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Breathe Hard

Walking between the different cages, Tricia considered the boys behind those bars. On the one hand, she couldn’t help but smile occasionally, especially when she walked into the boy pound. Facilities such as this didn’t exist even a few short years ago. Males used to be accepted as fully human with their own rights and privileges. But since women had taken over, males could now be purchased, sold, traded, and owned. In other words, males had all civil rights stripped, their personhood taken away, and now were viewed as little more than livestock.

That rush of excitement lost some of its appeal, however, when she saw the looks of fear on their faces.

Theoretically, when a female took responsibility for a man, she was supposed to take good care of him. It was the ending of the Patriarchy which had been the justification for stripping citizenship and personhood in the first place.

For too long, men had been in power, politically, psychologically, controlling everything industry, dictating society’s mores and culture. Men had made war and other terrible mistakes.

As the votes came in and women seized control of the political process, there had been riots. Men may have believed they were protesting, but they justified everything those female politicians said, as they decried male autonomy.

Boys simply couldn’t be trusted.

They needed female oversight for their own good.

Tricia believed all of this and more, yet she disliked the looks of anger and fear on these naked males’ faces. It was clear that some of the guards and perhaps their previous owners had been too zealous.

That was always the debate, wasn’t it?

If you had someone who kept arguing and fighting, how hard could you push? What would you do? What would you say? How severely would you punish them?

Tricia didn’t spot any signs of actual abuse, but certain punishments seemed to breed more stress and resentment that obedience.

In time, Tricia was confident that society’s female rulers would come to understand that men required a gentle touch. After all, these boys were really fragile.

When she came to the final cage, she saw a boy with dark hair. He was probably her age, somewhere in his early twenties. Despite this, she suspected he had been sold multiple times, punished severely, and yet he just looked up at her with fear on his face.

Tricia crouched down and looked at him from the right side of the bars, “Hey, what’s your name?”

He maintained eye contact, but he didn’t say anything. He seemed to have slipped into some disassociated state, as though he couldn’t acknowledge how his world had changed. He had probably been in high school when males lost the right to a public education. What happened to him after that? Since he was here, he didn’t have anyone to take care of him.

Smiling gently, she reached out, slipping her hand between the bars as though she were dealing with a dog. “It’s okay,” she said.

One of the guards walked up and said, “You shouldn’t do that. Sometimes they bite.”

“Not this one,” Tricia said.

The Garda, a tall woman with black hair tied back into a severe bun, sneered and shook her head, “You don’t want him.”

“Why not?” Tricia said, still looking at the boy.

“He’s nothing but trouble. We’ve had a couple of ladies try to buy him. They always bring him right back.”

That settled it for her. “Please have him packaged and delivered to my home,” Tricia said.

“Do you want him outfitted with a shock collar?” The guard made it sound as though there can only be one right answer.

“No,” Tricia said as she stood. “I have something else in mind to use with him.”

The guard arched an eyebrow and her glance of disdain made it clear she thought this would be a terrible idea, but Tricia had money, and this one didn’t want trouble. “It’s your funeral,” she said.

“These ladies are going to get you washed up and taken care of,” Tricia said. “Just obey them, and there won’t be any trouble. When you get home, things are going to be different.”

The boy didn’t react.

As standard procedure, they dragged him from the cage, shackled him in a shower, and washed him. With his arms held over his head, they sprayed him down, scrubbed him, and made sure he would be presentable.

Since he was a boy, they didn’t worry about clothing. They did, however, slide a collar around his neck with a tag. The collar locked on, and then they took him back to a smaller cage, this one equipped with wheels. They pushed him down. At one point, he tried to fight. His eyes blazed with hot anger, he threw himself at one of the guards. By this point, these women were veterans, and they knew how to deal with errant boys. The shock batons came out almost instantly, jabbing up into his sides, his thighs, his biceps and shoulders.

The jabs were painful enough on their own, but each baton came equipped with an electrode at the tip. When they made contact, painful volts of electricity blasted through his body, making him twitch, as if having a seizure, and crying out like a wounded animal.

It was the first sound many of these women had ever heard him make.

They loaded him back in the cage. They also made sure to lock leather mittens around his hands, they muzzled him, and covered up his cage so he wouldn’t know what would happen next.

For this boy, the trip would be uncomfortable, but these women were humane, so they did their best to not rattle his cage too much.

Once upon a time, the finance industry had been dominated by men. After the last traders were expelled from the different exchanges, she moved in, set up a firm, and got to work. Yes, she needed to learn from a few male slaves. She had been willing to talk to them and allow them to guide her in those first years. When she finished, having set up all of the new procedures and protocols, she found them new owners.

Consequently, she was quite wealthy. She knew she was lucky. There had been a historical moment where a huge opportunity had been created, and she took advantage. Now her firm had several dark pool funds, not to mention an aggressive automated trading system.

With her newfound wealth, she purchased this expansive home out in the country. About thirty miles from the city center, it had a large lawn, expansive rooms, and lots of art. Sometimes, she strolled her hallways and examined the different pieces, each one amazing. She loved the interplay of color and following the brush strokes with her eyes. Now, Tricia stood in the center of her living room. All around her, she had her nice things.

But now, the guards pulled the cover away from the cage, and there he was, locked up, helpless, muzzled and all hers.

“Let him out and hold him up,” she instructed.

The guards glanced at her.

“Are you sure about that? Usually they give him a jolt of electricity first,” said one of the delivery women.

“Let him out and hold him up,” Tricia said again.

“Yes, ma’am,” replied the worker.

They opened up the top of the cage. That’s when Tricia noticed the red spots on his skin. They were burns. The shock batons were to settle for something like that, but the marks lingered and would remain for a few more hours. Clearly, her new boy had put up a fight.

As they opened the cage, Tricia explained, “I’m your owner now. I intend to train you and teach you how to be a good boy for me.”

His eyes narrowed slightly.

A good boy. So many men still hated those three words when strung together since they were infantilizing and demeaning.

Tricia genuinely meant than as a complement. Men now occupied a different place in the world. It wasn’t fundamentally bad. Obviously, females were meant to rule and to lead. Boys needed to follow and obey.

For too long, society had floundered, largely in its pursuit of equality. Yes, that had been a good starting point as women dismantled the patriarchy, but it was time to acknowledge fundamental differences. Women were smarter, stronger, and fundamentally are centered and more mature. Little girls always developed faster, and young women could control themselves. They weren’t impulsive, and they didn’t make the same types of rash mistakes.

“There’s nothing wrong with being a good boy,” she said, guessing his thoughts. “You’re going to like it here. Once you learn to trust me, you’ll be a lot happier. You are my property, which means it’s my obligation to take care of you. You understand?”

He glared at her; his expression hot. His jaws clenched, meaning he was biting down on the leather strap attached to his muzzle. He didn’t acknowledge her question.

Even so, the delivery women pulled him out of the cage and held him up. They locked their arms around his, making sure this naked boy couldn’t escape.

“My name is Tricia, but you will address me as your Mistress. I own you, and I’m going to take care of you,” she said, speaking slowly and deliberately. Unlike other females, she didn’t try to taunt or tease this boy. After all, she didn’t worry about his ego. His ego had become irrelevant, taken away along with his vote, free speech, independence, and the right to be paid for his labors.

Tricia looked into his eyes. She tried to hold his attention as best she could, yet his expression remained distant, almost vacant. Even so, she detected those little flickers of interest. This boy probably thought she was just another potential owner, someone he could disappoint.

She decided to disabuse him of that notion, “I’m not like the others. I don’t know what you have gone through, but you are mine now. You don’t need to say anything. You don’t need to do anything. Also, I can promise you now that I’m not going to be using a shock collar or a baton. I have something else for you.”

Tricia strolled over to one of the end tables, opened a drawer, and pulled out a metallic band. She lifted it and said, “I don’t think of this as a punishment device. It’s a training tool. I’m going to use it on you when necessary. If you can cooperate, it won’t be necessary. You understand?”

The boy didn’t answer. He didn’t pull against the women holding him, nor did he seem to register any comprehension at all.

“You’re quiet,” Tricia said with a smile. “That can be a very good trait in a boy.”

That’s when he lifted his chin, narrowed his eyes, and said, “I’m not going to let you do this to me.”

“Do what?”

Engaged in an actual conversation. So often, powerful women would simply punish a boy for speaking out of turn. Not Tricia. She preferred a different approach.

Tricia came closer, and she reached up. He flinched, clearly terrified of getting smacked across the face. But instead, she stroked her fingers along his cheek and down to his neck. “This is not about breaking you,” she said. “I don’t want to break you. I’ve no intention of breaking you. This is about training you. This is about teaching you. You need to learn. That’s all.”

He blinked once, his eyes started watering, and that very thin veneer of anger dissipated.

Tricia had no idea if any of the other trainers or women who had attempted to purchase him ever tried to be kind. She doubted it. He dipped his head low, his eyes now aimed toward her feet. The boy didn’t say anything, which was fine with Tricia.

“I’m going to put this on you now. It won’t be unpleasant; it won’t hurt you. I’m not interested in inflicting pain on you. It’s okay if you don’t believe me.” As she spoke in soft, soothing tones, she brought the collar up around his neck. It clicked, locking into place. It was not against his throat. Every time he swallowed or even turned his head, he would feel that little oppressive resistance against his neck.

“You can let him go now,” Tricia said to the delivery women. “Thank you very much for your time.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” said the other one. “He looks like he might be feral.”

“It will be fine,” Tricia answered with confidence, annoyed at their attitude.

The women glanced back at one another, shrugged, probably because they had other jobs which required their attention. In any case, they let go of the boy, and stepped back.

For his part, he glanced at the left, then the right.

All three women studied the boy, waiting and wondering what he would do. But he didn’t lunge forward or try to scratch at them. Instead, he turned back, held his arms over his chest, and retreated back toward the corner of the room. He bumped his back and buttocks against the walls before his knees gave out and he dropped into a small bowl.

Tricia glanced back at her compatriots, “I’m going to be fine.”

The boy didn’t do anything; he didn’t say anything. Instead, he seemed interested only in hiding. He stayed there in the corner of the room, occasionally glancing up in her direction.

For her part, Tricia grabbed her tablet and sat down on the couch. She answered a few emails, read some headlines, and wandered a few of her social feeds. Then she glanced up, saw the clock, and looked over at her boy.

“It’s time to eat. I’m sure you’re hungry.”

As if on cue, she heard the grumble of his stomach.

She got up and headed into the kitchen, making herself a sandwich and preparing something for him as well. She opened a can of meat and dropped it into a dog bowl. She came back with her tray and his bowl. She put her tray on the coffee table and set the bowl down in front of him.

He glanced at it, then up at her.

“I know you’re hungry,” she said.

“I’m not,” he said in a pathetic, little squeak.

“Are you sure about that? It doesn’t look like they were feeding you very well at the pound.” She resisted the urge to smile, thinking of how the facility’s policies were quite clear: boys who disobeyed didn’t get fed.

“I’m not,” he said again. But then he dipped his head down, hiding his eyes along his arm.

“Okay,” she said as she took a big bite of her sandwich. She smiled at him, looking right in his direction. Sure enough, he snuck a peek at her, only to bury his face again. Seconds later, he looked up a second time. Their eyes met, and she smiled.

She ripped off a piece of her sandwich, nothing but a little bit of bread and mustard, but she held it out to him.

“I’m not interested in hurting you,” she said. “I’m not interested in punishing you or breaking you. Like I said before, this is all about construction. It’s about teaching you. You could be happy here. I know you can.”

He looked up, and his bottom lip started to tremble.

He leaned forward, started to reach out, and then something locked up inside of him.

Maybe someone else had teased him with this exact same prospect before, but he couldn’t do it.

He jumped to his feet and ran toward the door. He wasn’t thinking clearly. Even as he tried to escape, Tricia just exhaled with a hint of exasperation. These boys could be so silly, she thought.

He darted right past her, proving he didn’t think about this at all. She grabbed him; her hand tight around his wrist. He fell to the floor, and she pinned him, straddling him. Like all females, her high school and college curricula included courses in self-defense and male control.

Boys like to think they were bigger and stronger, but a little bit of training could undo all of that, so she soon had him locked on the floor between her legs, his hands trapped beneath her knees.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Tricia asked.

The boy scrambled; his eyes wide with fear.

“I’m not going to punish you,” she said. “But I’m not going to let you go either, because you belong to me.”

He kept trying to pull himself away, to yank his arms out from beneath her legs, as if to somehow shove her off. None of it worked, so she held him down as he kept fighting.

“You don’t need to be scared,” she said.

“Screw you! I’m not going to do this! I’m not your pet! You can’t!”

“Yes, I can,” she said. “I’m in charge now. You belong to me. I purchased you.”

“You can’t purchase me. I’m a man!”

“Exactly,” she replied. “You are a man and you’re property. Now relax and I will let you up.”

He kept struggling for several more seconds, probably to prove he could. Tricia didn’t mind. She kept him trapped on the floor as he squirmed.

But inevitably, the fight abandoned him, especially because he was probably weak with hunger.

She reached over and ripped off another piece of bread from her sandwich. She held it up in front of him.

“Open your mouth,” she instructed.

He pressed his lips together, started panting, and tried to push her off again.

“I think you’re going to have to try something a little bit more extreme,” she said. That’s when she got up, grabbed his arm, bent it behind his back as she forced him to stand, and nudged him forward. He stumbled, whimpering like a wounded animal.

Hearing those sounds, she genuinely wished she could do more for him. But she needed to be diligent and tough, training him to understand his place. She meant what she said before. She didn’t want to hurt him, but this would be necessary—and good for him.

Tricia took her boy down the hallway. Rather than bring him into her bedroom, she poked another door open with the tip of her foot. That’s where he saw the bed, the restraints, everything she would need to use on him.

Another dose of fear flashed through his body, making the boy struggle, thrash, fight and kick for his freedom. He battled as hard as he could, twisting his frame from side to side, but she easily shoved him forward, pushing him onto his back. She straddled him, grabbed his arms, and slipped them into the restrictive leather cuffs.

“Settle down,” she commanded.

Refusing to obey, he kept pulling. He must’ve known it would be useless, but he wished to demonstrate his defiance. Tricia understood it was another question of ego.

But once she had his arms restrained, she went for his feet, spread his legs, and looked down at him.

“You need to understand that I’m in charge and that I will take care of you. I will never let anything truly bad happen to you. Sometimes, you might face unpleasant choices, but that is just life. I don’t like going to work every day, but I do it. Sometimes, I will give you chores that you won’t like, but you’ll do them anyway. You belong to me, and that’s okay.”

This boy seemed to vacillate between defiant anger and paralyzing fear. At the moment, he closed his eyes and squirmed, struggling, halfheartedly pulling on his restraints every few seconds.

“It’s okay if you want to struggle,” she said. “I understand.”

Reaching over for the end table beside the bed, she opened another drawer and pulled out silver duct tape.

He started panting, breathing faster as he inhaled, only to watch her rip off one strip of duct tape. She brought it down and pressed it to his mouth. She did this three more times, making sure he wouldn’t be able to speak or breathe, not this way.

“What I said before is true. I’m not going to hurt you. That said, you need to learn that I am in control. I think there’s only one good way to make sure this happens.” That’s when she reached down and pinched his nose, her fingers pressing down. She cut off his air supply.

At first, he didn’t seem to understand, but then he started struggling, thrashing twice as hard. She held her fingers in place, rigid, his air supply gone.

“Relax,” she said.

The boy refused to obey. He only needed to settle down, and she would have relaxed her grip on his air passage, but the panic held him tight.

Maybe he even worried she would kill him right then and there. The seconds stretched on as he kept struggling until the energy seemed to dissipate from his arms and legs. His muscles weakened, and he couldn’t fight anymore. Distantly, he thought he felt tingling. He thought he saw strange colors at the corners of his vision whenever he closed his eyes.

But then she relaxed her hold on him as his struggles finally ceased. He inhaled, filling his lungs. He tried to suck in as much oxygen as he could as he panted through his nostrils.

“You see,” she said. “You relaxed, and I let you breathe. I control your breathing, so I control you. Now, nod your head if you understand.”

His eyes were wet now. That strange mix of fear and anger blazed through his body, turning his cheeks red. Before he even knew what he was doing, he shook his head from side to side because he didn’t want to cooperate with her. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of victory.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I understand that you don’t think you can trust me. You had a hard time with the other women, and I’m sure they got impatient with you and punished you. But this isn’t about punishment. This is about discipline/instruction. Remember that.”

She reached down with her hand; her fingers aimed for his nose.

The boy tried to jerk his head to the side, to keep himself from losing his precious air supply, but Tricia had no trouble. She latched her fingers onto his face and squeezed down, staunching that air supply again. At the last moment, he tried to inhale, but he just couldn’t get enough air into his lungs.

Acidic panic surged through him again. He squirmed, struggling. But this time, he didn’t fight quite as hard or as long as she gave him the same instruction over and over again, “Relax. Relax and let go. You know you can’t get up. These restraints are going to keep you here, helpless underneath me. I’m in charge, and if you want to breathe, you need to obey. Another meme to remember: I control how much air you are permitted to breathe. I literally control whether you breathe or die.”

If the boy was listening, he gave no sign of it.

Tricia continued, “Just relax and settle down. You belong to me, you are my possession, but you are also precious to me. I’ve bought you, and I own you, which means I have the obligation to take care of you. I’m never going to let anything bad happen to you.”

The boy must not have believed her. He struggled twice as hard as he tried to rip his hands from the restraints. Or maybe he couldn’t even hear her. Yes, the soft, soothing tones permeated his body, but there was a very good chance he wouldn’t accept anything she had to say, not while the buzzing, desperate need for oxygen flared every instinct he possessed.

Just as he relaxed again, Tricia let go.

“Do you see the pattern? If you relax, I will let you breathe.”

She watched him.

He kept his eyes clenched shut, as though he didn’t want to face the next round, but it would happen inevitably.

“Are you ready?”

He shook his head, but she grabbed his face, her fingers pinching down against his nostrils, blocking his breathing just as she had done before.

He must’ve been exhausted by this point. His skin was hot, and his brow glistened with sweat as his muscles twitched and he tried to kick away.

“You know what you need to do,” she said. “You know exactly what you need to do.”

The boy settled down, relaxing. He froze, his muscles locking up as he tensed. He probably expected cruel laughter, but then he opened his eyes and inhaled. He didn’t notice, but she had pulled her hand away from his nose, allowing him to breathe easy.

“There we go,” she said. “Now you’re starting to figure it out.”

When she reached for his face again, he flinched, but Tricia just smiled kindly and said, “Remember, I won’t hurt you.”

The boy grumbled, but she shook her head. “This is different. You know it is. With the other women, they probably shocked or spanked you. Maybe they starved you. That’ll never happen here. Now, are you hungry?”

The boy’s eyes narrowed like he thought this was a trap. In one sense, he was right because she knew the truth and expected it from him. As her slave, he couldn’t lie—not to her.

“Second chance, are you hungry?”

With the tape over his mouth, the boy couldn’t answer, not with speech. Even so, she allowed him the chance to shake his head or not.

He dipped his chin down, then up. His eyes were bright and scared, probably because he was taking a chance.

Could this young man trust Tricia? Or was this some cruel joke, another prank she could use to hold her superiority over him.

But Tricia wasn’t the kind of girl to be unnecessarily cruel. Like so many other women, she understood the need for discipline, but this was different.

“Good boy,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. Not only that, she reached down and gently pulled on the edge of the tape. “This is going to hurt,” she said. “I’m sorry, but I can’t do anything about that.”

She gently pulled the tape off, careful to try to minimize the pain. All the while, she tried to soothe him as she said, “Here we go. Just a little bit more. You can do it. That’s right. There’s my brave boy. Good. Very good.”

He didn’t flinch or gasp as the last of the tape pulled away from his mouth.

“Now, I’m going to be right back.” She got up and left. When she walked through the door, she glanced over her shoulder and saw his eyes were on her. Tricia couldn’t read his expression. It may have been dread. It may have been hope.

She came back with her sandwich, took another bite, chewed and swallowed before tearing off a piece of salami. She brought it down to his mouth, but he just looked up at her, watching and wondering and waiting.

“It’s not a trick,” she said as she lowered it toward his lips. It was close now, so he only needed to raise his head, wrapped his lips around the meat, and pull it between his teeth.

After another couple of seconds, he raised his head, stopped, then leaned in and pulled the meat into his mouth. Tricia didn’t stop him or tease him. Instead, she praised him, running her fingers through his hair and petting him as she said, “There we go. Very good. Would you like another piece?”

He hesitated, only to dip his head down and up again. He didn’t dare speak.

“Good boy,” she said. Tricia tore off another chunk of salami and brought it down to his mouth. He snatched it up, chewed, and swallowed it as fast as he could.

“Very nice,” she said. “You like this, don’t you?”

He stared at her for another second, maybe two. But then he nodded again.

“It’s okay,” she said. “As long as you answer my questions, you don’t have to speak.”

He licked his lips and opened his mouth just a tiny bit.

“Would you like some more?”

He nodded.

She grabbed a piece of lettuce from her sandwich and brought it down, but he closed his mouth. “No, you don’t get to choose,” she told him. “I own you, so it’s my job to decide what you eat. Right now, I have decided you will have lettuce.”

He didn’t seem happy about it, but Tricia had no problem taking control and giving him what he needed. She knew what was best for him, so she waited, holding a piece of lettuce outside of his mouth.

As the seconds ticked by, she started to wonder if this would be an issue. Maybe he had eaten something, regained some of his strength, and would now insist on disobeying.

But no. He pulled the piece of lettuce into his mouth and chomped down like an eager rabbit.

“Very good,” she said. “That’s right. This is what you need to do to be a good boy for me. Do as you’re told, obey, and I will take care of you.”

He opened his mouth again like he wanted to say something. And he hesitated as she tore off a piece of bread. He ate that as well.

“Good,” she said. “Now, before I give you another piece of meat, you need to answer a question for me. Do I own you?”

His lips pressed together into a frustrated line. His eyes watered slightly, like he might start crying.

“You know,” she continued, “Being owned isn’t a bad thing. Everyone has a place in society. Before you boys were taken for training, people used to say you could do whatever you wanted. But that was a lie. No one has ever had infinite choices. Everyone has limitations. I’m a woman, and I have certain limitations. You’re a boy, so you have other, different limitations.”

He pulled on his restraints. If that was meant to be a protest, Tricia didn’t mind. In fact, she reached down and massaged his arm, just below the leather shackles.

“That’s right,” she said, sounding more like a kindergarten teacher. “This is a limitation for you. You tried to run away, so I strapped you down. I won’t allow my property to escape. You’re much too valuable for that.”

He pouted again, but she had another piece of meat in between her fingers, and it was clear he yearned to feel it between his teeth and under his tongue.

“Are you property?”

The boy licked his bottom lip as he contemplated this.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Take your time.” In the interim, she lifted the sandwich to her mouth, took a big bite, and enjoyed the combination of flavors. She loved the way the mustard, bread, cheese and meat blended together.

Finally, he nodded his head.

“You’re property?”

Because he had taken so long, Tricia wanted the confirmation. He couldn’t just wait and try to pretend his message didn’t mean anything. Reluctantly, the boy nodded again, so she gave him the next piece of salami. He chewed it and swallowed it with this big, happy smile on his face. That’s why she petted him some more. But this petting was having an effect on him, demeaning him, degrading his mental capacity as he was pacified.

“As long as you behave, everything will be easy on you. Yes, you’re going to have to work, but it’s okay. You can do it. I know you can. You’re going to be my strong boy.”

He swallowed, closed his eyes, and squirmed against his restraints a little bit more.

“I think it’s time for us to relax together,” she said. That’s when she lowered herself down to his side, placed her cheek on his shoulder, and closed her eyes.

She trained him, day by day, talking to him, exploring his new reality. She kept him in the collar. He probably stopped thinking about it. He didn’t understand what the batteries or straps were for. He didn’t understand how the technology worked, which was fine with Tricia since he was just a slave, after all.

At one point, she did tell him what he needed to know. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a controller. “The collar you’re wearing is a special prototype,” she said. “It’s designed to control boys like you when they are disobedient or misbehave. But it will shock you. Personally, I think electricity is cruel. Instead, the collar can be tightened or loosened with this remote.”

As he looked up at her, he didn’t react. This was a habit he had gotten into. She would train him a little bit every day, feeding him, petting him, reminding him of his place, and he would seem to ease into his new reality. But then she would go to work or leave him alone for a little while, and when she came back, he would be as stubborn and determined as when they first started.

Tricia told herself she was okay with this, but she wanted to make progress.

“Would you like a demonstration?”

If he had shook his head, Tricia would have let it go. But since he glared at her, his expression fierce, she nodded and said, “I understand. Very frequently, boys need to be reminded of their place. Remember. You chose this when you decided to disobey me. It didn’t have to happen like this.” She didn’t mean for those words to sound like a taunt worried jeer. They were simply the truth.

She pressed one of the buttons, and that’s when he heard the small motor buzzes. The straps around his neck pulled tighter.

His eyes widened.

“What, what’re you doing?” The boy couldn’t help himself; the questions tumbled from his mouth. He rarely spoke, but that feeling of getting choked even as he remained strapped down with his arms and legs spread spiked fresh fear through his body.

“I’m teaching you,” she said. “This is an important lesson for you to learn. You can handle it. You can take it. I know you can,” she promised.

The collar continued to tighten. He looked to the left and right. He started to struggle, frantically pulling on his restraints, just as he had done when she pinched his nose shut. Just like before, it didn’t help. He couldn’t break free. In fact, even with the use of his arms and legs, he wouldn’t have been able to remove the band around his throat.

“Nod when you understand.”

His eyes widened, and he kept fighting it. He struggled as hard as he could, but he wasn’t going to give in. In fact, he soon felt those strange, tingling tendrils at the corners of his vision. His fingertips felt fuzzy and everything started to drift away.

Soon, he blacked out altogether.

Tricia ran her fingers through his hair as she watched his chest rise and fall.

“I don’t think that was very pleasant,” she said. “But it was necessary because you chose it. You might be a slave and you might be property, but you still have some control over your life,” she told him. “The real question is, what are you going to do with it?”

She stroked his chest, her fingers moving down along his body. He was helpless. He knew it.

“Are you ready to submit to your owner?”

He nodded again this time.

“You can do better than that,” she decided. As his owner, it was her prerogative to decide when he could handle new challenges.

“Please…”

“Please, what?”

“Please, don’t make me say it,” he said, pleading and desperate.

“It’s okay,” she told him. “It’s okay for you to obey me. It’s okay for you to serve me. Think of this as your destiny.”

“But I don’t want it to be my destiny,” he said.

“Oh?” Tricia asked playfully. “Are you sure about that?”

At first, he probably didn’t understand precisely what she meant, but Tricia moved her fingers down along his body. She trailed her soft touch from his cheek to his neck, past his collar, along his chest, lower and lower still. All the while, she kept her eyes aimed at him as she said, “I know how to make a boy like you happy. If you serve me well, you can be rewarded.”

“I, I…”

The boy couldn’t find his voice; he couldn’t figure out what he wished to say as she came closer and closer to his genitals. Within moments, her fingers brushed along his cock, and he arched his back, curling his toes and straightening out his feet.

Still strapped down, he didn’t wish to succumb.

Some lingering sliver of his dignity told him he needed to fight this. Some part of him wished to believe that he could go back to that old world, the one where boys like him could make their own decisions.

“You want to serve me,” she said. “You just don’t know it yet. You’ve had a hard time with other owners, but I know what you want. I know what you need to. That’s why I’m in charge.”

“You don’t know,” he protested, only then she wrapped her fingers around his cock and gave him a soft, reassuring squeeze.

“Oh?” Tricia taunted. “Are you sure about that? Because right now, it sure feels like I know exactly what you need.” She squeezed him again, gently rubbing her palm up and down the length of his shaft. She started at the tip and worked her way down to his base. She squeezed again.

“You’re a boy,” she said, which means you are easy to read.”

“No…”

“Yes,” she said cheerfully. “And there is nothing wrong with that. It’s good for you to surrender to your superior.”

He parted his lips, getting ready to snarl something at her.

“Think about what you say next,” she told him, holding onto the controller.

His nostrils twitched, and the boy decided to be stubborn.

“You don’t own me! You can’t! You—”

Tricia pressed a button on his controller, and the collar tightened. His eyes flashed with fear for a second, but she brought her hand away from his cock and cradled his cheeks in both of her hands as she looked into his eyes. The collar drew tighter and tighter until he couldn’t breathe. He struggled against that impenetrable barrier, his lungs frantically pushing as he tried to pump fresh oxygen into his body.

It didn’t work. Nothing would.

“Relax,” she said. “Just nod your head when you’re ready to surrender to me. Nod your head because you are a boy, and you need to obey me.”

His lips started to turn a shade of blue. He frantically pulled his mouth back, almost biting at the air. He tried to struggle, throwing his body to the left, then the right.

“Nod for me,” she commanded again.

This time, the boy couldn’t help himself. He surrendered, dipping his head down, jerking it up, then back down again.

She pressed the button right away. True to her word, she allowed him to breathe.

He gasped, panting desperately as he filled his lungs.

“You didn’t like that, did you?”

“No!”

“But you know why it happened, don’t you?”

He didn’t wish to say anything, but he couldn’t resist her power either. “No…” admitted the boy.

“Yes.”

“Good,” Tricia said, rewarding him with another soft caress along his cheek and up into his hair. She massaged his scalp, petting him like he was some animal. And even if she intended to train him, he still enjoyed it.

“You really are going to tame me, aren’t you?”

“Judging by your question,” Tricia said, “I think I already have. You know it. You know who you are and who you are supposed to be. You know how the world works. Once you accept it, you’ll be so much happier because you belong to me. Are you ready to say it?”

Tricia must’ve detected something on his face, some flicker of recognition.

“I think so,” he told her. His eyes watered just a tiny bit, but then he blinked and faced his future, “I belong to you.”

“Good boy,” she said. “Just remember, your life is simpler now. You don’t have as many choices, but you don’t have to worry about the complexity that you might have faced if we hadn’t taken over. That’s a good thing. You want a simple life. You need an easy life.”

He parted his lips, as though he wished to disagree or argue, only to think twice of it.

She smiled, “Tell me you belong to me.”

“I, I belong to you.”

“That’s right,” she said, brushing her fingers down his chest. “You belong to me. You want to serve me. You want to be owned by me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, remembering one of her very first instructions.

“Good boy. Now, I’m going to allow you to service me with your mouth. This is a command and an offer. You understand?”

He gulped but nodded, nervous and ready to obey, “Yes, Mistress.”

She set the controller aside. He followed the s

mall device with his eyes as though he hoped to grab it and free himself. But then he turned back to his Mistress and watched as she unbuttoned her jeans, she slithered out of her panties, and stripped.

“You like watching this, don’t you?”

His cheeks brightened with a shade of pink as she smiled down at him. Heedless of her own nudity, she straddled his face and lowered her crevice down toward his mouth. “This is very important,” she said. “I am your owner, so you only have one goal. Please me. Show me what you can do. Show me that you are ready to be an obedient boy as a servant in my household.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. She smiled, grateful that men could be so easily tamed. And a moment later, she enjoyed the feel of his mouth as he raised his head. The boy stretched his neck and pressed his lips to her opening. He started licking a second later, gently gliding his tongue over her crevice as though he didn’t quite know what to do.

“That’s right,” she said, treasuring her male. “You’re doing a good job. Start out nice and slow just like this. You don’t have to worry. You aren’t in a rush. I will tell you what to do.”

Tricia closed her eyes, raised her head, and enjoyed the feel of his mouth as he licked her.

With a glance over her shoulder, she looked down at his erection. Sure enough, he remained hard. Stifling the urge to chuckle, she considered how so many boys claimed to desire freedom, only to become aroused by captivity.

Yes, the women of the world had made the correct decision by disenfranchising the male half of the population. These boys needed ownership and guidance. They need to be treated like pets and servants.

As those ideas flickered through her mind, she lowered herself down a little bit more, pressing her sex to his mouth. This allowed him to rest the back of his head against the mattress. She started to ride his face, savoring the way it felt as he continued to lick, his tongue delving between the walls of her opening. He explored and learned, probing and teasing her.

“Deeper,” she commanded.

A second later, he discovered the gentle swell of her clit. His tongue darted along that button, teasing, pleasuring, serving her. Tricia panted, but she still managed to teach her boy how to serve her, “Good. That’s right. Keep going. Show me that you belong to me. Show me that you understand.”

But the collar around his neck and her soft touch gliding along the top of his head, the boy obeyed.

For so long, he had fought, resisting one owner after another, but she could tell the truth.

He yearned for this. He craved the acceptance of being obedient and following her command. He needed someone to feed him.

“Oh, that feels so good. Good. Keep going. That’s right. This is how you serve me. This is how you will obey. Later, I will ask you to cook and to clean. You will be my servant. You will massage my feet, and serve me just like this. Good. Keep going. That’s right. You get to decide. You get to decide how you will obey me. See, you do have choices you can make.”

Boy grit his teeth. She knew damn well that these were not the kind of choices he wanted to make. Yes, he was allowed choices, but only limited choices that she allowed him to make.  True freedom was not his to choose.

She gasped, sucking in air as she savored every second of her power over him. Then, just before she could climax, she pulled away.

“Why, why didn’t you let me finish?”

“Because,” Tricia said, “It was my decision. Do you wish I had let you serve some more?”

He didn’t want to tell her the truth. But then she reached down and gently pressed her finger to the base of his throat. If she applied anymore pressure, she would take away his ability to breathe.

This girl didn’t always need to use the collar.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said after another second.

Maybe fear motivated him to tell her the truth, but he felt incredible relief as he did so.

“I’m going to have sex with you,” she said. “You’ve made so much progress. I think, within just a few weeks, you’re going to be the best slave a girl could ask for. I have so much faith in you.”

He dipped his eyes down, his gaze now pointing along the length of his body, all the way to his toes. And yet, he found himself whispering gratitude, “Think you, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she said, slipping down between his legs. She stroked his shaft again before glancing down and meeting his eyes, “You belong to me, so I get to play with this whenever I want. Like right now. I’m going to ride you, and then I’m going to lock you up.”

His lips parted. Like so many other men, he understood exactly what that meant: chastity.

“You ready?” She teased him, gently squeezing the base of his shaft, the midpoint, then the tip. She stroked him, running soft glancing touches along his length. He hissed through his teeth, panting.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, every syllable stretched as he prepared himself.

She gave him one more squeeze before positioning herself right above his cock. Then she lowered herself down, assuming that superior position as she enveloped him. She took his cock between her legs, trapping him.

“Good boy,” she said. “You’re learning so fast. You’re starting to understand.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. The fear had vanished from his eyes, partly because she had given him a specific set of instructions and rules. She wouldn’t punish him out of some desire for cruelty. No, she yearned for an eager slave, a boy who recognized his place and felt gratitude for the spot at her feet.

She pressed down, taking his every inch. Then she pulled up, riding him slowly. He felt the heat of her body as she moved along his cock, impaling herself and using him like a toy.

She rode him slowly at first, savoring the feel of his body.

He twitched, squirming a little bit. She chuckled, “K if you want to struggle. We both know you can’t get away.”

That’s when he parted his lips and said, “I don’t want to get away.”

“You know where you belong, don’t you?” Tricia asked. But then, she demanded an answer, “Tell me. Tell me where you belong.”

“On my back, underneath you or at your feet, and on my knees,” he said, practically chanting the words like a prayer.

“Good!” She rode him harder and faster, sliding her body up and down along his length as she claimed him. Like so many other women, she loved having a boy tied down, spread out, and powerless.

When she looked into his eyes, she could see the subservience, the acceptance and surrender.

She pumped him harder and faster, moving her body. The friction sent ripples of heat spinning through her skin. She loved that passion and lust as it all burned at her core.

“Please, Mistress, please, may I come?”

“Not yet,” she said, gasping. “Not yet, not yet, not yet, now!” That’s when she felt it, his perfect surrender as he climaxed, his cock throbbing deep between her inner thighs. She pumped him even harder and faster as her slit tightened around his shaft. She drained him, taking everything he had as her own orgasm swept through her body. She threw her head back, felt her hair splash against her shoulders, all while she used him. And when she finished, she pulled away and looked down at him. With his eyes closed, he may have been asleep, but she knew the truth.

As she promised, Tricia opened the drawer for the nightstand again. She pulled out the chastity cage and began to lock it on him. His eyes fluttered open, and he looked at her. For a moment, it seemed like he might try to plead with her, but by this point, he knew better.

“That’s just the beginning,” she promised. It was time to give this boy a new name. Tricia smiled at the thought.

Tricia’s servant boy believed her with every fiber and atom of his being.

The End




Connect with me:

 

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about
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My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.
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