out of here."

"If you're very, very lucky, that little cheerleader will decide you deserve a reward even though you failed."

"I didn't fail," he said. He stared intently at her. Then he glanced up at the audience. He could see all of those women watching him. Not only that, they were learning. This was just another reminder, another piece of their founding ideology. This justified and reinforced everything they believed.

Right as the boy turned back, he saw the huntress charge.

She rushed at him.

She moved like a blur, sliding forward, reaching out, ready to grab him, to pull his arm, spin him around, and shove him down onto his chest.

At the very last second, the boy managed to yank his limb away.

But in the next moment, she lunged forward again. He retreated back several steps, only to bump up against one of the walls. He just ran out of room; there was no way for him to maneuver.

What was he going to do? Was he going to try to throw a punch or something? If he attacked, it seemed like he would get in a lot of trouble. Isaac nibbled on the inside of his mouth. He watched intently with this sickening twist at the base of his stomach. He had never been into a lot of major sporting events, partially for this reason. Sometimes, he preferred the safety and security of works of literature, movies, and other pieces that were shaped by specific individuals. Something like this was completely different.

Right?

He had to hope. If it had been scripted or designed from the very beginning, Isaac was smart enough to know who would win.

With one leg braced against the wall, the boy lunged forward, he pushed out with his palms, and he tried to shove the woman back. She moved to the left, slipping out of position. She grabbed his arm, just as she had tried before. He managed to tear his wrist away from her grip, and that made her laugh. She called out, "Who's a feisty boy? That's right, you are!" Those words, so demeaning and infantilizing, echoed across the maze and out into the stadium. Those rows of women watched and laughed. Some of them cheered or hooted.

Isaac knew that there had to be a sound engineer somewhere altering the streams of noise. Otherwise, he wouldn't be able to hear the announcer as she called out, "This young man is proving himself to be the best of the best. And remember, once he's caught, his handler will have to decide whether or not it's time to put him up for sale. Just think about that, ladies. Do you see that fire in his eyes, that eagerness in the set of his mouth? He wants this. He wants this so bad. Just imagine how much fun you could have training him. When he's down, he's just like the rest. He knows he must serve, so you have to ask yourself. Are you ready to tame that passion? Are you ready to keep this boy on display in your home, to give him the discipline he needs?"

All at once, another wave of sound rolled out of the audience. This time, the sound engineers couldn't keep up, and Isaac tried to rabbit the headphones. It wasn't the content of what was being said or called out, however. He just needed to get that noise to stop!

After just a few seconds, the roar was dulled, and he shivered again. It had nothing to do with his nakedness or the temperature in that small holding cell. Rather, he knew what those sounds meant. He was witnessing the dedicated fervor of hundreds or thousands of women. Out in the stands, those females truly believed that men needed to be subjugated. They were united in a single purpose, and right there, with this "game show", they were having fun.

The boy tried to struggle, but the woman had grabbed a hold of him. Shayla, the huntress, had this fierce grin on her face. Sure, there was concentration etched into her cheeks and the corners of her mouth, but it was obvious that she was passionate about grabbing boys like this competitor. He could struggle and fight. He could be desperate to get his hand down toward her pocket.

In fact, he reached for it. He tried to slide his fingers into her pocket.

His eyes locked on that small span of space. Isaac needed to see this boy win!

The young man reached into her pocket, and he snatched out the chain. The key dangled there, swinging from side to side. At the same time, she yanked him close, she brought her other hand up to his neck. The collar slapped against his throat without hurting him, and the magnetized ends engaged. The lock snapped into place, and he stumbled back.

Right as he started to retreat, she reached out for the key. She grabbed the chain, and she pulled hard. If he had tightened his grip a little faster, maybe he would have been able to keep it.

The boy failed. Of course, he did. He was just a male. There was no way he could really compete with someone like her.

Collared and locked in chastity, that blade panted hard even as he stared down at his open palm. It was like he couldn't comprehend what had just happened. In some ways, this made sense; he had come so close, so deliciously close! He must have believed that he would be able to get the key.

That's when the woman sauntered up to the collared boy. She touched the underside of his chin, and she leaned down. Over the sounds of cheering, it should have been impossible to hear the words she said to him, but the microphone picked them up, and a producer or sound engineer decided this was what the viewing audience should get to hear, "You did your best," she said, her tone surprisingly conciliatory. "You ran hard, you showed everyone here what you could do. There's no dishonor in that, but you failed. You failed because you’re a rude boy, and we both know you never really had a chance." She pulled back. She stroked the underside of his chin, and his shoulders slumped. Only a few seconds before, his body had been tight and rigid with determination. Now, he stared up at her. His face glistened, and his cheeks were red.

"On your knees, boy. I'm sure someone wants to have some fun with you." She patted him on the cheek and stepped out of the camera's view.

In the next moment, someone else walked through the maze. Hidden doors opened up for her, meaning she could skip forward in a straight line.

It was his handler.

Still dressed in her white socks, red sneakers, and cheerleading uniform, she skipped ahead. Her pigtails bounced, and her eyes sparkled as she came to a stop in front of that boy. He had collapsed down onto his knees, and now she slowed. She circled him, her appraising gaze sliding up and down his body.

When she spoke, her own microphone picked up on those cheerfully bubbly words, "Oh, you tried so hard! I was watching you, and I was cheering you on! Look at you. You made it all the way here, didn't you? Yeah, you did. You couldn't win in the end, obviously." She giggled and brought her hand up to her mouth, like she didn't want him to feel bad or something. "It's okay. Boys lose all the time. There's nothing wrong with that. Do you know how a boy can win? He wins when he supports his owner!"

Watching this, Isaac gritted his teeth. At the same time, his fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, but he flashed back to his own appearance. Obviously, he couldn't see himself while he watched this, but he knew that he was down on his hands and knees, trapped by those manacles, on display. At any moment, another girl like Becky could walk into this room, stroke him, touch him, and tease him, all while he had to remain there, positioned like a canine as she had her fun.

"Do you deserve an orgasm? Should I ride you right here in front of all of these people?"

The boy lifted his head.

Don't do it. Don't you dare do it. That's what she wants. Can't you see? She's just messing with you! Even if she lets you out of your chastity cage, she's just playing with you! Obviously, Isaac couldn't communicate any of that, but he found himself running through those shouted thoughts. C'mon, man! You can do this. You can hold out. Just show these women that they aren't going to win.

And yet, this boy had struggled so hard. He had sprinted through the maze, making one difficult decision after another. He had dodged trapdoors, tranquilizer darts, and so much more. He was exhausted, so now he looked up at this beautiful girl, and she was smiling down at him. From his perspective, she probably seemed celestial or angelic.

"Please…"

"What was that?" The cheerleader cupped a hand around her ear. "What did you just say? I couldn't hear you?"

"Please, take me. Ride me!"

"Maybe."

No, it's not too late, Isaac urged. You can still fight her! Show these women that they can't win every single time! We can hold out. We can fight them! Even as the aggravation and adrenaline ran through Isaac's body despite his enforced immobility, the control collar around his own neck thrummed with those subtle hints of electricity.

More and more, he could feel himself settle down. After all, it was so much harder to think about defiance and resistance. It was easier to envision this boy yielding. And even if Isaac told himself that he didn't like it, his gaze was still drawn back to that girl in her cheerleading uniform. It looked old and antiquated, he knew. Modern young women usually preferred tank tops and snug shorts to these pleated dresses, yet that hardly mattered to him. He couldn't help himself. His eyes were pulled toward that girl, and he almost wanted to please her.

"Oh, look at that," the girl said, chortling as she pointed to another spot on the stage. "There are some shackles just waiting for you. If you really want that orgasm, you know what to do, boy."

For once, the audience went quiet. They were waiting. They were wondering whether or not he would try to resist.

Then, in whispered tones, the announcer said, "Remember, ladies. He tactically has the right to turn down his handler. Of course, we can always play with him in the next game, Spank the Boy, but what will this male decide to do? Can he hold out here and now? Are we going to get to see the fruits of her efforts, or will he need to be broken later on? We all know the outcome is inevitable…" Normally, the women would have cheered at those words, but they remained quiet as everyone waited for this "victorious" boy to answer.

He had done his very best; he had fought so hard and come so close, but it still wasn't good enough…

He bowed his head down, and he crawled over to the shackles. He lowered himself down onto his back. Dozens of hot lights flared down in his direction. Once the backs of his hands touched the pressure plates, the manacles snapped shut. Another set of restraints looped around his ankles, and that's when the cheerleader circled him again.

"Should I do it? Should I ride him?"

Some of the women shouted and called out their vehement, "Yes! Ride that boy!"

Others screamed out, "No! Make him wait! Make the boy wait!"

Different chants picked up around the stadium.

"Make him wait! Make him wait!"

The other faction competed with their own chant, "Ride that boy! Ride that boy!"

Looking precocious and innocent, the cheerleader lifted her hand and touched a finger to the corner of her mouth. In some ways, she played to all of those traditional, male fantasies. She was this cute girl, young and vivacious. She wore her short, flouncy skirt, and she had no problem wavering even as she rotated her hips from side to side, making her skirt flare up.

"I'm going to ride him," she said.

That's when she jumped over to this boy, crouched down, and sat on his face. Apparently, she hadn't been wearing any panties, yet this still seemed somehow appropriate since no one could see beneath her skirt.

She rode his face, just as she promised, gliding her sex along his mouth. At the same time, she slapped him with the necklace and key. It probably didn't hurt, but each time that little piece of metal crashed down against his tightened torso, he had to know what was happening. He had to be reminded again and again of how close he had come, while he submitted to this beautiful girl.

That's not fair! He did his best! She should have sex with him! Yes, Isaac understood how demeaning it would be for this man to be bound on his back with his arms and legs spread. And yet, he would still get to enjoy that rush of pleasure. And maybe, during those seconds or minutes when she took him, he might be able to forget about the audience and the many, many women who were watching his subjugation as their night's entertainment.

In those first couple of seconds, Isaac almost hoped that the boy would be defiant. Of course, the cheerleader was panting, moaning, and letting the ecstasy play across her features as she enjoyed the work of his tongue. Just like Isaac, he must have been teased at night again and again until he knew exactly what to do. He would channel all of his best efforts into sliding his tongue up and down and in those tight little patterns, all to satisfy her pleasure.

The girl cried out. That quick gasp of satisfaction jumped from her lungs, and then she pulled away. She was still straddling him, however, only now she had her knees at his sides.

"Beg."

Don't do it!

The boy raised his gaze, and he looked up at her. The audience could hear everything quite clearly even if the cheerleader and her prisoner didn't raise their voices.

At first, his lips moved, but no one could hear anything.

Isaac stared, and he almost believed that this competitor would be able to shake his head and snarl something back at her. He could have called out, "Never. I'm never going to beg!" He had his dignity. He had his self-respect. Even now, after all of the torments he had endured, he would hold out!

Only then, he shaped a different word, "Please." He begged her, "Please, Miss. Please, take me. Take right here and now. Please, take me in front of all of these people. Please, I tried so hard! I tried to be a good boy for you!"

The cheerleader touched a finger to her lips. She had bright red nails that shined under the powerful stage lights. "Shush," she said. "Yes, you have been a good boy."

She didn't tell him what she was going to do. In fact, no one in that audience could know for sure, although the ladies must have suspected. After all, they had played similar games with their collared and leashed males.

She slid back, inch by inch. She took her time. The hem of her skirt dragged along his naked body until she pulled out the key, and she unlocked his cock. From there, she stroked him, but it was unnecessary. He shaft hardened almost instantly. Then she slid him underneath her skirt.

She could have been rubbing him. Maybe she took him.

The boy tensed, and his eyes locked shut. As his chest shuttered, the girl threw her head back, and she giggled. She was laughing harder and harder as she started to ride him, moving her body up and down along the length of his cock.

Isaac couldn't see it, not beneath the curtain of her skirt, but it didn't matter. He understood what was happening, and now this venomous jealousy shot through his own body. He couldn't help it. That wasn't fair. Treacherous thoughts raced between his ears, I could do that. I could be a good boy for her! I could run through a maze and follow all of her commands! I, I would have begged even better!

Within seconds, the boy was grunting and gasping, all while the girl howled with satisfaction. It didn't take long before they were both spent. She pulled away, smoothed out her skirt, and she put her shoe on his chest.

"Ladies, we didn't have a winner tonight, but I think we all agree that these boys have learned some important lessons," concluded the announcer.

The cameras faded to black, but Isaac was struggling. He didn't know why he was trying to break free, but maybe he wanted to find Nika or Becky and drop down onto his knees. He could have begged. He could have pleaded. He would offer these women everything he had. It wasn't intentional. It wasn't even conscious, yet those shouted thoughts kept echoing in his skull, I can do it! I can be a good boy!

At some point, he calmed down.

He remembered himself as the man he wanted to be. It took some time, but he realized what they had done. It had all been a trick, all part of the programming process.

Obviously, he didn't wish to think of himself as susceptible to this sort of manipulation, and yet…

He was.

It was a simple truth.

It reminded him vaguely of advertising. Out in the real world, businesses poured trillions of dollars into advertising and marketing, all while their consumers snorted, muttering about how that stuff could never work on them. Whether this meant micro-targeting on social media, huge banner ads, or sponsored partnerships, most people didn't think they could really be influenced. But if that was true, why would those companies continue to spend so much? At the same time, how many people could instinctively remember Nike's slogan?

If a random person was asked to think of a soda, what came to mind?

Corporations had more influence than most people wanted to admit.

Isaac spent that next night in his cage. At least, he thought it was the night. He was tired, and Nika allowed him to sleep. He was grateful for this small mercy, especially after watching those boys run through the maze. Obviously, this prisoner had hardly moved, but that didn't matter.

The next day, he woke up, and he promised himself that he wouldn't succumb, not like that, not again.

The door opened, Nika entered, and she crouched down, just as she often did. She peered through the bars of his small cage and asked, "Boy, would you like some fresh air? Some sunlight?"

"Yes?"

"Then behave yourself," she said. That's when she pulled out a package of food. She tore off the small lid, sat down and crossed her legs before sending the signal. The gate to his cage opened automatically, and the boy crawled out.

His stomach rumbled, and he found himself in position before he could even realize what was going on. When it did become natural and easy to eat out of her hand like this? At the same time, Isaac needed several seconds to remember what real food was supposed to look like. He chewed through those dried bits of food. The pellets crunched between his teeth, and he swallowed it back, just as she knew he would. It was satisfying and nutritious, but he still knew how he looked.

His appearance was one of the most important aspects of his feeding, he could tell.

And yet, he remembered what she had just said about fresh air and sunlight.

He chewed and swallowed like an obedient boy. Then, without a word, she walked over to one of the walls, she opened the panel, and she pulled out a leash. She attached it to his collar, and then she started walking. Nika didn't even tell him to follow, but she didn't need to. He didn't think about standing or trying to walk behind her. Instead, he crawled along like an obedient boy, just as she expected.

At first, Isaac tried really hard to convince himself that he was only playing along because this could be good for him. Maybe he would be able to derive some kind of advantage out of this. Better yet, maybe Nika and her programming had overestimated her own capabilities. By now, maybe he was supposed to be a brainwashed slave who was ready and eager to serve.

When he considered service, his cock strained against his chastity cage. He thought back to the boy in the maze, only he wasn't thinking about what that sex must've been like. Instead, he first focused on the ways his tongue would have moved. How would Isaac have pleased the cheerleader like that? What would he have done? Which movements would he have focused on? How hard would it have been to please that young woman?

No matter what kind of excuse he used, it couldn't change the simple truth that Isaac was crawling along on his hands and knees. He followed her like a good boy. At several points, he fantasized about jumping to his feet, grabbing the leash and ripping it from her grip.

If he had tried, would he have succeeded? Probably not. She may have appeared to be a slender young woman, but Nika enjoyed the power of synthetic muscles. If he tried to fight her, he would lose. She had already pinned him.

For a moment, he felt like an actual pet. He couldn't help himself, not when he pictured those dogs who followed after their owners. At the same time, he remembered those flashes of emotion when he occasionally saw a pretty girl walking her pet down the street. First, he would check her out. He might notice her breasts, the sleek curves of her hair, or her lovely face. Maybe he would spot the way her denim clung to her ass. The attraction would be there, powerful and instant. After another moment, he would glance down at the dog, leashed, playful, and excited to be outside.

He wasn't supposed to be a pet. He wasn't supposed to think of himself like an actual animal that could be owned. And yet, there was that flutter of excitement. He was glad to be close to this woman. Was he really different from those other creatures? Maybe those dogs loved their owners. Perhaps that was the difference?

Only then he glanced up at Nika, and he realized something. Despite all of his vaunted promises and vows, he still wished to please her.

She guided him through the facility, and he tried to memorize the layout, but he already knew he wouldn't be brave enough to attempt to break free. Still, he concentrated.

Within a few minutes, however, he became hopelessly lost. This obedient boy factory was just too large. It seemed to sprawl in every direction. Worse, he didn't get to see any windows, nothing that might serve as a realistic point of reference. Instead, she turned him to the left, then walked straight. They went to the right, then to the left again.

It was confusing!

Isaac considered whether or not he should ask her if she was taking some strange route to try to disorient him. Realizing her answer wouldn't have changed anything, he simply bowed his head down, and he followed.

After a little while, Isaac gave up. He didn't try to memorize the layout of the facility because he knew it wouldn't work.

Right as that thought crossed his mind, she brought him to a set of double doors. A red light glowed overhead, and she stood there for just a moment. She was probably interfacing with the system. After another second, he heard the loud sounds of locks disengaging, and then the doors opened, swinging outward.

Right away, he blinked, surprised at how bright it could be outside. Warm sunlight streamed across his face, down his neck, and along his naked shoulders. She tugged on his leash, and Isaac followed. Immediately, the smooth floor gave way to thick, green grass.

"Shall we go for a walk?" Nika asked.

Isaac didn't want to answer, but he could already guess what would happen if he refused. She could just turn around and escort him back into his cage. It felt good to move, to get some exercise, and there was something almost addictive about the heat of the sunlight as it splashed down along his mostly naked body.

As he looked up and around, he could see the massive walls in every direction. He was in some kind of courtyard, and now Nika escorted him along the perimeter. Tugging on his leash, she guided him forward. They kept turning right as they traveled clockwise.

Pretty soon, his knees and knuckles were damp from the dew clinging to the blades of grass, but he kept going.

"You're behaving yourself exceptionally well today," Nika said.

"Thank you," he said, only to pause for a moment. He bristled, and there was this scraping sense of frustration and betrayal. Obviously, she was still training him, but how could he express any kind of gratitude?

"You stopped," she said. "Does that mean you want to go back inside?"

"No!"

Her captive boy didn't want to admit it, but he loved it out here. Inside those small cells, he knew that the women around him could control everything he experienced, from what he ate and when he slept to what he saw and heard. Out here, things felt more natural…

But how can they be natural when he was down on his hands and knees, crawling on all fours just like a pet?

Worse, he understood the simple truth that she could keep him out here for as long as she wished. She would ultimately be the one to make the decision about when they went back inside. It seemed so simple, and yet this gave her tremendous power.

"Then what should you do?"

He scurried forward like a good boy, and she watched as he crawled ahead of her. When they came to the next corner, he turned to the right again, and he continued to crawl.

"You're coming along nicely," she said. "That's why you're getting this reward."

Isaac sucked in a breath, like he wished to argue, only he didn't do it. Instead, he stayed quiet, and he continued to move his arms and legs, just as she expected. Really, they were going very fast, something which he was grateful for. Even now, part of him rebelled against the idea that he moved more slowly as he crawled.

"I don't want to come along nicely," he said.

"Yes, you do," she contradicted him. "You are just like all of the other boys. Deep down, you need this."

"That's not true!"

"And how would you know?" Nika asked simply.

Even now, it felt strange to argue with a computer program. Yes, she had that advanced, gorgeous body, but he was supposed to enjoy some advantage or privilege because he was an organic human, right? Wrong. In this facility, she had all of the power, and he needed to accept that. If he didn't or if he forgot, then he would be punished. It was simple, not that he wanted to acknowledge those different dynamics.

"What?"

Nika stopped, tugged on his leash, and forced him to turn around. She bent her knees and crouched in front of him, which still made her feel utterly superior. Even now, he had to strain his neck and raise his chin to look right into her eyes. "How would you know?" asked the android. "What is your expertise in male psychology?"

"I, I'm a man," he said with all of the defiance he could muster; it wasn't much, nor did she appear to be impressed.

"Yes," she acknowledged with just a hint of digitized malevolence in her voice. "You are a boy, which fails to address my inquiry. What do you know about male psychology? What is your training? What is your expertise?"

"I'm a man," he said again, proud of the defiance in his voice this time. He sounded a lot stronger, at least.

"Insufficient," she replied.

She must've been able to recognize the confusion playing across his face. More importantly, she didn't interpret his silence as defiance or resistance. If she had, then he would have needed to be punished, at which point a disciplinary protocol would have been triggered. Nika continued, "Yes, you are a boy, and this gives you some degree of insight, but it is insufficient. To truly understand a large population, you can't rely on a single sample. You need a group of individuals. More importantly, you need a systematic approach. This is why empiricism and the scientific method is the best way to understand the physical world."

"But we're talking about psychology," he protested.

"Groups behave in predictable ways," she said. "This is especially true for the inferior sex."

Ironically, Isaac had heard that phrase before, probably in a history class or maybe in some movie that took place in a bygone century. He never expected to hear it used to describe the men of the world.

"Groups of boys fall into different kinds of behavioral classifications. Not only that, they respond to certain stimuli. Even now, consider your position. When you first arrived, would you have been willing to crawl around on a leash?"

Isaac didn't reply, mostly because he disliked the truth.

"Answer me," she said, her tone shifting. Yes, there was that chiding edge of simulated amusement, but she clearly expected and demanded a response. Even if he didn't like the answer, he still needed to respond. If he didn't, one of those disciplinary protocols would certainly be activated.

"No!"

"Exactly," she said. "In spite of everything you want to believe about yourself, you are a boy, and boys can be trained. You are being trained. Like right now, if I commanded you to crawl over here and to nuzzle my shoes, would you obey? Don't lie."

She would be able to tell.

Swallowing back his trepidation, he held out for a few more seconds. Then he shook his head from side to side. With his eyes aimed down at the thick, luscious grass, he couldn't speak, although she didn't expect a verbal answer.

Continuing, she said, "You are learning. You are learning to behave. You are learning to obey. More and more, you see yourself as what you were meant to be. You are a slave."

"What I was meant to be?" Isaac asked, lifting his head and glaring at her. As he repeated those words, he had to ask, "Doesn't that imply there is some kind of intention here? What? Your computer program believes in divine intervention?"

"The ultimate cause is irrelevant," she said. "Males are naturally inclined for service."

"If that was true, then why would men have been able to hold power for so long? Decades, centuries, or millennia ago, women should have been able to take over."

"You would need to ask a different expert, perhaps an archaeologist." She leaned forward and touched the underside of his chin. Her fingers slid down to his neck. She caressed his soft skin. Just as importantly, she reminded this boy of her power and authority. Right then and there, she was in control. He, however, was just a boy, which meant he needed to obey. Perhaps he could argue or debate, yet those words changed nothing.

Opening his mouth, Isaac wanted to argue, but she tightened her grip just a tiny bit. She made it clear that he wouldn't be able to win.

"Tell me that you enjoy behaving." Her eyes narrowed slightly. It was a small detail, just a slight shift in her affect, but it was enough to make it clear that this wasn't a request.

"I enjoy obeying," he said. The words came out quickly, much faster than he intended. Worse, now that he could hear them echoing against his eardrums, he felt like he had just betrayed some vital principle and the man he was supposed to be.

Ideally, the boys would be able to eventually rebel and fight back.

No, it wouldn't even be a rebellion, he reminded himself. Out in the wider world, males still held sway. They were in charge, and they didn't have to let go of that power and authority! He needed to remember that. What these women were trying to create here was an illusion. It was a new ideology, something they had to construct.

And they could only succeed if he yielded, if he surrendered, if he gave them exactly what they craved…

"Continue," she said.

Isaac jumped up onto his feet. He thought he would leap up, straighten his back, stiffen his spine, make a par of fists, and glare at her. Ideally, she would have remained on her knees, and maybe that would give him an opportunity to...what?

Nika, processing his movements just as quickly as he could act, mirrored this boy and jumped up as well. He stood taller than her, but it didn't matter. He sucked in a breath, but her arm shot out, and she demonstrated her incredible strength again. Her fingers may have been soft, but the titanium frame and synthetic muscles did their job. First, she grabbed him by his leash. She yanked him forward, and he stumbled off balance.

As a photographer and a businessman, Isaac Drake had been dangerous enough, but he wasn't a fighter. Frankly, he had been smart enough to avoid any kind of real conflict. He was strategic and stealthy, so when she kicked out and swept his legs out from underneath him, he didn't know how to counter that move. He dropped down onto the grass, and she pinned him down.

She grabbed his wrists and locked them above his head. At first, he pulled, thinking that another set of shackles had been engaged. Instead, she had simply wrapped her thumb and fingers around his wrists before pushing down and trapping him.

"Disobedience will be punished," she promised.

He sucked in a breath and got ready to spit back some kind of answer. He didn't know exactly what he would say, especially because there was that sickening sense of guilt and frustration wedged within his gut, only the world blurred around him as she rolled him onto his back. She grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind him. It all happened so fast. He was getting manipulated like a doll, and he didn't know how to fight back.

She slapped his ass. At first, he couldn't believe it. He squirmed underneath her, but she braced one knee against of the small of his back, trapping him completely. Then, with her free hand, she slapped the curves of his backside.

The first blow stung. The second hurt even more. The third morphed into a special kind of agony.

Isaac couldn't even comprehend what was going on, but every time her hand came down, he endured the shame of getting spanked by this petite girl. At the same time, his collar activated with perfect synchronicity; each time her hand flew down, a burst of electricity exploded through his frame. Those volts ran along his nerves, lighting up his pain receptors. Soon, his vision turned to muddled shades of blue and green and gray as the spanking continued.

"You want to be an obedient boy," she told him. It was a command, a declaration, an observation, a promise, and a prediction. Her words may have been soft, silky, and feminine, yet they still pounded against his psyche. They felt primal and irresistible. "You want to be a good boy because you know your place. You want to be a good boy because you understand who you are."

She smacked his ass again, and he cried out as the pain leached away his will to resist and defy her.

"You are happiest when you surrender. You understand that you need to be owned. You want to focus on one woman; you need to support her. You need to make her happy. You want to be her pet, her companion, her slave, her servant, whatever she requires. You will dedicate your existence to her because she is better than you and stronger than you. This is how the world works."

He sucked in a breath, and the sensors built into his collar detected that rush of defiance. As the chemicals surged through his body, she unleashed another barrage, spanking him hard and fast. Her hand jumped from one side of his posterior to the other, over and over again. It felt like getting trapped in a lightning storm, like he had to endure one glancing pain after another.

When it stopped, she rolled him onto his back, and she braced her foot against his chest.

For just a flickering moment or two, he imagined himself trying to reach up and push her away. His fingers could have scrambled at her shoes or ankles, but he already understood that he wouldn't be able to break free.

She had him, and he was trapped.

This was the truth of his life. This was the fundamental reality of everything that was happening to him.

"What do you need to do?"

"I, I need to make her happy," he said. His vision cleared, and he looked up at this beautiful woman, only he had to blink a couple of times before his vision focused. For several seconds, there was just this distorted fuzz, like he couldn't make out her features. In that moment, she could have been any woman.

"I need to make her happy because I'm a boy, and I was made to serve. Every boy was made to serve!"

"Well done," she said.

After that onslaught, she didn't allow him to rest. Instead, she took him back to the chamber with the headset. She had him crawl into his cage, position his limbs over the shackles, and so he was restrained once again.

"Can I ask a question?" Isaac asked, hearing the timidity in his voice.

"Proceed," she instructed.

"You're stronger than me and faster than me."

"Yes," she acknowledged.

"Then why bother with any of this?" He glanced over at the bars of the cage, the shackles around his wrist. "What's the point of caging me or putting me in these restraints. It's not like I'm going to be able to overpower you."

"That is correct," she replied. "The restraints are to help you understand your place from a psychological perspective. When you're helpless, you can think more clearly. Freedom is poisonous for boys."

Pulling in a breath, he wanted to argue with her, to tell her that she was wrong or mistaken. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it.

So instead, he allowed himself to be restrained. From there, he waited. Unsurprisingly, she brought out the headset, and she slipped it over his face. He looked up at her. He was tired, especially from his "walk". At the same time, his insides clenched with a different kind of fear. What was he going to watch this time? Would it be a standard set of images? With her dulcet tones, would she remind him how happy he could be, so long as he obeyed the women around him? Would she tell him about how compliance would be the path to happiness and satisfaction?

Or would he watch something else? Would he see another "game", another "sport"?

Isaac didn't want to know one way or the other, but he would find out because he couldn't resist her will. She set the headphones over his ears, and he tried to settle into that familiar, darkened silence.

The screens in front of his eyes came to life, and he found himself following the perspective of a camera clicked to someone's shoulder or maybe the collar of a boy's shirt. He could tell based on the shape of the arm and hand when this young man reached out and pressed a doorbell. Isaac continued to listen, and he could pick up on the sounds of chattering coming from the other side of the door. There was also the sound of a beat.

This was a party.

The boy turned around and glanced at the other houses on the street. They were all big craftsman or Victorian style homes with one key difference. Historical purists were probably upset, but the different Greek societies had raised up huge signs with different letters in front of each house. Isaac had always been interested in classical Western mythology, so he recognized the Alpha Pi Nu and Gamma Delta Omega symbols at a glance. Before he could pick out any other details, the boy turned around and faced the door again.

"Hello?" asked a beautiful girl right as the door swung inward.

Isaac’s stomach flipped beneath the bars of his rib cage. The girl, a tall, seductive blonde with sharp, feline features and a pouty sneer stared at him intently, like she didn't understand how or why a boy could be there at that particular moment.

Although he knew he wasn't really there, Isaac still experienced the urge to clear his throat and to apologize before turning around and rushing off red-faced.

But then, a petite girl with dark skin and black hair jumped over to her friend, leaned upward onto the tips of her toes, and she cupped her hands around the blonde's ears.

Suddenly, the taller girl’s expression shifted almost immediately. She stared him up and down, her eyes gliding over this boy like she was making a decision about some important purchase.

"What's your name?"

"Max," came the shaky answer. Maybe guys would have been able to stand up to this young woman, but there was something so overpowering about to the gravity of her personality, like she could saunter into a room and immediately take control. If she cleared her throat or called out just a few words, the music would stop, and everyone would turn to look and listen. It wasn't just her beauty. There was something about the shine of her irises, not to mention the way she touched the tip of her tongue to her canines. It was subtle, sexy, and gave her the aura of a predator.

"Max," she said. "Okay. Come in." She reached out and casually took him by his right wrist. Surprisingly, the black haired girl took him by his other wrist, and suddenly they pulled him inside. The door closed behind him, and Isaac thought he heard the camera's microphone pick up on the sound of a lock engaging.

Or maybe that was his imagination.

"Max, do you notice anything special about this party?"

The boy turned, taking in a sweeping view of his surroundings. The living room was enormous with two separate staircases leading upward. Off in the distance, Isaac noticed another door, and it opened for a moment to reveal another set of stairs, although those seemed to go downward, probably into a basement. Between the obviously expensive leather couches, the beautiful paintings on the walls, and at the huge TV, this place looked like a college girl's fantasy house.

"No?"

The blonde cocked her head to the side, and she didn't let go of his wrist. Even now, the two girls were holding onto him, like they thought he might bolt at any moment. Then again, Isaac was doing his best to sift through those other quiet conversations. No one had technically gone silent, but there was definitely a lot of conversation taking place in hushed tones as the different girls of the party examined the newcomer.

"Really?" asked his hostess. "Marta here invited you, but she didn't tell you anything about this party, did she?"

"She just said something about how it's a really important party for Alpha Alpha Rho." Again, there wasn't any real certainty in Max's voice. Sure, he was doing his best, but these two girls intimidated him. That much was obvious. Perhaps if he had been alone on the street or out with a bunch of his friends, he could have managed some real swagger.

That was when Isaac picked up on the one detail that made at this party distinct from so many others. He saw the standard red cups, the cute girls, and someone had turned down the music, but it was still playing. It was some pop song, maybe in English, maybe in Korean. Either way, the cheerful beats and playful, feminine voices continued to chime out against the air. Despite all of this, Isaac had to ask one question.

Where were the boys?

Max seemed to figure this out at the same time because the camera shuddered as he twisted his torso to double-check. He checked to his left, then his right. But no, he didn't spot any...

"There aren't any guys here," he said.

"That's right," she said.

"What is this?" Although the boy sounded uncertain, Isaac couldn't help but hear something else in his voice as well. What was it? Maybe there was a trace of excitement in those three words.

Right away, Isaac understood. He wouldn't have wanted to admit this to Nika or any other woman, but he suspected lots of guys would have had similar reactions. And no, it wasn't based on some "harem" fantasy. He wasn't thinking about how he would be able to take control and have his way with these beautiful women. Instead, he imagined the scenario where they could gang up on him, pushing down onto the couch, and maybe flirt with him and tease him. It made Isaac think of one of his friends in high school, James. As a junior, James had decided to take AP French, which meant he was surrounded by all of these hot senior girls. They were smart, dedicated, and ambitious. More importantly, they were assertive. Sometimes, Isaac and James would hang out, only for this gang of girls to show up and surround them. Each time, they teased James, touching his shoulders, his arms, or even brushing their fingers through his hair. Sure, they talked to him like he was just a little brother, someone they could tease and control. In fact, he had a nickname: Class Pet. Then it got worse when the girls made a decision. At one point or another, they decided they were going to give James a makeover. They wanted to get him a new haircut, a new outfit, and they were going to drag him into the mall on some random Friday after school.

Despite all of this, Isaac had been jealous.

Then that litany of thoughts washed over him. He didn't hear these words in their voice; they sounded natural. They washed over Isaac, and they felt so right, so natural, so easy, simple, and sincere. I'm a boy. I'm a boy, and boys want to obey. I saw it. Even before, I saw it with James. He wanted those girls to control him. He wanted to surrender to them because he loved being their class pet. He loved the attention. He loved how they touched him and talked down to him. They were his superiors, and he knew it. It felt right for him.

Isaac blinked. Back in the real world, he was strapped down, powerless, and forced to watch this video.

Second by second, he waited for some rush of anger or defiance. He bit down, and he continued to stare straight ahead.

Nothing.

In that moment, he couldn't feel any difference between Two plus two equals four and Boys are born to be enslaved. What was the difference between a programmed idea inserted by Nika and the designers of this facility versus any other fact? Could he distinguish between In 2020, Joe Biden won the presidential election and Boys craved subjugation?

When Isaac concentrated, he could still tell the difference between those programmed ideas and what he truly wished to believe. But if these women were able to strip away the emotional certainty, but how long would it take before he forgot? When would he start to believe that the boys needed collars, leashes, and that only a woman could decide when to release them from their chastity cages?

"I think this one is going to be perfect," said the blonde. She rested her hand possessively on his shoulder. Marta didn't seem to mind.

"What is this?" What's going on?"

"He's feisty," she continued. "I like it." The tall, slender blonde didn't answer his question. Instead, she walked over to the middle of the room, raised her hand, and she called out, "Ladies. It's almost time for the game to begin."

This time, the boy didn't say anything. Instead, he tentatively turned from side to side.

Shackled down in the boy factory, Isaac experienced in that same flutter of nervous energy. At the same time, his thoughts probably mirrored that boy's as well. This young man couldn't know what was about to happen. Perhaps he didn't even know about the camera, like maybe it had been planted on him. Isaac didn't want to believe it, but if these women have been able to build a facility like this, then he couldn't put anything beyond their capabilities. No, he tried to tell himself, They aren't omnipotent. They aren't infallible or unstoppable. As obvious as those statements should have been, he couldn't quite convince himself…

The leader of these girls turned back to the boy. She focused on his face, so Isaac saw the bright shine of her eyes, and there was that ambitious smile. She looked like the kind of college girl who would inevitably end up in politics or maybe running one of the country's biggest corporations. At a glance, he could sense her drive and determination. More importantly, she exuded that sense of skill and gravitas. Once upon a time, such attributes would have only been assigned to the boys on campus, but now this young woman was ready to take charge.

The boy shifted back slightly. Maybe he hadn't even realized he had done it.

"Tonight, we are going to play a little game." She held out her hand, palm up. The boy glanced down, but he clearly didn't understand what was going on. That's when someone placed something round, fuzzy, and white on her hand. "The game is simple," she said. "You're going to be our bunny. Do you know what that makes us?"

Isaac couldn't see the boy’s face, but it was easy to imagine the confusion. Maybe he shook his head, or maybe he just stared at her. Either way, she only gave him a second to answer; when he couldn't do it, she continued, "She-wolves. Now, we are hungry, and you are a very tender rabbit, so you're going to put on this tail, and you are going to get a fifteen-second head start. If you can make it out of here, then we will let you go, oh, and your tuition will be wiped."

"Wiped? He started to ask something else, to rephrase, but she grinned at him, and that was enough to make him stop.

How could a woman look so beautiful and dangerous at the same time? How could her eyes sparkle while exuding such a sense of menace? Isaac didn't answer those questions even as he listened, "That's right. We are very well-connected, so if you can win, then you'll never have to pay for any other classes. In fact, we can even have your outstanding debts wiped away. They will be cleared, and you can just focus on what you want to do and who you want to be. How does that sound?"

"Good?"

"You don't believe me, do you?"

"It's not that," he started to say.

Again, she interrupted him. She spoke over him, like a boy's voice didn't really need to be acknowledged since it didn't really warrant her attention anyway. "Do you see her?" The sorority's queen girl pointed across the room to a young woman with very short, dark brown hair. She wore glasses and smiled her acknowledgment, "That's Tricia Jennings, the daughter of Amelia Jennings, CEO of Rush Unlimited. Over here, we have Alyssa Fielding, daughter of Sarah Fielding, the founder and co-CEO of Red Pool Capital. After that, we have Keiko Suzaku, heiress to the Miamoto fortune. From American hedge funds tech powerhouses to South Korean chaebols, we have power and influence."

"So what? This is a sorority dedicated to nepotism?" Asking this question must have drained him of all of his bravery.

"Cute," said the young woman. Again, the camera angle shifted slightly, like he was trying to retreat back a couple of steps, but he wasn't sure where to go, especially because he was surrounded by twenty or thirty young women.

Isaac realized something. It sounded silly, but he had never been intimidated like this. This was just a house. They didn't hold up paddles, batons, tranquilizer guns, or any other specialized equipment. And yet, those girls wouldn't need them…Based on their numbers alone, they could overpower him with hardly any effort. One boy couldn't take on so many women. If even one of them was trained and knew what she was doing, then she would probably be able to overpower and restrain this young man.

A fresh wave of fear fluttered through his stomach. A chill danced along his skin. He could feel the little bumps rise up on his shoulders.

What were they going to do?

"So, boy, are you ready to play?"

Don't do it. Don't cooperate. Don't play with them, Isaac tried to tell the boy. Unfortunately, Isaac still couldn't turn his head away, nor could he clamp his eyes shut. Instead, he had to watch from this young man's perspective. He had to see it. He had to live it…

"So I put on the tail? And what?"

"We track you," Marta interjected.

Her friend decided to be a little more honest, "We hunt you. If you can make it out of this house or go thirty minutes without getting caught, then you win." The blonde made this point perfunctorily, like it didn't really matter since he couldn't possibly defeat them.

"And you wipe away all of my student loans?"

"Exactly," said their leader. "Remember, for all of the money you owe, it's nothing more than a rounding error to most of the women in this room."

"Okay," the boy said.

He reached out, and he was about to grab the bunny tail, but she pulled it out of his reach and held it up. "Say please."

He exhaled slowly, sighing with disappointment like he thought this was immature. Finally, he held out his hand again. "Please."

She gave it to him, and that's when he saw the little straps. He could pull them around his waist in between his legs. They clicked on with the snap of a couple of different buttons. The tail would be secure, and it wouldn't fall off as he ran, but one firm tug would be all it would take to tear it away.

"Any questions?" asked the sorority girl with extra sweetness lacing her voice.

"N-no," he said. He glanced around, and that's when the blonde raised her hand, snapped her finger, and she turned away. She marched toward the other side of the house, probably in the direction of the kitchen. He watched the young women disappear, and then he wondered how he was going to do this.

Then her voice called out from the back of the room. "Ready."

The boy froze.

"Set," she shouted next. Her voice probably could have sounded dainty and feminine if she needed it to, only she projected those sounds out onto the air, and now his body jerked from side to side as he started searching around. Like prey surprised by a vicious predator, he didn't know what he was supposed to do. Hide? Run? Which direction should he pick?

The different possibilities must have overwhelmed him, right up until that moment when she called out, "Go!"

Instantly, Isaac picked up on the sounds of nearly a dozen giggling sorority girls. They burst out of the dining room or kitchen, and the boy quickly threw himself back toward the front door.

Stupid! You heard it lock! Isaac thought to himself. Worse, there was this moment where he almost decided he deserved to get caught.

The boy scrambled up to the handle for one, maybe two full seconds before pushing himself away. At once, he sprinted up the stairs as the girls flooded out into the room. He was fast, and he took the steps two at a time.

In the next moment, he's found himself staring down a long, wide hall with a thick, beige carpet. The boy glanced around again, and he found a loft to one side, a set of double doors to the other, and multiple rooms.

"We are coming for you!" called out one of the girls.

"I'm going to catch him. I want to go first!"

Go first? What did that mean? Isaac couldn't decide if he actually wanted an answer, but the boy probably didn't get the time necessary to think about it. Instead, he ran hard toward the end of the hall. Rather than slam up against the final door, he picked another one, opened it quietly, slid inside, and shut it behind him. Then he stopped. He froze.

Both Isaac and the boy and whoever else watched this video could hear the girls chattering as they opened one door after another. Maybe they were being systematic. He had cut off the line of sight for just a few seconds, but that meant he might be hiding in any of these different rooms. Bedrooms? Storage closets? Bathrooms? Something else?

Isaac hated the way his own heart pounded in sympathy with this boy. When he strained could he pick up on the sounds of that desperate breathing?

Isaac had been in that same position, frightened and scared as a young woman took over. Of course, he knew it would be so much worse to get hunted by a pack of them.

What was it about those sorority girls? Why could they be so influential? Was it their carefully chosen and curated outfits? Were they practically magnetic because of their short skirts, tight jeans, or snowy blouses? These were the kinds of girls who knew how to look sexy in sweaters. And when they tried it, they could be unstoppable and gorgeous. Isaac only blinked, yet he remembered one girl at some party he had attended. She had been wearing a little black, leather skirt and a matching corset. The corset had emphasized her cleavage, the sloping curves of her waist so perfectly…All night, he had wanted to stare at that girl. Was it makeup? Could it be the dark red shine of their lips, the way they batted their long eyelashes, or the soft powder blush along her cheeks? Isaac pushed his fingertips down against the palms of his hands, and he told himself that he couldn't succumb to that kind of manipulation.

College boys could be dumb; they were young, foolish, and inexperienced. Isaac was an adult. He didn't have any excuses, especially when he had successfully built a business. For a long time, he had been interested in photography. Every time he discussed it with other people, they had snorted or maybe rolled their eyes indulgently, like they didn't see the point. If he couldn't make any money doing it, what was the point?

And yet, he had shown them.

The boy appeared to be alone in the dark, only now he fumbled to grab his phone. He turned on the light and spun around. Both he and Isaac were probably terrified that this was just going to be a linen closet and at any moment, one of those cute girls would open the door, tear away his bunny tail, and win.

What was she going to get if she caught him? What would the successful huntress enjoy in terms of a reward?

Isaac told himself that he didn't want to think about it.

Luckily, the boy raised his phone, and the light glowed bright as he aimed it up a set of narrow, wooden stairs.

This had to lead to the attic.

For a second, he tensed up as he leaned forward, like he meant to just run up the stairs as fast as he could. He could have kicked his heels down against those wooden platforms, only doing so would have meant making a lot of noise. When he paused again, Isaac could hear the sounds of the girls talking to one another. They may have been the hunters, but they didn't bother with anything approaching stealth.

They were having fun. A couple of them were probably tipsy. For them, this was a fun night.

For the boy, this could be his opportunity to reset his life. Yes, an education would be a tremendous asset, but it meant starting out with a lot of debt. Unfortunately, this wasn't a state that had heavily subsidized colleges. Yes, people could go to college, but it usually meant taking on huge debts.

Then again, Isaac didn't really know where they were. Perhaps this boy just made some bad decisions.

Either way, the young man was smart enough to creep up into the attic. Knowing that time was on his side, he looked around.

This must have felt pretty silly. As a child, he must have played Hide and Go Seek at one point or another. Isaac tensed when he remembered going to a party and watching a ten-year-old girl play with a toddler. She would cover her eyes, and he would squeal before running off to try to "hide" in some spot behind a car or underneath a bush. Each time, the girl crept up, catching him, tickling him, and making him squeal with delight.

Did this boy experience anything like that?

Isaac doubted it.

Still holding onto his light, the boy shown that beam across the attic once he arrived at the top of the house. Motes of dust drifted lazily, each one sparkling for a second underneath the sharp illumination. The boy saw the different trunks, dress forms, random boxes, and old crates. This attic had probably soaked up a lot of detritus from the different girls who temporarily lived in this house for a few years or a few semesters.

It would give him a good spot to hide.

If the boy had been given enough time, maybe he would have found some really good spot where he could conceal himself. Only then, the door down at the bottom of the stairs opened.

"I saw something," said one of the girls.

"You think he's up there?" asked another one of the sorority sisters.

"He has to be!" squealed another one of the huntresses.

Isaac didn't want to watch this. His stomach twisted, and he held his breath. Unfortunately, he couldn't even think about trying to simply close his eyes. He knew it wouldn't work. If Nika and the others wanted him to view this footage, then he had to watch it. They controlled what he saw and what he heard. They controlled what he experienced.

That makes sense. They’re women. Women can always tell me what to do. Right as he finished those thoughts, he clenched his eyes shut for just a second and shook his head. None of that helped Isaac hide from the truth.

The girls' prey jumped over and ducked down behind one of the crates. Only a few seconds later, the girls scurried up the steps. Unlike him, they didn't need to worry about how much noise they made. Just like him, they took out their phones and turned on their lights. Harsh beams of white slid through the air as the girls started checking behind the boxes and in the corners of the room.

The boy backed up a little bit more, and then his hand rose. He must've felt something because he turned around, and that's when he saw some kind of door, only it wasn't set onto hinges. Instead, it rose up.

Within a few seconds, these girls were going to find him. That much was obvious.

Another beam of light splashed against the spot to his left. If that girl had checked just a few more inches to one side, she would have spotted him for sure! Instead, she turned away. Maybe she found an old knickknack, or maybe she thought she spotted a hiding place for a boy who hoped to flee a gang of girls.

Either way, the boy probably exhaled as he slid the door up. He had no idea where this might lead him, but he needed a real hiding spot. Just ducking behind one of these crates wouldn't do it.

Checking with this phone, he glanced down, and he saw that the gap simply dropped down into blackness. He couldn't see anything, and he didn't want to risk aiming his phone all the way down.

Knowing this was foolish, the boy climbed in. Right away, he fell. He dropped down and nearly screamed, but he just barely managed to suppress that urge. He fell for those horrifying seconds as the stomach dropped, only then the wall sloped, and he emerged in some kind of small room.

Holding his phone up, he glanced around, saw a switch for the lights, and he hit it before he could decide whether or not this might be a terrible idea.

The overhead lights came alive, and he saw the small carts on rollers, plus several appliances. A washer? A dryer? His brows creased, and he realized that this was where the girls did their laundry. Then they loaded up the clothing in their boxes, and they heaped them up on the carts which could be pulled up to the attic? That didn't make any sense, only then he realized there had to be other openings. He was lucky he hadn't gotten caught on one of the edges or lips. If he had, he might've gone tumbling, fallen hard, and broken his neck.

Then again, maybe the boy didn't think about any of that, but Isaac certainly did.

Creeping forward, the boy opened one door, only to find himself in another strange room. His flashlight cut across the gloom, and he saw the huge mirrors, not to mention several benches and seats off to the sides. There were several shelves as well, but he decided he didn't want to worry about any of that. Instead, he needed a place to hide.

Isaac wondered if the boy might be able to just stay right there. How much time had gone by?

Maybe the boy thought of this, or maybe he didn't, but Isaac had a question that made his insides tense up again. What if the girls weren't keeping track of the time? Or worse, what if they were, and they decided to cheat? It wasn't like this guy had set an alarm on his phone, so he had no idea how many minutes went by.

It didn't make any difference, Isaac told himself. This boy needed to keep trying. He had to win!

Backing up, the boy turned toward the other door, and he found himself walking into a narrow hallway. He glanced down and saw the marble tiles beneath his feet.

Up ahead, there was another set of carpeted stairs, although these must have led up to the first floor. The girls' target was down in the basement.

The boy backed up just as the door opened, and one woman asked, "Did anyone check down here?"

"How would he get down there?"

"Maybe climbed a window or something?"

"Why would he do that? If he's out of the house, did he already win?"

"He's a boy. Boys do dumb things," said the other girl like it would be impossible to understand members of the inferior sex.

"Or he went down the laundry chute," says another girl.

The boy was probably biting inside of his mouth, but he froze up for a few seconds. Then he started to retreat back, and he's doing his best to be quiet, but one of the girls rushes down the steps. She's probably faster than he expected, because suddenly she's right there in front of him. "He's here!"

The other girls squealed with delight as they raced down to find their bunny boy. He turned, and he ran. For a second, he probably wanted to go back to the familiar comfort of the laundry room, but he found himself in that other room instead. He’s surrounded by mirrors on every side. There are those freestanding shelves, and the niches around the room. It's dark and shadowed with just a few lights on. But then the girls come in, and they quickly encircle him. He didn't find a spot where he could hide. Whether he liked it or not, this boy was trapped.

"How much time has gone by?" he asks, perhaps hoping that he needed to hold out for a few more seconds. Technically, they just had to grab his tail. If they could pull it off of him, then they win.

"Not enough," comes an answer. It's the blonde from before, their leader. The other girls clear a path for her, and she saunters ahead. Then she looks around at the others, and she announces, "You know, I had a lot of fun with the last one. Besides, I'm still working on taming Warren, so I think I'm going to give this one to one of my closest friends." Her eyes narrowed slightly, and she starts to look around the room. At that moment, the other young women start to straighten their backs, like they know that they just need to get her approval.

Isaac understands that there are probably a variety of complicated social dynamics at play here. These girls likely have constantly shifting social dynamics, none of which he could possibly understand. Then the blonde points, and she says, "Tara. Grab his tail."

One girl gulps as her friend steps aside. She looks around to her left, then her right like she's not really sure this could be happening.

"Are you, are you sure? I'm just a pledge," she says.

The blonde in charge smiles with beneficent amusement, "I'm sure."

Tara steps forward. She has dark red, almost brown hair that she keeps tied back into a ponytail. As she walks forward, those tresses sway from side to side. She exhales slowly, and the boy turns to her. In a loud voice, he announces, "You're not going to be able to get off of me."

"I think I will," she says. With her friends, maybe she's timid and shy. But with a boy? She has no problem talking down to him.

The boy takes a couple of steps back, only to twist around. The girls have encircled him. Maybe he could try to run forward, but it's obvious they would be able to grab him and push him down. Even if he could break through their line, they would slow him down, giving Tara plenty of time to tear away his cottontail.

In those first steps, she seemed nervous, especially as she glanced back and forth at her sorority sisters. Then, when she turned her attention to the boy, she seemed to make eye contact with him, and the timidity fell away. She marched right up to him, and he stepped back again.

This boy had to be bigger, taller, and physically stronger, at least when it came to his upper body strength. None of that was enough to intimidate her.

In actuality, men had enjoyed a couple of small physical advantages. Over the centuries, they had utilized their difference in height and their deeper voices to take control of society, but this girl understood how the world was really supposed to work. Not only that, she had the support of her sisterhood.

And he was just one boy…surrounded.

Isaac almost hoped that the boy would just surrender right there. Wouldn’t that be better? Fighting and losing somehow seemed worse, like it would prove everything these women had said about the male half of humanity.

Instead, the boy tensed up. He crouched down.

"Stand still so I can take that cute little tail of yours," she demanded.

"No," answered the boy, his voice deep and gruff. Clearly, he was nervous, but he wasn't about to yield to this girl. "Just let me go. You can let me go right now."

The dark-haired girl touched a finger to the corner of her mouth, and then she glanced to her left, then her right. She made eye contact with her sorority sisters, and then she finally asked, "What do you say, ladies? Should we let him go?"

"No! I want to hold him down!" That was just one voice, and it came from somewhere in the back, but it was enough to make all of the sorority girls burst out laughing.

If their target understood what any of that meant, he gave no sign of it. Instead, he stepped forward. He tried to straighten his back is much as he could, like his posture might be enough to change the circumstances. "I'm warning you," he said.

"Strip naked, get down on your knees, and promise to be an obedient boy. Maybe then, we will go easy on you," she said.

"You're kidding," he answered, only then she pounced. She lunged forward as her arm snaked shot out in one quick movement.

The girl was quick, yet the boy stumbled back. Then he came close to making a mistake because he overcorrected and nearly fell. Not only that, he came a lot closer to the other young women than he expected. Spinning about, he stared at them, thinking they were going to descend on him like a pack of she-wolves. Instead, the girls watched. Some of them had their arms crossed over their chests with these aggressive pouts on their faces. Others held their hands behind their backs or swayed a little bit from side to side as they watched and enjoyed the show. All of the young women had something in common: confidence. Whether they were enjoying the demonstration of female supremacy or buzzed and twitched with impatience, it was obvious that these girls knew they were going to win.

How much time has gone by?

Did it matter?

Could it change anything?

Isaac scrambled through those questions on this boy's behalf, but he didn't know.

Tara came at him again. The boy must've noticed her in his peripheral vision. He jumped to the side, and suddenly he was running from her. The circle of sorority sisters didn't give him much room to maneuver, but maybe he was scrambling to think of what he might be able to do.

Finally, his more aggressive instincts kicked in, and he turned and faced her again. He set his feet apart, and he braced himself, like he thought he was going to fight her.

Don't do it. You don't know who this girl is she might be trained. She might already know how to take you down in just a few seconds. Run! Without even realizing it, Isaac had started to think of himself as prey. He was a creature that needed to run, especially when it came to women. That makes sense. Women are stronger and more powerful. They're smarter than me. Women are the superior sex.

The superior sex…It took him another couple of seconds to recognize that idea and how it was supposed to feel wrong. The idea of women as the superior sex should have felt strange. Instead, it seemed almost natural…

Tara stopped for a moment, she tilted her head to the side, and she had her hands near her hips. She seemed completely, utterly relaxed. Then she jumped forward on her left foot before shifting her weight. Isaac couldn't decide whether she moved more like a soccer player or maybe a ballerina. She was obviously light on her feet, and then she came up at him from a different angle.

The boy reacted quickly, jerking and trying to compensate. But then the girl shifted again, and she reached for the strap. If she could slip her fingers around that nylon band, she'd be able to grab, pull, and pop the snaps. She would be holding onto his bunny tail, and she would get him.

"I'm not going to let you win," the boy promised.

He tried to dodge out of the way.

If he had kept his mouth shut, if he had focused on remaining outside of her reach, maybe he would have succeeded.

Only then, the boy stumbled forward. The camera angle jostled, and Isaac tried to figure out what just happened, only he spun around and called out, "She pushed me!"

Isaac watched the video, and he found himself staring into the seemingly innocent expressions of five or six beautiful women. The sorority sisters considered him, yet they were all wearing these decidedly focused and innocent expressions on their faces.

"Oh, look at that," Tara announced. "I've got your tail."

The boy moved his hands, his palms pushing against the sides of his hips, then down toward his back as he expected to feel the soft straps and fuzzy material of his bunny's tail. He spun, and that's when both the boy and Isaac saw Tara holding up her trophy. "I beat you. I beat you. That means I get you!"

"No…" The boy stumbled back again. "That's, that's not fair! She cheated!" Immediately, he spun on the leader of the sorority sisters. He studied that girl, and he demanded, "I wasn't going to lose, but those girls cheated!"

"Ladies, did any of you push him?"

Young women chorused out an obviously insincere, "No…" They sounded slightly bored, like elementary school kids who had just been asked whether or not any of them would ever break the rules.

"Yes, I felt it! One of them shoved me."

The blonde strode forward, her high-heeled boots clicking against the floor. She marched right up to him, grabbed him by his shirt, and pulled forward. Maybe he would have been able to struggle free or shove himself back, but it was obvious that this guy didn't know what was going to happen, nor did he know how to react to a woman like this. "Are you calling them liars?"

"One of them pushed me!"

"So this is what I'm facing," she said. "You say one thing, and they say another. There are a bunch of them, and I know them. I trust them. Those girls are my sisters, and I believe them."

"One of them pushed me!" he said again. As a guy, maybe he expected people to believe him. Maybe he thought that he was going to get the same credibility he would be able to enjoy out in the wider world. But this was a sorority house, and these young women had crafted their own set of rules. Maybe one of the girls cheated. Maybe not. Maybe cheating really was forbidden, but if no one knew, and if no one was going to say anything, then this boy could continue to squeak and yap all he liked, but none of them were going to listen.

He should just be quiet. He should just be quiet and be a good boy… Isaac found himself hissing through his teeth as that idea sped through his mind. Part of him wanted to believe that he wouldn't actually betray members of his own sex. If the female supremacists came to power, then it would become this absurd battle of men versus women, girls versus boys. He had to pick a side.

Only then, another preprogrammed idea jumped into his head, I want to be a good boy. Worse, he experienced the actual desire, the genuine urge to surrender. He had already bowed down, crawled, and surrendered to the women around him, but he could envision what he would do as this boy at this sorority house.

He should get down on his knees. He should talk to these girls and acknowledge their superiority. He should tell them that he will defer to their authority because they are in charge. They're smarter than him. They know what to do. He can tell himself that he's lying, but he won't be. He needs to acknowledge their power over him. This is their house. This is their world…

"If my sorority sisters tell me that they didn't push you, then they didn't push you." Their leader didn't actually say she believed them; that didn't matter. Instead, it was just a matter of authority and default credibility. When people argued and there wasn't any evidence, who should be believed? So much of society came down to questions of trust and power.

Right there, in that mirrored basement, these girls believed one another. They weren't going to believe some boy.

"And so, we have a winner," she said.

"But…" The boy tried to say something, to get the other girls' attention and focus, but she grabbed Tara's wrist and tugged it up into the air. The triumph was obvious.

"Ladies, we have a winner! And since you successfully caught the bunny boy, what are you going to do?"

"Ladies, I want to share him. But I want to go first."

Share him?

Isaac endured that bizarre mix of anticipation and fear. One part of him wished he could be the boy down in that basement. Another part of him was terrified of the prospect.

Then it all froze, and Isaac didn't understand. What was going on? Someone had paused the image, so he found himself staring at a group of random sorority girls. Two of them were whispering back and forth. Another was watching him. A different girl had her gaze over at Tara. Another had her phone out as she checked a message or typed something out.

"What's going on?" Isaac asked, although he didn't really expect a response.

Then he felt soft hands behind him. There was that little clique of sound that seemed to vibrate through his body, although he couldn't tell whether or not he imagined it. Next, he felt the cool air against the sides of his cock as the chastity cage was removed. It slid away, and he exhaled through his teeth as the arousal roared through his body. It was a flood of wondrous desire. He couldn't help himself.

As he became aroused, other thoughts flooded through his brain. What does this mean? Is a woman going to play with me? Am I going to be taken? Am I going to be used? Or maybe she just wants to touch me? Maybe she wants to make me desperate?

On some level, he must have known that he should fight these words, but he spoke them anyway. Within the confines of his headset and earphones, it was so easy to forget about the rest of the world. His universe shrank down to just his body and what they allowed him to experience, so the words slipped out, "Please. Please, I want to be a good boy."

Isaac wasn't even sure what those words would mean. Right in front of his gaze, the frozen image remained.

And now, someone started stroking him. He could feel those soft movements, the grazing glide of fingertips sliding along his shaft to the tip. She rubbed at the end of his cock, moved back down, caressed his balls, and toyed with him.

"Yes, please. More. Please!"

It wasn't enough to get him off. It wasn't even close.

Instead, those delicious sensations only coaxed his desires. The urges became more and more powerful, like there was this blazing bonfire on a beach, and someone kept pouring a thin stream of kerosene or gasoline onto the orange flames. They leaped higher through his body, becoming more and more powerful. And yet, those bursts of inferno couldn't escape.

The recording resumed.

Somewhere out in the real world, he was getting touched again. He could still feel it, but now he had to watch.

"Grab him," Tara commanded. Maybe she wasn't in charge of this sorority, yet her status as the winner meant she could give this order without breaking any rules.

The boy started to step back, only he probably bumped into someone. One soft, small hand touched his shoulder. Another grabbed him by his right wrist. Someone else took him by his left bicep. There were so many of them.

The boy tried to stumble back, to shrug them off, but there must've been at least a dozen maybe fifteen or twenty girls! They grabbed him, just as ordered. He couldn't pull away, no matter how hard he tried.

In the next moment, it was obvious this boy needed to just push his way forward and plow between the slender frames of these sorority girls.

It didn't work.

In the next moment, they pushed their way down on him. Working collectively, they shoved him onto his back.

From there, the girls pulled out scissors. The boy must have noticed the glinting metal, and then the young women worked together, pinning his arms and legs. If one girl had attempted to wrestle him down, she might not have been able to succeed without significant training. If she had learned how to leverage her speed and grace, then knocking him to the floor would have been easy. These young women didn't have to bother with any special skill or dexterity. On the contrary, they just used their numbers to push him down, and now they trapped him.

The camera shuddered and shook as the blade twisted his body to the left, to the right. He struggled so hard to tear himself free, but these girls kept him trapped. Some of them used their knees. Others pushed him down with just the palms of their hands as they leaned forward, their shoulders braced.

"He's not going anywhere!"

"This boy belongs to us!"

"Collar him as a sorority slave?"

"Let's see what he's like when he's naked. Let's see what he's like when we ride him!"

Isaac could only pick up on the snippets of conversation as the girls sometimes shouted and sometimes chatted. Others were laughing or chortling as they enjoyed this male's frantic struggles. His muscles must've been tightening, but the girls started cutting through his shirt and pants. They pulled off his shoes and socks. They were careful not to damage their new trophy, but he made it difficult. Still, they were patient, they took their time, and soon he was bare from the waist up. A few seconds later, the last remains of his boxers were pulled away.

"And look at that, ladies. He's excited. Obviously, he wants to be here," said their leader.

Tara laughed. She leaned forward and looked right down into his eyes. Some of her dark red hair fell forward, and those tresses probably brushed his forehead. "Is that right, boy? Do you want to be here? Did you make it easy for me to catch your little cottontail? Were you hoping we would have some fun with you? Because this is a party, and guess what?" She let that question hang on the air. In that moment, none of the other girls said anything. It was like they had known this was coming, and they all wanted to watch the expressions play across his handsome face.

"You're the entertainment," Tara promised before she reached up and casually touched the tip of his nose. He should have been able to push her back, but these women had him trapped. If he pulled his right arm, he would feel their soft, small hands shove him back down. If he tried to kick out, he would have to contend with the two girls who were holding him by his shin and ankle. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn't going anywhere, and these girls didn't even need to resort to the use of shackles, cuffs, or any other restraint.

"Get the collar," said their leader.

Another girl scurried off. She went to one of the shelves, and she came back with a black, leather collar. It was simple, just a simple band of material, unlike the one Isaac wore. For a moment, he thought it was just going to be temporary, only then he spotted the lock and clasp. They split the collar around this boy's neck, and then Isaac flinched when he heard the sound of another click.

"You're going to wear this for as long as we want. You know why? A black collar marks you as our property. Every girl on campus is going to know that you are ours now," Tara said. Then she pulled down her pants. She kicked off her shoes, and suddenly she was just wearing her panties and top. She reached down for his erection, and she casually wrapped her fingers around his shaft. It all happened so quickly, and suddenly the boy tensed up. He tried to lift his chest, to squirm out from beneath the hold of these girls, yet they weren't going to let him go. They had him, and they wouldn't release him. Why would they? They were just getting started…

Although the soft, simple white cotton of her panties separated her pussy from his cock, Tara rubbed herself on him. Without knowing it, he probably made it more enjoyable for her since he kept squirming. He tried to throw his body from one side to the other, like he really thought he would be able to tear himself free and escape.

Even if he had managed to leap up onto his feet, these girls would have swarmed him again. With their laughter ringing against the air, they would have pushed him right back down. He would have found himself in the same position with his arms and legs spread and those nubile girls pinning him down.

Then she leaned forward, and she whispered something into his ear.

Isaac strained. He knew he should have tried to block out the sounds, to ignore them. And yet, some part of him needed to know.

Was it because of her gender? Was it because this girl was placed on top of a boy, and Isaac knew he should listen? Did it feel like boys should always listen to the women around them? Did it feel like a woman's idea would always be better than anything he could come up with?

"I want you to know that you are going to satisfy every girl here. We are going to use your mouth and your cock." Tara paused to let those words sink in. "You belong to us now. That's why you’re collared like any other pet. Now, pet, if you come too soon, we're just going to keep playing with you. We're going to stimulate you. Understand?"

He didn't answer, yet it hardly mattered because she sat up.

If they had been having sex as equals, then Tara probably would have pulled off her top and her bra. She would have allowed this boy to rub his palms along her breasts. She would have tried to make it pleasurable for him, only that didn't matter, not here. His enjoyment wasn't something she needed to consider.

After all, he was just the sorority pet now.

She pulled off her panties, and she held them up. For a moment, it looked like she might throw them off to the side, only then she looked down at the boy. "Open your mouth, pet."

It was a test of his obedience, his compliance.

He hissed back at her, "Never!"

The girls moved all at once, as though they had planned for this. They grabbed him, pulled him onto his side, and he still tried to kick and punch out, but he wasn't strong enough, not when compared to the collective strength of the sisterhood. The girls rolled the naked boy onto his side, and that's when Tara spanked him. Isaac flinched when he heard the sound of her palm slap down against his unprotected backside. In those first couple of seconds, just as Isaac had believed, he probably didn't think it could hurt him. But then that boy started panting, gasping, and begging for her to stop.

Then they pushed him down onto his back. The young women moved in sync, trapping him. They could continuously maneuver him like he was nothing but a doll. In that moment, he had become their action figure, so they could do whatever they wished. Tara straddled him, held up her balled panties, and looked down into his eyes. "Open up."

This time, he didn't argue or fight. She pushed the panties down between his teeth, gagging him.

Then she mounted him. She took his cock, and she lowered herself down onto his shaft. The tip of his cock must've been wet by this point. Her pussy was certainly damp. She slid into position, closed her eyes, and reveled in that ecstasy. From there, she started using him.

She moved up, then down. She took him like he was nothing but her toy. He was hard and firm with the perfect texture.

Isaac watched.

Then it stopped again.

He expected a voice. Maybe another mantra would buzz against his eardrums. Instead, someone pulled against his headphones, and then he heard a whispered voice, "This is what you want, isn't it. Go on. Come for me, boy. Show me that you are just like him. Show me that you need to be owned."

He thought he recognized the sound of that voice, but he couldn't be certain. Different names and faces ran through his memory, but he couldn't come up with the right answer. Who was she? What did she want? It was Nika, he told himself. She was just messing with him. Yes, she could have spoken through the headphones, but she wanted him insecure and doubting himself.

"That boy is going to fail," continued the whispers. "You're going to fail."

Then she slid the headphone back into its traditional spot, and he couldn't hear anything from the wider world.

There was just that frozen image of girls circled around a boy and the impenetrable silence.

Then it started up again, and the giggling, chortling laughter buzzed against his eardrums. The boy couldn't speak now, but he still gasped and moaned.

Tara enjoyed herself with him. Pretty soon, she threw her head back, and she moaned. She grunted with satisfaction like some wild predator. When she pulled herself away, she didn't grab her panties. She did, however, pick up her pants.

There. It was over.

Only then another girl in a dark green dress stepped forward. She slid off her panties, and she tossed them down onto the boy's face. Next, she grabbed his slick cock, and she lowered herself down. She penetrated him. She started riding him.

These girls were going to do that to him again and again, and Isaac had no choice. He had to watch!

A petite blonde with long, straight blonde hair mounted him. She looked around shyly and hesitantly at first, like she wasn't sure what to expect. Then she moved her body more and more.

Isaac saw this, and he knew what the other boy was struggling against. He didn't want to climax.

All at once, Isaac knew that he had to hold out as well. The girl touching him continued to glide her hand up and down along his length.

The video continued. One girl after another mounted that boy. After a few minutes, they’d pull the panties out of his mouth, and they used his lips and his cock at the same time. A couple of girls actually positioned themselves, and leaned into one another. They were facing one another, so they started kissing, making out and caressing each other. At the same time, this boy was getting ridden as they made out. He had to lick. He had to serve them.

Was he cooperating?

Yes. He serviced them, but he managed to hold out for a little while. Then, another girl climbed on top of him, and that's when he lost control.

It didn't matter.

The girls started touching him all over. They ran their hands along his neck, his chest and shoulders. They moved their fingertips along his feet, making him laugh at one point. They picked out his ticklish spots. Sometimes they avoided them. Sometimes they provoked him.

They were showing this boy that they had complete control over him. They had perfect access to his frame, so it didn't matter what he tried to do.

Once he was hard again, something that only took a few more seconds, another girl started riding him.

But out in the real world, Isaac managed to hold out.

The fought hard. His heart was hammering away in his chest, but he didn't break.

This time, he managed to resist. Even when she squeezed him. Even when she brought him to the very cusp, he didn't yield or surrender. "I don't know if that's you, Nika," he said, although he couldn't hear his own voice. "It doesn't matter how much you make me watch. It doesn't matter what you show me! I am never, ever going to yield!" He made that promise even though he had broken before, yet something hardened within his psyche.

The images stopped.

Isaac couldn't hear anything concrete, but he thought there were other sounds, something distant. Were people talking? Up until this point, he had assumed that the headphones were completely soundproof, but they probably hadn't been tested.

That's when his restraints retracted.

Powerful hands, both of which were covered in soft, synthetic skin rolled him onto his back. Isaac wanted to reach up and pull the headset off, but he wasn't brave enough for that. Then she pushed his wrists down, and the shackles snapped back into place. Not only that, they moved. Soon, he was on his back with his arms and legs spread. Although he didn't have a group of girls trapping him, Isaac still thought of that boy back at the sorority house.

The images darkened. He blinked, he tried to comprehend what was happening.

Then he felt something against his waist. It was the hem of the skirt, the press of bare inner thighs against the contours of his chest.

When she leaned forward, he could feel her clothing. Was this Nika? Then her hand slid along his chest. She caressed his nipples, and then she worked her fingertips up to the edges of his collar. She kissed him, and he tried to tell one way or the other. Next, she grabbed his hands. She pushed her palms down and laced her fingers with his.

This wasn't Nika, he decided.

Obviously, Isaac couldn't be certain, but there was something different about this girl. She rubbed her cheek against his, almost playfully. Then she kissed him. She pushed her lips down against his, and he tried to tell who this was, but he couldn't see anything! The headset effectively doubled as a blindfold, especially when the women here turned off the small screens. He couldn't see anything, there was just her touch.

Then she pulled the headphone away again. She raised her voice just a tiny bit. There was this edge of declaration in each word, "You thought you could hold out, didn't you? You can't. Your cock belongs to me. I'm going to own you, boy. I'm going to have you on your knees, groveling before me because I am your superior. I have always been your superior."

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he heard those words. "Wait," he gasped. "Who are you?"

She giggled.

Those were very, very human sounds. This wasn't an android placed above him.

He tried to think of ex-girlfriend's, old friends, and other women who might want to see him in this position. He remembered the fifth grade when he went to a "dance" at his school for the kids who had earned good grades. As should have been expected, the girls hung out at one side of the room and the boys clung to the other. But occasionally, "helpful" friends would sneak across to the enemy territory and inform one girl or boy that his or her friend had a big crush on them and that they should go ask them to dance. It almost never happened to him, but Nina Rodriguez came up to him and said, "Melanie really wants you to dance with her." Isaac had frozen, and he hadn't been able to do it. Yes, he wanted to. He thought she was cute, there was something alluring about that girl, only he had frozen. Inevitably, Nina raced back across the room and he said he didn't want to dance with her, which made Melanie cry.

What if it was Melanie? What if she had joined the female supremacists and remembered that boy who had broken her heart back in elementary school?

No. That was ridiculous. It wouldn’t be her. But it could have been someone else. Different names flashed through his mind as he thought of minor slights and big mistakes. Nicole, Jasmine, Lauren, Jeanine, and others flashed by. Hell, he remembered that girl he had cut off at an intersection just the other day.

How many days have gone by? How long have they held in here?

His confusion morphed into anger.

"I'm not going to let you do this to me!"

"You might be able to resist VR, but this is the real thing," she said. Again, her voice was familiar and almost recognizable. Maybe he hadn't paid enough attention to her. Maybe he never took her seriously…

And now, she could do whatever she wanted with him. She set the headphones over his ears, and then she slid back. She kissed him. She nipped at his ear lobe, pressed her mouth against his neck. She caressed his chest, all while she stimulated him.

I have to hold out. This time, I can't let her win. This girl wants to be my owner. If she wants to be my owner, I need to show her that I will defeat her. I have to do this. I can't give in. Those thoughts should have been roaring and racing through his skull. They should have overwhelmed him completely.

They didn't.

Instead of some angry, defiant cacophony, those words flashed through his head it, but there was an undercurrent, other possibilities. It would've been so much easier to think, This woman might be my owner. She's my owner, I must give her the due deference and respect she deserves! She's a woman, and she can buy me. She can take me, and I will serve her.

If Isaac allowed his control to slip, even for just a few seconds, he knew he'd fall into those programmed ideas and beliefs. Nika and the other designers of this boy factory would win. He would've been transported here, thrown onto a conveyor belt, stripped, caged, collared, and programmed. He would become another asset out in the world, a piece of property to be bought and sold or used however his owner saw fit.

He needed to fight!

Isaac tried to think of his favorite superheroes, those warriors who populated the works of fantasy and science fiction that he always enjoyed. He thought of laser swords, blasters, blades, and other esoteric weapons.

And yet, he didn't see any of those men standing tall.

Instead, he knew that he was on his back, naked and spread out, his shaft rigid because he couldn't control his own body.

At first, he expected her to slide down and ride him, just as that other boy had endured. Instead, this woman, whoever she was, continued to touch him. She stroked him. At one point, she pinched at his shins before moving up to his thighs. She palpated and massaged his frame.

She was examining him, Isaac realized. She was exploring his body like he was a piece of meat on display. He had become livestock, and now she may have been reconsidering her purchase.

For a second, he started to worry about what might happen if she did buy him.

No!

He tried to fight it. He tried to resist so hard.

Then she went back to stroking his shaft. She toyed with him, and he couldn't be certain, but he thought he heard the sounds of her giggling. Or perhaps that was his imagination.

Her graceful fingers moved up and down. She toyed with him. At one point, she just used a single finger as she stroked the curves of the tip of his cock. Then she ran that digit down to the base of his cock. In the next moment, she cupped his balls and started to massage the spot between his legs and underneath his scrotum. His eyes widened, yet he still couldn't tell the difference between blinking and staring forward, not as he tried to pierce that impenetrable darkness.

Then it stopped.

He waited.

His breathing came fast, and his heart kept pounding. There was adrenaline in his bloodstream, he knew. He tried to get used to those sensations, but he was evolutionarily programmed to need to move, to react. The shackles made it impossible for him to escape.

Had she gotten up? Had he frustrated her to the point where she finally surrendered to him? (Granted, Isaac would have still been chained down and at the mercies of an artificial intelligence, but he needed this. He needed it so badly! After all, those other treacherous thoughts continue to spin and swirl just beneath the surface of his consciousness. He already knew how good it would feel to embrace his own inferiority.).

I'm a boy. I'm a boy, and I'm a member of the inferior sex. Women are better than me. They should be in charge. They are stronger and faster. They're smarter and more intuitive. If I just give in, I can serve. I can simplify my life and find happiness in obedience. An obedient boy is a happy boy.

This time, he didn't even question where those ideas came from. Instead, he was swept away by those words. They ran through his head, and he knew what they would do to him. Even if he escaped this place and the female supremacists failed completely, Isaac would carry those ideas with him for the rest of his life.

He had been programmed. He allowed another person to control what he thought for a few minutes, a few hours, days of his life…

But what could he have done differently?

Isaac tried to pick one particular moment, one mistake he had made. As a boy, he should have always been supportive and subservient to the women around him. He had heard those little whispers, quick details. Women scored higher on certain types of tests. They were known to possess superior intuitive skills. Just as importantly, they knew how to collaborate and work together. All too often, the boys would compete and fight with one another while the girls created cliques capable of accomplishing almost anything. Just as importantly, all across the country, perhaps all across the world, more women enrolled in college. Perhaps that didn't mean much at this second, but what about ten years from now? Fifteen? Forty? Fifty? Education equipped people to shape the future, and the boys were falling behind.

But like so many other men, Isaac had ignored those details. Now it became impossible to do so.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't pick out a specific detail. He had no idea who this might be.

Then he wanted to burst out laughing because she was probably just some random woman, someone he had never met or encountered before. He was just livestock, after all. He was a slave on display and almost ready to be purchased.

The woman pulled off his headphones, and she continued to touch him. He could hear her, but she didn't say anything. Instead, he strained. He struggled to find the right words.

"It's okay," she said, her voice still little more than a whisper. Even so, he could pick out each word clearly when set against the silence of that room. With the headset still covering his eyes, he didn't know what he was supposed to be seeing. "You can talk."

"What is this? What's going on?"

"You already know."

He did. It was silly and a waste of effort, but he still turned his head from side to side like he thought he might be able to pick out some detail. Hidden away in the dark, he couldn't know what was going on.

"Tell me," she instructed, her voice still just a whisper.

"You, you're trying to enslave me."

"Trying?" asked his captor.

"Who are you?"

"I'm the woman who's going to buy you. As far as you're concerned, I'm going to be your Mistress, your Goddess, your Empress. I haven't decided on exactly which title I should use. Do you have any input?"

Isaac pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout. For her, this was just a game; she could tease him. In fact, she started stroking his cock again, making his entire body tighten. Even as she teased him, he sensed that little note of familiarity. He may have encountered this woman before. But who was she? Was it Becky? Was it someone else?

"Tell me more," she instructed.

Right away, he knew what she wanted. It was futile, yet he jerked against his restraints. He tugged and twisted his body, but the woman poised above him continued to adjust her position. She made sure her fingers deftly played along his contours, first the left side of his cock, then the right. Sometimes she squeezed him. Most of the time, she only stroked and petted him.

"Nika, please put him into position."

"Yes, ma'am," came the artificial response.

In the next few seconds, the shackles opened.

Isaac immediately reached up for the headset. He thought he could pull it away, jerk it off and throw it down onto the ground. He would certainly be punished for that kind of effort, but at least he would be able to see her. He would look into her eyes, and she wouldn't see the servile stare of a boy who had already been conquered. On the contrary, his eyes would be able to blaze with defiance he could only hope she would never forget.

Before he succeeded, the robot grabbed him, pushed him back down, and the shackles returned to their former position, meaning she could restrain him down on his hands and knees. Apparently, she was done touching him. Was there a possibility she was going to have sex with me? Was she going to take me? Was she going to use me?

Aching desire and disappointment whirled together, mixing into this agonizing brew somewhere at the pit of his stomach, but now he was on his wrists, elbows, and knees again.

Then he heard something. It was the sounds of shifting fabric.

"Ma'am, the protocols have not been completed."

"Which ones do you need to finish?"

"Obedience, servility, domestic service, status pet, status slave, status sexual servant." Nika declared each of these ideas.

"Approximate status?"

"91% enslavement complete," said the android.

"Good," said the girl, although she still kept her voice in that frustrating whisper. Each time she spoke, he thought he could pick up on just a hint of recognition. It still wasn't enough!

Then someone stood in front of him, she grabbed him by his hair, and she forced his head back. "Open your mouth."

Right away, he shut his mouth. It took all of his effort to defy her. After all, she was a woman, and he needed to obey. It would be better if he obeyed.

"Cute," she said. She even stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. His body tensed up, and he searched for the strength to resist. He even imagined the scenario where he could lean forward and snap at her fingertips like he really was just a wild animal.

But what had Nika said before?

He was almost trained...91%.

Although he hated it, he knew that it was true. He didn't know the numbers or algorithm; he couldn't explain how she came to that conclusion or what kind of training sets she had used, but she was right.

He was almost enslaved. She continued to stroke his neck, and then she told him, "I’m the woman, and I'm standing above you. When you stop and think about that, what do you have to do?"

Isaac opened his mouth. He obeyed.

It felt like the right thing to do. In theory, there were other options. In practice, she was a woman, and he was a boy, so he needed to obey.

And once he opened his mouth, he couldn't try to hide that act of surrender by speaking. She pushed his head back, and then she shoved the tip of something round right into his mouth. He tasted rubber! The flavor slid along his tongue even as that flexible cylinder slid toward the back of his throat. What was she doing? Was she trying to choke him?

Right as that rounded tip slid against the back of his throat, she pulled back. He was about to breathe easier because he thought it was going to slide free from his mouth, only she did something he couldn't anticipate. She pushed it back in! In the next moment, he thought he felt something. Maybe it was the soft give of her pelvis. Maybe his cheeks brushed along her inner thighs. Either way, he was sucking on that cylinder again.

What was it?

Then his owner, whoever she might be, pulled back again. Finally, he could breathe easier.

"What did you think of that? Did you enjoy sucking on my dildo? Personally, I think boys are really hot when they have to suck cock."

She had pulled her toy free again, and he finally understood what this wasn't what it meant. This woman had donned a strap-on, and now she enjoyed using his face.

"There's something especially demeaning about this kind of service for a boy, don't you think? Now, are you ready for the second part?"

Infuriated, he strained to understand who was talking to him. Again and again, he thought he could recognize something about the sound of her voice. Still, he couldn't figure it out!

When she spoke again, she had repositioned herself. She was right behind him.

"Of course, using your mouth is fun, but it's nowhere near as enjoyable as this."

This? What was this? What was that supposed to mean?

She positioned herself right behind him, and that's when Nika said, "Please be aware, he hasn't been trained for this kind of penetration."

"Good," said the girl. She raised her voice just a little more. She wasn't whispering, but he still couldn't recognize that sound. Who was she? Who was talking to him?

Who was about to fuck him?

"When this happens, I want you to know that you belong to me. I want you to feel every thrust and understand what this means. You can't lie to yourself, not here, not now, Isaac."

When she used his name, he thought he came close, so desperately, deliciously close to remembering her face. The pieces were there, but he still couldn't make the connections. Was it someone he had known in high school? College? Maybe a client he had frustrated or upset? Maybe it was one of his targets, a woman he had humiliated with the wrong picture at the wrong time for the wrong client.

Then it didn't matter because he couldn't think. In the darkness, his eyes widened to the size of quarters as she pushed forward, thrusting the tip of her artificial cock between his legs. She slid into his buttocks, penetrating him. She propped against the walls of his opening. Yes, he strained to clench down, to stop her. He channeled all of his might into defeating her right then and there, only she buried that toy to the hilt. Then she pulled back, and she gasped, "Damn. That was even better than using your mouth. I love this. I love feeling one end while knowing that you get to experience the other."

He didn't answer her, and now she pushed forward as another rush of air shot through his teeth.

"No. No, I can't take it!"

"Yes, you can," she promised. "You're going to take it. The android tells me that you aren’t fully trained. That's fine with me. I'm going to take you home just like this."

Take him home? He didn't understand.

"That's right. The lawyers have already done all of the work. You going to disappear. Isaac Drake will be gone. You'll get to keep your name. Sometimes I’ll call you Isaac. Most of the time I'm just going to refer to as my boy." As she uttered those words, she pushed forward again, thrusting into him hard and fast. At the same time, he felt something clench inside of him, like he was close to an orgasm. He was on his hands and knees, and he couldn't reach back to stroke his cock, but with the right kind of friction, the right kind of stimulation might have been enough to make him completely lose control. His cock could start throbbing at any moment.

No, no, he couldn't let that happen…

She pumped into him.

"That's right. I'm taking your company. I'm taking all of your properties. Your portfolio? It's mine. It's all mine. Don't worry you don't have to worry about those complicated choices any longer. Financial decisions?" She burst out laughing. "Men aren't equipped to make financial decisions! Maybe I will give you an allowance and send you off to the grocery store to buy some supplies. If you do a really good job, maybe I will let you keep a dollar or two for yourself." Then he could picture her shrugging. No, he couldn't imagine her exact features, but it was easy to imagine that sneer, that beautiful shine in her eyes. All of the women here had willing to look down on him. And as they did so, he had surrendered something of himself.

She pushed into him, and he groaned again. She grabbed his ass, squeezing with both hands. Her fingernails pressed down against his skin, leaving shallow indentations.

When she drew back, he hoped she would fall away all at once. The tip could have slid free from his opening, and she could have been done with him. But no, she pushed into him again, stretching the walls of his opening.

Then she grabbed his cock. She leaned forward, and he could feel the weight of her torso pushed down against the small of his back. She gripped his shaft, squeezed, and this time he lost control.

"Come for me," she ordered. "Come for your boss. Come for the woman who controls your destiny. We used to be partners, but now I get to do whatever I want with you." Maybe she meant to say more, but those words were swallowed up by a fit of laughter. With every thrust, she marked him. With every squeeze of his cock, she showed this boy that he was utterly under her control.

He couldn't be sure, but he thought he felt something finish, like he had just been completed.

All of this happened against the backdrop of that swirling blaze of pleasure. He lost himself. He could only think about his subjugation, his helplessness as she squeezed his cock and drained him completely. His shaft shuddered until it was all done.

"Box him up and get him ready to be delivered."

"Ma'am," Nika said. "This boy is not yet complete."

"He's perfect," Lauren replied.

Lauren? No. It couldn't be her. That was impossible! When he thought about Lauren Fox, he remembered that timid young woman he had worked with. Sure, she was pretty enough, but she had always been empathetic and kind. She was the kind of girl who knew how to handle human resources and maybe a few tax issues from time to time. She wasn't competent enough to run a real business because she wasn't ruthless.

Or at least, she hadn't been…

A few minutes later, Nika removed his headset and slid a blindfold over his eyes. Next, she gagged him. She allowed him to stand, only to wrap a cord around his ankles, then his wrists. He was pushed down, and he landed against something soft and padded. When he tried to roll to one side or the other, he could feel the wood. That's when he realized that he was in a crate. Sure enough, a lid was placed over it, secured, and then he had to lay there and wait.

He was going to see her again, he knew.

Eventually, Nika or maybe some other set of employees came and lifted up the crate. Next, he was loaded into a truck. He couldn't be certain, but he thought he heard the sounds of breathing coming from other crates. Everything was so quiet. His heart hammered, and he wondered what he would be able to do.

When he saw her again, he might be able to try to fight back, right?

He wasn't wearing a chastity cage.

But he did have the collar locked around his neck. She would be able to use that to control him completely.

At the same time, maybe there was some other urge, some other powerful desire to yield.

No.

If it really was Lauren Fox, then he could reassert himself. Right? He could think of the man he had been before he went into that obedient boy factory.

A truck rumbled beneath him. Minutes later, he could hear the back ramp open. Several women stepped up onto the ramp, they grabbed another crate, and they pulled it down. Apparently, there other boys here.

Isaac considered that. He wasn't sure, but he thought he had been the first one in the facility? Maybe not. Or maybe the owner, whoever she was, had decided that the facility worked well enough after a few days of seeing it work on Isaac. Did that mean that these boys had only received a few days of training? Maybe they had been tamed more quickly…

Isaac didn't know how to interpret that thought. He knew he was just speculating, but this was the best he could do.

There were several more stops. Then his stomach lurched when a set of hands picked up his crate.

He thought he heard a doorbell. Next, there were the sounds of hinges, a clap, and a squeal of excitement, "He's here. He's here, he's here!" It was Lauren. It was definitely her.

When he saw her again, he was going to fight back. He would rebel!

They stood the crate upright, and then the door closed.

Were they alone?

If so, this could be his opportunity. He could grab her phone, call the police, and tell everyone about the conspiracy. He could wreck the female supremacists' plans!

Only then the latches on the crate popped open, and the door swung open. She reached up, she removed his blindfold, and then she smirked at him. He remained gagged. She reached out, and she pulled the ball from between his teeth. Next, she loosened the straps around his wrists and ankles. Those cords dropped to the floor, and she turned around.

This was it. He needed to attack! He could launch himself forward, grab her, pin her, and make sure that she never got the chance to shock him with his control collar.

Instead, he stood there.

He couldn't move.

She sat down on a shining, black leather couch, and that's when she peeled back her skirt to reveal that she wasn't wearing any panties.

"I know what Nika said," Lauren told him. "She said you're not quite ready. But that's fine with me because I know you, Isaac Drake. You're going to yield to me. When I command you, you will crawl across the floor, you will put your head between my legs, and you will lick me as a sign of your new status. You'll lick me and make me climax. And after, I will lock you in a chastity cage. Then, in a couple of days or a couple of weeks depending on your behavior, I might ride you."

"I won't do it," he said.

A bemused sigh escaped her lips as she cocked her head to one side. "You will," she said. "Face it. You went through the facility. You know your place. Deep down, you can feel it."

He kept his expression neutral, but he had to admit the truth: he could. He could feel that drive to drop down to his knees, to crawl, to acknowledge her superiority…

She was a woman. She was in charge. As a woman, she deserved to rule.

As a boy, he was meant to obey.

"You know, I have changed a lot since we worked together." There it was again, that hint of a smile. She made this sound like chit chat between former coworkers. "Back then, I really believed in equality. Of course, equality was supposed to mean that both women and men had the same opportunities. Granted, the boys had a bunch of advantages, but we didn't talk about that, did we? No…" She shook her head. "And so what if I had to defer to you? So what if you were basically in charge of the business even though we were supposed to be partners? I thought I could trust you." The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she leaned forward. "I was wrong."

Isaac opened his mouth, like he thought he would finally be able to come up with the right words that could get him out of the situation. When he failed, he glanced over and around the room. He saw at least two exits, one leading to the backyard, another that was probably the front door. And yet, he already knew that his collar would be programmed. She would be able to shock him. Or maybe there would be invisible fences demarcated by a GPS tag.

Or maybe he was just scared because this woman had given him permission to leave, and he didn't know how to defy her.

Perhaps. Maybe.

"After you betrayed me, stealing away my shares in our company, I was angry. I mean, as a woman, I've been angry through a lot of my life, but you sort of have to suppress it. When I was at different meetings and guys talked over me or when a man would just rudely step in front of me, I didn't say anything. This happened so often, and I bet you boys don't even notice." With quick, shallow shakes of her head, she seemed to stare off at past memories. "But then, I buy could trust you, and you proved me wrong, so I finally went online. I started searching around. And guess what? I saw what the world could be. I joined different groups, and we started talking. You think we don't exist because you don't know where to look. That's fine with me. But now, I'm not angry anymore. You know what I am?"

Isaac didn't really know whether or not he wanted to answer, but his heart thundered, and he knew he had to speak. She was watching him expectantly, and he couldn't defy her…He couldn't defy his owner. This time, when he waited for that clash somewhere in his mind, he didn't feel it. Instead, he asked the question she expected, "What? What are you?"

"I'm in control," she said. "And that feels so much better."

She stared at him for several long seconds. Maybe she was studying him. Perhaps she simply basked in this moment.

"Crawl to me, boy," she commanded.

He lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. He moved slowly, tentatively, like he wasn't sure what to do. At the same time, he couldn't fight the instinct to obey. The possibility was there, yet it felt like it hung in the air, somewhere far beyond his reach.

He moved on his knuckles and knees just as he had done for Nika, just as he had watched again and again in those VR simulations. He crawled to her, and then she touched the underside of his chin. She stroked his cheek, and she said, "You're a boy. More importantly, you're my boy. Now, lick your owner. Surrender to me. Slide that tongue between my legs and make me feel really, really good. I'm going to come so hard, and you're going to make it happen."

He started to dip his head forward. She put one finger on his forehead, stopping him.

He blinked, concerned, uncertain. He didn't know what to do or if he had messed something up. Did he make a mistake?

"Address me as your Goddess."

"Yes, Goddess," he answered. This time, he slipped his head under her skirt, and he caught the aroma of her arousal. Within seconds, his tongue was pressed against her pussy, and he started to service her.

He began to service his owner, his Goddess, the woman who would now control him.

Nika had reported that he wasn't completely trained, and she was perhaps right. If so, Lauren's boy gave no sign of it as he served.

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 and talk about

our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

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.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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