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Boys Must Obey 
 
      
 
    It's always a struggle. Pretty much every social situation is a question of different personalities striving to assert their dominance. I've always believed this, probably starting in kindergarten. I don't remember any particular moment, but maybe one kid pushed another. Or maybe it was just the fact that you have this teacher who wields all of the power. She has the ability to hand out stars or send a kid off to the corner for punishment. 
 
    Anyway, that's been my attitude. 
 
    I feel the same way when I'm at work. 
 
    I'm a manager in a graphic design firm. I'm not one of the art monkeys. No way. I'm a manager, so it's my job to deal with these conflicting personalities. Artists can be pretty terrible. They don't understand client demands, and they don't know how to work together either. 
 
    It's pathetic. 
 
    But I do my job. I do it well, and I have been able to raise my unit’s revenue by more than forty percent over the last three years. Go me. 
 
    My performance should be good enough to get me promoted to president of the creative division. Unfortunately for me, there's another manager who has ideas of her own. 
 
    Victoria. 
 
    Unlike me, she actually has a background in art. She majored in ceramics or something back in college. It all sounds stupid to me. I mean, when you go to a college you have some people who learn science, engineering, linguistics, something useful. Then there are kids like Victoria who play around with wet mud for four years. 
 
    It's dumb, but I can handle it. 
 
    In a few weeks, the senior management will make a decision. One of us will be promoted. Are there other employees in the running? Yeah, technically. Do they stand a chance? No way. 
 
    Victoria has an advantage over me. Her numbers might not be as good, but she is "liked." She might lack the gravitas of someone like me, but she remembers birthdays and stays apprised of her employees' personal lives. 
 
    My subordinates know that I'm in charge; they know that I'm the boss, and they fear me. That's how it should be. I'm not their friend, and I don't really care if they get sick or need some time off to go visit family. This is work. This should be their top priority. 
 
    And then something happened. 
 
    I'm in my office when someone knocks. 
 
    "Come in," I call out without taking my eyes off the screen in front of me. I'm looking at my investment portfolio. Power is nice, but money is even better. 
 
    As I take in the different details of my assets, I hear her voice. It takes all of my self-control to keep from flinching. 
 
    Victoria. 
 
    "Hey, Darren. You have a second?" 
 
    "Sure. What's up?" I ask. 
 
    She comes into my office, and I glance in her direction. I do my best to pretend that she's not attractive. That is another reason why she might get promoted ahead of me. She has on tight, black yoga pants. Her top is a white blouse that flares around her waist. The puffy sleeves look cute. It even has a Peter Pan collar. 
 
    Her eyes are ringed by her black glasses. I often wonder if she actually needs corrective lenses. Probably not. She's the kind of "artistic" girl who would like to wear glasses as some sort of fashion statement. She keeps her dark brown hair trimmed short, but she wears just the right amount of makeup to be professional but feminine, cute but serious. 
 
    "You know that meeting up north?" 
 
    "Yeah," I say, exhaling my disappointment. 
 
    A few weeks ago, two of the senior managers asked Victoria and I up to a conference room on the top floor. We both arrived on time, and we were told that there was going to be a special conference. I volunteered to go, but they weren't interested. 
 
    That's when it occurred to me that both of these two senior managers were women. Were they going to offer Victoria the inside track because she was female too? Yeah, I could complain about sexism or whatever, but that would just sound pathetic coming from me, a man. 
 
    "Well, I don't think I'm going to be able to go. I was wondering if you could take my place?" She looked at me, both nervous and innocent. At moments like this, I can see why so many of the male employees chase after her. 
 
    "Really?" I asked, finally intrigued. 
 
    "Yeah, I have some personal issues coming up, and I did some research, and it really sounds like you would be a better fit for this thing anyway." 
 
    "That sounds like a big favor," I tell her even as my heart pounds and the adrenaline flashes through my body. This is perfect! If she turns down this kind of assignment, then it will show the company leadership that Victoria really doesn't have what it takes to be a serious contender. 
 
    Part of me actually wants to jump up and throw my fist into the air. 
 
    "Yeah, it is a big favor. I would totally owe you one," she says. 
 
    "Okay. I can do it," I say. 
 
    "Great! I'll email you all of the information you'll need." 
 
      
 
    For being such an important conference, it's based somewhere up north in some little town that I've never heard of before. I made sure to search for it online, especially as my assistant makes my reservations. 
 
    There are a couple of small websites for local businesses, things like a flower shop, a bakery, a donut shop. There's really not much there. 
 
    Then something occured to me. 
 
    This little town? It doesn't have a single chain company. There aren't any McDonald's, not a single Taco Bell, no Dominoes Pizza. Nothing like that. Everything seems to be locally owned. 
 
    Hippies. 
 
    They probably distrust corporate interests, so they make sure that everything is locally grown or whatever. It's silly, but I can deal with it. Hippies are a demographic, and they have money. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, there isn't even an airport nearby, so I end up driving. I rent a car, I pack up my stuff, and I start on my journey. 
 
      
 
    The first six hours are pretty unremarkable. I stay on the freeway, a straight shot north. Sometimes the road narrows. Sometimes it expands. At one point, I'm on a single stretch, heading through the wide hills. Everything is green. Cows glance up occasionally at me as I zoom by. 
 
    Traffic is good, so I listen to some podcasts and let my thoughts wander. 
 
    For the most part, I fantasize. 
 
    That's the funniest thing about driving. It's almost hypnotic. I lose myself to the rhythm of the road as I think about different outcomes. With this trip, I know I'm going to be able to cement my authority at work. 
 
    Victoria is going down. I will become her superior, and that thought is intoxicating. 
 
    Sure, she's not really my type, but I start fantasizing about what it would be like to have her. With an almost feral grin, I think about seducing her, shoving her down onto my bed, pinning her. Sure, she would try to pull free, insisting that she would want to me to let her go, only her eyes would make it abundantly clear. She would want this. She would need it. 
 
    I would rip her little hipster blouse and yank her glasses away. I would toss them disdainfully down onto the floor. And then I would take her. She would feel my hard cock plunge into her wet little pussy. 
 
    I would tame her. 
 
    But of course, that's just a fantasy. 
 
    Eventually, my GPS chirps, telling me that I need to get ready to take the next exit. 
 
    I pull off onto another lonely road. I continue to drive away from the freeway. There aren't any streetlights, nothing to indicate I’m anywhere near civilization. Fortunately for me, I filled up my tank just a little while ago. 
 
    I don't need to worry about running out of gas. 
 
    Even so, I'm tempted to check my phone to make sure that it's charged and that I have a signal. 
 
    My chest tightens slightly when I see that I don’t have a signal. My phone is now a glowing paperweight. 
 
    Anyway, I continue to drive. I’m not going to back down because of something silly. Despite the lack of signal, I still have the directions programmed into my phone. I follow them for a few more minutes, right until I notice the red and blue light reflecting against my rearview mirror. 
 
    Oh hell. 
 
    I pull off onto the side of the road. By this point, it's dark. Overhead, the sky is black, pin pricked with thousands of stars. In the city, I never get to see a nightscape quite like this. It's pretty fantastic. I roll down the window, wondering exactly what this cop is going to want from me. 
 
    At first, I could only see her silhouette in the side view mirror. Boots crunch against of the gravel, and then I see her. 
 
    "License and registration," she says. 
 
    She's a younger woman, probably still in her 20s. Not only that, she’s small. Even so, I can feel that little tingle of fear at the back of my neck. Why? I tell myself that I'm nervous because she has the power to give me a ticket. 
 
    "Good evening," I say, doing my best to sound nonchalant. I hand her the required paperwork, and she starts to look through it. 
 
    "Who's your handler?" 
 
    "My what?" I ask. 
 
    "Your handler. Who's your handler?" She repeats those words, and I can hear the exasperation pumping into her voice. 
 
    "I, I'm just here for a conference." 
 
    "Really?" She leans forward, smiling at me. 
 
    "Yeah. There is this conference up ahead. I'm sorry if I was speeding, but I can pay any ticket." To be honest, it's late, and I'm not interested in trying to talk my way out of this. If I'm in trouble, fine. Whatever. I will pay the money. Besides, it's not going to matter once I get my promotion. 
 
    The cop turns around walks away with my license and registration. I can hear her talking on her radio. She comes back, and she quickly taps the top of my rental. "Darren, can you step out of your vehicle please?" 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. I don't really understand what's going on. Does she think I'm drunk or something? 
 
    Or maybe this is some hick shakedown? It's a possibility, but that doesn't sound right. I have a hard time imagining this young woman intimidating anyone. And yet, I get out of the car, and I can see her stun gun on one side of her waist, her firearm on the other. 
 
    Yes, I take my time, but I do as she asks. I open my car door, and I step out onto the road. Looking down the way, it feels strange. Everything is darkness except for the illumination provided by the headlights of our two vehicles. 
 
    "Please place your hands on the top of your vehicle." 
 
    "Is this really necessary?" 
 
    "Yes." That's all she gives me. One word. 
 
    With a sigh of exasperation, I do as she asks. I feel the cold metal under my fingertips and palms. "Spread your legs," she orders. Is this some kind of sexual harassment? 
 
    I look over at her, but she's not smiling or anything, so I shrug again and do what she wants. I feel strange. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. She steps up behind me, and she places her hands on my shoulders, my waist, my arms. She reaches down, touching my legs. She's actually frisking me! 
 
    I don't know if this is funny or just sad. Maybe she's a rookie who needs the practice? 
 
    She stands up again, and that's when I feel it, something wet and soft like damp cloth over my mouth and nose. 
 
    Eyes wide, I push myself away from the car just as I start to shout. The sounds are muffled by the moist cloth. 
 
    What...what's happening? Confusion is quickly followed by panic. 
 
    This girl's smaller than me, so I should be able to throw her off quickly. I shove myself away from the car and stumble back, but she says on me. Worse, she keeps the cloth over my mouth and nose. 
 
    Strangely sweet scents buzz against my nostrils, which I can almost taste at the back of my throat. Wildly, I throw my body from side to side as I try to knock her off balance, but the cop remains right behind me. She feels like some incredibly insistent bug or stubborn parasite. She just won't get off of me! 
 
    The anger burns hot. But then, it starts to fade, and I can feel this tingling run along my arms and legs. It spreads outward, expanding into my torso, up my neck, along my cheeks and forehead. 
 
    I swing left and right. I try to grab her. My arms go above my shoulders, and I can feel her, but the cop knows exactly what she's doing. She pivots to the left or right. She’s still holding the rag over my face. 
 
    Then, stupidly, it finally occurs to me that I just need to grab her wrists and yank. 
 
    If I can get some fresh air, then I will feel better. I'm bigger than her, stronger. 
 
    But my legs buckle. 
 
    Everything seems to fall away, and then I hit the pavement. Hard. I can feel the throbbing pain along my elbows, my shoulder blade. It's right there, pulsating against the back of my head, and I get my eyes open. The rag is no longer over my face as I open my eyes. 
 
    There she is, that young woman. She stands above me, like some sort of statue or monument. She lifts up her hand, and I can't really see her face, but then I hear it. Giggling. "I can see that you're going to be a stubborn one," she says. "But that's okay. We know how to deal with boys like you." 
 
    Boys like you. That seems to echo in my head, and I reach down for the pavement, touching my fingertips to the rough surface. The cop kneels down, and she straddles me, pushing her weight into my frame. She grabs my shoulders and shoves me down. 
 
    "Just relax. Take a nice deep breath and you'll feel so much better," she says, another giggle running through those words. 
 
    She has the rag in hand. She gets over my mouth, I'm going to lose consciousness. 
 
    A sedative. It has got to be laced with a sedative. That's what's happening to me. This girl wants to knock me out! 
 
    No, I can't, I can't let her do that. 
 
    I fight to delve into my psyche, to find something, something like anger or panic. It doesn't really matter. I just need the adrenaline to run through my body again. I need the energy to scream through my veins to get me up off my back. I lift one hand, and I try to push at her. The cop chuckles as she grabs my wrists and shoves me down. My knuckles scrape along the road, not that she notices. 
 
    While I try to move my other hand, she holds the rag over my nose and mouth. 
 
    "Breathe deep. Pretend that this is yoga." 
 
    Struggling, fighting as hard as I can. I'm taller and bigger than this girl, but none of that matters. She's in control. She has the power here. 
 
    The panic finally starts to squirt back through my head, but it doesn't do any good. 
 
    I black out, the sounds of her laughter still ringing in my ears. 
 
      
 
    When I wake up, something occurs to me. I'm on my knees. That should be impossible, right? If I fell asleep or got drunk or something, I should be on my back. Or maybe on my side. Hopefully, I'm going to open my eyes and find that I'm just in my bed. 
 
    Slowly I open my eyes, and look forward, and I see lines. I blink, thinking that this might be some kind of optical illusion or maybe it's just some new symptom from a really bizarre hangover. 
 
    My mouth is dry, my muscles ache, and I can't remember exactly what happened. Yeah, that sounds like a pretty brutal hangover. 
 
    But then I try to move my hands, and I feel something behind my back. Mental pushes down into my wrists. I hear the clink of small, mental chains. And then I look down. I am on my knees, and something is pressing into the front of my throat. Not only that, I'm naked. 
 
    I blink again, looking down, and something else occurs to me. I have been shaved. 
 
    It seems impossible, but my legs, my arms, even my chest and pubis are all devoid of body hair. I look smooth and all feminine. 
 
    "What's going on here?" I whisper, unable to really speak. That's when I decide that I just need to move. I try to lean forward, only to feel that pressure on the base of my throat. Something is actually digging into my skin. If I relax, it just sort of holds me up. 
 
    I try my hands again, only to feel the same metal rings around my wrists. No, not rings. Cuffs. 
 
    When I was a kid, they used to sell plastic handcuffs at the grocery store. They were flimsy, silly, and they had this obvious release point so that they weren't actually restraints. Even so, one of my friends had an older sister, and she enjoyed using those toys on us. It was a silly game, but I can still remember how it felt to have that plastic locked around my wrists, my arms "held" behind my back. 
 
    Except this is no game. 
 
    I licked my lips, wondering what I can do. 
 
    I take a breath, thinking that I'm going to shout for help. No, I'm not going to be rescued. That would be absurd. So instead, I force myself to remain calm as I begin to rotate my wrists. I'm hoping that I might be able to slip one hand free from the cuffs. 
 
    Yeah, it doesn't work. In fact, when I start to pull on the mechanism, it prompts the clamps to tighten. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I tell myself not to get frustrated. If I get upset, I will lose. If I want to get out of here, I need to remain calm and think clearly. 
 
    Okay, so I can't just get my hands out of the cuffs. That means I need more information. I turn my attention forward. I look around to my left and right. 
 
    I'm in a box. 
 
    Seriously, I don't know what other conclusion to draw. There's metal on my flanks, and up ahead, there are metal bars. Across the way, just a couple of feet from me, it looks like there is another unit just like this one. 
 
    It's a cage, which means I'm in a cage. 
 
    A shiver of dread runs down my back at that thought. It doesn't help that I'm naked, forced to my knees, my hands cuffed behind my back, and there's something around my neck. 
 
    It's a collar. 
 
    I can't see it, but I don't need to. 
 
    The more I look around, the more it finally crystallizes. This place looks like a freaking pound, only the cages are large enough for a man like me. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I pull against the handcuffs holding me once again. This time, it's frustration. It builds up, simmering, bubbling, burning. I yank and twist, rattling my chains. 
 
    But it feels good. For just a few seconds, I struggle as hard as I can, and I can feel the red welts along my wrists. But eventually, I must settle down. 
 
    A doorknob turns. Then I hear footsteps. 
 
    At first, I'm not entirely sure what I should do. Should I call out? Should I attempt to communicate with my captors? Who are these people? Obviously, that girl last night couldn't have been a real cop. Cops don't do stuff like this. 
 
    Why would she want me? 
 
    How could she think that she would get away with this? A bunch of scenarios flash through my head, and then I find myself looking at a blonde girl. She looks like she's maybe eighteen or nineteen. 
 
    "How's our guest doing?" 
 
    I narrow my eyes at her. She's actually pretty with blue eyes, blonde hair, and pale skin. She's not a ten by any measure, but probably a solid six or seven. 
 
    "Who are you? What's going on?" 
 
    "Officer Ramirez said that you were going to be a talkative one. I guess that means I owe her a Coke," she chirps. She leans forward so that I can see her. She has her hands held behind her back, not that I really notice. 
 
    "Look, I don't know who you think you are what you think you're doing, but I’m a very important person. People are going to come looking for me. So unless you let me go right now, they're going to be very, very serious consequences." 
 
    Right now, I'm focusing on the fact that I can threaten her. I tell myself that I'm a man, that I'm older, wealthier. I don't know who these people are or what this place is, but they can't do this. 
 
    This girl doesn't look stupid. She must understand. 
 
    Instead, she reaches through the bars of the cage, and she taps the tip of my nose. "Silly boy! What is it with you guys? They pick you up, and you all think that you're some big shot." 
 
    She shakes her head, clearly amused. And then she pulls one hand out from behind her back. It looks like she's holding a can of hairspray, only I can't read the label. She sticks the dispenser up between the bars, and she presses on the nozzle. A flash of mist flies out into the confines of my cage. 
 
    I inhale before I can even think about what's happening. 
 
    The girl is quick, and I taste something else along my nose in the back of my throat. 
 
    "What, what is that?" I demand to know, sputtering. 
 
    "It's just a little bit of formula, something to help you stay calm and behaved." 
 
    She gets up, and she starts to walk away. 
 
    "Wait!" 
 
    Much to my surprise, the sounds of her footsteps stop. 
 
    Because I only have a few seconds, I know I need to adopt a different strategy. Threatening her won't work, so I try something else. "Can you at least tell me where I am? Please?" 
 
    She giggles, and it sounds a lot like the cop who first brought me in. The blonde girl comes back, and she leans forward. "You're at the pound. Do you know what that means?" She's talking down to me. There is something profoundly patronizing in her voice, and it makes it hard not to try to threaten her again. 
 
    "I'm at the pound?" 
 
    "Yeah. According to Officer Ramirez, you didn't have a handler or any paperwork, so she brought you here. Don't worry. I'm sure your owner or Mistress will realize that you got lost and come looking for you." 
 
    "I don't have an owner," I say, practically spitting out those words. 
 
    "Oh," the blonde girl reaches up, touching one finger to the corner of her mouth. Her lips almost sparkle, making me think that she's actually wearing glitter gloss. After another second, she nods to herself. "Well, that's okay. I'm sure someone will want to adopt you. I mean, look at you. You're nice and strong. You're cute. If I needed a boy, I would definitely take you home with me." 
 
    This girl is insane. 
 
    I blink a couple of times, looking back at her. 
 
    "Where am I? What city is this?" 
 
    "Oh, you don't need to worry your cute little head about that." She waves one hand, dismissing the idea. "But I promise, I'll come back in a little bit with some food for you. Plus, if you have to stay here for more than a day, I can take you out for some exercise. Doesn't that sound nice?" 
 
    I can tell that I'm not going to get anywhere with this girl, so I grit my teeth, thinking I need to try something else. "What's your name?" 
 
    "Felicia," she says. "Now, I know that it's not very comfortable in there, but if you behave yourself, maybe I can get you a bigger cage and maybe some padding. Would you like that? Would you like a bigger cage?" 
 
    A bigger cage means getting out of this one, which might be the opportunity I need. So I take a breath, and I force myself to play nice with this girl. My experience as a manager helps me out here. I can pretend that I'm not in a cage, that I'm not naked, that I have a chance. 
 
    "No. I'm good." 
 
    She reaches back into the cage, and I don't know what she's doing until I feel her fingertips on the top of my head. She's patting me on the head, like I'm some dumb dog! 
 
    Part of me really wants to growl at her or to try to smack her hand away. Instead, I patiently endure this indignity until she smiles and leaves me alone. 
 
    Three days? Really? 
 
      
 
     Because I'm braced on my knees with my head bent forward, it isn't long before my neck starts to hurt. The muscles all over my body seem to bunch up, but there's nothing I can do about it. So instead, I concentrate on my breathing, and I try to relax as best I can. 
 
    Even so, I hear the door open, and my heart jumps a beat. 
 
    Pretty soon, Felicia is in front of me again. "Hey there. I thought you might be hungry. Would you like something to eat?" She glances to her left and right. It looks like she's up to something. 
 
    "I am hungry," I tell her. Then something else occurs to me, a question that's been buzzing around at the back of my head. "What time is it?" 
 
    "It's almost 6. My shift is almost over," she says. 
 
    "Six in the morning?" 
 
    "That's right. Officer Ramirez brought you in, and it took a little while for the sedatives to wear off. But don't worry. You should feel right as rain now!" 
 
    Right as rain? Who talks like that? She just sounds so excited and happy. 
 
    Felicia looks to her left and right again, like she's about to do something inappropriate. Then she reaches into her pocket, and she takes something out. "Since you're hungry, I thought you might like a treat. And you know, I'm really impressed with you. You've been a very good boy so far. Usually, the strays we get here like to threaten and bluster. Oh, you wouldn't believe the things they say." 
 
    Felicia holds out her hand, and there are a couple of white pellets right there. They look like rabbit food. 
 
    "What is that?" 
 
    "Just something you might like to eat. Are you hungry or not?" Felicia asks. 
 
    My stomach rumbles, and I tell myself that I need to keep up my strength, so I nod my head. 
 
    "Ask nicely," she says, her voice rising in pitch. It sounds like she's talking to a dog or small child. 
 
    "Please, may have some?" I grumbled. 
 
    "Of course, you can!" She holds her hand out between the bars of my cage. I lean forward as much as I can. The collar around my neck is attached to some kind of chain near the back of my cage. It's too small for me to actually turn around, so I have to assume that it's there. But I can feel the tension as the collar digs down into my throat. 
 
    Even so, I manage to get my lips down to the pellets. I open my mouth, and I pull one up on my tongue. 
 
    "How is it?" 
 
    It's not as bad as I expected. It's dry and pasty, but there's also this sweet flavor to it. It's almost like candy. I could see someone eating this by choice. 
 
    I chew and swallow. Some of the pellet gets stuck in my teeth, so I try to suck it away or poke it out with the tip of my tongue. 
 
    "So, do you think someone's going to come claim you?" Felicia asks me. 
 
    "Why would someone claim me?" 
 
    "Because you're a boy without a handler. That's not acceptable here." 
 
    "Where is here?" I ask. 
 
    Felicia smiles at me like she wants to share a secret, but then she does a quick shake of her head. "Nope. I can't tell you. But this is something I can explain to you. You are in a very special town, a place where boys like you can find your proper position in society." 
 
    I don't like the sound of that. 
 
    Felicia holds out her hand again, and she wants to feed me like I'm a dog, but I don't resist. I take another pellet into my mouth, and I start chewing as she explains, "have you ever heard of False Equality?" 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    "Well, it's a very important concept for you to learn. Since you aren't from here, you probably think that women and men are supposed to be equal." She shivers at the thought, like the notion is disgusting or something. "False Equality is this really stupid idea. But you won’t have to worry about that here. Everyone knows that men are inferior and that they should be owned as property." 
 
    My jaw falls open. What? 
 
    Sure, I have heard a lot about equality. Even back in college, I had to take a gender studies class. It sounded like "equality" was our professor's favorite word. At one point, one of my friends started joking about bringing in a clicker to see exactly how many times she would say it in a fifteen minute period. 
 
    I've never heard of equality applying to men. 
 
    "Men are inferior?" I'm restating her point. I don't like it seeming to sound like a question. 
 
    Felicia answers me anyway. "That's right!" She seems pleased, like she’s surprised I caught onto an important idea so quickly. "Men are physically inferior to women. Intellectually, they don't stand a chance. It's really better for males if they just belong to women. They can be owned, trained, taught how to behave. And it makes for a much better society." 
 
    "Where am I?" I whisper. 
 
    "Don't worry. You're safe and sound. And more importantly, you're going to get picked up by a very nice lady, I'm sure." 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Whoever wants to pay for you," she says, making it sound like the most natural thing in the world. 
 
    "Slavery is illegal," 
 
    "Maybe outside of town," she says. "But we don't really worry about how other people run their lives. Here, the boys are owned. It works out best for everyone. You'll see." 
 
    "What if I don't want to be a slave?" 
 
    "You don't know what you want," she says, perfectly sincere. She really believes that. 
 
    "Yes, I know exactly what I want. Please, I just want to get out of here. Let me get back in my car and I can drive away. You people don't have to ever see me again." I know that it sounds like I'm pleading with her, but I can't stop myself. 
 
    Felicia raises an eyebrow. Then she smiles. It's a slow movement of her lips, the corners of her mouth rising. "Nope. You're cute when you beg, so I'll make a note of that in your file, but I'm not letting you go. You would be a stray out on the street without a woman to tell you what to do or where to go!" 
 
    Before I can say anything else, Felicia holds out another pellet for me to eat. 
 
    Because I have to keep my strength, I bite into it. I chew it. 
 
    "Besides, I'm sure that you're just nervous because you don't know who your owner is going to be. Don't worry. I'm sure she will be very nice to you. She will train you and feed you and make sure that you have lots of chores to complete. And when you do a good job, I'm sure she will reward you." 
 
    "Reward me?" 
 
    I probably shouldn't have asked; I probably don't want to know the answer, but Felicia isn't about to stop now. As far as she's concerned, this is normal. 
 
    "Absolutely! When you behave yourself, your owner will reward you. That might mean a massage or maybe some candy. Maybe she will give you an orgasm. Would you like that? Would you like to get an orgasm from your new owner?" 
 
    I stare back at her. 
 
    Being naked in this cage is one thing, but the idea of some random woman getting access to my body is intolerable. I open my mouth, and it's only by the last vestige of self-control that I keep quiet. 
 
    Arguing with Felicia won't change anything. At best, I might score a couple of points. At worst, she will just get up and walk away. 
 
    "What about men who can't be trained?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    She seems confused, which I take as a good sign. I take another breath, and I try again. "Seriously, there must be some men you have encountered who just can't be trained. Who's too arrogant or too stubborn or whatever. He won't bend. He won't break. You can't train him." 
 
    "I've never heard of something like that," Alicia says. But then she shrugs. "Now, I don't think anyone like that could exist. I mean, have you met any men lately? They're all so malleable! You punish them a couple of times, they learn how to behave, and then they just become good slaves. Their owners are happier, and they're happier too. That's the way it should be." 
 
    She holds out her hand again, so I can't respond right away. I eat another pellet. 
 
    I have one other chance. "I can pay you if you let me go." Fear reverberates through my voice. It doesn't sound like I'm negotiating from a position of strength, but it's the best I can do. 
 
    "Pay me?" Felicia raises an eyebrow. 
 
    "Yes! I have money. Please, have worked very hard, and I've saved up a lot. If you help me get out of here, I can pay you." I'm bluffing. There's no way in hell I would ever give this girl a cent. Despite this, it sounds good. 
 
    I picture her taking me out of the cell, loosening my collar, removing my handcuffs. She could get me out of town. And once that happened, I would be able to steal her car and leave her there. So long as I could avoid any more cops like Officer Ramirez, I would be in the clear. 
 
    "Silly boy. No. That's not how it works. You don't own any money." 
 
    "Yeah, I do." 
 
    "No, you don't. Now, quiet down. Unless you want me to leave you in that cage, you're going to stay right here for a little while. Understand?" 
 
    She starts to get up, only to pause. She's waiting for response. "Yeah, I understand," I answer. 
 
    "Good boy." She pats me on the head one more time before disappearing from my view. 
 
      
 
    She's gone for a while. Pretty soon, I start to realize that it's actually daytime now. Nothing seems to change. The air conditioners bellow, keeping the room reasonably chile. It's not cold enough to make me uncomfortable, but I'm not warm either. 
 
    Every few minutes, I get frustrated and try to free myself from the handcuffs. Maybe if I pull against the collar, shifting my weight to the left or right. It never does any good. 
 
    Another girl comes by. It is not Felicia, and she's not interested in talking to me either. Instead, seeming bored, she crouches down in front of the cage, and she holds out a water bottle. 
 
    It looks like something you might use to feed a baby goat or something. Is it actually a baby bottle? I hope not. 
 
    "Hurry up," she says when I don't move. 
 
    Realizing this might be my only chance for some water, I lean forward, and I wrap my lips around the tip. I start to suck on it. I get about a mouthful before the girl yanks it away. 
 
    "I wasn't done," I call out to her. 
 
    "Yes you were," she answers without bothering to turn around. She walks away, leaving me there. 
 
    I glare straight ahead. 
 
      
 
    Because there's nothing else to do, I start thinking about revenge. I focus on Felicia. Damn, it would feel good to be alone with her. I would strip her, throw her down. I would show her exactly what happens to girls who get out of line. She thinks "Female Equality" applies to men? Yeah, right. She has no idea. There's a reason why men have always ruled the world. 
 
    Bigger and stronger, I would hold her down. I would strip her and spank her. I would feel her as she would struggle underneath me, desperate to break away. I would look down into her eyes, and there would be that little flash of panic right before acceptance. Because yes, she would feel it. She would know that she's the girl, so she has to give in and succumb. 
 
    It’s just a part of her biology. 
 
    She's a girl. She wants to yield, to surrender herself to someone more powerful. 
 
    Me. 
 
    As those thoughts run through my head, I start to get hard. I can't help myself, and then I hear her giggling. 
 
    But that's not part of the fantasy. 
 
    I open my eyes. 
 
    "Is someone getting excited?" Felicia asks me. 
 
    She's crouching there in front of my cage. "I thought that you might like a bigger space. Would you?" 
 
    As she speaks, her eyes slide down toward that spot between my legs. She can see my erect member, so I'm blushing. The blood drains away from my cock, and I go soft within the span of just a few seconds. I don't know if it's better or worse. 
 
    "Yes please. Can I have a bigger space?" I ask, doing my best to keep my voice from shaking. 
 
    She stands up and pulls a key from her pocket. She's wearing tight jeans. They show off the curves of her legs. 
 
    I find myself staring at her groin. 
 
    She opens the bars, and then she leans in. She presses a button, and I hear the chain loosen. I can move forward on my knees. Soon, I'm out, it feels good. 
 
    "Stay still," she orders. 
 
    She unlocks the collar. Well, she removes the chain, anyway. I still have that band around my neck. From there, she removes my handcuffs. I'm free! 
 
    It feels like I've been in here for at least a full day. Now, I stand up and stretch my back, my arms. It feels so good, and I don't even care that this girl can see me naked. Of course, there's something about the way she looks at me. She's studying me, evaluating me. She's looking at me like I'm a piece of meat. 
 
    Doing my best to pretend that it doesn't bother me, I finish stretching. Then I look to my left and right. There are a bunch of these cages. They all seem to be empty. 
 
    "First off, I need you to promise that you're going to be an obedient boy." 
 
    Instantly, I'm tempted to tell her that I can't make that promise. Or maybe that I won't. I'm not a dog, and an adjective like "obedient" shouldn't apply to me. I'm a man, a person, and I have rights! 
 
    Instead, I exhale slowly, breathing out through my teeth. I pretend that I'm not hating this. 
 
    "I promise to be an obedient boy." 
 
    "Louder," she orders. 
 
    And yes, it is a command. If I don't do this, she won't give me what I want. 
 
    "I promise to be an obedient boy!" My voice booms out, and I hate the way every syllable seems to dig down into my sense of self. I feel pathetic as I do this. 
 
    "I'm glad," she says. 
 
    I'm on my feet, which means I'm significantly taller than Felicia, but she still has the gall to get up on the tips of her toes to pat me on the head. I'm tempted to knock her hand aside. 
 
    "Follow me," she says. 
 
    Without turning to make sure that I obey, Felicia heads down the aisle. She walks between the different cages. I stand there, still feeling the collar around my neck. When I swallow, I sense that extra weight and tension right there, braced against the base of my throat. 
 
    I'm tempted to ask her if she could take it off of me. I could sound contrite and obedient, like a little dog. She would probably say no. 
 
    Locking my jaw, I follow after her. She turns to the right. We go into an even larger space. It looks like a warehouse, only here there are six separate cells. They remind me of a jail, only there aren't any beds, just dog bowls filled with water and pellets like the ones I ate before. Oh, and there are also some blankets in each cage. 
 
    "Here you go," Felicia says to me. She walks over to one of the cages, and she opens the gate. Right away, I notice something. It isn't like a jail cell door that opens outward. Instead, she grabs one bar and lifts. 
 
    The opening is only a couple of feet tall. To go into this cage, I'm going to have to crawl. 
 
    I stand there. I don't know what to do. 
 
    "Is something wrong, Darren?" 
 
    "I, I don't think I can go in there," I tell her. 
 
    "Look, I already filled out all the paperwork, so you're going to get your cute little butt in there. Do I need to punish you?" 
 
    Rather than answer, I sweep my gaze around the rest of the room, and that's when I notice it off to the side, almost tucked away and nearly out of sight. There is the neon green of an exit sign. 
 
    My mouth waters. My breathing quickens. My body tenses up. 
 
    "Don't even think about it," she says in that same singsong tone of voice. She's teasing me. 
 
    She knows that I want to escape. 
 
    I'm naked, but is that a big deal? I could get out and find the car, maybe hijack someone. It sounds insane, but I think I could do it. 
 
    Because if I go into that cage, I'm going to be stuck here. And who knows when I'll get another opportunity. 
 
    I nod to myself. As I do so, she cautions me again. "I know what you're thinking, Darren, but it's a stupid thing to do. You're going to be in a lot of trouble if you don't obey. Remember you promised to be an obedient boy." 
 
    I did, and that is enough to send a surge of anger pumping through my body. 
 
    Swinging my arms, I jump forward, determined to run away. Could I take Felicia as a hostage? Maybe, but I don't like the idea of involving her. I just want to get out of here! 
 
    So I start running, leaping forward, it feels like I'm going fast, but Alicia grabs me. 
 
    Her hand shoots out. Yes, she could guess what I was going to do, but I still marvel at her reaction time. Not only that, she yanks on my arm, forcing me back. I spin for a heartbeat, which disorients me. 
 
    But then, I get my bearings, and Felicia is right in front of me. 
 
    "That was a big mistake," I tell her, practically growling. 
 
    "Funny," she says with an impish giggle. “I had the same thought!” 
 
    Oh hell no. This girl can tease me, but I'm not in a cage anymore, and my hands are free. I didn't want to hurt her, but now I'm going to show this girl who is really in charge. I don't know what's wrong with her or what the others told her, but she's going to understand that she can't just put a man in a cage and believe that he's not going to strike back. 
 
    I throw myself at her, thinking that I will simply grab her wrists and push her up against the bars of the cage. 
 
    I need to get my hand over her mouth. If she screams for help, then I might really be in trouble. 
 
    She’s strong, she's fast. She's way stronger than I anticipated. She is way faster than I can believe. She grabs my wrists and she spins me around again. Before I know it, I'm the one who's getting slammed up against the bars of the cage behind me. Worse, she pins me, holding my wrists up against of the iron cylinders. 
 
    "Say uncle," she orders. 
 
    "Screw you!" 
 
    "Only when you're a good boy. Right now, you're being a very, very bad boy," she teases. 
 
    I can't believe it, but it sounds like Felicia believes this is a game. 
 
    I show her my teeth like I'm a wild beast, and I try to shove her forward. It doesn't work. 
 
    Somehow, this petite young woman, a girl who must be thirty or forty pounds lighter than me, holds me in place. Worse, she seems able to do it with hardly any effort at all. 
 
    What's happening? How is this possible? 
 
    Just as I start to think that we might be evenly matched, she yanks me away from the cage, and then she forces me down onto the cold, concrete ground. The world blurs around me, but I'm now on my back, and she straddles me. She grabs my wrists and she holds them above my head. 
 
    I feel like some pathetic little damsel in distress, maybe the cover model on a cheap romance novel. But I'm the girl, and this young woman is holding me down! 
 
    "How, how are you doing this?" 
 
    "Haven't you figured it out yet? I'm stronger than you!" 
 
    I try to shove her off of me. I try again and again. My muscles flex, but it feels like I'm pushing up against hundreds of pounds. When she squeezes, I start to whimper. 
 
    "You see? I'm stronger than you!" 
 
    "No. Not possible!" 
 
    "How about I give you a head start?" When she grins down at me, Felicia shows her teeth. Strands of her blond hair fall down, framing her face. 
 
    She jumps off of me, and then she stands, waiting. Heart pounding, gasping for breath, I look up at her. This has to be a trick. There is no way she would give me a head start. 
 
    "Go ahead," she says, motioning for me to proceed with two fingers. 
 
    I move. Climbing back up onto my feet, I jump forward, and I start to run. I glance over my shoulder, and Felicia is just standing there. 
 
    I make it about halfway across the wide open chamber before I hear her footsteps. She's running after me, only she's going so fast! I glance over my shoulder one more time, and I see her. She comes at me like a blur, and then she grabs me, shoving me back up against another one of the cages. 
 
    As I open my mouth to say something, Felicia leans in, and she starts kissing me! Her mouth is soft and wet. I try to turn my head to the side, but she stops me. She's having her fun, and she won't let me to turn on her. 
 
    The flavor of her lip gloss simmers along my taste buds. Under other circumstances, this might feel really good. But right now, I keep trying to knock her back, only I can't do it! 
 
    Then it dawns on me. She really is stronger. As hard as I fight, I can't get her off! 
 
    She pulls back, and she's grinning at me. "Oh, that's fun. Maybe I will give you an orgasm, just because you're such a good kisser." She's toying with me, and I don't know how to stop her. 
 
    She wrenches me back again, pushing me down onto the concrete. The cold, solid floor makes me shiver just as she straddles me. 
 
    "Say uncle," she orders. 
 
    "Go to hell!" 
 
    "That was a stupid thing to say," she tells me, only Felicia doesn't sound angry. Instead, she is chiding me, like it doesn't really matter what I do or how I react. 
 
    She slips off of me for just a moment. She rolls me onto my stomach, and she grabs my wrists. She does this all in the span of about a second. She has my arms crossed behind my back, and she leans down, pinning me again. I kick out with my feet, and I thrash, doing my best to roll away or lift myself out of her grip. 
 
    Nothing works. 
 
    She holds me down, and then she places her hand on my naked ass. "Nice and smooth," she says, which makes me shiver with another dose of embarrassment. 
 
    "So this is the thing about most punishments. You, the boy who needs to be disciplined, is actually in control. All you need to do is apologize for your bad behavior, and then the spanking will stop." 
 
    Spanking? She has to be kidding! 
 
    But she isn't. 
 
    Felicia raises her hand, cocking it above me. 
 
    Clenching my eyes shut, I tell myself that I don't care. It's just a spanking. If a little kid can put up with this kind of BS, then so can I. That idea sounds great in my head, but her hand swings down in a tight arc. 
 
    This girl spanks me hard. Pain stabs into the nerves along my buttocks. 
 
    I don't call out or anything, but there is still that sharp gasp of from my nostrils. I manage to keep my teeth clenched as she gets ready to spank me again. "Such a silly boy. What is it with males? Do you think you're going to get anything by being stubborn? It just means I'm going to spank you more." 
 
    Before I can try to answer, she spanks me again. I imagine her hand blurring on the air right before it connects. The sound of applause fills my ears, followed quickly by the jolt of pain. It shoots through me. My eyes start to water. 
 
    This might only be a spanking, but Felicia knows how to make it hurt. My breath catches in my throat, and I want to beg for a few seconds' reprieve, only that isn't going to happen. 
 
    She spanks me harder, faster. Her hand flies down over and over. 
 
    Soon, my eyes are wet, and my lips tremble. My entire body clenches up, and I can feel the red heat gather along my backside. "I'm sorry!" 
 
    The spanking pauses. 
 
    From one gasp to the next, I keep my eyes closed. 
 
    "Sorry. Did you say something?" 
 
    Felicia is going to drag this out. I see that now. Even so, I can hardly get control of my body. She runs her fingers along the curves of my naked ass. It feels good and strange, intimate and violating all at the same time. 
 
    She's a beautiful girl. I should be grateful that she is touching me, only I'm not. I hate it. Or do I? 
 
    It's hard to tell. 
 
    "Did you say something?" Felicia asks again, and the caresses disappear. It's easy for me to imagine Felicia with her hand in the air. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "What did you say?" 
 
    I only hesitate for a couple of seconds. "I, I said that I was sorry." 
 
    "What are you sorry for?" 
 
    Can I do this? Can I really surrender to this girl? I want to believe that I have what it takes to resist, but I'm not a soldier or some action hero. It's not like I've been trained to deal with any real pain. "I'm sorry that I was a disobedient boy." 
 
    "Yes, you were. You tried to run away! And without a handler!" 
 
    I lock my teeth together again, hating the way that she can mock me. Apparently, I'm not in trouble because I tried to fight her. Oh no, I am in trouble because I tried to wander off without a female authority figure to take care of me. 
 
    My fingers press down into my palms, forcing fists. Part of me wants to roll over and to try to punch her right across the face, though I already know that it wouldn't work. Someway, somehow, this girl is incredibly powerful. 
 
    Until I figure out her secret, I need to play along. 
 
    That sounds easy in my head, but then I force myself to speak. "I'm sorry. Please, can you let me up?" 
 
    "Say uncle." 
 
    It's juvenile and childish, but I don't have any choice. Exhaling slowly, I try to pretend that this isn't a big deal. "Uncle." 
 
    "Ask me to kiss you again. Tell me you like being kissed." 
 
    What? My eyes flicker wider. I can hardly believe what I'm hearing, but she squeezes my wrists, making it clear that she means it. "Would you, would you kiss me again? That felt good." It did, but I don't like to admit it. 
 
    She rolls me over. She holds my hands above my head again, and she leans in. She kisses me, gently running her lips along mine. She tightens her grip on me, and it's abundantly clear that she is in charge, that she's in control. 
 
    I hate myself for giving in like this, but I don't see any other option. 
 
    Then, she shifts her weight. She still holds me down with one hand. She reaches back with her free arm, and she strokes her fingertips along my scrotum, my shaft. 
 
    Damn it. I try to remain relaxed, loose, but it doesn't work. My cock starts to harden. She's a pretty girl. It makes sense. 
 
    "You're going to enjoy being a slave," she promises with another giggle as she pulls back. Then she hops up onto her feet, and she opens up one of the cages. "Inside!" 
 
    She points, and I glance one more time at the exit sign, wishing that I was strong enough or fast enough to get away. 
 
    But I'm not. 
 
      
 
    The larger cage might be more comfortable, but still leaves me with so many questions. For one, I want to know how this place can possibly exist. 
 
    Again and again, I remind myself that slavery is illegal. I mean, wouldn't the police find out about this place? Okay maybe not the police considering that I have already met Officer Ramirez, but what about the FBI or something? 
 
    Someone must be willing to say something. 
 
    That's what I think about before I fall asleep and right as I wake up. I spend the rest of my time pacing around. There are exactly six paces from one side of my cage to the other. There is that little pile of blankets which I can sleep on. Unfortunate for me, there isn't anything else. 
 
    Which means that I either walk back and forth, I do push-ups or situps, or I just think about things.  
 
    Mostly, I wonder about what I'm going to do when I get out of here. Obviously, I will leave this stupid city, whatever it's called, and I will go back to civilization. Once there, I will make sure that everyone knows about this place. 
 
    Of course, there is one fear that lingers at the back of my brain. I keep wondering about how this place could exist. Secrecy would be very important for these women, but that would be impossible to maintain if anyone got away. Does that mean that no male slave has ever escaped? Why not? 
 
    Every system is fundamentally flawed in one way or another. Every system has a weakness that can be exploited. 
 
    Despite my nervousness, I tell myself that I will be the first one to get out of here. 
 
    That's what I’m thinking about as Felicia walks back into the large, open chamber. I hear her footsteps, and I immediately look up. I stand, my hands going to the bars of my cage. 
 
    "Hey there, boy. How are you feeling today?" 
 
    "When are you going to let me out of here?" 
 
    "Right now. We need to take some pictures, and I need to get your measurements." 
 
    Pictures? Measurements? 
 
    I don't really understand, but she walks over to the cage door, and she unlocks it. Next, she lifts it up. "Don't you want to come out?" 
 
    I stare at her, uncertain. Really, I'm not sure what I want to do or what I should do. More than anything, I want to get out of this cage and grab her. I want to wrestle her to the ground, if only to prove that I can. 
 
    For a few seconds, I look right back at her. I study her blonde hair, her narrow face, her thin arms and legs. She's wearing simple jeans, sandals, and a reasonably tight blouse that shows off just a hint of her cleavage. She looks like any college girl. 
 
    And yet, I tried to wrestle her to the ground...and I failed. How is that even possible? 
 
    For the most part, I have tried not to think about it. Once or twice, I contemplated all of my memories, trying to think of some detail that would make her so strong or so fast. 
 
    It's too embarrassing to think about. 
 
    So I faced a different shame instead as I got down on my hands and knees and I crawled out of my cage. She dropped the gate behind me, letting it clang shut. 
 
    "Stand up straight." 
 
    I get back up onto my feet, and I glare at her. It feels strange, looking down at her, even as I know that she is the authority figure here. 
 
    Felicia takes a measuring tape out of her pocket. And she starts to measure me. "Arms out," she orders. She wraps the tape around my wrists, my biceps. Next, she tells me to lift my hands into the air. 
 
    Reluctantly, I play along. I feel like I'm some kind of doll, maybe a manikin, as she works. Once she finishes, she takes out her phone and starts typing in different details. 
 
    "Now we do your legs," she says. "Get on your back." 
 
    Part of me really wants to know what would happen if I said no, if I told her that I wasn't going to cooperate and that she couldn't make me. 
 
    I suspect she can force me to do whatever she wants. That's why I reluctantly get down onto my back.  I feel oddly vulnerable, but she gets on her knees, and she measures my ankles, my thighs. And then she tilts her head to the side. 
 
    "Go ahead and touch yourself for me. Masturbate just a little bit. Get nice and hard, but understand that you aren't allowed to come. If you do, I'm going to have to punish you again." 
 
    Punish me. That means a spanking. 
 
    I hate the idea that this girl can threaten that, but there's nothing I can do, so I nod my head. 
 
    I lift up my hand, but I can't quite get my fingers to move down to my genitals. For some reason, I stop. 
 
    "What's wrong? Are you embarrassed?" 
 
    "Yes," I respond after a couple of seconds. I bite through that answer, and Felicia just starts chuckling. 
 
    "It's okay. Lots of boys like you are shy when it comes to their cocks. I think it might have something to do with the fact that your penis here makes you so vulnerable." 
 
    In spite of myself, I can't help but ask, "What do you mean?" 
 
    "Don't move," she commands. Then she starts to explain. "Isn't it obvious? Your cock makes you vulnerable. Aside from the fact that you could obviously be hurt with it, it gets all excited, showing off exactly what you're feeling. Like right now." She proves her point, reaching down with her hand, her fingers lightly gliding along my scrotum up to the base of my shaft. She teases me, stroking my length. 
 
    Determined to prove her wrong, I try to relax because I know exactly what she's thinking. If she can get me hard, that proves she has power over me. 
 
    No, I won't allow myself to think about anything sexy. I try to think about numbers, equations, adding up digits. No matter what, I won't think about her sexy body. I won't think about the curve of her lips or the way her eyes sparkle when she is laughing at me. I won't think about how easily she threw me to the ground or what it would feel like to have her ride my cock. 
 
    Within seconds, she makes me hard. I can't help myself! 
 
    Felicia easily reads the frustration etched into my face. "Oh, don't feel too bad. This is just nature. Men and women were created together, and women are superior. I mean, your cock makes that obvious." 
 
    "That's not true," I tell her, my voice shaking. 
 
    It's hard to keep my breathing even and level. 
 
    Felicia answers me with more laughter. "Oh, it's so cute when you boys try to say that you’re equal." Before I can try to add anything or argue with her, she continues, "It's okay. I mean, part of what will make you happy here is accepting your natural limitations. There's nothing wrong with being the inferior sex." 
 
    I glare at her. I show my teeth, but she is still touching me, her fingers moving up and down the length of my cock. Then she reaches under my scrotum, and she starts to tease that soft patch of flesh. My body quivers. I'm so close to an orgasm. It becomes impossible to think, to even try to speak. 
 
    And then she touches something cool to my shaft. I open my eyes and lift my head. She's measuring my cock! 
 
    "Very good," she says. "Oh, and that reminds me. When we put you up for auction, how would you like to be described? Is there anything special you would like me to put on your profile?" 
 
    "You are not going to auction me," I tell her. 
 
    Felicia talks as though I didn't say anything at all. It's infuriating, but I don't even try to sit up. I already know that she would just wrestle me back to the ground, demonstrating her impossible physical superiority. 
 
    "Some guys like to talk about their skills, you know, like cooking or cleaning. Occasionally, we get a boy who will try to talk about what he knows, but most buyers aren’t interested in them. Okay, so you know how to type or you have a background in accounting or something, but it's not like anyone's ever going to trust you money, so who cares?" She shrugs, giggling at the prospect. "Now, if you tell us that you are really adept at oral sex or something, that might improve your numbers." 
 
    "You are not going to auction off! I'm not livestock!" 
 
    The ferocity in my voice must catch her off guard because her features freeze for a second. She narrows her eyes. She straddles me, her hands going down to my shoulders. She pushes me into the concrete floor. "No," Felicia agrees. "You aren't livestock. You're a boy. You're going to be owned as a slave, so you might as well get used to that fact now. Because nothing is going to change it." 
 
    "I'm not going to let you enslave me. You're just a girl!" 
 
    That was the wrong thing to say. I can tell right away because her eyes widen, her cheeks flush red, and she practically leaps off of me. 
 
    As I turn my head to the side, I see her raise her hand. She rolls me over, exposing my ass. "No, you don't need to..." I begin to say, only to have those words cut off as I hear the clapping of her hand against my buttocks. She spanks me hard all over again. The pain flashes through my skin. It shoots through my body, paralyzing me. 
 
    She spanks me one, two, three, four, five times. When it's done, my ass throbs, and I can feel that red heat glow along my body. 
 
    "Who's in charge?" Felicia asks me. 
 
    I don't want to answer her or play along. But I'm still in that position. She can spank me whenever she wants, so I force myself to give her what she wants. Because really, I don't have any choice. "You are. You're in charge." 
 
    "Who's the inferior sex?" 
 
    "Men. Men are the inferior sex," I tell her. My voice is flat, like I can't bring any thought or inflection to my words. That doesn't seem to bother her. 
 
    "And what are you?" 
 
    "I'm a man." 
 
    "So what does that make you?" 
 
    I despise every second of this quiz, but I don't have any choice. "That makes me inferior." 
 
    "Yes, you’re inferior. You're a boy, and I'm a girl, and girls enslave boys. Say it." 
 
    "Girls enslave boys." 
 
    "Now I'm going to stand up, and you are going to bow your head down and you're going to apologize to me. You're also going to tell me everything you've learned." 
 
    True to her word, she got back up onto her feet. 
 
    I'm still on my side, uncertain. I don't know what I should do. Part of me wants to resist, to fight back. Maybe I could try to grab her feet and knock her down onto her back? Yeah, right. That wouldn't work. Even if I somehow threw her off balance, she would quickly recover. 
 
    As the strategies run through my head, I get back up onto my hands and knees, and I crawl over to her feet. I look down at her toes. Her nails have been painted this dark shade of red, and she wiggles her toes in front of me. 
 
    She was angry just a second ago, but when I strained my neck to look up at her, I see that she smiling down at me. She knows that she's going to win, so she's relaxed and having fun. 
 
    "I'm sorry I misbehaved. I apologize. I've learned that men are inferior, so I'm inferior. I never should have questioned your authority." 
 
    Felicia shakes her head from side to side. She crouches down, but since I'm on my hands and knees, this still makes it feel like she's taller than me. "Oh, I like hearing you say that. Say it again. All of it." 
 
    I close my eyes, and I start to speak. That isn't good enough for her. She taps my cheek, almost slapping me. "No. Look into my eyes. I want you to see me as you say it. I want you to understand that you are being owned and controlled by a girl because you are a boy and boys are inferior." 
 
    Even though I hate myself for it, I surrender to her once again. I give this girl everything she demands. 
 
    "I, I'm sorry I misbehaved. I'm sorry I said that the boys are better. They're not. We are not. I'm inferior, I’m your slave. I'm sorry. I'm sorry I misbehaved," I say, it feels like my words are circling, but that doesn't matter. 
 
    She laughs, and then she hops off of me. 
 
    "Good boy. But you know, I think you can do even better. Oh, and this will be something else I can add to your profile!" 
 
    I start to stand up, thinking that we are done. Only then, she snaps her fingers and points down to the floor. She unbuttons her jeans and pulls them off. She shimmies her hips from side to side, which only makes my cock that much harder. 
 
    Felicia pulls down her pink, cotton panties, and she discards them, letting them hit the concrete floor. From there, she straddles me again. She works her way forward, inching along on her knees. 
 
    "What, what you going to do?" 
 
    "Boys might weak and silly, but they still have their uses. Like right now, you're going to show me what you can do with your tongue." 
 
    I start to protest, only she slides forward, pressing her pussy down against my mouth. 
 
    "Unless you want another spanking, you're going to start licking. Show me what you can do as a sex slave." 
 
    I can't see her. My vision is dominated by her pubis, by her blonde hair between her legs. I look up, and I can see the flat of her stomach. My heart pounds, and I can already taste her. The aroma of her arousal fills my senses. 
 
    This girl should be smaller than me, weaker than me. I'm supposed to intimidate her, but she holds me down and shoves her pussy up against my face. 
 
    Because she is stronger than me, I surrender. I open my mouth, and I start to lick at her slit. I slide my tongue up and down her opening. I penetrate her, working my tongue between her pussy lips. 
 
    And that's when I feel her engorged clitoris up against the tip of my tongue. 
 
    I clench my eyes shut, but I can't hide from the reality of my situation. My tongue slides up and down. It feels like I'm lapping at her pussy, licking like a thirsty dog. Just as that image enters my mind, she reaches back, and she strokes me, running her fingers up and down the length of my cock. She's teasing me, and it feels so good. 
 
    I start to slow my tongue down, and that's when she pulls her hand away. 
 
    My tongue speeds up; I ignore the aching in my jaw, and she starts touching me again! The message is clear. If I please her, she will tease me, giving me the pleasure that I'm suddenly hungry for. 
 
    I lick her, worshiping her pussy. 
 
    And that's when she starts to moan. Arching her back, she faces the ceiling and she pants, gasping and moaning. Even though she pulls her hand away from my cock, I keep licking, swirling the tip of my tongue around her clitoris. 
 
    Finally, she pulls off. 
 
    I stay on my back, waiting. 
 
    If I'm a good boy, maybe she will let me have an orgasm. That's how it works, right? And I have been good! I apologized, I told her what she wanted to hear, and I even licked her pussy! 
 
    But then, she pulls on her pink, cotton panties, followed by her jeans. She tugs them up, and I look over at her. 
 
    "You did a good job," she says. She kneels beside me and pats me on the head. I hate it when she does that. 
 
    "It's time for you to get back in your cage." 
 
    "But, but I was hoping you might touch me some more?" 
 
    "Oh, that's right! Thank you for reminding me!" She stands up, and she puts her hands on her hips. "As a boy, you aren't allowed to touch yourself or have an orgasm without permission from a female." 
 
    What? 
 
    No. No way! My heart starts pounding in my chest. I'm desperately horny, and I know that I'm going to masturbate if she leaves me alone. 
 
    "Tell me you understand." 
 
    "I, I understand?" Despite my best efforts, there's uncertainty in my voice. 
 
    That's probably why Felicia tilts her head to the side. She touches one finger to her cheek, tapping that digit as she considers what I've said. "You know, some boys need to wear chastity cages. Are you one of them, or can you control yourself?" 
 
    "I can control myself," I promise her, but I'm lying. I need to stroke my cock, to feel my hand wrapped around my shaft. I want that throbbing pleasure. I need it! 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" 
 
    "Yes!" I squeaked. 
 
    "Stay here," she orders. Then she walks off, the heels of her sandals clicking against the floor. She leaves me alone, and I stare up at the ceiling, wondering if this should be my chance. Right now, I can try to flee. I can get up and run for the exit. But if I do, she might come back, she might chase me down again. 
 
    I hate to think about it, but something holds me back. Fear. I'm scared of her because she can spank me and wrestle me to the ground so easily. 
 
    So I tell myself that I only have a few seconds. And it seems to be true. Felicia comes back, and I hear her footsteps, and she is standing above me. 
 
    "Do you need help relaxing?" 
 
    "What you mean?" 
 
    "Isn't it obvious? You're not going to get an orgasm right now, and I'm not going to put you back in your cage until you’re soft. So do you need help?" 
 
    "I, I don't know," I start to say. She drops down onto her knees beside me. And that's when I see it, a small bowl. I peek inside and spot the ice cubes. Why does she have ice cubes? 
 
    She plucks one out between her fingers and then she holds it down against my erect cock. The cold snaps into me, this stabbing chill. 
 
    I holler out. I make this squeaky, whimpering sound, and that makes her laugh as she rubs the ice up and down the length of my cock. Immediately, my manhood retreats, shrinking down. I'm flaccid now, just the way she wants. "There we go. Now, I can put you in your cage," she says. 
 
    I tell myself that it doesn't make any difference. Once she is gone, I'm going to climax. Even if that this is the only rebellion I can manage, it's going to feel so good. 
 
    But then she takes my cock, and she slides it into this curved, thick, plastic tube. It forces my length into a downward position. I lift my head and I watch as she brings another plastic ring up around my scrotum. Then she does something I didn't think was possible. She locks the two pieces together! 
 
    "There we go," she says, clapping her hands and jumping up onto her feet. 
 
    "What, what is this?" I ask as I reach for my dick. I try to touch my shaft, but I can't, not with the thick, plastic tube imprisoning it. 
 
    "Like I said before, sometimes boys like you need to wear chastity cages. You see, this will make it impossible for you to have an orgasm. It won't matter how horny or desperate you get. You are just going to have to wait until a girl lets you out." 
 
    The device is indeed locked on. There's a small padlock just below my pubis. It holds the pieces together, and that's when I look over at Felicia in time to see her swing a small, silver key back and forth. 
 
    "Please, please unlock me! Just for a little while?" 
 
    "No." That's all she says as she stands above me, her hands on her hips again. 
 
    "Please, you said I need a woman's permission? Well, couldn't you give me permission?" 
 
    "I could," Felicia allows. 
 
    "Please, please give me permission to have an orgasm! Please, I'm sorry I was bad before. I can be good!" I don't know what makes me sound like this. The desperation rings through every word. I sound so pathetic, but I can't stop myself. "Please, please let me touch myself for a little while! I promise, I will be a good slave. Just let me have an orgasm!" 
 
    "No, I don't think so," she says. And that's all there is to it. But then, she takes out her phone, she points the camera lens at me. "I almost forgot!" She starts snapping pictures of me from different angles. And then she stows her phone, apparently satisfied with the work she's done. 
 
    "Now, crawl back in your cage like a good little slave. Tomorrow is your auction!" 
 
      
 
    It's almost been three days now, and I keep wondering if anyone from the office will call about me. Will they call the hotel? Will they call the conference? 
 
    I don't know one way or the other, and even if they did, I'm not sure exactly what would happen. It's not like I have any friends back at the office. Sure, I have employees, and we pretend that we get along, telling stupid jokes like "Working hard or hardly working?" That's not real friendship. 
 
    For the most part, Felicia leaves me alone. She leaves me to my thoughts, to wonder how this all happened. 
 
    One name keeps reverberating back in my head. 
 
    Victoria. 
 
    Did she know that this was going to happen? It seems almost absurd. I mean, there is no way that she knew about this place. Who could? This place feels like an impossibility. 
 
    Strangely enough, it's hard to remember Victoria's face. It's only been a couple of days, but I work hard to remember aspects from my life, and it's hard to summon up the details. At one point, I can barely remember what the living room in my apartment looks like. 
 
    Not that I ever really cared about that place. I mean, I've always focused on my work. Getting ahead has been my only real ambition. 
 
    "Hey there. Guess what? It's time for the auction!" Felicia announces as she comes up to my cage. 
 
    "Please, you don't have to do this," I say to her. 
 
    I mean to say more, but she touches one finger to her lips, and that's enough to silence me. Could I continue talking? Sure, but I might irritate her, which would lead to a punishment. So I just stand there until she opens up the gate on the cage. 
 
    I get down on my hands and knees, and I crawl forward. Just as my head emerges on the other side, she attaches a leash to my collar. 
 
    "Let's go!" 
 
    This young woman tugs on the leash, and she leads me toward the exit sign. We pass through a pair of doors, and then down a hallway. Several women pass us, they hardly pay any attention to me. Felicia is polite, nodding, and they wave or smile back. 
 
    Then we come to another set of doors, and it opens onto a darkened space. She pushes me ahead, her hand on the small of my back. I stumble forward, unable to see exactly what's going on. I take several steps. I feel stairs underneath me. 
 
    And then my bare feet touch wood. 
 
    Because I can't really see, I want to slow down. There is just barely enough light for me to know that I'm not going to walk into a wall. Felicia pokes me in the back, prompting me forward. 
 
    Then she tells me to stop. She must know this area pretty well because she seems confident. She shoves me back, and I stumble. I hit something solid. 
 
    "Lift your hands above your head," she orders. I obey, but she adjusts my position. At first, I bring my wrists all the way up straight. But then she wants my arms at slight angles. I don't understand what's going on, not until she presses them up against wooden planks. 
 
    She loops a set of restraints around both of my wrists. She tightens them, pulling them secure. 
 
    Next, she spreads my legs, kicking and my right foot, then my left. She straps them in place as well. Spread out, but on my feet, I feel that special vulnerability. 
 
    "This is our final item for the evening," comes a voice. I hear footsteps as someone walks up onto the stage. 
 
    The lights come on, and I see dozens of seats. There are women out there. They had been completely silent, but now they start whispering and chatting with one another. 
 
    What is this? What's going on? 
 
    The illumination blinds me at first. I blink rapidly, trying to get my pupils to adjust. 
 
    "Ladies, we have had some interesting items tonight. You have that brown haired boy, the redhead, and the young artist. Taken together, they were rather interesting, but they're all thoroughly trained and obedient. What we have here is a wild boy, a stray." The other woman onstage walks back-and-forth. She's holding a microphone. 
 
    Then it dawns on me. 
 
    She's an auctioneer, and she's talking about me...because I'm for sale. Some piece of my brain just won't accept this, so I start struggling. I pull against the restraints, determined to get out of here! If I could just stop and think about this, I would probably figure out that I'm not going to be able to rip my way free from those leather restraints, but I keep trying anyway. 
 
    "See this, ladies? He's feisty! Let's start the bidding at two hundred." 
 
    The women out in the audience start to bid on me. The numbers begin to rise, not that I hear any of it. Everything seems to fade away until I hear Felicia near and she whispers in my ear, "You should probably settle down. Look out there. There only two bidders left, and I don't think you're going to like the one on the right." 
 
    I stop, taking a breath. I gaze out at the assembled women. It's still hard to see with the lights glaring down at me. But she's right. There's a red head to the left. She standing up at this point, and she raises her hand each time a new number is called out. 
 
    She's determined to get me. 
 
    Why did she scare me? Is it her red lipstick? The way she stands? I don't know why, but my animal instincts tell me that it won't be good for me if she purchases me. 
 
    I look out, trying to see the other girl. I can't. There's just an outline off to the side. 
 
    "Please, you can't let them buy me," I whisper back to Felicia. 
 
    "Of course they can. They can, and they will. You're a boy. Remember? You’re property!" She pats me on the head, like she just taught me something important. 
 
    I growl, pulling and struggling. 
 
    "Can I get six hundred?" the announcer asks. 
 
    "Six hundred!" That's the redhead. 
 
    Another girl raises her hand. She's far off in the back. I can't make her out. She's little more than a silhouette. 
 
    "Who do you think it's going to be?" Felicia asks. "You think it's going to be red head over there? I bet she likes being mean to her slaves. She looks like the kind of woman who would feminize you too." 
 
    Feminize me? 
 
    "Yeah," Felicia whispers into my ear. "Basically, she will take some slutty version of the male fantasy and turn you into that. Maybe you could be a silly little schoolgirl or a French maid. What you think of that?" 
 
    I don't say anything because I can't really think. It doesn't seem possible. 
 
    My lips won't move; I can't speak. 
 
    "Don't worry. If anyone decides to feminize you, I promise I will come over and play with you. I can do your makeup!" 
 
    "Seven hundred. Do I have anyone who would like to bid seven hundred?" The announcer walks back over to me. Dutifully, Felicia steps back. "Just remember, this young man is wild. You get to take a stray and train him from the ground up. Whatever you want, making him yours. He has so much potential. That much is obvious." She pinches one of my nipples, and I try to retreat back, but the audience just laughs. 
 
    "Seven hundred, going once. Seven hundred going twice. Sold for seven hundred to the young woman in the back!" 
 
    At once, there's applause, and Felicia releases me from the straps. She holds onto my leash, yanking. She practically makes me jog off stage. 
 
      
 
    I was just purchased. 
 
    Someone bought me for "seven hundred," though not sure what that means. Seven hundred dollars? Is that all I am worth? Or is it some other measurement? 
 
    I consider asking Felicia, but I don't really want another lesson, especially when she will just smirk at me like I'm an idiot for not knowing in the first place. No, not an idiot, just an uneducated boy. 
 
    With the purchase complete, I am released from the posts and taken back to a cage. Once I crawl inside, Felicia closes the gate and latches it shut. When it clicks, I flinch, and she smirks, her eyes lit with delight. 
 
    "Who bought me?" I ask. 
 
    "Oh no. That would ruin the surprise," Felicia replies as she starts to saunter off. 
 
    I grit my teeth, doing my best to fight back my frustration. "What happens now?" 
 
    She makes it to the exit, and she stops, pivoting. She swivels on her hips and looks back at me. "Now you wait. You wait like a good slave and your owner will come claim you." 
 
    Glowering at nothing in particular, I do my best to think of something else to ask. To be honest, I don't want to be left alone. 
 
    "Don't look so glum," Felicia says. "Seriously, you were just purchased! You have a brand-new owner. You should be excited." 
 
    "I don't want an owner!" 
 
    "But you need one," says the girl before she disappears from my view. 
 
    So I'm left to wait here. 
 
    At first, I can't help myself. I pace back and forth like a wild, caged animal. Occasionally, I pull on the bars of the cage. A little while later, I pull at the gate, wondering if maybe I can free myself. I don't want to admit it, but I'm scared. Who bought me? What is she going to do? 
 
    At the same time, I can't help but think about slavery in this town. What is that mean exactly? Without really trying, I start thinking back to one of my history classes. I had a professor who mentioned slavery and how it could vary so much from one culture to another. For the ancient Greeks and Romans, slavery meant something closer to indentured servitude. People could be owned and punished, but they were brutalized the way that Africans were in the United States. That was partially based off of the different needs. A slave in ancient Europe might have been a skilled professional. Slaves in the US, however, just needed to work as quickly as possible. 
 
    So what kind of slavery was mine going to be? 
 
    I should probably count myself lucky in that I doubt they need me for agricultural labor. 
 
    Of course, the thought is enough to make my cheeks warm-up with embarrassment. 
 
    I'm better than some crop picker! 
 
    Thoughts of my old ambitions are enough to knock me back. I stumble away from the bars of my cage, and I stand for a few seconds. My knees threaten to buckle. It would be easy to collapse, to drop down and start whimpering. 
 
    That's the thing about captivity. You never really think about just how frustrating it really is until you experience it. Most people don't understand how it feels to be trapped, truly and genuinely trapped. 
 
    So I have to figure some way out. 
 
    I walk over to the blankets in the corner, and I kneel down. I press my hands against my knees, and I exhale slowly. I don't believe in yoga or meditation, but I get my emotions under control because I don't have any other choice. If I think about my confinement, then I will start to go crazy. 
 
    If I can remain calm and collected, then I have a good chance of escape. If I allow myself to get excited or worked up, I might remain a slave for a very long time. 
 
    Some part of me refuses to think of the word forever. 
 
    A little while later, I hear footsteps again. 
 
    I open one eye, then the other. "Oh, you're on your knees already? That's wonderful. I mean, the announcer kept going on and on about how you were this wild beast it would be fun to tame, but I'm okay if you just want to surrender now." 
 
    No way. 
 
    I'm not looking up at a stranger. Instead, I see lustrous brown hair, vivid eyes, heart shaped face, and a gorgeous little body. 
 
    On the other side, Victoria places her hands on her hips. She pouts out her lower lip. 
 
    "Now, I have a choice." She grins. "I can let you out of here right now and send you on your way." 
 
    "Or?" I asked. 
 
    "Or I can keep you. What's it going to be?" 
 
    I get up on my feet, and I take a couple of tentative steps closer. This is Victoria, so a specific scenario starts to play out inside of my head. Maybe she sent me to this town by accident. Then, when I didn't answer any of my emails or my phone, she came looking for me, so now she is here. Then she saw that she had the opportunity to buy me, and she will let me go. She isn't interested in any of this female supremacy bullshit. She wants to let me go. 
 
    "Please, just get me out of here," I say. I do my best to keep the desperation out of my voice. 
 
    "Why should I?" 
 
    My eyes widen, but I see the way that the corners of her eyes crinkle with amusement. I tell myself that she is just teasing me. This is a game for her, so I might as well play along. After three days with Felicia, it's easier for me to bury my initial instincts. 
 
    "Look, I'm really sorry I've been a jerk to you at work, but I swear, I will be polite and respectful. Please, just get me out of here." 
 
    "I like this new attitude, Darren." 
 
    "And you'll see a lot more of me like this if you just let me go!" 
 
    "Okay," she says. "I'm going to let you out of that cage, but these people have very specific rules, so you have to do whatever I say. Understand?" 
 
    This makes sense to me. Yeah, of course I understand! I've been here for more than seventy-two hours! Of course, I refrain from saying any of that. Maybe it has something to do with the fact that I'm a man, and I'm learning not talk back to women. 
 
    "Yes, I understand." After a few more seconds, I don't see any other choice. I need to ask. "What kind of rules are you talking about?" 
 
    "Well, first off, men aren't allowed to wear clothing here." 
 
    I swallow. "Are you sure?" 
 
    Victoria smirks. She must love the confusion as it plays along my features. Even if she's going to let me out of here and release me, that doesn't mean she won't have fun along the way. To make matters worse, she will always be able to hold this over my head. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm sure. But trust me. The next girl is so much worse." 
 
    Gulping back my trepidation, I force myself to ask because I can tell she won't volunteer the information on her own. "What rule?" 
 
    "Men need to be kept on leashes." 
 
    "Okay. I can handle that." 
 
    She claps her hands together. "Great! Oh, but I need to be sure you're going to behave, so come here." She walks right up to the bars of the cage, and she waves me over with a single finger. In some other place, at some other time, she would have looked sexy. 
 
    Tentatively, I move closer. "No. Get all the way over here," she commands. Reluctantly, I obey. I come right up to the bars of the cage, and that's when she reaches out, gliding her fingers over to the back of my neck. She pulls me up close. 
 
    "Don't move. I need to make sure you know how to be obedient." 
 
    That's when she reaches down with her free hand, cupping my scrotum in the palm of her hand. Right now, she could squeeze, delivering hot, sickening pain. Luckily for me, she doesn't do that. Instead, she starts slightly stroking my balls. 
 
    "What, what you doing?" 
 
    "Shush." She teases me. After so much time in this chastity cage, my passions come roaring back through my body. My shaft starts to harden, only to feel the boundaries of the cock cage. 
 
    To make matters worse, the humiliation simmers along my skin. It feels like every inch of my body turns bright crimson. 
 
    And yet, she continues to lightly touch me. It's delicious, and it feels so good. Not only that, I can look down her blouse, so I see that incredible cleavage. 
 
    Pretty soon, I'm panting, but I don't move. 
 
    Then she stops. "Look at that. You got a little bit of pre-come on my hand." She lifts her arm up, her palm right in front of my face. "Lick my hand clean, slave." Then she giggles. 
 
    "Why, why are you doing this?" It takes all of my resolve not to obey her. 
 
    "Because I can. Because you're a jerk. Because I promised you that I'm going to let go, so I want to see exactly what you've learned." 
 
    "Did you do this on purpose?" I ask. "Did, did you know that I was going to end up here?" 
 
    "Lick," she says. 
 
    Reluctantly, I lean forward, and I lick her hand. I run my tongue over her soft skin, and it actually feels really good. Despite the salty, viscous flavor of my own pre-come on her hand, I like this. I can't help myself. My cock throbs again in its cage, but there's still nothing I can do about that. 
 
    Once she’s satisfied, she wipes her hand off on my chest, and she leans down to open the gate. 
 
    I crawl out. Once I stand, she attaches a leash, and then she takes me out. 
 
      
 
    Following her feels strange. Seeing the leash lead from my collar to her hand is even worse. After all, this girl is Victoria, a colleague of mine! Just a couple of days ago, we were competing for prestige and power at our company. 
 
    What's going to change when I get back? I try to focus on the most likely outcome. I will get back into my clothing, I will get my car and my apartment, and I will have my employees around me. All of this will start to fade. More and more, it will feel like a bad dream, and I will be able to pretend that this place doesn't actually exist. 
 
    My heart pounds as I follow her through the facility. We pass offices, a kitchen, and a break room. Actually, away from the holding pens for the men, this place feels pretty normal. A couple of women happened to walk by. They are dressed professionally in pencil skirts and white blouses. 
 
    Something occurs to me. 
 
    It seems like Victoria knows exactly where she's going. But if she has never been here before, then how could that be possible? 
 
    I try not to draw any conclusions, especially when we make it out to the parking lot. 
 
    It's night out, a cool evening. A soft breeze blows, running along my naked body. 
 
    "Come on," she says, striding ahead. She moves with more confidence, probably because she's actually wearing shoes while I have to try to make sure I don't step on any sharp pebbles. 
 
    "As a boy, you're not actually allowed to ride in the front seat, so you have to take a spot in the back. I hope you don't mind," she says, opening a door for me. 
 
    "No. I don't mind," I tell her. 
 
    "Good boy."She gets into the car and turns on the engine. She puts her hands on the wheel. "Let's go home." 
 
    When I hear those words, relief shoots through me. We are going home. 
 
      
 
    Victoria starts driving, pulling out onto the road. I was unconscious when Officer Ramirez brought me to the holding facility. As Victoria drives away, I spot a sign. 
 
    Stray Male Pound. 
 
    That's where they kept me. 
 
    Now I just need to make sure I never go back there. 
 
    "So, what was it like?" Victoria asks me. It sounds like she's making idle conversation, but then she probably doesn't understand exactly what happened. To her, the idea of purchasing me at a slave auction might even be funny, like something a sorority might do as a fundraiser. 
 
    "It wasn't good." 
 
    "Come on. You can do better than that," Victoria says. 
 
    I'm sitting in the back seat, and I feel silly. 
 
    The fact that I'm naked doesn't help. 
 
    "You know, I could always make you tell me. Maybe I want details." 
 
    "You wouldn't dare," I say. 
 
    "Is that a risk you really want to take?" 
 
    I look up, and our eyes meet in the rearview mirror. She's grinning again. Something inside of me tightens, and I feel it, that little twist of fear. It's the same reaction that Felicia was so adept at summoning within me. "Fine. What you want to know?" 
 
    "What was it like?" 
 
    "You don't know already?" I ask. 
 
    "Actually, they told us quite a bit, but I would like to hear from you." 
 
    Because she is the only one who can drive me out of here, I decide to play along. The streets are dark, and it occurs to me that I have no idea where we are going. More to the point, Victoria isn't using the GPS. Somehow, I dismiss that little detail. 
 
    "At first, they kept me in the small cage. They made me wear this collar and they kept my arms handcuffed behind me." 
 
    "That sounds really mean," she says, only there isn't any sympathy in her voice. Oh no. She's on the verge of laughing. 
 
    "Yeah, it wasn't fun." I hope that she's going to leave it. I gave her a little bit of information. 
 
    But now. Victoria is enjoying herself too much. Besides, I think, she isn't going to get another opportunity like this. How could she possibly let it pass her by? 
 
    "Did they keep you in a little cage the whole time? 
 
    "No. 
 
    "They feed you?" I mean, you would have starved to death that they hadn't. So what did you eat?" 
 
    "I'm not exactly sure. They gave me pellets of some kind. To be honest, it sort of looked like rabbit food." 
 
    This time, I definitely hear snickers coming from the front seat. "It's not funny," I growl at her. 
 
    "Actually, it kind of is. I mean, you get to walk around work, and you're all big and strong, but there you are getting fed. Who is doing it? Some big guard? A large woman named Bertha?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    There must be something in the way that I respond. Maybe a little bit too fast because Victoria is suddenly intrigued. 
 
    "Wait a second. Who was taking care of you?" 
 
    I don't say anything. It's too embarrassing. 
 
    At the same time, when I think of Felicia, my cock starts to harden in my chastity cage all over again. 
 
    "Tell me." There's something in her voice, this interwoven strand of authority. I don't know how long Victoria has been here, but she’s starting to sound like one of them. 
 
    Simply because I need to assert myself, I refuse. "I don't want to talk about it." 
 
    "Too bad. I had to drive all the way up here, and then I had to figure out some way to buy you. So as far as I see it, until we leave this town, you officially belong to me. So spill it." It sounds like she's teasing me, only there's something else there. 
 
    My heart jumps a couple of extra beats, and I hold onto my seatbelt. I squeeze it even as I look down at my feet. "Her name was Felicia. She looked like she was an intern. She was probably eighteen or nineteen. I don't know." I rattle off the information because it's what she expects. 
 
    Right away, Victoria starts laughing. "Eighteen or nineteen? You are being owned by a teenager? What if you just knock her to the ground or something? I mean, you're big and strong. Did she have a stun gun or something? Maybe some mace?" 
 
    I really, really don't want to tell her this next part. 
 
    Victoria senses my reticence. "Go on. We both know I can spank you if you don’t." 
 
    "You wouldn't dare!" There's absolutely no way Victoria could bring herself to do something like that. 
 
    "Try me." 
 
    My lips part, and I know that I should argue with her, only I can't bring myself to do it. Something inside of me shrivels, so I retreat. I surrender, giving this girl exactly what she desires. "She wrestled me to the ground. She was stronger than me." 
 
    "Ha! So it really works! That's hilarious!" 
 
    "What really works?" 
 
    "Well, when I first came into town, I was asking around, and obviously I saw all of the men. I didn't understand how they could allow themselves to be treated this way. I mean, guys on leashes? It sounds like it might be fun, but it seems like most men would be way too stubborn for something like that. I was right. They have to be trained first. And you know what they included the training?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "There is the special spray, I guess, the women use on the men. It contains some kind of muscle relaxant that makes men a lot weaker. Like right now, I bet I would be able to hold you down if I wanted." 
 
    "Yeah, maybe," I say, doing my best to be diplomatic because I really, really don't want her to experiment. 
 
    After all, she might be right. 
 
    "Don't worry. From what I understand, the effects are temporary. They only last for a couple of weeks." 
 
    Weeks? 
 
    I do my best to keep from panicking, but I absolutely hate the fact that every woman, no matter how small, would be able to grab me, to hold me down, to show me just how powerless she can make me. 
 
    "I wouldn't know." All I can think about is getting back to civilization, a world where men have most of the advantages. 
 
    "So, did she spank you?" 
 
    I really, really don't want to answer this. 
 
    "Well?" Victoria smirks again. For her, this is just a fun little game, something to pass the time as we drive. "It's okay. You can tell me. I promise I won't tell any of the girls at work." 
 
    Part of me wonders exactly how this will all play out. I mean, are they really just going to let us leave? Victoria owns me, but aren't these women worried about what we might say? 
 
    As those doubts niggle at the back of my mind, she starts to slow the car. "Tell me the truth." 
 
    She might pull over at any moment. She might spread me out over the back seat so that she can spank me. 
 
    "Yes, she spanked me." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "I, I tried to get away." At this point, Victoria starts to drive a little bit faster. We head toward the freeway. I can see the lights of cars zooming along in the dark. This is almost over. "I tried to get away, but she grabbed me and held me down. Then, to prove she could, she spanked me. Okay? Is that what you want to hear?" 
 
    I hear the rhythmic click of the signal. But we are at the freeway. 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "Nothing," she says. 
 
    She turns, and we take a road that runs parallel to the freeway, and then, at the head, I see a cluster of houses. 
 
    "What are you doing? Where are we going?" 
 
    "There is something I want to do first." 
 
    My insides start to sink. My stomach clenches, and it gets harder to breathe as we roll forward. Then she pulls up in front of a house. 
 
    "Get out," she orders. 
 
    Victoria gets out of the car, and she opens the door for me. I stare at her. Victoria leans in, and some of the street light glows against her wavy brown hair. "Now, we both know that you can get out on your own or I can force you with your leash. What's it going to be, slave?" 
 
    "I'm not a slave," I insist, though my hand goes down to the buckle, and I begin to scoot out. 
 
    "Yeah, actually you are. And guess what? This is my new house! I'm going to live here, and you're going to live here with me." 
 
    I stop dead, my feet planted against the asphalt. "No. Victoria, you don't understand. We have to get out of here. We have to leave!" She yanks on my leash, pulling me close. 
 
    I stumble forward, almost bouncing against her chest. Before I can try to retreat, she puts her hand against the small of my back, and she holds me. My superior height doesn't grant me any kind of advantage here. 
 
    She's a woman, so she's in charge. "Darren, I know this is going to be hard for you to understand, but you came into this town of your own free will, and you got collared. That means you belong here. You're going to be a slave from now on." 
 
    "But you said you're going to take me home!" 
 
    "I did. I'm taking you to my home! This is my house, and you're going to be my slave." 
 
    My hands go up, and I shove my palms into her shoulders. I don't even think about what I'm doing. The desire to escape overwhelms me, and I push away. I turn, and I start running. I make it one, two, three steps before I run out of slack on my leash. The collar digs into my throat, and my momentum should be enough to keep me going. 
 
    Only it isn't. 
 
    With my breath cut off, I stop, stumbling. 
 
    Victoria takes a step forward, and I stumble. I land hard on my knees, scratching my skin. Still holding my leash in one hand, she walks right up to me. Her hand goes to the back of my head, grabbing my hair. She forces me to look up at her. I try to turn my head away, to look down or to the side. It doesn't work. 
 
    This woman is firm with me. "This is going to take some time for you to understand because you're just a boy, but you'll figure it out. You’ll start to understand that you're not getting away because you belong to me." 
 
    "What about the company? They will send someone for me." 
 
    "Or they will just assume that you decided to get drunk and wander off. Face it, Darren. No one cares about you there. You filled out paperwork, and maybe you had some decent numbers, but that's about it." 
 
    I open my mouth to say something, but she leans in. "Be quiet." 
 
    For some reason, I obey. My chest rises and falls. My breathing is fast, but I can't bring myself to defy her. Why not? Why can't I? 
 
    Because I'm naked in the middle of the street, and leashed and she's holding onto my hair. At the same time, my eyes drift down, and my chastity cage glints with the light. They've taken everything from me, including my manhood. 
 
    So when Victoria turns away and saunters off, I get back up onto my feet, and I follow her into the house. 
 
      
 
    It looks relatively modest, an open concept, granite countertops, four bedrooms probably, two bathrooms. Nothing particularly special, but I immediately notice the painting over the mantle. 
 
    It's a picture of a woman in her bra and panties. She's kneeling down, and there is a puppy next to her, panting happily. It looks like he wants to start wagging his tail. In front of the girl, however, there's a much smaller man. He's dressed in a tuxedo, only there are little strings coming off of his arms and legs. He's a puppet. And the girl might be mostly naked, but she's the one pulling on the strings. 
 
    Right away, I hate that image and everything it represents. 
 
    Victoria tugs on my leash. "Obviously, they gave me all of your statistics, but I think I want to inspect my new property." 
 
    "I'm not property," I say, mostly under my breath. 
 
    Victoria stops. She turns around, and she pokes a finger into my chest. "You want to try to say that again?" 
 
    I do. I summon my courage and glare back at her. "I don't care what it takes, I'm going to get out of here. I'm going to make sure that you and every other crazy bitch here goes to prison!" My face flashes red. 
 
    She spins me, shoving me up against the wall. She has one hand against the back of my neck. With the other, she starts slapping my ass. She’s even stronger than Felicia had been. Immediately, she makes it hurt. I try to push away, to retreat,  
 
    Anger turns to fear because I just messed up. 
 
    "Oh, silly boy. You really don't know how this place works, do you? You don't understand where you are or what you are." Victoria is teasing me. 
 
    If I can just break her hold, then maybe she will start to realize that I'm not going to be tamed. It's my one and only chance. 
 
    Naked, I look down and around. I try to find some option, something that doesn't rely on animal strength. This girl is stronger than me, so I'm not going to be able to tear my way free, nor will I be able to just shove her back. 
 
    But I can’t think of anything! That's the problem! 
 
    Victoria reaches down, and she strokes my ass. She pets me lightly, and it feels good, especially when her fingernails graze my skin. She's barely touching me, but there's the promise of so much more. 
 
    "Since you're new to this, I'm going to give you one chance. Tell me that you're sorry for speaking out of turn, Darren." 
 
    I freeze up, worried. I can't bring myself to break, nor can I give her what she wants. She leans in, her breath warm against the contours of my ear. "It's okay. I mean, you are just a boy, after all. You're going to make lots and lots of mistakes. You're going to try to think for yourself. You're going to let your emotions get ahead of you. Aren't you? Tell me that you are irrational and silly." She practically shivers with delight as she utters those words. 
 
    "That's a bunch of sexist bullshit," I tell her, growling those words. I might be scared as my heart pounds away in its cage, but I need to fight her. Besides, it might feel strange to talk about sexism, but that won't stop me. 
 
    "No, this is accurate here. Back out in the real world, we tried for equality. That's not the goal in this town." 
 
    She explains things slowly to me, talking down to me. I hate every second of it. Worse, I don't know exactly what I'm going to say. 
 
    It doesn't even matter. She brings her hand up, and I brace myself, knowing that I won't be able to stop her. At first, I try to be stoic and neutral, like this doesn't really impact me. But then her hand flies down in a wicked arc, and she spanks me. 
 
    "Silly, silly boy." She's calling me dumb. She’s saying that I'm foolish for trying to assert myself. "You don't get to fight back. You don't get to win, not ever." 
 
    "I, I'll find a way!" That's the best I can do before she spanks me again. And again. And again. 
 
    Every time her hand lands, I can feel some of my defiance melt away. It's replaced by the hot shock of pain. Heat gathers along my buttocks as she jumps her palm from one side to the other. 
 
    She makes it sting, each and every time. 
 
    Worse, my instinct takes over and I try to break away, but she holds me tight. She keeps one hand pressed in my back or up against the nape of my neck. Either way, she feels superior. She holds me, trapping me. 
 
    "Get ready to apologize," she says before launching another flurry. 
 
    The sounds of clapping echo in my ears. The rush of pain leaps up my spine. 
 
    Then, she finally let's go. She releases me, and I stumble back. It takes all of my self-control to remain on my feet. 
 
    For a few seconds, I just need to stare down at the floor. This overwhelming sense of submissiveness rushes through me. It fills me up, making it hard to think. For just a heartbeat, I know that I could surrender to her entirely. I could become her slave, just as she wishes. It would be so much easier, and I wouldn't be punished. 
 
    Then I licked my lips, and I thought back to my old life, and I tell myself that I'm not going to give in. I'm better than this. Other men might break, but not me. I won't let her mold me into some kind of toy. 
 
    And then I lift my eyes, and I look right up at her. Victoria is lovely, and she is standing right there, at ease, her body relaxed. 
 
    My mouth starts moving, and I try to convince myself that I'm only talking to make this easier on myself. I can't win right now, so I'm apologizing. "I'm sorry for what I said. You're right." 
 
    "What am I right about?" 
 
    The next words tasted vile, especially because I'm not sure why I'm saying them, but I yield anyway. "You're right about everything. You're right about your authority. You're in charge." 
 
    "And boys are silly?" 
 
    "Boys are silly," I agree. 
 
    "And girls are better?" 
 
    "Girls are better," I agree again even though I hate myself for surrendering to her. Just a few days ago, we were equals. Now here I am, her slave, repeating whatever she says because if I don't, she can discipline me. 
 
    "Yes, and why are girls better again?" 
 
    "Girls are rational. They're smarter. They’re stronger." I don't even know if any of this is supposed to be true, but I say those words anyway. They stream from my mouth as my ass throbs. 
 
    "Good boy. You see, it's better when you just give in. And maybe, this way, I will let you out for a little fun time? Would you like that?" 
 
    Victoria moves with the easy confidence of a woman who has always wanted to do this. 
 
    Maybe her time at work was nothing but a façade. Maybe, just maybe, she was wearing a mask, one where she smiled and pretended that she was just another girl, when in reality, she wanted this, all of this. She wanted to be a member of a society where men would be treated as property, less than second-class citizens. 
 
    Either way, she grabs my leash and pulls. She leads me into her new bedroom. She shoves me onto the bed, and I fall onto my back. 
 
    "What, what you going to do?" I asked. 
 
    "Whatever I want," she says with a feral grin. 
 
      
 
     Victoria first positions me. She follows me onto the mattress, straddling me. She holds me down as she grabs my arms. She presses them towards the corners of the bed. Grinning like a wild predator, she looks me up and down. 
 
    Humiliated, I've never been objectified like this before. She doesn't see me as a person or as an equal. No, I'm just a piece of meat, a toy for her. As far as she is concerned, I'm here for her amusement. 
 
    "Oh, I'm going to have so much fun training you. I'm going to make sure that you are the best, most obedient slave. I'm going to show you off to all of my friends, and they're going to be so jealous." 
 
    My eyes widen, and I try hard to hide my fear, only I fail miserably. 
 
    She leans forward, pressing her lips against mine. It feels so good, and my cock starts to harden again. 
 
    "This is how you're going to get to have sex from now on. I'm always going to keep you on your back, helpless, looking at the ceiling, wondering exactly what I'm going to give you." 
 
    She waits for an answer; when I don't provide one, she straightens her back and scratches at my chest. "What do you think of that, Darren?" 
 
    "I, I think you can do whatever you want," I tell her, uttering those words because they're true. 
 
    "That's right," she purrs. "I can do whatever I want." Right now, I can't tell if she is talking to me or to herself. But then, she opens her eyes and smiles down at me. "Say it again." 
 
    "You can do whatever you want." 
 
    "Yes, I can." She grabs my wrists and holds me down. She kisses me, her mouth firm against mine. Her lips are soft and moist. She feels so good, especially as her breasts rub up against my body. Damn it. I know that I fantasized about this before, but the arousal rages through my body, and I can't do anything about it! With the chastity cage still tight around my cock, I'm helpless with this girl. 
 
    It's not fair. 
 
    It gets worse because the arousal seems to pump into something else, converting itself into subservience. 
 
    Victoria bites into my bottom lip, dragging her teeth along my flesh before finally pulling away. She touches her forehead to mine, the ridge of her nose lightly caressing my face. "I like kissing you, Darren. Of course, it makes me wonder what else I could do with that cute mouth of yours." 
 
    "No. Don't you dare," I start to say. And yet, those words only flutter out onto the air. They sound weak and pathetic. 
 
    That's because I'm weakened by that act. 
 
    She sits up and giggles. As I watch, she unbuttons her blouse and pulls off her bra. She kicks off her shoes and removes her socks. She strips off one layer after another until she is completely naked in front of me. Of course, I'm still wearing a collar and leash and cock cage, none of which provide me with any sort of dignity. 
 
    When a girl like Victoria is naked, she should feel vulnerable, like she's on display. Right now, she doesn't care if I judge her. She knows that if I do anything, any solitary action, which she doesn't like, she can punish me. 
 
    She can punish me with pain, with spankings, with whatever she wants. 
 
    She straddles me. I start to move my hands, but she lifts one finger, wagging from side to side. "Oh no. You don't move. Stay right where you are, or I will have to handcuff you to the bed." 
 
    I don't know if that would be better or worse. Physical restraints would obviously add to my powerlessness, but at least I would have an excuse then. Because right now, with my limbs spread, it feels like some part of me is complicit in my humiliation. 
 
    After all, I'm cooperating. 
 
    She sits up straight, her lips puckering as she smiles down at me. There is something so impish about her grin. She's toying with me, and we both know it, but there's nothing I can do to stop her, especially as she reaches down with one finger. "Suck," she commands. 
 
    She has her fingertips right in front of my mouth. Part of me wishes that I could just bite down or fight her somehow. I want to show her that she isn't in charge, that she can't own or control me. But she does. It's easy for her. 
 
    So I open my mouth, and I start sucking on her fingertips. "Use your tongue," she orders. 
 
    Reluctantly, I obey. I swirl the tip of my tongue along the curves of her fingers. Once they are nice and wet, she pulls her hand back, and that's when she starts to masturbate right there in front of me. 
 
    I'm still on my back, my arms and legs still spread. 
 
    If this were a fantasy, I would be able to shoot up, grab her and throw her onto her back. I would kiss her. I would kiss her mouth. I would kiss her breasts. I would kiss her all over, running my fingers along her flanks, over her curves. Maybe I would spank her, just so that she would feel a jolt of helplessness. I would be this big, strong man, and I would take whatever I wanted from her. 
 
    But this is no fantasy. This is my reality, and she works her fingertips up and down the length of her pussy. Her slit is already glistening as she lifts her chin and begins to moan. "Oh, I don't know what I like more, touching myself or knowing that you can only watch." 
 
    At this point, I could speak. Maybe she wants to hear me beg. 
 
    Stubbornly, I don't. I hold my breath even as I watch her. 
 
    Trying hard, I wish that I could just stare straight ahead, into the distance, unseeing and impassive. But it doesn't work this way, not when Victoria is so incredibly hot and right here. I can feel the warmth of her thighs against my skin. Not only that, she lets out those little whimpers of arousal. This turns her on. 
 
    Is it the physical stimulation? Is it really her power? 
 
    I can't tell, but it doesn't make the slightest difference. Whatever aphrodisiac turns her on, I'm helpless before her. She presses her fingertips down into her slit, and she begins to caress the inner walls of her pussy. 
 
    Within seconds, she starts to moan again. She closes her eyes even as she begins to move her hips ever so slightly. 
 
    Still trapped in its cage, my cock throbs, but I can't come! I can't even get hard! 
 
    "Should I let you out?" 
 
    At first, I don't even hear her. I blink rapidly, confused. It is getting harder to think as desperate desire pummels into me. 
 
    "I can let your cock out. I could give you the chance to have an orgasm. Would you like that, slave boy?" 
 
    For just a second, less than a heartbeat, I'm tempted tell her that I'm not a slave. I am my own man. And yet, if I do something that foolish, I already know that it will cost me the chance to earn that relief I so desperately yearn for. 
 
    So I nod my head down and up. I probably look shy and timid, but it's the best I can do. 
 
    "Beg, Darren. Tell me what a good slave you're going to be. Tell me that you're worthy of a reward." 
 
    I don't have to do this. Again and again, I think of that one refrain. I don't have to do this. I don't have to do this. I don't have to do this! 
 
    And yet, despite that course of denial inside of my head, I look right up at her, and I start speaking. For some reason, I just can't stop myself. 
 
    "Please, I'm going to be such a good slave. I'm going to be so obedient for you. I'm going to do anything and everything you want. Please, just let me out of the cage. Please, please let me out of that device!" I know I sound pathetic, but I still can't stop. The words avalanche forth, and Victoria just smiles. 
 
    Then she reaches down, and she grabs her pants. She lifts them up, and she fishes around in the pocket. She pulls out a silver chain with a key dangling at the end. It sways back and forth. "Oh? Is this what you want? Is this what you want me to use on you, slave?" 
 
    There's no hesitation, not this time. "Yes!" 
 
    "Start licking, and maybe I will let you have it." 
 
    She could be teasing me. This might be one more game, but she positions her pussy right up against my mouth, so I know what to do. 
 
    Really, she isn't forcing me. And that's just one more layer to this humiliation. She is shaming me by making me cooperate. I don't care. 
 
    Right now dignity doesn't mean anything, especially as I slide my tongue forward and I begin to lick at her pussy. I run my tongue along her crevice, teasing her canyon. I play with her. I do my best, quickly moving my tongue all along her opening. 
 
    As a guy, I don't think it's that important to go down on girls. In every relationship I've been in, I have never been a particularly "generous" lover. But who cares? Girls shouldn't get this kind of treatment. 
 
    But right now, this one does, and I can't stop! I keep moving. Not only that, she grabs my hair, using my head. She guides me, setting the pace and rhythm she desires. I moan just once, but then that makes her laugh. 
 
    "Lick. Lick because you have no choice. Lick because you belong to me. Lick because it's your only chance." 
 
    I do. I do my absolute best, sweeping my tongue up and down. I go deep, as deep as I can, and I tease her clitoris all the while. 
 
    Pretty soon, she lets out this long, low wail then she pulls back, gasping. 
 
    Several seconds go by, and I'm not sure what to do. I'm frozen in place, my cock still struggling against the walls of its cage. 
 
    Finally, she reaches down, and she lets the key slide along my face. She drags it over my skin. There isn't any real force or leverage, so it's not like she's going to hurt me. Instead, I simply feel the sharp edges of the key, each tooth another reminder of how much power she has over me. 
 
    "One more time. Tell me you're going to be a good slave." 
 
    I don't even hesitate. "I'm going to be a good slave." 
 
    "Yes, you are. I close my eyes, and I don't even know exactly what she's doing. But I hear a click. 
 
    Nervous, I raise my head, and I look down along the length of my naked body. She just took the lock off of the chastity cage. Now, she pulls it off, and she gently tugs away the plastic tube that keeps me from my erections. 
 
    "I'm giving you permission to get nice and hard, but if you come before I say you can, you're going to be locked in this for a month." 
 
    My eyes go wide, my lips part, and my breathing catches. A year? Is that even possible? 
 
    Yes, it must be, especially around here. 
 
    "I, I will be good," I promised her. 
 
    "I'm sure you will." She touches my shaft, lightly running her fingertips over my erection. My shaft springs up almost instantly, and now she toys with me, touching me. She plays with my cock, occasionally giving a light squeeze. It's not quite enough to get me off, but I still worry about what might happen if I inadvertently lose control. 
 
    "Are you, are you going to keep me?" I asked. 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    "I, I don't think I'm supposed to be a slave. But if I am a slave, you have the right to sell me, don't you?" That's how it works, as far as I know. We were just at an auction house. Boys like me could be put up for sale at any moment. 
 
    "Oh, are you nervous about that? Are you worried I might sell you to someone else, someone mean?" 
 
    I don't know what scares me more, getting sold to a stranger or staying here with Victoria. 
 
    "Don't worry. I get to make every decision." 
 
    That doesn't help me! Of course, I can't say anything like that. Victoria keeps teasing me. And then, she pulls her hand away. My hand twitches for a moment. I just want to lift my arm, to grab my cock, to jerk off as quickly as I can. It feels like this primordial itch, something that I can't possibly control. And if I could touch myself, there would be that hot rush of satisfaction. Everything would fit together and feel just right. 
 
    That's what she wants. It's obvious. She's tormenting me with my own desires! And there's nothing I can do to stop her! 
 
    "Will you let me to ride you?" 
 
    "Yes. Please, please ride me! Ride me because I'm your slave!" I don't exactly know if that's what she wants to hear, yet I pant out those words nonetheless. 
 
    "I guess that makes you my beast of burden," she says, but she pulls her hand away from me, and my cock is right there on the verge of an orgasm. If she gives me any more attention, I know that my shaft will spur it. I will lose control. 
 
    Victoria decides to run her hands along the rest of my naked body. She touches my arms, my legs, my chest and my stomach. She brings the tips of her fingers along the contours of my neck. Then she kisses me right between my eyes. 
 
    I really don't understand what she's trying to accomplish, but that other sensation starts to soak into me again. It is the feeling of submissiveness, of subservience. I don't know how to ignore it. 
 
    She looks down at me. "Get me off again," she orders. 
 
    And then, for the second time in just a few minutes, she positions her pussy right above my face. 
 
    She doesn't have to coax me or threaten me. Lifting my head, I start licking her pussy like a good slave. I worship her body, giving her anything and everything she wants. Right now, she could issue any command, and I know that I would obey. 
 
    I don't want to be helpless in front of her. I don't want to be a pathetic plaything, yet that is exactly what she's turning me into, and it starts to feel good. 
 
    How? How is this possible? My tongue slides along her pussy, and I know that I'm nothing more than a slave. In that reality, it feels good. It feels right. 
 
    I know that I need to fight this, to struggle against the impulse to give in to her. But it feels like I can't possibly win. 
 
    My tongue lapped at her wet opening. Pretty soon, she puts her hand back down against the back of my head, and she guides the rhythm and pace. She makes me speed up. Seconds later, she forces me to slow down. She isn't afraid of yanking on my hair, making it hurt. 
 
    Finally, she starts moaning. I recognize the sound of her orgasm, and it makes my cock throb with desire. I need to come! I need to come so badly! 
 
    But she pulls away. She looks down at me. 
 
    "I think you're ready," she says. Moving with frustratingly deliberate slowness, Victoria slides back down again. She raises her hips, her pussy placed against the tip of my cock. 
 
    On some level, I know that she's probably being merciful. After all, she will lock me up for an entire month if I come without permission. So I need every second to calm down, to get myself under control. 
 
    But Victoria isn't asking me for my opinion. She makes the decision, and she plunges down, her pussy enveloping my cock. I can feel the wet, tight, hot walls of her pussy. 
 
    "Oh, that feels good." Then she leans forward, and she looks down into my eyes as her fingers wrap around my wrists. 
 
    She squeezes harder. At the same time, she slowly moves her hips forward and back. My cock is trapped, and she is smiling down at me. She exudes power and authority. This girl is in charge, and she knows it. She can do whatever she wants, and that's why she whispers something to me. 
 
    "Struggle." It's just one breathy word, but I still don't understand. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Struggle. See if you can get up. See if you can get away." 
 
    I swallow. My throat is tight, and my mouth feels dry, but I still don't quite understand. What, she wanted proof? 
 
    "If you don't, I'm going to get up and leave you just like this." 
 
    So I start to pull on my wrists. My movements are tentative at first, like I don't really know what I'm doing. But from one moment to the next, I start to pull a little to harder, straining my muscles. 
 
    A different instinct takes over. All of that subservience is quickly sublimated into the desperate desire to escape! I need to tear myself free. I need to get away! I don't know how to do it, however. She holds me tight, squeezing her hands down against my wrists. My body thrashes, and I kick out, but I can't knock her off! 
 
    To make matters worse, she starts riding me faster. She moves her hips up and down as she virtually balances on me. Even then, it feels so good. Warring sensations vie for dominance behind my eyes. On the one hand, I need to assert myself, to show her that she can't control me like this. On the other, my body yearns for release. It feels so good. She's so tight, so strong and powerful. 
 
    What's happening to me? 
 
    Then she growls out. "Come for me. Come for me right now!" 
 
    Before I can try to say anything else, she bends forward, kissing me hard. Her mouth goes to mine, and she bites into my bottom lip. I arch my back as the sensations cascade through me. They crash down, undulating forces that I can't deny. 
 
    My cock pulsates as I lose control. But then, I was never in control the first place. Victoria owns this orgasm. 
 
    ...She owns me... 
 
    That reality slams into me, and I close my eyes. I surrender, my arms and legs going slack. My shaft is still working, getting drained by the second. 
 
    Then she pulls away, and I'm utterly exhausted. It feels like I have nothing left. 
 
    "Sleep for me, slave. I'll be back in a little while." 
 
      
 
    Exhausted, I quickly fall asleep. Even after I distantly hear the door open and close, I don't think about trying to get up or escape. Instead, I simply let my eyes droop shut, and I drift away into sleep. Or rather, it feels like I fly into it. 
 
    Then I start to wake up, and I can feel her near me. "Darren, we are going to have to talk about some ground rules." 
 
    "Ground rules?" I ask. I barely get the word out. 
 
    "That's right. You see, you’re a slave, so you need to understand exactly how you're going to obey me, especially in this house." 
 
    "I'm not a slave," I say without really thinking. The words just tumble from my mouth, and that's why she shoves me onto my stomach. Her hand flies down, connecting hard. A painful jolt of sensation knocks every iota of sleep from my brain. 
 
    Wide awake now, I grab onto the sheets, clutching them. 
 
    She strikes several more times, and when she's done, she starts giggling. She actually sounds like a little girl. I hate it. 
 
    But apparently, she is finished, so I relax my hold on the sheets, and I push myself back. I start to get up, but she wags her finger at me, prompting me to stop. "No. I didn't give you permission to get off the bed." 
 
    Freezing in place, I wait, wondering what I should do or say. The masculine urge to resist vibrates through my body, but I ignore it. Whether I like it or not, the smart move right now is to play along, at least until I can get out of here. 
 
    "Okay. Now, I want you to stand in the middle of the room. Stand right there and cross your hands behind your back. Stand up straight as I inspect my property." 
 
    I gulp back my exasperation, but I find myself moving anyway. I slide off of the bed, and Victoria steps back. She has on a short, pleated black skirt and a vibrant pink top. Her tank top clings to her curves, showing off her thin waist and the incredible curves of her breasts. 
 
    I'm not wearing a chastity cage. I should be grateful for that. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. "There's a new phrase I'm going to teach you in a few minutes. You should prepare yourself." 
 
    "What phrase?" 
 
    "Don't worry your cute little head about that," she says. "Don't worry. Not complicated. Even a boy like you will be able to remember it." 
 
    I hate those sexist little digs, but I know that she's looking for a reaction. She wants to see my response, so I just roll my shoulders back and assume the requisite position. I cross my wrists at the small of my back, and I wait. 
 
    "Oh, you look good," she says, nodding to herself. "You know it's really funny, Darren? I didn't have to bring you here. I didn't have to trick you into slavery. I mean, I could have picked someone else. There are lots of guys who already know that they should be slaves. They don't need to be trained." 
 
    "Then why do any of this?" 
 
    "Because it's more fun this way." 
 
    She circles me, occasionally grabbing some part of my body. She squeezes my leg, my ass, my left nipple. She's toying with me. She's inspecting me, like I am livestock. 
 
    "I probably should have done this before I bought you, but you're mine now, so I guess it doesn't really matter." 
 
    She stops right in front of me, lifting her head as she looks into my eyes. 
 
    At first, I stare forward, like this doesn't impact me at all. Then she raises her hand and touches her fingertips to the back of my head. She forces my eyes downward so that she is looking right at me. 
 
    "Who you belong to?" 
 
    "You," I say, though I make sure to respond with a barely shaped sneer. 
 
    "You still think that you're going to be a go back to your old life, don't you?" 
 
    The smart move is obvious; I should lie to her. But for some reason, I can't bring myself to do it. I want her nervous. I want her to understand that she can't keep me like this. 
 
    "Damn straight. I'm going to get out of here, and I'm going to run straight to the police, and his entire freaking city will be shut down. You're going to prison, you stupid bitch." 
 
    Victoria lets every word spew forth, and then she grabs me by the back of my neck. She pushes me down. I fight hard to stay upright, to resist her strength, but her power overwhelms me. Worse, I can tell that she's hardly exerting any effort. Soon, I'm bent over the bed. She starts spanking me again, one slap after another. The sounds clap out into her bedroom. I can't pull away. I can't get her off of me! 
 
    Soon, I can feel the glowing handprints along my ass. Hot pain reverberates through my skin, but she keeps going. She smacks my buttocks over and over until my eyes are wet. 
 
    "Apologize," she says. 
 
    Her voice is cold. Apparently, I actually hurt her feelings that time. But it doesn't feel like a victory, not when I'm the one bent over the bed, my ass throbbing, my skin licked with agonized reverberations. 
 
    "I, I'm sorry." 
 
    "That was a very stupid thing to say. You know why that was stupid?" 
 
    I inhale through my nostrils. Because I want to avoid another punishment, I ask her, "Why?" 
 
    "Because only one of us is a bitch, and it's you. You are my little bitch boy. That's why I'm going to train you to do chores all around my house. You're a servant now, Darren." 
 
    I don't respond. I don't want to acknowledge what she is saying. More importantly, I don't want to believe it. 
 
    "Say it." 
 
    My breath quivers in my throat. "I'm your little bitch boy." 
 
    "Nicely done!" She claps her hands together, and she slaps my buttocks one more time. "Now get on your knees and crawl." 
 
      
 
    Victoria saunters forward. Actually, it almost feels like she is dancing along. She hops from one foot to the next, pretty much skipping forward like a little girl. 
 
    I follow after her, moving along on my knuckles and knees. Occasionally, she glances over her shoulder, just to make sure that I haven't fallen behind. 
 
    We go into the kitchen, and that's when she stops, spinning around fast enough to make her hair bounce against her shoulders. "Darren, I want to see what you can do for me. Oh, look at this. I haven't done the dishes or cleaned the countertops. And hey, it looks like the floors need to be washed as well. I think this is what you're going to do for the next hour." 
 
    She had said she wanted me to be a servant. Now, I really understand exactly what she meant. That wasn't some kind of euphemism. She might use me as a sex slave, but she's going to employ me for domestic servitude as well. 
 
    I can't tolerate this. 
 
    I stay on my hands and knees, my body rigid. 
 
    Victoria's strolls up to me, and she reaches down, touching two fingers to the underside of my chin. "Oh? What's wrong? You don't agree?" 
 
    "I'm not a servant. I'm not a slave. I'm not some janitor!" 
 
    "Oh no. You’re right. Janitors have rights. You are a slave, so you don't get rights." 
 
    My nostrils flare, and she must hear the sharp intake of breath. Even so, it isn't anywhere near enough to intimidate this young woman. 
 
    "Darren, stand up." 
 
    Even though I do it slowly, I still obey. I get back up on my feet, and she squeezes my ass, prompting another gasp of pain. "Should I lock you back in your chastity cage? Is that what you need?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Address me as Mistress." 
 
    My eyes widen. 
 
    When I don't obey, she shoves me down. Only a little while ago, she bent me over the bed. Now she bends me over the countertop. The cold granite presses into my stomach, sending chills all along my body. 
 
    "Mistress is a good word. It connotes power. It makes it abundantly clear that there is a hierarchy in this house. I'm your owner, and you are my slave." 
 
    Somehow, I keep myself from answering. Only then, she squeezes my ass with one hand as she grabs onto my scalp with the other. She tightens her grip, pulling on the strands of hair. Fresh pain washes over me. My eyes begin to water. 
 
    "Yes, I'm your slave!" 
 
    "And who am I?" 
 
    "You, you’re my Mistress," I finally tell her. Those words become a confession. 
 
    "That's right. I'm your Mistress. So get started. All of the cleaning supplies are under the sink." 
 
      
 
    Right after she walks away, I look back out toward the living room, wondering if I could try to escape right now. Technically, there's nothing to stop me, only she’s sitting right there on the living room couch. She has her feet up on the coffee table, her boots glistening with the light. 
 
    Immediately, I yank my head back so that I'm out of sight. 
 
    I stand here for several minutes, not sure what to do. I mean, I have always been responsible for my own stuff, so I know how to clean the kitchen, but I feel like this is a step I simply cannot and will not take. 
 
    Stuck with indecision, I keep looking around, wondering if I should try to resist. 
 
    "If you think about doing anything particularly violent or ill behaved, I will make sure that they castrate you," Victoria calls out. 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    Then I feel like an idiot because it occurs to me exactly what she means. I could grab a knife, and maybe I could even fight I way out of this house. Victoria is somewhat stronger than me and faster than me, but I might be able to convince her to just let me go. 
 
    What then? 
 
    Well, she would call the police, and someone like Officer Ramirez would find me and grab me and restrain me and bring me back to the pound. And what would they do? Would they actually have me castrated? 
 
    I glance down at my cock, thinking about how they already caged it. Removing my manhood probably wouldn't be a big deal for these women, especially if they are so determined to ensure mail obedience. 
 
    I shake my head, but I'm still standing here, feeling foolish. 
 
    If only I could get back to the real world! 
 
    It's hard to tell exactly how much time elapses, but I look up again, and Victoria is standing there, leaning against the wall. 
 
    "What's wrong? Do you need female supervision?" 
 
    "I, I can't to do this," I tell her. 
 
    "Why not?" Much to my surprise, she seems genuinely curious as she tilts her head to the side. 
 
    "Because I'm not a slave," I reply, but there isn't any ferocity in my voice, not this time. If anything, I sound completely timid. 
 
    "Oh, you're still confused. Here, maybe if I show you something you will understand just how your position has changed." She snaps her fingers and directs me to follow. 
 
    Like a collared dog, I do. 
 
      
 
    Victoria brings me down the hall again, but we don't go to her bedroom this time. Instead, she takes me into an office, and she points to the chair. It's positioned right in front of a laptop. A small orange light glows blue on the keyboard. 
 
    "Go ahead. Turn it on." 
 
    Not sure exactly what she's doing, I think about how I might be able to use this. Yes, I can log into my email and call out for help. I can go online and get people to listen to me. 
 
    I'm really surprised that Victoria would let me know about this place, especially the fact that the door wasn't even locked! There will come some point where she will be asleep, and I will sneak in here. Maybe I can't escape on my own, but I can definitely get other people to come in here to learn about what's happening. 
 
    This conspiracy will finally come to an end. 
 
    All of those thoughts shoot through my head, but Victoria is standing above me right now, watching as I put my hands on the keyboard. 
 
    "Check your personal email." 
 
    Uncertain, I do as she commands. I go to the website, I type in my username and password, and then I wait. The computer only needs a second or two to load the information. 
 
    "What am I supposed be looking at?" 
 
    "Check your first email." 
 
    That's when I see it. I don't recognize the name, but apparently it is coming from some kind of law firm. 
 
    I open the email, and my hand feels like it should be shaking. I'm grateful that I'm holding onto the mouse. 
 
    Here are your requested contracts. Please let me know if you have any questions. Then there is a woman's name. 
 
    "Who is that?" I asked. 
 
    "Your attorney," Victoria answers. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Well, did you think that you would just be brought here without any kind of paperwork? Obviously, you had to fill out a bunch of different contracts to ensure your obedience here." 
 
    "I didn't fill out any contracts." 
 
    "That's the funny thing about paperwork. Once your signature is on a document, no one can really knows if you signed it. Besides, it's not like you're in a position to go cry about this to a judge or anything." 
 
    With another wicked, little girl giggle, she places her hands on my shoulders, and she squeezes, almost like she is massaging me. Then she whispers. "Go on. Prove that you are a big brave boy and read everything." 
 
    Even though I don't really want to do it, I start to scan through the contracts. 
 
    Little by little, the horror starts to mount within me. I know what she said, but now I see it, written out. Okay, so a lot of this is in legalese, but I get the gist of it. 
 
    I have signed over all of my assets to Victoria. 
 
    I have given her the power of attorney. I have put myself in her custody. 
 
    According to this, I'm barely a legal entity. Instead, I am completely and totally at her mercy. It says that I can't even get a job without her permission. I can't open any accounts or do anything without her written consent. 
 
    "This, this isn't possible." 
 
    "Yes, it is. And trust me. Every contract has been filed with the appropriate government agencies. As far as anyone is concerned, you are legally my property, Darren." She grabs the chair, and she spins it around. "Now, remember that phrase I was telling you about before? It's really more of a slogan." 
 
    I hear her words, but I barely register any of them. 
 
    "From now on, there's something you should think about whenever you are confused or distracted. Just think to yourself, 'I am a boy, and boys must obey.'" 
 
    Looking up at her, I can't bring myself to argue. 
 
    "Say it." 
 
    "I am a boy..." 
 
    "And?" Victoria asks. 
 
    "Boys must obey." 
 
      
 
    She grabs my collar and practically drags me out of the seat. She pushes me forward, her hand on my ass. She doesn't really need to squeeze, but she must enjoy it. She subjugates me, treating me like I'm her toy. 
 
    Within seconds, we are back in the kitchen. 
 
    "I'm sure you'll figure things out," she says, tapping my cheek. "Because if you don't, there will be consequences." 
 
    She's made her point; I can't get back to my old life. With total control over my finances and even my legal status, she will have destroyed everything I tried to build over the course of my life. My accounts will be empty, my property sold. 
 
    Looking down at my naked body, something occurs to me. I don't have anything. 
 
    I mean, I don't have one single thing. I don't own anything. 
 
    And then I swallow, and I feel the collar around my neck, that constant pressure, reminding me. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." I whisper those words, barely voicing them. There is no way Victoria or anyone else could hear them, but they still feel strange. 
 
    I don't know if I'm willing to give in or ready to surrender, but I move toward the sink. Crouching down, I open up in the small door, and I find the cleaning supplies inside. Victoria's probably back in the living room, so she can hear all of this. I take out some sponges, some cleaning supplies. 
 
    What should I do first? 
 
    Because I don't want to think about it, I just start washing the dishes. I turn on the water, and I stand straight as I check the temperature every few seconds. The water becomes warm, and I squirt some dish detergent into a sponge. 
 
    I start cleaning, washing everything off. 
 
    I look around, only to realize that there isn't a dishwasher. 
 
    With a grimace, I realized why. The women in the city enjoy their power. They like knowing that they can take a man like me and turn me into a servant. 
 
    For a second, my fingers turn white as I clutch one of the dishes. I hold onto this plate, and I almost start to worry that I'm going to break it. But no such luck. I'm too weak for something like that. So I scrub the dish clean, and then I set it out to dry. 
 
    From one piece to the next, I work, cleaning and washing, scrubbing and rinsing. 
 
    Actually, it almost feels good. This is the first activity I have really done on my own since getting captured only three or four days ago. 
 
    When I finish with the dishes, I leave them out to dry. Then I start to wash the counters. I scrub them down. There are a couple of small stains, nothing too difficult, but it still feels like I'm accomplishing something. 
 
    Finally, I get to the floors. Fortunately for me, Victoria owns some pretty nice equipment. I take a mop with the built in soap jet, and I squeeze the trigger, spraying some soap onto the floor. I start washing, going from one inch to the next. 
 
    Before I know it, I'm done. 
 
    I stand here, wondering what I should do next. 
 
    "Not bad," Victoria says from the other side of the kitchen. She basically snuck up on me. 
 
    At once, I spin around, facing her. She has her hands on her hips. 
 
    "It's good to see that you know your place. Which reminds me, what should boys do?" 
 
    "Boys must obey," I say, dropping my head down. 
 
    "Oh, I love hearing you say that! Say it again!" 
 
    "Boys must obey." 
 
    "And what are you?" Victoria asks, placing one, teasing finger against the corner of her mouth. She shows off her teeth, the glimmer along her eyes. 
 
    "I'm a boy." 
 
    "Say all of it." 
 
    After one brief sigh of exasperation, I give her what she wants. "I am a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Yes!" She claps her hands together. 
 
    "You are a boy, and boys must obey. It's so much fun hearing you say that. And to think, it's only been a few days. I think, right now, you're ready to service me. Aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She snaps her fingers and turns around, skipping out of the kitchen. 
 
    Reluctantly, I keep my eyes down as I follow her, wondering if I can try to do something to fight back. 
 
    When I get to the living room, I see that she is already on the couch. Her panties, white underwear, have been tossed down onto the floor. She spreads her legs, her knees wide apart. I can't see underneath there, but it's clear that she's naked beneath her pleated skirt. 
 
    She beckons me forward with the movement of one finger. 
 
    "Let's talk about your new life, Darren." 
 
    I don't know if it's better or worse when she uses my name. She's not calling me "slave" or some other demeaning name, but it reminds me of everything I've lost. 
 
    I start to walk toward her, but she holds up one hand, her fingers spread out. She stops me. "Nope. You're going to crawl like a good slave." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, only now I can't keep the anger from my voice. 
 
    Despite my frustration, I get down on my hands and knees. I start to crawl forward, making my way across the rug. And when I'm close enough, she hooks one finger into the base of my collar, and she pulls me forward. She guides my head underneath her short skirt. I can feel the fabric over my cheeks, along the top of my head, and then my mouth is right up against her pussy. 
 
    "That's right. I love having you like this. You know, all of the guys out in the rest of the world like to think about girls going down on them. You know why?" 
 
    Clearly, I can't speak, not while my lips and tongue are busy servicing her. 
 
    "This is where you belong. As a boy, you should be down between my legs. This is why men are silly. So many of you think about blow jobs all the time. But you're not really interested in your orgasm, are you?" 
 
    Again, I can't speak. My tongue is busy as I slide it forward and back, up and down. I penetrate her slit. I can already feel the engorged curve of her clitoris. Even so, I just go at that same pace, working my appendage along her opening. 
 
    "No. You're not interested in your orgasm. Not really. You are interested in the power. You always want to have a girl who's willing to go down on you. Get her on her knees or down between your legs while you lay on your back. That's what makes it good for you, isn't it?" 
 
    I lift my eyes, straining to look up at her, but I can't see anything through the fabric of her skirt. 
 
    "You want power. But guess what? Boys don't deserve power. Boys deserve subservience. They deserve a strict owner." 
 
    I growl something. It isn't intentional. The sound just vibrates from my chest. 
 
    She pulls the skirt back and looks down at me. Our eyes meet for a moment. "Silly slave, thinking that you get an opinion. Keep licking." As she speaks, her face flushes red. She's trying hard not to lose control. She doesn't want to come until she's ready. 
 
    So I speed up, working my tongue fast and deep. I move in quick, hurricane motions. 
 
    "Oh, that feels good. But don't worry. Right after this, I'm going to lock your cock back in your cage because I don't want you to think that you will ever have any kind of power ever again. That's why you're going to be so much happier when you accept your slavery." 
 
    No. I can't. I won't. 
 
    But even as those thoughts cross my mind, there's something else. 
 
    Boys must obey, and I'm a boy. 
 
    I exhale slowly through my nostrils, doing my best to keep my temper in check. 
 
    "Won’t that be nice? You'll get to wear that cute little chastity cage, and I will have the key. You'll always know that any chance at relief will only come when you please me. And you had better do a very good job. Right now, that feels good. But you could do better." 
 
    She leans forward, running her fingers through my hair. 
 
    Do better? It feels like I'm already doing my best, but I redouble my efforts, and that's when her breathing quickens. She starts to pant. Those sounds quickly morph into moans of delight. Victoria squeezes her hips against my cheeks, and she climaxes harder. 
 
    She grabs onto my hair and pulls me back. I stumble, landing on my buttocks. 
 
    "Let's take you back in your cage." 
 
      
 
    Despite her orgasm, Victoria seems completely put together. She doesn't even bother to pick up her panties again. Instead, she lets her skirt swish around her thighs as she saunters off. 
 
    "I'm not going to call you," she says. 
 
    But those words are enough. I know what I need to do. 
 
    Although I don't want to think of myself as a slave, I start crawling after her, moving on my hands and knees until we are back in the bedroom. She stands above me, towering like a goddess. 
 
    Not only that, she's holding onto the cock cage. She has all the different pieces, including the lock. 
 
    "Get up on the bed." 
 
    If I do this, she's going to take away that little bit of freedom. 
 
    "Do I have to? Please, I've been good." 
 
    I'm begging. I know that I'm pleading with her, but I don't even care. I keep my eyes aimed right at the plastic tube and everything it represents. If she puts that on me, I will lose control over my cock...my very manhood. 
 
    "Yeah, you've been okay, but I think you're going to behave even better once I put you in chastity. Now get up on the bed, slave." She snaps her fingers, and I scramble up onto the mattress. 
 
    At first, I brace myself on my knees, hoping that I will be able to talk to her. 
 
    Victoria demonstrates her superior strength, grabbing me, pinching me, forcing me down onto the sheets. Once I'm on my back, she takes my hands and lifts them over my head. 
 
    "Don't move," she orders. 
 
    After that, she sidles up between my legs. She's on her knees, looking down at me. I have my wrists crossed, and I can feel my pulse race through my body, especially right there in my throat. It feels like my heartbeats kick against the collar that is still right there around my neck. 
 
    "Get ready," she says. 
 
    She reaches down, and she strokes me just once. My body responds immediately. 
 
    "Settle down," she orders. 
 
    Breathing in and out, I tell myself that I shouldn't have to do this. And yet, my erection slowly starts to dissipate. My shaft goes soft, and she touches me, sliding my member right into that plastic tube. I feel the tight construction right away, this fresh reminder of her authority over me. 
 
    "Good boy." 
 
    Victoria starts attaching the rest of the cage. She brings the ring up under my scrotum. She attaches it to the tube. She locks it all together. And when she's done, she pulls the key free, and she holds it up for me. 
 
    In fact, she brings it really, really close. It dangles from side to side, swaying. At one point, it even brushes over the tip of my nose. 
 
    "This isn't fair." 
 
    "Why would it be?" Victoria asks with a cruel giggle. 
 
    "Because we're supposed to be equals!" 
 
    She rolls me over, her hand going down to my ass. She spanks me once, twice, three times. And when she's done, the redness shows along my ass. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    Yes, I know that this will get me in trouble, but I can't stop. "We're supposed to be equals," I growl back at her. 
 
    I brace myself, thinking that I'm going to have to endure another spanking. 
 
    "Oh, you really are a dumb boy, aren't you?" 
 
    Victoria looks down at me. She grabs my wrists, she straddles me, reminding me that I can't get up. This is her favorite part: holding me down, expressing her physical superiority. 
 
    "I'm not dumb!" As I utter those words, they sound childish. 
 
    "You know, I was going to give you a treat, but I think you need crate training." 
 
    With that, she slides off of me. 
 
    "Crate training?" I ask. 
 
    Once again, Victoria snaps her fingers, and she walks out of the bedroom. 
 
    I know that I could just stay right here, stubbornly waiting for her to return. Or maybe she would finally start understand that I won't be broken. And yet, if she does return, she will surely spank me. Just the thought is enough to make my pulse speed up. 
 
    So, I do the best I can, and I walk forward. I follow after this woman, the one I have to call "Mistress." 
 
    She takes me into another room. It's a bedroom, only it's mostly empty. Set in the center, there is a small cage. Victoria is standing next to it, her back straight, one hand against the gate. It reminds me of the cages back at the pound. 
 
    "Crate training," she says. 
 
      
 
    I cross my arms over my chest as I stare at her. I pout out my lower lip. "I don't care who you think you are or what you think you're going to do. There's no way I will ever get in that." 
 
    "You know what's funny about the city? First off, there is Animal Control just like anywhere else. But here, the ladies know exactly how to deal with stubborn boys. Is that what you are, Darren? Are you a stubborn boy? Should I call Animal Control?" 
 
    I start sucking on my bottom lip. 
 
    "Or do I even need to? Do you want to see if I can wrestle you to the ground and force you into that cage?" 
 
    Again, I hold my position, but I can't bring myself to speak or to argue with her. I should be able to tell Victoria that she won't get away with this, but memories of the contracts flash behind my eyes. 
 
    As I hesitate, Victoria saunters over to me. She takes big steps, and then she reaches down, running her fingernails along my leg, up toward my scrotum. She squeezes the tube on my chastity cage, taunting me. Then, to be especially cruel, Victoria starts stroking my balls. She toys with my scrotum, making me moan. I close my eyes and lift my face. That isn't good enough for her. Even as she continues to caress me, my Mistress uses her other hand. She places her fingers against the back of my skull, and she forces me to look down into her eyes. That's when she kisses me. 
 
    Her mouth is warm and soft, firm and ferocious just like before. 
 
    My cock strains. Damn, this feels good, but I want more! I want release! 
 
    Clearly, I'm not going to get that from my Mistress, especially in the middle of a punishment. 
 
    "Tell me you're going to be a good boy or I will have to leave you in there for a lot longer." 
 
    "Please, don't do this," I say to her. 
 
    Victoria continues to tease my cock. It feels like my excitement is dribbling down from the tip of my shaft. I might not be able to get an erection, yet my body still strains, desperate for sex. 
 
    "That's not what I want to hear," she says again. She wags one finger from side to side. 
 
    "Please, I will be a good boy." 
 
    "And a good slave?" 
 
    "Yes. And a good slave." 
 
    "There's a good boy. You see. I know that you are dumb because of your sex, but that's okay. Don't worry. You have a woman here to tell you how to behave and what to do." 
 
    I glare down at her, but Victoria hardly notices. Instead, she steps back and points to the cage. 
 
    Some part of my brain must know what's going on because I drop down onto my knees, and I crawl forward. At the last moment, something occurs to me. 
 
    This really is a dog cage. 
 
    "Say thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Tell me that you are going to think about all the mistakes you've made and how you can be a better slave." 
 
    No! 
 
    Some part of me tenses up, refusing to let me play her game any longer. 
 
    Victoria actually doesn't seem to mind. She goes over to the closet, and she opens it up. From behind the thin, wire bars of my cage, I can't see what she's doing until she turns around again. Apparently, she's holding onto some kind of blanket or sheet? It's black. 
 
    "Okay, since you are going to be a bad boy, I guess that means you don't get any light." 
 
    She throws the blanket over the cage, shrouding me perfect darkness. Everything turns to black. 
 
    "Don't worry, slave. I will be back in a while. You don't know if it's going to be a few minutes or a few hours. Maybe it will be even longer." She claps her hands together. "Who knows?" 
 
    And just like that, I hear the door close and Victoria is gone. 
 
      
 
    Here's the thing about waiting. If you know how long you have to sit in a place, it doesn't really affect you. Most adults can handle long periods of inactivity. It could be a couple of hours, even a couple of days. 
 
    Waiting only becomes torture if you have no idea how long you're going to have to sit in one particular spot. And that's where I am right now. 
 
    Right after I hear the door close, I tell myself that I can do this. I'm just going to relax. I don't believe in meditation or yoga or anything like that, but maybe I can still my thoughts and remain here without any trouble. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    Victoria knows exactly what she's doing. Within the span of just a few minutes, I can feel the desire to kick out against the bars of my small cage. Part of me wonders if I might be able to bend the metal. 
 
    More importantly, I'm thinking about the possibility that I could bend the metal, get out, and escape! Victoria isn't with me. If I could just sneak out of her house, then she would never know what had happened. 
 
    It's a nice thought, but I think she would have thought of this. 
 
    She is a woman, after all. 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    I grit my teeth for a moment as I lean back, resting my head against of the thin, metallic bars. Okay, so she is a woman. That shouldn't mean anything. And yet, I immediately think of Officer Ramirez. Not just her. All of the women here. They have set up an entire city, one dedicated to Female Supremacy. 
 
    As I think about this for the first time, I really begin to wonder what it means for me. What about the other men? 
 
    I don't know how long this place has been here, but everyone seems so accustomed to the notion that boys are slaves. If that's the case, then they really thought about this. They must have had to deal with escape attempts. You really think that I'm smart enough to just break out? 
 
    Besides, I'm naked. Worse, I'm locked in a collar and a stupid chastity cage! 
 
    If I go outside, it's not like I'm going to be able to live. Women will immediately recognize me as property. Worse, someone will almost assuredly call Animal Control. I will get caught, and I will be brought right back here for punishment. 
 
    What would they do to me? 
 
    There is no way for me to know. Victoria mentioned the possibility of castration. 
 
    I reach down, feeling my shaft hidden away under the thick plastic. 
 
    As I do so, I remember the phantom touch of her fingertips along my scrotum. It felt wonderful. I want more. 
 
    Unfortunately, that's not about to happen anytime soon. 
 
    The minutes stretch on as I consider my situation. I try to come up with some solution, something I can do or say. Part of me wants to just try to bribe Victoria. Maybe I can offer her something? But what? 
 
    With a shiver, little goose bumps run up and down the length of my arms as one revelation hits me. 
 
    I don't have anything. 
 
    I'm property. I don't own myself or my labor. It's not like I can try to offer her money either. 
 
    She already has everything I worked so hard to achieve. 
 
    Worse, I wonder if she's going to commute back home. She could stay in the office and take the job that I had worked so hard to earn. Everyone would see her, and she would be in command, one more woman to rule. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, something else occurs to me. Most of the senior positions at our firm are held by women. It's not like they have universal domination or anything, but it makes me wonder how many of them are into this "Female Supremacy" thing. 
 
    Is this going to spread out? 
 
    What if it goes global? 
 
    What if these women are playing a very long game with the intention of eventually oppressing men all across the planet? 
 
    For a second, I try to laugh, telling myself that it's absurd. There is absolutely no way females could just take over. I mean, just think about all of the places across the world where men still hold virtual monopolies on every kind of power. 
 
    Plus, this is just one city. It's not a big deal. 
 
    Even as that thought crosses my mind, I hear this little, whisper of a counter argument. It might just be one city, but whoever thought this would be possible? 
 
    I mean, if I just told you about this place where women have enslaved men, would you believe me? No, of course not! More to the point, women shouldn't be capable of this sort of conspiracy. No one should be able to pull this off. But they are. 
 
    Another thought occurs to me. 
 
    What if women can do this simply because they’re united? Maybe there really is this conspiracy. Online, you can find all of these women who are incredibly frustrated by how they are treated throughout the world. They are frustrated and angry, they hate being treated like second-class citizens or ignored, so maybe they would get together. Maybe they would start working hard. They're smart people, and if they know how to keep a secret, they might be able to do something just like this. 
 
    I have to warn the world. 
 
    That's what I think to myself, and I reach up tentatively, pushing out through the dark until I feel the cool metal beneath my fingers. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I rest both my hands against the sides of the cage, and I start to push. 
 
    Miraculously, I can feel the mental bend. It seems to stretch on both sides. I'm going to be able to do this! I'm going to break this stupid cage! And I will get out, and I don't know how I will find help, but I will do it! 
 
    The cage bends, but it doesn't break. Within a few seconds, I can feel it stop. Worse, I'm not making any more progress. Second by second, I try to push more strength into my arms. I brace myself against of the back of the cage. It doesn't help. 
 
    And eventually, I have to give up. My arms fall back down to my sides. 
 
    This makes it much harder. 
 
    I try to keep my frustration under wraps. To be honest, I know myself well enough to understand what's going to happen now. 
 
    Before I tried to break out, I had this hope. That was enough to sustain me and keep me calm. But now, I know that I'm stuck in this stupid cage. 
 
    Worse, Victoria actually had the gall to call it "crate training." I'm not a dog! 
 
    So what am I? 
 
    That question brings me to a stop. 
 
    For a couple of seconds, I can't really figure it out, especially when a bunch of different answers flood into my head. I can hear Victoria's voice, ringing right between my ears. "You're a dumb slave. You're a silly boy. You're a pet. You’re a plaything. You’re property." She never said those exact sentences, but it doesn't really matter. That's how she sees me. 
 
    I have to get out of here! 
 
    But how? 
 
    As much as I hate to admit it, there doesn't seem to be anything I can actually do. 
 
    Gulping back my frustration, I try something else. I reach out with my hands, and I try to explore the interior of my cage, hoping that I might be able to somehow find a latch or some weakness. 
 
    Because I don't know how long I'm going to be here, I am incredibly diligent. I start at the bottom right of the cage, and then I start moving outward. I touch every part of every bar. I run my fingers along every inch of metal as I search for some imperfection, something that I might be able to use or exploit. 
 
    There's nothing. 
 
    Trapped in the dark, alone and helpless, there's nothing I can do. 
 
    Or is there? 
 
    One thing occurs to me. 
 
    Victoria didn't say anything about what I might do to end my sentence in this crate, but I could maybe try to beg? If I plead for release, maybe she will give it to me. I won't be able to tell if she can even hear me, but it's a possibility. 
 
    No. I won't do it. 
 
    The minutes continue to stretch by. I can't tell if it has been more than an hour. Maybe it's been several hours. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I hate the idea of begging for release. I hate the notion that she can keep me like this, or that a simple cage will be enough to break me. But maybe it is. 
 
    No! 
 
    I want to do it. I can't do it. Just a few seconds ago, I was thinking of how she has labeled me, but I'm not a slave. I'm an intelligent, ambitious man. And I will get out of here, and I won’t let this young woman break me. She's just a girl. She's cute, she might be smart, and she has the help of everyone here, but I am better than her. 
 
    That anger lasts for two or three minutes. 
 
    Then it evaporates, drifting away, and I push my fingers into the palms of my hands. I make a pair of angry fists, and I lash out, punching against one side of the cage. 
 
    Sharp pain echoes up my skin, lancing out through my arm. I hiss, my eyes wet. That was stupid, I remind myself. 
 
    And yet, what else can I do? How can I possibly fight back? 
 
    I can't. 
 
    I press my head back up against the top of the cage, waiting. 
 
    I close my eyes, and I try to fall asleep, but I can't really do it. The cage is too small for me to really get comfortable. It isn't particularly vicious or painful, but it's not like I can relax either. 
 
    Closing my eyes doesn't really do much anyway. It's so dark. 
 
    It feels warm and soft, like I want to fall asleep, but I can't. That's why my thoughts drift. Pretty soon, it feels like I'm almost dreaming. 
 
      
 
    Some part of me knows that this isn't real, but I'm walking through the office. I'm back at work, and it feels so good. I go over to Shannon's cubicle, and I check her out. She is a small blonde. She keeps her hair tied back in a long ponytail, and she enjoys wearing short skirts and T-shirts. Technically, she's an adult, but she loves dressing like a teenager. It's sexy. 
 
    When I get to her cubicle, I sweep my eyes up and down the length of her body as I think about how good it would feel to fuck her in the supply closet, or maybe the break room. Oh yeah, I could bend her over that little table. Maybe the copier. Either way, I would plunge my cock deep into her wet little pussy, then I would spank her. I would make her moan and cry out. It would be painful, but she would love every second of it. 
 
      
 
    In the real world, I'm still in my cage, which makes it incredibly difficult. I should open my eyes, I should stretch or focus on my breathing. Maybe I should do math or something. But no. I need this escape. If I can't get out from this crate, then I will drift. 
 
    Besides, thinking about claiming a girl at work, harassing the hell out of her, taking what I want, reinforces what it means for me to be a man. 
 
    Right? 
 
      
 
    "Do you have those reports I asked for?" I ask in my fantasy. 
 
    Shannon looks up at me, her features angled, her eyes bright. She's about to answer when I hear another voice. 
 
    "What you doing out of your collar, slave?" The voice seems more intrigued and amused than anything else. 
 
    I turn around, and there she is, Victoria. She's dressed professionally in stockings, high heels, and a white, buttoned blouse. Her dress is cut perfectly to be both appropriate and enticing all at the same time. 
 
    She places her hands on her hips as she waits for an answer. "Well?" 
 
    I try to speak, but my lips refuse to move. I can't seem to find my voice. Then Victoria steps right by me as she takes my hand. "I'm really sorry that he has been pestering you. You know men. They just never learn." 
 
    Shannon starts laughing. 
 
    Victoria grabs me, pulling on my arm. "Come along," she says. 
 
    I work to tear my hand back from her grip. She can't do this to me! 
 
    But she can. She does. 
 
    Victoria leads me back between the different cubicles, and I notice something. All of the men are gone, replaced by females. Redheads, blondes, girls with black or brown hair...some of them glance up at me. And when they do, a couple of them smile. 
 
    As they curve their lips, there's amusement, like they know what's going on...or what's going to happen to me. 
 
    "Victoria, let me go. This is unacceptable," I start to tell her, only to have my words drift off because she's not listening. 
 
    Each time I tug on her grip, I fail to free my hand. Within seconds, we are at her office door. 
 
    Something inside of me clenches as I realize that this is the office I wanted. I was supposed to get it along with my promotion. 
 
    Before I can say anything, Victoria opens the door, and she pulls, guiding me inside. I soon find myself in that expanse of space. There's a couch and several chairs off to one side. Her desk is on the other side of the room, near the giant windows. She has art along the walls, different silhouettes, simple lines, all of them feminine. They stand tall. Then I notice the other pictures. These are more masculine, each figure down on his knees or bowing, subservient always. 
 
    "I need to get back to work," I grunt at her. I try to turn around, but her hand shoots up, her fingers going to my neck. She pinches and drags me forward. 
 
    Soon, I'm at her desk. "Bow down," she orders. Then her hands are on my shoulders, and she pushes me to my knees. 
 
    "Don't get up. If you try, I'm going to have to spank you in front of all of the other employees." 
 
    "You wouldn't," I tell her. 
 
    "Try me," Victoria answers with a little flick of her hair. She smiles down, and I see it immediately. Yes, she would. 
 
    "Why are you stronger than me?" I ask as she circles her desk. It's so big. It reminds me more of a kitchen island. Dark oak, it has been polished thoroughly. It's a piece of furniture that conveys power and authority. Clearly, Victoria has become used to ruling in corporate environs. 
 
    "Because I'm a girl. Isn't it obvious?" 
 
    "No. Girls aren't stronger." 
 
    She smiles at me, revealing her teeth. "They are now." 
 
    "No, that can't be true." 
 
    "Oh, do you want to show me how big and strong you are, boy? Do you want to try to fight me?" It's clear from her tone that she is looking forward to a match with me. 
 
    "I wrestled in high school," I tell her. "It wouldn't be fair. You wouldn't stand a chance." 
 
    "Right," she says. She opens a drawer and closes it. When she stands up again in front of me, I see what she is holding. It's a dark green collar, leather with white lining. "Do you see this? This is a dog collar. Once upon a time, only canines had to wear them. But now, we've decided that the boys should wear them as well. And don't worry. I'm going to get you a nice tag. On one side, it will say your name and your new status. You know what that is?" 
 
    "I don't have a new status. I am a manager in this office. I am..." 
 
    "A slave. You're a man, and it makes you a slave. You were born inferior, so now you get to be property. You won’t get to manage anything or anyone. Everyone here, every single woman, outranks you." 
 
    "No, that can't be true," I tell her. In spite of myself, I'm shaking my head. I know this doesn't look dignified, but I don't care. Or more specifically, I can't worry about something like that. I just need for her to be wrong. 
 
    "Oh, are you getting upset? Are you showing me that the boys are not only weaker, but they’re overly emotional as well?" She giggles, sounding more like a little girl at her birthday party than anything else. 
 
    "I'm not a slave." 
 
    "Put this on or I'm going to put it on you," Victoria replies as she tosses the collar down. It lands right in front of me. 
 
    Still on my knees, I look at it. The collar seems somehow dangerous. It almost reminds me of a coiled snake. There is no way I'm going to touch it, nor will I put it on. 
 
    "Tick tock," she teases. "If you don't put it on, I'm going to put it on you." 
 
    Could she do it? Is she strong enough? 
 
    My brain refuses to run the calculations. In my mind, I stubbornly will not draw out the obvious conclusion. So instead, I lift my chin. "I don't care who you are. I'm not a slave." 
 
    "Oh, and after I collar you, I'm also going to strip you naked. You didn't get that memo, did you?" 
 
    I shouldn't ask, but the question spills out anyway. "Memo?" 
 
    "Yeah, senior management put out a memo about the new dress code for the boys. It's very easy. Even someone like you will be able to remember it." She smiles again, stepping closer. Now, she's only a few feet away from me. Part of me wants to back up, to crawl away, but I refuse. I might be on my knees, but I keep my back straight and my chin tilted outward. 
 
    "Naked." She smiles, holding her hands just above her stomach as she leans forward. I can see her cleavage, and my desires begin to stir. I should hate this girl, but she is still sexy. In spite of everything, I still want her. "You can remember the memo can't you? You need to be naked. Oh, and that reminds me. The collar doesn't count as clothing because it's a status symbol. It marks your position in this company." 
 
    "Screw you. I'm going to quit before I walk around here naked and collared." 
 
    "That's so cute!" She's not offended, not in the least. "You think you can. You belong to me, Darren. You are one of the perks of working here. I get a housing allowance, a clothing stipend, this wonderful office, great benefits, and my own private slave to keep. And it’s you. You are my slave, boy." 
 
    "Never." 
 
    "Silly, silly boy. You really don't understand how slavery works, do you?" She shakes her head, almost like she's disappointed in me. "But that's okay. You're here more to look pretty and to use that adorable mouth on me and my friends." 
 
    "Your friends?" 
 
    "Oh, absolutely. With my new position, I have to incentivize my employees. And what better way to do that than to give them perks that involve my slave? I mean, there are so few men who work in this office now. Some of the girls are going to get frustrated at work, so you'll be able to massage them or eat them out." 
 
    "I, I would never do that." 
 
    "Yeah, you will," she says with a condescending nod of her head. "You're going to do it because you don't have any choice. You're going to do it because you belong to me." That's when she shrugs. "Now, I think that's enough of an orientation for slavery. So be a good boy and strip." 
 
    My heart kicks in my chest, and I know I don't have to do this. As I hold my breath, I search for the strength to defy her. I find it. I start to stand up, and she doesn't stop me. 
 
    "Victoria, I'm never going to be your slave." And with that, I turn around. Even if it means quitting, I will get out of here. I will leave this office and its insanity. 
 
    I take one step after another, and I'm halfway back to her door when I hear her footsteps. She rushes at me. I begin to spin around. 
 
    Too slow, I feel her slam into me. She shoves me down onto the floor. I hit hard. Some of the air is shot from my lungs. Despite that, I enjoy the rush of adrenaline. Victoria is on top of me, but she is a young, fairly small woman. I'm taller than her. I probably have forty or fifty pounds on her at least. 
 
    Grinning, I look right up at her. 
 
    Really? She think she's going to be able to hold me down? 
 
    "Mine," she says. 
 
    Calling upon one of the moves I learned back when I was a wrestler in high school, I throw my body to the side as I get ready to knock her away. 
 
    With almost casual indifference, Victoria grabs my wrists and she locks them down over my head. Pumping my strength into my limbs, I channel everything I have because she needs to understand that I'm bigger and stronger. I am the superior physical specimen! 
 
    Her hands don't even wobble. Her grip doesn't falter, not for a second. 
 
    "Oh, is something wrong?" 
 
    She must recognize the look of panic on my face. Stealing my resolve, I try again. 
 
    "It's okay. We both know you're bigger, but I'm stronger. Like all girls, I'm stronger than you, Darren. Just face it. You are the inferior sex. You are now and you always will be." 
 
    "No. That's not possible!" I have more muscle mass. Physiology should be on my side! How was she doing this? 
 
    As the seconds tick  by, Victoria holds me down. She keeps me pinned. She straddles me, and I can feel the heat of her body against my sides. She keeps giggling at me while I struggle, pulling and twisting with everything I have. Soon, it's obvious I'm just not strong enough. 
 
    My determined maneuvers soon give way to raw panic. "Oh, what's wrong, Princess? Can't get up? Are you stuck? Are you trapped under the big, bad bully?" 
 
    "I, I'm not going to let you get away with this," I tell her, but I'm panting now. I can feel the heat run along my body. Sweat breaks out along my brow. And just as I look up at Victoria, I realize something. 
 
    She seems completely relaxed, like she hasn't expended any energy at all! 
 
    How is that even possible? 
 
    "Oh, you should probably just give up now. Except the fact that I'm going to strip you naked and collar you like a dog. Oh, maybe I will even put you on a leash and take you around the office. The girls already know that you are a slave, but maybe it would be best if you had to introduce yourself to everyone." 
 
    "Never," I growl up at her. 
 
    "Then it's decided! That's precisely what we are going to do. But first, I think I want to kiss you, pretty boy." 
 
    I try to turn my head away, but she has me trapped. She puts one hand against my chest, pinning me without any effort at all. Then she lowers herself down, and she licks the tip of my nose right before she kisses my lips. It's tentative at first, and I can feel myself get hard. It's not fair. She's doing this to me against my will! I should be able to fight her, but I can't. She takes what she wants, playing with me. Then she bites down into my bottom lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. I begin to moan, and that's when she pulls away. 
 
    "There's a good boy." Her eyes sparkling again with mischievous delight. "Let's get you naked." 
 
      
 
    In my dream, I tell myself that this is okay. She held me down, but there's no way she can strip me. 
 
    In less than a minute, Victoria proves me wrong. 
 
    She unbuttons my shirt as I try to pull her hands away, yet her wrists make their way down the length of my chest. She frees each and every button before parting my shirt. Then she sits me up and she yanks that clothing off of me. She does the same thing with my undershirt. Next, her eyes go to my belt. 
 
    "You know, you should probably behave yourself if you’re wearing something like that." 
 
    "Something like what?" I ask even as I try to pull away, but she still on top of me. 
 
    "Something like your belt. They could give a girl ideas." 
 
    At first, I don't understand what she means, and then I imagine myself bent over her desk, getting belted with my own property. No way. She wouldn't dare. And yet, I already know that she would. In fact, the idea would probably make her wet. 
 
    Just as those thoughts tumble through my head, her hands fly down to my waist. She works my belt, freeing the buckle. Next, she drops the zipper on my fly. My pants come loose, and she drags them down along with my boxers. My erect cock stands up now, right there on display in front of her. 
 
    "Oh, I knew you had a crush on me, but I had no idea that you were hoping I would fuck you." 
 
    "Screw you!" 
 
    She takes off my shoes, my socks, my pants and underwear. Soon, I'm completely naked, but this is my chance. I scramble back up onto my feet. 
 
    Victoria is still on the floor, but she raises her head, like my newfound freedom doesn't make the slightest difference. 
 
    "What do you think you're going to do?" 
 
    "I'm going to get out of here, and..." 
 
    "And nothing," she finishes for me. "I'm going to put this dog collar on you, and then I'm going to show you off to all of the ladies in the office." 
 
    "I am your superior." 
 
    "No. You are an office slave. Face it, Darren." She grabs onto the collar, hooking her fingers around of the supple leather. Then she stands up, and she starts to walk toward me. She doesn't move quickly or aggressively. Even so, my heart pounds away in my chest. The adrenaline burns hot in my veins. 
 
    I look over my shoulder right at the door. 
 
    That's a mistake. 
 
    Victoria rushes at me. She grabs me, shoving me against the wall. I hit it hard with a thunk. In the next moment, she shoves the collar up around my neck. She buckles it in place, her fingers moving quick and deft. When she's done, she loops her fingers into the leather, and she pulls me forward. 
 
    Off-balance, I stumble into her, but I don't knock her back. "That's right, slave. This is where you going to be, right here, right wherever I put you." 
 
    She kisses me again. She holds me against the wall, her mouth going against mine. Then she kisses my neck and my chest. All the while, my cock is so hard. I can feel that desire spinning through me. I try to push it aside, to burn it away with fear or anger, only none of that works. 
 
    Then she pulls away, and she looks right into my eyes as she has one hand at my neck, the other down between my legs. She teases my scrotum, playing with my balls. Then, ever so slowly, Victoria brings her touch up to my erect member. 
 
    There it is, that swirling, desperate itch of desire. I want her to touch me, to squeeze me, to get me off. Damn, it feels so good when she plays with me just like this. I want more, so I close my eyes and I slump forward. I am no longer struggling. 
 
    And then I hear her voice, sounding far away. It is so soft, teasing me. "That's right. Just give into your masculine instincts. I'm here, and I'm touching you. I have your cock in my hand, so that means you belong to me now. This is how you control a boy. You take his manhood and you show him that he is a slave." 
 
    Somehow, I can't bring myself to contradict her. I know that if I look up or say anything, she will stop. 
 
    But she doesn't finish. 
 
    Victoria takes her hand back, and I lift my head. 
 
    "Kneel before me." Rather than wait for my acquiescence, she grabs my shoulder and push me to the floor. With my knees bent, I find myself looking up at her. 
 
    With less than an inch between us, I feel small, helpless. I look up at her, and this desperate sense of subservience swirls through me. 
 
    Another phrase flutters behind my eyes: I am a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    For just a second, those words boom inside of my head. They start as a whisper, just a trace of language, but then they become something more powerful. I gulp as I look up at her. 
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey.  
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey.  
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    Those words sound hypnotic, like I just can't shake them. But then, as they stream through my head, I start thinking about this new life. I could be her slave, her pet and her plaything. I would serve her, licking her pussy, doing her chores. She would keep me on a leash, showing me off to her friends. And of course, I would have to stay in good shape so that she would always be proud of me. 
 
    I clench my eyes shut and shake my head, desperate to break those images away. No! I'm not going to be her slave. I won't cook or clean for her. I will not become some domestic servant, eager to obey her every command. 
 
    And yet... 
 
    ... I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
      
 
    Let's get your leash on you," she says. 
 
    Still disoriented by the refrain playing through my head, I remain on my knees as she circles back to her desk. Victoria opens another drawer, and when she comes back, she's holding a hot, neon pink leash. 
 
    It dangles back and forth. "Here we go," she announces, connecting it. 
 
    "Now, I'm going to be very generous with my slave, and I'm going to allow you to walk. Say thank you, Mistress." 
 
    My eyes move along the leash connecting my collar to her grip. I gulp, wishing that I could fight her. But she is stronger than me. Victoria has already proven this point. 
 
    Even if I reach up to remove the leash, she would just stop me. This overwhelming sense of helplessness floods through me, and it feels like a kick right to my chest. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress," I say, careful to keep my eyes down. 
 
    "You're very welcome," she replies, sounding like a babysitter addressing a charge. It's like she's teaching me how to behave. 
 
    My nostrils flare, but I don't say anything. If I argue with her, she will just lecture me again. So instead, I have no choice but to follow her as she opens her office door and heads back out onto the main floor. 
 
    I take one step after another. Moving mechanically, I don't know exactly what's going to happen. But soon, we are in front of another cubicle opening. 
 
    "Becky, I think Darren here has something he would like to say to you." 
 
    I should probably just stand up straight, proud of my nakedness. And yet, I can feel the collar around my neck, and I know that these women want to humiliate me. Their intention alone is enough to make them successful. 
 
    I try to hide my cock behind my hands. At the same time, I retreat back, moving along on the balls of my feet. 
 
    Becky looks up from her work. She's a cute redhead with bright green eyes and freckles. She smiles at me. She matches Victoria's patronizing tone perfectly, "What would you like to say, Darren?"  
 
    Nothing. There is absolutely nothing I want to say to this girl. Yes, she's cute, but that only makes it worse. When she addresses me like I'm some stupid kindergartner, I can hardly keep my rage in check. 
 
    If I really wanted to fight back, I would say something smug or rude, something clever, some quick insult. But nothing comes to mind, and these two girls are just smiling back at one another. 
 
    Then Victoria reaches out, and she squeezes my ass. "Go ahead, slave. Introduce yourself." 
 
    "I can't. I won't," I finally tell her. I barely speak, but they can hear me just fine. 
 
    "Are you sure about that?" Victoria asks. "Because if you don't tell her, I'm going to have to punish you." 
 
    I start to speak, and that's enough for Victoria. Her hand flies down, striking into my ass. I try to spin on her, but she grabs my shoulders, making sure that I don't turn away from Becky. 
 
    "Keep your eyes on me," says the redhead. And I don't have any choice. She watches me as I get spanked right there in front of her. The other women in the office must be able to hear this, and they certainly know exactly what's happening. 
 
    I stare into those dark green pupils as the skin around her eyes crinkle with amusement. She hasn't gotten up. She's just sitting there, watching as I’m disciplined in front of her. 
 
    Victoria stops. 
 
    "You have something you want to say to Becky here?" 
 
    "Becky, I am the office slave." 
 
    "Good boy. Now, tell her about how you are just an inferior male. Oh, and you should probably talk about that little phrase we discussed earlier." 
 
    The words come to me right away. Even so, I lick my bottom lip, hesitating. I can't do this in front of these women. 
 
    Victoria gives one pull on my leash, a silent reminder that I need to obey or face the consequences. 
 
    So I exhale slowly, I start talking, just the way these women want. "My name is Darren, and I'm the office slave. I'm an inferior male. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    There. I did it. 
 
    "Well, it's very nice to see that you finally learned your place, Darren. I'm sure I'm going to have a lot of fun with you." 
 
    "Let me know whenever you want to borrow him," Victoria says. 
 
    "That reminds me. I was hoping that I might be able to leave a little bit early today," Becky says to her boss. "That shouldn't be a problem." 
 
    "But you know. My desk has gotten a little bit dirty. Dusty, especially in the spots I don't use. You think we could have Darren here clean it for me?" 
 
    The color drains away from my cheeks. I don't know what's worse, the fact that they're talking about using me as a cleaner or the fact that Becky isn't even talking to me. No, she's addressing Victoria! 
 
    "Oh, that shouldn't be a problem," Victoria says with a quick wave of her hand. "I'll send him over after you leave." 
 
    "That sounds lovely." 
 
      
 
    Victoria drags me around the office. We talk to all of these different women. Each time, it's pretty much the same thing. I introduce myself. I tell them that I'm inferior as a male, and I promise that I will be subservient. 
 
    In fact, I can hear the same phrases coming out of my mouth. "Good morning, Miss. My name is Darren, and I am Victoria’s slave. I'm an inferior male. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Some of the girls insist on petting me as an "reward" for my good behavior. These girls like to brush their fingers through my hair or along the back of my neck. One of them, a dark-haired, Asian girl actually puts her hand on the small of my back and brings me closer so that she can run her fingers over my cock. 
 
    I hate it, and I beg for her to stop, but she just laughs. At the same time, she starts talking to Victoria about some of her office work. 
 
    It seems like the women here are only willing to listen to me so that they can laugh at me. And maybe that makes sense. As far as they're concerned, I'm just a slave. I'm not their equal. I'm not even close. 
 
    Dealing with regular employees is bad. Talking to one of the college interns is even worse. 
 
    "Oh, Jasmine, I want you to meet Darren. He used to be a manager, but he's been demoted to my personal slave." 
 
    "That's great! It's nice to meet you, Darren," she says, holding out her hand. 
 
    "Honey, you probably shouldn't try to shake his hand. That's what you should do with an equal. Darren isn't your equal, is he?" 
 
    "No, ma'am!" Jasmine quickly chirps, sounding embarrassed at her faux pas. 
 
    But Victoria is always a magnanimous leader. "It's okay. Just remember, there is a hierarchy here. We always want to help one another, but the slave is at the bottom." 
 
    "So, what does that mean?" Jasmine asks. She glances over at me, almost like she expects me to say something. 
 
    Victoria places one finger against my mouth, making sure that I won't utter a word. Women are talking, so it doesn't matter if I have something to say or not. 
 
    "Well, if you ever need help, feel free to tell the slave here. He will do anything and everything you want. And if he doesn't, just punish him." 
 
    "Punish him?" Jasmine doesn't seem to understand. 
 
    "That's right. You are his physical and mental superior, so you have every right to discipline him. It's for his own good, so you shouldn't even feel bad about it." 
 
    "I see." But even as she says these words, it's clear that she isn't particularly comfortable with the idea. 
 
    "Would you like to spank him? You know, give him a taste of his new status?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," she says. And that's when I see it, that little glint in her eye. It wasn't there a moment ago. Something just changed. Now, she doesn't see me as a person. No, I really have been objectified in her mind. 
 
    "Darren, hold on to the side of the cubicle and spread your legs so that this nice young lady can spank you." 
 
    I don't obey right away, but she tugs on my leash, that silent reminder. Slowly, I grab onto the metal cap at the top of the cubicle walls. Then I close my eyes, bracing myself. 
 
    I can hear Jasmine as she steps forward. 
 
    "Feel free to give his bottom a squeeze." 
 
    There is giggling, and then Jasmine does just that. She places her fingers against my buttocks, and she squeezes. A hot blush runs through me. "That's nice," she says. "He's nice and firm." 
 
    "He is that. And you know, a squeeze on the behind a good way to tell him that he's been doing a good job. But remember, you don't want to spoil him." 
 
    "No, ma'am." 
 
    "Call me Victoria," says the boss. 
 
    "Sure thing, Victoria." But now, Jasmine is ready, so she positions herself right behind me. She raises her hand, and I can picture her dainty arm as she gets ready. Then she swings downward, striking hard into my backside. 
 
    The pain flares out, jumping through my body. I flinch, squeezing the top of the cubicle. 
 
    "That wasn't bad, but you can do better. See, you want to make sure that his buttocks turn a nice shade of pink. If you don't see that discoloration, it means that you need to hit him harder." 
 
    The muscles along my shoulders and biceps tighten as I hear those words. I hate the fact that Victoria can teach this girl how to punish me. It's not fair! 
 
    But even if it's not fair, there's still nothing I can do about it. 
 
    Holding onto that fact, I grit my teeth as I wait. I brace myself again, but I don't have long to wait. Jasmine strikes, flashing her hand down. Each blow reverberates through my body, sending a sharp pulse of pain running along my nerves. I clenched my eyes shut, I harden my teeth against one another, and I wait for it to be over. 
 
    "Darren, get down on your knees and thank Jasmine for spanking you." 
 
    I exhale through my nostrils as I turn around. I keep my head bowed down. Then I kneel, and I look up at Jasmine. Again, that same sense of subservience overwhelms me. There is something about this position that makes me feel tiny and powerless before these females. 
 
    "Thank you for spanking me." 
 
    "No problem!" 
 
    "You know, Darren, I think that Jasmine here has done such a good job that you should kiss her shoes. Show her just how grateful you are for her presence and all the contributions I'm sure she will make here." 
 
    I look back at Victoria, desperately hoping that she might change her mind. No way. I can't do it. I can't kiss the feet of the stupid intern! Look at her! She is just some college kid! There's no way that she should be my superior! 
 
    All of those words run through my head, but Victoria has her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Do it," she commands, and I'm still on my knees, so it's easy for her to place her shoe right between my shoulder blades. She pushes me down, and I'm soon on all fours. 
 
    Exhaling through the humiliation, I bow my head down once again, and I kiss Jasmine's shoes. She's wearing little black Mary Janes. I can hardly believe it. This girl might as well be a child, but she is my superior here because of her sex. Just being a woman makes her better than me. 
 
    I grimace as those thoughts run through me, but then I'm done. 
 
    "Nicely done, slave," Jasmine says as my owner pulls on my leash and guides me back through the office. 
 
      
 
    It feels like it takes all day, but I have degraded and subjugated myself in front of every woman at this office. I've been led around like a dog, doing little tricks to please the females here. 
 
    Apparently satisfied, Victoria takes me back to her office. 
 
    I don't ask the obvious question: what happens now? 
 
    As far as I'm concerned, I should have my regular job again. I should get to be a manager and wear clothing and take off this stupid collar. But obviously, that isn’t going to happen. 
 
    "I gave away your office," Victoria tells me, "so you're going to be working here from now on. If you're a very good boy, maybe I will give you a little doggie bed so you can take naps during the day." 
 
    "I'm not a dog." 
 
    "No. You're not a dog. What are you again?" 
 
    "A slave," I say, exhaling out the words. 
 
    "Yes, you’re a slave. And you know what? I think I've had a long day of introducing you, so you should show me your gratitude. Crawl over here and get under my desk while I do some work." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me." Victoria stands beside her desk. She pulls out the chair, and she waits for me to obey. 
 
    "What if I won't do it?" 
 
    "Then I will handcuff you to the break room and tell all of the girls that they can have as much fun as they want spanking you and teasing you, pinching your nipples, pulling your hair, using you however they want. And trust me. A lot of those girls get pretty annoyed with boys like you, especially when you try to disobey your betters." 
 
    My eyes get wide, and something inside of me collapses. Simultaneously, I drop to my knees, and I start crawling. I make my way back to her desk, and I position myself just in front of her seat. Victoria lifts up her skirt, and she shimmies out of her panties. Then she sits down, right there on the edge of her chair. 
 
    I can hear her clicking with her mouse and her keyboard as she logs in. 
 
    "I've always liked the idea of having a boy slut to eat me out while I work." 
 
    I want to tell her that I'm not a dumb slut, that I'm not just a boy slave. I'm smart! I can make my own decisions. 
 
    But she already has her hand at the back of my skull, and she pulls me forward. My mouth slides up against her pussy, and I start licking. 
 
    "That's right. Show me what you can do." 
 
      
 
    Victoria yanks the blanket off of my cage, and I blink rapidly, suddenly confused. Just a second ago, it really felt like I was licking her pussy back at the office. I could even taste her. 
 
    "What, what happened?" I look around, and I'm in her spare bedroom, trapped behind the wire bars of my cage. 
 
    "Just a little bit of training." 
 
    "Training?" 
 
    Victoria places her foot up against the side of the cage. I can see up her skirt, and I do my best to resist the temptation. And yet, I stare up along her soft thighs, thinking about how good it would feel to lick her skin, to kiss her body, just to be close to her. 
 
    "You see that?" My Mistress points down to the corner of the cage. I didn't notice it before, especially in the dark. I couldn't find it even as I felt around. 
 
    Yet there it is, this small tube braced upward. It's only about as thick as a straw, but I reach for it, and I can feel the slow flow of some sort of gas. 
 
    "Don't worry. It doesn't have any effect on women. It only works on boys like you." 
 
    "What, what is it?" Some part of me really doesn't want to know the answer, yet I still have to ask. 
 
    "It's a very special hallucinogenic that triggers certain parts of the male brain. To be honest, I'm not sure exactly how it works. But have you been able to figure out what it does?" 
 
    I lick my lips, staring out at her. 
 
    The dream. It wasn't really a dream. It was more of a hallucination, and it worked exactly the way she described. "It made me, it made me see things." 
 
    "Yes. It made you think you see things. So what did it make you see?" 
 
    I hate her tone of voice; I hate the way that she is patronizing me here and now in the real world, just as she did in my nightmare. Or was it a fantasy? I look down to see that my cock is still locked away in the chastity cage, but I can feel it, that pulse of arousal running down my spine, straight to the tip of my shaft. If I didn't have to wear this thing, I know that I would be hard. 
 
    Victoria knows it as well. 
 
    "What did you see?" 
 
    No. No way. I'm not going to answer her. Nope. "I saw myself back at the office, only I was a slave and you were in charge." Wait. Why did I just confess all of that to her? 
 
    Victoria starts giggling again. "You see. You're becoming more submissive. The longer you stay here, the more obedient you’ll become. Eventually, nothing will be more important to you than pleasing me. You know why?" 
 
    "Because you're my owner," I respond. Again, I want to clamp my hands over my mouth, but I don't. Instead, I glare back at her. 
 
    "That's right. I'm your owner, and I'm going to tame you, Darren. I'm going to make sure that you are the sweetest, most obedient slave boy here. All of the other women are going to look at you, and they're going to be so jealous. After the other girls see you, they're going to go home and be even more brutal with their boys. They're going to want to know why their slaves don't look up at them with that same adoration." 
 
    "You're crazy," I tell her. 
 
    And that's the best I can do. It isn't much. All it does is make her laugh, but Victoria already has her plan in mind. She opens up the gate to my cage. "Out," she commands. 
 
    I crawl forward, and that's when she reaches her hand into her pocket. She takes out a small canister, and she sprays a puff of gas up against my face. Before I know what I'm doing, I inhale, bringing the noxious chemicals into my lungs. 
 
    "What was that?" I start coughing, hoping that I can get it out, though I already suspect that my plan won’t work. 
 
    "Every few days, I need to make sure that you get a nice dose of sedative. This'll make sure you stay nice and weak for me. Doesn't that sound nice? You can always know that everyone around you will be stronger than you. It won't matter if she's a teenager or an adult. Everyone here is stronger than you because of this little thing." 
 
    Victoria wiggles the canister on the air. Then she tosses it away. 
 
    "I don't care how long it'll take. I'm not going to let you enslave me." 
 
    "Come over here and kiss my feet." 
 
    I don't want to do it, but I crawl out of the cage, and I don't even try to get up. 
 
    My Mistress stretches out one foot, and I see her red toes, the arches of her feet, everything. She has on a pair of black sandals with straps that go up around her ankle. 
 
    My mouth begins to water, almost like I want to do this. But no, that can't be the case. 
 
    "So, in your little fantasy, what did you have to do as my slave?" Victoria sounds only mildly interested, but my heart is pounding as I try to fight. I want something to grab onto, something to hold. But the instinct is so strong! It feels like I have to bow my head down and press my lips to her feet. I have to be a good slave for her! From one second of the next, I grapple with my own desires, desperate to hold them back. 
 
    It doesn't work. I bow my head down, and I kiss her left, big toe. Then I start kissing her other toes. I brush my lips along her nail polish. 
 
    "That's right. There's a good little slave. You still haven't answered me. Answer me, slave." She lifts one leg and places her right foot on the back of my head. 
 
    My face flushes. Hot embarrassment runs through my body. "You introduced me to everyone." 
 
    "And what does that mean?" 
 
    I try to fight back the urge to answer her with everything I possess. How long did I spend in a cage? How long was I breathing in that mind altering gas? 
 
    "It means that you put me in a collar and you put me on a leash and you made me walk around and talk to every female in the office." 
 
    "Who was the most embarrassing?" 
 
    "Shannon," I respond immediately. 
 
    "Oh, Shannon." Victoria nods her head, like this makes perfect sense. "So tell me, Darren, were the rumors true?" 
 
    "No. Of course not," I snap. 
 
    "Oh, are you sure about that? Because you don't sound sure. If anything, it sounds like you're trying to lie to me. And that's really not acceptable, especially when you think about what I can do to you." 
 
    I don't want to know; I shouldn't ask. Even so, my mouth starts moving. I really can't control myself! "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Well, you're my property. I can decide exactly how I want to show you off. Did you know that there are women in town who actually let their boys wear clothing? I mean, there are different kinds of clothing. But these boys are especially lucky. They must be really good slaves because they get to wear pants and shirts!" Victoria starts laughing. She brings one hand up to cover her mouth, like this idea is somehow inappropriate. 
 
    "Anyway, that's one choice. I don't think I'm ever going to do that for you. You have that nice little body. I think I want to show you off. You know, make the other girls jealous." Then she shrugs. "Well, that's if you're a good boy. I could always dress you like a little sissy. Would you like that, Darren? I could put you in a little white dress and panties and show you off. Keep in mind, I wouldn’t dress you like a woman. That's something that you will never, ever get. But I could dress you as a little schoolgirl, you know, with a short skirt and a tight blouse. There are some stylists all over town who specialize in turning a big, bad man like you into an adorable sissy." 
 
    "No! Please, don't do that!" I'm still on my knees, my body bent forward, my mouth moving along her toes. 
 
    "So tell me the truth about Shannon." She relaxes her foot against the back of my head, letting me speak. 
 
    "Yes, I hit on her. I tried to ask her out, but she said no." 
 
    "And what about the other part, the one where she got drunk at the holiday party and you made out with her because she didn't know what she was doing? Is that true?" 
 
    I gulp, announcing my nervousness. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Oh, really? So in your fantasy, what happened between you and Shannon?" 
 
    "Not much," I confess. "But you showed up, and you took me by the hand, and you told everyone that I was your slave." 
 
    "Every single woman in the office found out about you?" 
 
    "Yes," I answer. 
 
    "Poor boy. That must have been so frustrating for you." 
 
    "It was." 
 
    "And did they laugh at you?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    Victoria giggles as she shakes her head from side to side, like she just wants to enjoy this wonderful joke. Of course, in this case, I'm the punch line. 
 
    "Poor boy. That must have been so frustrating for you. I bet you hated every second of it. Is that right?" 
 
    "Yes." I don't see any point in lying to her right now. She knows the truth. She can see it on my face. Under other circumstances, maybe I could lie, but not now, not after everything I have already been through with this girl. 
 
    "Thank you for being honest with me. Do you know how to cook?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    Victoria's eyes flashed with irritation as I look up at her. "Do you know how to cook, slave? It's a simple question. Do I need to bring over a tutor, someone to help you out?" 
 
    I swallow again, doing my best to pretend that she doesn't intimidate me. 
 
    "I guess I know how to cook." It's true. As a bachelor, I have learned how to make a variety of different dishes. I'm not a chef or anything, but I know my way around a kitchen. And then it dawns on me why she would ask. 
 
    "You're going to make my dinner tonight. Do a good job, and maybe I will let you out of your chastity cage. Disappoint me, and I will have to punish you." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She grabs onto my collar and drags me out of the room. I blink, trying to get my eyes to adjust to the sharp illumination. At the same time, I feel disoriented. It's been a while since I have eaten anything. 
 
    Once I'm in the kitchen, Victoria opens the fridge for me. "What can you make me?" 
 
    I step forward and examine the different ingredients. 
 
    "Would you like a steak with some steamed vegetables on the side?" I ask. Her meat looks good, so this isn't much of a risk on my part. 
 
    "That sounds lovely." My mistress puts her hands on her hips. Then she steps over to me, and she grabs my cheeks. She pinches me. "You're a very cute slave, and I can imagine myself becoming really fond of you, Darren. But you need to understand that you don't get to eat without permission. Nod your head if you understand." 
 
    Playing along, I bob my head down and up. 
 
    "Good boy." She pats me on the head before turning around and sauntering out of the kitchen. 
 
    I wait for a rush of anger. I wait for this burst of hatred or rage. 
 
    Instead, I find myself opening the refrigerator door once again as I begin to gather up all of the requisite ingredients. I find spices, pots, pans, everything I'll need. 
 
    Within a few minutes, I have the vegetables in the oven, the steak on the stove, and everything seems to be going just fine. Of course, as I watch the meat cook, my mouth waters. I glance back toward the living room, wondering if Victoria would be able to tell if I snuck a bite. 
 
    Yes, she would. 
 
    Or would she? 
 
    My initial instinct tells me that she's smarter than me, that she can read me like a book. And yet, she's not mystical or magical. Yes, I have been chemically altered. Even so, I want to believe that I can still think clearly. 
 
    What should I do? Sneak a few bites? My stomach grumbles, and I know that it would be easy to tear off a couple of small pieces. This way, I could keep my strength up, and maybe I will see an opportunity to escape. If so, I must be ready to take it. Right? 
 
    Again and again, I tell myself that I should try. If nothing else, I need to test her power. Just how smart is she? 
 
    It's a good question, but I don't take any risks. I finish cooking the steaks, and I do my best, sliding it on to one of her plates. Next, I place the steamed broccoli and carrots next to her dinner. Finally, I make sure to fill a glass of wine for her. And when I'm done, I bring it into the dining room and I set it down. I even go so far as to place her steak knife and fork off to the sides. 
 
    At this point, I should just shout her name. I should call out to her and tell her that I'm ready. This little tiny bit of rudeness would show her that she hasn't beaten me completely. I won't be defeated. 
 
    But instead, I walk over to the entrance into the living room, and I stop. For some reason, I feel this urge to cross my wrists behind my back. 
 
    Then I bow my head down, and I say in a small voice, "Mistress, your dinner is ready." 
 
    "Let's see if you need to be punished," she says, dropping her phone and strolling over toward the dining room. 
 
    Victoria walks right by me, almost as though not even here. All the while, I stare after her phone, wondering if I could grab it and use it to call someone. 
 
    But who? 
 
    In this city, it's not like 911 would be of any use. Not only that, I haven't memorized anyone's phone number in a very long time. 
 
    So reluctantly, I turn away, and I follow after her into the separate dining room. Veronica is already seated. Despite everything, I take a moment to admire her dark hair and the clean lines of her shoulders. She really is a beautiful woman. 
 
    Wait. What's happening to me? No. I can't let myself think that way. I can't imagine her as anything but my captor. Escape must be my one and only priority. 
 
    "Get under the table and massage my feet while I eat," she orders. 
 
    I pull one of the other chairs aside and by her command, I get down on my hands and knees, and I crawl under the table. I need to be careful not to bang my head. Frankly, it feels silly to be under here. As a child, I would do this sort of thing every once in a while. As an adult, it feels absurd. Worse, I can see the chair legs all around me, and they remind me of the bars of the cages I've been in. 
 
    How is this possible? How has this happened? Seriously, I was just a regular guy a couple of days ago. Now, I've been in one cage after another. I look down at my cock and see the plastic prison right there. I'm back in a cage right now. 
 
    Victoria lifts up one foot, and I take my cue. Like an obedient slave, I start to massage her foot, working my fingertips along her arch, over her toes, and down toward her heel. I press in gently, fully aware that I'm still being tested. If I mess up, I will be punished. 
 
    "Good slave," she says. "And the steak is actually pretty good. I'm impressed. I think you're going to be a very good servant boy." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    Sure, behind my eyes, I'm thinking of a dozen different ways to argue and insult her. But I don't voice any of those thoughts. Instead, I continue to serve her, working my fingers along her soft skin. 
 
    After a few minutes, Victoria lifts up her other foot. Between bites, she asks me, "How are you enjoying your submission?" 
 
    "It feels good," I tell her. And just as I do, I blink, waiting for that sense I'm lying. But I’m not. 
 
    "The gas really has made you feel more subservient, hasn't it?" 
 
    She is my Mistress, she owns me, and she's my superior, so I tell her the truth. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." At the last moment, I try to bite down, to seal my lips and shut up. But I can't! 
 
    "It's okay. Don't feel bad. Every boy shows up here, thinking that he's going to be some kind of bad ass. But you won't. Sorry, Darren. You're a boy, and that makes you a slave. Boys are born to be slaves, don't you think?" 
 
    Another answer vibrates right there at the tip of my tongue, but I lift my hands up, literally covering my mouth. If Victoria notices that I'm not responding right away, she doesn't seem to mind. I hear the click of silverware against the plate. She's busy eating the meal I prepared for her. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" I blurt out. 
 
    "There's a good slave." 
 
    Fortunately, she is done with the massage, so she pushes one of the chairs back. "Stand behind me and wait for me to order you around." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Yes, Mistress. 
 
    Yes, Mistress. 
 
    Yes, Mistress. 
 
    These are the words I repeat over and over again. They feel natural, instinctive. They are a part of me now. 
 
    "This was a very good meal. I'm very impressed with you." Victoria looks over at me, and she plucks the key out from beneath her blouse. She holds it up by the chain. Just seeing it is enough to make my cock throb with desire. 
 
    "In fact, it makes me think that maybe you deserve a reward. What you think, slave? Should I let you have a reward? Should I take you back into my bedroom?" 
 
    At this point, I have no idea how to answer. Yes, the desire is pounding through my body, snaking into my thighs and my chest, pulsating all the way down to the tip of my cock. But if I give her the wrong answer, but I won't get anything at all. 
 
    As I begin to salivate, I focus as best I can. And then I give up. "Mistress, I will accept whatever you give me because I don't have any choice." For good measure, I added, "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "I'm glad to hear it. I guess I should probably feed my slave, don't you think?" 
 
    "Whatever you decide, Mistress," I answer. 
 
    "That's right. You don't get to have an opinion, do you? No one is interested in what you have to say. And why is that again?" 
 
    "Because I'm a boy." My shoulders clench slightly at those words, yet I push them out onto the air anyway. More to the point, they start to almost feel natural, like this is exactly how I should respond. Distantly, I think of social programming, how everyone feels like they are making their own decisions, but there are all of these different pressures, these different expectations that influence and shape who we really are. 
 
    "That's right. Because you're a boy." She reaches up and pats my cheek. "Now, would my boy like to get down on his knees to be fed?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, taking the cue. I get down on my knees, and I hold my hands behind my back. Victoria cuts small piece of steak, just a sliver, really, and she holds the fork down in front of my mouth. 
 
    "Go ahead. Feel free." 
 
    I take a bite, and I chew it. It feels so, so good! I haven't had anything like this in quite some time. 
 
    "I like feeding you. It makes me think that you're my little pet. Is that what you are? Are you my pet?" 
 
    It might be the food, but I feel like I can argue with her. For just a second, there's the temptation to tell her that I'm not a pet and I will never be a pet. Despite this, I give her what she wants because I know that obedience means getting more treats. "Yes, Mistress. I can be your pet. I can be whatever you want me to be." 
 
    "Good boy." This time, she rewards me with a piece of broccoli. It might not be steak, but I can accept it. It feels good as I chew and swallow. 
 
    For the next few minutes, she feeds me. At one point, she even lets me have a sip of wine. "This is so much fun, letting my slave heat my leftovers." She shakes her head, obviously amused. 
 
    And then she decides that I've had enough. Could I eat more? Probably. But that isn't my decision to make. 
 
    "Would you like to beg for another bite?" 
 
    "Would you like me to beg for another bite, Mistress?" 
 
    "You see! You really are learning how to be the perfect slave, aren't you? You aren't thinking about yourself or what you want anymore. No, you're thinking about your owner. You're thinking about how you can please me. Isn't that right, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I keep my head bowed down as I answer. 
 
    But apparently, I've done a good job because Victoria cuts off another small piece of meat, and she holds it up for me. I take the bite like an eager dog. I chew and swallow. 
 
    "Now, tell me about what you’ve learned." 
 
    "I'm learning to be a good slave, Mistress. I'm learning to obey." 
 
    "And why do you need to obey?" 
 
    Something inside of me tenses up once again. I don't want to give this to her; I don't want to surrender or yield. But what choice do I have? The answer is obvious: none. 
 
    "I need to obey because you're better than me." 
 
    "And why are you inferior again?" 
 
    In spite of myself, I look down at my trapped cock. Wearing a chastity cage shouldn't really change anything. I should still be the same man I've always been, but I feel that utter humiliation, knowing that my sex, the most obvious symbol of my manhood has been taken away and is now controlled by this girl. With all that in mind, I respond, "I'm inferior because I'm a boy." 
 
    "Yes, you are. So who is better than boys?" 
 
    "Women are better than boys, Mistress. They’re superior in every way." 
 
    "Such as?" 
 
    I don't know if she really believes this or if this is just part of my training regimen, but it doesn't matter, not to me, and certainly not to her. I realize Victoria really craves my obedience. And she gets it all over again. "Women are better than men in every way. They’re physically stronger. They are smarter and faster. They make good decisions." 
 
    "What kind of decisions do men make?" Victoria asks me. 
 
    My fingers push down into the palms of my hands, and I don't want to answer her, but I still don't have any choice. So it's easier for me to just ride the answers, to let myself get carried along on the current of her authority. 
 
    "They make mistakes, Mistress. They try to think for themselves, and they always get in trouble." 
 
    "Yes, that's right. Boys are arrogant. They think that they rule the world. But they don't, do they?" 
 
    I swallow. I gulp back my exasperation. This isn't fair. Men really do rule. Look at pretty much every country, and they are ruled by men. And yet, that might change. Victoria is certainly doing her part to subjugate the masculine half of humanity. 
 
    "No, Mistress." 
 
    "Who rules the world?" 
 
    "Women, Mistress." 
 
    "That's right. I know, it's not politically correct to say, but women really are better. Say it again." 
 
    "Women are better." 
 
    "Such a good slave. I love hearing you give me the right answers. I bet you were one of those kids back in junior high school who always had his hand in the air. Is that right, and Darren?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "I'm glad to hear it. I think you're going to be answering lots and lots of questions about why you deserve to be enslaved." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "There's one more thing I want to hear you say. You know what that is?" 
 
    "I think I can guess, Mistress." 
 
    With a wicked little smile, she gives me permission, "Go ahead. Guess." 
 
    "I'm a boy, Mistress, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Good!" She drops the key back into her shirt. 
 
    Victoria steps away from her chair, standing. She might be shorter than me, but she exudes this feminine authority that makes me shiver, that makes me feel so much smaller than her. 
 
    She reaches up, touching my cheek, "Oh, what's wrong? You look so subservient right now. Are you finally starting to understand that you belong to me, that you are always going to belong to me?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say. 
 
    "Maybe I should take you into the bedroom." She wobbles her head from side to side. 
 
    "Whatever you decide, Mistress." I know that this is the only correct answer, but I can still feel that serious desire run through my body. It makes it harder to think and easier to obey. 
 
    Victoria takes my hand, and she pulls. Docile, I follow her, letting her lead me back down the hallway. With every step, I can feel the hope blossom inside of me. And then I hear it, the electronic pinging and ringing of a cell phone. 
 
    "Stay here," Victoria commands, pushing me down onto the bed. She goes right out of the room. 
 
    A few seconds later, I hear her say, "Hello?" And she starts talking. "Oh, no. Not really busy." A few more seconds go by. "Interesting. Yeah, I think that sounds fun. Okay. Go ahead. Come right over." 
 
    Come right over? 
 
    This place belongs to Victoria. It is her house, so she can decide to do whatever she likes. And yet, I hate the idea that someone else will see me in this subservient position. 
 
    I stand by the bedroom door, wrists crossed over the small of my back. As I maintain this position, I can feel my determination melt away. It's easier to obey. It's easier to be obedient and to do as I'm told. 
 
    Victoria slides through the door, and she practically pounces on me. She grabs me, pulling me close to her body. She has her hands on my hips. She kisses me, her mouth going up to mine. She has one hand at the back of my head now, and she pulls on my scalp even as she pushes me down. 
 
    Her tongue probes my mouth. She teases me, aggressive and playful and cruel all at the same time. Pretty soon, I am moaning with desire. I lose all conscious thought as I let this happen. I ride the sensations, knowing that I'm never going to control what happens next. 
 
    She pushes me down onto the bed, and she continues making out with me. She pulls up my arms, pinning them above my head. She rubs her breasts against my chest, it feels wonderful! 
 
    Then she withdraws, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. "How's my boy?" 
 
    "Aroused, Mistress," I say. It feels like I'm biting through every sound. 
 
    If I could be free, then I would grab this girl and take her. I would show her what I could do as a man. But I'm not free. I'm a slave, so I must always think of how I can best obey my owner. She runs her fingernails along my naked skin, and then she kisses the tip of my nose. I close my eyes, waiting for another aggressive press of her mouth against mine. It doesn't come. Instead, I hear her flat, whispered voice, "Sorry, but one of my new friends is coming over, so we are going to go out tonight." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "We are probably going to go out, maybe see a show, maybe an art exhibit. Who knows?" Victoria must understand exactly how this makes me feel, how the disappointment stabs deep into my chest, how I can barely think. And yet, she makes it sound so easy, so casual, "I hear there's a new art exhibit. Apparently, there's an artist who likes posing slaves. She paints them too." 
 
    I open my mouth, breathing between my teeth. I try so hard to get something coherent or intelligent to come out, but I can't. 
 
    "Which reminds me. I should probably make sure you don't go anywhere." She reaches up toward the headboard of the bed. She grabs a pair of cuffs, and she clicks one ring around my wrist, the other to the wooden bedpost. 
 
    "Now, I want you to stay right here and think about me. Think about how you're going to be a good slave. This is an assignment, so if I come back and you don't have something very good tell me, I'm going to have to punish you." 
 
    "Isn't this a punishment?" I ask. 
 
    Victoria smiles down at me. I can see her lips glisten, her eyes shine with delight. "No, Darren. This isn't a punishment. A punishment involves you pleading and begging and completely desperate. A punishment involves breaking you, no matter how temporarily." 
 
    With that, she slides off of the bed, and I hear the door just a few seconds later. 
 
    No, no, no! This isn't fair! It's not right! She shouldn't be able to do this to me! "Mistress! Please, don't do this! I can't take this!" I cry out to those words, shouting as loud as I can, but it's futile because she is gone. "Please, I can't take this!" I shout again and again, but there's no one there to hear me. 
 
    Cuffed and helpless, I slump against of the mattress. 
 
      
 
    The adrenaline doesn't go away. 
 
    Once she's gone and I know that it doesn't do any good to shout or call out to her, I settle down. Or at least, I try to. My heart is still pumping, kicking hard in my chest. And I can feel it, that itching, scratching, gnawing need deep within my body. 
 
    That's the thing about arousal. Sometimes it psychological. Sometimes it's physical. And sometimes, it's both. 
 
    Right now, it's both. I can feel the need, that pressure right between my legs.  
 
    My body is ready for an orgasm, more than just ready. It is desperate. At the same time, I want to feel that rush of pleasure. How long has it been since I've been allowed to climax? 
 
    My mouth dries, and I don't know, not exactly. I'm breathing between my lips. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, I can't do anything but stay here. 
 
    This might not be a cage, but I am handcuffed to this bed now. 
 
    I close my eyes, and I try to lose myself. It would be easy to sleep or to dream. Hell, I would even settle for one of those brainwashing fantasies. Victoria did that to me before, and I look around now, half hoping to find another tube. 
 
    But there isn't anything. 
 
    Eyes shut, I exhale slowly. I can do this. I can meditate and distract myself. I can free myself from these desires. In doing so, maybe I will even rebel against Victoria. After all, she can control me so much more easily when I am horny and desperate. Take that away, and maybe I will stand chance. 
 
    Maybe. Perhaps. 
 
    Despite my uncertainties, I try. I breathe in and out. 
 
    I decide that I'm going to keep my eyes closed and I will simply count. I will focus on my breathing, and I will go from one number to another. I decide to count down from fifty. I begin, and then I start to run through the numbers. Fifty, forty-nine, forty-eight, forty-seven... 
 
    It seems to work. 
 
    My need for an orgasm is still there, hot and intense, this hunger deep within my body. And yet, I'm not thinking about it, so that's something. The numbers continue to tick down, and images begin to drift through my head. I think of Victoria, I think of Shannon, and I even think of that girl I used to have a crush on back in high school. 
 
    What was her name? 
 
    Sara. She was a cute redhead. Older than me, she never would have paid any attention, and I didn't stand a chance, but she was still interesting. 
 
    And I start thinking about her, what it would be like to be on my knees before her, naked. She would slide a collar around my neck, clicking it into place, and I would look up at her, my eyes big and filled with absolute adoration. 
 
    She would pat me on the head and tell me I was a good boy. 
 
    My eyes fly open. I'm back in Victoria's bedroom. My cock throbs, struggling against the plastic tube. But there's no way for me to break out of that prison. At best, I could try to reach down and get it off, but to do so would mean squeezing my scrotum to the point where I might as well just slam my balls in a vise. 
 
    No way. 
 
    That's not going to happen. 
 
    But I smirk, just briefly. I guess there are worse things than a chastity cage. 
 
    My humor doesn't last long. I laugh for a second, and then I slam my elbows down against the mattress. I kick out with my feet, and I roll over. Only one arm is cuffed to the bed, so I get back up on my hands and knees, and I look at the handcuffs. 
 
    The metal encircles my wrist, and I can tell right away that this thing isn't a toy. It isn't one of those handcuffs you might get from a costume shop. It doesn't have any quick release, and the metal is solid. 
 
    I stare at it, wishing that I could just somehow break free. Or maybe there would be some sort of design flaw, something small that I might be able to exploit. 
 
    I don't know how to pick locks, and I'm not strong enough to even think about trying to bend or break any part of this. I already know that if I start pulling on it, yanking as hard as I can, the ring will begin to tighten, clicking smaller and smaller until it leaves red welts on my skin. 
 
    I don't need any more pain, so I refuse to do that. 
 
    And then I follow the small chain up to the bed post, and my eyes widen. 
 
    No way. 
 
    This isn't possible. 
 
    But it is. 
 
    Victoria handcuffed me to the bed, but the bed post goes up straight. 
 
    Tentatively, I stand up, feeling more and more like an idiot. I lift the other side of the handcuff all the way up and over the top of the bed post. And just like that, I'm free. 
 
    Victoria chained me to the bed, but she didn't actually imprison me here. Why not? 
 
    Did she make a mistake? Was she so eager to go see her friend is that she made this huge mistake? Or did she do it on purpose? Did she want me to realize that I was never trapped at all, but it was only my own incompetence and blossoming subservience that kept me here on my back until she would return? 
 
    I don't know, and I tell myself that it doesn't matter. Even so, I feel like an idiot. 
 
    Seriously, how my going to get out of here if I make mistakes like that? 
 
    I shake my head and tell myself that it doesn't matter. 
 
    "Now what do I do?" I ask no one in particular. 
 
    As hard as it is to admit, I don't have a plan. I'm in Victoria's house, and I'm not restrained. Well, I have a handcuff on, but just one. I can move around. Part of me looks down at the chastity cage, and I consider trying to remove it. Maybe if I could find a blade or something, but the idea of trying to cut it off, especially when it is so intimately close to my cock, just scares me. 
 
    So no. I'm going to stay in chastity for the time being. If I can get out of here and find a hospital, I'm sure they will be able to remove it carefully. 
 
    I swallow, and I feel the collar around my neck. I could try to get that off, but I don't see any point in it. No. I need to figure a way out of here. Tentatively, I walk back to the front door, and I touch my fingertips to the handle. I pull, waiting for something. I don't even know what. Electric shock? Maybe an alarm? 
 
    But no. The door opens, and I peek out. It looks like the street is mostly empty. If I want to just walk outside, I can do it. 
 
    But what happens if a woman spots me? 
 
    I already know the answer: she will call Animal Control. And there's no guarantee that a woman like Officer Ramirez would be able to capture me again, but I don't like the idea of taking any chances. 
 
    I need clothing. I need something that will make me just a little bit less conspicuous. 
 
    Reluctantly, I go back to Victoria's bedroom, and I open her closet. Of course, nothing she has will fit. Her jeans are way too small. Her shirts would be absurdly tight on me. That's just not going to work. 
 
    But then, I see a bathrobe. It is white and fuzzy, completely unisex. It's not much, but maybe it will give me some slight advantage? It's better than being naked. That much is certain. 
 
    I pull it on, and it feels good to cover myself up again. I hate being naked in front of all of these women all the time. I despise the fact that they can keep me at such a severe disadvantage just by denying me clothing. 
 
    But that's how the city works. At least for now. Once I get out, I will bring this whole place down, and these girls will end up in prison where they belong. 
 
    That thought grants me an extra modicum of strength. 
 
    I stop and wait, wondering if I should grab anything else. I don't know exactly how far I’m going to have to walk. It shouldn't be too long, I think. If I can just get back to the freeway, maybe I can hitch a ride. I just need one person to help me out. Then the entire city will come crashing down. 
 
    So I don't take anything with me, no food, no water. This might seem foolish, but I need to be able to move quickly. It’s dark out now, but that won't last forever, especially if I have to walk. I don't have any shoes, but I don't care. 
 
    Nervous, I trudge to the front door, and I step out onto her porch. I keep my head down. I also pull the hood over my face. 
 
    I walk down the steps, one after another, and a car drives by. I freeze instantly, terrified. I can hear the tires roll along the asphalt. But the car keeps driving, and it disappears down the road, and I can't look too conspicuous. If I act like I'm guilty, someone will certainly notice me. I stick my hands in my pockets, and I do my best to pretend that I'm just another female citizen out for an evening stroll. 
 
    I make it down one block, then another. 
 
    An obvious point occurs to me, and I feel like an idiot all over again. This is even worse than missing the handcuffs. 
 
    Where am I going? 
 
    It's not like I have a phone or GPS to guide me. I obviously don't have a map on me. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I keep walking. I pick a random direction, and I focus on moving. 
 
    Then I see it. Downtown. The city is fairly small with just a a few streets in their business district. But I know that the freeway is to the south. So I start walking again, changing directions. Up ahead, I see a police car. 
 
    Adrenaline spikes through my body, and I'm tempted to start running. But no, the police car turns to the left, disappearing. 
 
    It's getting later and later. 
 
    Hours go by where I'm wandering around, doing my best to make my way south. Then I see it up ahead. The freeway! 
 
    There are still blocks of houses to the left and right, but if I stick to this main avenue, I will be able to get up to the freeway. My feet hurt at this point. I can feel little pebbles and stones lodged up against my skin, but I ignore that pain. It's nothing compared to the spankings and humiliations I've already endured. 
 
    Then I hear it. 
 
    Sirens. 
 
    Could it be something else? 
 
    I doubt it. 
 
    When literally half the population here has been enslaved, it doesn't seem like crime would be a particularly big problem. 
 
    I stop, freezing. I look around. 
 
    Then it occurs to me. The sounds of the sirens are getting louder. I can hear the screech on the air, each one an announcement. The police are coming. The police are coming. The police are coming for me. 
 
    I start running. 
 
    I have no idea what time it is, but it's dark and cold. In white robes, I will be easy to spot. A breeze catches my hood and pulls it back. 
 
    "Hey! Hey, you. Do you need some help?" It's a female voice. It's coming from one of the porches. I didn't realize anyone was out this late. 
 
    I glance over at her, immediately thinking that I'm just going to keep running. 
 
    "You'll never get away if you just try to run," she calls out to me. She has her hands cupped around her mouth. 
 
    Is she right? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    I don't like to think about it, but I run the calculations quickly. If the police are getting closer and closer. These houses don't have anywhere for me to hide. Maybe I could try to sneak into one, one that isn't locked? But even then, I would be stumbling around in the dark. I could try to hide behind some bushes or something, but that doesn't sound like a great idea either. 
 
    So I turn, and I jog over to the woman. 
 
    "Don't worry. I'll take care of you," she promises, quickly going to her door. She opens it for me, and I step across the threshold. A second later, she is on the other side with me, the door closed and locked. 
 
      
 
    One lamp has been turned on. It glows in the corner of her small living room. This place isn't as big as Victoria's. Even so, it seems homey and comfortable. There are pictures along the walls, different women hugging and smiling. 
 
    I know I should speak, but I can't quite bring myself to talk, not to this woman. It's hard to trust any woman in the city. 
 
    "Look, I'm sure you're feeling very skittish right now, and that's completely understandable. So let's start out easy. Would you like something to drink?" 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    "Are you hungry?" 
 
    She seems amiable enough, so it's easy for me to ask, "Why are you helping me?" 
 
    "Because it looks like you need it." 
 
    The girl turns on another set of lights. Suddenly the room is bright. I glance out the window, just in time to see a cop car with its sirens flashing drive by. A shiver runs down my back, mostly because they would have caught me by now. 
 
    "Who are you?" I ask. I want to stand up straight.  
 
    "My name is Alicia." She smiles at me. She's smaller than me, smaller than even Veronica. She has a petite frame, a heart-shaped face, black hair, and big brown eyes. She's cute. Under other circumstances, I would be tempted to hit on her. 
 
    But right now, she has pretty much every advantage. 
 
    Part of me wonders what it would be like if we had to wrestle one another. Then a shiver runs down my spine. It reverberates through my body, this waft of embarrassment and anticipated shame. She would hold me down. Just like all of the other women here, she must be stronger than me. 
 
    "You'd still didn't tell me why you're helping me." 
 
    "Because I thought you needed it," she says again, like that's a real answer. "I know how hard things can be here." 
 
    I nod slowly. 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I look around, wondering if she might be able to help me. "Do you own any slaves?" I ask. 
 
    "Nope," she says. 
 
    "Can I stay here until tomorrow night?" 
 
    Alicia is about to answer when there's a knock on the door. I don't know what time it is, but it must be late, past midnight at least. What are they doing? It's obvious. They're looking for me. 
 
    "Don't try to run," Alicia says. Her voice is loaded with casual authority. Instead, she walks right by me just as she glances over her shoulder and shouts to the door. "I'll be there in one second!" 
 
    I start to follow her, and she takes me to a small guest room. There's a small bed set out in the middle of the room, and I see the four sets of restraints. 
 
    "No. No way." I start shaking my head, but Alicia comes right up to me. Just as Victoria has done many times before, Alicia touches a finger to my mouth. It's a bizarrely intimate gesture, especially coming from a woman I don't know. 
 
    "Look. I get it. You're nervous. But you don't want to be skittish and make a mistake. If you try to run out of here, they will catch you. If they decide they want to search my house, they can do that, especially if there is a male on the loose. If I strap you down, I could just tell them that you're my slave." 
 
    My nostrils flare as I exhale. 
 
    I stand here, feeling foolish. But then, I decide that I don't really have any choice. 
 
    I lay down. 
 
    "You're going to have to take off the robe first." 
 
    There's another knock on the door. It's louder, more insistent this time. Do the cops know that Alicia here is hiding something? 
 
    She wants me naked and strapped down. She wants me helpless. 
 
    There is another knock at the door. 
 
    "I could just run out to the back door," I tell her, though not sure if I'm really trying to talk to myself. 
 
    "You could," she allows. "And I won't stop you. But if you do, they will catch you." 
 
    My insides tighten as I pull off the robe and drop it to the floor. Next, I lay down, and Alisha straps me to the bed. I feel the restraints slide around my wrists and my ankles. 
 
    Finally, she gets up and turns back toward the door. I wish that she wasn't going to leave me here, but there's nothing I can do. 
 
    A few seconds later, I hear Alicia open the door. "Sorry about that," she says. "I was working on something, and it couldn't be interrupted. 
 
    "We have reports of a missing male. Would you mind if we looked around?" comes the polite yet firm request of a police officer. 
 
    "Absolutely," replies my hostess. 
 
    Alicia and the officer walk around the house. I can hear their footsteps. At the same time, I absentmindedly probe my restraints, wondering if Alicia loosened them enough for me to get out if necessary. 
 
    She didn't. 
 
    Silently, I curse myself. I think of one insult after another, pretty much every one of which ends in the word "dumb ass." 
 
    Then, I hear the footsteps right outside the door. 
 
    "This is where I keep my slave, especially when I don't need him," Alicia says. She opens up the door, and I turn my head, realizing something. What if it is Officer Ramirez? What if she sees me? She probably knows that Victoria, not Alicia, purchased me. If that's the case, I am royally screwed. 
 
    But instead, the woman standing at the threshold is statuesque with long, blonde hair. She is tall with a narrow build. She looks like the kind of woman who would probably do very well striding a catwalk in New York or some other fashion forward city. 
 
    "You belong to this woman?" 
 
    "Yes," I answer, only remembering to append a quick "ma'am" a heartbeat later. 
 
    The blonde officer nods her head, like this is to be expected. 
 
    "Tell me. Is your Mistress cruel to you?" 
 
    I look away, doing my best to pretend that I am a thoroughly broken and timid slave. "Sometimes, ma'am." I know that I'm just playing a game, that this is nothing but a deception, but it still makes me feel dirty and helpless all at the same time. 
 
    "That's good to hear. You boys shouldn't ever try to step beyond your station. Understand?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I understand." 
 
    The blonde turns away. Alicia closes the door. I can hear them talking from the other side, only I can't make out exactly what they're saying. All the while, my heart punches in my chest, making me wonder if I made a stupid mistake. I start pulling against my restraints, wishing I could get free. I wiggle my body from side to side. 
 
    Then I hear the front door again, and I freeze. There's more conversation, and the door shuts. 
 
    It seems like I have to wait through another miniature eternity for Alicia to return. But then she’s standing over me. She smiles. "How do you feel?" 
 
    "I feel like I need to get out of here." 
 
      
 
    For several seconds, Alicia just waits, like she thinks that I'm going to get up on my own. I pull against the restraints, wiggling my arms. This isn't a genuine attempt, however. 
 
    "Oh, you can't get up?" Her eyes widen with surprise. Then she stammers out an apology. "Sorry, I really thought you would be able to get up if you needed to. I guess I'm stronger than I look." She giggles, and the sound reminds me of Victoria. 
 
    But the restraints come off, and I let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you. Thank you, Alicia." It feels really good not to call her ma'am or Mistress. 
 
    "No problem," she replies with a wave of her hand. 
 
    I get up, and I grab my robe from the other side of the bed. It's a good thing I didn't leave it on the floor in front of the door. If that Animal Control agent had found it, then she might have started asking questions, and that could have gotten awkward very quickly. 
 
    "Look, I'm really grateful, but I need to get out of here." 
 
    The idea of just staying here for a full day leaves me uneasy. 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yeah. I really need to do this." I look back up at her, worried. What she contradicts me? What if she tells me to stay? 
 
    Then I tell myself that it isn't her damned decision. Seriously, this is my choice. And Alicia has been incredibly kind to help me, but I don't owe her anything, and she doesn't get a vote. This is my life and my decision. I'm not her slave, so she can't tell me what to do. 
 
    "Look, if you want to go out there, you really should wait. If they see anyone out there alone, they're going to be stopped and interrogated. Just wait until the morning. I'm sure you'll do a lot better then." 
 
    I grit my teeth, knowing that she is probably right. 
 
    "Fine. You mind if I sleep on your couch?" 
 
    "Sure thing," she says. 
 
      
 
    Her couch is soft and squishy. It seems like something that a college student would probably like quite a bit. I consider asking Alicia some questions about who she is or why she's in the city, but I hold off. 
 
    Every time I see her, there is this little spark of attraction because she's cute. She reminds me of a kid sister or the girl next door. While Victoria is playfully corporate, Alicia seems somehow innocent. Granted, a lot of what she has done for me probably colors my interpretation. 
 
    I cross my arms and legs. I occasionally look down at my chastity cage, and I swallow as I close my eyes and try to drift off to sleep. 
 
    Much to my surprise, I lose consciousness almost immediately. And I wake up to the sensation of warm sunlight on my cheek. It feels really good. 
 
    Alicia is standing just a few feet away. "Look, I've been thinking about your situation, Darren, and I think you really need my help." She holds up her hands just as I'm about to say it isn't her choice. She seems to understand, which is pretty reassuring. At least one woman in the city isn't completely crazy. "If you let me help you, I can make sure you get to where you need to go." 
 
    "How?" 
 
    "If you go out there, they're going to see you. They're going to see an unescorted man, and that's going to attract lots and lots of attention. But if you let me restrain you, I can move you without anyone asking any questions. A guy walking on his own? Yeah, that's really suspicious. A woman out for a walk with her slave? No big deal." 
 
    I look around the small living room. My eyes linger on a painting of a forest landscape. It is of trees, a small cabin off in the distance, some mountains. A campfire has pigmented smoke wafting up toward the sky. 
 
    I breathe out slowly, hating the fact that I really do need to trust this woman. "Okay. Let's do it." 
 
    Alicia smiles brightly just before she turns around. She dashes back into the kitchen or wherever, and then she comes back with a simple, black leash. 
 
    "Here. Let me just put this on your collar!" 
 
      
 
    We start walking down the street, heading toward the freeway. Then Alicia pulls me closer to her. I hate the way she can just yank on my leash, effectively guiding me wherever she wants to go. I'm about to tell her that I'm not her slave, but she has something she wants to say. 
 
    "Control officers!" 
 
    That's when she pulls even harder on my leash, turning us to the side. We go down another alley, and then we start going north. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I ask, struggling to keep up. I like to believe that I'm fairly athletic, but Alicia is wearing shoes, and I'm barefoot. It makes it harder to walk. I thought I made good time last night, but I was probably wrong. 
 
    Alicia throws another glance over her shoulder. "Look. You trusted me this far. I promise you, I'm going to get you where you need to go." 
 
    "Fine." 
 
    We continue to head past one house after another. Occasionally, Alicia stops us. Or she will glance off into the distance. Then we will start jogging again. It feels strange. Wasn't she confident that as long as she escorted me, no one would stop us or bother us? 
 
    Then again, if Victoria has a picture of me, the Animal Control agents might know exactly what I look like. Sure, she never pulled out a phone to snap my picture or anything, but that doesn't mean the workers at the pound didn't take my picture while I was unconscious under their care. 
 
    I hate that I don't know what happened to me. I hated that I have to be led around on a leash. I hate the fact that we're going the wrong way! 
 
    After a little while, Alicia starts talking. I don't say much, but she doesn't really seem to mind as she discusses her past. She says that she works in IT, that she likes the city, though she really isn't sure what she thinks about the gender dynamics. 
 
    Yes, she calls them "gender dynamics," like this is some normal situation. 
 
    Again and again, I tell myself that she's helping me. 
 
    We continue north, going past one block after another. The houses seem indistinguishable at this point. 
 
    "Did you know that a lot of the boys here really do enjoy being enslaved?" 
 
    "That hardly seems likely," I answer her, letting every word drip with venom. 
 
    "No, it's true!" Alisha chirps. She walks a little bit faster, pulling again on my leash. I do my best to keep up, mostly because I hate the feel of the tension around my neck. "Seriously, lots of guys come here, and they are eager to be owned." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Isn't it obvious? Some men just understand that they should be subservient. And I guess it kind of makes sense if you think about how much easier it would be. You have this one goal in life, and you don't need to worry about anything else." 
 
    "Goal? What goal?" 
 
    "Pleasing your owner!" 
 
    "No way." 
 
    Alicia continues on. We are heading up toward another intersection. At the same time, several cars drive by, but no one slows down or glances in my direction. The females see that I'm on a leash, that I'm being controlled, so they don't take any interest in me. On the one hand, it makes me feel good about my deception. On the other, it makes me angry because they don't view me as a threat. 
 
    "Think about most relationships. If you are out in the regular world, then you are a man, and you have to worry about pleasing your boss and your girlfriend and your friends. It's a lot to take on. Oh, and there are whatever other conditions you might have. Maybe you want to get a really good job or publish a book or something, but that's probably not going to happen." 
 
    I clench my teeth; sure, this girl is helping me, but she is also very irritating. 
 
    "If you are a slave, you just have one person you need to please. She will own you and tell you what to do, and you can learn everything you want about her." 
 
    This time, I don't respond. And yet, I still think of Victoria. I imagine myself serving her day after day, on my knees, crawling at her feet, licking her. 
 
    My nostrils twitch at the thought. And yet, there's something else as well. I think about how it felt when she would force me to cook or clean or massage her feet. There was that overwhelming sense of subservience, the actual need to please her. 
 
    That desire seemed to subsume everything else. At the time, it scared me, and with good reason. 
 
    Is it possible that, if I stayed here long enough, I would start to act like one of those guys that Alicia describes? 
 
    Again, I go to the same answer: no way. I'm not a slave. I'm not some pathetic boy who can't think for himself. These girls insist that men are weak, but that's not true. 
 
    We turn at the intersection, and I'm lost in thought for the most part. Alicia continues to chatter on, talking about how many happy boys she has seen. She even says something about how most of them don't need to be restrained. Their owners keep them in collars or shackled just as a reminder, but they are "totally unnecessary." 
 
    Then I see the house up ahead. 
 
    I spot Victoria's car and her house. 
 
    What are we doing here? 
 
    We went in a circle! 
 
    "Where are we going?" 
 
    Alicia glances back at me. "I told you already. I’m taking you where you need to go!" But she's not talking about escape...She's talking about my cage... 
 
    "Oh, hell no!" Without thinking, I turn, and I start to run. 
 
    Alicia holds onto my leash. My slack disappears, and then I feel the collar dig into my throat, choking me. I stumble, hitting my knees on the sidewalk. "Don't do that, Darren. You don't want to damage yourself. You're very valuable property." 
 
    I start to get up, but she puts one hand on the top of my head. 
 
    "No, no. Stay down." 
 
    "Why are you doing this?" 
 
    "Because you've been a very bad slave. Wanting to get away? That doesn't make any sense. Don't you understand that you're going to be so much happier here? Your owner is going to train you. She's going to break you of all of this false equality nonsense." 
 
    "But you said you were going to help me!" 
 
    This time, Alicia kneels down beside me, and she looks into my eyes. For a moment, she seems genuinely sincere, like she really does have my best interests at heart. "Oh, but I do want to help you, Darren. And that's exactly what I'm doing. You might not be able to see it right now, but you need this. You don't want to go back to the real world where you have to pretend that you are capable of making your own decisions. That's just silliness." 
 
    She means it. She means every freaking word. 
 
    I reach out, grabbing onto the leash, and I try to wrench it from her hand. 
 
    Her grip tightens around of the material, and she doesn't let go. Worse, I’m not strong enough to get it away from her. 
 
    "Now, I'm going to take you back to your Mistress, and you're going to crawl like a good slave. Not only that, you're going to apologize and beg for forgiveness." 
 
    "Never," I growl back at her. 
 
    "You're probably going to want to reconsider that," she says. Then she smirks. "You want to know why?" Alisha doesn't wait for me to ask. "If you really annoy your owner, she's going to have to take you to an obedience tutor. You aren’t going to like that. You're not going to like that one bit." 
 
    "I'm going to get out of here," I say, but Alisha hops back up onto her feet, and she’s still holding onto the leash. She pulls, and I start crawling. 
 
      
 
    We get closer, foot by foot. All the while, I wonder what I can do. I run through the same scenarios. Bribe her? No. Threaten her? No. Fight? No. 
 
    Like it or not, there's nothing I can do, so I crawl forward, my head down. Abject humiliation burns through my body, searing my eyes. I want to cry. I can feel it, that itching just near the surface. 
 
    Despite the yearning, I'm not going to embarrass myself like that. 
 
    Alisha brings me up the steps to the front door. She knocks several times. 
 
    The door swings open, and there she is, Victoria. She has on a yellow sundress, sandals, and a simple necklace with a sapphire just above her breasts. 
 
    "My slave!" She crouches down immediately. "Oh, thank you for finding him!" 
 
    "It really wasn't a big deal." 
 
    "No, it definitely is. Please, come in. I'm going to have to punish him, but I would really like to offer you a reward or at least a thank you," Victoria says. 
 
    "I really should get going," Alisha replies, but both women are smiling, and I can tell that they are playing a game. Alisha will insist that she doesn't want any kind of reward, that this isn't a big deal one way or the other. On the other side of that same coin, Victoria will continue to say that she must to do something. 
 
    And eventually, Alisha will go inside. 
 
    "No. Please, I would feel terrible if I didn't give you something. Please, just cup of tea?" 
 
    "That does sound nice," Alicia says. Victoria takes my temporary captor by the hands, and she guides Victoria forward. At the same time, she takes the leash and wraps it around her wrist. I follow after my Mistress. 
 
    The two women start talking. 
 
    "Where did you find him?" 
 
    "Actually, it's kind of funny. He was trying to sneak back to the freeway." 
 
    "Oh, that is funny." 
 
    I want to ask why, but neither girl seems inclined to tell me anything. In fact, with me on my hands and knees, they talk about me like I'm a dog in the room. I might be a cherished possession, but I'm still a possession, a pet. 
 
    "Anyway. He was trying to get away and he was wearing a robe." 
 
    "He was wearing clothing? Without permission?" 
 
    Alisha shrugs. "Well, he was trying to get away." 
 
    "That's true." 
 
    Victoria finally looks down at me. I lift my head, and our eyes meet for a moment. I try not to be intimidated. In a second, I try to communicate my resilience, my defiance, my grit. I want to tell her that I'm not going to break. 
 
    I will try again and again and again to get away. And eventually, I will succeed! 
 
    "I guess he's going to have to spend some time with an obedience tutor." 
 
    "From what I understand, Magdalena Shepherd is really good." 
 
    "She does have a good reputation," Victoria agrees. 
 
    Who is this woman? What is an obedience tutor? Then I chide myself. I'm sure the title is self-explanatory. 
 
    "The only problem with Magdalena is that she has a pretty long waiting list." 
 
    Victoria crouches down beside me, and she removes the leash. Then she touches my chin. "Slave, I know that you're confused and you probably don't know what's going on, and that's okay. What you need to understand is that you are back here, and I'm not letting you go. That said, you still have your duties. So you're going to go into the kitchen and you're going to make us some tea. Tell me you understand." 
 
    "I, I understand." 
 
    But that isn't enough. Victoria reaches down, and she pinches my nipple, twisting. Pain and arousal shoot through me all over again. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    "I, I understand, Mistress." She releases my nipple, prompting me to exhale with relief. 
 
    "There's a good slave." She taps me on the cheek before I stand up. I look down at myself. Then I look at these two ladies. Alisha has taken a spot on the couch; Victoria lowers herself rather demurely onto one of the chairs. 
 
    Head bowed down, I go back into the kitchen. 
 
    My heart is pounding as I take in this familiar scenery. 
 
    I'm back. 
 
      
 
    "How long do you think it's going to take?" Alisha asks. 
 
    "Take?" Victoria takes a cup from the tray I’m holding. I hate acting like a server. In fact, I used to be proud of the fact that, while in college, I never had to work at a fast food place or even a regular restaurant. Even as an undergraduate, I was able to work in offices. 
 
    "Yeah, how long you think it's going to take for all of the men to finally accept their position?" 
 
    "Here or out there?" Victoria asks, nodding her head toward the rest of the planet. 
 
    Alisha smiles. "Well, I imagine that's going to take a lot longer. I was thinking more of the city. I mean, you do hear about boys like this one from time to time. They're just too stubborn or silly to really understand where they belong." 
 
    "Where do you belong, Darren?" Victoria asks me. 
 
    For a second, I just don't know what to do. I can tell her what she wants to hear; I can promise that I'm a good slave and that I belong at her feet or on my knees. If I do this, then maybe she will be more lenient on me later on. Perhaps I can show her that I've already learned my lesson and that I will be an obedient, simpering slave, just the way she wants. 
 
    Or I can remain defiant. 
 
    "Wherever you put me," I say. A heartbeat later, I say the required "Mistress." 
 
    "He's behaving now, but I'm a little bit skeptical," Alicia says as she takes a sip of her tea. "Although I do have to say, he did a good job here." 
 
    "I agree, though we shouldn't let him get a big head," says Victoria as she takes a sip from her cup. 
 
    "But seriously. You think it'll just take months? Years? Do you think there are men out there who actually have the resilience or strength to fight us forever?" 
 
    Victoria laughs. "No way!" 
 
    "Really?" Alisha raises an eyebrow. "You sound pretty sure of yourself." 
 
    "Absolutely. Yes." Victoria takes a second, probably because she wants to deal with this question seriously. "Okay, so you have all of these guys out there, but they are used to getting lots of social encouragement. If a guy is aggressive or rude, we let it pass. If a woman does the same thing, we hate her until the end of time. We judge women on their looks. We judge men on their accomplishments. And if a woman ever complains about the system, we assume that it must be because she is weaker or just whiny. Despite this, women are getting more and more powerful throughout society. And men? They don't have the wherewithal to really fight back." 
 
    "What you mean?" Alisha leans forward. 
 
    "Well, men have always had all these advantages. Without them, they will seem even weaker than they are now. So yeah, I think men will have to face the inevitable. Enslavement." 
 
    "You're wrong," I say. 
 
    The two women raise a single eyebrow each. They look over at me, and they are smirking, like they want to hear what I have to say, even though they think it's going to be more amusing than anything else. As far as they believe, I'm not capable of coming up with any good ideas because I am just an inferior boy. 
 
    "Men can be strong and powerful. I know it." That's all I say. Then I lift my head, and I stare straight ahead, like I'm not worried about what they might do. 
 
    "Maybe we should perform a little experiment?" 
 
    This is bad. I can tell right away. Why did I have to say something? Why did I have to defend my sex? 
 
    Because it's important that they understand that they're not going to win. 
 
    Victoria gets up. She sets her tea and plate aside. Then she walks over to me, and she pulls out the chain with the silver key that goes to my chastity cage. She sways it from side to side, letting it dangle right in front of me, though I stare straight ahead. I try to pretend that I don't care about that small tool. 
 
    "I bet, with just a little bit of stimulation, you would be willing to say that every single man, within just couple of years, will have a collar around his neck and a woman standing above him." 
 
    Again, my ego gets the best of me. I look into her eyes. "Never," I say, clenching my teeth. 
 
    "Let's see," Victoria says. With that, her hand shoots out, and she grabs me by the back of my neck. She shoves me down onto my knees. That isn't good enough for her. A second later, she knocks me to the floor. I'm on my back, and she nods over to Alisha. "Can you take care of his hands for me?" 
 
    The dark-haired girl smiles and hops up onto her feet. She comes around, and she kneels. She takes my wrists and pins them. 
 
    Even though I already know I won't be able to break her grip, I still try. I flex my muscles, writhing beneath her. 
 
    And Victoria uses the key. She unlocks my chastity cage, pulling it off of me. Instantly, my cock goes hard. "You know what’s so funny about boys? You can't hide what you're feeling. It must be frustrating. Is this why so many men are insecure? Because, deep down, you know that you have this one piece of equipment right here that is so vulnerable, so pathetically transparent? You can never deny whether or not you like a girl. You can never hide the truth about what you're feeling." 
 
    "I'm feeling anger," I tell her, doing my best to keep those words understated. 
 
    "Maybe," Victoria allows. "But you're also very, very horny." 
 
    I grit my teeth, mostly because I can't deny the truth. 
 
    She strokes me, running her fingers along my shaft. A quiver of desire burns through my body, making me shiver. 
 
    "Here's the trade, slave. Tell me that all men are going to be broken, that all men are going to assume their rightful places on their knees. And if you do, I'll let you have an orgasm." As she speaks, she carefully wraps her fingers around my cock. She squeezes gently. 
 
    I get close, so freaking close to an orgasm, but then she relaxes her grip, and she takes her hand away entirely. 
 
    Clenching my eyes shut, I tell myself that I'm not going to bend or break. And yet, I know that this release of pleasure could feel incredible. It could be a special kind of delicious, something that I wanted so badly, with pretty much every fiber of my being. 
 
    But if I give in, I will prove her right. These girls will walk away believing that they really can break any man. 
 
    They will have tamed me. 
 
    But then she's touching me again, working her fingertips up and down my cock. 
 
    I try to pull away. I just want to cover myself, only Alisha won't let me! 
 
    "They're so cute when they struggle," Alicia says. "And that reminds me, since he's so stubborn, does that mean you haven't given him his second dose yet?" 
 
    "No, not yet. He had some interesting dreams last night, but I have been holding off." 
 
    "Really? Why?" 
 
    "I like seeing just how hopeful he can be," Victoria says. While she touches me, she decides to do something else as well. She bends forward, leaning down. Some of her hair comes loose, falling along my cheeks as she starts to kiss me. 
 
    There it is again, the feel of her mouth, soft and warm and wet. 
 
    It feels like my body will climax on its own, without any kind of stimulation. Of course, she’s still lightly petting me, moving her fingertips up and down my cock. 
 
    Then she pulls away. "You have something you'd like to say?" Before she even finishes the question, she wraps her fingers around my member, giving me another squeeze, another taste, another shattered echo of what I might get, if only I surrender. 
 
    I look up at her. I stare hard, though it feels like I'm not really seeing anything at all...like my brain just can't process what's happening. 
 
    "I, I..." 
 
    "What do you want to say? What does the slave boy want to tell his Mistress?" Victoria asks. She cuts me off on purpose because she wants to make this more difficult. I can't just nod my head or breathe out a simple "yes." 
 
    She squeezes again, and my shaft almost starts to pulsate. I almost blow my load. 
 
    "Go ahead, Darren. Say it. We all know you're going to eventually. Victoria is right. Boys are meant to be slaves. It's probably just what you're born for. You need this. Just make it easier on yourself," Alicia says. I hate the way that she teases me with every breath, but those words sound like condemnation and encouragement all at the same time. 
 
    Primal rage shoots through me as I try to kick out. I swing my heels through the air, eager to break her hold on me. But Alicia is still stronger than me. They both are. She holds me in place, and Victoria takes her hand away again. 
 
    She waits, perhaps counting just a couple of seconds. Then she brings her hand back between my legs, and she starts touching me. She uses both of her hands this time, teasing my scrotum with one set of fingers, gripping my shaft with the other. 
 
    The sensations overwhelm me. 
 
    They make it impossible to think, impossible to do anything but speak. 
 
    "Yes! You're right, Victoria! You're right. Boys are slaves. We can't help it. You're better. You're stronger. You’re smarter." I gasp out those words, fumbling from one syllable to the next. I probably make mistakes. Hell, I'm probably stuttering or something, but I can't really tell. 
 
    But I've done it, so Victoria owes me an orgasm. 
 
    Or so I think. 
 
      
 
    "Very good!" Alicia calls out, smiling down at me. She tightens her grip on my wrists. 
 
    "That is very good," Victoria says. "And you see? Boys really are dumb and weak. There's a reason why you're on your back, all helpless. You can't even hold out for a few minutes." She shakes her head, like she's actually disappointed in me. 
 
    But she won! 
 
    "Yes, you're right," I say. "Please, can I please have an orgasm now?" Without even giving them the chance to answer, I start begging. "Please, Mistress! I'm going to be a good slave for you. Please, I will do anything and everything you want! I will be the best and most obedient servant! Please, please, please!" I wheeze out each word, and I know that I sound pathetic, but I can't make myself care. 
 
    Dignity. Self-respect. Independence. These concepts become meaningless abstractions once again. 
 
    Victoria tilts her head to the side. "No." 
 
    "What?" I cry out, almost screaming the word. 
 
    "No," she replies again, sharper this time. 
 
    Once I finally understand what she's saying, I try to get up again, only to feel Alicia put me back down to the floor. She holds my hands above my head as I rotate my hips from side to side and kick out with my feet. Again, this doesn't make any difference; it doesn't do any good. 
 
    Stumbling from one word to the next, I accuse Victoria. "That's not fair! You, you promised! You said that if I did what you wanted, you would let me have an orgasm!" 
 
    "That's true." Victoria allows. "But guess what? I'm your owner, so I don't have to be fair. I don't have to honor anything I tell you. You're a slave. You’re property," she explains. Then she giggles and glances back to Alicia. "Silly boys. They still don't get it." 
 
    "I think this is going to help him," Alicia says. 
 
    "No!" 
 
    "I'm sure you'll feel a lot better once I have you locked back up in your chastity cage," Victoria says to me. 
 
    She picks up the different pieces. She holds them above me. My eyes widen. 
 
    And yet, I'm too big and hard for her to be able to get that prison back on. 
 
    For just a second, I smile, flashing my teeth. "Ha! You can't do it, not right now!" It feels good to finally win. 
 
    And yet, Victoria just smiles again, like she knows something I can't. She gets up, and she heads out of the room. 
 
    Quickly, I look over at my other captor. "Alicia, please. You must know that the city isn’t fair. Look, I meant what I said. I'm going to be a good slave." 
 
    "So?" 
 
    "So, if I'm a good slave, I deserve an orgasm! Please, just one!" I'm begging like a little kid who wants a piece of candy, but I still can't stop myself. 
 
    "Yeah, that doesn't work." 
 
    "What? Why not?" 
 
    Alicia shakes her head. A wisp of hair falls in front of her eyes, but she doesn't bother to tuck it behind her ear. Instead, she explains to me, "This isn't about what you deserve. This isn’t about making any deals with you either. We don't make deals with you. You know why we don't make deals with you?" 
 
    Slowly, tentatively, I give her the correct answer. "Because I'm a slave." 
 
    "Yes! Because you're a slave! Slaves don't get to negotiate or enter into contracts. You don't get to agree to anything, Darren. A woman will tell you what to do, and you will obey. That's how this works now." 
 
    Just as I take a breath, desperate to say something, anything to make her change her mind, Victoria comes back. She kneels down beside me, and she's holding a bowl. Why? What does she have in that little blue bowl? 
 
    "So there are two ways we can do this," Victoria says. "Either you can promise that you're going to be a good boy and relax right now, letting all of the blood drain away from your cock, or we’re going to do this the hard way." 
 
    "Go to hell!" 
 
    "The hard way it is," Victoria says, and that's when she reaches into the bowl and she uses two fingers to take out an ice cube. I see it, but I don't understand. Why would ice be relevant right now? Did she want to chill her drink or something? 
 
    But then, she smiles once again, revealing her two rows of teeth. "This isn't going to be fun for you." 
 
    "But it'll be fun for us!" Alicia says, and the two girls giggle. 
 
    I still don't quite understand exactly what they are going to do. And yet, my ignorance doesn't last for long. Victoria brings the piece of ice down, and she touches it right at the foundation of my cock. She drags it up, and my body tenses. It feels like every muscle from my toes all the way up to the top of my head has tensed up. 
 
    It only lasts for a few seconds, but I can feel the erection begin to wilt. "Now do you understand?" Victoria asks, prompting both of the girls to laugh. It almost sounds like bells or wind chimes.  
 
    Quivering, panting, I glance up at her. "No. Please, don't do that again. Please, no!" But she takes that same piece of ice, and Victoria glides it along the left side of my cock. 
 
    I gasp, crying out. This is torture! 
 
    It doesn't hurt, not really, yet the onslaught of sensation is too much! 
 
    I can't take it! 
 
    Panicked, I desperately try to pull away, but Alicia still holds me down. She pushes her weight into my wrists, locking me against the floor. 
 
    "Just relax. Let it happen," Victoria says. 
 
    And Victoria has melted the first piece of ice. She takes out another, and she places this one right on the palm of her hand. Then she brings it down to my cock. She holds it there, and the seconds tick by as I squirm and beg. I plead with them to stop. I become everything they want. In this moment, I can't think or fight or resist. I just want it to stop! 
 
    Finally, the ice has melted, and my cock has shrunk down to a manageable size. Victoria locks me back in the cage, but I hardly notice. 
 
    "There we go. How does that feel?" Victoria asks. 
 
    Instead of answering, I just keep my eyes closed, like I can hide from them. 
 
    "Well, Alicia, it's been really nice meeting you and having you over." 
 
    "No problem!" 
 
    "I still feel like I owe you a reward. Would you like an orgasm? My slave here does have a very quick tongue." Immediately, I understand what Victoria is offering her guest. I look over at Alicia, and I shake my head from side to side. I'm still on my back, and it's clear that I don't want to do this. 
 
    "I was going to say no, but it looks like your slave here still is having some trouble with the idea of being owned. Since this will be instructional for him, maybe it's a good idea." 
 
    "Yes. You wouldn't mind if I used him at the same time, would you?" 
 
    What? What can that mean? 
 
      
 
    Victoria hops up onto her feet once again, and she disappears from the room. Alicia stands, and she starts to take off her jeans. She strips from the waist down. Apparently, the idea of being mostly naked in front of Victoria doesn't bother her. 
 
    "Please, please show me some kind of mercy. This isn't fair. I'm not supposed to be like this," I tell her. 
 
    Alicia is standing above me, and her hands are no longer on my wrists, but I still can't bring myself to try to move without permission. I already know that if she wants me in a particular pose, she will force the issue by holding me down, by wrestling me into subservience. 
 
    Glancing down at me, Alicia just chuckles. "Oh, I'm sure it's not going to be that bad. You are going to have to use your mouth on me. I'm sure you've done that for Victoria. You’ve probably done it for some other girls too." 
 
    I have, but that's not the point. 
 
    Victoria comes back, and she's mostly naked except for a board and a pair of panties. Wait. Those aren't panties. There's something attached to them. 
 
    "I've never done this before," Victoria confesses as she glances over at me. "But I figure now is a good time." 
 
    "What, what is that?" I blurt out. 
 
    "This is called a strap-on, Darren. I'm going to use it to fuck you!" 
 
    Alicia gets down on her knees, and she grabs my arms, pinning them to the floor. Then she positions herself just above my face. 
 
    "Get me nice and wet," she says, which is actually unnecessary because her pussy is already glistening. I can already smell the arousal wafting on the air. 
 
    I hate the idea that they can use me like this, that they could just order me to lick and nuzzle and suck. 
 
    My fingers clench along with every other joint in my body. I want to launch myself at these women, to show them that I am physically stronger and bigger, that I should be in charge! 
 
    But the chemicals running through my system make me weak before them. 
 
    So I start licking. I slide my tongue up along the stranger's pussy. I lick her, eager to avoid another punishment. And as I do so, I can still feel those embers of arousal within me. The ice was wildly uncomfortable, but it didn't satisfy my needs. 
 
    My tongue plays in her pussy, licking and sweeping and sliding over her crevice as this girl moans above me. 
 
    My tongue pumps into her a little bit more, and that's when Alisha pulls away. 
 
    "Darren, get over here," Victoria commands. 
 
    I look over at my Mistress, and I see it now, her dildo attached to the harness she's wearing. 
 
    "You, you can't want to use that thing on me," I say, stuttering, protesting. 
 
    "Oh? And why not?" Victoria puts her hands on her hips. She looks lovely, but also very dangerous. 
 
    "If you use it on me, it's not like you're going to feel anything," I say. 
 
    "Silly, silly boy. This is going to feel wonderful for me." 
 
    "No. That's not possible," I say. And I know that I shouldn't contradict her, but I can't quite stop myself. 
 
    "It's going to feel good to hear you moan. It's going to feel good to see you on your knees as you get fucked. Oh, and this strap-on has a double head, so every time I push into you, it's going to nudge right back into me, and that's going to feel lovely." 
 
    I glance over at the door. My lips and tongue still tasted like Alicia. I tense up, wondering if I should try to escape. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Decision made, I jump up onto my feet, and I rush for the door. Alicia might be languid and lethargic after her orgasm, but she gets up on her feet. It's Victoria, however, who rushes at me. I make it over to the handle, and I start turning it. I might be naked, I might be collared, but I don't care. 
 
    Victoria grabs my collar, and she pulls me back. The leather digs into my throat, making it impossible to breathe. Everything spins as she twists me around, pulling me right back into the living room. She pushes me down onto my knees, right before the chair. 
 
    "Alicia, would you like to have a seat? I bet you would like another orgasm." 
 
    "That sounds lovely," Alicia replies, making it sound like she's going to have another cup of tea. 
 
    Victoria's guest sits down right in front of me, her legs spread. Alicia then places her hand on the back of my head, and she brings my chin down against the chair cushion. 
 
    "Would you like the chance to lube up my strap on?" 
 
    I hear those words, but I don't really understand. 
 
    "Yes, please." 
 
    "Okay," says Victoria, and Alisha lets go of my hair. I turn around, and I'm still on my knees, and Victoria stands above me, only now there is a silicon shaft between us. 
 
    "Suck it," Victoria commands. 
 
    My eyes run up and down the length of that silicon shaft. My heart thuds, and I tell myself that I shouldn't do this. Victoria guesses my thoughts. "You really don't have to. I mean, if you want me to just ram it right into you, that's fine." Her teasing works, so I close my eyes and open my mouth. She seizes the opportunity, shoving that artificial cock right down my throat. 
 
    "You want to get it nice and wet. Show us what you can do. Show us how much you love being on your knees. You're just a little slut, aren't you? Yeah, that's right. Keep going. Pucker your lips. Show me how much you love this." 
 
    Opening my eyes, I glare at her with everything I have. Incandescent anger simmers through my body, granting me strength, but I'm just bobbing my head forward and back. 
 
    Distantly, I remember some of the porn I've seen over the course of my life, the images of girls in this exact same position, sucking, looking up, licking the cock. But now it's me, and I don't know how to make it stop. 
 
    Victoria pushes forward, brushing the tip of her dildo against the back of my throat. At the same time, she starts to moan, and I recognize that sound. I can't tell if she is getting off on the physical sensations of feeling the dildo pressed into her body or if this is just about the power. Either way, she gets what she wants. 
 
    This one always gets what she wants. 
 
    My gag reflex starts to kick in. 
 
    I try to pull back, but I'm not strong enough. 
 
    "Oh no. Keep sucking until I tell you to stop." 
 
    She growls the command, so I must obey. 
 
    Distantly, I hear that giggle from Alisha. "Just relax your throat. Breathe through your nose," she says. "You know, before I found out about this place, that's exactly what I had to do whenever I had a boyfriend. What is it about guys and wanting you to suck their cocks?" 
 
    Victoria just laughs. "It's a power thing for them. They can't get any more creative. They think that if you are giving them a blow job, they must be in charge." She started laughing again even as she rammed her hips forward, thrusting the shaft down my mouth and against the back of my throat. I do as they command, inhaling through my nostrils, relaxing the muscles in my neck. 
 
    This sort of helps. 
 
    Deciding she’s satisfied, Victoria pulls the appendage out from between my lips. 
 
    She turns me around and pushes me onto my knees. Alicia grabs me by my head, guiding my face back between her inner thighs. 
 
    "Start licking. You did such a good job before. I'm sure you can do it again," she says with a snicker. 
 
    Understanding that this isn't something I can control, I open my mouth, and place it gently against her crevice. I start licking, sliding my tongue up and down her wet pussy. 
 
    And then the inevitable happens. 
 
    Victoria positions herself right behind me, and she pushes forward, thrusting the dildo into me. I feel that penetration, and she laughs as she takes me...as she claims me. Those girls are using me, turning me into a plaything, a sex toy. Licking furiously, I do my best because I don't have any choice. If I fail, I will be punished. 
 
    For a few more seconds, I can't believe that I'm doing this. But then, my thoughts fade away, and I feel more like an animal, like this creature that will be used. I don't need to think; I don't need to worry. So I don't. I just let this happen. 
 
    And then something else begins to take place. I start to like it. 
 
    I don't know why, but I start to lick Alicia even faster. At the same time, this groaning, moaning desperation begins to reverberate through my body has Victoria continues to thrust into me. She slides the dildo deep into my opening. I can feel it with every push, every slide, every second. 
 
    The desires spin and swirl within me, but I don't want to orgasm. Well, that's not entirely true. Desire is still there, yet it becomes distant, probably because my brain has finally figured it out. 
 
    No matter what happens, I'm not going to be allowed out of my cage; I'm not going to be allowed the privilege or release of an orgasm. Instead, I'm going to be used and taken. 
 
    I'm just a slave. 
 
    A property. A boy. A pet. 
 
    Those thoughts somehow comfort me this time. They feel right, like they are puzzle pieces that I have finally figured out. They all fit together, and I know my place. An overwhelming sense of subservience fills me up, and I lick even faster until Alisha cries out. At the same time, I can hear Victoria behind me. 
 
    She starts thrusting harder, faster, pumping me seriously. She pushes deep, and it feels like I can't take any more, but then she forces me. 
 
    And I like it. 
 
    I don't know why. 
 
    But she finally screams out, exhaling through her pleasure. And when she's done, I collapse onto my side, though only for a moment. I push myself back up onto my knees. I keep my head bowed down. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    With my head down, I just wait for her to tell me what to do next. 
 
      
 
    It should be impossible, but I'm grateful when Victoria makes me crawl back into the room with my cage. She opens up the gate, and I gratefully make my way behind the bars. Once inside, I collapse down onto my side, resting my head against the floor. Is it comfortable? 
 
    No. Is it dignified? 
 
    Definitely not. 
 
    Do I care? 
 
    No way. 
 
    That's why, almost immediately, I fall asleep. 
 
      
 
    This time, I dream again, but I don't think that any chemicals are involved. For one, it doesn't feel anywhere near as visceral. It's not like some hallucinogenic simulation. Rather, I dream of Victoria, and I keep cycling through these different words, things that I want to say to her. 
 
    The words seem distant, spinning around in my head. Sometimes, it feels like I'm focused on those sounds, the different symbols and noises that communicate. At other points, it's just like they are there, running like trains through my head, their bells or whistles screeching out into the distance. 
 
    I want to tell her, "Victoria, I'm sorry I was so defiant. Please, I know that I should be a good slave for you. It's just hard. Sometimes I make mistakes. Please, I'm very sorry. I'm just a boy. I'm a male, and I can't help myself." 
 
    Strangely enough, there's a very specific tone I adopt as I think those words to myself. That's because I'm effectively planning a speech. 
 
    I've done it through my academic and professional careers. As a student, I would occasionally mess up, and then I would figure out exactly how I would apologize to my instructor. I would try to strike this official, yet contrite, tone of voice. I would try hard to make sure that I would convince this person to think I was a good student or employee. 
 
    That's one thing about me; I value adaptability. Other guys show up for work, and they think that they already know exactly what they're going to do. They wander around, absolutely convinced that they can just bulrush their way through one problem after another, convincing people along the way that they are right about everything. 
 
    Yeah, that's not how the world works. Especially in an office or corporate setting, you need to understand the dynamics. On the one hand, you can't look like a worm, but you also need to be flexible enough to get people to know that they can count on you. 
 
    It's an odd dynamic, I get that. 
 
    But now, here I am, asleep at the bottom of my cage, thinking again and again about what I want to tell Victoria. 
 
    If I want to win her favor, I could maybe crawl over to her feet and look up at her tentatively. "Mistress, I'm very grateful you've trained me. I'm sorry that I have been so stubborn, but I do want to be a good slave for you. I feel like I have a lot of potential." 
 
    If that doesn't work, maybe I will say something like "Thank you for training me. I feel like I'm learning a lot under your tutelage. You’re teaching me how to be appropriately subservient, and that's exactly what I need." 
 
    Or maybe I could get more specific. "Thank you for owning me, Mistress. I'm very grateful that I get to belong to you. Of all of the women who could've bought me, I know I belong at your feet." 
 
    Of all the women who could've bought me... 
 
    Victoria bought me, so now she can sell me. That thought reverberates through my head. 
 
    What if, by trying to escape, I really pissed her off? What if she decided that she doesn't want to deal with me? This cold dread begins to spread through my body. I can feel it stab into my chest. 
 
    I open my eyes, and I look up at the door. 
 
    For a second, I start to take a breath, thinking that I'm going to call out to my Mistress. But if I do, I know that I might be able to get her to come talk to me, but that's not how a slave should behave. 
 
    How a slave should behave. That's what I need to think about. I have to be obedient and do as I'm told. I must be docile and think only of her pleasure. 
 
    My eyes flutter open, and I crawl back up onto my hands and knees. Inside my cage, I can't really stretch. Even so, I do my best, working the kinks out of my back and shoulders. But eventually, I settle back down onto my side. I relax as best I can. 
 
    "Mistress, I'm so sorry that I've misbehaved. I'm so sorry I tried to get away. I will never, ever make that mistake again..." I don't speak of those words aloud. Instead, I close my eyes and think about the right words, the correct things to say. 
 
      
 
    The door opens eventually. I hear it swing. The bottom of the door brushes against of the carpet, and I open my eyes. Not only that, I immediately spring back up onto my hands and knees once again. I push my elbows against the floor as I dip my head down low. 
 
    Part of me feels silly for taking this position. And yet, I wait. 
 
    "You look very contrite," she says to me. 
 
    For the last couple of hours, I've been mostly asleep, thinking about what I would say. "Yes, Mistress," I finally settle on those words, mostly because agreement seems like the best thing to say. More than that, I'm her slave and just a boy, so I probably shouldn't try to think too hard. 
 
    "I think you sound a lot better as well." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Thank you for disciplining me." 
 
    "I disciplined you?" 
 
    Then I realize my mistake. 
 
    I lift my head, and I look out at Victoria. Beyond the wire bars of my cage, she has on black boots, a short, dark skirt, and a purple blouse. She looks cute. In some ways, she almost reminds me of a school girl. And yet, our eyes meet, but only for a second before I dip my head back down. I shouldn't look up at her. I shouldn't challenge her in any way. 
 
    "That sounds awfully presumptuous," Victoria replies. She steps right up to the cage, and I shiver. 
 
    I'm scared. 
 
    I can feel it, that coil of fear running through my body, spreading along my limbs, between my shoulders, all the way down to my toes. Adrenaline is sprinting through my blood, getting me ready for fight or flight. Unfortunately, I'm in a cage, so I don't get those options. 
 
    And even if I did, running away will just mean getting grabbed. Fighting would mean getting wrestled to the ground. 
 
    My mouth turns dry, and I wait, knowing full well that there's nothing I can really say. 
 
    "Did I punish you?" This should be a simple question, yet her voice is tinged with this little, acidic note of sarcasm. 
 
    She did. 
 
    Even so, I don't know what I should say to her. What is the appropriate response? On the one hand, I must tell the truth. On the other, I don't want to get into any more trouble. And I hate myself for it, but I can feel my heart pounding away in my chest all over again. 
 
    This girl might be small by most standards, but she can still make me nervous. Anxiety begins to spread through me all over again, and I struggle to master it. "No, Mistress," I tell her truthfully. "You never punished me." 
 
    "No, I didn't. In fact, we didn't, did we?" 
 
    "No, Mistress. You didn't punish me," I say, looking down toward the floor. But then, she opens the gate and snaps her fingers, compelling me to crawl forward. 
 
    I exit the cage, suddenly wishing that I could hide behind those bars for just a little bit longer. 
 
    "Darren, you need to be punished, don't you?" 
 
    My stomach twists. "That isn't for me to decide, Mistress." As I utter those words, the sting of shame lashes down along my neck, over my back, into every inch of my body. At the same time, there's something else, this sense of subservience that soaks into me. 
 
    When I bow my head forward and press my weight into my elbows, I feel like this is the correct position for me. 
 
    Another phrase pops into my head: I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    "No, it's not for you to decide. You're just a boy. So say it." 
 
    "I'm just a boy." 
 
    "And boys don't get to think for themselves, do they?" 
 
    I give a quick shake of my head, though I'm careful to keep my face still and down toward the floor. "No, Mistress. Boys don't think for themselves." 
 
    "And really, boys don't even want to think for themselves, do they?" 
 
    "No, Mistress. Deep down, boys don't want to think for themselves." As I speak these words, they actually feel true. I hear Victoria saunter up to me. She takes a couple of steps, and then I feel her hand at the back of my neck. Her touch is soft, alluring, but there's also danger there. She’s seductive, a living trap. 
 
    "No. Boys really don't want to think for themselves. That's why you are going to kiss my feet and beg to be punished." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    I crawl over to her, and I keep my head down the entire time. I press my lips against the soft, supple leather of her boots. They go all the way up to her shins. I kiss the toes of her feet, moving my lips up toward her ankles. 
 
    I start with her left foot; I continue with the right. I do anything and everything I can to please her. 
 
    "Stand," she orders. 
 
    Reluctantly, I obey, getting back up onto my feet. 
 
    "I have something for you," she says, reaching out. Her fingers slide along my neck, all the way to just below my hairline. Then she starts to play with the buckle on my collar. 
 
    Before I can stop myself, I ask, "What are you doing, Mistress?" 
 
    She giggles. It's a pleasant, lovely sound. It makes me think that she might be in a good mood. I can't tell if that will be better or worse for me. 
 
    "I'm taking your collar off of you." 
 
    "But why?" 
 
    A thought occurs to me. "Are you, are you going to sell me?" 
 
    "Oh, there is an idea," she says. With the leather band freed from my neck, she tosses it on the floor, and then she presses her fingers into my skin. Her nails are sharp, digging little half-moon wedges into my flesh. She doesn't break my skin or cause me to bleed, but she makes it very clear that she has her talons in me. She won't let go; there is no escape for me, not unless she decides to toss me off to another female...another predator. 
 
    "But no. I'm not selling you, not yet anyway. Right now, you're going to come with me." Before I can turn to leave the room, she pulls me toward her. She starts kissing me. She licks me, her tongue playing along mine. She invades me, and I can't help but think of how it felt when she was behind me, her dildo thrusting deep into my opening. She made me weep. She made me helpless. 
 
    Echoes of those emotions run through me again. I tense up, but Victoria takes what she wants. When she's done, she laughs. Then her hand goes down to my palm, and she laces her fingers between mine. She tugs, guiding me out of the room. 
 
    I'm going to be punished; I need to be punished. That much is clear. 
 
    Victoria takes me back into her master bedroom. She shoves me down onto the bed, and she brings my hands up above my head. This time, she doesn't use simple handcuffs. Instead, she takes a set of straps that are tied to several wooden beams. I won't be able to simply lift them up to get free. 
 
    The leather shackles slide around my wrists, and then she smiles down at me. "There we go. Nice and helpless," she says. "You and I are going to have a discussion, Darren. There something I need to figure out before I punish you." 
 
    "What?" I ask; my voice quivers. At the last possible second, I remember to add, "Mistress?" 
 
    "First off, I want you to struggle for me. Show me that you really can't get up." 
 
    Exhaling out my subservience, I start to pull against the restraints, rolling my body to the left, to the right. I try to rotate my wrists, hoping that maybe I can slip free. Of course, doing so would probably be a mistake. If I could get up, I wouldn't want to show her. 
 
    It doesn't matter. I can't get out of these bonds. 
 
    She starts giggling, and I take that as a signal that I can stop. 
 
    "Not bad," Victoria says. "But I do really enjoy watching you struggle. It's nice knowing that you aren't going anywhere." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. As you say." 
 
    "I've been thinking about you, getting taken by two girls. Seeing that was a lot of fun. And yeah, the dildo gave me a nice orgasm, but I don't think I'm really satisfied. I think I want to feel your mouth and then your cock." 
 
    She reaches down, casually stroking my scrotum. Then, she tugs on the chastity cage. It isn't enough to hurt me, though it is certainly a reminder of how I am no longer in control of my manhood. 
 
    "You can use me, Mistress. I belong to you." 
 
    "Yes, you do. And that's my conundrum, isn't it? I want to punish you, but I also want to use you. And if I use you, you're certainly going to enjoy yourself. Aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. But I can't help myself." 
 
    "No, you can't? And why can't you help yourself?" 
 
    We were back to the lesson, to the teaching, to the constant instruction. "Because I'm a boy, Mistress," I tell her. 
 
    "Yes. Because you're a boy, and that makes you a slave." 
 
    I swallow again, hating the fact that I have to agree with her, but acquiescence begins to feel normal. "Yes, Mistress." Even though it's not necessary, I continue. "I'm a slave because I'm a boy." 
 
    "You're finally starting to learn." She smiles, and then she touches the tip of my nose. "And that reminds me. To make sure that you really don't try to get away, I picked something up for you while you were in your cage." 
 
    "What did you get me, Mistress?" Curiosity leaks out into my voice as she slides away from my body. She goes over to a small package set down by the door. She snatches it up, and she opens it, tearing through the wrapping. And I see a white box. She opens it and takes out another collar. Black leather with silver rings along the sides. At the front, there is a simple bell. It looks like something a pet would wear. 
 
    "Isn't it lovely?" 
 
    There's just one little ripple of anger running through my body. It's quickly suppressed, weighed down and smothered by the humiliations I've already endured. It's only been a few days, but I'm breaking. Inch by inch, I'm losing my independence and my free will. Yes, I know that's what she wants, but this knowledge doesn't help me. 
 
    "It's very lovely, Mistress." 
 
    "But there's something very special about it. Ask me what's so special about it?" 
 
    "What's so special about it?" I ask obediently. 
 
    Victoria holds the collar to the side for me to see. My eyes run along the interior, and I'm confused. There are little microchips, metal pads, and small prongs. 
 
    "What is that?" I asked. 
 
    "This is a shock collar. Usually, we try not to use them, but an exception probably needs to be made for you." Her expression darkens, like she's irritated with me. "In all honesty, I was pretty disappointed in your last escape attempt. You know why I'm disappointed?" 
 
    "No, Mistress," I answer. 
 
    She smiles at me, revealing her teeth once again. Somehow, this is worse than a frown or glower. "Because, Darren, you failed. I mean, I thought you were supposed to be smart? Isn't that what you like to tell me? Do you like to think that you're a smart boy, that you are different from the rest?" She held up one finger. "Oh, and there's that other element. You think you're smart, which are not, but there's also the issue of your obedience." 
 
    "My obedience?" 
 
    "Yes. Have you ever wondered what your best trait is at work? It's obviously your obedience. You're a good little puppy, a well-trained hound that will do whatever the board asks. People have been watching you for a long time. You've made it as far as you have because you know how to take orders." 
 
    "No, that's not true," I tell her. I look back at Victoria, and I do my best to hold her gaze, to show her that she doesn't intimidate me. But there's just one problem with my façade. This girl knows exactly how to make me nervous. With just a smile, a flicker of her eyes, she can undermine all of my confidence. 
 
    It doesn't help that I'm a slave in the city, that I officially have no money, no rights, no power of any kind. 
 
    "Yes, that's precisely true. Even before you came here, you were a slave. You just didn't know it," she says. 
 
    I don't know if she's telling me the truth or not. I can't tell if I'm meant to agree or not. Either way, I start to pull against my restraints. Just seconds ago, she laughed at me for fighting my bonds. Now I do it all over again, desperately hoping that I might be able to impress her. 
 
    She watches, entertained, though that doesn't last long. Within a minute or less, Victoria grabs my hair and pulls my head back. Then she slides the new collar around my neck. She buckles it into place, and then she says something that doesn't make any sense to me. "Collar: activate." 
 
    What the hell was that? 
 
    There is a beep. The sound seems to come from just below my right ear. 
 
    "This is a wonderful device. It's a shock collar, just like I told you before, but you know what makes it so special?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    If she notices that I didn't use her title, she doesn't say anything or remark on it. Instead, she straddles me, and she glides her fingers along my chest. "Dogs sometimes need to be trained. You put a collar around their necks, and you teach them with pain. That's what I'm going to do with you, Darren." 
 
    "Isn't that we've been doing with me the whole time?" I narrow my eyes, letting my irritation flow outward. 
 
    "Sweetie, you don't know what pain is," she replies. "Collar: silence mode." 
 
    My eyes narrow again. I don't know what she's doing. Is that supposed to mean something to me? 
 
    "Go ahead. Say something," she orders. 
 
    Derisively, I'm about to ask, "What do you want me to say?" I make it through the first word, and in the collar activates. Maybe it can sense the vibrations of my throat or maybe it has a microphone that is capable of recognizing my voice as opposed to Victoria's. Either way, I have violated a rule, so I get punished by this mechanism. 
 
    Electricity jumps from the batteries, into the prongs, and then straight into my skin. It lances through me, hot and white. At one second, everything is fine. A sliver of time later, everything turns to bright, incandescent agony. 
 
    The shock must only last for a second, maybe less. Even so, every muscle in my body clenches, and I cry out. There isn't any independence, no stoic acceptance. 
 
    Up until this point, I thought I knew what pain meant. But this is genuine, excruciating, unmitigated torment. 
 
    "What's wrong, Darren? You don't have anything to say now? Don't you want to tell me how you're going to be so big and strong, how you are a man and that men can handle this? Isn't that what you want to say, slave boy?" 
 
    I glare at her, or at least I try to. I can't really see Victoria now. My eyes are wet. I refuse to shed those tears, but they blur my vision nonetheless. 
 
    She starts laughing. "Collar: speaking mode." She leans forward, and she kisses the tip of my nose before grazing that same spot with her teeth. Then she whispers, "It's okay. You can talk again." 
 
    I believe her, but I stubbornly remain quiet. 
 
    "Oh? Are you going to be a bad boy? Because if you are, I'm going to have to discipline you." 
 
    Fine. I can take it. Staring back up at her, I ignore the feel of her body, the weight and heat of her petite form on top of me. Instead, I focus on showing her that I won't be broken, especially by that jolt of pain. Yes, it hurt more than anything else, and the thought of getting disciplined again scares me, but I can handle it. 
 
    Besides, she's probably just going to spank me or something. 
 
    "Collar: shock." 
 
    She says those two words, and I don't know if the collar beeps or not. It doesn't matter because a yelp of agonized dismay is ripped from my throat. Victoria remains on top of me, looking down into my face. 
 
    When I see her again, when I blink away the tears that run down the sides of my face, I can recognize that sadistic glee on her face. 
 
    "Poor boy. Poor little slave boy." 
 
    She leans down, and she whispers into my ear, "Beg for me to take you again. Plead for the privilege of getting used like a little sex slave." 
 
    "No. I can't. I won't." I say those words, yet each one is loaded with hesitation. She must be able to hear it because she starts laughing at me all over again. 
 
    "That's the funny thing about slave training, I hear. I mean, I look down at you, and in one minute, you're willing to bend and break yourself for my pleasure. Then you start to think that you can be your own man again." She shakes her head from side to side, like this is somehow amusing. "Oh well. I guess that just means that you're going to be entertaining for a long, long time." 
 
    Victoria grins, her eyes harden, and she says the words that I've learned to dread. 
 
    You see, she's not going to spank me. She's not going to slap my legs or pinch my nipples again. 
 
    Why bother? She doesn't want to do the work. More to the point, she wants to show me exactly how much power she wields now. 
 
    "Collar: shock." 
 
    I clench my eyes shut, thinking that I might be able to brace myself. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Not even a little bit. 
 
    Electricity shoots into me, and it feels like my insides are twisted, my skin lit with bright flames. Everything turns to burning agony, every inch another stab, every nerve in my body alive with pain. 
 
    "That reminds me. You should know that this collar was designed by some of our best scientists. It's really impressive. For one, it has speech recognition ability. But more than that, it can also be programmed in a number of different ways. Oh, and it even has a GPS built right into it. This way, I can set up an invisible fence to make sure that you never, ever embarrass me again by trying to run away." 
 
    Is she, is she telling the truth? 
 
    As I look back up at Victoria, I don't want to believe it, but there something about her smile. More to the point, I like to think that I know how to read people. And if I'm reading her correctly, I know that she isn't lying or bluffing. 
 
    "Please, don't make me wear this thing," I say. 
 
    "Oh? Begging? I like that. Do it some more." 
 
    Just as I'm about to start pleading my case, she leans in and kisses me, making it abundantly clear that she's not really interested in anything I have to say. Even begging isn't enough to entertain her right now. So instead, she kisses me as I murmur and moan. 
 
    When she withdraws, Victoria pulls out the key to my chastity cage. 
 
    "Would you like me to have my way with you?" 
 
    I grit my teeth, unable to answer one way or the other. 
 
    "Oh well," she says, shrugging. "It's not like you have a choice one way or the other. Just remember. You aren't allowed to climax until I say so." 
 
    The implication is clear. If I defy her and come before she allows it, I will get another shock. Maybe two or three. My eyes water with that tense itching right behind my pupils. 
 
    "And if you do have an orgasm without permission, I will be very cross with you. You don't want that, do you, Darren?" 
 
    I don't. 
 
    I shake my head from side to side, suddenly very worried about talking. Technically, she will allow it, but I don't want to take the risk. That thought frightens me as she unlocks me from my chastity cage. She pulls away the tube, but I'm still thinking about what my silence really means. 
 
    If she can intimidate me, that means I won't fight. If I am quiet, does that mean I am essentially agreeing to this? 
 
    I don't know one way or the other, yet my trepidation keeps my tongue still and my mouth shut. Victoria strokes my cock. Almost immediately, my shaft stiffens. And then, she pulls off her panties and she raises up her skirt, showing me her moist pussy. 
 
    She's already very turned on. Humiliating me, subjugating me, training and punishing me must turn her on. But that's not enough. 
 
    "Lick me with your pretty mouth," she teases and she positions her slit right above my lips. Reluctantly, I open my mouth, and I slide my tongue along her pussy. I push upward, penetrating her. This time, she only wants to use my mouth for a few seconds. 
 
    Then she drops back down toward my waist, and she straddles me again. She lowers herself in the position, teasing me. She runs the tip of my cock over her pussy. By rotating her hips to the left and right, forward and back, she plays with me. 
 
    At the same time, she is using my shaft as a sex toy, just like the rest of me. 
 
    "Oh, that feels good. I like having you in this position, Darren. You know, I really do believe that this is where you are best off. You shouldn't be in an office, making demands or decisions. Seriously. You're a pet. You’re a plaything. Are you my property now!" 
 
    She looks down at me, waiting for an answer. 
 
    I should fight her, I should tell her that I'm better than this, only I can't bring myself to do it. Every time the idea starts to form, I remember that blast of agony. 
 
    Victoria laughs, and then she slides down, enveloping my cock between her pussy lips. She starts riding me, taking me inch by inch before she slides back up again. She doesn't pull all the way off of me. Instead, she enjoys the heat and friction of my body against hers. She savors each moment. "Oh, this is good. This is really good," she says. "I like it when you're all silent." 
 
    She giggles again. Even as the sensations of her slit against my cock run through my skin, I hear her voice first and foremost. 
 
    "I think you're very pretty when you're quiet," she taunts me. 
 
    Glaring up at her, I growl and I pull against my restraints, making the straps tight. Even so, Victoria doesn't mind; she doesn't care. She wants to see if I'm going to talk, if I will attempt to speak out against my new position as she rides me. But I won't because I can't. Hot humiliation combines with a dose of dread. 
 
    And pretty soon, I'm thinking about something else entirely. I can't climax without her permission. 
 
    So I close my eyes, and try to think about anything but the warm, wet sensations coursing through my body as she pumps me, working her pussy up and down along the length of my member. "Damn. If I had known that you would be this good, I would have brought you here years ago," she says. "Just think about it. Back when you were a junior associate, I could've collared you and turned you into my slave boy. Maybe that would have saved a lot of time," she says. She slows down, taking a breath. Then she starts to speed up as she works the walls of her pussy around my shaft. 
 
    I'm on the verge of an orgasm; I'm so close! Even so, I have to hold back. 
 
    While the idea of losing control and blowing my load feels amazing, especially considering how long it was in chastity, I know that I have to maintain discipline. Why? Because she told me to. 
 
    Or more specifically, she said she would punish me if I can't. 
 
    So I hold my spot, refusing to move. Victoria doesn't seem to mind. She has all the energy she needs as she runs the walls of her pussy up and down the sides of my manhood. 
 
    "Damn. This is good. This is so good. I can't wait share you with all of my friends," she says. 
 
    My eyes spring open, each one filled with dismay. She smiles down at me. "What? Did you think I was going to keep you all to myself?" She starts bobbing up and down, riding me harder and harder. She pushes into me, claiming me. 
 
    "Mine!" She cries out as she shudders with pleasure. 
 
    Then she stops, still positioned above me, my cock aching for release. I breathe in and out through my nostrils, doing everything I can to maintain that fragile veneer of control. 
 
    One wrong move, one wrong breath, and I know that I'm going to come without permission. Then the collar will be activated... 
 
    No, I can't give her the excuse! 
 
    "Beg." 
 
    Will it make any difference? Probably not. 
 
    Besides, I still feel like I shouldn't utter a word. I remained quiet, glaring up at her. 
 
    "Beg," she said. "Tell me how much you want it. Tell me how much you need it. Tell me that you are my pathetic little boy slut." 
 
    More than anything, I want to insist that I'm not a slut. I'm not some stupid girl. But I hear that word, it punches into me. Like so many other guys, I've used that term before. I insulted girls by calling them bitch, slut, or whore. It feels strange, having that same term used against me. More importantly, Victoria wields total control here, so she can use it. She can say whatever she wants, and those words somehow feel true. 
 
    "Last chance," she promises. 
 
    Just as she's about to inhale, I start talking. I speak, and the words tumble forth, but I'm not really thinking about them. 
 
    Again, this becomes an instinct, a trained response. But that's what she wants. I'm just a slave and a boy, so doesn't matter what I think or believe, so long as I demonstrate that proper deference, so long as I feel it deep within my psyche. "Please, Mistress, may I have an orgasm? Please, I need it so badly! I'm just a dumb boy slut! I can't help myself. I'm horny. I'm so horny!" Within seconds, I can't tell what I'm saying to please her and what actually feels true. 
 
    Either way, she starts to slide her body up and down again. Her pussy is tight around my shaft as she works me, bringing me closer and closer to an orgasm. Then she says the word that I can hardly believe. "Yes." 
 
    She smiles down at me, magnificent and magnanimous all the same time. She looks like an angel or a goddess, and I almost feel like I'm in love with her right now. She has given me permission! Not only that, Victoria reinforces her authority. "You may come." 
 
    I hear those words, and I close my eyes, suddenly losing control. It's not even an active decision on my part. Instead, it feels like something that she has commanded, something that only she can own. 
 
    My shaft throbs and pulsates, blowing my load as she works me. It feels like she is trying to make this as intense as possible. Pleasure dances through my body, running along the same lines as the agony from before. 
 
    All thought disappears from my head. I'm not thinking. Time stops. Everything stops. 
 
    And then it ends. The pleasure fades, but I'm twitching helplessly, my arms, my legs, even my toes. 
 
    "Say thank you." 
 
    This time, I don't forget to use her title. "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Drained. Spent. Utterly used. 
 
    I don't have anything left, so I shut my eyes, and I wait, wondering if Victoria is about to utter some other command. Maybe she will tell me that I need to go make her a sandwich. 
 
    I would smile or laugh if I have the energy. 
 
    Back in the office, that would always be the joke among some of the guys. We would talk about how women should always be in the kitchen, ready to make a sandwich for any guy who asked. 
 
    Now I'm a servant. Now I'm a boy slut who can be ordered around. 
 
    My heart pounds at first, but then my body starts to relax. 
 
    I hear footsteps. Victoria leaves me alone. 
 
    With my arms trapped above my head, I'm in a wildly uncomfortable position. It doesn't matter. Pretty soon, the exhaustion takes over, and I basically fall asleep. I'm partly awake. Just partly. I vaguely understand what's going on around me as I shift my weight from one side to the other and back again. 
 
    How long does Victoria give me? Twenty minutes? An hour? May longer? 
 
    Either way, she does eventually return, and I hear the door. Before I can think about it, I open my eyes, and I look over at her. She is standing there, her back straight, her hands on her hips. She's lovely with her dark hair, her sharp eyes, and the gently sculpted contours of her cheeks. Her blouse is open slightly, revealing a tempting view of her cleavage. 
 
    I don't look down at her breasts. I don't dare. 
 
    "What, what happens now?" 
 
    "Well, you are going to work on your training and your obedience," she says. 
 
    "I, I don't understand, Mistress." 
 
    "Don't worry. You will," she promises, which makes me extremely nervous. Seriously, I almost prefer it when this girl is teasing me. If I can’t understand something, that means it's probably going to be painful. 
 
    Victoria loosens my restraints, pulling them away from my wrists. As she does so, something occurs to me. I'm not in a chastity cage, and I'm not strapped down either. I look up at her, wondering if I should pounce. Maybe this is my opportunity. I could grab her, force her down onto her back. Even if she stronger than me, I just need to get her hands behind her. If I can get her to the floor, maybe the knock the air out of her, I could have a chance. 
 
    "Don't even think about it," she says with an impish grin. 
 
    Damn. She knows exactly what I'm imagining. 
 
    And then the moment passes, and I am freed from the restraints. She slips off of the bed, and she stands there like a goddess. 
 
    "At my feet," she orders. 
 
    I move, but slowly. She gets impatient. "Do I need to shock you again?" 
 
    I swallow back my worries, and I scamper across the mattress. I slide down onto the floor, and now I'm at her feet. "There's a good boy," she says, deriding me as she runs her fingers along the top of my head. 
 
    "Follow me," she orders after a few more seconds, and I have no choice but to comply. 
 
    Rather than take the chance, I crawl along on my knees and knuckles. As we are about halfway through the hallway, Victoria peeks over her shoulder, and our eyes meet for just a moment. When she smiles, I know that I have made the correct decision. 
 
    "I've been thinking about training. Tomorrow, you're going to get to meet someone new, but right now, I want you to think about what you've done." 
 
    We make it back into the living room, and she points to the far corner. It's off to the side, away from her TV, her couch, everything else important. It is just an intersection between two walls, painted white, unadorned. 
 
    I still don't understand, but she snaps her fingers and points again. 
 
    Like a trained dog who wants to please but doesn't quite know how, I crawl forward. I get up on my knees and straighten my back. She appears behind me, grabbing my wrists and crossing them near the small of my back. 
 
    "There we go," she says, apparently pleased. 
 
    Then she crouches behind me, and I stare straight ahead, studying the contours of the wall. 
 
    "You know what I find fascinating about psychology?" 
 
    "No, Mistress." For some reason, I feel compelled to ask the follow-up question, the one that she expects. "What do you find fascinating about psychology, Mistress?" 
 
    "That we don't understand so much about the human mind. I mean, we have these amazing phones and the Internet and we can send people to the moon or whatever, but when it comes to understanding ourselves? We are surprisingly bad at it." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. As you say, Mistress." 
 
    I can feel it blanketing me right now, that sense of subservience. It's back. Right now, I keep my eyes directed straight ahead, and I will tell her anything and everything she wants to hear. It feels like I need to be a good slave. 
 
    Is it the threat of a punishment? The exhaustion that follows after an orgasm? I don't know. Or maybe it's the fact that she talked about that invisible fence. 
 
    Adrenaline percolates along the back of my neck whenever I think about the idea of trying to get away. Because now, I could step onto the sidewalk, only to feel the punch of electricity shooting through my body, pounding into me, clawing at my insides with fingers of hot steel. 
 
    No. I can't do that again. 
 
    So I have to think of something else I want to escape. 
 
    Yeah, right. I'm not going to escape. I close my eyes for a moment, and that feels like an inevitable truth. I'm not going to escape because I'm a boy in the city, and the women here are determined to keep me subjugated. 
 
    More than just subjugated. 
 
    Tamed. 
 
    I try to shake those thoughts off, to tell myself that I am being overly pessimistic or defeatist. 
 
    Only I am not. 
 
    Victoria continues, "We like to think that we have this incredible understanding of the world, and we are making progress, but there is still so much we don't know. Like for example, is hypnosis real?" 
 
    Before my enslavement, I would have laughed at her question. No, of course hypnosis isn't real. You can't just swing a clock in front of someone to get them to do what you want. 
 
    "Obviously, I'm not talking about the fantasy of mind control. I'm thinking about something else. People say that they can’t be hypnotized, that they can’t be entranced. I don't think they're lying," Victoria says. "So what is it instead?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress." 
 
    "Of course, you wouldn't know. You're just a boy." She laughs at the very notion. 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I do my best to pretend that I'm not embarrassed by her answer, but she's a beautiful woman, so every time she laughs at me, I can feel those sounds cut away at my self-esteem. 
 
    "No, you wouldn't know," she says as the laughter fades. "But it's still something to think about. If a person becomes entranced or hypnotized, is that just a psychosomatic reaction? And what about the boys in our city?" 
 
    "What, what you mean?" I ask, doing my best to keep the tremble from my voice. Frankly, I'm pretty sure I fail. 
 
    "Well, lots of boys here say that they are going to be stubborn forever. No matter what, they won't break," she says, mocking those declarations. Her face gets serious, like she's a warrior who will fight until the end of time. Only then, the façade breaks, and she smirks once again. "Those boys insist that they're going to be so big and so strong, but after just a couple of days or a couple of weeks at the most, they start to embrace slavery." 
 
    "I don't believe that," I say. 
 
    "Collst: shock." That's how she answers my denial. 
 
    Before I can realize my mistake, the electricity shoots into me again, hot power pumping through my body, lighting up the pain receptors throughout my flesh. 
 
    I stumble forward, throwing out my hands. I hold onto the wall, using it to keep me from falling all the way. 
 
    "What was that?" 
 
    "Nothing, nothing, Mistress," I say. 
 
    I get my eyes open again, and I watch the paint in front of me. 
 
    I make a mental note, promising myself that I'm not going to be so stupid. I'm not going to contradict my owner. She's the woman in the room, so I obviously need to listen to her. Whatever she says goes. 
 
    "That's right," she says, touching the top of my head. She scratches my scalp lately. "So yeah, the question stands. What is it that makes you boys break so thoroughly? Because here's the thing, it's not just obedience. I mean, we've probably been able to make you obedient since you first became all weak and helpless in front of us. But the other guys embrace it. They learn to love their mistresses. They learn to love their owners and do as they're told." 
 
    No way. 
 
    This time, I'm smart enough not to say anything, but I can still feel that denial flicker through me. 
 
    "It's okay if you don't believe me, slave. No one cares about what you believe anyway." 
 
    "Mistress, what is the point of all of this?" 
 
    Victoria slides her fingers along my neck, running her touch over my collar and then down my naked back. "I'm not an obedience trainer, but I do have a sense of what it takes to break a boy. So we are going to try something new today and were going to see how it makes you feel. I'm going to leave you right here in the corner for an hour. All the while, you are going to recite that little motto. You remember which one I'm talking about?" 
 
    I do. 
 
    The words come to me immediately, so I save them for my Mistress. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "That's the one," she says with a quick slap of her hands. "There's a good slave!" I blush and grimace, though she doesn't say anything about it. 
 
    "What do I have to do, Mistress?" 
 
    Victoria snaps her fingers again. "There. There it is. You see. You already sound excited, like you can't wait to please me." 
 
    I part my lips, getting ready to tell her that she's wrong. And yet, I stay quiet. I disagree. That much should be obvious, but I'm not going to contradict her again, not when the consequence will mean another blast of electricity. 
 
    "Face it, Darren. More and more, you’re learning to become a good little slave boy." 
 
    Remaining quiet, I don't say anything. Victoria doesn't seem to care. "So were going to take that impulse, and were going to nurture it. You are going to stay right here on your knees, with your hands behind your back, and you are going to say those same words over and over again. If you don't, your collar will shock you." 
 
    My eyes widen, and I turn my head, looking back at her. "An hour? I can't do that for an hour!" 
 
    "Collar: shock." She says those words, and the voice recognition software built into the strap of leather around my neck immediately delivers a punishing blast of electricity. The discharge runs through me, almost enough to knock me back. 
 
    I'm panting now, gasping to catch my breath and get a hold of myself. 
 
    "Yes, you can," she says. "Before you start, are there any other questions?" 
 
    "Please, can't I do something else for you? Can't I lick you or something?" The desperation rings through every syllable. It's not like I'm being seductive or anything. 
 
    But it's the best I can do, so I fail. 
 
    "Poor boy," she says with a taunting shake of her head. "Collar: activate training mode seven." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I immediately start to say. 
 
    "There we go," she agrees, pinching my chin and turning my head back toward the corner. "Don't stop. If you pause for too long, you'll get another shock." 
 
    With that, she giggles and hops up onto her feet. 
 
      
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Those words stream from my lips, and I don't turn my head or look around. Part of me wonders if I can even get up. If I start to move, will the collar detect that, and will it punish me? 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Victoria isn't here with me, so she doesn't know what I am saying. She might be within earshot. She might not be. Even so, I continue to speak, obeying her command. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    The words push into me, almost like I am sculpting something. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Part of me wants to stop this, to test the limits of my enslavement. If I stop talking, what's going to happen? 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Despite my reticence and my desire to disobey, I can't bring myself to do it. Like it or not, I feel like I must do as she commands. 
 
    And sure, there are the justifications. First off, I can tell myself that I'm only doing this to lull Victoria into a false sense of security. If I behave myself for a couple of weeks or a couple of months, she will start to trust me, right? And then I will have an opportunity. Granted, this strategy requires me to dutifully follow all of her commands, subjugating myself before her like I really am a slave. 
 
    No, I'm not a slave. 
 
    Another second ticks by, and my voice is strong as I call out to the requisite words. "I am a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    My fingers clench, and I wish I could just spin around. I want to look to see if Victoria is nearby. Can she hear me? 
 
    I don't know, but it feels like I'm in a different kind of cage. With the two walls right in front of me, I don't know what's going on around me. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    I say those words, speaking each one, and I can still feel the collar around my neck with every syllable. Victoria made sure that the collar was nice and tight. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    No. No, that's not true. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I say again, even as I try to resist. 
 
    I tell myself that sexism is stupid. The girls in the city might want to believe that one gender can be genuinely superior to the other, but I refuse to accept that. Some men are smart, some women are dumb, some guys are idiots, and some women are brilliant. 
 
    That's just how the world works. 
 
    There's no way for one half of humanity to simply take control. 
 
    Even as that thought crosses my mind, I drift back to the last couple hundred years of history. Seriously, men have been successfully dominant in virtually every aspect of society all around the globe. If that's the case, does it mean that women can take charge? 
 
    What if all of the women decide to work together? What if mothers and sisters and girlfriends and wives all come to one conclusion. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    That's not possible, right? Women can't actually work together? 
 
    Years ago, I saw a TV show that had different characters running between dimensions. They got to experience alternate realities, one of which centered on female supremacy. In this world, boys were little more than arm candy. Were they slaves? No, of course not. But they were treated like playthings. In this world, men couldn't hold authority. They couldn't even be taken seriously! 
 
    One character insisted that this was a good world because war had been eradicated along with most of the other social ills that plague humanity. But no, I refuse to accept that. Even when I saw the first episode as a child, I thought the idea was silly. Women can be just as petty and stupid as men. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I say aloud even as I try to focus on my counter arguments. 
 
    Maybe that's the key. If I want to maintain my independence, then I just need to keep thinking. 
 
    It's only been a couple of minutes, but the words continue to echo from my mouth. I repeat them over and over again. Every iteration reminds me of what these girls want to do to me. 
 
    But every repetition does something else as well: they start to seem right. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I repeat. 
 
    If I continue to do this for minutes or hours, will the idea start to sound true? No. I want to believe that this kind of chant will become gibberish. If you say one word out loud again and again, it will start to become gibberish. The same thing should happen here and now. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." As I say those words, I picture myself on my knees, looking up at some of the women I've known in life. 
 
    This image forms in my head, and it's of me, down on my knees, looking up at my first girlfriend. She's blonde with wavy hair and glasses. She smiles down at me. I look up at her for only a moment, half hoping that she will tell me to get up. She might tell me that I deserve to make my own decisions because we are equals. Dressed in her black boots and tight, little green dress, she looks sexy. But then she smiles at me and tells me how good I look on my knees. 
 
    Out loud, in the real world, I say, "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    There is another girl to her left. She has red hair, freckles, and she's wearing jeans and a black T-shirt. The shirt is tight along her waist, showing off her best curves. She's sexy, and I look up at her, desperately hoping that she will tell me I deserve freedom. She shakes her head. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    I look out at all these women, my first boss, girlfriends, a girl I had a crush on back in college, Shannon, even Alicia and Victoria. They are all here, painted perfectly by my mind’s eye. And I keep waiting, desperately hoping that one of them will let me up. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    I try not to think about anything at all. Some part of me tenses up and tries to pull away from the images running through my skull, only I can't do it. I feel like some kind of momentum is carrying me forward. 
 
    Victoria talked about hypnosis. Is that what is happening to me right now? Am I being hypnotized? 
 
    As hard as I try to shake my head or just close my eyes to get rid of the images, they aren't actually in front of me. This is just my imagination, something I can no longer control! 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Without even being commanded, I crawl over to each girl. I bow my head down and kiss her feet. I start with the girl in the green dress. I move to her right. One by one, I kiss, making it abundantly clear that I am a slave. I deserve to be on my hands and knees. They are women, so they are superior. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I say again, only now my heart is pounding, and my breathing becomes ragged. 
 
    Although I haven't moved an inch from this corner, I desperately wish to stop. 
 
    It requires this huge amount of will, to pull away from the momentum, to keep my lips still. I wait just an extra second, and I tell myself that I'm going to continue. 
 
    This is only supposed be an experiment. I start to wait an extra second, wondering if the collar will catch me right away. 
 
    It does. 
 
    I don't say anything. The silence hangs on the air, just for a moment, but that's enough. The voice recognition software works with the timer built into the collar, and it realizes immediately that I have deviated from the prescribed regimen. 
 
    The machine knows exactly what to do. 
 
    The device unleashes another cascade of hot, agonizing electricity. It runs into my body, glancing from the nerves in my throat up along my face, down into my chest, along my arms, all the way through my legs. 
 
    I'm already on my knees, so I can't really fall, but I still tense up, gasping. 
 
    "Don't be a dumb boy! Do as you're told!" Victoria calls out, and it sounds like her voice is being carried from another room in the house. 
 
    How did she know? 
 
    This collar probably has some elaborate tracking software. She knows exactly where I will be, and she might even be able to get status updates on my progress. 
 
    I grit my teeth for just a third of a second or so before I force myself to start talking again. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    There. I said it. That grants me another heartbeat. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Victoria only locked a leather collar around my neck, but that one small accouterment was enough. It traps me right here, on my knees as I give this woman exactly what she demands. I don't have any choice. None at all. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Almost immediately, I say those words again. They reverberate through my body, and I sit up straight. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    On and on, I speak these words. I declare them to the universe, the walls, to no one at all and to myself. 
 
    They don't become blurred, nor do they start to sound like gibberish. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Because I'm forced to say them. Speaking these words, I'm training myself. By following Victoria's command, I demonstrate that she really does have absolute authority over me. 
 
    So I keep speaking because I can't stop. 
 
    My eyes are wet from that first shock, and I don't have the strength to endure another one. I really am just a weak boy, so it's good that I have a mistress who will tell me what to do. She issues commands, and I obey because she's a woman and I'm a boy. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Pretty soon, I start thinking about what the world really would be like if women assumed absolute control. 
 
    They would enslave men, and we would be helpless playthings. We could be bought and sold. We would do whatever we were told by the women in our lives. We would recognize that men don't and shouldn't have opinions. 
 
    Hell, men shouldn't even be allowed to read. 
 
    I picture this world, and it starts to feel good. My cock begins to harden, and I keep wondering how long it'll take. 
 
    That's right. This is going to be inevitable. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Women will seize control. If they've done it here in this town, no one will be able to stop them. After all, so many women have been sexually harassed or segregated just on the basis of gender. And they are still people, so they will want retribution. 
 
    If women have been oppressed for 2000 years, maybe it's time for men to get down on their knees. 
 
    Women have been treated like chattel. It makes sense that the same thing could happen to men. Males will become prized possessions. They will be trained to serve their betters. 
 
    This is Female Supremacy. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    I close my eyes for a second as the words leave my lips. I don't think about resisting or fighting. I don't think about anything but that same phrase over and over again. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
      
 
    At some point, Victoria comes back up to me, and she speaks over me, which is right because she's a woman. "Collar: reset to standard obedience." 
 
    I keep speaking. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Stop," she orders, and I feel like I'm at a loss. 
 
    Stop? Stop telling the truth? 
 
    And yet, this is my Mistress. She has ordered me to be quiet, so my lips stop moving. 
 
    "Go to the kitchen and make me a sandwich." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say right away, hopping back up onto my feet. 
 
    I make her a sandwich and prepare her a glass of ice water and a cup of wine. When I'm ready, I take the tray back to my Mistress and present it to her. 
 
    "There's a good little servant boy. You like serving your Mistress, don't you?" 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I tell her. 
 
    But then, her eyes drift down to my cock. "You wouldn't try to touch this without permission, would you?" 
 
    I'm not wearing the chastity device right now, but I'm still holding the tray as I look past my waist, down to my erect dick. "No, Mistress," I say with a quick shake of my head. 
 
    "And why wouldn't you?" 
 
    "Because I know that I belong to you," I say as I set the tray in front of her. Victoria might be seated at the dining room table, which means I'm standing upright, which gives the illusion of height, but that doesn't matter. She is in charge because she is the woman. I'm just a boy. 
 
    "Does this belong to me?" She asks, reaching out and gliding her fingertips along my shaft. I close my eyes, savoring the sensations that run through my body. 
 
    "Every inch," I reply, "Mistress. Every inch of my body belongs to you. I belong to you." As I say those words, there it is again, that other emotion. 
 
    I feel like I must obey her, like I must submit to her will. 
 
    Not only that, it starts to feel good. I don't understand, but it doesn't feel like it's my place to really comprehend what's going on with me. Victoria is the one who will guide me and order me around. All I need to do is obey, to follow her words and do whatever she wishes. 
 
    "Yes, you do belong to me. And why is that again?" 
 
    Without thinking about it or planning it, I just say the first words that pop into my head. "Because I'm a boy, Mistress, and boys must obey." 
 
    "That's right," she says as she starts to eat her sandwich. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the day, I am a loyal, dedicated, and obedient servant. Victoria watches TV, and I massage her feet. Later on, she decides that she wants me back in my chastity cage, so I stand still with my hands behind my back while she applies the ice to get my erection under control. 
 
    I whimper just once, and she glances up at me. 
 
    "You have something you want to say? Maybe you want to complain or say that this isn't fair?" 
 
    With a quick shake of my head, I say, "No, Mistress." 
 
    "Good boy," she replies, and that complement, that praise, does something to me. It sends this spark of warmth running through my body. 
 
    She just called me a good boy, and that feels wonderful, like nothing else matters. 
 
    Deep down, underneath all of my training, I wonder how this is possible. And yet, I don't really give voice to any of those thoughts or worries. I'm a slave, so I do my best not to think about anything that would disappoint my owner. 
 
    Over the course of the rest of the day, I remain near her, doing whatever she asks. This might mean a massage or touching or fixing her something to eat. At one point, she just lifts up her skirt and tells me that she wants an orgasm. So I crawl over to her, and I lick her pussy. I run my tongue up and down her crevice, worshiping her even as my cock strains against of the chastity cage. 
 
    Just as the sun starts to go down, someone knocks on the front door. 
 
    "Go get that," she says. 
 
    At once, I hop up onto my feet, and I go to the door. I've never done this before; I don't know who might be on the other side. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I do my best to keep my fear under control. More than anything else, I think about how I don't have a choice. A woman told me to do this, so I should obey because she knows better than me. 
 
    I turn the handle and there is a girl standing in front of me. She looks like she might be a little bit younger than me, maybe by a year or two. She has sharp, angular features, long hair, and she's currently wearing shorts and a T-shirt. Under other circumstances, I might mistake her for a high school student out to sell candy or something. 
 
    "Hello," she says. "You must be Darren." 
 
      
 
    She's a stranger, so I don't know exactly how I'm supposed to address her. I blink once or twice, worried. 
 
    My instincts kick in, and I ask, "Who are you?" 
 
    The girl shakes her head. Then she steps forward, and I immediately retreat. Before I can get beyond her reach, however, this young woman puts her hand on my shoulder, and she nudges me. 
 
    At once, I drop onto my knees. 
 
    This girl’s a stranger, but she has already assumed this position of authority. 
 
    Then she uses her other hand and she strokes the underside of my chin with two fingers. Nudging me, she forces me to look up at her. I stare along her narrow waist, over the crests of her breasts, and all the way up to her bright blue eyes. 
 
    "My name is Sydney, and I'm your new obedience tutor." 
 
    "My obedience tutor?" 
 
    Victoria is up from the couch, and she saunters in behind me. I can hear her footsteps, yet I still can't look away from Sydney. 
 
    "I'm so glad you could make it," Victoria greets her guest. 
 
    "So I assume this is Darren, your slave?" 
 
    "Yes," Victoria says. "Darren, tell this nice lady what you have learned." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." I blink, surprised that I would say something like this, especially to a stranger. And yet, the words are already out there, and I can't take them back. 
 
    Embarrassment floods through me, running along my cheeks and down my neck. I can feel that heat. 
 
    "That's something of a good start," Sydney says. 
 
    Together, the two women walk back into the living room. Victoria sits on the couch, and Sydney takes a spot on one of the chairs. Meanwhile, I'm left to stand, uncertain. 
 
    "So, tell me, what would you like to be accomplished with this slave's obedience training?" 
 
    "Exactly that," Victoria says. "I want him to be thoroughly tamed and subjugated. I want him to be completely obedient." 
 
    "Now, that can be problematic," replies Sydney. "Here's the thing you should understand. The obedience isn't a binary. It exists on a spectrum like so many other subjective concepts. So really, you can have a man who is pretty thoroughly trained, but he won't be totally obedient. From time to time, he will need to be reminded of his place. Actually, that's pretty normal around here." 
 
    "I'm not interested in having him be somewhat trained. I want absolute obedience." 
 
    "Do you want him to love you?" 
 
    My lips part at the suggestion. What? 
 
    Even though I haven't said anything because I know that I shouldn't speak in front of these women, I still feel this little yelp escape my throat. I squeak, like a frightened animal. At once, both of the women look up at me. 
 
    Victoria seems annoyed, her brows hardening, her lips stiffening. Sydney just smirks as she shakes her head from side to side. 
 
    "Slave, watch some TV." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I reply at once. I quickly bow my head and scurry into the kitchen. 
 
    Still, I can hear them talking. 
 
    "So if you don't mind my asking, what you going to do with that behavior?" Sydney asks. She doesn't bother to lower her voice. That's when it dawns on me; they want me to hear. 
 
    Gritting my teeth, I work diligently. 
 
    "I will punish him later. In private." 
 
    "Absolute obedience, it's been my experience, requires immediate response." 
 
    "Maybe you're right," Victoria replies. She snaps her fingers. "Slave, get back in here!" 
 
    For some reason, I rush ahead. I scamper forward. 
 
    Victoria always exudes this air of authority. But now, it seems doubly strong with Sydney here. I look over at the woman with the long, straight blonde hair. It occurs to me that her front teeth are a little bit larger than should be expected. And yet, she just looks right at me with little more than condescending disdain. 
 
    This is a woman who knows how to train men. Some people might work as horse trainers or dog trainers. They see the animals, and they are absolutely confident that they will be able to instill the correct behaviors. Well, that's how Sydney looks at me. 
 
    It made something inside of me wilt. 
 
    "Slave, come get across my lap." 
 
    Victoria has never punished me like this before. It has never been so intimate. 
 
    "So I take it you've been spending some time on my website?" asks Sydney. 
 
    "A little." 
 
    "Slave," Sydney addresses me. "Why do you think she wants to spank you with you on her lap? What you think that accomplishes?" 
 
    I gulp, doing my best to pretend that I'm not nervous, that I'm not intimidated by both of these females. 
 
    I start to answer. 
 
    Sydney interrupts, "Speak up." She doesn't raise her voice, yet those sounds cut through the air, immediately startling me. 
 
    "I guess it means that this is going to be closer?" 
 
    "It's cute when men are almost right," Sydney answers. Then she turns back to my owner. "I really do believe that lap spankings can be helpful because they instill a certain sense of intimacy. The man must look down. Not only that, he is been placed in the position of the child. Also, for your purposes, it can be fun to see his tight little bottom. And it does look like your slave has a lovely ass." 
 
    "This visitor just complemented you," Victoria says. "You should thank her." 
 
    My face is bright red right now. I don't remember ever blushing like this before. "Thank you, ma'am." 
 
    Ma'am? Really? 
 
    "See," says Sydney. "This strategy is already paying dividends." 
 
    "Get across my lap," Victoria says. She shakes her hand and snaps her fingers. 
 
    I creep forward, taking one tentative step after another. And yet, even that is a mistake. 
 
    "This isn't properly deferential or obedient behavior. Your owner has given you a command. He shouldn't dawdle." 
 
    Victoria gets up for just a moment, and she reaches out, grabbing my wrist. She wrenches me forward, pulling so that I fall across her lap. 
 
    Then, without any introduction or explanation, she starts spanking me. Her hand flies down, clapping against my ass. My skin turns red, the pain flashes through me. It's not as intense as an electrical shock, but it doesn't need to be. This is about so much more than the infliction of pain. Yes, it stings. Yes, Victoria knows how to make it hurt. In fact, my eyes are already starting to water, but that all feels like an accent on something else: shame. I'm being punished like a child. She is my owner, my Mistress, and she's made it clear that I've disappointed her. 
 
    "I'm, I'm sorry, Mistress!" 
 
    "Yes, I think you are," Victoria says. 
 
    "It looks like you've done a pretty good job of taming him so far. Usually, when I call them, these boys are much more defiant." 
 
    "My slave here attempted to leave without permission." 
 
    Sydney arches an eyebrow in my direction. "Oh?" That question isn't aimed at me. 
 
    "Yes. I thought that I had tamed him, but I was clearly wrong. I'm thinking that this boy is going to be a little bit slower. He will probably need a significant amount of time with you." 
 
    "And you're looking for total obedience?" 
 
    "Yes. Total obedience to me and every other female he encounters." 
 
    "I think that can be arranged," Sydney says. 
 
      
 
    The women continue to talk. At one point, I'm allowed to get up off of Victoria's lap so that I may fetch the tea. I bring it back, and I offer a saucer, a cup, and several cubes of sugar to each lady. They hardly notice me. They don’t address me and only glance in my direction like I am a server at a restaurant. 
 
    After that, Victoria offhandedly tells me to stand off to the side. 
 
    For a little while, they just chat, talking about some people I don't know. They discuss local politics, and it's easy for me to zone out. 
 
    "That's funny," Sydney says, chuckling. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I love this part of their subjugation." 
 
    That catches my attention. 
 
    "What you mean?" 
 
    "See your boy there? We've been talking about politics and who we might vote for, but he doesn't pay any attention because he knows that he doesn't get a choice. Politics are for women." 
 
    Now I'm paying attention, but I stare straight ahead, doing my best to pretend that none of this affects me. It does. It's not fair. 
 
    "Disenfranchisement must really suck," Sydney says, making it clear she doesn't mind in the least. "Are you upset, slave? Does this bother you?" 
 
    My face flushes again. What is it about Sydney? How can she cause this reaction so easily? 
 
    It's because she's a trainer; she's probably dealt with dozens, maybe even hundreds of males before me. This thought makes something inside of me clench. If she is still an obedience tutor, then she must be good at her job, which means I'm in trouble. 
 
    "No, ma'am," I say, keeping my voice low. 
 
    "I think you're lying," she says, and she stands up. She walks right over to me. She's only standing about an inch away, and she touches the underside of my chin again with the same two fingers, forcing me to look into her eyes. 
 
    "Tomorrow, you're going to be mine, and I'm going to have so much fun breaking you." Don't worry. It's only going to get rough if you try to disobey. Embrace your slavery. Accept the fact that you are just a boy. Do you think you can do that?" 
 
    I tell her the truth. "I, I don't know." 
 
    "That's a good start," she says. 
 
      
 
    Sydney. 
 
    Every time I think her name, there is this flash of fear. I bounce those two syllables back and forth behind my eyes again and again. It feels like I'm playing ping-pong. 
 
    Sydney, Sydney, Sydney. What the hell? 
 
    Slowly, I come to a conclusion. I know that I'm not free, and I moan, but I don't have any choice, yet that can't be the reality of my life. 
 
    Actually, it can't be the reality of any life. 
 
    Sydney departs after the two women hug. As I'm already standing there, Victoria snaps her fingers. "Get down on your knees and kiss her feet. Say thank you for her willingness to train you." 
 
    With the trainer here, I immediately drop down onto all fours. I lower my head, and I kiss her feet like an obedient slave. "Thank you for your willingness to train me. I'm very grateful, ma'am." 
 
    "You will be," she promises as she departs. The door closes, and I know what I need to do. 
 
    I have one modicum of hope. It glows bright within me because other people have been in this situation before. Up until this point, I've been trying to think like a man, a guy who has always had so much male privilege.  
 
     Out in the rest of the world, the world where men are respected, I can walk into a room, and people would instinctively listen to me. I could interrupt someone, and people would just assume that I was authoritative, a strong-willed guy who would be willing to take control. 
 
    But societies have had second-class citizens for a long time. Women have had to deal with a variety of double standards for centuries. And yet, they have still managed to influence society, to wield real power. 
 
    Maybe that means I need to try the same tactics. 
 
    I crawl over to my owner's feet, and I start kissing her toes. She's wearing sandals now, her bright red toenails practically glowing against of the white carpet. "Oh, someone is looking affectionate," she says. 
 
    I continue to kiss her feet for several seconds. 
 
    "Mistress, may I serve you?" 
 
    "Oh? You're asking for the privilege?" 
 
    I look up at her for just a moment, my eyes are big and shiny, and then I sit all the way up. I stay down on my knees, and I hold my elbows against my sides. I bring my hands together, my fingers resting on one another. 
 
    "Mistress, I would really like to serve you. Would you like an orgasm? Would that please you?" My voice strains with desire. I might be locked up in a chastity cage, but Victoria can see the desire right here on my face. 
 
    "You know what? I would like an orgasm," she says. "But first, I think I would like to kiss my slave for a bit." 
 
    With that, she turns around and walks away. She goes right back into her bedroom, and I scamper after her. 
 
    When I get to the threshold, I drop onto my hands and knees, and I crawl forward. "May I get on the bed, Mistress?" I must sound obsequious. Right now, I am an obedient slave, desperate and determined to please this woman. 
 
    Victoria has already stripped out of her shirt, her skirt, her sandals, even her panties and bra. She's completely naked, and I swallow when I see her like this. In theory, her nudity should put her at a disadvantage. 
 
    It doesn't because this is her house, so she owns everything here, including me. 
 
    I have a plan; I can't let myself fail. 
 
    "I like this change in attitude," she says. "It finally starts to feel like you are understanding where you belong." 
 
    Almost demure and totally subservient, I agree. "Yes, Mistress." I look up at her. "May I get on the bed?" 
 
    She smirks down at me, and she pauses. There isn't any doubt; she will let me up. The only question is when. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Victoria nods. "Get your cute little butt up here." 
 
    Scrambling to obey, I climb up onto the bed, and I let my eyes run up and down the length of her body. She leans back, lifting her arms above her head. At some other time, in some other place, she would be submitting to my masculine authority. But now, she could assume the most humiliating, degrading pose, and it wouldn't make any difference. After all, my cock is locked up, and she's not even wearing the key. I'm sure it's hidden away somewhere that I would never find. 
 
    Silent, I study her moist lips, her slender neck, the wonderful curves of her breasts. She is perfect in every way. 
 
    "Please me," she commands. 
 
    The order is vague; I'm not exactly sure what she wants, but I take initiative nonetheless. My plan can only work if I am a particularly diligent and successful servant boy. On the bed, I straddle her. I make sure not to press my weight down into her body. That might be taken as presumptuous or domineering. I can't be either of those things, not now. 
 
    I lean down, and I kiss her lips. I brush my mouth against hers. It feels wonderful. Hot electricity seems to sizzle between us, but it's not painful, not this time. 
 
    No, it feels incredible. 
 
    I only kiss her for a few seconds. I don't want her to get bored. Then I lean in, rubbing my mouth against her neck. I lick at her soft skin. She starts to murmur. She begins to moan. 
 
    A few seconds later, I switch to her other side, and then I bring my mouth down between her breasts. I kiss her clavicles, her chest. 
 
    "Mistress, may I lick your breasts?" I ask. 
 
    She lifts her head. Her eyes are lit with desire. 
 
    "You may," she answers. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress," I say as I dip my head down. I open my mouth, and I gently take her left nipple. My lips are firm against that point. Within seconds, her body responds and her nipple hardens. I lick, just the tip at first. Then I start to swirl my tongue around her sensitive flesh. 
 
    "Good boy," she says. I continue to lick, sliding my tongue up and down, left and right, in neat, tight little circles. Then I pull away, just a little bit. My tongue dances over her breast. 
 
    I listen to the sounds of her breathing, doing my best to discern exactly how I should move, what she likes best. 
 
    To be honest, I have never been with a girl, not like this. I give her everything I have. I focus on her entirely. Because if I don't, I will end up with Sydney. 
 
    Redoubling my efforts, I continue to lick until I bring my mouth over to her other breast. I do the same thing. And then it occurs to me that I can use my hands as well. 
 
    If this was normal sex and I was just a hungry guy eager to explore her body, I would start massaging her breasts with both of my hands. I would squeeze and tease her. But I'm not that kind of man, not right now, perhaps not even anymore. 
 
    My fingers glide along her flanks, lightly touching her. She begins to moan again, and she's not teasing me. I take that as a good sign. It means that she's not thinking anymore. Instead, she’s simply letting the sensations run through her body. 
 
    I pull my mouth away from her other breast. Then I start kissing her, working my way down her sternum, along her stomach, down to her pubis. 
 
    Rather than immediately starting to lick her pussy, I stroke her legs. My fingers glide lightly, barely touching her. Every feathery sensation makes her moan. Not only that, I see her twitch with desire and anticipation. 
 
    "Thank you for allowing me to please you, Mistress," I say. 
 
    At this point, I can't even be sure if she hears me. 
 
    It doesn't matter. 
 
    I go down to her shins, and I only stop when my fingers get to the tops of her feet. 
 
    Then, I lean forward, stretching my back as I bring my face between her legs. I kiss her inner thighs, every touch soft, gentle, carefully calculated. 
 
    And then it is time. 
 
    I finally kiss her pussy, my lips soft against her opening. I lick her crevice, just once, then twice. I take my time, letting her relax into those sensations. 
 
    And then she reaches down, her hand on top of my head. 
 
    She doesn't force me, however, so I continue to work diligently. 
 
    I lap at her pussy gently, speeding up slowly. 
 
    After a couple of minutes, I finally push my tongue into her opening, and I can feel the engorged spot. This is her clitoris. I have gone down on her several times. She's never been this aroused; she's never been this horny! 
 
    It's working! 
 
    I bob my head, working my shoulders, my neck, my mouth. 
 
    Little by little, I increase the tempo, speeding up. 
 
    Her fingers are rigid against the back of my head, but I don't care. I continue to worship her, teasing her. 
 
    Then she tenses, she cries out, the sound echoing in the bedroom. She's panting as I continue to lick. "Stop!" Victoria calls out that word, and I recognize a note of something else, something I've never heard from her. Is it panic? Is it helplessness? Yes on both counts. She's lost herself to those impulses, and now she almost sounds desperate. 
 
    Part of me wishes that I could just tease her, to show her that I've been able to get the upper hand, if only for a moment. 
 
    Throughout history, women have used sex to trick and entrap men. Maybe I can do the same thing. But I have to be subtle. 
 
    So I pull away. 
 
    I position myself back on my knees, and I wait for Victoria to tell me what to do. 
 
    "Get over here," she says, beckoning me with one finger. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say immediately, crawling forward. I make my way over to her, and she wraps her arms around me. She pulls me against her. She holds me tight, our bodies pressed together. 
 
    She hears the click of the lock against my chastity cage, and it makes her smirk. "Oh, poor boy. I bet you would like me to let you out of that." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I would, but I won't ask because I know it's your decision." 
 
    "Good boy," she says, and then she kisses me. 
 
    She must be able to taste her excitement and her juices against my lips, but she doesn't seem to mind. Instead, she starts making out with me! 
 
    Of course, when we worked together, I had imagined this on a couple of occasions. In fact, we would be stuck in meetings together, sitting in some stifling conference room, and I would have to look around the room for some kind of distraction. 
 
    It would usually be Victoria. 
 
    Even if I didn't like her, I could still fantasize about her mouth, her breasts, her legs. I would picture what it would feel like to just walk over to her, to grab her ponytail and pull her head back so that we could start kissing. 
 
    And now, here I am, in her bed in this strange city, and I'm not in control. This wasn't a fantasy because my cock is locked away, and there's a collar around my neck. If this is a fantasy for anyone, it clearly belongs to Victoria. 
 
    She kisses me lightly at first. But then, her hand goes up to the back of my neck as she weaves her fingers through the strands of my hair. She holds my face against hers as she kisses me. We make out like teenagers, only she's naked, and I'm still locked in chastity! 
 
    Even so, I keep my desires under control. I'm not going to get overly excited, nor will I make any stupid mistakes. Yes, my cock throbs, and the arousal is almost overwhelming, but I maintain control over my body. 
 
    Then she pulls away. "Let's have sex," she says, her eyes glittering impishly. 
 
    "Beg for it." 
 
    "Please, Mistress, would you have sex with me?" I ask, and then she starts moving. Just to be safe, I don't stop. "Please, Mistress. I want to be your sex slave. I want you to use my body because I belong to you. I'm yours. I'm your plaything! I'm your toy!" I call out each word, letting them reverberate through my body and the rest of the room. 
 
    She goes over to one of her dressers, and she snatches up the key. Then she scampers back, and she unlocks my chastity cage. She pulls off the device, and then she immediately takes my cock in her hand, and she lowers herself down. 
 
    I feel that hot moisture, the tightness of her pussy. 
 
    Damn. She feels incredible! 
 
    "Tell me what you are trying to do," she says. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    She places her fingers against my chest. "I'm not going to let you, unless you tell me exactly what you are trying to do. What was this little attitude adjustment of yours?" 
 
    She knows! 
 
    "I, I don't know what you're talking about." 
 
    She places one hand against the top of my head, grabbing my scalp. She squeezes, pulling those strands of hair. It hurts, but just a little bit. She wants my attention, every bit of my focus. 
 
    "Don't lie to me, slave." 
 
    "Mistress, I, I was hoping that you might change your mind about the obedience tutor." 
 
    "Oh?" She moves her hips up and down as she rides my cock. 
 
    It's hard to think, to speak, but I don't have any choice. "I, I was hoping that maybe you would change her mind and decide that I don't need obedience training." 
 
    "So you’re tring to manipulate me? Is that it?" 
 
    I need to think of a different phrase. "I was hoping to convince you." 
 
    "Poor, silly boy. That's not how this works. You don't get to try to manipulate your owner. You don't get to try to make any decisions at all. You are a slave. You are a sex toy. Say it." 
 
    "I, I am a sex slave. I am a toy." 
 
    "That's right. You're my possession, so you please me. I'm going to send you to that tutor, and she's going to break you. She's going to tame you so that you are utterly incapable of thinking for yourself. Understand me?" 
 
    Before I can answer, she begins to ride me harder, faster. She bounces up and down, savoring the friction of my cock. "Come for me. Come for me as you think about who you are!" 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. That's the thought of that shoots through me just as I start to climax. I hear her scream with exultation, and there's nothing I can do. 
 
      
 
    My tutoring starts the next day. 
 
    My heart pounds as Victoria drives me to Sydney's place. 
 
    I don't know what to expect. We pull up in front of one house among many. 
 
    She lets me out of the car, and I follow behind my owner. I'm naked, wearing my chastity device and my collar. 
 
    Before we even get to the front door, it opens, and there is Sydney. She has on a black skirt, a matching T-shirt, dark gray stockings, and high-heeled sandals. Again, she doesn't look like someone who would wield any kind of real power. Instead, she reminds me more of a college girl. 
 
    Her appearance doesn't matter. 
 
    She's female, so she's in charge. 
 
    I'm a boy, so I must obey. 
 
    Sydney doesn't waste any time. After thanking Victoria, she snaps her fingers, and she begins my training. Apparently, she is an obedience tutor, so I spend the day with her. 
 
    In the first third of the day, we focus on simple obedience. She sits down, and she actually pulls out a magazine. Then she begins to call out different positions. She tells me how to kneel, with my knees pressed down, my feet flat, toes extended, my wrists crossed behind my back. 
 
    She also teaches me how to crawl. She wants the positioning to be perfect. 
 
    "You know why this is necessary?" Sydney asks me. 
 
    Timid, I shake my head. 
 
    "As a boy, it's very important for you to spend a lot of time and effort thinking and focusing on how you will serve your superiors. If you can master these basic positions, then you will be a lot better off." 
 
    She doesn't say it but she makes it clear. She wants to distract me. Throughout history, women have been distracted with clothing and makeup, all of these extra expectations that men don't have to face. A guy can get ready for a job interview in about five minutes. It takes a woman so much longer because the expectations are so different. 
 
    That's exactly what Sydney is doing to me. 
 
    After we work on the positioning, she brings me into her kitchen, and she shows me how to pour tea, how to serve drinks, how to stand off to the side as I hold a tray. 
 
    It should be easy, but it's not. Every few seconds, it seems like I make a mistake. 
 
    And when I do, she pulls out her crop and strikes at my legs or my chest or my flanks. 
 
    The leather strip bites down, not enough to cut my skin, but it stings each and every time. 
 
    Worse, the leather strip lulls me into a false sense of security. Sure, Sydney orders me around, and she trains me. But it gets worse. 
 
    At one point, I drop a glass of tea, and it hits the tiled floor, shattering, droplets flying every direction, spreading around. 
 
    "Collar: shock. Collar: shock. Collar: shock." 
 
    There's less than a second where I hear those words and register their meaning. Then electricity shoots through my body, frying every pain receptor I possess. The agony shoots through me, wiping away everything else. I hit the floor, collapsing as the device locked around my neck punishes me three times. Waves of excruciating pain explode. They fizz through my body, making me think that there isn't anything else. For those few seconds, I am nothing but suffering. 
 
    Then it stops, and I'm on my back and Sydney places her shoe right against my chest. 
 
    "You have something to say?" 
 
    "Ma'am, I'm sorry!" 
 
    "Yes, I think you are," she agrees. "Now clean this up." 
 
      
 
    "How does that make you feel?" Sydney asks when she comes back. I can hear her footsteps, so I speed up, rubbing the towel against of the kitchen floor. 
 
    Down on my hands and knees, I look up at this woman. Again, I have to admire the easy authority that she exudes. She's just standing there. And yet, she clearly takes charge. 
 
    "I don't know," I say. 
 
    "Darren, I don't want to have to punish you, but when a woman asks you a question, you will obey. You tell her the truth." 
 
    I gulp, understanding full well what another punishment might mean. So I look down. "I feel weird." 
 
    "Weird? Weird how?" She probably already knows the answer. She's done this so many times before! 
 
    "I, I don't want to say." 
 
    "Collar: shock." 
 
    The batteries discharge, shooting another dose of electricity into my skin. I flinch and fall back. I'm panting. 
 
    "Get up." 
 
    Despite the reverberating pain, I crawl back up onto my hands and knees. 
 
    The towel is right there, just in front of me. 
 
    "When a woman asks you a question, you tell her the truth," Sydney reiterates. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "How do you feel?" 
 
    The word jumps into my head, and it falls to my lips. This time, I don't consider what my answer might mean. Instead, I simply act, obeying this woman. "Subservient, ma'am." 
 
    "Describe that feeling." 
 
    For just a second, I wish that I could shake my head and tell her that I won't do it. But we both know that I will, I have no choice. 
 
    "Subservience. It feels like this warm, fizzing or bubbling sensation in my chest. It feels like I have to obey. It feels like I should do whatever you tell me." 
 
    She walks over to me, and she runs her fingers through my hair. She's petting me like I'm an animal, but I don't care. 
 
    "Good boy. You see, it's not so bad. Just do as you're told and obey your superiors, and everything will work out for you. You see, no one here is genuinely sadistic. No one here wants to hurt you. We just want to correct your bad behavior when you forget yourself and your place." She's talking down to me, patronizing me with every breath, every syllable, and yet it only feeds into that strange new emotion. 
 
    Subservience. 
 
    "You like it? Do you like feeling subservient?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "That's good. You should embrace it. Understand that you are property now. Be grateful for the opportunity to serve your betters." 
 
    I wait for something inside of me to tense up, to spring forward. I should launch myself out at her. Or if I'm not brave enough to face another shock, I should at least think about it. But I don't. Instead, I nod my head, acquiescing because she's right. 
 
    She's a woman, and I'm just a boy. 
 
      
 
    My day with Sydney is filled with strange experiences. On the one hand, she treats me in much the same way that Victoria does. She smiles down at me, she pets my head, and she punishes me mercilessly. 
 
    And yet, it feels different. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Could it be the fact that Sydney has a specific title? 
 
    Obedience Tutor. 
 
    Just those words are enough to send a shiver of dread running down my back. 
 
    But if it's not her title, it must be something else. Is it the way she looks at me? Or is it her appearance? Between her blonde hair, her blue eyes, and her sharp, angular features, she still makes me think that she should be younger than me, subordinate. If anything, she reminds me of one of the interns from my time back at work. 
 
    And yet, those days and hours spent working behind computers and in front of people all feel like a mirage now. 
 
    Did that really happen? 
 
    Was there really a time when I was considered an individual? 
 
    Part of me wants to say no. That was just a bad dream or something. In society, the men are subservient. They belong to women. They need to listen and do as they're told. In every relationship, the woman should be in charge. She makes the decisions. She tells him what to do, and he had better obey. Because if he doesn't, she will discipline him. But it's okay because that's what he needs. No man should ever talk back to a woman. No man should ever contradict his superior. 
 
    That's what they're teaching me. 
 
    That's how Sydney and Victoria and all of the others are shaping me. They're molding me, sculpting me into a perfectly pliant boy. 
 
    Of course, I've only made it through two thirds of the first date with Sydney. After I finish cleaning, she snaps her fingers and tells me to follow. 
 
    Crawling after her, I follow her into an empty room. It's probably a guest room, and it makes me think that there should be a cage right in the middle of it. 
 
    "Stand still. Don't move." She goes over to one of the closets and opens it up. There's a dresser inside. She slides open a drawer, and she comes back with a piece of paper and a pencil." 
 
    "What does subservience mean to you? What is obedience?" 
 
    My lips open, but I don't know how to answer. 
 
    "Don't think about it, Darren. Just tell me." 
 
    Victoria's voice replays behind my eyes. Then I hear it, that same sentence I said over and over again. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Not very original, but it works," she says. "Straighten your back." 
 
    I comply. 
 
    She kneels in front of me, and she presses the paper against my back. Then she starts writing. She's using me like I'm a desk. 
 
    When Sydney completes her task, she motions for me to get back up onto my knees. As I do so, I keep my feet flat, my hands held behind my back. Whether I like it or not, I am learning to obey her commands. I'm learning how to assume each position she indicates. 
 
    And as I do so, I can feel that sense of subservience soak into me. It's almost meditative, making sure that my movements are perfect, that they will please her. 
 
    "Read this," she says, handing me the piece of paper. It's folded in half. 
 
    I look at the text. My eyes run along the soft, looping letters. 
 
    "Read it aloud," she says with a little smirk. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "That's a good phrase for you. So this is what's going to happen every day. You're going to come here, we are going to work on your positions, then we’re going to work on your service, and you're going to spend the last few hours reading this aloud. If you do a very good job and convince me that you are capable of some small degree of trust, I will let you meditate on your subjugation without having to say anything." 
 
    "Yes ma'am," I say with a quick bob of my head. 
 
    "How are you feeling right now?" 
 
    Remembering the lesson from before, I look back up at her. Our eyes meet, though only for a second. There is something about making eye contact with a woman that seems somehow odd. She's more powerful than I am. She's capable and strong and intelligent. 
 
    What am I? I'm just a slave. 
 
    So I look down, deferential. "I feel very submissive, ma'am." 
 
    "That's good to hear. It means you’re learning." She pats me on the head, and then she tilts her head to the side. "What are you going to do when I leave?" 
 
    "I'm going to read this." A thought occurs to me. "How long do I have to spend reading this?" 
 
    "Just until the end of the day," she says. 
 
    That'll be hours. 
 
    I swallow back my worry, but she just smirks. "Don't worry. If you falter or make any mistakes, I will come right back in here and punish you. How does that sound? Does that reassure you?" 
 
    Before my training, I would have gritted my teeth or complained. I would have, at the very least, said something about how I'm not worried about disappointing her. And yet, right now, I nod again. It seems like I'm willing to agree to anything. 
 
    "There's a good boy," she says, patting me on the head. 
 
    Then she gets up, and she starts to leave. 
 
    Sydney stops at the doorway. She turns around, and I have the paper right in front of me. 
 
    "Kneel, slave." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Now you may begin." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I say, my eyes locked on the letters in front of me. 
 
      
 
    I repeat those words. As I do so, I can feel them, like they are hot and burning their way straight into my brain. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    As I reiterate these words, I think of Sydney, how she is younger than me, smaller than me, how, at least out in the regular world, I would be her superior. 
 
    But that's not how things work here. That's not how things will work in the future. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." As I speak these words, a different kind of truth occurs to me. 
 
    These women, one way or another, are going to win. They're going to start out small, with a city just like this one, and then they will expand outward. Little by little, they will take control. 
 
    Women are smart. They are very capable. If they really can work together, then there won't be any stopping them. Men will probably get in the way, and they will end up with Obedience Tutors just like Sydney. And those men, no matter how old or wise or strong or rich or powerful they believe they are will end up naked, in chastity, collared and helpless. 
 
    It's inevitable. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Over and over again, I say those words. 
 
    At the same time, it feels like I'm meditating. The sounds vibrate through my body. But they begin to feel more and more like truth. There is only one truth, and that is women are superior. Every female is better than me. She will be better physically and mentally. She will be emotionally stronger, so she deserves to be in charge. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
      
 
    Sydney doesn't allow me to see a clock, so I have no idea how long I've been talking. After a while, I hear footsteps behind me. I'm no longer facing the door. The window is in front of me, yet I keep my eyes downcast as I watch and memorize the letters in front of me. Sydney really does have lovely handwriting. 
 
    Without trying, I can immediately recall exactly how it felt when she wrote those words, when she used me as a desk. 
 
    I should be grateful. A woman decided that I would be useful. 
 
    I am grateful. 
 
    I keep talking, and she sets something down beside me. From my peripheral vision, I can tell that it is a dog bowl. In fact, it has a name stencil along the side: Rover. That's not very creative, but it doesn't matter. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Sydney runs her hands along my body. My back is straight, my feet down. I keep my hands crossed behind me. I'm not physically restrained, but it still feels like I actually cannot move until this young woman gives me permission. 
 
    "Stop," she says. 
 
    I obey at once. 
 
    I look down at the water again, licking my lips. It feels like I've been talking for hours, just saying the same two parts of the same sentence over and over. 
 
    "How do you feel?" 
 
    "Subservient, ma'am." 
 
    "Yes, that's right. You're subservient. So tell me, if you see an attractive girl on the street, and she tells you to come over to her, what should you do?" 
 
    "I should obey, ma'am," I answer right away, like there isn't any doubt or question. 
 
    "And if she tells you that she would like to see you crawling at her feet, what should you do?" 
 
    "I should crawl at her feet, ma'am." 
 
    "And if she tells you that you should do a little dance for her because it might make her laugh, what should you do?" 
 
    "I should obey, ma'am. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Very good. Are you thirsty?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "So I guess that means you really want to take a drink?" 
 
    "Yes ma'am," I say again. It's right there, just a few inches away. All I need to do is get up and drink. 
 
    "I'm going to let you have some water, slave. But first, you need to prove yourself to me." 
 
    "How may I serve you, ma'am?" 
 
    "Turn around," she says. 
 
    I obey. 
 
    "Crawl over to me, and tell me about what you have realized over the last two hours." 
 
    Two hours? Really? 
 
    It doesn't feel like that much time has elapsed. And yet, the last few hours seem distorted, like I've been in a haze. 
 
    In any case, I obey because it doesn't feel like I have any other choice. Right now, it's impossible for me to imagine doing anything other than what Sydney commands. 
 
    "I've been thinking a lot about my Mistress, ma'am. I've been thinking about how she owns me, how she purchased me, how I must serve her." 
 
    "And why do you have to serve her?" 
 
    "Because I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    "Yes, that's right. And why should boys be made to obey?" 
 
    "Because we are inferior." 
 
    "Is there anything else?" 
 
    I part my lips, like there is some deep truth that I need to find, only I don't know what it is. I don't know how to look or where to find it. 
 
    "I, I don't understand, ma'am." 
 
    "I'm going to let you in on a little secret, slave." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." 
 
    "Boys are inferior. That much is true. But you know why they’re inferior? I mean, we are the same species. Women do depend on men, at least as far as conception goes. But beyond that, the best decisions are generally made by females. Outside of that, there's another reason why women are going to win. There's another reason why Female Supremacy is inevitable. You know what that is? You figure it out?" 
 
    "I don't know if I'm smart enough, ma'am." 
 
    That makes her laugh. It's deftly close to a right answer, only it's not exactly what she desires from me. 
 
    So I close my eyes, and I slump my shoulders forward as I relax, doing my best to figure it out. 
 
    "Take your time," she says, though I know that I won't be allowed even a sip of water until I give her what she wants. 
 
    Then I lift my chin, and I look up at her. As I do so, I can feel it, that subservience once again. 
 
    "Ma'am, women are going to win because this is what men want." 
 
    "Oh?" That's not a question, not really. She’s simply encouraging me, leading me along. 
 
    Stealing my courage, I dip my head back down. I study her feet, her legs. She really is incredibly attractive. And yet, there's nothing I can do about it. I can't even bring myself to fantasize about the notion of being with a girl like this. 
 
    Besides, I have my Mistress. I am her sex toy. Unless Victoria decides that she wants to lend me out or share me, I don't have any say in the matter. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Men are meant to be slaves, and we can feel it. Deep down, there is the instinct to obey female authority." 
 
    "That's an interesting theory, slave. How can you be so sure?" 
 
    The truth is that I'm not sure, but Sydney doesn't seem to care. She simply wants me to speak, to provide the correct answer, which I will do because she's a woman, and I must always try my best when it comes to any command I receive. 
 
    "I, I don't know, ma'am." 
 
    I lift my head, glancing in her direction once more. 
 
    Sydney starts to circle me. She drags her fingernails along my skin, not enough to scratch me, just enough to make me shiver and worry. 
 
    "That's okay, slave. Here's a misconception about slavery. Your opinions really don't matter, that much is true, but you still need to think. You can't be an appropriately viable servant if you are just an automaton. Really, you need to figure out how you can best serve your owner. So, think about this. You say that men are meant to be slaves. Prove it." 
 
    "I, I feel it right now, ma'am. I look up at you, and I know that I should submit myself to your judgment." 
 
    "Oh? Really?" Sydney touches one finger to the corner of her mouth. She grins down at me, like this is an interesting revelation. "So you're saying that men really want to be slaves, that it just takes a little bit of training to draw out their natural, obedience instincts? Is that what you're saying?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "And tell me. You think this is true of all men?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I think it's true of all men." 
 
    "I'm sure there are a lot of guys out there who disagree with you. They would probably just say that you’re pathetic because you gave up." 
 
    I shake my head from side to side. 
 
    "No. That's not true," I reply, it feels so strange to disagree with her, but she has told me to be honest, so I must obey. Even so, it feels like gravel is grinding against itself in my chest. I don't know what to do. Just the idea of disobedience is enough to shoot a dose of anxiety straight into my bloodstream. 
 
    "So they're wrong?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. They're wrong." 
 
    "How so?" 
 
    "They can say whatever they want, ma'am. But they're just boys, just like me, and I know that I have tried as hard as I can. But I’m calm and I don't think I'm weak. I think that you and the other women in the city have shown me that it's better to be obedient and subservient." 
 
    "But these other guys would surely get upset? Wouldn't they get all riled up, angry even? Wouldn't they start throwing tantrums?" She giggles to herself. "Boys are really very immature, after all." 
 
    "That's why you put them in chastity and shock collars," I say. "Maybe they would be angry. Maybe they would get upset, but that doesn't matter. Eventually, they would discover the same thing I have." 
 
    "And what is that?" 
 
    "It feels good to be submissive, ma'am." 
 
    "And who do you obey?" 
 
    "I obey Victoria, ma'am. She is my Mistress, and I must please her. I must obey her. I must also obey all women." 
 
    "Yes, that's a good thing to say. Tell me, slave. Does enslavement make you happy?" 
 
    I feel it, that fizzing, warm sensation just inside of my chest. It's a different kind of excitement, a different form of contentment. And yet, I'm not lying when I tell her, "yes, ma'am. It feels good. It feels very good." 
 
    "I'm glad to hear it. You may drink from the bowl." 
 
    I immediately dip down, bringing my face closer to the surface of the water. 
 
    "Oh, and remember, lap it up like a dog. Don't use your lips. Don't sip or slurp." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I say as I endure this fresh indignity. 
 
    The water feels so good on my lips, my tongue, my throat. I lap at the water, which means I only get a few drops with every sweep of my tongue, but it's better than nothing. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sydney stands off to the side, watching me. I can feel her eyes; she’s studying me, probably trying to figure out what I need next. 
 
    "You have another three hours in here. Continue reading." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I say as she takes the dog bowl away. I return to my spot, my back straight, my feet down, my wrists crossed. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
      
 
    Sydney finishes with me, and there's a knock at the door. She tells me to get it. 
 
    I scurry forward, and I keep my head down. 
 
    "How was your day, slave?" Victoria asks. 
 
    In truth, I have no idea how I'm supposed to answer. On the one hand, I know that I must tell her the truth. She's a woman, my superior, so I can't lie. At the same time, she doesn't want to hear about how I was shocked, how I was spanked, how I had to be punished over and over again. 
 
    So I stop thinking, and I answer. My lips move on their own. "I learned a lot, Mistress." 
 
    "That's wonderful." She takes me by the hand and guides me forward. "So you think you'll be ready?" 
 
    We go into the living room. Victoria sits down, and I drop to my knees. "May I massage your feet, Mistress?" 
 
    "Sure thing, slave." She smirks. "But you didn't answer my question." 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress," I reply, assuming this has to be some test. Pleading ignorance always seems like the best way to go when these females assume I can't know what I'm talking about anyway. 
 
    "Really? She didn't tell you?" Victoria doesn't sound particularly upset, yet I still feel that little shiver of dread run down my spine. 
 
    "I don't understand, Mistress." It feels like I'm saying these words or something along those lines quite a bit. "May I ask, what's going on?" 
 
    My hands work their way along the lines of her feet, over her toes, up toward her arches. I keep my gaze aimed downward, so I study the polish along her toenails, the smooth color of her skin. 
 
    Victoria seems to consider my request. Before my training and my introduction to Female Supremacy, I would have prodded her, perhaps making a different request. But right now, I just wait. I'm a patient boy because I know that it isn’t my place to push her. 
 
    "Well, you're going to be trained, and when your Obedience Tutor is satisfied you're done, there's going to be a little graduation party." 
 
    "What, what does that mean?" I ask, swallowing. I can feel it, that pump of nervous energy within my body. 
 
    "Don't worry your cute little head about that," she says. "You'll know everything you need to know when you need to know it." 
 
    I open my mouth, wishing to ask again, but I stop myself. Because really, there's only one appropriate answer. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She leans back into the couch, relaxing against the soft cushions. Victoria closes her eyes as I massage her feet like a good slave. 
 
      
 
    My days begin to morph, taking on a surprising degree of regularity. In the morning, I wake up in my cage, and I look out toward the door. My body is beginning to acclimate, which means I wake up just a few seconds before Victoria comes into her spare room. 
 
    Sometimes, she lets me out without a word. At other points, she will crouch down and tease me. At one point, she stuck her finger through the bars of my cage, and I lifted my head, nuzzling her fingertip with my nose. 
 
    "May I kiss your finger?" I asked. 
 
    "You may," she said. "In fact, I think you should suck on my finger." 
 
    I had obeyed like a good boy, wrapping my lips around her digit as I moved my head forward and back. I flipped my tongue along her skin, which she genuinely seemed to enjoy. I was grateful for her attention. 
 
    Because here's the really weird thing. More and more, I find myself preferring to be with Victoria, my Mistress. 
 
    When I finished licking her finger, Victoria lifted up her skirt. Today, she was wearing a navy little dress. It was tight around her waist and along her chest. It almost made me think of something a school girl would wear. It was sexy, but I still had a hard time looking up at her, both because I remained in my cage, and because it wasn't my place. 
 
    As a man, I had no problem sneaking glances at women. Sure, I would try not to be particularly rude or creepy. But still, if a girl stepped outside, I thought it was my right to study her as much as I liked. 
 
    Now, with Victoria and all of these other women, I know that's not the case because I'm not a man anymore. I'm a boy. More accurately, I'm a slave. 
 
    Victoria took her wet fingertip, and she pulled down her panties. Then, right in front of me, she started to masturbate. 
 
    Just as our eyes met, I decided I couldn't handle it. I looked down, suddenly very nervous. 
 
    "No. Look at me," she commanded. She was using my saliva to touch herself. At the same time, she wanted to make it abundantly clear that she was in charge, that she was in control, that she could take her pleasure whenever and however she wished. 
 
    And me? I was locked in a cage. 
 
    After she touched herself to completion, Victoria let me out of the cage. 
 
    And this is when we got back to our regular routine. I wake up in a cage, she lets me out, I make her breakfast, and then she eats while I kneel at her feet. Usually, she will feed me some of her scraps. If I am particularly amusing or if she's in a good mood, she will give me some of the better pieces. Maybe she will tear off some bacon or a piece of her pancake. Maybe she will even dip that pancake into some syrup for me. 
 
    I generally eat out of her hand. 
 
    Yes, she has a dog bowl that she has made me use, but I think she enjoys feeding me like I am some creature at a petting zoo. 
 
    Because yes, she enjoys petting me as well. She runs her fingers along the top of my head, down my neck, along my back. It always feels so good. 
 
    If she is teasing me, she will use her other hand to eat or to play on her tablet. 
 
    Occasionally, she will chuckle or grimace as she looks down at the screen. One time, I asked her what was so funny. She responded with, "Collar: shock." 
 
    After that, I learned that I'm not supposed to ask about current events. That's something for women to worry about. My only concern should be taking care of my Mistress, serving her and pleasing her however she sees fit. 
 
    After breakfast, she leashes me, and she takes me in her car, driving me over to Sydney's. 
 
    From one day to the next, I endure the same unvarying training regimen. 
 
    In the morning, she focuses on positioning and obedience. She wants to make sure that I will do anything and everything she commands without question or hesitation. From there, she works on my domestic skills. 
 
    Yes, skills. 
 
    It's funny. As a man in the old world, I used to think that I was a rather competent person. I mean, I knew Excel and how to manage people. I had taken all of these classes, none of which really prepared me for a life of domestic servitude. 
 
    Now, I'm learning how to make a cake from scratch, the proper way to clean a house, how to make a bed, how to do laundry, how to hand wash panties. 
 
    In short, Sydney is teaching me how to be the best slave I can be. 
 
    At first, my efforts were halfhearted at best. But by day two, knowing full well that she could just shock me, I do my best. I put in as much energy as I possibly can. I pay attention because I don't want to feel that bolt of punishment. 
 
    Or maybe it's something else. I try not to think about this part, but Sydney might have been right about masculine obedience. Maybe, deep down, every male really does have this threshold. If a woman crosses it, she can mold him, sculpting him into chattel. 
 
    I still shiver when I think about those possibilities. So the solution is to avoid thinking about those possibilities. 
 
    After we finish my domestic training, she will write something down on a piece of paper and leave me in her empty room to read that phrase over and over again. 
 
    On the first day, I had to say, "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    For the second day, Sydney had me read, "Women are superior to men in every way." Every repetition seemed to scour away another layer of my old bluster and arrogance. 
 
    Seven days. 
 
    It's been seven days of this routine, waking up with Victoria, getting trained by Sydney, coming back to Victoria to massage her feet, rub her back, cook for her, clean for her, whatever she wants. 
 
    All the while, I have wondered what the graduation party will look like. 
 
    One thing is for certain. It's not going to be for me, and I'm not going to like it. 
 
      
 
    At the end of the seventh day, Sydney takes me back to Victoria's house. 
 
    "What are you thinking about, slave?" Sydney asks as we take the steps one at a time. As always, I'm naked, collared, and in chastity. 
 
    "I was trying to figure something out, ma'am." 
 
    Sydney knocks on the door. Victoria doesn't answer it right away this time. Maybe she's more comfortable with the routine as well. 
 
    Sydney turns her blue eyes on me, and I wilt. Yes, she can intimidate me without even trying. Her presence is enough to unnerve me. 
 
    "That doesn't sound like a good idea," she says. "What were you thinking about?" 
 
    "This is Victoria's house, ma'am. But does that mean it is still my home if I live here?" 
 
    "Absolutely," she replies. She touches the underside of my chin. "You’re a slave, and you’re property, and you can be punished at any time, but you should also understand that you do have value. Not only that, you can make yourself even more valuable by surrendering completely." 
 
    The door to Victoria's house opens up, robbing me of the chance to ask any other questions. Victoria takes my hand, and she pulls me forward. Maybe it's a little bit rude, but she's clearly horny because she starts kissing me. She rubs her body against mine, making me moan with frustration. Then she let's go, and she smiles over at Sydney. "Sorry about that. I've just been thinking about him a lot today." 
 
    "No. I completely understand." Sydney smiles and waves goodbye before departing. Then my Mistress grabs me and pulls me back into the house. She wants me in the bedroom. She wants me on my back... 
 
      
 
    She rides me hard. In the course of an hour or two, I lick her, I massage her, I touch her and rub up on her. She makes out with me, and I love and hate every second of it. 
 
    Just because she's horny, that doesn't mean I'm going to get to have sex. It doesn't mean she will allow me an orgasm either. She has ridden my cock before, bringing me to the edge of release again and again, only to stop at the last possible second. Then she leaves me tied down. 
 
    At one point, she was curious to see how long my erection could last without any kind of physical stimulation. 
 
    By the fourth hour, she got bored and decided to just use the ice again. 
 
    That was a bad day. 
 
    But now I'm spent, completely drained. It feels like I don't have anything left. But Victoria rolls up on top of me. She smiles down at me. She runs her fingers along my cheek, down to my chin, along my neck. "Do you want to go out tonight, slave?" And she giggles. "Who am I kidding? It doesn't matter if you want to go out, does it?" 
 
    Despite the fatigue soaking into my body, I shake my head. "No, Mistress. It doesn't matter." 
 
      
 
    The sun has mostly set by the time Victoria parks the car. 
 
    "Mistress, may I ask a question?" I shouldn't be speaking, especially as I look around the town. This might be a city, but they don't have any large skyscrapers, nothing that is particularly impressive. In fact, the largest building I've seen in this place only has four stories. 
 
    And yet, I still look out and around. I've been in the same two homes for the last week. It feels strange to see so much activity. 
 
    "What is it, slave?" She gets out of the car and opens the side door for me. 
 
    It's not at all necessary, but she likes keeping the child locks engaged. It's one more layer of captivity, one more layer of humiliation. 
 
    I step outside, and I look along the parking lot. There are dozens of cars. For a second, I blink, surprised at the world. I don't see any people around right now, so this is strange because this could be any parking lot in any part of the country. There's nothing to indicate that these cars belong to female supremacists or that the men who ride around in them are owned. 
 
    "Mistress, would you allow me to drive for you?" 
 
    She laughs, putting a hand on my shoulder. "Slaves aren't allowed to drive. That would be silly. If you could drive, that would imply you would be able to think for yourself." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry, Mistress. It was a stupid question." 
 
    "It was," Victoria agrees before she takes a leash from her pocket and attaches it to my collar. Then, without saying anything else, she heads back toward the street. 
 
      
 
    Nervous energy creeps through me, tingling along my toes and up the backs of my legs. I watch as the leash turns to a line, and then I am pulled along. I walk forward, taking one step after another, and then we are on the main street. 
 
    The shops look pretty normal. 
 
    In fact, I even notice a couple of chain restaurants, a pharmacy from a major corporation. It all seems so bizarre when I consider the other people. 
 
    The women move quickly and confidently. They take big, bold steps. Dressed beautifully for a night out, they move with the ease of privilege. They understand full well that they are in control here. 
 
    The men, on the other hand, are all in different states of dress. I see a couple of guys move along in small shorts. Another man seems to be on his own as he scurries straight ahead. 
 
    But then, Victoria and I both stop as the man comes upon a group of women. He needs to get around them, so he pauses, wondering what he should do. He could step out onto the street for a moment. Traditionally, if this was taking place in some other part of the world, he would excuse himself and slide through. 
 
    His hesitation is a mistake because the other women notice him. 
 
    Victoria leans in and whispers to me, "I think we should watch this. It will probably be very instructional for you, Darren." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Some part of me really hates it when she uses my name, so she probably notices when I flinch. There's a little pulse of tension. 
 
    The women aren't particularly beautiful. They look good enough, I suppose, realizing right away that's not my place to judge their appearance, but some habits will take longer to train out of me. 
 
    The leader is a dark-haired girl. She has freckles along her cheeks, large breasts, and she's a little bit taller than everyone else. She has on a red dress that is tight from her thighs up to her shoulders. She looks good in it. The others are all wearing high heels, some of them have bows in their hair,  
 
     But that's not what really attracts my attention. 
 
    No, it's their expressions. 
 
    Each of these girls glances back at one another. The man in question shrivels back; he's nervous. 
 
    "Oh no. You don't get to go away after being so rude." 
 
    "Rude, ma'am? I don't understand." 
 
    At once, the other girls start laughing. "No, of course you don't understand. You're just a boy." 
 
    The man straightens his back. He rolls his shoulders, like he wants to fight. 
 
    The other girls notice immediately. 
 
    "He's a bad boy," Victoria whispers into my ear. "And he's probably going to get punished for it." 
 
    "But, but those girls are strangers," I say. 
 
    "So?" 
 
    I glance over at Victoria. I sound stupid, and I know it, but I still can't keep from asking, "Doesn't that mean they shouldn't be allowed to do anything to him? He doesn't belong to them!" 
 
    "You're so cute," Victoria says, pinching my chin and wiggling my head face from side to side. "Of course, they can punish him. Yes, I'm sure he has an owner somewhere, but so long as they don't do any real harm, it's all in good fun." 
 
    My eyes widen. 
 
    "Good fun?" 
 
    "Yeah. I'm sure they're just going to tease him. It's just a little bit of harmless fun." 
 
    Clearly, the man disagrees, but he can't say anything, especially with the girl circling around him. 
 
    He's naked, just like me, though he is wearing a chastity device. 
 
    "You look like you want to fight. Is that what you want, slave? Do you want to try to show us that you’re big and strong?" The lead girl is basically as tall as the man, but she walks right up to him, and she jabs him in the chest. 
 
    He doesn't stumble back. In fact, he holds his position. 
 
    "It looks like this one hasn't been trained yet. You need an obedience tutor?" The other girls laugh. They only get louder when she adds, "perhaps I could do it for you. Would you like me to be your obedience trainer? You look like you have a pretty mouth. I could have a lot of fun with you." 
 
    The man finally seems to realize just how badly outnumbered he is. Not only that, in this city, every man is always at a severe disadvantage. 
 
    "Look, I don't want any trouble. Please, ma'am, may I go? I'm on an errand for my owner." 
 
    "Who is your owner?" 
 
    "Amanda Reynolds." 
 
    "Amanda? Really? We're pretty good friends. I'm sure she wouldn't like to know that you are misbehaving like this. Should I tell her?" 
 
    "No, ma'am! Please, don't. That isn't necessary. I'm very sorry for my behavior, but you don't need to tell her anything." 
 
    "Do you see that, the little tattoo on the small of his back?" Victoria asks, leaning in to whisper. She points, and then I do see it, the small butterfly. 
 
    The color drains away from my face. Really? His owner made him get a butterfly tattoo? 
 
    "I bet she treats him like a sissy. She probably dresses him up in cute, frilly little outfits." Then she pulls away and glances at me. Her eyes sweep up and down the length of my body. "I could do that to you too. Would you like that?" 
 
    "No, Mistress. Please, don't." 
 
    "Don't worry. I like keeping you as a boy, a thoroughly controlled, totally owned boy." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Just remember there are always other possibilities." She grins at me. 
 
    Would she ever do something like that to me? Would she ever dress me in panties or a tight little dress? Would she force me to wear a wig and makeup? Would she turn me into a feminized doll? 
 
    If it made her smile. 
 
    The answer is right there in front of me, and I shiver. But then, Victoria squeezes my ass and points once again to the other boy. 
 
    "I really don't like the idea of keeping something from my friend. Maybe you should convince us that you know how to be a good slave." 
 
    "What, what can I do, ma'am?" The man's voice quivers. He's clearly afraid, and with good reason. There is a pack of young women all around him. 
 
    "How about this? We will give you a chance. Beat one of us in a wrestling match, and we will let you go. If you can't, we will borrow that pretty mouth of yours for a little while." 
 
    "But, but I have an errand I have to run," he says. 
 
    "What you have to do? Is a time sensitive?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    "You're lying," says another one of the girls. "I think you need a spanking for that." 
 
    The leader grabs the boy and pulls him up against her chest. He tries to break away, the two other young women step forward, and they start smacking his behind. 
 
    From across the way, I can hear the sounds. Each strike reminds me of applause. The rhythm is quick and frenetic, especially with two girls doing it. 
 
    But then, as quickly as they began, they stop and step back. Of course, the young women giggle. For them, this is fun. It's a night out, the chance to tease a boy. 
 
    "At moments like this," Victoria says, "I always wonder if those girls got harassed. I mean, did they go out some night to a city street just like this elsewhere, only to get bugged by a guy. Maybe he would start out with a compliment or something, saying that she looked good. And when she didn't respond in just the right way, he started calling her names. You think that's what happened, slave?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress." 
 
    "But you will," she says. 
 
    Part of me wants to look away. I hate seeing another guy get humiliated like this. But really, there's nothing I can do. There's no way for me to stop any of this! 
 
    The girl lets the boy go. "So what's it going to be?" 
 
    "I...I don't think I should try to wrestle any of you," he says slowly. His eyes dart from side to side like he can't figure out what he is supposed to do. 
 
    "Really? Why not?" 
 
    "Because he knows he'd lose!" That's another one of the girls. She points to him and she laughs. "Seriously, look at this boy. He doesn't have what it takes. He doesn't stand a chance." 
 
    Silently, I try to tell this guy to just let it go. Obviously, I don't speak out of turn. I might hope that this guy is smart enough to make the right call, but I won't risk myself in the process. 
 
    "Fine. Which one?" He must know that he's going to lose. Surely, he's been drugged, just like me? 
 
    And yet, one of the girls steps forward. She has short red hair, bright green eyes, and her lips glisten under the lamplight. In her short skirt, she looks really young. She seems more like a teenager than anything else, but she snaps her fingers and the other girls immediately step back. 
 
    "You're in for it now," he says. He braces himself, sliding his feet back as he leans in. 
 
    The girl pounces. She grabs him, one hand going or his wrist, another for his waist. She swings him down and knocks him into the sidewalk. He hits the ground hard. That must hurt. 
 
    I flinch. 
 
    "You see, it's always a bad idea to go up against a girl. Just face it. You fight like a boy," Victoria whispers to me. And she's right. 
 
    Maybe if I had special training or something, I would be able to take on one of those girls. But the little redhead has this man on his stomach, her knee pressed into his back. 
 
    "Are you just a dumb boy?" 
 
    "Yes!" He calls out that word as loud as he can. All across the street, different couples and groups of women smile in his direction. A few chuckle or laugh. One girl pulls out a phone and takes a picture, though I suspect that this sort of occurrence is pretty common. 
 
    "Say it again," teases the redhead. 
 
    "I'm weak. I'm stupid! I'm a boy!" 
 
    "Yeah, you are," she says. 
 
    But at least she lets him up. 
 
    The other girls grab him and spank him a couple of times. His eyes are wet. He desperately wants to be somewhere else, anywhere else, but that's not an option. He's a boy and girls have given him some attention, so he has to stand and endure. Finally, the leader tells him to go find Amanda and tell him that Jessica says hi. 
 
    He scurries away, his head bowed down. 
 
    "I wonder if he'll meet any other nice girls," Victoria says as she squeezes my hand. 
 
      
 
    Want to hear something really weird? I'm grateful that I'm with Victoria. I know that if I was out there on my own, other girls would probably swarm around me, teasing me, spanking me, humiliating me because they don't have anything better to do. 
 
    Back in college, I always wondered about how nervous the girls could get. Even on campus, they would worry about walking to their cars alone in the dark. But now I'm in that position myself, and I completely understand. 
 
    That guy was just walking along, mostly minding his own business. His big mistake? He paused a moment. 
 
    "What're you thinking, slave?" Victoria asks me. We just got ice cream, so she licks at her cookies and cream with sprinkles. I have vanilla; I had to beg for it. 
 
    "I was thinking about my status, Mistress." 
 
    "Oh, I bet you think about that a lot." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "And what part of your status were you thinking about specifically?" She licks at the top of her ice cream. 
 
    We are sitting in a small shop. Something occurred to me right when we walked in. All of the employees here are male. But then, they aren't really "employees". No. They’re slaves, owned by the woman who runs this place. 
 
    Everything is clean and well-maintained. In fact, just to test it myself, I scan the floor for even a speck of dust. I don't see anything. 
 
    One of the slaves stands, his arms at his sides. He's waiting to smile and greet the next customer. He wants to be a good slave, to impress his Mistress. 
 
    Part of me wonders how long he's been here. 
 
    "Mistress, I was wondering about what it's like to be a slave and to be nervous all the time." 
 
    "Oh, are you nervous?" 
 
    "Not right now," I tell her with a quick shake of my head. "Well, maybe a little bit." 
 
    "And why is that?" 
 
    Really? She's going to ask me that? 
 
    I hesitate, opening my mouth. Of course, there is the temptation to say something sharp, biting, sarcastic. But that would be a mistake, so I bottle up those feelings and speak appropriately. "Mistress, I get nervous because I know that you can punish me whenever you want." 
 
    "That's true," she allows. 
 
    "And it doesn't even have to be for anything I've done. You can just be bored and decide that you want to spank me or shock me." 
 
    "That's also true," she says, swiping at her ice cream with the tip of her tongue. 
 
    "Doesn't that seem wrong to you?" I ask. 
 
    That gets her attention. Victoria looks at me from behind her ice cream cone. Her eyes blaze, but only a little bit. I can tell that she is deciding what she should do. Should she punish me for my temerity? Or should she actually explain what's going on and teach me? 
 
    Luckily, she decides that she will simply give an explanation. "Darren, this doesn't seem wrong to me at all." 
 
    "Why not, Mistress? I don't wish to speak out of turn, but isn't slavery wrong?" 
 
    "It is, but only if you think that men are people." 
 
    Right away, I want to insist to her that I am indeed a person, that I should have rights. We are the same species. And yet, I don't voice any of those arguments because I know that they wouldn't matter. Instead, I sit there, meek. I lick at my ice cream cone like a good slave since I should show her that I'm grateful for the treat. 
 
    "No, men aren't people. Men are boys, and boys are slaves, so you're a slave. Besides, this is best for you. Haven't you ever thought about history? For so long," she says, rolling her eyes, "men have had a disproportionate amount of power. And what have we gotten? Wars, pollution, famine, and all this other garbage." 
 
    "Women may not have done any better," I say. 
 
    Those words should probably get me in trouble, but Victoria is more entertained than anything else. She waves away my comment with her hand. "Now. You're making a mistake, slave. Here's the thing. Men have been in control for about 4000 years. That's a very long time. What would society look like if women had been in control for that same length of time? I'm not just talking about a few years or even a generation. I'm talking about centuries and millennia. That's the difference." 
 
    I swallow, wishing that I could argue with her, but I can tell that she has made her point, and she isn't interested in anything else I might have to say. 
 
    To her, this is the kind of conversation you might have with a pet or a dog. You can talk, but you're doing it more for yourself than anyone else. 
 
    It's not like you expect a canine to offer you any sort of real revelation. 
 
    So I sit there like a good boy and eat my ice cream. 
 
    "Are you scared of being alone on the street?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She licks her ice cream again. "That's good. It means that you’re starting to realize just how vulnerable you actually are." 
 
      
 
    Vulnerability. Helplessness. Humiliation. Degradation. 
 
    I experience this and so much more. Day after day, I obey Victoria in the morning, then Sydney through much of the day, then Victoria again. 
 
    This is my life. 
 
    For the first couple of days, I think about escape more and more. But then, as I read out my lessons of obedience and as I train, I stop thinking about escape. Mostly, I tell myself that this is because it's really impossible. With the collar locked around my neck, I just can't get away. Simply not a possibility. I might as well think about trying to jump to the moon. 
 
    And yet, there is something else as well. 
 
    Whether I want to acknowledge it or not, the training is taking hold. I can feel it, more and more, that subservience as it fizzes away in my chest. It feels good. I like the feeling of knowing my place, of always obeying. The decisions in my life have become so much simpler. 
 
    When I wake up one morning, just before Victoria comes to release me from my cage, a smile crests along my lips. 
 
    Weeks ago, I would have been worried about getting to work on time or paying some stupid bill. Instead, I just have to please the women around me. That actually seems a lot easier. 
 
    "You look like a happy slave," Victoria says. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I feel really good to be here." 
 
    "You like being owned?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    And just like that, I start my day. 
 
      
 
    In the morning, Sydney runs me through my various exercises. I kneel, I bow, I crawl. Each time, she waits, watching me. Her eyes run up and down my body as she searches for some imperfection. 
 
    On most days, she will spank me or use a crop. Sometimes she will just poke me to make it clear that I need to readjust my positioning. And then I will try again and again. 
 
    But today, I don't get any corrections. 
 
    "You're doing very well, slave," Sydney says. Coming from her, that's pretty good praise. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." 
 
    "I had a little conversation with your owner." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am?" 
 
    "She said that you've been a very good boy. What you think of that?" 
 
    At once, I answer, "I'm glad I can please her. She's my owner and I'm her slave." 
 
    "Spoken perfectly." 
 
    After that, she resumes my training. 
 
    Later in the day, I cook and I clean. I make her a cake from scratch. Yes, I have to use flour and sugar. I break open the eggs. I do it all, and it feels almost like second nature. At the same time, I make sure to clean up after myself. 
 
    When I'm done, the oven tings, and the kitchen is spotless. I frost the cake and bring it to my trainer. 
 
    She takes a bite and nods. "You really are learning how to be very useful, aren't you?" 
 
    "I hope so, ma'am," I say. 
 
    "And you're very humble, aren't you?" 
 
    "If you say so, ma'am." 
 
    Sydney smiles. 
 
    It feels like I'm doing a really good job today. In fact, I haven't been punished once! Somehow, this feels like an important achievement. 
 
    "Here you go," Sydney announces, handing me another piece of paper. Much to my surprise, it is the original phrase that she had me say on the first day of my instruction. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I mouth those words without actually voicing them. 
 
    "Is that true?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "I'm glad to hear it. Do a good job for the rest of the day, and I think we are going to throw you a little party tonight." 
 
      
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I say from my field position in the center of the room. With my back to the door, I can't actually know if Sydney is watching me. She can easily adroitly open the door without making a sound. Besides, I have to keep talking, which would make it that much easier for her to sneak in and observe. 
 
    But really, I'm not doing this because I might be seen. I'm doing it because it's the right thing to do. 
 
    At one point, I start to smile, thinking about that. 
 
    What will happen to me? Over the course of weeks, then months, then years, am I going to develop a new conscience? Will I start to see male subjugation and Female Supremacy has the right thing to do? Will the idea of men thinking for themselves and directing their own lives start to feel like an error or a sin? 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." Is that a simple directive? Is it political or spiritual? Is it a matter of right and wrong? 
 
    Obviously, it is correct for men to obey the women in their lives. But why? 
 
    I'm not sure if it's just a question of ability. Obviously, women are stronger and smarter than men, so they should take power. And that's precisely what they are doing. They're building a road to a brighter future, using the men like me as slaves. 
 
    Again, a smile crosses my lips as something occurs to me. What if these ladies decide that they really want to use men as manual labor? If Victoria commanded me to go out and start digging holes, what would I do it? If she told me to break stones or other labor, would  I obey? 
 
    Absolutely. There isn't any question. I know my place. 
 
    After seven days of thorough training, the idea of questioning any female sounds absurd. Why would a man ever try to think for himself? When he realized that females are smarter, stronger, better in basically every way? Women are superior. 
 
    Unlike before, I don't hear any echoes of a counterargument. Instead, I simply continue to speak. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey. I'm a boy, and boys must obey." As I speak of those words, I can feel myself fall into that familiar, meditative state. It's easy for me to relax into those words. 
 
    And yet, there's that niggling of dread, that worry about what will happen next. 
 
    Sydney said that I might get a party. What kind of party? 
 
    A graduation party. 
 
    She didn't say those words specifically, but I'm sure that's what she meant. 
 
    As I think about it, my throat clenches, and something inside of me twists. I try not to be nervous, especially because my emotions don't actually matter. If the women in question, Sydney and Victoria, decide that it's time for me to graduate, then that's all there is to it. 
 
    But what would a graduation party actually entail? 
 
    I try to figure it out. 
 
    Is it foolish for me, a boy, to try to figure out what women are going to do? Yes, obviously. And yet, that doesn't stop me. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    Will it involve a punishment of some kind? 
 
    Technically, no. I don't think graduation could possibly be construed as a "punishment." And yet, it might involve pain. 
 
    For a second, I think back to the guy I saw on the street. He had a little butterfly tattoo at the small of his back. It was embarrassing. 
 
    That was probably the entire point. 
 
    Will Victoria do something like that to me? Will she decide that I need another symbol of humiliation or degradation? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    I'm not sure one way or the other. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    How will I behave? 
 
    Again, I smile as the words leave my lips. How will I behave? I'm going to be the best possible slave I can be. No matter what Sydney or Victoria has planned, I will show them that I really am a good slave. 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." 
 
    After a few minutes, something starts to happen. 
 
    I lose track of what I'm saying. My lips move, but it becomes more like instinct. I continue the repetitions. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." But as I speak, my thoughts start to drift. It almost feels like I'm dreaming again. 
 
    The fear pushes its way back into me. That's a good thing, right? Don't these girls want me to be just a little bit afraid of them? Isn't that how I can demonstrate my inferiority? If they make me nervous, that means I recognize, on a purely emotional level, that I am weaker, that I'm dumber, that I will always lose whenever it comes to competing with a female. 
 
    So call this a day dream or nightmare. Maybe it's a self-inflicted hallucination or a psychosomatic fantasy. I'm not sure, but it still makes its way behind my eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Did you have something you want to say?" Shannon asks me. 
 
    She’s seated at her desk, her chair swivels in my direction. She has her hands on the armrests, and I can tell that she wants to stand up. 
 
    I lick my lips, suddenly nervous. Why am I here? Why am I doing this? 
 
    It would be so easy to make up some excuse. I could ask for a duplicate of some form. Maybe I should just tell her that I was stopping by to say hello. But I can't do that. 
 
    Instead, I look at her. Then I turn around, and I start walking. Hot shame simmers along the back of my neck, over my cheeks, down to my chest. My heart is pounding even as I make my way forward. I want to retreat back to my workstation. I want to hide behind my monitor. Answering emails or dealing with an Excel sheet would be easier than this. 
 
    As I walk,, taking long, frightened strides, I can hear her chuckling. She's laughing at me. 
 
    "Darren, where do you think you're going?" Victoria asks me. 
 
    My voice fails me as I freeze up. I turn around, and I squeak out some answer, but the words won't quite form from the back of my throat. 
 
    "Tell me what you're doing, boy." 
 
    I swallow again, doing my best to find something I can say. Frantically, I look around. The sounds of clicking keys and ringing phones makes it even harder to think. Normally, I want to believe that I'm a decent liar, but I can't to do that, not to Victoria. 
 
    "I was going back to my workstation, ma'am." 
 
    She's not my boss. Or is she? Is she my owner? 
 
    I don't know, but then she walks toward me, and she puts her hand on the back of my neck. "Come with me," she commands. 
 
    She holds onto the back of my neck, her fingertips reaching up for my hairline. 
 
    As we move, we pass one cubicle after another, and all of these other women in the office see me get dragged forward. I hate it, but they smile, and there's nothing I can do. 
 
    Victoria takes me into her expansive office, and she closes the door. "Kneel," she commands. 
 
    At once, I obey. 
 
    "You know, when I was told that I should keep a token male in the office, I wasn't sure how to feel. But now, you have an assignment, you can't even do it, can you?" 
 
    "I, I don't understand," I reply, my voice shaking as I force the words out. 
 
    "No, you wouldn't." She shakes her head from side to side. "So I will make this very simple for you. I know that you're a boy, and boys usually need small words so that they can understand. I told you to go apologize to Shannon. I told you to kneel before her and grovel. I told you that you need to make it abundantly clear that you're no longer a sexist jackass who would try to sexually harass her." 
 
    Did I do that? Did she tell me to do that? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    I bow my head down. 
 
    "May I have another chance? Please, Mistress?" 
 
    It feels like I'm shaking, but Victoria maintains her position right in front of me. She has her hands on her hips. No one has ever scared me like this before. My heart pounds in my chest, the blood thumping through my body. 
 
    "Oh yes. You're definitely going to get another chance," she sneers. "Just not quite yet." 
 
    I parted my lips, but her hand flies back down to the back of my neck, and she lifts me up. She drags me toward her desk. "Bend forward," she orders. 
 
    Still trembling, wondering what she's going to do, I comply. 
 
    "Now, I want you to explain to me what you're doing here. Why are you still in this office?" 
 
    That's when I look up, and I can see out onto the streets. Even though they are far below, I spot different couples, women and men walking together. It is nearly lunchtime, so they are probably out for a nice stroll. 
 
    But this isn’t the world I left behind because all the men are naked, leashed or collared or all of the above. 
 
    They have been enslaved. We have all been enslaved. To be a boy in this world is to be chattel, to know that your opinion doesn't count, that your voice won't be heard, that you are only allowed to tell women what they want and expect to hear. 
 
    That realization hits me, but it feels...natural. 
 
    This is Female Supremacy. 
 
    "I'm still in this office because you graciously decided to keep me employed, Mistress. I know that I belong to you, that I am the lowest ranking member of this team." 
 
    "True, continue." 
 
    I take that as a good sign. Even then, I look down, and I realize something. I'm naked. How did that happen? When did that happen? 
 
    My breathing turns to one quivering pulse of air after another. Even so, I need to get a hold of myself because this woman told me to speak. Like a trained dog, I do my best to obey. "I work here because you let me. That means that I have to do whatever any woman asks." 
 
    "Like what? What are some of your duties?" Victoria asks, and she almost makes it sound like she's interviewing me for another position.  
 
    I swallow back my trepidation all over again. Then I continue. "I fetch coffee, I make copies, I occasionally answer phones, and I give any employee whatever she wants. I have gone out to pick up lunch, I have offered foot massages, and I clean dishes. If there is any task a woman doesn't wish to do for whatever reason, then it becomes my responsibility once she commands me." 
 
    "So you're the office bitch?" 
 
    I pause. "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "Good. Now, back to that little question of what you are doing with Shannon. I gave you a command, didn't I?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I reply. 
 
    "And what did I tell you to do?" 
 
    This is where I swallow again, doing my best to find some modicum of bravery, but it's so difficult. As a man, an independent individual, so much of my bravery came from a sense of power. I had to take chances to win whatever I wished. But this time, I'm a boy, and boys are slaves, which means that I'm always going to lose. The closest thing I can get to a "victory" is pleasing this woman. 
 
    And for that, I'm still doing my best. 
 
    "You told me to go up to her, to apologize for harassing her, for threatening to fire her." 
 
    "Because you did that back when you had rights, didn't you." This time, it isn't a question. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "Darren, I think you need to be taken." 
 
    "Taken, Mistress?" 
 
    "Close your eyes," she commands. What is she doing? I shut my eyes, obeying her because I don't have any choice. But then I hear the footsteps, the rustle of fabric. 
 
    I press my lips together, wondering. One idea enters my mind, but I hope that I'm wrong. 
 
    More and more, she has developed a taste for this. Then she grabs my shoulder and pulls me away from her desk. I fall to my knees and immediately assume the requisite position. 
 
    Straightening my back, I kneel at attention, waiting for that moment. 
 
    "Open your eyes." 
 
    Gulping, I see the dildo in front of me. 
 
    "I want to fuck you. I want to make you feel small and dirty, Darren. I want to make you feel the way you made Shannon feel when you tried to blackmail her." 
 
    I open my mouth, to say something, anything. Her hand flies down, and she grabs my hair. She pulls her hips forward. 
 
    She’s discarded her skirt, meaning that she only has the strap on dildo right there. The silicon shaft slides into my mouth. She isn’t into gentle. The tip hits the back of my throat, nearly making me gag. 
 
    "Don't try to pull back," she chides, like this is easy for me. 
 
    Knowing my place, I don't even think about the attempt. Instead, I wrap my lips around that shaft, and I start sucking. Victoria can't feel it, at least not on this end. I know that the dildo stretches into the harness and up into her pussy. When I push forward, she can feel it. That's why she starts moaning as I work my head forward and back. 
 
    "There's a good little slave. Yeah, that's my office bitch." 
 
    I blush as she says those words. 
 
    "Look at me," she commands. 
 
    Tentatively, I raise my gaze. "That's right. See this? This is your owner. I own you now, Darren. You're just my little toy. My little boy toy. Isn't that right?" 
 
    With her dildo still in my mouth, I nod my head. 
 
    Then she grabs my hair, and she pushes her hips forward and back. She fucks my face, and there's nothing I can do to stop her. No strategy, no idea, nothing occurs to me. 
 
    I'm a hole for her to use, which is precisely what happens. 
 
    Victoria thrusts forward then pulls back, over and over. Then, I hear that teasing wail. She cries out, rolling her shoulders back as the orgasm ripples through her body. As she pulls the dildo away, I can tell she's not done, not yet. 
 
    "That was a lovely appetizer," she says as her eyes glow with this feral hunger. 
 
    Still holding onto the edge of the desk, I don't know what I should do. I turn my gaze forward, and then she is upon me, her fingers moving from the backs of my thighs, up my buttocks, along my back. 
 
    "How does it feel to be in chastity, slave boy?" 
 
    "I, I don't like it, Mistress." 
 
    "Oh really? Why's that?" 
 
    "It makes me feel like I'm not in control." 
 
    "But then you should like it because it helps you see the truth," she replies. Her fingers go up to my neck. She brushes her touch over my collar. 
 
    My insides clench all over again, and Victoria laughs. She grabs my hair and pulls my head back, lifting my chin. With one hand, she smacks my behind. I can feel the heat coalesce over my skin. "Tell me you enjoy being locked away in chastity." 
 
    "I enjoy being locked away in chastity, Mistress." 
 
    "Oh, that wasn't good enough. You need to tell me and you need to make me believe it. You need to convince me that you deserve to lose control over that cute cock of yours." 
 
    What? I don't think I can do it. 
 
    I bow my head down again as she relaxes her grip on my hair. I press my face into her desk. The cool wood relaxes me an iota. 
 
    "Go ahead, slave. Entertain me." As she speaks, she pushes her body up against mine. 
 
    Her hand goes between my legs, and she has my balls between her fingers. I tense up. Yes, the shock collar can deliver painful punishments, but she doesn't actually need to wield that technology. Right now, she could start to squeeze, and that would be enough. 
 
    Gulping back my worries, I start talking. "Please, Mistress, I need to be kept in chastity because I'm a boy." She usually likes hearing me admit that, like the idea of being male is its own deficiency, its own moral failing worthy of punishment. "I need to be kept in chastity because, if I was free, I would start to think for myself and I would try to have opinions and I would defy you, Mistress." 
 
    "Really? How would you try to defy me, slave?" She whispers those words in my ear, yet they seem to boom out between the walls of her office. 
 
    I swallow again, hating the way that she can so easily toy with me. She can mess with my mind, forcing me to say things that I don't believe are true. Or do I? Sometimes it's hard to tell. 
 
    "I, I don't know." 
 
    Her hand flies down, smacking into my ass. The pain shoots through my skin, lighting up nerves throughout my flesh. My fingers clench, but there's still nothing I can do. 
 
    "Try again, slave." 
 
    "I, I would try to wrestle with you. I would try to hold you down. I would resort to my base instincts, Mistress." 
 
    "Oh? And what do your base instincts tell you, slave?" 
 
    I press my lips together for another second. 
 
    "They tell me that I'm supposed to be in control." 
 
    "And isn't that the biggest masculine weakness of all?" Victoria asks with a little giggle. "You silly boys always think that you can be in control. You get these dumb ideas into your head. But height doesn't make you right, does it? No, of course not." 
 
    "Of course not," I echo. "But I would try. I would try to fight with you." 
 
    "You would try, and what would happen?" 
 
    "You would ein, Mistress." I'm not exactly sure how I mean those words. 
 
    "That's right. I would win and you would lose because I'm better and you are inferior. Isn't that right, slave?" 
 
    It should be easy for me to admit this because I've said this so many times before. But it's not. Every single time, I can feel that dig into my ego, my self-respect, my vision of the world. But more and more, this woman shoves me to the bottom of every totem pole. 
 
    I'm a slave, and that's how I need to be trained. I try to tell myself this. 
 
    "I like seeing that you are so pliant and malleable. It's not hard to train you at all. Just think about how much progress you've made so far," she says, and she is stroking me again. Her fingers play along my exposed scrotum. As she toys with me, my cock attempts to harden. I can feel that erection begin to form, only to fail. 
 
    Over and over, my body makes the attempt, only to feel the plastic barriers between me and pleasure. 
 
    Victoria knows exactly what she's doing. I can practically feel her exhale cruelty. Her fingers dance and play, light caresses, gentle prodding. She even strokes that spot just behind my scrotum, making me whimper. The tension spreads through my body, and she continues, fully aware of just how much power she has over me. She loves it. It turns her on. She wants more. 
 
    "Tell me you deserve to be in chastity." 
 
    "I deserve to be in chastity because I'm a stupid boy. I try to think. I try to fight. I try to argue. I go against my betters. Please, please keep me in chastity! Please, Mistress! Please, control me. Own me!" I holler out every word. The sounds pound from my lips, and I can't even try to stop them. They’re a deluge, a flood, ideas shooting forth, and I have no way to control myself, just the way she wants. 
 
    She's training me, taming me, taking away everything that might make me resist. 
 
    And then, she pulls my hair, standing me up. She turns me around. 
 
    "There's a good boy." 
 
    And that's when she circles around her desk, opens a drawer, and takes out a key. 
 
    Immediately, my mouth begins to water because I realize that this is the key to my chastity cage. 
 
    "I'm thinking about fucking you," she says. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, doing my best to keep the eager anticipation from my voice. If she knows how badly I want this, then she might change her mind, if only to reinforce her authority. She's done it before, and I'm sure she'll do it again. 
 
    Will she do it here? Will she do it now? 
 
    "When was last time you had an orgasm, slave?" 
 
    My insides shrivel. My shoulders tense up, and I can feel the saliva dissipate from my mouth. "Mistress, I'm really not sure. A week? Maybe two weeks?" 
 
    "Oh, really?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "Describe it to me." 
 
    Right now, as these images play through my head, I don't even know how long I've been a slave. How long have women ruled the world? When exactly did the patriarchy fall? 
 
    "I was here, Mistress. I was here, and one of the secretaries saw me. She asked me how I was feeling. I told her I was fine. She didn't believe me. She asked again, and she's a woman, Mistress, so I had to tell her the truth." I speak every word, only I hate myself for giving up like this. 
 
    Victoria motions with one finger. "That's fine, slave. Continue." 
 
    I gulp. 
 
    "Well, she said that she could get the key from you, and she did. Then she took me into the copy room, and she told me to pleasure myself while she watched." 
 
    I keep my eyes aimed low for several seconds, and I wait for Victoria to pass her judgment. Is this acceptable? Will this answer gets me in trouble? I don't know for one very good reason: Victoria is my owner, so she might take this as a violation of her property rights. In theory, it should be the secretary’s fault, but I think Victoria would blame me instead. 
 
    It's not fair. It might be a double standard or just some generic injustice. Either way, it wouldn't matter what I believe. I'm a boy, so I must obey. That means accepting any and every judgment these women proclaim. After all, they are and always will be in charge. 
 
    Then I hear it, a little giggle. 
 
    My gaze jerks up, and I see Victoria. She’s smiling at me. She has one hand over her mouth. "Oh, that's funny. That's really funny," she says. 
 
    Then she grabs me, and she pushes me over to her chair. She sits me down, and she smirks. "Place your arms on the armrests." What is she doing? What does she have in mind? 
 
    I bite my teeth together and obey. She spreads my legs. 
 
    "What, what are you doing, Mistress?" She opens another drawer and takes out a set of restraints. They are different manacles connected to various chains. Some of them have more slack than others. 
 
    The tingle of mental swings back and forth in front of me. 
 
    "Close your eyes," she commands. 
 
    No, I don't want to do it. I don't want to be confined in front of this woman who doesn't know any limits. And yet, I obey, shutting my eyes. Then I feel it, the click of metal as she begins to restrain me. Is it necessary? No, of course not. I'm already trained, already helpless. Because I belong to her, I must always obey. 
 
    She shackles my arms and legs. 
 
    And when she's done, she touches the top of my head. "Okay. Look at me." 
 
    For some reason, I feel like I must say, "Yes, Mistress." And I see her beautiful face, and there is this moment of subservient ecstasy that blossoms within my chest. I don't know how or why, but those instincts feel good. Maybe the others were right. Maybe men really do have the innate need to fall to their knees and obey women. Maybe that's where so much of the misogyny in the world comes from. Perhaps men have tried too hard to resist, and it has led to their frustration, wild aggression, the need to dominate and control... 
 
    ...When really, the boys should be slaves. We should all be owned as chattel. 
 
    I don't know if that's true, but I look up at her, and Victoria pauses for just a moment. "What are you thinking, slave?" 
 
    "I... Don't think I can say it, Mistress." 
 
    "Yes, you can," Victoria replies without missing a beat. "And you know why you can tell me, no matter how embarrassing or humiliating you think it is?" I don't answer, so she supplies    me with what she wants me to know. "You can answer me because you don't have a choice. I'm your owner, so you're going to tell the truth. Right. Now." 
 
    Her voice cuts through my reluctance. "Yes, Mistress. I was thinking about how good it feels to belong to you." 
 
    "Oh?" 
 
    I dip my head down, brushing my chin against of the flat of my chest. "Yes, Mistress. I was thinking about how much I feel because I belong to you. I'm your slave, Mistress. I know that. And I'm starting to feel something else as well." 
 
    "Gratitude." She says that word, and it echoes through my body, vibrating along my skin. I grab onto the sides of the chair, my knuckles turning white."Yes, Mistress. Gratitude. I'm grateful." 
 
    "Because you're happier this way, aren't you?" 
 
    This time, I look up into her eyes, and they shine with perfect confidence. 
 
    I nod my head slowly, down and up. It's almost like I can't really acknowledge just how much power and control she has. I can face it. Considering her authority feels like trying to understand the heat of the sun or the link between stars. I might use words or assign numbers, but they will never be entirely accurate compared to the reality of the situation. 
 
    "Good boy," she whispers just before she leans in and kisses me. 
 
    Her lips are soft and gentle. I'm surprised by that. She barely kisses me, but I do my best to reciprocate. 
 
    Like always, I'm mirror her movements, doing my best to give her what she wants. Of course, at moments like this, I have to guess. Unless she tells me what she wants, I can't be entirely sure. And yet, I still work at it. 
 
    Then she pulls away, and I looked down just as I hear the click. 
 
    She takes the lock off of my chastity device. 
 
    "Two weeks, you say? That must be really frustrating," she says. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I continue to hold onto the sides of the chair. 
 
    "I bet you would love for me to give you the same command as that secretary." Her eyes glimmer again. She's having fun with me, teasing me. To make matters worse, I have no idea what she is hoping to accomplish. Does she want me to beg? 
 
    Because I will beg. 
 
    Does she want to humiliate me? 
 
    Because I'm already humiliated. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." That's the only thing I can say because I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    "There is a good boy," she says, her hand slipping down. She touches my leg, bringing her finger from the tip of my knee along my inner thigh. I begin to shiver. My nipples harden, and the chastity cage is still on me. Just because she removed the lock doesn't mean that I'm free. 
 
    "You love being my slave?" 
 
    I jerk my head down and up. "Yes. Yes, Mistress!" I don't raise my voice, only I don't need to. She can hear the excitement, the desperation thrumming through every word. 
 
    "That's good. Do you love being owned?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" 
 
    Then she does something I can't anticipate. She steps back, and she lifts up her skirt. She pulls down her stockings, her panties. She kicks off her shoes and her socks. 
 
    With one foot, she touches the front of the chair, right between my legs. Then she nudges me, rolling me back until I hit the glass window. 
 
    "Do you like this?" Victoria asks as she perches herself on the edge of her desk. She spreads her legs, peeling up her skirt to show me her pussy. She reaches up, touching two fingers to her mouth, and she licks those digits. Then she spreads her legs. 
 
    I can't look away. And yet, my heart still pounds, the adrenaline sings through my body, and I want to study her face. At the same time, I want to study her breasts even though she still wearing her blouse. Just as intensely, I want to focus on her face. I want to look everywhere at once. I want to see her from every angle. 
 
    "Poor, poor desperate slave. Two weeks without an orgasm? That sounds like cruelty," she teases. Her voice takes on this singsong tone. 
 
    Yes, she's playing with me, but I can't bring myself to get angry. There isn't any righteous indignation. Oh no. If she asked me, I would tell her that I'm grateful for this as well. I'm grateful for every assignment, every punishment, every teasing, mocking comment. 
 
    This is what it means to be broken as a boy in this new order. 
 
    It means being grateful. It means being obedient. It means feeling good as the women seize control because they know what it takes to subjugate us. 
 
    My breath quivers again; it feels like my entire body is shaking no matter how hard I try to steady myself. 
 
    "I bet you wish you are doing this right now," she says. She licks the tips of her fingers again, and then she brings her hand down between her legs. She lightly strokes the exterior of her slit. She hasn't penetrated herself yet, but I suspect that this will come soon enough. 
 
    "You know what I find most interesting about the old world, that silly time when men thought they were people?" 
 
    "What, Mistress?" 
 
    "I find it really fascinating how many women were sexually frustrated. It's a very interesting dynamic, I think." She presses down a little bit more. She strokes her pussy from the bottom to the top, and then I see this little swirling pattern. The bright red of her fingernail polish catches the light, making it impossible for me to look away. 
 
    "I, I don't understand, Mistress." 
 
    "Well, think about it. Back when men had rights, lots of girls would get these guys hitting on them all the time. But just because guys wanted to have sex, that didn't really mean that the girls were being satisfied. Men were pretty selfish. It's actually disgusting to think about." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. As you say." 
 
    “Men are basically animals, don't you think?" 
 
    This is a test, but it's an easy one for me to pass. "Yes, Mistress. You're right." 
 
    "Anyway, just because a girl could have sex doesn't mean that the quality of that sex would be very interesting or fun. I mean, so many men would just focus on their own pleasure. Or maybe they would assume that because they got off, the girl had a good time. But that's not how it works. Now, on the other hand, women are in charge, so we take what we want. It's our turn to be selfish. Maybe you'll get another chance in a couple thousand years." She giggles. "But I don't think so. You know why?" 
 
    "Why, Mistress?" 
 
    Victoria doesn't answer at first. Her hand moves up and down, matching the rhythm of her fingertips. She plays with her pussy, penetrating herself. Those two fingers slide around, up and down, left and right. 
 
    And me? I'm left here, chained it to her office chair, my cock throbbing with desperation, but I still can't get hard! 
 
    Then it occurs to me. 
 
    She only took the lock off of my chastity cage to entice me, to make me feel this rush of hope. But really, I won't be allowed to have an orgasm. 
 
    The disappointment wells up inside of me, and I open my mouth because it feels like I should complain. Some visceral, animal instinct tells me that this isn't right. I hold those desires back. I fight them, pushing down because I know my place. As a slave, I should never complain. I need to be grateful that Victoria is paying any attention to me at all! 
 
    The frustration begins to fade away. Am I still aroused? Absolutely. But it feels better because I know that this is what my owner wants. 
 
    Pleasing her is the only thing that really matters. "Like right now, I can take you, can't I? I can use your body, and what would you say?" 
 
    I lift my head and look at her again. "I would say thank you, Mistress. I would be grateful for the opportunity." 
 
    She pulls her hand away from her slit, and she walks over to me. She still hasn't had an orgasm yet. 
 
    She touches her fingertips to my mouth. At once, I can taste her juices and excitement. I close my eyes, grateful for the opportunity. 
 
    She takes her hand away. 
 
    "Is there anything you would like to say?" 
 
    "How may I serve you, Mistress?" That makes her smile. "Mistress, would you like me to go down on you? I would be honored if you would allow me to please you." And as I speak those words, I know I'm telling the truth. 
 
    As I await her decision, I realize something. I didn't technically have to offer. She could simply snap her fingers and point down to her crevice. 
 
    ""There's a good boy," she says, watching as I lick her fingertips again. I know what she craves, so I give it to her. I know what she demands and what she expects. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." 
 
    "Remember when we used to compete for the same promotions?" 
 
    My face turns red; the heat plays along my skin. "Yes, Mistress. I remember." 
 
    "That was silly, don't you think?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "It makes sense that you've ended up as my slave, don't you think?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. It makes perfect sense," I answer, bopping my head down and up. 
 
    She pats  me on the head like I am a good puppy that has performed adequately. Then she lifts herself up, and she climbs onto my lap. "No, slave. You don't get to go down on me. I let you have a taste. That's good enough." 
 
    She lowers herself down, inch by inch until the tip of my cock touches her wet slit. 
 
    I'm restrained, utterly helpless. She knows this, and she revels in that fact. 
 
    She slides her opening over my erection before pulling back. She slides her legs through the openings at the sides of the chair. She braces her weight, both on her feet and her arms. 
 
    When she grabs my wrists and presses down, I shiver. Yes, I'm already helpless, but this added layer of powerlessness makes me squirm helplessly. 
 
    "Oh, are you getting nervous? Are you worried because you don't get to fight me?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    She leans in and kisses me just as she lowers herself down, her pussy enveloping my cock. I can feel the hot, tight walls of her slit around my erection. 
 
    It feels so good, especially as she starts to move up and down. I begin to rock my hips forward and back, thrusting into her, only she breaks off the kiss. "Oh no," she says. "You don't get to do that. Stay perfectly still, just like my sex toy." 
 
    My fingers clench against of the sides of the chair, but I don't see any other option. She's a woman, and she has ordered me to remain motionless, so that's exactly what I must do. 
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    Then, she starts to rock her hips forward and back. She lifts herself up, only to slide back down. She rubs my cock with her pussy, gently clenching at one moment, only to slide up in the next. From time to time, I think she's going to pull away entirely. But no, Victoria continues to use me. 
 
    "Struggle. Fight as hard as you can," she commands. 
 
    I don't understand why she wants me to do this, but my comprehension isn't required. 
 
    I yank against of the straps holding my hands to the armrests. I try to kick with my feet, something, anything to get away! 
 
    Victoria laughs as she rides me, working her body up and down, down and up, over and over again. She takes me, claiming me. She enjoys my body, the heat and solidity of my form. 
 
    Then she kisses me again. I try to turn my head away, only Victoria won't allow that. She’s stronger than me, so she forces me to kiss her just as she keeps my cock enveloped within the hot, tight folds of her body. 
 
    Then, she breaks off the kiss again, she throws her head back as she laughs. 
 
    Those sounds vibrate on the air. 
 
    She looks down into my eyes, and she must see the desperation. She begins to coo at me, giggling all the while. "Oh, you want to beg for an orgasm, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress! Please, please may I,? I, I can't take this. Please, please!" I stretch out every syllable, every word lined with primal need. 
 
    I hate that my arms are near my sides, but my legs are spread, this girl owns me so completely. 
 
    But she takes advantage, working me. She bounces up and down, riding my cock like I am some kind of carnival attraction. At the same time, her hair bounces along her cheeks, down against her shoulders. Those dark strands catch the light, and she is still giggling. Every note she makes reminds me of music or bells ringing. 
 
    Then she grabs my head and pulls it back. She kisses my neck, grazing her teeth over my body. I don't know how much longer I can hold out. After two weeks, it feels like I'm going to lose control at any moment. Then, just as she drags her incisors along my earlobe, I hear her; I feel her breath. "Go ahead, slave. Enjoy your orgasm because it means I own you and I can take you whenever I want. You’re just a dumb boy, so you might as well get used to this!" 
 
    Despite the fact that I don't need to answer, I start panting back to her. "Yes, Mistress! Yes, yes Mistress! I, I'm yours!" 
 
    At the same time, my shaft begins to throb, pulsating through the waves of pleasure that run through my body. She takes everything I have. She rides me harder, and I can feel her orgasm as her pussy tightens around me. I have been imprisoned, my manhood taken by her. 
 
    Victoria owns me. Victoria is my Mistress. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" 
 
      
 
    Sydney circles around me. Disoriented, I shake my head, closing my eyes as I try to regain some semblance of composure. 
 
    My cock is tight in its cage, locked away beneath the layers of plastic. 
 
    Did I just have an orgasm? I don't think so, but it felt so close, so tantalizingly possible. 
 
    Only it's not because Sydney is my Obedience Tutor, and she insists on keeping me trapped. 
 
    I'm down on my knees, my feet flat, my wrists crossed behind my back. I'm in my meditative pose. Yes, I am submitting to her authority, but I am also losing myself to that same phrase over and over again. 
 
    For a second, I just want to say those words: I'm a boy, and boys must obey. It would be so easy to speak them aloud, to say them once again to Sydney, like all of my vocabulary has been replaced by those phrases. 
 
    She’s standing in front of me. She's changed into a tight, blue dress. The fabric is snug around her waist, and her breasts are almost on display. Damn, this blonde girl looks gorgeous! 
 
    Her beauty doesn't entice some kind of primitive, predatory instinct within me. On the contrary, she's gorgeous and a woman, so I have to obey her. 
 
    "How are you feeling?" Sydney asks again, a smile playing along her lips. Why is she grinning at me this way? It's obvious. She knows that I'm having a hard time thinking. As much as I try, I can't get my thoughts to restart. 
 
    She crouches down beside me, her legs spread slightly. I can see the hint of the white of her panties, and my breath catches again. 
 
    "I, I don't know what happened," I tell her. 
 
    "Actually, I think you do. Think about it. Try to explain it to me, slave." 
 
    Slave. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I reply. 
 
    "I, I was thinking about something." 
 
    "Thinking about something?" Sydney raises an eyebrow. 
 
    I swallow back my embarrassment. No, I wasn't thinking. I was lost in a fantasy. "I guess, I guess I was thinking about my Mistress." 
 
    "Tell me more," she commands. 
 
    "Yes, Ma'am." I lick my lips, doing my best to get my thoughts in order. "I imagined myself back at work, ma'am. I was her slave, I was the slave of pretty much every woman there." 
 
    "You know, that's exactly your status now. Maybe Victoria will let you go to work again, but you will always have to obey her. And chances are very good that she's going to share you." Sydney crumples up one corner of her mouth, like this is some bad news I will simply have to accept. 
 
    "Share me? Ma'am?" 
 
    "Yes! Since you’re a slave, you're always going to be outranked by everyone around you. If a girl asks you to do something, you obey. If she tells you to be quiet, then you do it." 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I understand." 
 
    "You know what? I think you do." She nods to herself. "And I think that's why you are ready to graduate. Are you ready to go back home to your Mistress? Are you ready to show her that you aren't going to try to defy her ever again?" 
 
    I nod my head down and up, though my eyes must flicker at that last part. 
 
    Sydney instantly understands what I'm thinking. "Oh, don't worry your pretty little head about it. I'm sure you're going to make mistakes from time to time, and your Mistress will need to give you lots of maintenance spankings to help you remember your place. Boys really do need a lot of constant reinforcement so that they don't forget. But overall, you've been tamed, haven't you?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "And what does that mean? What does it mean that you have been so thoroughly tamed?" 
 
    I think about this, sifting through the different possibilities and answers that I could give. Then I look back up at her. Her eyes are locked onto mine; she's considering me, evaluating me. If I mess this up, then maybe she will take away my chance at graduation. 
 
    What does graduation even mean? 
 
    They talked about a party or ceremony or something. 
 
    Pushing that confusion aside, I remind myself that I'm a boy, so it doesn't matter if I know what's going on. The women are in charge, so they will guide me and order me around, and I must simply obey. 
 
    "To be tame means that I won't try to resist. I'm a good boy, which means that I will be an obedient boy." 
 
    "Yes, that's right!" 
 
      
 
    Sydney brings me back to Victoria's house, and my heart starts to beat a little bit more quickly when I realize something. Out on the street, there are additional vehicles. Unless Victoria decided that she wanted to start a used car lot, she has visitors. Quite a few visitors. 
 
    "Ma'am?" I ask, not quite able to get the rest of my question out onto the air. 
 
    "Don't worry about it, slave," Sydney answers. 
 
    We pull up a couple houses away, and Sydney unlocks the doors for me. I get out, and I stand there. She reaches up and places her hand on the back of my neck. She guides me forward. Strictly speaking, is this necessary? Probably not. But Sydney wants to make sure that I am utterly pliant. 
 
    It works. 
 
    We go up the steps, Sydney knocks, and Victoria opens the door right away, like she was expecting us. 
 
    "Sydney! Thank you so much for all of your hard work. Slave, go into the living room and kneel. Keep your head down like a good boy." 
 
    That second part probably isn't necessary, but I respond appropriately. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." It isn't, and never will be, my place to tell her what would or would not be appropriate. No one cares about my opinion. 
 
    So I walk forward, and I can hear the whispering. There are women around me. I am right in the middle of the living room now, and the females stand off to the side, watching me. 
 
    Obeying my owner's command, I keep my eyes aimed downward. Even so, I can still sense those girls. Any one of them could give me a command, but they all remain quiet. 
 
    What's going on here? They called this a graduation ceremony, but I'm still naked, still collared, still tame. 
 
    I get down on my knees, and I cross my ankles and wrists. I straighten my back and I stare down at the carpet. 
 
    "Ladies, I want you to meet the new and improved Darren. He's been spending some time with Sydney here, and I think she has done an amazing job of breaking him." 
 
    There's a giggle, and Sydney replies, "Yeah, I broke him, but I also help to rebuild him. Isn't that right, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Keep that head down," Victoria says as she starts to circle me. She places one hand at the back of my skull, ensuring that I won't try to look up. 
 
    "You all remember Darren. You remember how he was this ambitious jerk, how he just wouldn't listen to anyone. He was probably a bit of a sexist too. Would you say that's fair, Darren? Were you a sexist?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    Victoria stops. "Tell us about that." 
 
    This feels like incredibly dangerous territory, especially because the wrong comment might land me in even more trouble. And yet, my Mistress ordered me to do something, so I proceed without any semblance of guile. "I sexualized and objectified five women, Mistress. I'm very, very sorry. I, I didn't know how I was supposed to behave because I didn't know where men naturally belong." 
 
    "Do you know now?" Sydney asks from the other side of the room. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "And where do you belong?" Victoria asks. 
 
    They always seem to enjoy this; they revel in my apparent willingness to surrender to them. Other men would still be fighting. But other men would still be wrong because these girls will win inevitably. The time of the patriarchy and male domination is at an end. 
 
    I see that now even as I keep my head bowed down. 
 
    "I belong on my knees or wherever you want me, Mistress." 
 
    "That's right!" Victoria leans down, and she touches the underside of my chin. She forces me to look up at her. 
 
    The curves of her face, the colors of her irises, and of the light reflecting off of her moist lips hold all of my attention. I can still feel the presence of the other silhouettes in my peripheral vision, but I'm focused on my Mistress. 
 
    "How may I serve you, Mistress?" I tentatively ask while Victoria just gazes down at me. 
 
    "You're doing just fine," she replies. "But I'm going to give you permission to look around." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," I respond because this feels like it is some sort of reward. 
 
    Part of me wants to keep my head bowed down, but the implication is clear. My Mistress wants me to see our visitors, so I comply. Pleasing her is the only priority for me. 
 
    I start at the left, and I see the dark police uniform. It's Officer Ramirez. 
 
    She kidnapped me. She abducted me. She brought me to this place to be enslaved! 
 
    My mouth goes dry, almost like I might feel the bite of her Taser again. 
 
    Our eyes meet, and Officer Ramirez smiles at me. Then she lifts her hand and flashes a little wave. 
 
    Tentatively, I look to her right. That's when I see Alicia, the girl who could have helped me escape. But she didn't. Instead, she brought me right back to my Mistress. 
 
    Should I be grateful or angry? 
 
    I close my eyes for a moment and shake off every rebellious thought. Of course, I should be grateful! What did I think I was going to accomplish out in the world? I'm a slave! I belong at my owner's feet! 
 
    I open my mouth, thinking that I should say something along those lines, but then I stop myself. I've only been given permission to look around, not to speak. When so many are women are around, it's best to that I am seen but not heard. 
 
    Granted, that doesn't help with the fact that every woman here is looking right at me. 
 
    Standing beside Alicia, there is another girl. She's young. Blonde and cute, she seems almost childish, something that doesn't matter here. No matter how old I get to be or how hard I work, I will always be relegated to a subordinate position. 
 
    Felicia. 
 
    Her name springs back to mind, and I think about how I used to view her. 
 
    When I first woke up, I thought that I was going to be able to get back at her somehow, that I would escape this city, that I would earn my freedom or something. No, those where the silly delusions of a seriously misinformed boy. 
 
    Again, I open my mouth, thinking that I should apologize to her. 
 
    Instead, I look to the next woman. Beside Felicia, there is Sydney. And next to her, there's a girl that I didn't think I was ever going to have to see again. 
 
    No, no way. She can't be here. She is out of the city, off in a cubicle somewhere! She's just a normal girl. She isn't arrogant or aggressive. She isn't some Female Supremacist out to conquer the world. There's just no way that she's here! 
 
    But as those thoughts flicker through my head, I can't do anything or say anything. 
 
    I just stare at her, and she lifts her hand. She waves at me. Shannon. Shannon! This is a girl from work, one who used to timidly refer to me as "Sir." She gave me that on horrific because I outranked her, and I was always supposed to outrank her! 
 
    I freeze, totally unable to move. 
 
    Victoria must sense this because she grabs onto my hair forcing my head to the side. 
 
    There's another girl looking back at me, only this one seems a little bit more confused. Our eyes meet for a moment, but then she turns her head. No. No way. 
 
    It can't be, not her. What are they doing here? My fingers push into the palms of my hands, yet that is the only sign of resistance I can possibly offer. 
 
    They are female, each and every one. Based on sex alone, I know that all of these women are superior to me, so I cannot misbehave, nor can I try to assert any sort of authority. 
 
    Rebecca. What is she doing here? 
 
    Back in high school, we dated. I thought I was in love with her, but then she asked me for a commitment, and I shrugged her off. It was probably one of the dumbest things I have ever done in my entire life. 
 
    She has wavy black hair, bright green eyes, and a killer body. She's a little bit taller than Victoria, but I really thought that I would never, ever see her again. 
 
    Rebecca is the kind of woman that you remember always. Of course, she was always very timid back while we dated. She had her one requirement: a commitment. She wanted to know that she was not wasting her time, but I thought that I was going to "keep my options open." Yeah, right. I was an idiot. 
 
    And now she sees me here, with a collar around my neck and my cock locked in a cage. 
 
    Part of me knows that I should be leaping up onto my feet to try to talk to her. 
 
    Besides, Rebecca looks uncertain, like she doesn't really know what's going on here. Maybe someone told her what to expect, but she probably didn't believe it. A city where men are enslaved? Yeah, right. A city where a guy like Darren becomes absolutely obedient? Impossible. 
 
    But that's exactly what has happened to me, so I remain quiet. 
 
    "Ladies, this is Darren's graduation party. The rules are very simple. First, he's going to speak to each of you. You can do this privately or as part of a group. After that, he will serve us for this party, and you can do whatever you like with him. Just remember, don't leave any permanent marks," Victoria explains. As she speaks, the warm, commanding cadence of her voice is enough to make me doubt anyone will back down. A couple of the women giggle. "Who'd like to get started?" Sydney asks. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I love these! I would like to go first if you guys don't mind," Officer Ramirez steps forward. 
 
    When I see her, I lift my head, and swallow. I remain quiet for a couple of seconds, mostly because I don't know what I'm supposed to say. 
 
    Sydney never trained to me for this! 
 
    My Obedience Tutor, confident as always, takes a step closer, and she bends forward. "Tell the truth. That's all you need to do." 
 
    I stare up at Officer Ramirez, taking in the sight of her dark features, the stun gun she wears, her uniform. This female might be small, but she knows how to wear her power. 
 
    Breathing out though my mouth, I stare down at Officer Ramirez's shoes. Black and polished, they're clearly work wear. The seconds tick by, and I know that I must speak. 
 
    If I wait too long, Sydney or Victoria or one of the other girls will decide that I am misbehaving. Because I don't want to feel a blast of electricity and because I'm a boy, and boys must obey, I need to talk. 
 
    Once again, I refrain from thinking. If I really concentrate on this, I might get angry. So instead, I just speak the truth, letting the words dribble out of my mouth. "Officer Ramirez, thank you so much for taking me. I know that I belong here as a slave. I'm a man, and I deserve to wear a collar and a chastity cage. I deserve to be trained as a subservient, obedient slave. If you hadn't found me, I might have just driven on and got lost." 
 
    "Oh, honey, I'm happy to help," Officer Ramirez says. 
 
    She runs her fingers through my hair, and then she pats my cheek. 
 
    I wait for some surge of anger, something. 
 
    I swallow and nod my head. Is that good enough? Or do I need to say more? 
 
    Officer Ramirez steps to the side, so I turn to Felicia. 
 
    I look up at the young woman. She really does seem very small, a little bit like Alicia. My heart kicks faster in my chest, and I think about the time that I spent with this girl. She saw me from the other side of a cage. She put me there, and she collared me. She was the first one to explain my new position. 
 
    Inhaling slowly, I take a long, deep breath. Then I start to talk, just as I did before. "Thank you, ma'am, for helping me to understand my new place in society. When I woke up in the cage, you were the first one I saw. I'm grateful that you were willing to explain how the world works to me. You showed me that I have to be an obedient boy. You made it easier for me to accept my new status in life." 
 
    Is that technically true? I'm not sure. 
 
    Honestly, it's hard to determine what is real and what isn't, what I truly believe, and what I have been taught. 
 
    Ultimately, it doesn't matter. So long as I behave, I will be a good boy. I will be a good slave. 
 
    "I'm happy to help," she says. Then she does something that I don't expect. She places her hand just above my throat, and she forces my head up. Then she leans in, bending forward. She kisses the tip of my nose, and I'm confused, but she steps back, giggling. 
 
    Then, there is Alicia. 
 
    "Ma'am, I need to thank you for helping me find my way back to my rightful Mistress. Without your help, I would have gotten lost, and I may have even made it back to my old life. I understand now that this would have been terrible for me. I'm not supposed to think for myself or make my own decisions. There's a reason why men aren't allowed to own property." 
 
    "That's right," she says with a vigorous nod of her head. She smiles at me, and then she waves just a little bit. 
 
    My body quivers; there is this slight shaking throughout my physique. I can't help myself. 
 
    Then I look over at the next woman. It’s Sydney. 
 
    She's the one who tamed me, broke me. She has been my Obedience Tutor, so I'm not sure what to say. 
 
    After all, just glancing up at her is enough to make me shiver with dread. 
 
    "You have something to say, slave?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I say. 
 
    Even though she’s smaller than me, I still can't bring myself to look at her. 
 
    How many times did she shock me? How many times did she spank me? How many times did she humiliate me? This young woman has been responsible for stripping away every iota of power I once possessed. 
 
    And now I need to be grateful to her. 
 
    "Ma'am, thank you for teaching me obedience. Thank you for teaching me about my inferiority. Before I met you, I was still fighting so hard. I thought that I was going to be able to win." 
 
    The other women giggle at this, but Sydney gives me a solemn nod, like I'm actually sharing an important piece of information. 
 
    "How do you feel about me now?" 
 
    Some of the color drains away from my cheeks because I have these dueling answers roaring in my head. On the one hand, I know that I need to be a grateful, obedient little slave boy who never thinks of questioning any female. On the other hand, she was brutal; she knew exactly how to strike, how to train me. 
 
    She scoured away my independence, leaving me as a tamed slave boy. 
 
    "I'm very grateful, ma'am." 
 
    "Good boy," she says. Unlike the others, she crouches down and rubs my neck, my cheeks, the top of my head. Her fingernails are long and graze my skin and my scalp. I know exactly what she's doing, but I can't get angry because I'm just a slave. She's petting me, treating me like I am a dog. 
 
    And yet, I close my eyes and enjoy the sensations. 
 
    All the while, the other women are watching, taking this all in. 
 
    Then I look over to the next female. 
 
    "Ma'am, I must apologize to you first. I am so, so sorry for everything I did." 
 
    "What did you do?" Shannon asks, cutting through anything else I might have said. 
 
    I bristle, feeling the anger run along the back of my neck, but I do my best to hide those feelings. Sydney smirks, and Victoria shakes her head with a bemused smile on her face. They know that I'm getting upset, but they don't care. After all, I'm still in the requisite position, and my voice still rings with that deferential subservience. 
 
    Nothing else matters so long as I behave myself. 
 
    "Ma'am, I was a very bad boy. I tried to think for myself, and I tried to boss you around." 
 
    "Why's that such a big deal?" I can't tell if she's being sincere or not. 
 
    I grit my teeth again. 
 
    "It's wrong for men to ever even think about trying to give a woman an order. There's a reason why women were meant to rule. You are superior. You are better than me in every way," I say. 
 
    And as I utter those words, I feel a certain degree of freedom wash over me. 
 
    Shannon nods, a big smile blossoming across her lips. 
 
    "Oh, okay. Keep going, slave." She lets that last word vibrate with condescension. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I'm sorry that I ever tried to tell you what to do, and I'm sorry I tried to threaten you. That was very, very bad. I'm a slave, I'm a boy, and I should never do anything like that ever again. I promise, I will behave myself." 
 
    "Not bad. But you know, I think you should tell me that you belong in that chastity cage. I mean, your dick obviously gives you a lot of trouble," she says, sneering. 
 
    Where did this girl come from? Seriously, she was always so timid at the office. Has this ferocity always been hidden behind her pretty face? Or is this something new? Maybe women will start to realize that they can seize control, and that will be enough to make them aggressive, cruel, and sadistic. 
 
    Perhaps every woman will decide that her boyfriend, her husband, her brother, her friend, her slave should be locked away in chastity. That way, men will always feel like they are at a disadvantage, locked up and helpless, their most sensitive body part under female control. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I belong in chastity. I'm very grateful that you have seen fit to put me in a cage. This way, I'm not tempted to touch myself, and I can't get relief without permission." 
 
    "And what does that do to you? What does it psychologically and behaviorally?" 
 
    I furl my brow as I look up at her. 
 
    No way. 
 
    She wants me to describe the effects of being locked in chastity? That's not fair! 
 
    Well, it actually is very fair because she's female and I’m a male, so she can tell me to do whatever she likes. Besides, the other women all around the room are clearly enjoying this as well. 
 
    Swallowing back my fear, I look down at her feet. "Ma'am, being kept in chastity makes me feel very small. While in chastity, I know that my pleasure relies entirely on the women around me. A woman has my key, so I must please her. This means that I will behave better even as I feel small and powerless." 
 
    "So being in chastity makes you feel more submissive? It makes you feel like you have to do as you're told?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "That's so great!" Shannon says with a quick clap of her hands. Then she glances over at the other women in the room. "You know, I've been thinking about doing this to my boyfriend. He can be so aggressive and such a jerk sometimes. Maybe a chastity cage will help him remember his place." 
 
    "Oh, is he one of those guys who thinks that he gets to wear the pants in the relationship?" 
 
    "Totally! It's so silly!" 
 
    "You should move here," says one of the women. I'm not sure who. 
 
    "Nicely done," Shannon says, tapping me on the head. I hate that little bit of intimacy, but there's nothing I can do to stop her. 
 
    I turn to the next woman. 
 
    Rebecca. 
 
    My ex-girlfriend. 
 
    I open my mouth, and I want to say something, only she raises a hand. 
 
    "No. Not here. Is it okay if I talked to him alone?" 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    "Absolutely," Victoria says, winking at me. "Do you want to go back into his cage room?" 
 
    Victoria walks over to me, and she attaches a leash. Then, like it's not a big deal at all, she holds it out for my ex-girlfriend. 
 
    Rebecca looks at the leash, only it's clear that she doesn't exactly know what to do. Then, tentatively, she takes it, and she pulls. She starts to walk, and I follow after her. 
 
    "That's not very polite. Be a good boy and crawl for her," Victoria calls out. Immediately and without thinking, I drop onto my hands and knees. Glancing over her shoulder, Rebecca looks at me, only I don't know how to read her expression. What is she thinking right now? 
 
      
 
    We go back into the small room, the one that contains nothing but my cage. This is where I sleep most of the time. There've been a couple of nights where Victoria has ordered me into her bed. Since I'm locked into chastity, she doesn't have to worry about me getting overly amorous or anything. She says that she likes the feel of my body next to her. 
 
    And on those nights, I have snuggled up to her and I have whispered how grateful I am until she inevitably shushes me and tells me to be quiet. 
 
    Victoria has every right to muzzle me, but that has not yet proven necessary. 
 
    Those thoughts swing back and forth in my head when we are alone. Rebecca closes the door, and I open my mouth, thinking that there must be something I should say. Somehow, I can't get the words out. 
 
    She closes the door, and then she stares down at me, her eyes big. It's clear that she's trying to figure something out, only she doesn't know where to start. She must have lots of questions. 
 
    "Is this real?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. This is very reasonable." 
 
    She raises an eyebrow, like this doesn't make any sense at all. And yet, I can see the corners of her mouth, like she doesn't know whether or not she should smile or frown. 
 
    "And you, you’re a slave, Darren?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am. I'm a slave. Victoria is my owner." It feels so strange to admit this to this young woman, especially when we had been so close. 
 
    Throughout our relationship, I had been in charge. Sure, we were a modern-day couple, so we are ostensibly equal, but whenever it came to any significant decision, from where we would eat out to what movie we should see, I would be the one to make the choice. Rebecca might be smart, but she's a more traditional girl, the kind of young woman who wants a man to take her in hand and guide her to wherever she needs to be. 
 
    Could I use that? 
 
    The question lingers behind my eyes. 
 
    "Do you want to be a slave?" 
 
    I open my mouth, uncertain. My voice fails me; as hard as I try, I can't speak one way or the other. 
 
    Just a few days ago, I would have been kicking and screaming at this girl to help me get out of here. Maybe I could pass her a message and the cops could come in here. They would be the real cops, of course. Men. They would shut down the entire city and drag all of these crazy women off to prison. 
 
    The words begin to leave my mouth, and I say, "No, ma'am. I'm a slave. I'm a man, so I was meant to be a slave." 
 
    "Is that really how you feel?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I say, this time with a stronger degree of certainty. 
 
    For her part, Rebecca doesn't seem to know what to think or what to do. 
 
    Then she comes closer, and she whispers into my ear, "I'm certain they can't hear us. Please, Darren, just tell me the truth. If you want me to help you get out of here, I can do it." 
 
    "No, ma'am." 
 
    She steps back, still looking at me. She squints. "Darren, you used to be so strong." 
 
    At once, I shake my head. Even though none of the other women are here, I can still feel their presence. "No, ma'am. I'm not strong. I'm male, which makes me weak. I need a woman like you to tell me what to do. All men need to be enslaved." 
 
    "This isn't right," she says. 
 
    She walks back and forth in front of me, but I don't know what to do. I already contradicted her once, which has left me feeling nauseous. I'm not supposed to ever contradict a woman, but what happens if a female tells me that I am supposed to have rights? 
 
    She stops in front of me, straightening her back as she turns around to face me. "Okay, are you a person?" 
 
    "Yes, ma'am." 
 
    "Do all people deserve human rights?" 
 
    "No, ma'am," I say quickly. 
 
    "I really could get you out of here. I'm sure of it," Rebecca promises me. 
 
    "I'm supposed to be a slave. I'm happier this way. Men need to be owned," I say. Then another phrase comes to mind. "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." Rebecca squints slightly, like maybe she has a different tactic she can try. 
 
    "You can't be happier as a slave!" 
 
    I lick my lips and bow my head down. "Ma'am, I think the other women are right. They've been teaching me what it feels like to surrender control. They told me that all men need to be subjugated, and I think they are right. It's easier if I don't have to think, if I simply obey my superiors." 
 
    "And women are superior?" She huffs out that last word with nothing but undisguised disdain. 
 
    This time, I don't need to disagree with her. I simply have to answer. "Yes, ma'am. Women are superior. They deserve to be in charge. They should rule the world. Men simply need to follow. It's easier this way." 
 
    "If you say so," Rebecca says, shaking her head. She puts her hand on the door. Then she looks back at me. "Last chance, Darren." 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey," I tell her. 
 
    Rebecca opens the door, and the other women are crowded in the hallway, waiting. 
 
    "He passed," Rebecca announces. 
 
      
 
    Passed? What is that mean? 
 
    Of course, I remained quiet. If the women have something they want me to know, then they will tell me. 
 
    Victoria skips past my ex-girlfriend, and she crouches down right beside me. She hugs me like I'm her pet dog. I press myself up against her, grateful for the affection because it means that I've pleased her, and nothing can be more important than making my owner happy. 
 
    The world is so much simpler when you only focus on one person, your Mistress. 
 
    Victoria pulls away from me, and she looks into my eyes. 
 
    "You want to know what has happened?" 
 
    "If it would please you, Mistress," I respond. Now that I'm so close to her, I feel it again, that rush of subservient need. With her right here, I want to obey, to please her, to make her proud of me. 
 
    "Good answer," she says, tapping the tip of my nose. "Rebecca here just teased you with the chance to go back to your old life, didn't she?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I say, though my voice trails off with uncertainty. 
 
    "It was a test," she tells me. "It was a test to see if you have finally learned your place. And guess what? You have? This is your life now, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "And you're happy to be my slave. You're happy to be less than a second class citizen, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. I am." 
 
    "Good boy."  
 
    "Such a good boy. You are now my slave. You're going to be my slave forever and ever." She makes it sound like a fairy tale. With that, she leans in and kisses me hard. 
 
      
 
    For the remainder of the evening, I serve these ladies. I pour them glasses of wine, I make them dinner, and I see to their needs. Officer Ramirez kicks off her black, polished shoes, and she orders me to give her a massage. Later, Shannon tells me to slip in behind her so that she can enjoy a shoulder rub. 
 
    Each time, I look over at Victoria, who nods appreciatively. 
 
    I serve these women, knowing that this is my job, my duty, the reason for my very existence. 
 
    I'm a boy, and boys must obey. 
 
    At one point, Rebecca walks over to me, and she giggles. 
 
    She doesn't say anything. She just smirks, and then she lets out that little chortle. 
 
    "How may I serve you, ma'am?" 
 
    Rebecca grins, and that's when she beckons me over with one finger. I go to her, and she grabs my wrists. She shoves them up against the wall. "Don't move," she orders. 
 
    And then she puts her hand on my naked ass, she squeezes, and she cocks her hand back. 
 
    "You were such a bastard while we dated," she says, only there isn't any venom in her voice. On the contrary, it sounds like she is laughing at some joke that only she can really understand. 
 
    "Yes, ma'am," I agree. Was I a bastard? Really? Was I a jerk? 
 
    I really don't know, but if this lady has decided that I need to be punished, then that's the way it is. 
 
    She spanks me, her hand flying down hard against my buttocks, my thighs. She goes at it for a couple of minutes, and then some of the other girls decide to join in. Felicia and Officer Ramirez both seem eager to see me punished. They cheer one another on as Victoria and some of the others just look onward. 
 
    "He really can take a spanking, can't he?" Sydney asks. 
 
    I grit my teeth and endure the waves of pain. At the same time, I try to tell myself that I don't enjoy it. Yes, it hurts. Every strike is a momentary flare of agony, but I'm also grateful for the attention. Why? Why does my subjugation feel good? 
 
    I don't know. I will probably never know. 
 
      
 
    The evening eventually comes to an end, and Victoria goes off to take a bath. She calls me. "Slave, come to me slave." 
 
    Obediently, I make my way into her bathroom. She's in the tub, one foot raised. Little droplets of water bead and run down her naked skin. 
 
    "How may I serve you, Mistress?" 
 
    "Wash me," she commands, and I am treated with this incredible experience. I lather up the soap, and I massage her as I clean her. I wash her feet, her legs, her stomach and her sides. She leans forward, and I wash her shoulders and her back. Eventually, she smiles over at me. "Would you like to wash my breasts, slave?" 
 
    "May I, Mistress?" Hope tingles in my voice. 
 
    "You may," she says, apparently feeling very magnanimous. 
 
    I rub the bar of soap against hands. I build up a nice layer of bubbles and lather. From there, I place my hands gently against her breasts, and I resist the temptation to squeeze. Instead, I lightly glide my fingertips and my palms over her soft, silky flesh. She feels incredible. And yet, I need to take my time and do this right. Her nipples harden; she's enjoying this. 
 
    Even so, I refuse to say anything presumptuous. I'm just a slave, so I will continue to work. After I am done with her breasts, she puckers her lips, and I lean in to kiss her, following that silent command. "Good boy. You know, you really are going to need to learn to anticipate my desires." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. As you say." I bow my head down as she relaxes in the warm water. But eventually, she orders me to rinse her off, which I do slowly. I'm thorough, making sure that she satisfied. 
 
    Eventually, Victoria stands, and I begin to towel her off. I'm tentative and almost shy as I move the towel along her body, down and up. I start on my knees as I dry off her feet, her shins, her legs and her torso. She holds out her arms, and I dab those as well. 
 
    When I'm done, I immediately get back into that kneeling position. 
 
    "Very good," she says, patting me on the head. 
 
    Victoria saunters out of the bathroom, and I follow after her. 
 
    "Is there anything else you would like me to do, Mistress?" 
 
    "Get into bed with me," she commands. She says it lightly, like this isn't a big deal, yet the adrenaline flashes through my body. My cock twitches. 
 
    "No, I'm not going to have sex with you, though I might allow you to eat me out in a couple of minutes." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say." She climbs up onto the bed and relaxes. I follow her, wondering what position she wants me in. Her hand shoots out, and she grabs my wrists, wrenching me closer. Victoria wraps her arms around me as she brings my head down to her chest. 
 
    I can feel her heartbeat. 
 
    "Where do you belong, slave?" 
 
    "Wherever you want me, Mistress," I reply obediently. 
 
    "That's what I like to hear," she says. A yawn stretches her mouth wide open as she closes her eyes. "It's been a very good day." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." 
 
    "I'm really sleepy." 
 
    "I can be quiet, Mistress," I say quickly, lowering my voice. 
 
    "No. I want you to tell me what you've learned." Her voice starts to drift off. "I like it when you subjugate yourself for me." 
 
    Immediately, I know what she wants to hear. I start out with a basic cadence, whispering the words so that she will barely be able to hear them. But that's good enough for this moment as I get started 
 
    "I'm a boy, and boys must obey." As I repeat that mantra, Victoria drifts off to sleep, and I remain braced here against her side, happy and pliant, waiting for that moment when my Mistress will give me another command. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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