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Captive on Chrysopolis

“Open the channel,” ordered Commander Luciana Delrose. She wore a dark red jumpsuit. Though it wasn’t necessary, she had her pistol at her side, and she kept her blonde hair tied back into a sharp ponytail. She stood just a few inches away from her command seat. Around her, the crew remain tense.

They had just emerged from the FTL rift, and now the first scans from the Daedalus system appeared on screens and above the holographic projectors.

Luciana considered the data. She didn’t check any of the screens; she wasn’t particularly interested in the numbers. Instead, she saw the different graphics. She considered her target Daedalus III, the orbital defense platforms, and the merchant ships that were still racing toward the edge of the star system (and away from her battle group).

“Channel open,” said her comms officer.

“To the remaining Duchy forces in this star system, I order you to leave or lay down your weapons. I am Commander Luciana Delrose of the Dawn Star Confederation. By Confederation decree, the star system is now with our territory. Shut down all defense systems and prepare to be conquered.”

Luciana glanced over at her comms officer and made the gesture for her to shut down the link and nodded. Several seconds stretched before them.

“Any response?”

“No reactions,” said the woman.

“That’s surprising,” Luciana replied. This was her first opportunity to command a full conquest and the annexation of an entire star system. When she glanced back at the holographic displays, she saw the icon for her warship, plus her two escorts.

As far as she was concerned, that was overkill.

The Duchy’s ambassadors loved to go on and on about how their people were interested in peace and didn’t want a war but were willing to do whatever it took to defend themselves.

Technically, that was true. Luciana smiled at the idea. She considered the attack on Austin Prime. For that engagement, the Duchy had pulled dozens of ships together. They had formed a defensive ring around their world, and they had made it abundantly clear that they were not going to back down.

But their technology was inferior, and so those boys in command never stood a chance. The Confederation armada had disabled one ship after another. They launched their boarding parties, captured those vessels, and the men learned what happened when they tried to hold out.

They were enslaved.

Luciana considered that conquest again. She thought about how much she had enjoyed herself with one of the specimens she caught. He had been a weapons officer; he had promised her that he would hold out, that he would never break. He had insisted that he wasn’t like the other boys. Of course, he understood how politics work across the galaxy, how his vaunted Duchy lost a little bit of territory every few months. Maybe it would be a research station, a colony, or just a planet. Sometimes, entire star clusters would get scooped up by the Confederation. Still, he had promised her that he was going to hold out. He understood that he had been conquered, that he was now naked and locked in a belt with a collar around his neck. He knew that she could overpower him whenever she liked because she had technology on her side. She was a huntress, and she had caught him. As a warrior, he could admit all of this. Even so, he had kneeled in front of her, stared up, and promised that he would be the line in the proverbial sand. He was going to be able to resist her; he would demonstrate the power of masculinity. Even as Luciana stood on the bridge of her warship and watched the icons move as the tactical situation shifted, she smiled to herself. “We are humans, and the patriarchy is natural. This is always going to be enough. Your Confederation is just a historical blip. It’s an anomaly, but it isn’t going to last. Eventually, we are going to find a way to fight back. It’s going to start right here with me. You will never break me!” He had made that promise, and he had pumped so much certainty into his voice as he had tried to get her to believe him.

By the end of the week, he had been an obedient little doggy boy, nuzzling her leg, eating out of her hand, and whimpering for the chance to please her. Whether that meant nuzzling her toes or licking at her sex, it didn’t matter. He was an obedient boy, and so she had decided to keep him. Even at that moment, he was back in her quarters in a large cage where he could play with his ball as he waited for his mistress to return. But before she could go back and enjoy herself, Luciana needed to take care of this.

A different kind of excitement roared through her body. Conquering an individual boy could be incredibly satisfying for so many different reasons, but she considered the holographic icon in front of her. That small shimmer of light hovering in front of Luciana and her crew represented an entire world.

As a starship captain, she was always fascinated by this particular conundrum. She told herself that she was an explorer and a conqueror. She was a warrior and a scholar. Simply getting to her rank required a mastery of a variety of skills. She needed to understand basic propulsion principles, tactics, command structures, and the physics required for space combat. Consequently, she was ambitious, but she was also curious about the galaxy around her. She wanted to see all of these worlds. She itched to visit all of these different places.

And yet, she would never be able to master any of them. Even now, she would conquer this planet, secure this star system for the Confederation, and leave. If she was lucky, she would get to spend a few weeks on Daedalus III, but she wasn’t a boy. She wasn’t dumb enough or naïve enough to believe she would truly understand that world. At best, she would get to visit a city or two, and maybe she would see a few of their sites, but that would be it. To understand a world and truly explore it could take an entire lifetime.

But she didn’t want to do that. Instead, she wanted to secure some additional slaves and sell them off to add to her already impressive savings portfolio. In the meantime, she could go back to her formal weapons office and have some more fun with him.

Luciana shook her head.

“Commander,” said the sensor officer. “They have not disabled their orbital defense platforms.”

“I presume they are targeting us?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What kind of defense weapons are we talking about?”

“X27 defense lasers, drone launchers of unknown configuration, and Argonaut rocket batteries…at least six thousand of them.” The sensor officer sounded so specific and serious as she read off the different details from her console.

“So no meaningful threats?” It was an odd question to ask, she knew. Then again, the same kinds of conversations had played out over the course of other annexation missions.

Relatively speaking, the Duchy defense technologies could have qualified as impressive, at least when compared to what the different mercenary organizations could bring to bear. That defense array was plenty to protect this world from raiders or criminal elements.

But Luciana wasn’t leading some pirate fleet. Her three warships had been constructed by the finest engineers from the Dawn Star Confederation.

In space, so many rules needed to be examined from a variety of perspectives. On the one hand, an asteroid was nothing but a giant rock. On the other hand, it was technically possible to equip it with a few rockets and nudge it into the path of a planet. If someone just happened to be very good at math and happened to run the calculations correctly, that big dumb rock could wipe out an entire civilization.

Unfortunately for these defenders, their weapons weren’t going to work, not against her ships.

“No, ma’am. I haven’t been able to find any reasonable threats.”

“As soon as we are in range, open fire.”

“Yes, ma’am,”

The three Confederation warships continued to burn through the system, passing one planet after another.

Several minutes later, the first of the four defense platforms activated. Up until this point, the automated systems had warned Luciana and her crew that they needed to leave. This was sovereign territory, they had no place here, and their presence could be considered an act of war.

Luciana didn’t even bother listening to those messages.

Then she watched as the first long range weapons activated.

It was absurd, but the defense platforms opened fire first even though she and her ships were technically out of their range.

The first missiles launched, and Luciana ordered evasive maneuvers, so her ships easily darted out of the way. At that moment, they didn’t even put any kind of strain on the inertial dampers. She just stood there and watched as the icons played out.

Inevitably, the first rockets flew right past her. She spared a moment for those pieces of technology and wondered exactly how long they would shoot off into the vastness of space. Eventually, they would leave the star system, then they would continue flying, and maybe they would hurt into a comet, a star, or some planet in a few millennia. More likely, it might take millions of years.

Moments later, they came within range.

She watched as the first missiles connected. They flashed against the defense shields. At the same time, she glanced out toward the viewports, and she could see those splashes of dampened light as they flashed across her bridge. She could have ordered the viewports closed, but she was fascinated by this. Megatons of explosive energy washed across the defense shields.

“Damage?”

“None,” called out one of her officers.

By this point, her weapons officers opened fire from each of the three ships.

Luciana turned back to the holographic display and she watched as the icons for the different defense platforms disappeared. Again, she tried to imagine it as those cannons activated, aimed, and channeled those huge pulses of energy. Plasma would scream across the cold of space, lighting up for just an instant.

Her warships sliced through the defense platforms, one after another.

“Make sure that the platforms are sliced up enough so that they will burn up in the atmosphere,” Luciana reminded her crew.

“Yes, ma’am,” said the weapons officer before she typed in another set of commands for the rest of her crew. They would double check their work.

Officially, this engagement qualified as a battle. Then again, Luciana needed to consider it in purely technical terms. If a stray piece of debris happened to fall through the atmosphere and hit the city, people could actually get hurt. She didn’t want that to happen.

“How many of the platforms do we have left?”

“Seventeen,” replied the sensor officer.

“Perfect,” Luciana said to her crew. “Keep up the good work.” She stood there on her bridge and command, her hands held behind her back as she kept her back straight and her chin raised. She watched the holograms play out as her crew did an amazing job. Each of the three vessels under her command continued to slice up those defense platforms.

But then the sensor officer called out, “Ma’am! We have contacts!”

“Evacuations?”

“No, ma’am. Ten Duchy ships just emerged from the dark side of the second moon. They are on an interception trajectory.”

“Classifications?”

“All cruisers, ma’am,” she replied.

“So they think this is an ambush?” Luciana asked right before she smiled.

High Admiral Kellen J. Novasmith understood the importance of morale, so he kept his mouth shut when it came to judging and evaluating the other leaders of the Duchy defense forces…but he still had very strong opinions about their incompetence. All too often, they were given positions of command based on bribes, family connections, or personality.

In a defense force, especially when the Dutchy was at war (even if the diplomat didn’t like to talk about it), all leadership positions should have been assigned based on purely meritocratic requirements.

Unfortunately, the universe wasn’t kind, and that wasn’t how it worked.

And yet, High Admiral Kellen J. Novasmith was ready to demonstrate what he could do.

When the Confederation ambassador had first announced that they were going to take Daedalus III and the surrounding star system, the diplomats had tried to argue and negotiate. They had tried to find a “reasonable solution” to this diplomatic problem.

Right away, Kellen had understood that this was going to be another battle.

He understood that the other men who had gone up against these women had been defeated time and time again.

But he was going to be different. He was going to wield more creative tactics. He wouldn’t simply try to overwhelm them with numbers. He wasn’t going to rely on “courage and heart”. He needed a real set of tactics.

More than that, he loved knowing that his opponents were arrogant. They really believed that they were going to be able to fly into the star system, take whatever they wanted, plant their flags, enslave the men, and hold onto this world for as long as they wished.

They were arrogant.

Arrogance was his favorite weakness within any opponent.

He had three times as many ships, they were busy with the oral defense platforms, and now he was ready.

“Open fire,” he said as soon as they were within range.

“Sir, I know that you are busy, but maybe you should consider using the prototype now?”

Kellen glanced over to his left. Standing off to the side was the researcher.

What was his name again? Davin? Davis? David?

Kellen nibbled on the inside of his mouth for just a moment as he tried to remember. He was pretty sure it was one of those. But which one?

For a second, Kellen really, really wanted to order the researcher off of his bridge. That would have been a mistake, however. This guy (whether his name was Davin, David or Davis) had friends in powerful places. Kellen may have had the best service record with the best simulation scores, but that wasn’t going to be enough.

“We use traditional tactics first. If we need your special weapon, then we try it. But I want you to understand something. I’m not a coward, and I’m not going to rely on those sorts of tactics, not unless they become absolutely necessary to ensure the survival and freedom of the cruise under my command.” As Kellen spoke, he raised his voice, ensuring everyone else on the command deck would be able to hear that gallant promise.

Across the vast space between them, energy beams sliced through the void, only to splash harmlessly against the enemy shields. He watched. He studied as they rotated. They came about slowly, and they opened fire. Moments later, his command vessel shook.

“The Restless Nebula has been disabled,” said his sensor operator.

“It was a lucky shot,” he muttered to himself.

“A second vessel has been disabled,” said a different sensor operator.

“Concentrate fire on their command ship,” he said.

“No effect,” someone said.

A different tactical officer glanced up from his console. “Admiral, the enemy vessels are spreading out.”

“I can see that,” he said, his tone sharper than he intended. Under normal circumstances, he might have considered offering a conciliatory smile, but he was busy watching as the icons on his screen shifted.

The vessels under his command were represented by those green symbols. One by one, they shifted from green to yellow, then red.

Kellen bit down, locking his jaw as he stared ahead. He could hear the different status reports. Simultaneously, he trusted the crew and commanders under his leadership. He was trying to think through this.

Their weapons were ineffective. They didn’t have anything to offer.

He tried to come up with some tactical stroke of genius, some exploit he could wield against his opponents. They were outnumbered, but that didn’t matter. They were still winning!

“Boarding pods have been launched!”

“Order all crew to arm themselves. Prepare for boarding actions,” Kellen replied to automatically, even though he knew it was unnecessary.

Even as he spoke, he tightened his fingers. He flexed them, stretching them and pulling them down against his palms as he tried to figure out what he could do or say. He needed some inspiration. He needed something brilliant.

“Admiral…”

Kellen glanced back at David, Davis, or Davin. The researcher had his hands in his pockets, and he was staring back at the main viewscreen. He was watching the tactical readout. Maybe he was an amateur who preferred to spend his time in his laboratory, but he still believed he had something to offer.

Fine, Kellen decided.

“Communications officer, open the payload. Get ready. Try to find every opening you can. Make sure the researchers’ materials get out. We want full penetration and infection.”

“Yes, Admiral!”

Cal didn’t think it was going to make any difference. Then again, he didn’t have anything else he could try, not as he watched two more of those icons shift from yellow to red.

As the future of Daedalus III was being determined, Peter Drake sat at the table off to the side in that small restaurant. He was in the neighboring star system. In the corner of the room, he saw the holographic display as the newscaster talked about something that was going on. It was something with intergalactic politics, but he didn’t really care about that. Instead, he was tapping his fingers and considering exactly what he was going to say.

Then his friend sat down. Peter considered Jacob.

“You wanted to talk?”

They could have done this over a com link, but Peter wanted a better conversation. He wanted to be able to look at his friend and to actually talk through this.

“I don’t know how much time I have, so we should be pretty quick. First, thank you for meeting me. Second, what do you think I should do?”

“This is about Tonya?”

“This is about Tonya,” Peter said. He swallowed. “I mean, she’s an interesting person, and I have enjoyed some of our conversations at work, but…”

“But you’re not interested in her.”

“I don’t think I can be.”

“What’s wrong with her?” Peter‘s friend wanted to know. Of course, they had talked about her before. They had joked. Jacob had even teased Peter about the possibility of dating a woman from work. Of course, Peter had originally laughed, saying that he would never do something like that for the very good and easy and obvious reason that he didn’t want to mess around with a coworker. Dating a colleague would always be a bad idea. As far as he knew, that had been a truth that would be universally applicable until the heat death of the universe.

“I work with her,” Peter repeated.

“But she doesn’t care?”

“I guess not…” Peter said. “I mean, we used to joke around a lot, but then things started to change, and she has put out signs.”

“What sort of signs?”

Drawing in a slow breath, he spoke carefully. “We will be having lunch or talking back at work, and she will touch my leg or my shoulder, and…” Peter paused for a moment. Like so many guys, he still had a hard time understanding what women were thinking. All too often, men would mistake kindness for flirtation or friendship for a romantic interest. He wondered if he was making that same kind of mistake here and now. It was a nice idea, but still. He remembered hearing the way her voice shifted, becoming playful and teasing. Not only that, he had paid attention, and he knew that Tonya didn’t touch any of the other men at work. Not only that, there had been something different about the way she looked at him. Her gaze had shifted, becoming almost…hungry.

“Yeah, she wants you, man.”

“Please. Can’t you take this seriously?” Peter asked. “I need your advice.”

“Are you sure you want to turn her down? She sounds like she could be fun.”

“Do you know her last name?”

“Peter, I don’t work with her. How would I know her last name?” Jacob asked.

Peter in a slow breath. “Her full name is Tonya Amelia Jensdottir.”

Between heartbeats, it looked like Jacob was going to start laughing because Peter knew her full name. Besides, what was wrong with having a middle name like Amelia? But then Peter got to her last name, and maybe some of the color drained away from Jacob‘s face, or maybe that was just Peter‘s imagination.

“Seriously? She’s from the Duchy?”

“Yes.”

“You’re sure about that? I mean, she didn’t just take the name or something? Sometimes women do that.”

Both of the men at that table in this bar paused for a moment as they considered that reality.

In this city and on this world, there was a fairly detached republican government. As local citizens, both Peter and Jacob could vote in the councilor elections. Those councilors would go on to establish the various policies relevant to the citizens of this world.

For the most part, Peter didn’t pay attention to the local politics. He was pretty happy with the laws, and he understood that there were always controversies with various low-grade scandals and different debates about taxation policy, especially for the relevant shipping routes, but he didn’t have to think about it a lot.

For the most part, Peter was just glad he was here. He understood that their small republic was just a galactic blip. Then again, he didn’t need to be a part of some grand royal tradition like they had in the Duchy, and he sometimes worried about the Confederation, especially if those women ever decided that they wanted to take over his planet. He already knew that the local defense forces wouldn’t be able to stand up against either of those massive governments.

Then again, the local politicians liked to make it abundantly clear that they provided a variety of necessary services. First, they were an excellent transit point. Second, their tax policies were amenable to the rich in both of the relevant galactic governments, and it was always helpful to have a variety of third-party planets, like this one where business could be conducted. Officially, the diplomats from both the Confederation and the Duchy could talk about their embassies and their diplomatic missions and official meetings, but neutral ground would always be welcome, especially for those clandestine missions.

In fact, Peter glanced up, and he looked around the bar. It wasn’t shady. He didn’t get the sense that there were criminal masterminds here. Then again, if a criminal really did have an important deal, one that was supposed to go unnoticed, a bar like this would be a great spot. From the almost reasonably priced cocktails to the quiet booths, this spot had a lot to offer. Not only that, he was there. And Jacob was there.

They were just a pair of regular guys. Elsewhere in the galaxy, grand fleets could engage like an angry Leviathan through the black as they splashed one another with hyper destructive beams of energy and munitions whose payloads a guy like Peter couldn’t really conceive of. But here, everything looked sedate and normal and easy.

Perhaps that was the point.

“She was born here, but her mother is from the Confederation.”

“Maybe she disagrees with her mother?”

“She doesn’t.”

“How do you know? I mean, can you really be certain?” Jacob asked.

“She told me.”

“So you already asked her?”

“No,” Peter replied. “She told me. She told me that her mother raised her in a very specific way, and she wants a relationship like that.”

“I guess that makes sense…”

“Yeah, it makes sense,” Peter agreed.

“What about the rest of her? Her personality? Her appearance? Are you interested?”

Peter blinked and stared back at his friend. “Just stop and think about that for a second. You know what kind of woman she’s going to be.”

“What do they call them again?” Jacob asked.

Peter had the answer right away. As a political ideology, it wasn’t especially uncommon. He had learned about the difference between the patriarchy and the matriarchy. Personally, he had preferred growing up on this world. Honestly, Peter didn’t really understand how one gender could truly try to take over. And yet, he understood the maps. He had looked out and done different reports on different worlds within both of the galactic governments.

“Female supremacists,” Peter said.

“Are you sure you don’t want to date one of those?”

“Yes. I’m sure,” Peter said.

“You know, if you dated her and she decided to take you back to the Dutchy, then you really would be her love slave.” Peter’s friend kept chuckling, probably because this looked hilarious when it wasn’t his problem.

“I need to turn her down. I need to turn her down in a way that doesn’t hurt her feelings. I need your advice.”

Finally, Jacob rolled his shoulders, glanced upward, and at last started to take this seriously. “This is going to suck, but I think you only have one genuinely realistic choice. Be honest with her.”

“You’re joking.”

“This isn’t a Confederation world. You are entitled to pick whoever you want. If you’re not interested in her, tell her the truth. Tell her that you think there are political differences and that you’re not interested in being her collared slave boy.”

At that moment, it really looked like Jacob wanted to laugh, but then he paused for a moment.

They both did.

Back in school, especially in their first grades, they remembered those silly games they would play when their teachers took away their tablets and insisted they had to go out onto the playground. Eventually, the kids made up their own little games. They would pretend to be starfighters, soldiers, ninjas, or infiltrators. Along the way, there were the different groups. Inevitably, some of the girls and boys would decide that they wanted to work for the Duchy. These were the loudest boys who insisted that they were going to strike back for the patriarchy! They didn’t even really understand what that last word meant, but it didn’t matter because they were kids, and they were going to be the good guys. But then there were those girls who were a little bit older and a little bit more mature and insisted that the Confederation was already taking over. Their game might as well reflect reality because the women were taking over the universe anyway! Girls were smarter and stronger and deserved to rule!

The boys argued. They disagreed. They insisted that this was sexist. Again, they didn’t really understand what that meant, but it was fine because they were kids, and they could mostly ignore their caregivers who watched and smiled and shook their heads as these kids played and tried to figure out what these interplanetary politics actually meant.

But now, Peter actually had a choice.

“A pretty woman with red hair just walked in,” Jacob asked. “Is that her?”

Peter didn’t want to do it, but he needed to look. He glanced over his shoulder.

His stomach dropped, and he could feel that cold to shoot down his neck before sliding past his biceps and pooling at his palms.

It was her.

Tonya Amelia Jensdottir scanned the bar, spotted him, raised a hand, and waved.

“And I think that is my cue to go,” Jacob said.

“Coward,” Peter said to his friend, even as Jacob laughed and retreated between the different tables.

In the meantime, Tonya headed over and grabbed a drink after she snagged the bartender’s attention by calling out, “Boy, I’d like a Phantom lager.” The bartender obliged, having already dealt with plenty of female supremacists before. She paid, and then she brought her drink over to Peter’s table. She sat down. She smiled. She leaned forward.

And now, Peter knew what he had to say to her even as he desperately wished for some distraction or alternative. He drew in a slow breath, exhaled, smiled, and started to talk to her. Then he hunted for that perfect moment when he would be able to respectfully and politely turn her down.

Hopefully, this matriarch wouldn’t try to punish him when she decided he made the wrong choice.

“Duchy vessel captured,” said the comms officer. “Huntress Vale confirms that they have captured the command deck and plasma core. Currently, the crew are being confined to quarters.”

“Perfect,” Luciana said as she watched the holograms play out. Some commanders didn’t like to acknowledge this, but taking charge frequently meant staying quiet. Luciana knew her crew, her teams, and her troops. She understood what they could do, and she recognized their initiative. They knew how to disable those ships and capture those command decks. One by one, her opponents fell, but she didn’t actually have to do anything. She stood there and watched because she didn’t need to interfere. She didn’t need to micromanage.

Two more of the Duchy vessels remained free, but that wouldn’t last for much longer.

Perhaps this represented a minor dereliction of her duty, but Luciana had taken a few moments to bring up the intelligence reports on their commander.

“Admiral” Kellen J. Novasmith was a fairly handsome specimen. As the commander of her small flotilla, Luciana was entitled to take any of the men from the enemy fleet as her slave. By tradition, that meant she would go after the admiral. Consequently, she had checked up on his background and service record. Their enemies probably would have gotten sick if they realized just how much access the Confederation data splicers have been able to secure.

She knew all about his personal record. She even watched clips of him exercising and working out. He was a handsome boy, and he looked good. He was obviously someone who considered himself to be competent and capable.

But if that had really been true, then he would have known better than to try to ambush her like this.

Luciana had to admit it. Her opponent had a little bit of technique. At the very least, he had tried to use an ambush against her. For that, she could give him a few grudging points of respect.

Then again, the tactic was still doomed to failure.

Their technology wasn’t as good. Their crews weren’t as skilled. The men out there could talk about the natural order and how males had once been capable of ruling their species, but that had been a very long time ago. As far as she was concerned, it was time for the entire human race to embrace female supremacy. Men had their place, and they could be incredibly useful. They could be pleasurable. They could be handsome and fun to look at. They could be entertaining in a variety of ways. Obviously, they were necessary for the perpetuation of the species (assuming one preferred the natural approach). They had value, but they were obviously better suited for service of one form or another.

Luciana considered all of this as she contemplated what Kellen would look like on his knees with a collar around his neck and a cage between his legs. She especially loved the idea of having him tied down in her chamber. She wanted him spread out and naked. She wanted to touch him and force him to climax. That part was important because he needed to lose control. He needed to look up at her, his eyes wide and filled with desperation, even as he tried to hold out. But she could squeeze him or ride him and drain him. He would experience that rush of pleasure, and it would almost be like nature, reminding him that he wasn’t actually in control of his body. She was. She owned him. And after that, she could lock him up, and every orgasm after that would only be with her permission. He would have to beg and serve. He would have to demonstrate his worthiness of that kind of reward.

But if he couldn’t do it, then she could punish him instead. She was imagining what it would be like to have that admiral crawl across her chamber floor, slide up onto her lap, stay face down, and get spanked. She wanted to slap her hand down against his backside again and again. His posterior could turn a bright shade of red, and he would try not to make those desperate little sounds, but she would break him. She would tame him. She would teach him how to behave.

Although she indulged in those different thoughts and plans, Luciana made a point of paying attention to the battle sphere.

“Just to confirm, the Onmistar is within jump range?”

It was probably a silly question, and she was probably wasting her crew’s time, but she wanted them to remain alert.

Was it theoretically possible that there was an entirely new fleet out there, just waiting behind one of the other moons?

Yes. Technically, that was a possibility. As such, Luciana and her crew needed to be aware of that possibility. The other commanders needed to understand that they were making excellent progress, and this fleet had mostly been defeated, and Daedalus III would become a new colony.

But before that happened, they needed to remain vigilant. The boys weren’t collared yet. They weren’t in their cages, and they weren’t on their knees.

But soon…

“Yes, ma’am,” came the automatic response. “Commodore Lensdottir’s  marker probe just a few hours ago.”

The Omnistar was one of the largest battleships within the Confederation’s stellar navy. For the most part, it was a patrol vessel, wandering between the different systems just to make sure that there weren’t any potential issues. Again, the Duchy didn’t appear to be a threat, but there were always those possibilities…

“Incoming signal,” said one of the officers.

“Ma’am, we are experiencing some technical issues.”

“Over here too!”

“Engines are not responding.”

“Maneuvering thrusters are off-line,” someone else announced.

“What is it?” Luciana demanded.

The calm officer quickly pointed out. “Ma’am, they uploaded some kind of toxic code.”

“A computer virus?”

“Yes. Just jumping from one system to another.”

“Isolate it! Lockdown all systems! Keep shields up. Reroute power. I want everyone focused on isolating that worm first. Order the same for the other ships.”

Luciana narrowed her eyes as she studied the holographic display. But then it blinked out of existence.

Kellen gripped the back of his chair, his knuckles white. His breathing was in one labored gasp after another, even as he watched the display screen.

Most of his fleet had been taken. They were under enemy control.

“Upload the toxic code to our ships as well. Any vessel that has been captured, I want it disabled now,” he said.

His crew obeyed immediately. They glanced back-and-forth at one another, probably surprised to hear a command like that, but they understood the logic of it. More importantly, they trusted their admiral.

“Payload released.”

“Admiral, enemy ships have regained control of their engines.”

“What are they doing?” Even as he spoke, he kept his eyes on the view screen.

“They’re retreating!”

Next to him, the researcher exhaled slowly, almost like he had been holding his breath this entire time. “It’s working. The toxic code is actually working.”

“I thought you said it was going to shut them down completely?” Kellen needed to know.

The scientist shrugged. “I don’t have perfect access to their technology. I don’t know exactly how their computer systems work. But look at this. When was the last time you heard about Confederation starships retreating from an engagement?” Now that he had watched his weapon work, he was now willing to raise his voice, even if there was an admiral standing next to him.

Besides, he had a point.

“Pursue them.”

“Admiral, shuttles are departing their captured ships too.”

“They’re running,” someone said, making it sound almost impossible.

“They’re running,” said the admiral. “Let’s catch them.”

Light years away in the neighboring system, Peter Drake wanted to stand up as Tonya approached. He didn’t know exactly where that urge came from. Maybe there was something about her face. There were those sharp, angled features. When he saw her, he couldn’t help but think of a fox or maybe a wolf. She was some kind of predator, and it wasn’t just her features. It was the way she watched him. It was that smile.

He couldn’t point to any specific detail. He wasn’t able to articulate something about the curve of her lips, but he could still feel it. There was that little shiver that darted down his body because she was watching him, and she cocked her head to the side before she sat down without waiting for permission.

“Hello, Peter. How are you doing today?” There was something so sweet, so smooth about the way she spoke to him.

He swallowed.

Technically, this world was governed by the republic. They had their elected representatives, and everything was supposed to be fair. There were specific laws in place, insisting that discrimination on the basis of sex or gender was not permitted when it came to hiring decisions, housing, or access to public services. Despite all of this, Peter still heard some of the people around him. He had first noticed it during his secondary school education. Some of the girls had complained that sexism remained alive and healthy on their world.

The first colonists had been from the Duchy. Even if they had decided to leave for any chance to engage in their political experiments, they still brought a lot of their old assumptions with them. The colony’s founding councilors included fifty men and eight women. Even then, those women all just happened to be married to other councilors.

Peter was vaguely aware of these details. Then again, he was busy with his government job. He handled paperwork, reviewed reports, wrote his own reports, and submitted them to other bureaucrats. It was a decent job, and he understood that the analyses he provided were actually relevant. Maybe it didn’t always feel that way when he was seated in his cubicle back at the main office, but he understood that important decisions needed to be made. Fortunately, for him, he wasn’t responsible for instituting a meritocracy. If sexism existed, it wasn’t something he needed to single-handedly fix.

“Hello,” he said.

There was something about the way Tonya sat there, about the way she leaned forward, even about the way she gripped onto her mug’s handle. She wasn’t an especially large woman (even if she was tall). Even so, she managed to fill the seat opposite him.

Whenever Peter saw her, he felt smaller. It wasn’t because she was rude or cruel or vicious. Instead, there was just something about the way this woman could carry herself.

She wasn’t intimidating, not exactly. And yet, he had to wonder if maybe his classmates were right. Maybe there was something about the patriarchy that a woman like Tonya simply didn’t accept.

Although this was an interesting idea, he knew he didn’t have to worry about it. After all, he was meeting with her for a very good reason.

Peter took a breath, and he was getting ready to let her down gently.

“I think you and I should go out on a date.” She tilted her head to the side, took a shallow sip from her mug, lowered the glass, and stretched forward with one hand. She casually reached out, gliding her fingers up the back of his hand to his forearm, all the way to his elbow. Simultaneously, she was watching him. “I think you have a lot of potential as a boyfriend and maybe more.”

“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” he answered. In his head, those words sounded relatively professional and businesslike. He was treating her with respect. And yet, there was something in his tone, something he didn’t really like. 

Before he could try again, Tonya smiled at him. Again, he had that strange sensation, like they were talking, and they were supposed to be equals, but…

…That wasn’t how she saw him because that wasn’t how she thought of him.

“Why not?”

Peter didn’t need to justify himself. He didn’t have anything to prove. He had every right to meet with her, politely inform her that he wasn’t interested in a date, and remind her they needed to keep their relationship professional. Despite all of this, a strange impulse flashed through his body.

This boy felt like he needed to defend himself or justify his response. “I don’t think we are the same ideologically.”

“Ideologically?” Tonya didn’t seem offended. If anything, she continued to watch him. She studied him. Even as she asked that one-word question, it was obvious she enjoyed this.

Then he understood why: she was playing with him.

When she watched him, there was that predatory instinct shining behind her eyes. She looked at him, and she was talking to him, but she thought of this as a game.

Peter was vaguely familiar with some of the content from the Confederation. Very little of it ever appealed to him, but there were still those moments when he would hit the grid and see a link to some video, essay, novel, or holo. Once or twice, he had clicked through, and he would watch, and he would see that alternate universe.

In the Confederation, the men didn’t have rights.

They were people, but only in a literal or biological sense. Legally, they could be owned.

And that dynamic stretched across every facet of their civilization. In the Dawn Star Confederation, women made the decisions, and the boys followed their orders. They served. They crawled.

If a boy was going to appear in any kind of storyline, he would always be a supporting character at best. He would be the one who would stand around and look impressed as the scientists, leaders, and warriors (all women, of course) figured out what needed to be done. Oh, and if someone needed to be rescued, that would obviously have to be the boy. At his very best, a male character might get kidnapped or captured and ultimately come up with some clever way to call out for help.

Peter preferred to stay away from those types of storylines.

He wasn’t even sure why.

Maybe he had watched one or two of them, and something had shivered through his body. It wasn’t fear, he told himself, especially since those storylines were never “scary”. They weren’t horror pieces filled with bloody gases, angry decapitations, or some final character desperately racing away from a cybernetic serial killer.

It was something else. It was something he couldn’t quite explain.

Maybe it was just the fact that all of those storylines had those baseline assumptions, and no one had to question any of them.

Men were mostly incompetent but occasionally helpful.

Men were property and prizes to be won. A heroine who did a good job deserved to have a boy on his knees in front of her in that final scene.

Men existed in the background. They cooked, cleaned, and handled all of the minor tasks that were beneath a woman’s notice. Most of the time, those jobs could have been automated, yet men needed something to do, so manual service was it!

That same sensation darted down his spine as he looked back at Tonya. “Go on,” she coaxed him. “Tell me.”

He didn’t want to do this. Of course, Peter tried to tell himself that he simply wasn’t interested in a debate or an argument.

“Is it the fact that I’m a female supremacist? Are you nervous because of my background? My heritage?”

“You’re a female supremacist,” he said, repeating that phrase for her. “I think that’s enough to keep us apart.”

“Why?”

Did he really have to do this? Or was she going to make him say it?

Yes. The answer to those questions reverberated behind his eyes as he looked at her. At the same time, he could sense her authority.

“Have you ever been with a female supremacist?” Tonya wanted to know. “I mean, I probably have a lot to teach you.”

“No, thank you.”

“Have you considered it?”

“Considered what?” Peter asked, mostly because he was trying to be polite as he searched for some way out of this conversation. Technically, there was nothing to stop him from rising to his feet and leaving the bar. Still, this girl was watching him, and he didn’t know how to respond.

“Have you actually considered female supremacy? I realize that we are on an aligned world. Then again, there are always other possibilities, aren’t there? There’s always room for improvement.” Her eyes sparkled with mischievous enjoyment as she watched him and waited for him to answer.

“No, I haven’t thought about it,” he said, hoping to end the conversation.

He started to shift in his seat, but then she spoke again. There was something about the way she talked that made it hard for him to simply be rude and get up and exit on his own.

“Think about it now,” she said, turning those words into an order.

At work, she could be bossy. She was competent and capable, but there were still those moments when she would glance around the room, decide that someone needed to go fetch some coffee, so it would inevitably be one of the boys in the room. Often, her gaze fell on Peter.

But because he was a nice guy and didn’t want to cause any trouble at work, he frequently cooperated.

“You really want to know what I think? Is that it?”

At this point, she nudged her mug to the side of the table, she pressed her elbows down against the smooth surface, leaned forward, and continued to watch him. “I really want to know what you think.”

“Female supremacy sounds absurd. I get it. The confederation is doing fine or whatever, but I don’t think that’s going to last forever. At some point, the Duchy is going to strike back or there’s going to be a revolution, and there will be a real war.”

“There is a real war now. Maybe it hasn’t been declared, but do you follow Galactic politics? Do you see what’s happening?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice tight with more annoyance than he could actually acknowledge. “I see the news casts and holo reports.”

“And what’s happening in them?” As she addressed him, Tonya really did sound like she was lecturing him, like this was a class, and she just wanted to know what this student thought.

But she wasn’t his teacher, and he wasn’t her student, and she didn’t have the right to lecture him. Again, his muscles along his arms and legs tensed as he got ready to leave, but a different idea occurred to him. If he tried to get up, maybe she would simply order him to sit back down again. And if she did, he would probably cooperate because he didn’t know how to confront a woman like her. Perhaps it was better to be honest with her and to tell her the truth.

“The Confederation is annexing more territory every year.”

“Last I heard, they were going after Daedalus III.”

“I don’t care. As long as they leave us alone, it’s not a big deal. “

“Really? That’s fascinating.”

She watched him again.

This time, Peter knew he just had to stay silent. He didn’t have to engage with her; he didn’t need to add more fuel to this conversation, yet something about the way she watched him made him speak. “Why is that fascinating?” He tried to sound bored and annoyed as he spoke. Perhaps he succeeded.

If so, she gave no sign of it. “Daedalus is pretty close, at least if we’re talking about a stellar scale. What happens if our world gets surrounded? What if the Confederation completely subsumes us? How long do you think it would take before they would decide that maybe our value as a trading post is no longer worth the price of our independence?”

Right away, Peter wanted to sit up straight, look across that narrow table between them, and remind this woman that their world had a planetary defense force. They had soldiers, orbital defense batteries, and patrol ships.

But they were just one world. The entirety of the planet hadn’t even been colonized. With just a couple billion citizens, they weren’t going to be able to stand up against a civilization like the Confederation.

So how would they hold out?

How would they fight back?

“What’s wrong?” Tanya asked him next. “You’re looking nervous now, Peter. Are you starting to worry about what would happen?”

“I don’t like the idea, but we could always run.”

“Run? I guess you’re right. There will always be a fringe, but you don’t strike me as that kind of boy.”

This time, he didn’t know what to say, probably because she was right. He had his government job, which provided him with a fairly reasonable salary. For the most part, he was lucky because he could go to work, complete his hours, then go back to his apartment. On some nights, he would hang out with his friends. Maybe he would play some games. He could enjoy a vid or a holocast. Maybe he would just hold onto his tablet and scan across his feed for a few hours. Realistically, he wasn’t going to be some kind of fringe world survivalist.

Worse, he actually remembered his disdain for the guys he saw both in person and online who loved to go on and on about how they were going to be able to fight back. They never did, of course. They would insist that they would be able to find a pulse rifle, some armor, and go to war. Some of them would even talk about enlisting for the Duchy…

Occasionally, Peter did hear about the young man who decided to do that. That was way more common, especially during his secondary school education. Some of his classmates decided they didn’t like the idea of a university education. They thought it was too theoretical or boring. But instead, they could become mercenaries.

Once or twice, Peter had actually gone online to search for some of those classmates. As far as he knew, they had all been captured during combat. He didn’t know what happened to them now, but if they were owned by Confederation citizens, that meant…

…They would be owned. They would be property.

He thought about some of his classmates. He didn’t like all of them, of course. Marcus, for example, was a tall and broad guy who had always done his best to distract his teachers. On more than one occasion, Peter had really wanted to turn around and just say something like, “We get it. You don’t want to be here. Just shut up now. Okay?” Even as a teenager, Peter had never been interested in that kind of conflict, so he had wisely kept his mouth shut, especially when he had been wise enough to understand that this other boy would have been able to punch him hard and knock him out, probably costing Peter a couple of teeth along the way.

So what happened to him? What happened to Marcus? Was he wearing a collar? Did he wear a chastity cage? Was he now a servant in a woman’s household? Did he wake up, crawling underneath her blankets and pleading for the opportunity to service her? Or maybe he simply cooked her breakfast and waited for her every morning. She could come down the stairs, sit down at her table, and enjoy the breakfast he had made for her. While she ate, he would massage her feet.

“You’re nervous. There’s nothing wrong with that,” Tonya told him.

Peter blinked, realizing after several more seconds that he had allowed his thoughts to wander off. “I would figure something else out,” he told her.

“So that’s it? You really think the men are going to be able to rise up?”

“Yes.”

“Have you considered the alternative?”

“What alternative is that?”

“Boys like you are born to serve. That’s why you’re nervous, and that’s why you haven’t gotten up yet.”

“I haven’t gotten up because I don’t want to be rude,” he shot back. Still, his response didn’t sound as sharp or as aggressive as he might have hoped.

Worse, she just smiled at him. She didn’t even bother, shaking her head.

“Think about it. Think about how it could feel. If you and I got together, I would train you. I would tame you.”

“I don’t want to be trained or tamed,” he said.

“You say that without even thinking about it,” she replied.

That was true.

“I don’t need to think about it,” he said.

“Have you ever worn a collar before?”

“No.” He did his best to make those words sound as perfectly definitive as possible.

“Then why does the idea scare you?”

“It doesn’t scare me,” he promised her.

“Peter, you’re not a very good liar.”

“I’m not lying!” Technically, he didn’t raise his voice, but there was something about the impassioned desperation that quickly made her smile. After that, he relaxed for a second. He forced himself to calm down.

Normally, he didn’t react like this. He was a pretty quiet guy.

“I’m not lying,” he said again.

“There’s nothing wrong with being scared of female supremacy. We see it all the time in the Confederation, Especially with the recently conquered males. You have these boys, and they have been taught this mistake throughout their lives.” She paused and shook her head for a moment. “But that’s the thing. They can be taught. You can be taught. Wouldn’t you like that? I could take you out, and I could take you back to my apartment, and we could have some fun. If you can be a good boy, I think you would really enjoy it.”

If he could be a good boy…

Other commanders would have thrown a tantrum. Perhaps that was something none of them were supposed to admit. They were supposed to be brave, aggressive, and clever at every moment. But in actuality, the emotional strain could be too much.

Worse, it was impossible to know how a commander might react until she faced a specific problem like this.

At this moment, she didn’t let herself think about it. She couldn’t contemplate what was happening or where they could be over the next few minutes.

One possibility occurred to her: surrender.

She had her ships, and they were under attack. Simultaneously, she understood that they had better technology with stronger shields, and sharper weapons at their disposal. Then again, those advantages meant nothing if the boys had somehow figured out a way to contaminate all of their processors.

Later on, the Confederation hackers, splicers, programmers, and engineers would go over that toxic code and figure out exactly how the boys had done this. Unfortunately for Luciana and the women underneath her, she couldn’t wait for that.

Her nostrils flared, and she considered the possibilities.

No, they weren’t going to surrender. At the very least, she had another option which she personally despised, but she was going to do it.

“Do we have communications?”

“Not yet,” said one of her officers.

Luciana grimaced as she contemplated all of her bad options. Within seconds, she was on her feet again. She stood there in front of her command chair, and she watched the different holographic displays.

“Full retreat,” she ordered.

“Systems locked down,” said one of her splicers.

“Do we have control of the engines?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said one of the engineers.

“What about the other ships?”

“The code is still in infecting their systems. They haven’t been able to isolate the problems.”

“How many enemy vessels are currently active?”

“It’s hard to tell,” said the sensor officer.

Luciana found herself staring at the different readouts as she tried to pass through the vague details. Every few seconds, the screen off to her left flickered. The one to her right was frozen. The holographic display was still down.

“Turn toward their lead vessel. I want ramming speed now,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am!”

Her crew didn’t know exactly what she was hoping for, but they believed in her. They trusted her. And if she asked for the impossible, they would do their best to give it to her.

This time she could feel the shift from the gravity plates beneath her feet as they struggled to fight against the inertia. They were accelerating fast and hard.

“Weapons?”

“Still down,” came the reluctant answer.

Luciana sat. She grabbed onto her armrests. “Brace for impact,” she called out to her crew.

Each woman at each station grabbed onto something. They sat back. They tried to force themselves into position, all while being acutely aware that the physical forces arrayed against them could mean instant death.

Admiral Kellen J. Novasmith listened to the status updates.

Several of his ships had already been captured, but that didn’t matter because the systems were all paralyzed. That meant those women could relax on their conquered vessels, but they weren’t going to be able to go anywhere, nor would they be able to do anything.

Given enough time, he would be able to call in Duchy reinforcements and recapture those vessels, one by one. In the meantime, he considered what he was going to do with the remaining ships.

Ideally, that toxic code would have been capable of giving him control over any infected system. According to the researcher, that simply wasn’t a possibility.

“Oh well,” he said with a smile.

This was going to be it. It was going to be a genuine victory. Not only would he successfully defend this star system against the Confederation, encouraging, but he was going to capture this fleet! (Granted, three ships wasn’t a particularly impressive assembly of ships, but this was the first victory anyone from his side had been able to achieve for a very, very long time. After this, he expected to get a juicy promotion. Maybe after this, he would be assigned to home system defense or maybe he would get an entire sector to himself.)

“Admiral, one of the vessels is coming around. It looks like their flagship.”

“Do they have weapons?”

“Capacitors remain dormant,” came the answer.

“But they’re coming toward us?”

“They’re on a ramming trajectory!”

“Evasive maneuvers!” Kellen called back to his crew. He braced himself as he waited, wondering exactly what was going to happen.

Only seconds later, his ship was out of the way. They avoided an impact. His stomach had dropped and twisted.

“Get boarding parties ready!”

“Admiral, their individual suits and armored units will be unaffected by the toxic code. Are we sure we should try to board them?”

Before Kellen could answer, the sensor officer quickly shouted out. “Admiral, they are retreating toward the edge of the system!”

“Chase them,” he said. “I want those ships. I want them captured.”

More than that, there was that angry trace of fear at the pit of his stomach. He could feel it there at the bottom of his balls.

“Catch them. I want those girls in custody!”

It worked.

The last portions of his fleet were chasing after her. Commander Luciana Delrose sat there on her command throne, her boots pressed against the deck plating, her hands on the armrests.

“Deploy the signal probe,” she said.

“Ma’am, they will detect it.”

“And if they detect it, they destroy it,” Luciana agreed after a second. She exhaled, her heart beating faster. It was a strange sensation, but that was always the reality for this kind of naval engagement. Soldiers on the ground and huntresses running through corridors could channel the raw physicality of combat. As a tactician, she just had to sit there and contemplate exactly what was going to happen, fully aware that a missile could strike or a blast of super heated energy might cut through her ship’s shields and armor.

“Do we have access to the shuttle bay?”

“We do,” said one of the engineers.

“Open the bays, release the shuttles, and overload their reactors. Once at least one of them has gone off, send the probe. That might be enough to distract them.”

“Message, ma’am?”

“Call for reinforcements.”

She watched. She listened. She glanced over at one of the data screens.

At this point, there was nothing else for her to do. She sat and absorbed every detail as she contemplated whether or not this was actually going to work.

The shuttle bay door opened. One of the automated shuttles flew out, so a Duchy worship on an alternate trajectory, was going after the shuttle. That commander probably assumed that Luciano and some of her crew were hoping to escape.

She counted the quick kicks of her pulse until that moment when the shuttle vanished. Several other shuttles exploded as well between her and the other ships.

“Probe away,” announced the sensor officer.

“Let’s hope that’s good enough,” Luciana said.

“What was that?” Kellen demanded. “What are those women doing?”

“Sir, I think they were trying to create a series of impromptu mines. They want to use their shuttles as explosives, but I think they blew up prematurely.”

Like so many other commanders, Kellen considered that idea, and he nodded. It made sense. These women were at a disadvantage. That had never happened to them before. At some point, they had gotten lucky when it came to the technological race between the two stellar powers.

Finally, the researcher had cut the distance between them.

At this point, the Duchy would strike back.

Only a short while ago, Kellen had contemplated the possibility of taking over the command of the home world defenses. If he didn’t do that, perhaps he could lead an entire sector.

Or…

His chest tightened as he contemplated a different possibility. What if he became the galaxy’s greatest conqueror? The Duchy had faced long decades of humiliation at the hands of the Confederation. Those women had believed that they were capable of conquering all of human space.

But what if he struck back? What if he could lead one Armada after another, retaking those stolen worlds? But he could do so much more than just that…

His mouth watered as he sat there. He leaned forward and pushed his elbows down against his knees as he stared at the view screen.

The women were fleeing; they were running.

“I hunt them,” he whispered to himself as that excitement morphed into a different kind of anticipation. He wanted to catch those girls. He wanted to grab them and capture them and lock them up. They would end up in cages. They would be in collars, and they would be paraded before the civilians back home. The men of his empire would see the truth.

These girls weren’t special. They weren’t smarter or stronger or braver. They certainly were not more intelligent. They had gotten lucky for a very long time, but it was time for them to learn their place.

Better still, Kellen didn’t simply need to retake the stolen worlds. He could conquer the Confederation!

“Faster,” he called out to his engineers. “Transfer auxiliary power to the engines. I want them burning hot. Catch those girls. We are taking them home in chains!”

A few of the men on his command deck cheered, lifting their fists and calling out. A few others, however, glanced around nervously, probably because they didn’t know how to handle a situation like this.

“Ma’am, they are gaining on us,” the sensor officer noted.

“I see that,” Luciana said without any kind of malice in her voice. “Any word about the probe?”

“None, ma’am. As near as we can tell, it’s FTL engines activated as programmed.”

“Any luck removing the toxic code?”

“Nothing yet, ma’am,” said one of the programming engineers.

Luciana maintained the same neutral expression. She did her best to appear calm because this was her command, her ship, and these were her people.

With every moment, they covered thousands of kilometers.

“Any luck isolating the toxic code?”

“We’ve been able to quarantine most of the relevant systems, but we don’t have much beyond engines, life support, and shields.”

Luciano didn’t encourage her pilot or engineers to get her ship to go faster. Back in the battles sphere, there was just the stalemate of Allied ships, plus those her huntresses had taken previously, but now those other women were stranded.

For now, the best Luciana could do was hold the attention of these other two vessels. At the same time, she watched, and she saw the icons. She saw their pursuers get a little closer every few seconds, every few minutes…

In reality, tens of thousands of kilometers separated them, but that distance would disappear over the next few minutes, maybe another hour. And in the meantime, all she could do was hope.

Oddly enough, she smiled.

Luciana said nothing else for a long time as she waited. The command deck became almost silent. At several points, she glanced over at the different members of her crew, and she nodded toward them. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t offer any kind of speech. She didn’t talk about how she was honored to serve with them; they already knew.

But if the situation didn’t change soon, she understood that they were all going to have to get into their armored suits, and they would prepare for a losing battle, one where their ship would be surrounded, locked in a tractor beam, hauled back to enemy space, and then they would be overwhelmed. Perhaps they could fight for a little while, but it wasn’t going to work.

No matter what happened, Luciana promised herself that she and the women under her command were going to fight. They were going to fight hard, and they were going to win every second they could. Like the other women who had helped build the Confederation, she considered every moment of defiance to be another victory.

Again and again, she ran through her plan: for as long as possible, lock the bulkhead, ready their armor, draw their weapons, and hold out for as long as possible.

Other commanders would have simmered in their frustration, infuriated by their inability to take command. After all, she was supposed to issue her orders and wield the weapons of a deity. A warship like this was supposed to be able to fly into a system, annihilate all opposition, and hover above her enemies, whoever they might be. Luciano had never been on the ground during a planetary bombardment, but she had watched the holoclips. She understood the kind of destructive power she could unleash with an order…under normal circumstances.

These weren’t normal circumstances.

The boys had done it; they had finally come up with something clever.

She leaned over and checked one of her screens. She contemplated the different parts of her ship, and she wondered exactly how long they would be able to hold out once they were inevitably boarded.

“How long until they are within weapons range?” Luciana asked, if only to give her officer something to do.

“At our current speed…five minutes. They have been accelerating.”

“They’re pushing their engines hard,” she said. She already knew her crew was doing the exact same thing. She trusted the Confederation technology so much more, yet their systems remained infected.

Minute by minute, she waited. She watched the screens. Simultaneously, she ran through her memorized schematics of her own ship. She was thinking about choke points, defensive barriers, and which bulkhead would hold up best under an assault. Of course, the enemy admiral would aim for the engine room, bridge, and secondary command deck.

Suddenly, it would become a different kind of game.

When she had first become an officer after graduating from officers’ school, her first mentor had made a simple point. “Your goal on a ship like this is simple: make sure you never, ever have to use your side arm.”

She had practiced at the on-board range, completing her requirements every month. She knew some of her officers enjoyed shooting. They did it as a hobby; they did it because of their passion. Luciana had never seen the point. Instead, she preferred to contemplate naval tactics because they had always seemed so much more useful.

…Until now.

“This is my ship, and we are going to defend her. This is my ship, and we are going to make them pay for every inch.”

Luciana glanced around the bridge once again. She saw those looks of focused contemplation. She wondered how many of her officers were running through the exact same thoughts.

Perhaps it was naïeve of them, but they never thought they were going to be in a situation like this.

They were Confederation officers. They were the aggressors; they were the attackers. When their leaders decided that it was time to chop off another part of the Duchy, Luciana and women like her went after their new targets.

But now, they were running, and they were thinking about defense.

“We can do this,” she whispered to herself. “We are going to do this, and we are going to make them pay.”

Another minute elapsed.

The seconds continued to tumble by and she knew it wouldn’t be long before that enemy vessel opened fire or unleashed their tractor beam. At that point, they would be locked in place.

Luciana didn’t bother running a countdown. Instead, she watched as the icons came closer and closer to one another.

“Contact! We have contact!”

The FTL rift opened, tearing through space. Then it appeared.

Just like every other woman on the command deck, Luciana had studied the schematics for the Omnistar-class warship. But now, she saw it appear on her screen, and it wasn’t just an understanding of this enormous war. She wasn’t thinking about the kilometers that separated the stem from stern. She wasn’t thinking about the Yamato cannons, the nova lances, or the hundreds of arc reactors. She wasn’t thinking about how confederation physicists had actually contemplated whether or not a vessel like this would be strong enough, fast enough, and durable enough to literally punch through a planet. Instead, there was just one thought that occurred to her as she studied the newly evolved battle sphere.

“Sorry, boys. You’re screwed.”

…If he could be a good boy.

Peter stared back at the woman in front of him for several long seconds, especially because he kept waiting for her to burst out laughing because this had to be a joke.

She didn’t.

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t even grin.

There was definitely that hint of a smile curving along her lips, but it was different. It was like they were playing a game, and she was confident she would win at any moment.

“I think you should consider it. I think you should consider what a relationship with me might mean. Sure, we could have a lot of fun together. Besides, you’ve never actually been in a relationship with a matriarch. I could give you purpose.”

“I have purpose,” he protested.

“And what’s that? You go to work? You play games? You hang out with your friends and waste time? Wouldn’t it be so much better if you had the opportunity to serve?”

“Believe it or not, but I do believe in what we do at work.”

“Fair point,” she said. “But that’s not the same, and you know it.”

Even as the question left his mouth, he regretted it, but Peter couldn’t take it back. “What do you mean?”

“Life for a boy is best when he has the opportunity to serve. He needs to dedicate himself to someone.”

“A woman?”

“Yes,” Tonya told him. “Do you know where most male happiness comes from? They’re misguided. Boys like you grow up, and you’re told that you should be able to do whatever you want. Ultimately, it is never fulfilling. It is never satisfying. At some point, you come to that moment where you look around, and you know that you are attracted to women like me.”

At that moment, Peter itched to scoff at her. It should’ve been easy enough. He knew that lots of women were insecure about their appearances. He wished he could have looked at her, studied her red hair, angled features, her sharp nose, and those cunningly narrowed eyes as she studied him.

Tonya continued, “Just think about it. Right now, you wake up, you have breakfast, and you go to work. At work, you handle the reports. Then you go to lunch, and you come back to your office, but don’t you feel empty? Don’t you feel like your life would be so much fuller and more complete if you could come home to serve a woman like me?”

He didn’t know why he was doing this.

Peter couldn’t explain how this conversation was working.

On the surface, it sounded absolutely absurd. If he wasn’t going to snort at her, then he should have laughed. At the very least, he should’ve been able to politely excuse himself.

But there was something about the way she watched him. There was something about the gravity of her certainty.

Then she pivoted. “Have you ever tried wearing a choker?”

“You’re talking about a collar,” he said. He dropped his voice for that last word.

“There’s no reason to be ashamed,” she said. “And if you’ve never worn one, you don’t know what it feels like. And if you don’t know what it feels like, you can’t really judge the experience, can you?”

“I’ve never fallen off a cliff either,” he pointed out. “I don’t need to try it to know it would be a bad idea.”

“We aren’t talking about falling off a cliff, Peter.” She used his name, and there was that little shiver that ran down the front of his chest.

Again, he told himself to get up.

“It doesn’t just have to be a collar. If you want something more subtle, we could always try a chastity cage.”

“Never,” he said.

Tonya ignored his instant answer. “I think you would look really good in a cage. You could wear it all the time, and no one else would have to know. As far as any of our colleagues would be concerned, you would be the same boy you have always been. But you would be able to feel it, and so would I.”

“You would feel it?”

“Obviously, I would have your key.”

“No,” he said.

“What’s wrong? Are you scared? Are you scared of what would happen if you knew that I was the only woman who could let you out?” That was when he felt something.

In his field of vision, she didn’t shift or move in the slightest. She had leaned back and continued to watch him, her gaze trapping him right there. Moment by moment, Peter Drake needed to remind himself that he was actually in a bar on a world where he had rights.

And yet, there was something about having her this close that made him wonder what it would be like to exist on a world where every boy could be owned.

No, he told himself. That wasn’t what he was going to experience. That wasn’t how this worked. He had his job, his accounts, and his apartment. He had everything he needed.

But then she had slipped her foot from her shoe, and now he could feel the contours of her toes glide from the curve of his knee down his shin. She stroked him, just barely touching him.

Because that was just his leg, Peter wasn’t supposed to react or respond.

Remarkably, he managed to keep his expression unchanged. He was watching her, and maybe there was that slight tension around his mouth. It was exasperation because he still told himself, he could just get up and walk away at any moment.

But if that was true, then why didn’t he do it?

At the same time, his pants started to feel smaller and tighter. His shaft pressed up against the inside of his underwear. At that moment, he really wanted to readjust.

For some reason, he didn’t dare.

“Just think about what it would be like. I mean, how often do you orgasm now?”

This time, his expression definitely shifted as his brows tightened and he glanced to the left, then the right. He was looking around at the rest of the bar.

Don’t worry. You don’t have to be so prim or shy. I’m sure no one is listening to us.”

“You still shouldn’t talk like that,” he told her.

Tonya chuckled. There was that playful little giggle at the back of her throat, but she was laughing at him, and there was something dangerous about getting locked under her gaze. This was small, he knew. This was just a moment between a pair of coworkers as they talked and debated whether or not they should go on a date.

(When did this start to feel like a debate? Peter told himself that he was capable of making his own decisions, and he had already decided. It was this woman who insisted that she knew better. Consequently, he didn’t have to listen to her. It would’ve been right and ethical and polite to simply get up and walk away. Still, he didn’t even if he couldn’t explain why not.)

“There’s nothing wrong with talking about male orgasms,” she told him. “I know that sounds a little bit clinical, but it’s true. As a boy, you have certain desires, and those desires are a part of you because they help women like me own you and control you.”

“No woman is ever going to own me,” he told her. He spoke clearly and emphatically. He pushed those words out onto the air, even as he stared right back at her.

If this had been a meeting at work, he was sure the other person would have nodded along and conceded the point because he clearly knew what he was talking about.

Tonya just let out a little snort of amused laughter once again. “If I held the keys to your chastity cage, you would want and need to do everything I said. Not only that, it would feel so good for you. It would be satisfying.”

“Frustration and denial do not sound satisfying,” he told her.

“That’s because you’ve never tried it. You don’t know what it’s like for a boy. I’ve seen so many men learn to obey.”

“I thought you were born here,” he said.

Tonya nodded. “I was. But that doesn’t mean my mother didn’t take me back to Confederation space from time to time. There’s nothing like seeing a boy on an auction block.”

“Right,” he said because he couldn’t think of another response.

“I’ve watched videos, holoclips and read the testimonials.”

“I’m sure there are lots of women who are in favor of keeping men as chattel,” Peter shot back, almost spitting out the words.

“Absolutely,” she agreed without any hint of irony. “But I wasn’t talking about the women.”

This time, he didn’t answer. Peter was aware of the Confederation and the lack of rights men experienced on those worlds. Then again, it was mostly an abstract idea. Occasionally, he would hear a teacher or a friend or someone talk about the injustice of it all. Then again, he had never really contemplated what it would be like. He had never considered what it was like to wake up in the morning, fully aware that he would be subordinate to the women around him.

They would be female, and they would be his superiors. They would be considered better than him. By default, everyone would listen to them, and he would have to be careful.

He thought of those random images he had picked up through cultural osmosis: men in collars, men bound or gagged or muzzled, men in chastity belts, or wearing those cages, men on their knees in front of the women who owned them. And then there were the women: proud and aggressive, determined and ready to conquer the galaxy.

Since he had never been to another planet, Peter didn’t actually know what it was like. As far as he was concerned, the small Republic where he had grown up was eternal. Intellectually, he knew that wasn’t true. Every civilization could crack and fall. Still, he didn’t think anything like that would happen during his lifetime.

Then again…

“I’m talking about the men,” Tonya said. “The testimonials are always very interesting. Personally, I’m particularly intrigued by the conquered boys.”

“As opposed to what?”

“What? Did you forget that we have our own native population of men?”

His cheeks burned a little brighter. Actually, he had. Hoping to cover that minor mistake, he grimaced and looked at her. “I’m sure you’ve done a really good job of brainwashing them.”

“Being raised in a culture doesn’t mean they have been brainwashed,” she said. “But if you really want to use that term, I guess it works. Then again, everyone has been brainwashed by that definition, so I don’t think it really works very well.” She was talking to him like she was his tutor or teacher; she knew what was going on, and she had no problem following his line of reasoning to help illustrate why it was wrong and how he needed to correct his perspective.

“Anyway,” she continued with another condescending smile, “I like to think about the boys who have been captured and retrained. They start off angry and defiant. They look a little bit like you right now.”

“I haven’t been captured, and I’m not angry or defiant.”

“You’re scared. For a boy, that’s practically the same thing.”

He opened his mouth. He was about to answer, “I’m not scared.” Somehow, that felt like it would mean playing into her argument, so Peter decided to keep his mouth shut. “But then they are collared, stripped, and locked in chastity. They are taken home by their owners, and they are taught how to behave. Day by day and week by week and month by month, they learn to surrender. Of course, some of the women who own these boys are a lot more aggressive, and they work on them over the course of a much shorter timeframe. But these boys start to learn. They start to realize that their pleasure as well as their pain belong to their owners. Consequently, these boys can be so much happier once they do as they’re told. You could be like that.”

An Omnistar-class vessel now appeared on his screens, and Kellen stared at the data. He glanced over at one of the readouts and watched as the sensor returns processed.

Those numbers didn’t make sense. They didn’t feel right or real or fair. He knew it was naive, but it was easy for amateurs to view stellar combat as a game with rules. In some sense, the analogy held. These sorts of naval engagements often came down to numbers and trajectories. Because it looked a lot like pure math, it was easy to forget about the tactical creativity, bravery and resolve.

But at this point, Kellen could only hold onto one idea.

This wasn’t fair.

He scanned down across the numbers as the sensors picked up on the weapons, the reactors, the shield density, the size and tonnage. All of those different details splashed up against his pupils as he processed the information, and…

It wasn’t fair.

…It just wasn’t fair.

Without even trying, he flashed back to a moment when he had been young, really young. He was probably in preschool or daycare or something, and he remembered holding onto a toy ship. Then an older boy came by, and he announced that Kellen‘s vessel had been destroyed. Kellen protested. The other kid quickly laughed, “I destroyed it because my ship has infinite guns and infinite shields, and it can take anything your ship has!”

Even though he had been really small and unable to articulate it, Kellen had instinctively understood that this kind of game just didn’t make sense. If one person playing could just make up the rules, then the whole thing evolved to nonsense.

He had that same feeling right then and there.

This wasn’t fair because the girls were cheating; they were just making up numbers, especially since it wasn’t possible for these readouts to be correct.

But they were.

Intellectually, he had heard about those warships. He had gone to stellar combat conferences with other officers and reviewed the vaunted Omnistar-class ships.

“Retreat,” he called out.

“Full reverse. Get us out of here now!”

“Admiral, we are already locked in their tractor beams!”

Tractor beams. Of course, they would have multiple tractors, and each one probably came with a fusion reactor, larger and more powerful than anything his ship could manage.

“Open fire!”

“Lances active! No effect. Missiles away. No effect. Nova charged. Firing. No effect!”

Shit.

Admiral Kellen J. Novasmith glanced around his command deck. He saw the pale faces all around him as he understood that he had to come up with something good.

Then he remembered something, a tactic that had come up as part of a battle simulation. It was a ridiculous idea, and it would probably get him court-martialed, especially since this would cost literally billions of Duchy credits. 

He wasn’t thinking about himself, his ship, or even his crew. Instead, he thought about that triumph, that feeling that had been snatched away.

Minutes…

It had only taken minutes.

Again, there was that biting sense of unfairness, especially because he heard the next command.

“Admiral, they are hailing us. They are demanding immediate surrender.”

Kellen understood what that would mean.

Immediate surrender meant that their huntresses would board his ship, capture his crew, collar them, and drag them back to some Confederation world where they would be enslaved, trained, and sold off. They would be treated like wild and exotic animals.

“Communications, encrypt the toxic code protocols and load them on a separate set of probes. We need to make sure that weapon gets out of here. That is our only priority right now.”

“Admiral, there’s no way one probe would be able to get away, let alone three.”

He understood that.

“Set them for an emergency FTL rift. I want them out of here almost immediately.”

“Sir, that’s incredibly dangerous…”

Kellen looked back at the protesting officer. He didn’t care. Kellen understood the truth. This was incredibly risky. Not only that, it was about to get much, much worse.

“Engineering station, I want you to overload the core. Right before it blows, eject it.”

“Sir?”

“I want you to create a mess out there. I want debris and way too much energy. I want them distracted. I want them to think that we are just going to blow ourselves up.”

“With their energy output, their shields are going to be able to sustain the hit.”

“I know. We just need to distract them. We need to get the probes out of here. Are there any friendly worlds or ships nearby?”

“No friendly outpost or colonies,” came the quick response. Kellen flinched, especially since he should have known that. “We do have a neutral world nearby.”

“Any agents on-world?”

“No.”

Cal didn’t care. He could send it out there, and he could launch it, and he could make sure that the women of the Confederation didn’t get access to this new weapon right away.

It wasn’t much.

But then he considered another possibility.

“What about freelancers?”

“Several.”

“Set it for a freelancer. It might cost the Duchy a lot later, but we can’t let these women get a hold of that weapon. We need that code for ourselves. If we can use it again, maybe we could even take down one of those giant monstrosities.” He spat out the words, and then he watched.

Luciana understood the importance of humility. As a commander, she recognized that she had a great deal of power and control, yet these dynamics would never be binary. Some admirals and generals and commanders and captains liked to stand in front of their officers and assume that they were in charge. They liked to believe that they were unstoppable. They were almost goddesses in front of their armed forces.

Luciana could see the nuance, especially at a moment like this.

She was the commander. She had led a small task force to take a planet. She had wrecked their outer defenses and defeated an entire fleet. And yet, those boys had a weapon, so she had been forced to run.

It had been the right move. Her ramming bluff had been enough to get the boys out of the way. She had burned off toward the edge of the system, buying herself and her crew just enough time to summon help.

But now, she sat on her command deck, and she watched the holographic display.

Other commanders might have worried about glory or prestige. They might have insisted that they needed to help.

Luciana didn’t see the point. Instead, she held back.

That toxic code continued to infect her systems, making it virtually impossible for them to do anything useful. They had their engines and life-support, shields, and that was pretty much it. Over the next few hours or days, she hoped that the engineers would be able to figure everything out.

Then she shivered at the prospect that those processing courses would be completely annihilated by this code.

Still, they would have copies, and that would qualify as a victory.

In the meantime, however, she could only observe. She didn’t get to participate. She wasn’t going to issue commands.

“Ma’am, we are picking up a large energy buildup in the lead ship.”

“They’ve already fired their weapons. What else are they doing?”

“It looks like it’s going to be a core breach!”

“Give us some more space,” Luciana said right away.

The pilot obeyed, activating the engines.

Luciana watched, and then she saw it. On the holographic display, there was that little prick of light that shot out from the enemy ship. Then there was the flash of white. The system had been calibrated to ensure that the blast of energy wasn’t reflected perfectly. None of the observers were blinded, even as the sensors technically lost all fidelity.

“What just happened? Did the bastard blow himself up?”

Even as she asked for that clarification, she had to wonder if this was going to be a new tactic. If so, it only demonstrated that these boys really couldn’t be trusted. They could insist that they had rights or whatever, but they needed to understand when they were defeated. If they couldn’t do that, then they couldn’t be trusted with any aspect of their lives, which inevitably proved that the Confederation was right.

“Sensors restored,” announced one of her officers. Luciana could see it for herself.

The enemy ship was now drifting.

It had tried, and it was dead.

“What was he doing?”

“A suicide attack of some kind? Maybe they botched it?”

“Scan their ship. Focus on their ports. Is anything gone? Is anything missing?”

“Ports are closing,” someone said.

Immediately, Luciana understood what just happened.

“And is there evidence of FTL rift?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s not good,” she exhaled.

She insisted these boys were happier once they did as they were told; she said he could be like that.

For just a second, Peter squinted back at her even as he contemplated what she said. That was probably a bad idea, he knew. First, everything she said was absurd. Maybe her mother had raised Tonya to genuinely believe in female supremacy, but Peter was his own man. He was always going to be his own man, independent and capable of making his own choices.

There was no way he would be naked or locked in a chastity cage.

He thought about those cages and those belts. He thought about the different pieces of equipment, all of which existed for one reason: to control the male libido.

Perhaps he wasn’t as aggressive as some of the guys out in the universe, but Peter genuinely believed in his own freedom. If he wanted to touch himself, that was his right. He didn’t think he would be the kind of guy who would date a woman and cheat on her, but he wanted to know that it was technically a possibility because he would make his own decisions. His loyalty wouldn’t be locked; he wouldn’t be someone who would have to beg.

If he wore a cage, he would have to beg…

Peter started thinking about those first couple of years when he hit puberty and what it had been like, especially at school when he would walk through the halls or down the corridors and see those girls in their shorts, tight jumpsuits, and short skirts. As an adult, he understood what it meant to control himself. Still, there were those moments back out in the office when he might spot a particularly attractive woman.

He didn’t want to admit it, especially after this conversation, but there had been lots of instances where he would notice Tonya, and he would study her hair, the shape of her face, or the curves of her breasts. Yeah, he had sat in lots of boring meetings, and he would occasionally sneak glances in her direction, but it was okay because he didn’t think she ever noticed. Besides, those quick peeks only lasted for a few fractions of a second at most. He was professional. He was respectful and polite.

Only now, he imagined a different perspective. He saw himself down on his knees in front of her, naked with a collar around his neck. Then there would be the other item. Perhaps she would make him wear a cage. It would be the kind that locked around the stem of his cock. It would hold on tight, and it would keep his member in that downward position. No matter how hard his passions burned through his body, he wouldn’t be able to achieve a simple erection, so he would start begging.

Peter could already imagine those phantom sensations curving through his body. They would pulsate right there between his legs as the desperation gripped him. It would become a new and private addiction. At this point, he didn’t really worry about his orgasms. Occasionally, he would pleasure himself after he got off work. Sometimes, he would wake up after a particularly fun dream, and he would be thinking about some girl he used to know, someone he studied with back at the university, or maybe one of the new hires at work. In his fantasy, he would think about those girls leaning in and kissing him, pressing their bodies against his, sliding their hands down along his legs. In his fantasies, he was in control, so maybe they would be on a vacation together, and he would get to check them out in those wet bathing suits or those amazing bikinis that showed off their flat stomachs, their perfect breasts, and their amazing asses. Perhaps he would fantasize about coming up behind one of them, smacking her on the ass, and having her spin around to giggle in his direction.

After that, he could kiss her.

And in reality, he would have his hand between his legs, and he would be touching himself.

He thought about his last girlfriend. He thought about hanging out with her, flirting with her, and those moments when they would just fall into one of those passionate embraces on the couch. He would start kissing her, and suddenly his hand would slide up her blouse, and she would look up at him. At moments like that, they didn’t need to talk.

None of that would be possible because he would be on his knees instead.

And now, he accidentally imagined those words. He could hear them inside of his head. “Please, Tonya! Please, let me out. Please just let me take this thing off for a few minutes? A few seconds?”

That woman with the red hair spoke again, and she interrupted those thoughts. This time, he was actually grateful to hear her voice, mostly because he didn’t want to lose himself to those fantasies (nightmares). “Do you ever wonder what you’re missing?”

“No, not really,” he replied.

“I think you should think about it for a little while. The universe is a very big place, and it’s impossible to understand what you’re missing. If you have never surrendered to a woman, then you don’t actually know what it feels like. Maybe you could discover something new.”

“I’m good with things the way they are,” he said. At this point, he stood up. “Now, if you will excuse me, I need to get going.”

“Sit, boy,” she said.

All around the grid, the perpetual spread of new data continued to blast across the stars. The news spread quickly. Pundits, holo-casters, and even traditional journalists uploaded reports, speculation, and analysis from one colony world to another at the speed of FTL transmission. Tablets, screens, and holo-projectors across one world after another lit up.

“Good evening,” Lira Voss said, her voice calm and precise. She sat upright, her hands folded neatly, her uniform bearing the sharp lines of her network’s insignia: a ringed planet with INN emblazoned at the center. “I am Lira Voss, reporting live for Intergalactic News Network.”

Beside her, Corin Hale offered a measured nod. His tone remained steady, though there was a trace of tension in his posture. “And I am Corin Hale. We bring you the latest developments from the Daedalus system, where conflict between Confederation forces and Duchy loyalists escalated into a dramatic confrontation today.”

The holographic display behind them shifted. A cluster of warships appeared, then flickered with static interference.

“Unconfirmed reports have surfaced,” Lira continued, “suggesting that Duchy data splicers may have deployed a sophisticated computer virus against Dawn Star naval units operating near Daedalus III.”

Corin glanced briefly toward the projection, then back to the recording lens. “Sources within the Confederation fleet indicated that several warships experienced sudden system failures during a critical maneuver. Navigation arrays, weapons targeting systems, and even internal communications were reportedly compromised.”

The image zoomed in on one vessel, its lights dimming. “This disruption forced a temporary retreat,” Lira said. Her expression remained composed, though her eyes sharpened slightly. “Commanders in-system have reportedly described the incident as highly coordinated and unlike any known intrusion method previously used by the Duchy.”

Corin leaned forward just a fraction. “It is important to note that these claims had not been independently verified. Duchy officials have declined to comment, but analysts are already speculating about what this might mean in the cold war between these two galactic powers.”

The display shifted again. A massive warship emerged into view, dwarfing the others.

“However,” Lira continued, “the arrival of an Onmistar class warship appeared to have turned the tide. Since then, we have additional reports of huntress pods dropping to Daedalus III and securing major cities. The arrival of the Onmistar allowed Confederation forces to regroup.”

The hologram showed the larger vessel advancing, its presence imposing and apparently unstoppable. Anyone watching this newscast would feel it; that was a warship capable of turning continents to glass.

“Once the orbital platforms and defense fleet were defeated,” Corin added, “Confederation forces launched a coordinated offensive on Daedalus III. After several hours of engagement, the planet had been confirmed as under Dawn Star control.” A new image appeared. The surface of Daedalus III glowed faintly under orbital lights, marked by the Confederation crest.

“This marked a significant territorial shift,” Lira said. “Daedalus III had been a long held Duchy colony and served as a strategic hub for regional operations.”

Corin’s voice lowered slightly, more reflective now. “The implications are considerable. If the reports of a Duchy engineered code are true, it suggests a new phase of warfare. This might be the first time we have seen Duchy technological supremacy in recent memory.”

Lira inclined her head, her tone firm. “Confederation leadership has assured citizens that countermeasures are already in development. Officials emphasize that any technological threat will be met with decisive response.”

There was a brief pause. The stars behind them continued their silent rotation.

“Still,” Corin said, “questions remain. How did such a breach occur, and could it happen again?” For anyone listening closely, it was clear that he wanted to sound neutral. As a journalist, he wasn’t supposed to take a side even if the Confederation’s leadership believed in his inferiority as a male. To those women, a boy like him deserved to be collared, leashed, and even owned. “Will the Duchy be able to strike back?”

Lira looked directly into the recording lenses, her expression unwavering. “As always, we will continue to monitor the situation and provide updates as more information becomes available.” The studio lights dimmed slightly as the segment neared its conclusion.

“For the Intergalactic News Network,” Corin said.

“I’m Lira Voss,” she finished.

“And I’m Corin Hale.” The holographic display faded to the network emblem as the recording cut.

The probe only had the simplest artificial intelligence. The commands had been programmed in: launch, open the FTL window, make the jump, and land at the designated coordinates.

The probe didn’t worry about safety or the probabilities of success. Although it automatically tracked the different possibilities, it didn’t understand the various warships or what its cargo could do to the balance of power. It didn’t recognize that the toxic code could have instantly destroyed its own processor. But even if it had understood that potential danger, it wasn’t like it could “care”.

It launched, opened the window, and disappeared. Seconds later, it appeared in another star system.

As programmed, it did not transmit any of the transponder information. It didn’t announce itself to the local orbital defense platforms. Instead, it flew down through the atmosphere, burning hot.

Inside and protected within those memory banks, a dangerous weapon waited.

The probe hit the ground about a mile beyond the city in an empty field that was probably going to be developed by one of the local corporations at some point. For the time being, however, most of the locals were more interested in expanding up rather than out.

After that, the probe sent one signal: to any freelancer available, come find me and download my cargo.

Peter was going to do it. He was actually going to sit down again. And after that, he didn’t know what this woman would be able to do to him, especially because there was something almost hypnotic about her presence.

“Sit, boy,” she said as she channeled the full force of her voice and personality. She was concentrating on him, and he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to answer or respond. Peter stared back at her, but he was on his feet.

For a moment, he could feel his muscles relax, like he was going to drop back down into the seat.

The idea seemed ridiculous. He wasn’t just going to do whatever she said! She wasn’t in control, and she didn’t and couldn’t own him!

Still…

It was going to be so easy, and part of him almost wanted to do it. It wasn’t just curiosity. Intellectually, he could tell himself whatever he liked, but this woman was beautiful. He saw the way the light shined against her red hair. He saw the curves of her face. He absorbed all of those different details as he tried to understand what was about to happen.

Maybe there was even that naïve justification: he could always back out later. Just because she wanted to take him home, that didn’t mean he had to cooperate at every step. But if she could make him follow this single command, he wondered what else she would be able to entice him to do. 

Sit, boy.

Those words vibrated throughout his frame. He could feel them in his toes and up the arches of his feet, along his legs, swirling there at the center of his torso. The same energy danced down his shoulders. He could feel it there at the base of his neck and the base of his throat.

But then he heard something chirp.

Peter blinked, suddenly focusing.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his hand slate. He glanced at the screen.

“Put that away,” she instructed.

He glanced back at her.

Although Tonya was just as beautiful as before, he wasn’t going to do it. Instantly, he could sense his strength, his authority, and his independence.

“It’s from work,” he said.

“I didn’t get anything,” Tonya told him without checking her own device.

“It’s a freelance gig,” he said. “Excuse me.”

There.

He had done it. He had now done it. He had talked to that woman, and he had shown her that he wasn’t going to be tamed or broken. He wasn’t someone she could wrap around her little finger!

He grinned and felt that rush of triumph. At the same time, he stepped out into the cold night hair. He had a different program up on his slate. He sent the request. Less than a minute later, the autonomous vehicle rolled up in front of the bar. It unlocked automatically when it detected the proximity of his device. He got in, sat down, and leaned back.

“I’m not going to be her pet,” he said to the empty vehicle.

Even as that reality settled in, he glanced down and saw the outline of his erection. Over the next couple of minutes, however, he watched the city pass. He saw the lights, the screens, and the holographic ads. Little by little, his body relaxed.

He had entered the coordinates, but he still had to listen to the instructions. Taking out his slate again, he glanced down at the screen and opened the data packet.

“Confirm receipt of instructions? Once this file has been opened, it will automatically self delete once complete.”

“Seriously?” Peter asked, surprised.

As a government employee, he had a certain level of trust and credibility. It had been able to take him on a few of these jobs. Basically, he was a data courier, showing up, picking up some information or a small package, and transporting it through the city.

Technically, a drone could’ve been used, but they could be hacked. Sometimes, an individual needed a human to be involved for one reason or another.

He had taken this gig for one reason: he needed to get away from Tonya. But now he double checked it, and he saw the payment.

Someone really wanted to move this item. He started to wonder if maybe it was something illegal, only then he saw that it was a diplomatic pouch from a Duchy center…

He stared down at his slate and started to wonder whether or not this was some kind of trick. Maybe it was a prank?

“Whatever,” he said, thinking he would get a story out of this at the very least.

Peter activated the packet, so the automated voice for this gig began. “Please verify your identity with a fingerprint.”

He touched his finger to the reader on the back of his slate. A loading icon appeared for two or three seconds. The circle completed, and then he heard the neutral tones of a pre-programmed system.

“Thank you, courier. A data probe has crashed outside of your city at the uploaded coordinates. Please retrieve the relevant package. The information will lock your DNA upon your arrival. Please make sure that the information is taken to your local Duchy embassy as soon as possible. Do not stop. Do not speak with anyone. This information is vital.”

Seriously?

Peter stared down at his device for a few more seconds. And then it swiped away after the instructions self-deleted as promised.

Although he distracted himself with his feed, he found himself thinking about where he was going, what he was about to do, and what it meant. Then again, he was just a local bureaucrat who was taking on a gig as a courier. It wasn’t going to be a big deal.

Reviewing She-Wolf Hunger for Chyrsopolis Now

By M. Liana

There is something undeniably intoxicating about a novel that knows exactly what it wants to be. The latest release from the Dawn Star Confederation’s literary circuit delivers precisely that. She-Wolf Hunger by Kellie Layne is an unabashed exploration of a woman’s will to hunt, fight, and fuck. It is bold, unapologetic, and steeped in the cultural attitudes that define life for our neighbors to the galactic east. Whether one finds that thrilling or unsettling may depend on perspective, but there is no denying its impact.

The story follows an elite team of Confederation huntresses tasked with tracking down a rogue male who has fled their society. From the opening chapter, the narrative moves with sharp precision and crisp, erotic energy. The huntresses are disciplined, formidable, and utterly convinced of their authority. As one of them declares early in the novel, “We don’t chase men. We reclaim them because we deserve to own them.”

Their pursuit takes them across star systems and hostile terrain, blending high-stakes action with an undercurrent of psychological tension. At one point, the fugitive reflects, “Every world I ran to already belonged to them,” a line that neatly captures the alluring reach of Confederation control. As he runs, he has to ask himself a hard question: why? For the boys of the Confederation, capture is inevitable.

Ironically, one could argue that his flight only strengthens their system of control. By fleeing, he justifies the existence of these huntresses, thereby making them even stronger. If all boys simply cooperated, then the Confederation wouldn’t have skilled trackers on their side. Then again, if the boys don’t fight, that simply means they’ve accepted slavery.

One might argue that’s a win-win scenario for the women of the Dawn Star Confederation.

What surprised me most was how seamlessly the novel balanced some of the seemingly disparate elements. The action sequences were vivid without becoming overwhelming. The dialogue was quick and incisive, often carrying a biting edge that revealed as much about the characters’ beliefs as it did about the plot. Perhaps this should all be natural for the intended readers (Dawn Star Confederation citizens and matriarchs), but as a citizen of Chyrsopolis, I still loved this book. The author may have written for her fellow confederates, but I adored the sense of place, time, and power. The huntresses spoke with confidence and control, trading lines like, “Silly boy, you’re mistaking resistance for strength,” and, “Obedience is the only trait a boy really needs.”

Then there is the romance, if it can be called that. It’s complicated, charged, and undeniably provocative. The relationship between the huntresses and their captive unfolds in ways that are meant to challenge, excite, intrigue, and entice the reader. The intimacy is written with a heavy emphasis on power and control, reflecting the broader societal structure of the Confederation. “Don’t worry, slave. You’re safe because we decide you are,” one huntress tells him, a line that is as unsettling as it is revealing. While the scenes are suggestive rather than explicit, they carry a deliberate intensity that lingers. Another of my personal favorites was, “You know it, don’t you? I see it in your eyes. You know exactly where you belong: on your knees. Just relax and accept it and obey and serve.” There’s something particularly fun about the ease with which these women talk down to their prey!

This is, without question, a deeply ideological book. Its portrayal of gender roles is stark and unyielding. The male character is defined largely through his vulnerability and defiance, while the huntresses embody dominance and certainty. At times, the narrative leans so far into its perspective that it risks alienating readers who aren’t aligned with this worldview. Then again, it’s clear that Kellie Layne isn’t worried about male readers. This book was written by a woman for other women…and yet, it does make me wonder.

Out in this big galaxy of ours, are there males who are brave enough to risk a book like She-Wolf Hunger? If so, I’d like to meet them, especially if they aren’t already collared. (Obviously, our colony is a neutral world, but this book is making me think male subjugation could be a lot of fun!)

The author’s bravery is what gives this book its distinctive voice. “We caught you because you’re a boy. That’s it.” The apparent simplicity and power of that concept made me read page after page.

When I started, I was curious and worried. Other critics (men) have argued that Kellie Layne is nothing but a propagandist. Still, I was determined to give this book a fair reading. I found myself drawn in despite my reservations. There is a unique allure to the huntresses’ confidence, their camaraderie, and their unwavering sense of purpose. The novel invites the reader to step into their world, to experience the thrill of the chase and the strength of their convictions. By the final chapters, I understood why stories like this resonate so strongly within the Confederation. “To hunt is to belong,” the narrative tells us.

In fact, I will admit something I didn’t expect when I began reading. A book like this makes the life of a Confederation huntress seem strangely appealing. The strength, the authority, the sense of belonging to an elite order. It is all rendered with such conviction that it is difficult not to feel the pull.

I know I should question the cost, and you could argue this book is nothing but a power-fantasy. Then again, the huntresses are real. This isn’t a book about a superhero or a boy reliant on fantastical technology. Instead, this book is a fictionalized account of what these women do every day as they track those rogue specimens.

This is not a comfortable novel, nor is it meant to be. It is sharp, provocative, and at times deeply divisive. But it is also compelling, confident, and impossible to ignore. For readers willing to engage with its perspective, it offers a gripping and memorable experience. And for the right reader, it will be exciting in all of the best ways imaginable!

“Please, just tell me that this isn’t all hypothetical. This isn’t a theoretical exercise,” Mina said as she said at that table in the corner of the room.

“Sorry,” Alyssa replied. “I don’t get to tell you that. Maybe we are on a hunt right now, or maybe this is just an exercise. Either way, you need to tell me.”

“The barkeeper is a former veteran. He has the training, but he doesn’t have the look. He probably served on their homeworld or something. I don’t think he saw any action.”

“Is he a threat?”

Mina laughed.

“I’m serious,” Alyssa told her protégé. “Is he a threat?”

“Technically, they can all be a threat under the right circumstances.”

“Then give me the probabilities.”

“Pick a fight, and he won’t care or intervene. Break a couple of tables, he might pull out a stun gun. Try a knife, and he will definitely try to stop it. Pull out a blaster, and he will make himself scarce.”

“Not bad,” Alyssa decided after several more seconds of consideration.

“So what is my mission?”

“See that guy over there? He has been hitting on that woman for the last hour or so. He’s starting to get angry. There’s a good chance he’s going to get violent. Before anything unpleasant happens, I want you to get him outside. You have three minutes before I check on your work.”

“Three minutes? I can do it in ninety seconds.”

“Fine. You have ninety seconds. And Mina?”

“Yeah?” asked the young woman as she got up from her side of the table.

“Don’t forget to turn on your monitor. I want to see exactly how you do this.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mina replied with a quick (and probably sarcastic) salute.

Turning back to her small device, Alyssa considered the feed. She watched that first person perspective as the camera dipped and bobbed with every step Mina took. The young woman with the wavy black hair slid forward, and then she sat next to her target.

At first, the man didn’t even seem to notice her. Instead, he was busy trying to chat with the other woman.

“You know, I don’t think she’s interested in a conversation,” Mina said.

“And did someone ask you?” The man turned around, and then he saw Mina. He saw her dark hair, her symmetrical features, those big eyes, and that seductively condescending smile.

Immediately, Alyssa understood exactly what he was thinking; he was weighing his options. More than that, he was thinking about Mina and how she had dared to challenge him, which meant she was interested. If she wanted to play, then he was going to do whatever it took to win this game. Seizing the initiative, Mina reached out, and she stroked his cheek. He only flinched for a second. Her hand slid down the side of his face. Her fingers glided along his neck. Then she leaned over, and she whispered something.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure,” she said. Then she got up, slipping off of her stool before disappearing out through the door. He watched her for just a few seconds. Then she waited for him out in the alley.

This guy had hesitated for a little while, but that came to an end. He didn’t even bother to excuse himself, and the woman he had been physically harassing let her eyes go wide as she puffed out her cheeks and exhaled, grateful that the universe decided to send someone else to soak up his unwanted attention. Alyssa chuckled to herself.

The man followed, and he headed out into the alley. By this point, Nina had activated her jammer; none of the local cameras were going to be able to pick up on these details.

The guy reached out automatically, probably thinking he was going to get to grab this petite girl and kiss her hard. Within moments, he would have her pushed up against the automated dumpster. He would be thrusting and pumping into her, fulfilling, every lascivious thought that had pumped through his head over the course of that evening.

If he bothered to question his good fortune, he didn’t say anything. In fact, he didn’t even talk to her.

Instead, he just wanted to grab her. He wanted to pull her clothes off and have his way with her.

She punched him in the throat. He stumbled against the wall behind him.

She kicked him, slamming her foot into his gut. He fell to his knees. She slammed her heel against that spot between his shoulders, and he fell forward. She reached into her pocket, pulled out the binding chords and wrapped them around his wrists and ankles. Finally, he managed to get some air into his lungs. He was about to shout something, but she had a scarf. She didn’t mind using it, pulling it up between his teeth and wrapping it tight around the back of his head. She tied it into place, and then she reached up, tapping the stealth bead in her ear.

“You get that?”

“Ninety-two seconds,” Alyssa said. “Careful, girl. If you keep overestimating yourself, I’m not going to be able to clear you for solo duty.”

“Yeah, yeah…And now I face a penalty, don’t I?”

“Come back inside.”

“What do you want me to do with him?”

“Do you have your stun glove on you?”

“Always,” Mina said.

“Use it.”

Still watching from the small camera bead embedded in one of Mina‘s buttons, Alyssa watched as her protégé slipped on the glove, reached down, and touched the side of her target’s neck. There was that blast of electricity, and he struggled for just a second before unconsciousness swallowed him.

After that, Alyssa turned off the feed. Only a few seconds later, Mina returned.

If anyone had been paying attention to these two women, they probably would have assumed that Mina had excused herself to go to the bathroom. Or maybe she had tried to go order a drink, only to decide that it wasn’t worth it. Maybe she had a call outside. There were lots of possibilities that would have explained why she had been gone for two minutes.

“What’s my punishment?”

“Simple,” Alyssa said. “Tell me what you did wrong.”

“I got my guy.”

“But you didn’t do it within the requisite timeframe. So again, tell me what you did wrong, Mina.”

The young woman seated across from her narrowed her eyes for a moment. Apparently, she still wanted to argue. Perhaps she could have made a valid point about how Alyssa was going to give her more time, yet Mina had specifically decided to give herself a greater challenge. Then she technically failed.

“I took too much time with him?”

“No,” Alyssa said, even though she picked up her glass and sipped some of the vivid pink alcohol.

“I should’ve been able to knock him out right away?”

“No,” Alyssa said again.

Narrowing her eyes, Mina considered this for several more seconds. She was trying to come up with a good answer; she hunted for some realistic possibility.

“OK. I give up. What did I do wrong?” Mina asked with a slow sigh.

“You made it harder for yourself than you needed to. Instead of simply going after your target with all of the resources available, you thought you would show off. Is that a good idea?” Mina opened her mouth to say something. Clearly, she itched to argue. She let her shoulders slump and she cocked her head to the side. “No, ma’am. That was a bad idea.”

“Exactly. What are you going to do differently next time?”

“I will stick with the resources I have at my disposal. I won’t waste anything.”

“Exactly. Technically, did you need to bring your stun glove with you tonight? No. There are a variety of outcomes tonight, most of which are quite profitable, where you won’t need any weapon at all. We will come out, observe, write our reports, and send them to the intelligence service back home. No one will pay attention to us, and we won’t pick up on anything strategically useful. That said, what should you always do? What should you always be?”

“I should always be prepared.”

“For?”

Again, Mina didn’t want to answer. She didn’t want to play this game or make it obvious. “I should be prepared for any eventuality.”

“Exactly.”

“So now what? Do we head back?”

“I’m heading back.”

“And what about me?”

“You want to have fun, don’t you?”

“Will I get another lecture if I say yes?”

Alyssa chuckled this time. “No. If you see a boy you want to play with, go have some fun. Maybe give him a taste for life in the Confederation.”

Mina hopped up from her seat, and she stretched her arms behind her back. She moved with a languid, feline grace, even as she swept her gaze around at the bar and considered the prospective males.

There really were lots of options, lots of possibilities. Not only that, Mina understood male psychology. For her, it wasn’t just intuition. The locals usually needed to draw on their talents. But this girl was an operative. She was a huntress; she considered the men, their psychological profiles, and all of those little details about their lives that they broadcast without even noticing.

Finally, she noted to herself. She took one step, and…

Both of their slates chimed at the same time.

“Is this another test?” Mina asked.

“No, it’s not,” Alyssa said even as she scanned her personal device. Before her protégé could ask, she glanced up at the girl. “This is real. We need to take care of this right now.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a threat. It’s an omega level threat.”

“Omega level? I thought that meant this is a genuine matter of Confederation security.”

“That’s exactly what it means.”

By now, both women were on their feet. “But those don’t come up.”

“They’ve never come up before,” Alyssa said. Her thumbs slid along her slate as she summoned a car. “But we’re dealing with one now.”

A vehicle rolled up. The two women got in. Without waiting for the instructions, Mina slid into the front passenger seat, leaned forward, popped open the maintenance hatch and went to work. Seconds later she enslaved the autonomous roadster’s AI to her slate. First, she deleted their presence and shut down the grid-link. Second, she started driving. As she worked, she asked, “What’s the target?”

“Priority one: a probe.”

“A probe?” The car sped away from the curb; Mina maneuvered the vehicle through traffic at reckless speeds that would definitely attract some attention from local authorities. By the time any of their drones found the vehicle, it would be a burned out husk with nothing to tie it back to a pair of undercover Confederation huntresses.

“It contains data for some kind of weapon. The details are limited.”

“Second priority?”

Alyssa ignored the way her stomach lurched as the car wove to the left, then the right. Mina kept pushing the engine hard and the tires harder. “If we can’t get the probe, we need the courier.”

The car rolled to a stop. “Wait here,” he said.

“A waiting fee will be added to your account balance,” the vehicle told him.

“That’s fine.” Peter got out; overhead, stars shined down on him. The moons were fairly bright as well, but he still didn’t like this. There was something about the silence. Normally, he could appreciate a beautiful nature scene, but it was late, and he was tired, and there was still something about his conversation with Tonya that left him feeling just a little bit shaken.

Over the course of the ride, he had told himself that he had done just fine. He had told this woman that he wasn’t interested, and he could go back to work.

One question bothered him, however: what if she decided to make it weird?

He tried to believe she wouldn’t do that. Then again, he had never really been able to see her beliefs before. Maybe he hadn’t paid attention. But now he knew, and he had to wonder. Simultaneously, he thought about that woman, and a different idea occurred to him.

Was he tempted?

No, he silently insisted to himself.

But now he was outside, breathing in cold air, and he told himself that he just wanted to focus on this courier gig.

Once he was outside, he glanced around the field. He took out his slate, pulled up the illumination program, and shined the light across the open expanse. He saw weeds, grass, and a couple of trees poking out of the ground. He started to walk, not sure exactly where he was going. He knew the coordinates were in this direction, and he suddenly wished he could have both the screen shine that intense light while also showing him where he had to go. But then he saw it.

Smoke or steam rose up from one spot about two hundred meters away.

Peter navigated between the errant stones and rocks, the trees and bushes, and the clumps of grass. Little by little, he made his way across the field. At different points, his shoes squished down into the soft dirt.

This wasn’t an office; this wasn’t work.

At this point, he still wasn’t really sure what he was doing. But then he saw it.

When he first started to approach, he figured that it was going to be nothing but debris, and he would have to report to his employer that the drone or probe or whatever this was supposed to be had just been destroyed. If anything, he was worried they would try to blame him, so he needed to remind himself to take lots of photos and video evidence. He would probably need to download his receipt from his ride as well.

And yet, the capsule looked like it was in perfect condition.

When he came within a few feet, he felt the warmth radiating off of it. That presented a different problem. If this thing had just flown through the atmosphere or actually crashed down from orbit, that meant it was going to be incredibly hot.

Right as he started to wonder how he was going to access this thing, his phone chimed for his attention. He turned off the light. He glanced down at the screen, and he listened as the probe interfaced with his device.

“Courier detected.”

That was when a panel opened.

“Place your palm on the reader.”

As a freelancer, he knew that his biometric information was floating around numerous databases. Privacy advocates frequently argued that this was a bad system, and that it needed massive reforms, but most people didn’t pay that much attention. Sometimes, this just felt easier.

He approached the probe, and he saw the hand reader. He leaned down, careful not to touch these sides of the drone. Surprisingly, the interior was cool to the touch. He could feel that little chill as his fingers pressed down against the metal sensor plate.

“Drake, Peter. Identity confirmed. Upload complete. Establish a password through vocal interface.”

A password…? Just because someone was now asking him for one, he blanked. He wobbled his head from side to side while also understanding that this was supposed to be easy, which only made it more difficult.

“Beauty,” he finally said as his eyes turned back toward the sky. Although he spent most of his nights back in the city, he could enjoy this. Besides, it was so peaceful out here. It was so quiet.

“Password established. Establish a new password through vocal interface.”

A new password? He was about to say that out loud, only then he worried he would actually create a new one. He really didn’t want to confuse the issue by delivering the information, only to mess up.

“Establish a new password through vocal interface.”

“Photography?” Peter asked.

“Second password established. Establish a third password.”

That made more sense, he realized. Apparently, there was going to be more than one data upload.

Peter wanted to ask how this was going to work, but he figured he could just give the information to his client. He needed to get it to the Duchy embassy, and that would include a drive, but it wasn’t that far away. Besides, if he decided that he really needed the sleep, he could close his eyes back in the car and drift off. That probably wasn’t especially professional, but this was just a courier gig.

But if that was true, then why was there all of this extra secrecy?

“Gaming,” he said.

“Passwords confirmed. Vocal identity confirmed. Data locked.”

Peter wasn’t sure what he expected after that, but he did glance down at his slate, and he saw that a download had just been completed.

When he checked the storage on his handheld, he realized something. Most of the storage was now used.

Seriously?

Peter understood that there were people out there who loved to download thousands of holographic vids, and those files could be absolutely massive. Consequently, most handheld came with petabytes of storage, but that always seemed absurdly unnecessary to him. Then again, Peter was the kind of guy who just wanted to take some pictures and play some fairly simple games. He wasn’t looking for some kind of neural link or a virtual reality simulator. It was just a handheld; he needed it to text his friends, play a few games, and watch some grid videos. That was it.

He knew it was silly, but now his slate felt a little bit heavier in his hand.

Then he heard something, the crack of a stick.

“Oops?” A woman’s voice played across the air. She sounded young, probably like some eager college student who just made a dumb mistake. Then again, she didn’t sound like she felt bad about it.

Peter spun around, saw them, and squinted.

It was harder to make them out in the dark, but his eyes had adjusted. Besides, the starlight and moonlight helped quite a bit. Two women stood about five m away, and he instantly got the impression that they had snuck up on him with very little difficulty. And now, the younger of the two grinned.

“Hello,” said the second woman. She stood back, but she had her hands at her sides, and Peter noticed the pistol she held. Currently, it was pointed down at the ground.

For his part, Peter glanced back at the probe. The obvious questions darted behind his eyes: what the hell was this? What was going on?

“Hello?” Peter asked after another second. At the same time, he tried to search for some automatic protocol he was supposed to follow. As a data courier, he had taken a two hour online course to receive his certification. None of the training, however, prepared him for a situation like this one…

“What’s your name, boy?” asked the younger of the two. She took a step forward.

Peter immediately retreated back a pace.

“You don’t want to spook him,” said the other woman. Even though she was holding a weapon, she raised her free hand, and she to bent her head to the side. Even in the dark, he could see the curves of her cheeks rise up as she gave him a reassuring smile. “My name is Alyssa, and this is Mina. I think you might have something we want.”

“This is private property,” he said, motioning back toward the probe. “But I will be honest with you. I’m done now, so I’m just going to be leaving.”

“He already secured the files,” said the younger woman.

Alyssa nodded. “What’s your name?”

“My name is Peter Drake, and I’m a registered courier. This job has already been logged with the local bureau. If something happens, there will be legal ramifications.”

That was his gambit; that was his best move.

At first, he figured they were probably just rivals. Maybe they were another set of freelancers who also worked in the city and thought maybe they could get here first, secure the data, and bring it back to the embassy.

“Don’t worry, Peter. We aren’t couriers.

“We are something much worse,” Mina told him. She took a step forward, and then she didn’t stop.

She was cutting the distance between them, and he needed to move. At the same time, he remained acutely aware of the pistol the other woman held.

He had to get out of there.

That was the obvious point.

“Peter, do you know what a huntress is?”

“What?”

Of course, he knew the term. He was aware of the books and movies and video shows. He saw them at different points on the grid. For the most part, he tried to avoid that kind of content. First, it was never designed for him. Second, he didn’t want to think about that kind of scenario.

Women weren’t supposed to hunt men; that wasn’t how the galaxy was supposed to work. Even if that sort of thing did happen, it was always confined to other worlds and other star systems.

But now, there were these two women in front of him, and he flashed back to Tonya.

For the next second or two, he flashed through the possibilities. He could try to intimidate them, but he was sure that wasn’t going to work. He could also try to bribe them, but he dismissed the idea just as quickly.

That left one option: run.

As an office worker, Peter had those social niceties ingrained into the depths of his psyche. He wasn’t supposed to turn around and just walk away. He wasn’t supposed to be rude, nor could he ignore someone. If someone asked for help, he was supposed to entertain the possibility.

But at that moment, he couldn’t do anything like that, especially because he was thinking about the data on his handheld slate.

Peter spun and ran, kicking his feet down against the dirt.

This wasn’t going to work. There was no way. The woman behind him raised her pistol, and he could have sworn he heard the click of the trigger. Maybe he even felt the brush of air as something flew past his neck.

If she had fired, then she just missed by a tiny bit.

Peter tried to remember something from some book he had read or movie he had streamed. When running from a pursuer, going in a straight line was always the worst idea.

He darted to the left, doing his best to put a couple of scrawny trees between him and both of these women. He kicked down, he slashed his arms through the air, and he pushed himself as hard as he could. He hadn’t run like this in a very long time. Granted, he stopped by the local gymnasium to exercise once or twice every week, but that was more about fitness and cardiovascular health. Panic made him run a lot harder!

His shoes kicked down into the dirt, and he felt the give of the soil. Simultaneously, he kept expecting to trip on a stick or something.

He ran hard, and then he heard the ping as another dart slammed into the autonomous vehicle. He got in. He landed hard in the backseat. “Go!”

“Mina, I’m serious. Did you just let him get away?”

“No, of course not,” Alyssa’s protégé said.

“We are going to talk about this later.”

“Fine. But shouldn’t we be chasing him down right now?”

“Yes.”

“This is going to be fun!”

Elsewhere on the grid…

Across Chrysopolis, one ad appeared frequently on billboards, in data feeds, and between the clips so many women actually wanted to watch. Some of those women would just roll their eyes when they saw this commercial for the hundredth time. Others might smirk or shake their heads, especially at first, but then they would start to wonder…

The ad always seemed so relaxing. A soft chime echoed, followed by the slow emergence of light. A golden beam stretched across the frame, revealing a pristine coastline on a distant Confederation world. The ocean glowed faintly with bioluminescent waves, rolling gently onto white, untouched sand. Aside from those comfy little huts, there were no clear signs of human habitation at all.

But then the view shifted to a close-up of the beach.

A woman stepped into view.

She was poised and radiant and dressed in flowing, elegant fabric that caught the light with every movement. The pale green contrasted wonderfully with her tanned skin. Her expression was warm, confident, and inviting. She looked directly into the camera (and viewer) as if speaking only to them.

“Have you ever felt,” she begins, her voice smooth and reassuring, “that you deserve more?”

The scene shifted. Behind her, a luxurious resort appeared. Towering structures curved toward the sky, their surfaces gleaming. Women strolled through open courtyards, attended to with effortless precision. A couple of those women were alone. Others held leashes and guided beautifully naked men.

“You work hard. You lead. You carry the weight of expectations every single day.” She took a slow step forward. “Isn’t it time someone took care of you?”

Stringed instruments gently played as the image shifted.

The video transitioned back to a tranquil beach. A woman reclined beneath a shaded canopy as a well-trained male attendant offered her a chilled drink. His movements were careful, attentive, and silent. He was naked except for his glistening chastity belt and matching collar.

“On a Confederation world,” the speaker continues, “your comfort is not a luxury. It is a guarantee.”

There was a cut to another scene. A group of women laughed together as they walked along a scenic overlook. In the distance, massive monuments rose from the landscape, their architecture both ancient and impossibly advanced. Obedient husbands or boyfriends or friends crawled along with these women.

“Explore breathtaking monuments. Walk through museums that preserve the triumphs of our civilization.” The camera glided through vast halls filled with holographic exhibits and towering statues. “Immerse yourself in a legacy built for you.”

The music shifted again becoming slightly more energetic.

The image resolved next into a large seminar room as a confident instructor stood before a group of attentive women. The atmosphere was focused but welcoming. She spoke and used her hands.

“Or,” the speaker said, her tone sharpening just slightly, “invest in yourself.” The instructor gestured, and the holographic display behind her showed behavioral models and structured techniques. Images of men bound by stocks or chained to walls appeared as well. The camera panned across the crowd to show off those smiling women, all of whom seemed so excited and intrigued by the possibilities.

“Learn refined methods. Strengthen your presence. Discover how to better guide and manage the men in your life with clarity and confidence.” The narrator paused. “Don’t you deserve the opportunity to rule? Don’t you deserve better from the men in your life? Don’t you deserve the chance to rule them, own them, and punish them?”

The scene briefly cut to a woman applying what she had learned. She spoke calmly to a man, who listened attentively, nodding. The interaction was controlled and deliberate.

Then the scene shifted, so he found himself spread across her lap, his toned buttocks on display as the woman said something and spanked him. Her hand shot down as he flinched.

The commercial returned to the original speaker, now standing at the edge of the glowing shoreline as the sun set behind her.

“All of this,” she says softly, “is waiting for you.”

She smiled, just slightly.

“And now, thanks to newly subsidized travel packages for the women of Chrysopolis…it has never been more accessible.”

The final montage played: beaches, cityscapes, women’s laughter, quiet moments of rest, more attentive service, muzzled males, and women holding whips or paddles.

“You deserve this,” said the narrator, her voice firm now. “You deserve to experience the very best of what the Confederation offers.” The screen began to fade. “Visit a Confederation world,” she finishes. “And understand what it means to rule.

He was safe. He wanted to believe he was safe.

And yet, he pushed himself up, turned around, and looked through the car’s back window.

“Emergency override,” he called out.” We need to be going faster right now!”

“Confirm emergency override?”

“Yes!”

“Would you like me to call the local authorities?”

“Yes!”

“What is the nature of the emergency?” asked the vehicle’s automated system.

Even though his face was hot with droplets of sweat on his face, he panted hard and tried to figure out how he was supposed to answer that. Then, because he couldn’t think of anything else, he told the car, “It’s an attempted kidnapping.” As those words jumped from his mouth, they felt silly.

At the same time, Peter was trying to decide whether or not he had just freaked out or somehow imagined all of this.

The vehicle rushed ahead; momentum pushed Peter back into his seat. Then he saw the flash of light through the rear window. He glanced over his shoulder, and he saw another car coming for him.

As Peter Drake fled, a girl named Tamara decided to run another stream. She was a few miles away and in her apartment as she got ready to play. Of course, she had no idea that a boy like Peter was living out a situation so similar to one of her favorite scenarios in Huntress Elite.

The stream had already been live for nearly twenty minutes when Tamara Nicolearean leaned closer to her camera, her purple hair catching the glow of her screen. The neon lighting in her room reflected in her bright green eyes, making them seem almost luminous. A steady scroll of comments moved along the side of her display, her viewers reacting in real time as she played.

“Alright,” she said, her voice focused but playful, “we finally found him.”

On the main screen, Huntress Elite unfolded from that beautifully rendered first person perspective. Dense alien foliage swayed under a dim violet sky. The game’s interface pulsed softly with targeting data and environmental scans. Tamara’s character moved silently through the underbrush, each step deliberate, her weapon ready.

The boy’s voice came through the in-game comms, distorted slightly but unmistakably smug. “You’re getting close,” he said. “I can tell. But it doesn’t matter. I’m still the best. Check the leaderboard.”

Holding onto her controller, Tamara smirked and glanced briefly at her chat as it exploded with reactions. Some viewers spammed laughing emojis. Others typed out variations of take him down and he’s done. A few repeated his claim about being undefeated, clearly amused by his confidence.

“I saw it,” Tamara replied. “Top spot. Very impressive.”

She crouched behind a ridge, her scanner sweeping forward. A faint heat signature flickered between the trees.

“But undefeated just means,” she added calmly, “you haven’t met me yet.”

The chat surged again. The donations came rolling in. Messages flew past faster now, her fans picking sides, some mocking the boy, others hyping up the inevitable confrontation. A few users clipped her line instantly, tagging it for highlights.

The boy laughed. “You’re not even close. I’ve beaten every girl player who’s tried. You won’t be any different.”

Tamara tilted her head slightly, adjusting her aim. The tranquilizer rifle came into view, its sleek design locking onto the faint outline ahead.

“Keep talking,” she said. “It helps me track you.”

Her viewers reacted immediately. Some pointed out the audio cues. Others spammed he’s giving himself away. The excitement in the chat became almost frantic. Like always, Tamara ignored the stream of data; instead, she focused on the relevant variables on her screen. She just had to find this boy and bring him down.

Some day, she wondered if she’d get the chance to visit a Confederation world and actually hunt a boy for herself. She loved the idea of running through a forest and tracking some rogue male. It would probably be a game. She wasn’t going to do this as a career, but it sounded like so much fun!

On screen, the boy’s character darted between cover, fast and unpredictable. But Tamara’s movements were patient and controlled. New players got nervous and started shooting right away. Instead, she focused on learning his movements. 

She circled wide, cutting off his escape route. “You’re too slow,” he said. “You think you can outplay me?”

Tamara said nothing for a moment. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she lined up the shot.

The forest went still.

Then she fired.

A sharp pulse shot through the air. The tranquilizer round struck cleanly. On screen, the boy’s character staggered, then collapsed into the glowing grass.

For a split second, there was silence.

Then her chat exploded.

Caps locked messages flooded in. Emotes filled the screen. Viewers spammed LET’S GO, CLIPPED, and TOP PLAYER DOWN. The momentum of the moment surged through the stream.

Tamara leaned back slightly, a satisfied smile forming.

“Undefeated, huh?” she said lightly.

The boy’s voice came back, stunned. “No way. That was luck. That was just dumb luck!”

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “No,” she said. “That was skill.”

The chat continued to roar in approval. Some viewers mocked his earlier confidence. Others praised her precision and patience. A few immediately began asking for a replay.

Tamara glanced at the camera, her expression playful now. “You’ve got to understand something,” she said. “You’re a boy. Boys lose in a game like this. I’m the huntress, and you’re my prey.” She let the pause hang just long enough for her audience to anticipate the line. “You’re never going to play as well as a girl like me.”

The reaction was instant and overwhelming. Her fans flooded the chat with support, laughter, and fire emojis. Clips were created in real time, her statement already spreading beyond the stream.

On screen, the game registered the capture and mission complete. Tamara rested her hand on the controls, still smiling as the next game began to load.

“Alright,” she said, glancing back at the chat. “Who’s next?”

“He’s on the road, law-enforcement is on their way, and we aren’t exactly supposed to be on this planet at all,” Alyssa said. “So what is your plan?”

“This,” Mina replied. She reached into her pocket, pulled out her wallet, and she slid out a rectangular card. It looked a lot like a credit chit, but Alyssa recognized it right away.

“Those are expensive,” Alyssa said. “And you’re not always going to have one.”

“Wasn’t tonight‘s lesson something about how I’m always supposed to use the resources I have?”

“True,” Alyssa said. “But I meant what I told you before. You should have taken him down in the field. It would’ve been a lot easier.”

“But this way is a lot more more fun!”

“I’m serious. There are going to be consequences.”

Mina hesitated for just a second. “Should I bring him down now?”

“We need him before law-enforcement gets involved. If officers show up, there are going to be some serious consequences, and you really don’t want that. If this becomes a diplomatic incident, guess what? I won’t be able to protect you.”

Mina pursed her lips, nodded solemnly, and opened the window.

“How many of those do you have?” Alyssa asked.

“Just one,” replied to the young woman.

“Make it count.”

Tightening her grip on the steering wheel, Alyssa considered the vehicle in front of her. Up until now, she had shadowed the other car, mostly because they were trying to figure out exactly how to proceed. But now, her protégé had a plan, so she gunned the engine, pushing the vehicle forward. Right away, the system program ahead of her tried to respond, but this was reckless. It definitely went beyond the emergency protocols coded into its program.

Mina screamed with excitement. They came up behind the other car, she threw the card, making it spin as a cut through the air. It skittered against the asphalt. At that instant, it released the pulse. Electromagnetic energy flashed up in a localized storm.

This was a risk, and they were about to see whether or not it could pay off.

Peter had known about the emergency override, but he never thought he was going to use it. He had known about the emergency override, but he didn’t know this kind of car could go this fast! The darkened landscape outside morphed to a blur, even as he tried to figure out what he could do.

The car had already called the authorities. According to the vehicle, local law enforcement would be able to intercept him in the next couple of minutes.

To the left and right, the fields quickly gave way to warehouses. His car darted around other vehicles, coming uncomfortably close again and again. Every few seconds, Peter flinched, thinking they were about to swipe into another car.

Those other vehicles were also autonomously driven, which meant they communicated with his car.

Behind him, he had no idea how that other vehicle continued to match his. Perhaps  they said it was an emergency as well? No, he decided. That wasn’t going to work.

Then again, the logistics were irrelevant. All he needed to know for certain was that those women, Mina and Alyssa, were coming for him.

They were back in the city, and that meant law-enforcement would be close. He pulled out his phone, and he started wondering if he could download some kind of tracker to see where an officer might be.

But then he saw the sparks, he heard the flash, and suddenly the car’s brakes slammed on. Peter jerked against the safety harness, his head thrown forward. He banged his forehead against the seat in front of him. Everything turned white for just a few seconds.

Then he heard the laughter.

Move, he told himself. Peter needed to move!

He opened his eyes, and he saw the two women standing outside of the vehicle. The taller of the two leaned down, and she was about to open the door near his feet.

Peter disengaged the harness, he opened the door behind him, and he fell out, hitting the asphalt hard. He scraped his hands, and he could feel that rush of pain along his knees, but he quickly discarded those sensations as he jumped to his feet, and he started running. He wasn’t sure what he expected to hear from behind him: annoyance or irritation, most likely.

Instead, one of them started laughing. It had to be the younger of the two.

He glanced over his shoulder, and he couldn’t make out what they were saying, but the more mature woman spoke to her colleague, and then the girl darted after him.

“Shit,” he exhaled, slamming his feet down as he started to run again.

Fresh adrenaline and shot into his veins.

He was running. He was actually running from this girl!

On some level, in some part of his brain, Peter actually wanted to pause and turn around and tell her that he wasn’t interested in playing this game.

But it wasn’t a game.

Breathing hard, he darted to the right as he put as much distance between him and the girl as possible. With every second, he could hear the grind of her boots as every footfall kicked down. She was light, but she was making noise.

She was doing it on purpose, he realized. She was messing with him.

Then he spotted something. There was a doorway, and it was only partially open, but that worked for him.

Trying to move as quietly as possible, even as he pushed as much speed as he could down into his legs, he darted into the warehouse.

It was dark. It was almost a perfect black in here.

With every step, he expected to push his foot down onto some rusty nail or some jagged screw.

But luck was on his side, and he made his way deeper into the warehouse. He had one hand pressed against the wall to his right, and he followed it as he made his way forward until he bumped into something. A piece of machinery? A countertop? A table?

He couldn’t really tell, but he navigated around it, and then he ducked down.

His heart hammered, his breathing came in one ragged gasp after another, and it felt like he was making way, way too much noise.

Still, he focused, and he tried to stay silent, even as he listened.

That was the best he could do.

For several long and beautiful seconds, he couldn’t hear anything else. He was alone in here. He was alone in this warehouse.

More than that, he knew that time was on his side.

Law-enforcement officers were going to find him. They were going to track his phone. But then he pulled out the device, and he made sure to cover the screen to make sure there wasn’t some errant flash of light. When he turned it on, he glanced down and saw…

There was no signal.

That was impossible.

At first, he wanted to complain, like this was a game and there was a glitch in the system. Someone had broken a rule!

But then a different idea occurred to him.

Those women probably had jammers.

What had they used on his car?

Peter didn’t get to ask that question, and it wasn’t like they were going to tell him anyway. Instead, he sat there, and he decided that hiding was still his best option, at least for the next few seconds. If he remained right here, the probability that they would be able to find him seemed incredibly low. Besides, if they missed him on their first sweep, they would move past him, and there were only two of them (as far as he knew), which gave him the advantage.

It wasn’t epic, angry, aggressive, or heroic. If this had been some kind of vid, he didn’t think the audience would be happy with him, but he didn’t care about that.

Evasion was his goal. That was the only goal he had.

But then he thought about the data on his phone, and he knew it had to go back to the embassy, and these women were hunting him.

They were from the Confederation…

He was being hunted, which made them…huntresses. Peter understood that this was an obvious point, but he was finally starting to think clearly. More importantly, he needed to use this information. He had to figure out what he could do or say or how he could get them to retreat.

Knowing more about his enemy helped, but he still couldn’t think of anything.

He enjoyed photography and playing games and reading books and he went to work in an office. More importantly, he shivered as he thought about Tonya. She had intimidated him. He didn’t like to admit it, or even silently acknowledge that reality to himself, but there had been something almost intoxicating about that woman, and now there were two others chasing him. They weren’t just female supremacists. They came from the Dawn Star Confederation, and they intended to get this information.

The information had to be important.

It had to be vital.

Up until this moment, Peter had never really considered himself to be a part of that struggle between the patriarchs and matriarchs of the galaxy. Born on a neutral planet, he just lived his life. He was a regular guy.

Only now, he had something important, and he had to get it back to the embassy. All at once, he decided that this was going to be the most important part.

Then he saw the light as it slashed through the dark and ran across different parts of the warehouse.

The two women weren’t speaking. But they were looking for him. They were in the right building, and he watched as they scanned different parts of the open chamber. They were making their way between different pieces of equipment.

They checked one corner.

Peter realized he had to get over there. If they had already checked that spot, they probably weren’t going to check it again. At the same time, if he remained motionless here, they were probably going to find him.

The courier rose to his feet, kept his back bent, and he rushed across that space. He moved quickly and quietly.

But then luck wasn’t on his side because Alyssa chose that moment to sweep her light across that span, and he watched as the illumination splashed across his torso.

“Got him,” Mina said. There was something thrilled and excited in her voice.

Peter straightened his back, he glanced around. He saw the door, and he ran again!

As he passed a piece of equipment, he grabbed onto the metal edge, and he yanked it as hard as he could. At first, he didn’t think his impromptu strategy would work, but the machinery crashed down.

That boom of sound blasted against his eardrums. He made it to the door. He made it outside.

He was running again.

He knew he still had to hide.

Officers were on their way. Time was on his side. He just had to hold out!

“Stop!”

Peter came to a halt. He looked ahead, and he saw the wall right in front of him.

He turned back.

He faced her.

It was that young woman. She looked like she was supposed to be a university student. Still, she walked forward, sliding from one sashayed step to the next.

All at once, he realized he had a choice.

He could try to run again, darting past her and hoping for the best, or he could fight.

It felt absurd, but the idea of trying to fight this girl seemed unfair. He was bigger than her, both broader and taller. He knew he had this physical advantage. Not only that, she looked surprisingly young, especially under the pale street light.

“If you want, you can just get down on your knees and we can bind you. I’m sure we are going to have some questions for you. What do you think of that, boy? Are you ready to cooperate?”

“If you just step aside, I won’t hurt you,” he answered.

She stopped, she studied him, and then she laughed.

“This is going to be fun,” she said.

Back when he had been a little kid, Peter had listened to some of the other boys who laughed about the idea of getting beaten up by a girl. They made it sound like it was the worst indignity any man could ever suffer. As he had grown up, Peter had learned the importance of diplomacy, conversation, and using his words to solve his problems. Inevitably, he had met different guys who had tried to bluster their way through life. Even in college, there had been the arrogant boys who went out, got drunk, and started throwing punches. Somehow, they thought that proved something. Yeah, proved. It proved they were idiots, especially when they got arrested or sued.

Peter had to do this.

He didn’t know where the other woman was, but he hoped he could maybe hit this girl, shove her out of the way and escape. He would get the information back to the embassy, and then his mission would be over, he could be paid, and he would never have to think about this again because he wasn’t even involved. He was literally just a guy who had been hired as a trustworthy third-party to move some information on his handheld.

Peter focused on that conclusion as he stepped forward, leaning in just a little bit, like he was about to slam his shoulder into her.

“You want to fight? Is that it?” Mina asked him.

She didn’t sound frightened or intimidated at all. On the contrary, there was this excitement ripping across her voice as she tried to figure out what this guy was about to do.

He lunged forward, reached for her shoulders, and hoped that maybe he could grab her and push her up against the wall before he ran again. This girl didn’t have a weapon. He was going to be able to do it!

For this fraction of a second, Peter was almost triumphant but then her hand snapped out, and she grabbed him by his wrist. She twisted, pulling his arm up behind him. She used his momentum against him. In that next instant, he felt the arrogance knocked from his lungs as she slammed his torso to one of the walls.

Then she kicked, and she snapped her heel down against the back of his leg. He buckled, falling forward to his knees.

“I caught him,” Mina called out.

There were fuzzy white and yellow stars along the edges of his vision. Peter had always assumed that that was some kind of metaphor or hyperbole. It wasn’t. He tried to suck in a breath, but there was that pain along his lungs. He didn’t think this girl had done any kind of serious damage, but that didn’t help, especially when his body refused to obey his commands.

“Will bring him in,” Alyssa said.

That was when he felt it.

The shot hit him right there above his left butt cheek. The dart cut through his shirt, the needle penetrated his skin, and the sedatives washed into his bloodstream, knocking him out.

Confederation companies and corporations produced content for the women and men across their worlds, but their vids, books, movies, and holoplays spread far beyond their borders. Rhea understood that point even as she worked on the latest trailer for her employer’s top-rated sitcom.

Her home editing suite was quiet except for those quick cuts from different segments. A wide holographic monitor stretched across the desk, its surface filled with layered timelines, color-coded cuts, and audio tracks stacked in neat precision. Rhea leaned forward in her chair, one hand resting on the console as she scrubbed through the footage. The scene paused mid-motion. On screen, a woman stood in a bright, modern kitchen, holding up a shrunken shirt between two fingers.

Visible disbelief played across her features as her collared husband wore that adorably goofy grin on his face. That expression said it all: I’m so sorry, but what can you expect because I’m just a dumb boy? He was a skilled actor; his owner had trained him well. He knew exactly how to play the role of a goofy husband.

Rhea tapped a key.

The footage rolled.

“So this,” the wife said, turning toward the camera with exaggerated calm, “is what happens when you trust a boy with something important like laundry.”

A laugh track followed, bubbly and immediate.

Rhea watched closely, her eyes scanning both the performance and the timing. She adjusted the cut by a fraction of a second, trimming the pause before the audience’s laughter kicked in. “Too early,” she murmured to herself. She dragged the audio slightly forward and played it again.

This time, the rhythm landed better. She nodded once and moved on.

The next clip loaded. The husband stood in the background, awkward and apologetic, holding a basket of mismatched, discolored clothes.

“I followed the instructions,” he said, his tone meek.

The wife blinked at him. “You followed a set of instructions,” she replied. “But you didn’t remember to double-check did you?” Then she put her hands on her hips and shook her head, “That’s my boy.” It was time for another burst of laughter.

Rhea smirked faintly as she marked the segment. She layered in a quick reaction shot, tightening the pacing so the punchline hit harder. On another track, she boosted the brightness just slightly, making the scene feel warmer and more inviting.

Her fingers moved quickly now, confident and precise. She pulled up a sequence of shorter clips because the end of the trailer would need a montage. The quick cuts would draw in more viewers…hopefully. She included the sweet (yet dumb) husband pouring detergent directly onto clothes, the machine overflowing with suds, and his wife standing in the doorway.

Rhea selected a playful music track and synced it to the cuts.

“Let’s make this pop,” she said under her breath. She adjusted the timing so each visual mistake landed on a beat to emphasize the overflow, the panic, and the wife’s slow, knowing look to the camera.

Then came the line she had flagged earlier. “I don’t know what’s more impressive,” the wife said, tilting her head, “the confidence, or the complete lack of understanding.”

Rhea paused again. She replayed it twice, then inserted a half-second zoom on the wife’s expression. It was subtle but effective. The senior producers should be happy with this version, figured the editor.

Rhea added a final sequence to the trailer. The husband held up a now pink shirt, clearly distressed. “Was this always this color?”

The wife stared at him. “No,” she said flatly. “But I admire your commitment to discovery.”

The laugh track swelled one last time. Rhea faded in the show’s title card. With bright lettering, upbeat and happy music, and a tagline appeared as the narrator explained, “When he tries his best, she’ll fix it fast!”

After she rolled her chair back, Rhea let the trailer play from the beginning. This time, she didn’t touch anything. The cuts flowed cleanly. The jokes landed. The pacing held steady from start to finish. Even the smallest beats clicked together as the audience would expect.

It was ready. Across the Confederation, millions of families would watch. Perhaps the content was a little bit of a cliche, but Rhea didn’t mind. She was happy to be part of a production that included positive messages about family, tradition, and how women could deal with adorably incompetent men.

“Wake up,” a voice said from far away. It was a woman’s voice, and she sounded kind and considerate, which made Peter immediately think he had been in some kind of vehicle accident. For just a moment, he flashed back to driving way too fast, an emergency, screeching brakes, and…

His eyes flew open, and he tried to sit up. He wanted to push himself off of that bed, but he couldn’t do it. Instead, he lifted his head, yet the rest of his body refused to budge for one good reason. As he tried to pull his arms and legs away from the corners of the mattress, he could feel them: straps. Fabric restraints were looped around his wrists and ankles. He glanced from one corner of the bed to the next as he tried to understand what was going on, especially because this wasn’t supposed to be possible.

Then a different idea occurred to him: huntresses.


He thought of that one girl with her dark skin, her beautiful hair, those big eyes, and that vicious smile. The panic from knowing he would have to fight her washed over him again, only he hadn’t beaten her. She had knocked him against the ground in the span of just two or three seconds, and…

…There had been the bite of a needle. It was a tranquilizer dart. He remembered how there was that spark of pain for just a second.

He blinked his eyes open, and then he saw her.

“Who, who are you?”

“Like I told you before, my name is Alyssa.”

For a second, Peter wanted to ask for more information, yet he quickly decided that would be a bad idea.

“What is this? Why did you kidnap me?” He looked around the room. He saw a closet door, a regular door, and white walls. That was it. Aside from the bed and this woman standing just a few feet away, he didn’t get any other details.

“Peter, do you know what you picked up in that field?”

As he looked down along the length of his body, he saw that he was already naked.

A shiver ran through his body as he considered what this meant. Simultaneously, he flashed back to Tonya. At least that girl had grown up on this world. Maybe she was a female supremacist, and perhaps she had learned everything she needed to know from her mother, but she was still going to be moderated by everything she had experienced here over the course of her life.

This woman was different.

The younger girl might have been willing to tease him and play with him, skipping around and giggling, like this was just a game. Somehow, the woman standing above him actually made him far more nervous, especially when he listened to her gentle tones.

“No.”

“But you encrypted it,” she said.

“I did…”

“You’re going to need to give me the password.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because if you don’t, I’m going to use you as a training tool for my associate. You see, she is still an apprentice huntress, which means she doesn’t really know what she’s doing yet, but we can work on you, and we will break you one way or another. Honestly, I’m not even worried about how we do it. Will it be pleasure? Will it be pain? I don’t really care. That said, you look like an intelligent boy, so I think you want to cooperate right now.”

Did he?

For just a second, there was that temptation. It glowed bright inside of his head because he could just tell her exactly what she wanted to hear. He could confess every single detail.

“If you let me go, I will send you the information,” he told her.

She flashed him a sad smile and shook her head from side to side. “That’s a cute offer, but we both know that isn’t how it works. I’m sorry, Peter, but you’re a boy, and I’m not going to trust you. I want you to tell me everything you know right now. If you do, I might let you go.”

“You’re lying,” he said, hating those words even as they left his mouth.

“Am I?”

“Yes,” he said. 

“How can you tell?”

He bit down, locking his teeth together, even as he jerked against the restraints holding him to that bed. On some level, he understood that this was a huntress; like the other girl, this woman would be able to grab him, disable him, hold him down, and trap him with hardly any effort.

Peter had been in situations before where a guy could intimidate him. There were those instances where he had been in an argument or fight back at school, and there was the genuine possibility someone would throw a punch. In lots of those situations, he wasn’t bigger or taller or stronger. But now, he was strapped down and helpless. But even if he had been standing, he would have recognized her instincts, her strength, power, and training. Size didn’t matter, not when she knew what she was doing.

He jerked against the restraints again, desperate to break free!

With his teeth still held tight together, he hissed and threw his body from side to side as he attempted to tear through those bonds.

Despite his best efforts, it didn’t work. The fabric stretched just a little bit, but it was still too strong for him.

“I can tell because you already stripped me.”

“That puts you as a psychological disadvantage,” she said.

“Are you supposed to tell me that?”

Alyssa shrugged. “Right now, I don’t think it actually matters. I can be honest with you because you aren’t going anywhere.”

But you said you would let me go if I give you what you want?”

“Yes,” she agreed. “In fact, you probably won’t believe me, but I will give you my word right now.”

“Don’t do it,” came a third voice.

Peter glanced up, and then he saw that other huntress. She really was younger. She had darker skin, black hair, big eyes, and a wide smile as she moved forward. At first, he thought she reminded him a little bit of Tonya. But then he thought about how this girl had attacked him, stopping his tackle, grabbing him, shoving him against that wall, and knocking him out in the span of a couple heartbeats. She had been so fast! She was dangerous. She was predatory.

She lived up to her name as a huntress.

“You remember, Mina,” Alyssa said.” She is my assistant, my associate, and my protégé.”

“You can’t do this,” he said, raising his head again. “I get it. You are foreign agents or whatever, but this is illegal. This is an act of war!”

“What?” Alyssa asked.

“An active war?” Mina teased him, bringing her hands up and covering her mouth for just a second as though she couldn’t really believe the idea. “Oh no! We wouldn’t want that!”

“I’m serious! People could get hurt! But if you let me go right now, I swear I won’t tell anyone about this.”

“Peter, Peter, Peter, I know that you are a government employee. Do you know what else I know about you?”

“You hacked my phone,” he said.

“We hacked your phone, but we couldn’t break into those other files. Still, you haven’t answered my question. Do you know what else I know about you?”

He threw his head back. His heart kicked faster, and there was that adrenaline running hot through his bloodstream, but there was nowhere for that excess energy to go. Then again, he still understood that fighting was never going to be an option, not against women like them.

He had worried about Tonya, but now he saw these huntresses, and he understood just how outmatched and outclassed he could be. Maybe other guys would have clung to some delusion of strength. Maybe they would have told themselves about their natural killer instincts or whatever.

Peter wasn’t so naïve.

Mina reached for him. By this point, she had sauntered over to the bed, and now she extended her hand, like she was going to glide her fingers along his naked leg, up to his bare thigh, or even toward his cock and balls.

Alyssa reached out and pressed a hand to her associate’s chest, stopping her. Mina pouted, and Alyssa waited. She expected an answer.

“What?” Peter finally asked. “What do you think you know about me?”

“I know that you make donations to specific charities. I know that you pay your bills. I know that you are generally a good person by most ethical norms. I also know that you are just a bureaucrat. You file reports, and you take a few side gigs from time to time, but you aren’t special. Your republic will not go to war over a boy like you. If we took you away right now, and even warned the local authorities, do you know what they would do?”

He didn’t want to answer; he didn’t want to speak at all. He didn’t have a good response, so he needed to stay silent. Still, that woman watched him. As she studied him, something about her gaze invited an answer, and he didn’t know how to resist that impulse. “What would they do?”

“At worst, they would just pretend that it never happened. Maybe they would file a missing person’s report. Still, even if they knew the truth, they would just let you become a file on some hard drive, and you could disappear onto a Confederation world to be used by a woman like me.”

“Or me!” Mina chirped.

Alyssa glanced back at her protégé. At that moment, Peter thought he saw something. Anger? Irritation? Annoyance? He wondered if maybe he would be able to use that later.

“At best…” Alyssa let her voice drift. “They would protest. They would lodge a sternly worded protest, and you know what we would do in the Confederation?”

“What?”

“Laugh,” Alyssa said. When he had first awoken, Peter had listened to this woman, and she had sounded so gentle, more like a preschool teacher than a huntress. Only now, he saw the edge in her stare. She was watching him. More than that, he could already feel like she was training him. “It’s unfortunate, don’t you think? Personally, I would love to live in a galaxy where military might wasn’t the deciding factor in most governmental conflicts. It would be nice if we could just all talk and rely on diplomacy and a common set of shared values. Maybe someday we will get there. For now, this world is allowed to hold onto its independence for one reason. You are useful. Boys like you and the women who populate this world are useful to us because we need a trading post. We need neutral ground. That’s what you provide.”

“If I’m neutral, you can let me go.”

Alyssa raised her hand and wagged her finger in his direction. “You were neutral,” she said, adding special emphasis to that past tense. “But then you decided to take a side, didn’t you? What was your destination?”

“I’m dropping the information off at a bistro on the other side of the city,” he told her, careful to keep his expression completely neutral.

“I don’t like that,” she told him.

Before he could answer, Alyssa climbed up onto the bed with him. She was kneeling there, which meant she towered over him.

Until this moment, he had only been nominally aware of his own nudity. He was a guy. Nakedness could be a little bit embarrassing, but neither Mina nor Alyssa had talked about it, so he had been able to mostly ignore that reality.

Alyssa was about to make it impossible for him to pretend.

She grabbed him, rolled him onto his side, and he tried to fight her, but she was surprisingly strong. His right arm strained. He had a little bit more slack with his left, but it wasn’t actually useful. She had exposed his buttock, and now she touched the curve of his ass with the palm of her hand. Her touch was surprisingly cool.

“I don’t like it when you lie to me, and I don’t like it when you pretend. You don’t get to be a sarcastic jackass, Peter.”

Before he could come up with a response, she slapped his ass!

Her hand flew back, and there was that momentary loss of contact. He still hadn’t figured out what this woman was about to do, probably because she was a huntress, and he had never allowed himself to think about the different techniques they used to train men.

For a boy like Peter, that possibility was always going to be a special kind of scary. Since he was born on this particular world at this particular time, he could pretend that this was who he was supposed to be. He was meant to be the kind of guy who could go into an office, do his job, come home, hang out with his friends, play his games, watch his favorite movies, relax, and read. It never really occurred to him that he could be caught, captured, or tamed.

Getting trained with something that happened to other men.

Getting captured could happen to Duchy soldiers. Then again, they were the men who were involved in those conflicts. They decided to sign up for military service, and they had a chance.

But now, Peter was on his side, strapped down, naked, and she had just struck!

For some reason, his brain couldn’t quite catch up to that reality.

Then the pain darted along his skin. The agony sizzled across his flesh for just a second. It wasn’t the worst pain he had ever experienced, yet the shock still made him stop.

“You were obviously going to take the information to the embassy. Did you have a specific contact?”

This time, Peter stayed silent.

Alyssa spanked him again.

On some distant level behind his eyes between those scattered thoughts, Peter realized that this was a spanking. He was actually getting spanked!

If someone had suggested that this could happen to him, he would have balked; he would have laughed, insisting that it wouldn’t matter because he was a grown man, and a punishment like this couldn’t actually affect him. He could handle a little bit of pain!

But then her hand flashed down again and again. There was that blur of motion, the force, the splash of air, the heat, and the ripple of snapping pain across his nerves. She spanked him several more times, dropping her hand down against his posterior.

“Peter, tell me you’re sorry.”

She released his flank, letting him drop down onto his back again. Heat danced along his cheeks and down his bare chest.

“Why would I do that?”

“Because I can still spank the other side of your ass,” she told him. “And you gained nothing by being stubborn.”

“Fine. I’m sorry.”

“Good boy,” Alyssa said, patting him on the head.

“Can I play with him now?” Mina asked. “I know I could have a lot of fun with him!”

Alyssa glanced over at the other girl. Then she slid off of the mattress altogether, and she walked over to her apprentice.

“Actually, we need to talk.”

“Is this about the fact that I didn’t just stun him right away?”

“That’s exactly what this is about. We have talked about this, Mina. This isn’t a game. We aren’t playing.”

“He’s just a boy. He’s not even a soldier. Of course, we were going to catch him,” Mina said.

“Do you remember how I told you there were going to be consequences? Do you remember how I told you there was going to be a punishment?”

The younger woman said nothing for the next few seconds. Eventually, she acknowledged that point. “Yes.”

“We have his device. I want you to run the hacking algorithms.”

“We can just use an AI for that,” Mina said.

“We could, but I want you to be there. I want you to read the outputs and doublecheck everything the system reports back. We aren’t just going to let this run on autopilot. Understand?”

“But you’re talking about using brute force.”

“I’m talking about being methodical.”

“Can’t we just send his device back to one of our posts? We could get a splicer to start working on it right away.”

“That will take longer. I’m going to focus on talking to this boy, and you’re going to focus on breaking his machine. If you can get through to his slate, you can have him.”

“We both know the chances of an algorithm getting through this kind of encryption are basically zero.”

“And that’s why it’s a punishment,” Alyssa said.

Peter listened to all of this. Even as the women were talking, he wondered whether or not he could use any of this information. He wanted to believe that there was a rift between the two of them. Maybe Mina would get annoyed and angry and frustrated and decide to defect.

No…

That was never going to happen, he quickly decided. Peter didn’t have to be an expert in political science to understand that these women would remain loyal to their Confederation. They were never going to become servants of the patriarchy.

Still, maybe he could use something else. Maybe there was some other way he could try to divide them.

“You’re joking,” Mina said.

“I’m not joking. Go.”

The young huntress opened her mouth to respond. Obviously, she was searching for some kind of rebuttal, some good reason why she needed to stay there to help with him.

Reluctantly, she turned around, left them alone, and shut the door behind her.

“I’m sorry about that,” Alyssa said, turning back to Peter.

“I was serious about what I said before. You can let me go.”

“Technically, you are correct. I can let you go, but I’m not going to do that. Instead, I’m going to work on you, Peter. I’m going to work on you, and I’m going to make sure that you give us everything we need.”

“You don’t have to do this,” he told her.

Alyssa turned away from him as she headed toward the other door before she opened the closet. That was when he saw the different items: whips, paddles, belts, collars, and other exotic instruments.

The moisture drained away from his mouth.

“Tell me something, Peter. Do you think you can be trained?”

“What kind of training are we talking about?”

She glanced over her shoulder, and there was that little smirk tugging at the corner of Alyssa‘s mouth as their eyes met. “You know exactly what I’m talking about. I’m talking about the kind of training where you learn to recognize the superiority of the women around you.”

“You’re not superior,” he said.

“That’s what you think right now,” she told him. “But you need to remember that I come from a very different world.”

Peter saw an opportunity. It wasn’t much, but he had to take it. “What was it like?”

“I know what you’re doing, boy. You’re trying to distract me. What is it? Are you telling yourself that if you can hold out long enough, the authorities will find you?”

That was exactly what he had been thinking. But now he could feel some of the warmth drain away from his cheeks. A chill ran through his body; it flashed out from his spine into his lungs, along his shoulders, all the way up to the curves of his cheeks.

“It’s fine,” she told him. “I know that you’re going to be defiant in the short term. But in the long-term…”

“I’m not going to tell you anything,” he said. Really, those words were more for himself than for her.

“I’m sure that’s what you believe,” she said. “But I was genuinely curious about my question from before. Do you think you can be trained?”

“No.”

“Really? That’s it? Just no?”

“No, I can’t be trained. If that’s what you think you’re going to do here, it’s not going to work!” Right away, he regretted the sincere determination in his voice, but he couldn’t take it back.

Alyssa pulled herself up onto the bed again. She kneeled over him, only now she extended her arms, and she rested her hands just above the straps on his ankles. When she touched him, he felt it. He didn’t flinch, and he didn’t cringe either. Still, there was that flash of sensation, and something deep within his body reacted.

She was beautiful.

He didn’t want to acknowledge that fact. He didn’t want to think about the curves of her cheeks, the contours of her lips, or any of those other details that seemed to draw his attention as a man. But then she brushed her fingers along his legs. She passed his shins and went toward his knees. Then she was touching his thighs.

“Have you ever considered what life is like for a slave in the Confederation?”

He opened his mouth and tried to answer. For some reason, his voice just didn’t want to work.

“I’m sure you’ve heard horror stories or whatever, but there is an uncomfortable truth that I think you should consider. Most of the boys in our territory are happy. They understand their place. They recognize their inferiority, and they accept it because they know that this is the best way for all of us to operate. Women make the decisions, and the men serve and support. Women hold positions of power, and the boys serve.”

“That’s wrong,” he said. “It’s not fair to just deny men every opportunity like that!”

“What’s the point of giving a boy an opportunity if he’s just going to squander it?”

“You don’t know that!”

“Actually, I do. Have you been paying attention to the news, Peter? Have you been thinking about our economic expansion? Our standards of living? Our technological development?”

“What about the information on my slate? There’s something you want.”

“I won’t say that boys are incapable of being clever. Occasionally, they can have very good ideas. But we need to compare these societies in aggregate. Do you know what that means?”

Peter grumbled, “Yes. I know what that means.”

“Aren’t you a smart boy?” she asked, gently gliding her fingertips and nails along the sides of his thighs. He was trying so hard to ignore that attention, but it was almost impossible, especially because something inside of him stirred.

Up until this moment, he told himself that he was able to deny her presence; he didn’t allow his body to react. His cock didn’t twitch, and his face didn’t glow with excitement. Still, he didn’t know how long he was going to be able to hold out, especially because there was that other question…

What was he going to do if she decided to touch him?

This woman had already spanked him, and his backside still tingled after that dose of punishment.

And yet, she could do more. She could do a lot more.

Peter silently told himself not to think about that. Of course, doing his best not to think about this beautiful woman or his own nudity only made it that much more difficult to focus.

“Why wouldn’t you be happy as a servant or a slave or a pet?”

He glared at her, narrowing his eyes as he tried to channel as much defiance as he could into his stare. “Are you serious? You just asked me if I wanted to be a pet.”

“Indulge me,” she said.

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Because you think you’re trying to buy yourself time. Because you know that if I’m not talking to you, then I’m going to be training you. And from what you’ve already told me, I know you don’t want to be trained.”

She made a good set of arguments.

Peter considered all of this even as he tugged halfheartedly against his restraints. He pulled with his arms. He tried to subtly kick out with his feet. Whether she noticed or not didn’t actually matter since he couldn’t get up! Even if he hated the idea, he was genuinely trapped.

“Fine. I will play your game. I don’t want to be a pet because I should be able to make my own decisions.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean?”

“Tell me something. You value your independence. You value your identity. Do you value it over your own happiness? What if I told you that you could be happy as a servant, a slave, or a pet. Wouldn’t it be logical for you to accept my offer?”

“I guess we’ll never know.”

“Unless you force me to train you,” she said.

“We’re never going to find out because I’m never going to break,” he promised her.

She smiled at him. “You’re a boy. You’re going to break.”

The next vid ad began with a low, ambient tone and a slow fade in. A sleek, Confederation skyline stretched across the horizon, its towers glowing with soft, controlled light. Everything appeared orderly. It was all quiet and precise. The women of the Confederation understood that this kind of image didn’t reflect most individuals’ lives, but it was all part of the standard puffery offered by these advertising companies.

The camera descended into a private interior space. A woman stood at the center of the room, composed and confident. She faced the viewer directly, her expression calm and assured.

“In a world built on balance,” she began, her voice smooth and measured, “control is an important part of a happy life. You need to control your man; you need your boy to understand how he and his libido both belong to you.”

The scene shifted.

A display platform illuminated with a soft glow. In this vid ad, this was the first chance for the viewer to see the device: minimalist in design with smooth metallic contours and combined with flexible, adaptive materials. Its structure was elegant and harsh, restrictive and possibly cruel but definitely beautiful. This was the kind of chastity belt a woman would be proud to lock on her boyfriend, her husband, a friend, cousin, brother or any other male in her life who proved he couldn’t be trusted with those sorts of privileges.

“Introducing the latest in behavioral control technology,” the narrator continued. “Engineered for reliability. Designed for peace of mind.”

The camera moved slowly around the device, highlighting its seamless construction and subtle detailing. The view cut to another scene.

Here, a man stood in a well-lit room, looking slightly uncertain. The woman from before approached him with calm confidence. She held the device with ease, as if it were something entirely routine.

The woman said, “Jason, you’ve been defiant, haven’t you?”

“I…I don’t know how to control myself,” he replied.

“Then you shouldn’t have to worry about it because we can use this!”

“With advanced biometric synchronization,” the narrator said, “the system adapts to the individual, ensuring control and stimulation or denial. Once this boy is locked up, he stays locked up!” Even though the narrator clearly intended to speak with a calm and professional demeanor, something about her words echoed the excitement so many women would feel when they bought a belt like this for those special boys in their lives.

The device was shown again. The audience could see the sleek curves, the automatic locks, the sensors and electrodes. 

Then the scene shifted again; this time, a man stood there in nothing but the belt and a collar.

“Once engaged,” the voice continued, “our patented belt provides consistent regulation, eliminating impulsive behavior and reinforcing appropriate boundaries. A boy locked in this will always remember who holds his key…Or you can program the belt with a handheld, external controller, or use voice recognition.”

The video transitioned into a series of composed, everyday scenarios.

First, there was woman working at a desk while a man assisted quietly beside her. Next came a social gathering where men interacted with measured politeness and restraint. The third part of the montage included a peaceful domestic setting where everything appeared orderly and conflict-free. There was a woman seated at the head of the dining room table with a man in a nice shirt and pressed pants serving her.

“Our boys get freedom through structure,” the narrator said. “They get confidence through certainty.”

Another shot showed a woman relaxing in a lounge chair, her attention on a holographic display. In the background, a man moved efficiently as he wiped down her kitchen counter.

“Our devices are for the women who expect reliability,” the voice continued, “and those who value consistency.”

The camera returned to the device once more, now presented against a clean, illuminated backdrop.

“Discreet. Secure. Fully integrated with Confederation behavioral standards.”

A final scene showed the original woman stepping forward again. She looked directly into the viewer, her tone soft but firm.

“The shock features can be used to punish him. The tracker will ensure you always know where he is. The locks are unbreakable by any boy. We offer the best because he needs the best and you deserve the best.”

The company’s logo appeared and spun once before coming to a stop as the narrator made her final point. “Because trust should never be left to chance.”

Her captive bit down, stared at Alyssa, and did his best to show her what he was capable of. Peter needed her to understand that he wasn’t going to be frightened; he wasn’t going to bend or break. She could spank him if she wanted. She could punish him, and she could make it sting. He still wasn’t going to care! He had the codes, and those words were trapped there behind his eyes and between his ears. She wasn’t going to be able to get it out of him!

Peter held onto that silent promise. This was a vow he made to himself. It was a test of his manhood, honor, and dignity!

“I see it in your eyes, Peter. You’re scared. You’re worried that I’m going to break you. You’re worried that I’m going to turn you into something you don’t want to be. You know, you probably are right to be scared. But I want you to understand that you will be happier as a servant, a slave, or a pet. We just have to figure out what kind of boy you are meant to be.”

“An independent one,” he said.

She laughed. She actually threw her head back and laughed like that was one of the best jokes she had ever heard. Then the smile fell away, and she was watching him with this hunger in her eyes. She studied him as she leaned forward, and then her palms were gliding along his inner thighs.

Peter promised himself she was going to stop; she was just teasing him and taunting him.

She didn’t stop. With her left hand, she cupped his balls, gliding her fingers along the underside of his scrotum. With her other hand, she grabbed onto his length. Her fingers were cool to the touch, even as the heat rushed across his body. He could feel those ripping waves of desperation, even as he tried to fight them back. His mouth went dry as he tensed his back and squirmed again. Reflexively, he tried to turn away. He pivoted his hips to the left, then the right, but this woman knew what she was doing. She adjusted, and her hands slid along his manhood, then down his sack.

It felt good! Even if he tried to fight this and hate this, it still felt good. There was something physical, primal, biological, and perfectly written into his DNA that forced him to enjoy this.

Peter fought hard to hold out; he told himself that this was his body, and he could control his reactions.

He was wrong. There was something about her gliding caresses, the way she squeezed, that perfect application of pressure, plus her simple proximity.

As his nostrils flared, he sucked in a desperate breath, and he caught the aroma of something: her perfume, her deodorant, maybe her shampoo…One way or the other, there was that sweet scent, and it made his mouth water even as his manhood hardened.

“You like this,” she told him. “You like this because you like being touched. You’re grateful for the chance. You want this. You need it.”

He swung his head from side to side, slamming his cheeks down against the soft mattress. “No, I don’t like this, and I don’t want it. You have to stop!”

“Silly boy. You are a captive. You don’t tell me what I have to do.”

To prove her point, she continued to play with him.

With just a few more seconds, it felt like he was going to lose control!

Part of him wanted to argue with her and to tell her to stop. “You can’t do this. You can’t just make me come!” Remarkably, he managed to swallow down those words.

Even as he tried to speak, Peter had to enjoy and endure that anticipation.

He was coming close, so incredibly and wonderfully close.

Part of him wanted to just let go. After all, this woman was trying to prove a point, but he didn’t think it was going to work. She was going to touch him? She was going to make him climax? She was a beautiful woman, so obviously she could tease him and stimulate him!

He almost needed to laugh; if this was the worst kind of torture she could come up with, then he could welcome it!

But he didn’t understand how a huntress like her thought, especially because she was watching him and studying him and learning about him.

Although he was coming closer and closer, Peter still did his best to maintain some kind of stoic façade. Despite his best efforts, there were those twitches at the corners of his mouth, the way his eyes fluttered, and the tension darting down his shoulders and into his thighs and buttocks. Writhing, he’s still squirmed, especially because she brought him close to release, but then her grip relaxed.

She continued to stroke him and to caress his length. It felt incredible.

No one had ever touched him like this before; no one had ever wielded this kind of expertise. If anything, it almost reminded him of those moments in his room when he would decide he needed the relief, and he would glide his fingers down between his legs before work or right after he went to bed.

But this was different because he couldn’t predict what she was going to do.

“You like this, don’t you? You want it. You need it. You’re a boy, so you can be stimulated. You’re a boy, so you can be manipulated.”

This time, he did speak. “Anyone can be manipulated.”

“But just think about how you feel right now and what you want. Think about the fact that you have a woman above you, and I am willing to give you an orgasm, especially if you tell me the code. What is the decryption key?”

Right away, he knew it was a bad idea, yet he laughed!

He looked up at her, and he laughed, which meant she was going to pull her hands away. She was going to pout, and then he was going to wonder how or why these women were taking over the galaxy, especially if they were so foolish.

She didn’t. Instead, her hands started to move faster, sliding up and down with each calculated squeeze. She teased the tip of his cock, the part of her thumb gliding along his opening before she moved her palm down to his base. Again, she squeezed, and it felt so good!

The laughter evaporated at the base of his throat, only to be replaced by those eager moans of desire.

At this point, his attempt at stoicism failed. He couldn’t hide any of those feelings as they rocked all along his body. From his fingertips to his toes, up along his shoulders and neck, all the way to the roots of his hair, Peter squirmed and struggled as the delicious tension washed over him.

This was going to be the best orgasm of his life!

“Tell me. What is it? What is the decryption key?”

He couldn’t answer. At that point, it wasn’t even about resistance or restraint. Instead, he was losing himself as she used both of her hands.

Peter loved to fantasize about sex. He was a boy, and he couldn’t help himself. There was that drive programmed into the core of his identity. Even so, he had never realized it could feel like this!

“Tell me, boy.”

He couldn’t! He wouldn’t!

On some level, Peter was so proud of himself because he understood that he was about to get this incredible orgasm, and that mighty pleasure was about to cascade along his frame. It was going to rush along every nerve in his body!

Better yet, he didn’t have to give her anything!

This woman wasn’t nearly as smart as she thought!

That reality was going to make this orgasm so much better!

“Tell me, boy,” she instructed. Curiously, she still didn’t sound frantic or panicked. And in some tiny corner of his brain, Peter realized that she wasn’t getting upset.

It didn’t matter because this was going to be so good! This was going to be the kind of incredible completion that boys always chased whenever they touched themselves!

Then she stopped.

Peter blinked.

Unable to process this new development, he blinked, his eyes fluttering as he looked up at her. He saw that beautiful woman. He drank in the shine of her eyes, the warm smile on her face, the slender contours of her neck, shoulders, and the curves of her breasts. He saw all of this as she kneeled above him, only now she had gently placed both of her palms against his hips as she leaned forward and looked down at him.

“You’re going to tell me.”

Foolishly, Peter had to ask, “Why, why did you stop?”

Punishment? Seriously? Why did Mina have to endure any kind of punishment? That didn’t seem right. That didn’t sound fair.

Then again, the dark haired girl could acknowledge the reality that she had played with their prey.

Then again, that didn’t seem like much of a problem, especially since this boy never stood a chance. Peter Drake was handsome or cute or whatever, but he was still just a boy. No matter what kind of guy he thought he was, he couldn’t contend with a huntress. He certainly couldn’t escape two of them!

“We had him. We had him, so I had every right to play with him…” Mina said, reaching out and tapping the desk in front of her. At the same time, she studied the six screens arrayed over the desk.

Numbers, progress bars, and statistical loadouts played out in front of her.

The one to the far left finished, and she got the same negative result.

“What a surprise.”

She probably sounded childish as she let the bit her annoyance tighten her vocal cords, but she didn’t care, especially when she sat there with her legs crossed under the desk and her head resting against her knuckles.

On the other side of that wall, Alyssa was playing with that boy.

Alyssa wished she could join them. At the very least, she would’ve liked to observe.

This was something that Mina had never really understood; male psychology was probably her favorite field of study. Learning infiltration, deception, splicing, weapons, and tactical deployment were all really fun. As a young woman, Mina had never actually needed to wonder what she was going to do with her life. She wasn’t like some of the other girls who went through their primary and secondary education, only to wonder aloud, “What do I want to be when I grow up?”

For Mina, the answer had always been obvious: a huntress.

She was pretty enough that she could have been an influencer, a model, an actress, a singer, or some other kind of content creator. She could have just walked around in front of different recorders, camera cameras, and holographic capture units. Men wanted to worship her, and women instinctively liked her.

Even so, Mina had known that she wanted to travel the galaxy, hunt the boys, and bring them back.

That was always an exquisite task.

Better yet, it sounded exciting, there was always something new to learn, there would always be a challenge, and she could make the universe a better place while also knowing she would be successful.

Maybe that was her favorite part.

In other professions, women had to worry about these difficult, final outcomes and questions that would never really be solved. Her older sister was an economist; even if the Confederation had a balanced budget, a substantial trade surplus, and shockingly strong monetary reserves, Mina’s sister still contemplated these different imbalances that could build up within the economy. Bubbles would still form, and investors would still lose money here or there. Not only that, the various traders and investors constantly chased the best returns possible. Additionally, there were those nasty questions about regulation and taxation. Obviously, some rules needed to be implemented. But which ones? Which ones were going to help the economy? Which ones would improve general prosperity? Which taxation policies would stifle innovation? Which tax cuts would leave vital services unfunded? So her sister went to her conferences, and she discussed these important questions with other smart women, but they were never going to get a perfect answer. Even if they looked back, they would see what had worked or failed under one particular set of circumstances, and then they would have to wonder whether or not the current problem was analogous.

Mina didn’t want that kind of issue.

Instead, she thought about the life of the hunters and the perfect game she could play. Her superiors gave her a target, she tracked the boy, she hunted him down, and then she would haul him back. Maybe his ankles and wrists would be bound together. Maybe he would be loaded up in a cage. Perhaps he would wear a bit, bridle, and halter. Or maybe he would be locked in arm binders and crawling at her feet, like a cute little puppy dog.

Mina pushed her chair back from the desk, even as she watched the next screen indicate the negative result.

She flexed her fingers.

“Damn. This really is a good punishment,” she muttered to herself as she initiated the next set of decryption protocols. And even if she didn’t want to admit it, she had to wonder whether or not Alyssa was right. Maybe she should have been more aggressive. But that wasn’t fun…

Despite everything her mentor and instructors back at the Academy had said, Mina still couldn’t see these boys as genuine threats. Technically, it was possible they could get lucky. Still, Mina was young and smart and fast. She could take on these boys.

Patience?

Conservative battle tactics?

It just seemed so unnecessary.

But then she heard that male moan with desperation, and Mina really wished she could be inside of that other room. She wanted to see him strapped down again, squirming and helpless, especially at that perfect moment when he finally realized he would break.

She didn’t think it would take much longer.

Alyssa didn’t answer immediately. She had pulled her hands away from his cock and balls.

His eyes were wide, and he wasn’t thinking clearly or coherently. If his brain had been working normally and properly, then Peter would have simply gone silent. He would have pretended that he didn’t care about her touch.

But he did!

At that moment, every inch of his body screamed out for her to continue and finish!

“Why, why did you stop?”

As a man, he wasn’t supposed to care about this. Maybe an immature boy wouldn’t really know how to pause any given activity, but he had maturity on his side. He had experience. He was supposed to be able to control and own his emotions.

“Because I’m teaching you a lesson, Peter. Don’t worry. I know this is going to be something that is very hard for you to learn, but we are going to repeat the lesson as many times as you need.”

“There’s nothing I need to learn from you,” he shot back. Normally, he wouldn’t use that kind of venomous tone, but he wanted that orgasm so badly! He didn’t understand how he was supposed to contend with this kind of desperation. Longing ripped him, squeezing every inch of his skin from every direction all at once!

Before this, Peter had heard some guys talk about how they would get really horny and feel really dumb. They only really could enjoy true clarity after they finished. For the first time, he understood what that meant!

How was this possible?

Even that was a foolish question. Of course he was going to be excited. Of course, the desire and desperation would wash over him. There was this beautiful woman smiling down at him. Even that condescending rise of the corners of her mouth made him want to do something.

Then it occurred to him. Bizarrely, he wanted to please her. He wanted to satisfy her. He wanted to tell her or perform for her. He would give her whatever she wanted, so long as she would touch him again!

That impulse was there, but he quickly shoved it down into the inner recesses of his psyche for one very good reason.

An orgasm wasn’t worth what she wanted.

He didn’t know what that program contained, but he was going to take his position as a courier seriously. He was going to hold out.

That was what he thought right until that moment when she reached down, and she stroked him. Her fingers slid along the sides of his cock.

Fresh moans vibrated deep within his chest. More! He craved and needed more!

Within just a couple of desperate heartbeats, that answer seemed to overwhelm him, burying everything else. For a second or two, he indulged in this fantasy where he didn’t have to think about the probe, intergalactic politics, or anything else.

Even more pernicious, there was this justification. What if that data wasn’t even important? For all he knew, it contained a recipe for chocolate chip cookies! Did he really have to endure this just because of that?

But then he looked back up at her, and he saw something in her face.

“I’m not going to let you own me! I’m not going to let you tame me!” He rolled out those words, one after another.

Consequently, the huntress was supposed to pull her hands away from that spot between his legs.

It was going to be a punishment, but he was braced for it. This time, he prepared himself for that absence of sensation. He could do it. He could take it!

But she didn’t. She slowed down, her hands gliding along his cock. He tried to push up, to rub himself against the palms of her hands and the curves of her fingers. He needed that incredible, delicious give, and the excitement would spin into that rush of completion. He needed to feel his cock throb as he came. He wanted that warm delight to rush through his body.

Instead, she adjusted her grip. When he pushed forward, she relaxed her grip, drawing away. She compensated again and again, making it impossible for him to get the required friction or pressure.

And when he dropped back down and tried to relax every muscle in his body, she squeezed a little harder. She kept him right there, right on the edge of everything he needed!

“Tell me you can be trained.”

“I, I’m not going to do it. I can’t. I won’t!”

“You can and you will because you know that I’m not even asking you for the key right now. All I’m asking you to do is tell me that you can be trained. Go on. Do you really want to be a stubborn boy? After all, you’re smarter than some of the other boys, aren’t you? You understand that I can keep doing this for as long as I need to in order to get what I want. And right now, I’m giving you a very simple task. It’s a task so simple that even a boy like you should be able to handle it. Tell me you can be trained. Tell me that men can be tamed.”

He wasn’t going to do it! He wasn’t going to break!

Her tone shifted, becoming almost playful and contemplative at the same time. “You know, you aren’t proving anything special right now. You might want to hold out and to insist that you are demonstrating your capacity for resistance or rebellion or whatever, but that simply is not true.”

“I’m not going to give you what you want! I’m never going to give you what you want!”

“You can’t hold out forever,” she said simply.

It was true.

“And you know it,” Alyssa continued. “That’s why you should just relax and enjoy it. After all, I could retract my offer at any moment. Go on. Be a good boy. Earn your treat. Earn your treat, good boy.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“Why wouldn’t I? Don’t you remember? I looked through your phone. I didn’t just learn about your name and your address or where you work. I also learned about you.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Boys reveal a lot about themselves based on the games they play. Did you know that your games, in particular, contain your chat logs?”

“What?” Peter was having a hard time following. The words sounded like a basic conversation, but his cock was hard, the pleasure was running through his skin, and he knew what he wanted and craved, yet this girl was talking about chat logs, and his games?

She chuckled. “It’s true. You have to go down into the code, but you can find the information there. So what kind of player are you? What kind of boy are you? There are those various specific arc types. Some boys are brash and aggressive. They get loud and obnoxious online. They think they are better than everyone else. Is that you? Are you a mild mannered boy back at your office, only to go online to pretend to be someone else? Do you need that power fantasy? Or maybe you are more of a caregiver? There are some guys who play, and they love just being a part of the team. They want to be a healer. They want to be kind and compassionate. They like it when others can rely on them. Is that you, Peter? Or maybe you are someone else? Maybe you’re more of a generalist. You’re the kind of player who wants to be able to slip into a team and take on whatever role is necessary. Is that you? Or maybe you’re a trickster? Are you a joker, Peter?”

“None of this matters! It doesn’t tell you anything! I just play those games to pass the time!”

“Not at all. Games form the foundation of our identity. They’re probably just as important as the stories we tell.”

At some other place or time, this would have been a genuinely fascinating discussion, yet this hunter has continued to play with his shaft. Her fingers brushed along his balls, up to the root of his member, along his length, all the way to the tip.

At the same time, his mouth was dry by now. It had nothing to do with nervous excitement. Instead, he had been panting so hard and so long that the roof of his mouth was dry!

“Tell me that you can be trained. Tell me that all boys can be tamed.”

“I’m not going to do it!”

“Then I’m going to tell you that you are a tactician. You are a smart boy, and you really like to think through the different consequences of what happens based on how you play. So guess what? That’s what you should do right now. Go on. Give up something small in order to get what you want.”

“I want you to let me go!”

“Maybe I will let you go if you give me what I really want? But we both know that you haven’t learned your lesson yet, and you are still very stubborn, so…”

He was about to say something. She must’ve realized it. She squeezed his cock, and suddenly his eyes went wide, his mouth opened, and a moan jumped past his lips instead of coherent words.

But that was the point.

Maybe she was trying to prove something. Or maybe she was trying to learn something about him. If so, she was winning.

He hated that silent acknowledgment that burned right behind his eyes, but it was true. This huntress was winning! The agent of the Dawn Star Confederation used his cock like a joystick; he was a different kind of game, and she was playing him!

Despite all of this, he still couldn’t push himself past that invisible, biological line. He couldn’t achieve that physiological perfection! He needed the rush of pleasure. He ached for those chemicals to soak into his brain, but he still couldn’t make it happen!

But she could…

And all she wanted was for him to say something.

If she continued to play with him like this, she was going to exhaust him. She would drain away all of his strength.

But if he gave her what she wanted, and she allowed him to climax, then maybe he would be able to think clearly again. Perhaps he would be able to recover some of his strength.

His body quivered as he tightened his fingers into fists.

She watched him. She studied him. At that moment, he closed his eyes, so he didn’t get to see her face. He didn’t get to spot that little flicker of triumph because she already knew what he was going to do.

He was a boy, and she was a skilled and experienced huntress. She knew what she was doing. She knew how to play with him and push him.

“I can be trained!”

“And?”

Her captive grimaced. He growled. Sharp frustration swirled through his chest, but he looked back at her. “Fine. I will say it. It doesn’t mean anything, but I’m going to say it!” He knew he was playing a dangerous game there, especially because he was still her captive, and she could still punish him however she liked. He was fully aware that giving him a dose of pain followed by this rush of pleasure was just this woman proving a point.

He needed to remember that this was going to be a longer struggle. That was the most important point. He couldn’t waste all of his energy here.

“I can be trained, and all men can be tamed!”

She leaned down, her body coming closer and closer. For a moment, he thought she was going to kiss him. He wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Despite everything, there was this rush of anticipation, and he flashed back to a secondary school dance. He had gone because one of his friends bugged him about it, and then there was this girl, and she asked him to dance, and she wanted to talk to him after. He didn’t have a crush on her or anything like that, but she had still asked him if he would step outside with her, and they were walking, and suddenly they found themselves off in this quiet, dark corner between a couple of the administrative buildings, and she had leaned in. At the time, there had been that flutter of excitement right before their lips touched.

Alyssa didn’t kiss him. Instead, her cheek slid along the side of his face, and then she whispered down into his ear, “That’s right, Peter.” Her voice was soft, breathy, and painfully intimate. Despite everything, there was that arousal lodged in his chest and between his legs, only now a different sensation gripped him.

It was hope.

He didn’t know how or why that was possible, and Alyssa didn’t give him the opportunity to think about it. Instead, she continued. “You’re a boy, so you can be trained. All boys can be tamed. You can all be collared, trained, taught, and owned. That’s the point. You’ve been lied to for a very long time, but that’s what it means to be a man. Men are meant to serve. We are meant to lead. We are in charge, and you will eventually serve. That’s the best way. That is what will make you and everyone else happiest. Don’t you want to be a good boy? Don’t you want to be happy?”

Every softly insidious word vibrated along his eardrums as she continued to talk.

Peter tried to react; he waited for some rush of disappointment, anger, desire, or even laughing skepticism. He needed to respond!

And yet, she spoke, and then her hand found his cock again. With her middle two fingers, she stroked him, just barely touching him. Even so, that ephemeral contact was enough to make him squirm with desperation.

He tugged and yanked against his bonds. He pulled on those straps, desperate to break free, but he still couldn’t do it! He tried so hard, but it didn’t work!

Then she slid back and rose to her knees once again. She was watching him, and he maintained that eye contact. At first, he thought there was something defiant about staring back at her, like he needed to show her that he wasn’t intimidated, even if he had given up that first point.

Only then she touched him again. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, and she squeezed harder this time. “Come for me, boy.”

It wasn’t permission. It wasn’t even an announcement of what was going to happen.

It was a command; it was an order.

In that moment, he knew he had to hold out.

He couldn’t.

Peter failed.

She squeezed, rubbing him, teasing him, and touching him. But at that moment, she understood exactly how much pressure and friction and what kind of soft give this boy needed.

She made sure he had it!

He lost control!

He surrendered, all while she stole that orgasm. Even if he had tried with every iota of his being to resist, he couldn’t deny the power of her touch. He yanked against his bonds, pulling them tight. He tried to kick and punch out. He arched his back, shoved his heels down, yet he still lost control! There was one spurt after another. With every moment, he could feel those bursts of satisfaction.

Then it was done, and his face was hot, and he was breathing hard. His body felt drained and exhausted, like some core resource had been finally used.

Peter closed his eyes. He closed his eyes, and he tried to relax.

Ultimately, he knew that he was still strapped down and a captive. He was still at their mercy.

Still, he had held out for a little while, and that other dynamic still applied. He had called law-enforcement. He didn’t know exactly where he was or where those women had taken him, but he was sure that people were looking for him. At some point, they would find him. If he could just hold out long enough…

He came.

Mina could hear that moment when he lost control. Mina paused and listened.

“Screw this,” she muttered.

Still, she wasn’t completely irresponsible as a huntress. She glanced up at the screens and saw that she had at least five or ten minutes until the next program required an intervention.

She slipped out of the room with the computers, snuck down the hall, and disappeared back into her own small bed chamber.

Realistically, it was nothing but a cot, another desk, one chair, an empty closet, and her bags down on the floor.

Mina stripped, pulling off her vest, blouse, kicking away her shoes, and shimming out of her panties and pants at the same time.

Then she was on the bed, and she ran one hand through her hair. Her left hand gripped the back of her skull, and she spread her legs. She closed her eyes, and she reached down.

When her fingertips brushed along her pussy, Mina instantly understood that she made the right choice because she needed this.

More importantly, she deserved it.

Yeah, she had made a bad mistake out in the field, and it could have theoretically cost them something meaningful. But it didn’t, so was it really that big of a deal?

Mina decided she didn’t want to worry about those questions. Later on, she could become a different kind of huntress. For now, she was willing to rely on her skill, speed, and brutal efficiency.

So what if she wanted to play with that boy?

That boy…

He was older than her. He was significantly more mature.

For some reason, that didn’t bother her. On the contrary, it excited her.

Mina had talked about this with her older sister as well as her cousins. There were those sleepovers before she had gone off to the academy, and the girls would be cuddled up down in the living room.

They ate popcorn, chugged their fruit drinks, laughed, and talked about the future.

Then there was her one cousin who said, “I like the idea of having an older husband. I think that could be a lot of fun. He would be more mature, and I think he would have a better sense of what it means to obey me. Besides, you know what it’s like with boys our own age. They get kind of gross. Sometimes, even the ones raised here end up thinking they should have rights or whatever.”

“Boy, rights,” Mina remembered someone saying.

Mina wasn’t really sure if she agreed with her cousin. Still, she thought about their captive, and there was this curiosity. There was this desire.

Maybe it was just the fact that Alyssa told her to work on the decryption process.

In any case, Mina knew what she wanted; she understood what she needed. Since she had some time…

She indulged. She kept her legs spread as her fingers slid along her opening, and she wondered which boy would populate her fantasy.

It was going to be him: Peter Drake.

She thought of him back in that bedroom. She thought of him tied down.

For a moment, she wondered what he was going to say. Perhaps he would look up at her and glare. “I’m going to get out of here. I’m going to break out of here, and I’m going to make you pay for this!”

It was so easy to imagine that defiant boy calling out those words, so she thought about simply gagging him. She wanted to shove a muzzle over his face, locking his teeth together and trapping his jaw. This way, he wouldn’t be able to say anything disobedient or defiant. And then she would sit there above him, and maybe she would be holding onto a shock baton. She wanted to glide it along his flank, around his nipples, down to his stomach, then over to his inner thighs. She thought about shocking his right leg, followed by his left.

He would howl. He would cry out, and she would laugh, and then she would keep doing it!

In reality, she slid her fingers along her pussy as the excitement rushed through her body, all because she knew that he was helpless.

For other girls indulging in their other fantasies, it was always a question of impossibility. Those girls weren’t going to meet their favorite celebrities. They wanted to get to encounter their favorite streamers or musicians. Maybe a particularly rich woman would be able to go to a singer’s owner and ask for some private time. If enough money could change hands, then maybe he would be collared and naked and in her suite, waiting for the chance to serve her and fulfill her sexual fantasies.

But for most women, that simply wasn’t a possibility. Those famous men were a very scarce resource, and their owners made a point of hoarding them.

But Peter Drake was a rogue boy, and Mina loved them! She loved seeing the defiance in their eyes; she loved watching as they squirmed and struggled.

Inevitably, they were all trained. They were all tamed.

As far as Mina was concerned, no boy could resist. Then again, during her more humble moments, she had to acknowledge that she had only studied those boys in textbooks and at the academy. She was still learning a lot.

And yet, she was certain.

She believed.

She had faith in the Confederation, and the right of women to rule. This was how the universe was supposed to work. As a huntress, it was her obligation to help.

And she could help with him…

She thought about shocking him again and again. She thought about rolling him onto his side, smacking his ass, only then starting to caress him. After that, she could play with his cock, making him nice and hard.

Unlike Alyssa, Mina would be quick. She would alternate between pleasure and pain, bliss and torment, until this boy was exhausted. She would toy with him, stripping away his defenses and defiance.

Then she would yank that gag off of him.

At some point, he would try to say something, but she would kiss him. She would grab the sides of his face, lean down, tilt his head to her preferred angle, and press her mouth to his. She would slip her tongue between his teeth, and she would kiss him hard.

Then she would climb on top of him, mount him, and then she would grind her pussy against his mouth. At the same time, she would command him to service her. Inevitably, he would obey.

As a boy, he wouldn’t be able to help himself! Maybe he would try to resist. Maybe, behind his eyes or along some dark corner of his mind, he would still do his best to cling to those mistaken beliefs about masculine independence or boy rights.

“Lick. Lick me, nice and fast and nice and hard!” Mina mouthed those words in the privacy of her quarters. Meanwhile, her fingers continued to slide along her crevice. But now she pressed down. She thought about his tongue. She thought about his defiant, rebellious tongue.

Left on his own, he would probably talk about how he should be able to make his own choices.

But that was wrong, and she could show him. She could show him in that most obvious and physical way possible! When he was tied down and on his back, helpless, he would start to understand what it meant to be a man!

That was what she really wanted to show him! That was what she really needed to teach him!

“Lick me! Lick my pussy, boy! Lick my clit and make me feel good!”

Mina pressed down a little harder, a little faster.

The excitement spun faster until it exploded into that rush of tension. The pleasure flooded across her skin as she arched her back, kicked down, and embraced the wild burst of satisfaction. Then she was done and panting, staring up at the ceiling.

Part of her wanted to march back into that other room, straddle that boy, and enjoy another orgasm, only this time she wouldn’t be writing some fantasy version of that rogue male. Alas, that wasn’t a possibility because this girl still had to face the rest of her punishment.

Additional decoding protocols waited for her.

She left him there. He was exhausted. That much was obvious. She had teased him, stimulating him, and leaving him so desperately and ridiculously eager. She had seen it in his eyes, so now she looked down at him.

For a couple of seconds, she wondered exactly where he would end up. There were lots of possibilities for a boy like him. Technically, he wasn’t owned by a citizen of the Confederation. Consequently, he still had rights on this world.

She tilted her head to the side and contemplated the question of a diplomatic incident. Remaining undercover was important. Then again, that presented two possibilities for Alyssa and Nina. The first was to take him, extract the information necessary, and let him go. If she genuinely intended to release him, maybe he would sense her sincerity and decide to cooperate faster.

She understood the importance of that information.

By now, the engagement at Daedalus had spread all across the grid. The information had jumped from one world to another. For a long time, plenty of influencers had been able to get views, likes, clicks and subscriptions by talking about the seemingly eternal battle between the two galactic superpowers. For Alyssa, it would always seem strange, but it was true: this was just a general debate for the citizens on a neutral planet, like this one.

Long-term, maybe they would have to take sides. But for now, the locals could simply debate their personal preferences. Matriarchy or patriarchy? Which one would be the best for them? And of course, both sides had easy and automatic reasons to prefer one outcome over the other.

Alyssa smiled as she considered all of those different points.

If he didn’t need to be released, then he would make an excellent specimen.

For the next few seconds, Alyssa contemplated what his fate might be. For her, it was a little more than a bemused fantasy, but it was still fun, especially when she reached down and brushed her fingers along his forehead, down between his brows, then along his cheek. She petted him, gently stroking him.

Remarkably, he didn’t flinch or turn away. He didn’t even open his eyes.

Alyssa could guess why not.

He didn’t want to face the reality of what was going on. He didn’t want to think about the fact that he had just climaxed, yet that meant he needed to face the truth. He was helpless. He had been captured. He had information that Alyssa would try to extract from him.

Or maybe he was doing his best to think about this tactically, like he just wished to hold out for as long as possible, which meant he could stay quiet and hope she would allow him a few more minutes.

As an interrogator, she understood the fundamental conflict. If she took her time, the odds of breaking him went up. But if she waited too long, the battle situation could change.

Even at that moment, she wondered whether or not the Duchy battle fleets were preparing for some kind of strike.

She wasn’t an interstellar tactician, but Alyssa assumed they didn’t really know what they had. According to the reports she had reviewed, the Duchy admiral had probably used that toxic code as a last resort. That meant it was just a test. It was a test that had carried very few hopes with it. Those men wouldn’t be ready with attack fleets. Instead, they would have to repair their ships, load their munitions, get their cruisers in position, and try to strike all at once.

Would they?

Would they be brave enough?

She doubted it.

This time, it had nothing to do with her personal feelings about the bravery or wisdom of the male sex. Rather, she doubted the bureaucrats in charge would be bold enough for something like that. Perhaps they could strike back, seize some territory, inflicting meaningful damage, and altering the state of the conflict between them. But still, they could expose huge chunks of their forces, only to get wiped out, especially if the Confederation scientists and researchers had already figured out some kind of countermeasure.

That was one of the hardest parts about fighting in a conflict like this. It was impossible to know what the opposition could do at any given moment.

Of course, that was why Mina and Alyssa were on this world in the first place. They supplied their superiors with information.

And now, she had to get the key.

She stroked his face, and he kept his eyes shut.

“You could be such a good boy. We could have so much fun with you. You know, if you just tell us what we need to know right now, I could promise to take you back to Confederation space.”

He proved that he wasn’t asleep as his lips hardened into a frustrated pout. Clearly, he wished he could say something, but he wasn’t going to provoke her because he didn’t want to face another dose of punishment or interrogation. She continued to glide the back of her hand along his cheek and down his neck. She stroked his shoulder, his arm, and his forearm. Her fingertips barely touched him, yet she was certain that her caresses left those soft tingles racing across his nerves.

Perhaps that unnerved him; maybe he didn’t like the idea that this woman had captured him, and now she made him feel good.

“Personally, I think you would make excellent livestock. I’m sure that’s not what you would choose for yourself, but I bet you would get used to the bit and bridle. You know, I caught a scientist a few years ago. He was an interesting guy. He was working for a third-party corporation. He developed weapons. He was trying to come up with a new missile engine or maybe it was a drone fuselage. To be honest, I never really figured it out. All I needed to do was get the password to his cloud accounts. That way my superiors would have access to all of his work.”

Peter listened, yet he still didn’t say anything.

That was fine with Alyssa as she continued. “After I caught him, put a control collar on him, and I disciplined him. I punished him. Along the way, he tried to fight so hard. He was incredibly stubborn. He lasted several weeks. Along the way, he insulted me as best he could. He called me every kind of name you can think of. So do you know what I did with him? Once I finally cracked him and had all of the information I needed, I sold him off as a pony boy. Did you know that we do that sometimes? Yeah, it’s a special kind of outcome for some of our boys.”

Absentmindedly, she kept running her fingers along his skin. At this point, her hand went past the strap on his right wrist, then up his forearm to his shoulder. Still absentminded, she slid her fingernail around his nipples. They hardened, and maybe there was a little hint of red along his cheeks and down his throat.

“There are actually specialty farms where men are kept as livestock. They pull plows and do everything in that very traditional way. You know what I mean? The men have bits in their mouths, and they can even be given feed bags. They’re kept naked and locked up. For the most part, that’s a novelty. Obviously, our agricultural technologies are far superior to anything the boys could do. But it’s still a nice getaway. I visited one of those farms a little while ago. There was this beautiful bed-and-breakfast overlooking a lake, and on the other side of the structure, there was the barn with all the boys, and we could go out and feed them and play with them or have them pull our carts. A couple of the bigger and stronger guys could actually be ridden. They have these specialty saddles. Would you like that? Would you like that, Peter?”

If he hoped to annoy or irritate her with his stubborn silence, he must’ve been disappointed.

After all, her tone didn’t change. There was still that wistful sense of nostalgia with every word she said to him. “Then there are the girls who just want to own a pony boy. Sometimes they show ponies. Sometimes they race. I think it’s pretty frequent that they are just kept in their stalls and exercised on a daily basis. It’s a simple life. Would you like that? Would you like a simple life?”

Her hand continued to move along his body.

“Or would you rather be a servant? Would that be better for you? Do you need a sense of purpose in your life? Are you happy with the way things are right now? You do office work. But do you feel like you are making the world a better place? Do you feel like you contribute?”

Peter didn’t open his eyes, but he finally spoke. The temptation overwhelmed him. “Being a servant to some random woman wouldn’t be any more meaningful.”

Alyssa chuckled. She didn’t draw her hand back or stop or even slow down. Instead, she continued to slide her fingertips along his skin.

“Actually, it would.”

Perhaps he regretted speaking up. He went quiet again.

Alyssa didn’t mind, especially when she told him, “I think there’s something very noble about dedicating yourself to something very simple. I mean, we think about meaning and what it means to be something like a hero, and we have these huge ideas. If you want to be special, you have to lead a battlefleet, get elected Prime Minister of the world, or become a judge overseeing some huge court system. And yeah, you might be more likely to get remembered by historians, but you can find much smaller meaning if you look.”

Peter still did not reply.

“Here’s an example. I looked through your handheld slate, and I saw your photographs.”

Peter didn’t open his eyes, but there was that little hint of movement on his face, like he was trying so hard to keep his eyes shut.

“They’re good,” she continued. “Maybe you only think of yourself as a hobbyist, but that doesn’t matter. Do you know why? It doesn’t matter because I saw your work, and I was impressed. You did some really beautiful work with those natural landscapes, especially the rivers. The way you played with color and lighting? I was impressed. I won’t lie to you, Peter. I don’t really know anything about photography. Still, I saw them, and I was impressed. You showed me a new perspective. You gave me something to think about. I won’t forget that.”

Her captive boy opened his mouth, and he tugged against his restraints, yet he still didn’t open his eyes, nor did he speak.

“Service can be the same thing,” Alyssa promised him. “You can dedicate yourself to one woman. You can understand that she owns you, and you can do your very best to make her life better. And in turn, she will take care of you, giving you that purpose. Think of it as symbiotic.”

Again, his lips twitched like he desperately needed to say something, but he stopped himself.

“And then there’s that other possibility. Maybe you’ll just be a slave. Maybe you won’t need to think for yourself at all because you will simply be kept as a piece of property, one that’s meant to be used however your owner sees fit.” Alyssa ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her molars. Her lips were parted for a few seconds, and then she shook her head. “Anyway, I think you’re going to need something special. Just relax.”

Alyssa turned around.

That was the moment when Peter opened his eyes, and he watched her.

Despite his recent orgasm, he told himself that he was searching for some kind of weakness, something that she might reveal as she turned her back on him. Unfortunately, he remained strapped down, so it wasn’t like he could try to knock her out with a quick punch to the back of her skull.

When she began to turn again, he shut his eyes.

First, she slipped the eye mask over his face. This time, Peter blinked, but he couldn’t tell the difference between his eyelids and the perfect black of the mask covering the top half of his face. She had slipped it on quickly and efficiently, like she had done this many times before.

“What is this? What are you doing to me?” Peter began to say, which was just another mistake because the eye mask wasn’t the only piece of equipment she had retrieved.

She slipped the rubber cylinder between his teeth, gagging him. Then she forced his head up with that same quick instinct. She pulled the straps along the sides of his face, and she connected them behind his head, locking the gag into place.

His eyes were probably open and reflexively darting from side to side as he searched for some new information.

“Don’t worry. That will help,” she said. “This is a very good process, and it’s going to be very useful for you. Just relax.”

He didn’t.

Of course, he didn’t!

Unable to see or speak, he thrashed there on the bed, rocking his body from side to side.

Only then she kept his cheeks between the palms of her hands, and she leaned down. Almost like she was talking to a skittish horse or a frightened puppy dog, she told him, “Peter, it’s okay. Just relax, boy. You can relax. I’m here, and I’ve got you. You’re not getting away, and this is going to happen. You can relax and let it happen, or you can fight, and it’s going to happen anyway.”

The boy had to be wondering that obvious question: what? What was she going to do to him?

Little by little, he settled down, probably because he understood that he wasn’t going to be able to resist her. Maybe he told himself something about trying to hoard his resources or cling to what little strength he had.

In any case, he relaxed.

“Good boy,” she said. Again, she used that gently reassuring and condescending tone with him. “Very good. You’re a good boy. And since you’re being such a good boy, I’m going to tell you what is going to happen. First, I’m going to collar you. Second, I’m going to place a synaptic amplifier on your forehead. It’s going right here,” she told him, reaching down and poking one side of his forehead. “Don’t worry. It’s not going to hurt. It’s just going to help you. It’s going to help you relax and sleep and think about how things should be.”

The captured male shouted something. The words were swallowed by the gag. At the same time, he yanked and twisted, fighting again. She still couldn’t see his eyes, but Alyssa could understand a little bit of what he tried to say.

Besides, it was easy enough to guess.

“No, this isn’t brainwashing. Yes, our scientists are working on full psychological control, but this is more about putting you in the proper frame of mind. There are chemical differences between someone who is open to a new idea and someone who is simply angry. This is going to help you.”

That was when she attached something to his forehead at that one spot. That adhesive stuck to his skin, so now he could feel a small piece of metal.

“This is going to be good for you. Just relax. Relax and enjoy it. I can help you relax.”

Next, she reached for the last piece.

She grabbed him by his hair, forced his head up, and slid the collar around his neck. Immediately, he felt the electrodes. He swallowed as she drew the band tight around his throat, and then she secured the lock. He heard that click. He thought he heard the buzz of servos as they engaged. Then again, maybe that was just his imagination.

“I’m going to tell you something, Peter. I want you to listen to the sound of my voice.”

He did his best to shout and talk over her. “But first, I want you to know that you can buck around and try to break free, but if you have a lot of adrenaline running through your system, that’s going to make you more vulnerable to the synaptic amplifier. You have to ask yourself if that’s really what you want to happen here.”

If this bothered Alyssa, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she continued talking. “You don’t have to believe me if you don’t want to. For whatever it’s worth, I’m not lying.”

Was she? Was she telling the truth?

He couldn’t see her face. Then again, even if he had been able to examine her features carefully, Peter understood that there wasn’t any way for him to be able to know, with any kind of certainty, especially if this woman was a huntress who routinely operated outside of the Confederation. She was interrogating him; she was basically a spy!

Little by little, he relaxed. His chest kept pumping, and his heart slammed against the bars of its cage, yet he understood that squirming and fighting wasn’t going to help.

“Good boy,” she said.” Now, I want you to relax and think about something. I want you to think about the matriarchy. I want you to think about your role, your status, and what kind of boy you really want to be.”

For lots of women in the Confederation, training could be challenging and time consuming. All too often, defiant males would consistently try to fight their natural drive to be servile, helpful, and pliant.

That was when a device like the synaptic amplifier could become necessary. Lots of women wrote about these devices and how helpful they could be. This technological development made the matriarchy appear even more inevitable.

The synaptic amplifier had been one of the most talked-about consumer devices to emerge from the Dawn Star Confederation in recent years. After several weeks of observation and testing, it was easy to understand why. Marketed as a behavioral refinement tool, the device promised to encourage calm, respectful, and cooperative dispositions in men through guided neural conditioning. It was an ambitious claim, but one that the amplifier’s designers approached with striking confidence.

At first glance, the device itself was elegantly minimal. A smooth, flexible disk adhered comfortably to the forehead, designed for use during rest or low activity. Its interface was almost invisible with no intrusive lights or sounds. Once applied, it operated quietly in the background, delivering subtle neural prompts calibrated to the user’s cognitive patterns.

According to its developers, the amplifier worked by reinforcing desired emotional responses while gently suppressing disruptive or defiant impulses. In practice, this translated to noticeable behavioral shifts. Subjects appeared more attentive, more agreeable, and more consistently willing to obey in their interactions. Moments of frustration or resistance seemed to dissipate more quickly.

Boys could be taught to obey their best urges and instincts.

What stood out most was the device’s emphasis on “emotional alignment” rather than brute control. It didn’t overwhelm the boy with forceful intervention. Instead, it nudged thought patterns in a particular direction, creating a sense of internal coherence that felt, at least on the surface, natural. One tester had described it as “a reinforced desire to do as I’m told.” Normally, boys (especially those brought from outside worlds) insisted that it was natural for them to fight.

With the synaptic amplifier, those same desires and that same emotional momentum could be used to encourage the best kinds of behavior in slaves, servants, pets, boyfriends, and husbands.

Of course, a device like this invited broader questions. The idea of directly influencing thought and behavior, even in subtle ways, was not without controversy. Critics had raised concerns about autonomy and the long-term implications of reliance on such technology. Would women forget how to train their men if they relied on this kind of tech? Would this encourage the worst kinds of laziness?

Supporters, however, argued that the amplifier represented a practical solution to persistent social imbalances, offering a structured way to promote harmony, stability, matriarchy, and male service.

From a purely technical standpoint, the synaptic amplifier was undeniably effective. Its design was refined, its functionality was consistent, and its results were measurable. Whether one viewed it as a breakthrough or a boundary-pushing experiment likely depended on who held the leash.

“Any luck?” Alyssa asked as she left the small room where they kept Peter.

Mina glanced away from the six screens. “Any luck? No. Not really. I have figured out several thousand ways that will not work to break this encryption. Does that count as progress?”

“Technically, yes.”

“Between running the protocols, I have also been doing a little bit of research.”

“Research?”

“Just reading grid posts mostly.”

“Anything interesting?” Alyssa asked. Even as she spoke, she wondered if her protégé was about to reveal something particularly telling, dangerous, or damning. Under the right set of circumstances, maybe they would even be forced to evacuate this planet.

She hoped not.

First, she was having fun with Peter. Second, she hated the idea of abandoning a task when it was not yet complete. Third, she knew this was their opportunity to help.

There had been other situations where she had needed to extract information or simply hunt down a defiant male. On this world alone, she and Mina had already captured six separate men who had tried to flee from the Confederation.

Those silly boys…

One of them had insisted that he deserved the right to leave his owner. Alyssa had interrogated him thoroughly, and she was satisfied. His owner had never been unnecessarily cruel to him. She trained him, and she worked on him, yet that boy still had these delusions. He had insisted again and again that he should be able to do whatever he wanted and say whatever he liked.

On other worlds, they could talk about “liberty” and “freedom,” but those ideas were always so abstract that they never really meant anything. Every culture would have strict requirements about ideas that would be forbidden in one way or another. There would always be penalties. This became especially true when it came to the “freedom” to act. Laws, by definition, detailed those options.

“Right now, there is a big uproar about the toxic code.”

“And what are the people on the grid saying?” Obviously, it was impossible to track. There were billions of users spread across the cosmos, but Mina was trained to review different social media outlets to try to get a sense of what people were talking about, saying, and arguing.

“Supporters of the patriarchy are getting aggressive. They think this might be their opportunity. They don’t know exactly what happened, but they still think the Confederation is weak and this is their opportunity.”

“They’re wrong,” Alyssa said.

“I know that, and you know that, but those boys don’t know that. They want to see a full deployment of every asset the Duchy has.”

“That could do some damage…” Alyssa said.

“I know.”

“And that’s why you need to keep working on the protocols.”

“I can go play with the boy right now. I might be able to break him a lot faster.”

“No,” Alyssa said even as Mina started to stand. Reluctantly, her apprentice dropped back down into her seat. “I can work on him, and you are going to work on this. Besides, I’m using the synaptic amplifier now. We both know how effective that can be.”

Mina nodded reluctantly. “Yes, ma’am.”

The livestream opened with a sleek transition graphic that dissolved into a split-screen layout. On the left sat Althea Marrin, composed and sharply dressed, her posture straight and confident. Her dark hair was pulled back into an elaborate braid. On the right was Daniel Rourke, leaning slightly back in his chair, one hand resting near his chin as if already preparing to challenge whatever came next. He looked confident and smart; that was exactly the kind of expression a boy wouldn’t be allowed to wear in the Confederation.

A steady stream of viewer comments scrolled along the side of the broadcast. Reaction icons pulsed in real time as the fans got ready to take sides.

Althea spoke first, “The Confederation doesn’t need to conquer the Duchy through force alone. It’s already shaping the battlefield through media, culture, and perception. Let’s face it. Whoever controls the grid’s information ecosystem is pretty much guaranteed a win.” She leaned forward slightly, her eyes focused and deliberate. “We are watching a systematic expansion of influence. Confederation broadcasts are reaching Duchy citizens, their entertainment, their news, their messaging. It is all designed to normalize their view of the galaxy.”

Daniel gave a small, skeptical smile. “Designed, maybe,” he said. “But that doesn’t mean it works. People, men in particular, can still think for themselves. It doesn’t matter what kind of action vids they decide to watch or who the superhero gets to be.”

“Superheroines,” said his co-host and sparring partner.

He shifted in his seat, sitting up straighter now. “You’re assuming people are passive. They are not. The Duchy has its own traditions, its own identity. You do not undo that with a few polished broadcasts.”

“It’s not a few broadcasts,” she said calmly. “It is a sustained narrative. It is repetition. It is aspiration. And let’s face it, they have better vids and way better holocasts.” She gestured slightly with one hand. “When Duchy citizens see Confederation worlds presented as orderly, prosperous, and decisive, it creates contrast. It plants doubt; even the boys have to ask themselves which government works better. Boys and their incompetent leaders or the women of the Confederation and their countless successes?”

Daniel shook his head. “Or it creates resentment,” he said. “People don’t like being told their way of life is inferior.” He leaned forward, his tone sharpening. “You’re overlooking something fundamental. Media can influence, yes. But it can’t replace lived experience. It cannot override culture overnight.”

Althea’s expression remained steady, like this was just an academic discussion and not a debate about the future of thousands of worlds. “It doesn’t have to be overnight,” she replied. “That is the point.”

The chat began to move faster as viewers reacted to the exchange. Some messages supported her argument. Others echoed Daniel’s skepticism.

“This is long-term strategy,” she continued. “Soft power erodes resistance gradually. It reframes expectations. It changes what people believe is possible. The Confederation makes better music, more popular streams, and they have better effects. Again and again, the boys can go on the grid, and the most popular content always comes out of the Confederation.”

Daniel exhaled quietly through his nose. “And then what?” he asked. “They just surrender because they saw a few attractive images and confident speeches.”

Althea tilted her head slightly. “Yes. It’s just a question of time.”

Daniel leaned back again and folded his arms, but it was obvious to everyone watching (even if his supporters didn’t want to admit it). He was on the defensive. “You’re giving media too much credit,” he said. “At the end of the day, power still comes down to force. Territory is taken with warships.”

Althea didn’t raise her voice, but it carried a different flavor of firmness now. “And yet,” she said, “a population that is already questioning itself is far easier to take.”

There was a brief pause. At the corner of the screen, the chat surged again with reactions spiking as viewers picked apart that line.

Daniel’s expression hardened. “So your argument is that media softens them up,” he said. “That it makes conquest easier.”

“Yup,” Althea replied without hesitation. “Absolutely.” She sat back just slightly, her composure unchanged.

“The Confederation can show up with their fleets, and those women will know that their target population is ready. The boys might try to hold out, but they will see how history is turning against them. Those boys will understand that bowing down is the best course of action.”

Daniel let out a short breath, shaking his head.

“I still think you’re overestimating what people see online,” he said. “People don’t abandon their beliefs that easily.”

Althea’s expression softened just a fraction, though her confidence remained. “They don’t have to abandon them all at once,” she said. “They only have to begin. Then it’s only a question of time before the women rise up and the boys bow down.”

The livestream continued, the debate unresolved, as thousands of viewers watched and argued in real time.

They were trying to brainwash him. They were trying to mess with his mind, his thoughts, and his brain.

As far as Peter knew, different governments, corporations, and criminal organizations had pursued the idea of brainwashing for a very long time. As far as he knew, that kind of fantasy went all the way back to an ancient mythology where witches and warlocks were supposed to be capable of altering an individual’s perceptions.

It wasn’t going to work on him.

Even as he remained there on his back with that collar around his neck, the gag in his mouth, and the eye mask over his face, he wasn’t going to let this thing affect him. It would have no influence on him.

Brainwashing wasn’t real. That was the main point he tried to focus on. Even if he could feel that small piece of hardware adhered to the side of his forehead, he told himself that it wasn’t going to have any kind of impact.

Maybe there was a slight buzzing sensation; then again, that might have been a psychosomatic reaction, like he was just imagining it because she told him she was going to brainwash him.

For the first few minutes, he had braced himself because he had to wonder whether or not this was a trick, like he was going to lay there with his arms and legs spread, and they would wait for him to start to relax, only then they would use a paddle against his thighs, or maybe they would bring out some electrified batons. They had talked about pain before, and they had given him a very small taste of that, but maybe this was a trick.

The minutes rolled by, and nothing changed.

Instead, his mind started to wander.

At first, he hoped maybe he would be able to fall asleep.

That didn’t happen.

In fact, that seemed like an impossibility, especially since he had the gag in his mouth. There was no way he was going to be able to sleep like this…

Instead, he tried to strategize.

At several points, he did his best to pull. He rotated his wrists and arms as he squirmed.

For a second there, Peter started to think that maybe he heard or felt the strap began to rip or tear.

Then he paused for another moment, and he was breathing in, careful and worried about what this might mean, especially since he couldn’t see anything, so it was very possible that either Alyssa or Mina was sitting there. He pulled again. This time, the restraints felt just as strong as before.

It had probably been his imagination.

A jolt of an annoyance made him squirm as he pushed down, shoved the back of his skull against the mattress, and tried to look up. Of course, he still couldn’t see anything.

Simultaneously, this device was doing something to him. At least, that was how it seemed.

He didn’t understand the mechanism, and Alyssa hadn’t explained it to him.

Still, he told himself that he was going to figure this out.

If he couldn’t get away, then what could he do?

For a moment, he felt it again. There was that little tingling, although it could’ve been his imagination. There was also this other sensation, this other drive, this other impulse, and this other emotion. He tried to articulate it to himself, and he ended up thinking about Alyssa and Mina and Tonya. He started to think about everything he knew of the huntresses.

His imagination wandered, and he pictured those women in their black armor, their snug jumpsuits, their form fitting uniforms…

He thought about them wearing boots. He imagined himself down on his knees in front of them.

That was just a coincidence…

Yeah, that just had to be a coincidence!

But then his mind wandered again.

At first, Peter silently told himself that this made sense. It was perfectly logical that he would still think about the controlling women who insisted on building a society around their superiority. He had been kidnapped, and he was naked and bound!

Not only that, he thought about how Alyssa had touched him, gently stroking and teasing him.

When he swallowed, he could feel the device there at the base of his neck. It was just a collar, yet it meant something; it symbolized his status in this room.

Even if he hated thinking about it, these women were in charge. In some primal and basic sense, they owned him…

And when he thought about that, there was this little pulse of pleasure. There was this little hint or tickle of desire and expectation, longing and confirmation. It was like a new emotion, something he had never really experienced before. It wasn’t joy or anger or fear or jealousy or sorrow.

It felt better than that.

It was almost enjoyable.

He wondered if it could be an acquired taste.

It was that toy. It was that piece of equipment attached to his forehead.

It was designed to brainwash him. That was what was happening here. He had to fight it!

There wasn’t any overt stimulation for him to resist. Instead, it felt like his mind kept wandering. His thoughts drifted in one direction, so he just had to distract himself.

At first, he thought about those women: Alyssa, Mina, and Tonya. He thought about how Tonya had sat down with him, how she had talked to him, how she had asked him out and wanted a relationship of some kind. (Probably one where he would be obedient and servile). Then he thought about Mina tracking him, striking, and knocking him out. Finally, there was Alyssa. She had touched him and teased him, working him up to that desperate frenzy…

He bit into the gag, he sucked in a breath, and he searched for something else to hold his attention.

Peter jumped over to the pictures he had taken.

He tried to run through a catalog of his favorite shots. He thought about a frozen river, a snowy field, the expansive forest outside of the city, the derelict industrial complex, and the cherry sculpture at the center of the city. All of those different details came swirling back, and he could feel himself shifting.

He wasn’t thinking about those women anymore.

Peter didn’t actively try to shove away the thoughts of the women; he already knew something like that wouldn’t work. Simply by telling himself that he couldn’t think about Mina, Alyssa, or Tonya would make him want to contemplate them even more.

Instead, he could focus on his other passion.

Little by little, it worked. He didn’t know how long he could do this, but at some point he was going to fall asleep. If he could just get to that point, then he would consider it to be a victory.

Alyssa sat there at the desk beside Mina. Her apprentice continued to work, checking and double checking the different outcomes as she worked on hacking through the protections on his slate’s files.

She had her own handheld as she watched the readings.

For the first hour or so, the synaptic amplifier had done exactly what it needed to do. It helped nudge him, guiding him toward that sense of masculine obedience.

As a huntress, she only had a very superficial understanding of these devices and how they worked. The basic premise was simple enough. Some men instinctively understood who they were and how they needed to behave. These were the most evolved of the boys; they were eager for female authority. They were ready to bow down and surrender. Often, men developed this way when they grew up within the matriarchy. At other points, males would be captured, and they would be tamed. Then, over the course of their training, they would learn just how good it could feel to follow those commands, drop to their knees, and serve their superiors.

Whether a boy came from the first group or the second, he would develop a new sense of himself. More importantly, he would discover the joy of subjugation. Whether he fought or not, he would start to learn just how peaceful and wonderful it could be. A male could only truly be happy when he found himself serving his owner.

Scientists then copied those mental states onto the synaptic amplifier. From there, the devices could be attached to a boy like Peter and they would start to influence him, nudging his biological reactions in the right direction.

Little by little, he could discover that same joy. He could understand what it would truly mean to embrace the matriarchy and accept his own limitations and inferiority.

With her handheld networked to his amplifier, Alyssa could see what kind of progress he was making.

“It doesn’t look good,” she muttered.

“I thought it was natural for the boys to fight?”

“That’s the problem,” Alyssa said. “He’s not fighting it.”

“Would you like me to go help get him back on track?” Mina turned back to her mentor. But even as she tried to appear utterly ruthless, she leaned back instead, closed her eyes, and covered her mouth as she started to yawn.

Alyssa checked the hour. It was late. It was very late. “You should get out of here. Go have some fun or get some sleep.”

“Fun?”

“When we first met, I would have told you to just go back to your room and get some sleep. But we both know that isn’t the best way for you to get energized.”

“You know me so well,” Mina said. “But are you sure?”

“You started running the Xavier protocols, right?”

“I did.”

“Then we both know the results won’t be available until morning anyway. Get out of here. Go have some fun, get some food, and get some sleep.”

“Yes, ma’am!” This time, Mina didn’t question her good luck. She hopped to her feet and scurried out of the room, closing the door behind her.

In the meantime, Alyssa glanced down at her handheld.

“Peter, I think you’re going to need some encouragement,” she whispered to the empty office.

She rose to her feet, glanced at the door, and wondered what Mina was going to do with her night.

After just a moment of consideration, she headed back into the room.

He flinched when he heard the door open.

Alyssa walked over to him, and she remained silent for the next few seconds. Little by little, he relaxed. He was probably wondering whether or not he had just imagined the sound of the door opening. After that, she had been quiet enough. Theoretically, she could have snuck in here, completely undetected. But then she reached down, and she stroked his leg. Her fingers brushed up past his knee and toward his thigh. At that moment, his cock twitched.

She smiled.

Peter probably fought hard to keep his body from reacting. His muscles stiffened, and he started breathing just a little faster. He didn’t make any noise, nor did he start to struggle. Most of all, this boy probably intended to hide how he was feeling.

It didn’t work.

He was nervous and frustrated.

Still, he should have been focus on the program. He should have been thinking about the different women in his life, and how service would be best.

As Alyssa understood it, the synaptic amplifier worked well in terms of nudging men toward those moments when they were confronted by powerful women. These were the women in their lives who held positions of power. Even Duchy boys who had grown up in a patriarchy could still flash back to those instances when some defiant or rebellious girl would talk to him, putting him in his place, making some argument that just sounded so good. Even those boys had that fear deep down in their core; they worried about their own weakness, their own foolishness, their own inability to fight back.

That was something that always fascinated Alyssa. She wasn’t a cultural anthropologist or an expert by any means, yet she still had this pet theory about how the patriarchy was built on a fear of women, like these men were in control, and they had every advantage, yet they still worried about what would happen if women competed equally and fairly. At the same time, the matriarchy was simply built on female strength. That was all it took. When the boys got out of the way, the Confederation thrived. When the boys were on their knees and served, the Confederation could conquer the universe.

Alyssa let those thoughts drift behind her eyes as she continued to stroke him.

Then she sat down by his bedside and she leaned forward, resting her hands on her knuckles and her elbows on the mattress.

“Hello, Peter,” she began. “How are you feeling? Are you comfortable?”

No, he probably wasn’t. At that moment, he probably wished he could roll over into a different position. Not only that, he still had the gag in his mouth, and she held onto no illusions about how that would feel, especially after several hours.

Still, it was good for him. That was the most important point.

“I’m sorry if you’re uncomfortable, but this is necessary. It helps you focus. Besides, you don’t really have anything you need to say right now.”

At that instant, he chose to respond.

He arched his back, yanked against his restraints, fighting hard. Not only that, he made some sounds. There were those jumbled words. Perhaps he said something like, “I’m going to make sure you don’t get away with this!” If he wasn’t feeling angry or brash, then maybe he was going to try to negotiate with her. He could have asked her, “What do you want?” Alyssa doubted those were his intended words, especially because he already knew exactly what she would get out of him.

Then there was the other possibility. Maybe he would start begging. Perhaps he would call out, “I’m sorry I lied to you. Please, just let me out. Please, I will do whatever you say! I will give you whatever you want!”

Ultimately, it didn’t matter because she leaned forward a little more. At this point, she folded her forearms and rested her chin on her arms.

“Peter, I know what you’re doing. You’re relaxing. You’re focusing on something else. I don’t know what you’re thinking about, boy. Maybe you’re thinking about your favorite video games. Maybe you’re running through your favorite vid or streaming show. I don’t know. And that’s okay. First, I want you to know that I’m impressed. Lots of boys aren’t smart enough to figure this out for themselves. They try to fight it. They start arguing with the girls inside of their heads. That doesn’t work. It’s only the particularly smart boys who find something else to concentrate on. That’s probably the only way to do it. But there’s a problem. Do you know what that is? It’s fine if you don’t because I’m going to tell you, Peter. I’m going to tell you because I want you to listen to me right now. I know you’re tired, and I know it’s easy to relax. In fact, let’s try something, shall we?”

With his eyes covered, he couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but he obviously wouldn’t like it.

“The gag is uncomfortable, you’re strapped down, and I know you don’t like this. You’re probably scared. Maybe you’re even wondering if we are going to just snatch you up and take you back to the Confederation. I wish I could tell you that that isn’t a possibility, but I might decide to do that. And trust me, once you are past our borders, the rules change. Once you are in Confederation territory, you don’t have any rights as a citizen. You’re not even considered to be a person. You would be property. Technically, since I would be the one bringing you into our space, you would become my property.”

As she spoke, she pulled out her slate and studied the small screen.

His reactions were noted right there on the readouts from the synaptic amplifier.

The nervous energy pulsated through his brain and into the rest of his body. His pulse had quickened, and his breathing came a little faster.

Still, he wasn’t panicking, nor had he started to think about the matriarchy or what it would mean.

Remarkably, this boy was doing his best to ignore her!

Other huntresses would have gotten angry. Maybe they would have smacked him across the cheek, rolled him onto his side, and spanked him hard. Alyssa was actually impressed. She smirked and nodded to herself.

“There’s something you should understand,” she told him sincerely. There was this little vibration of excitement in her voice. “I like knowing that you are trying to fight this. I’m really impressed, and I want you to do your very best because I’m still going to win. But along the way, you’re going to help me. You’re going to be a challenge, which is going to make me into an even better interrogator. So do your best, Peter. Show me how you can fight, and I’m going to show you how I will win. Are you ready?”

She glanced down at the handheld again. There was another spike of adrenaline, a fresh wave of nervous energy, yet he still remained fairly close to his baseline.

This boy was a special kind of specimen.

Before she started talking to him again, she returned to the closet. She opened up one of the compartments, and then she came back holding something.

He didn’t get to see the metallic band, the pouch, or the curved tube. He didn’t get to think about the locks or the battery packs either.

Alyssa obviously didn’t know which woman from the Confederation had designed this belt, but she was always impressed. It was lightweight, not only that, it was surprisingly flexible. It would only become rigid and almost unbreakable once it was locked on.

“Thank you for doing your best to remain relaxed. I mean, I do get it. If you guessed that arousal would help the amplifier control you, then you were right. Then again, remaining nice and soft makes this a lot easier for me. So thank you.”

A look of irritated confusion splashed across his face, yet she didn’t mind. On the contrary, she smiled to herself as she started to work. She slipped the belt underneath him. She started at his right side, and she shoved it forward.

She rolled him onto his side, just a little bit, taking exactly what she needed. Then she pulled it up around his waist. The belt locked on, but that was only the beginning.

At one point, Peter actually raised his head, like he had forgotten about the eye mask, the impenetrable darkness, and the reality that he wasn’t going to get any new information.

He grunted out some interrogative sound, yet it just made her chuckle again.

“This is the best part,” she said.

That was when she casually touched his cock, and he twitched. Maybe the excitement was starting to flood through his body despite his best efforts.

It didn’t matter because she moved quickly, sliding his member down into the tube. Almost immediately, he would be able to feel those cool, metallic boundaries. He was going to become very, very familiar with them soon enough. Then she pushed his balls down into the pouch, and she secured the magnetic locks, first on the tube, then on his balls.

She finished.

He didn’t get to see it, but her handheld now recognized a new, active device. It wouldn’t just be his collar. It would also be his chastity belt.

“Congratulations, Peter. You are now imprisoned in a chastity belt. You’re going to see exactly what I can do for you. Would you like a test? Would you like a little demonstration?”

“No!” Despite the gag in his mouth, he still managed to get out a muddled version of that word. It was close enough that she didn’t even have to try to guess.

“Too bad,” Alyssa replied.

In those first few seconds, she touched her fingertips to his flanks, she pushed her hands up along the sides of his chest, she pinched his nipples, and then she stroked his neck just below his collar. After that, she reached up, and she loosened his gag. She pulled the bit from between his teeth, and he started to flex his jaw.

More importantly for him, Peter was getting ready to say something.

The logic playing out inside of his head had to be obvious; he could speak! It wasn’t much, but this was the best he had at the moment, and it was a huge improvement over what he had faced before. Consequently, he needed to figure out what he was going to say to get her to change his mind.

If only he could find the right words, then he would be able to convince this woman to release him!

She didn’t give him the chance. Instead, she kissed him!

Alyssa grabbed him by the sides of his face, and she pressed her lips down against his mouth.

It felt good, surprisingly good.

Even as she kissed him, she contemplated one question.

Why had she chosen that particular tactic?

Of course, there were lots of women who loved to play with their captives. Huntresses were entitled to use the boys they caught, however they saw fit.

And yet, she almost never kissed her prey.

But there was something about this boy.

Then she shrugged off the question because it didn’t really matter and this felt so good anyway! Not only that, it was still part of her plan. It was a tactic, a strategy she could use against him. And it was working.

Maybe there was that confusion dancing behind his eyes when she first pressed her lips down against his, but now her tongue invaded his mouth, and he tried to deny the heat of her touch and the proximity of her body. He still couldn’t see her, but that didn’t matter.

Just as importantly, the synaptic amplifier was working.

He was helpless.

And now, he was aroused.

But that arousal didn’t feel like everything he expected!

As a boy, he had this practiced understanding of what desire and loss were supposed to be like. It was obvious. It was reflexive.

Ever since he hit puberty and first started to notice how enticing girls could be, Peter had associated that kind of desire with a certain kind of power. After all, he would get excited, and his shaft would get bigger, and he would touch himself, and he would be in control.

Simply pleasuring himself meant fantasizing. In the shadows of his imagination, he could have whatever he wanted! He could enjoy the company of influencers or celebrities. He could think about his favorite actress, or a character who was especially beautiful. No one else had to know about it. No one could judge him for his desires. Most of all, he could have whatever he wanted! Maybe that girl would be a little bit reluctant or shy at first. Maybe he could talk to her, and he would magically know all of the right words to convince her. And inevitably, when they were together, he would be able to show her just how amazing he really was! He would be able to make her climax again and again because he was a good guy, and he was generous!

But this was different…

He wasn’t in control…

Peter was naked and on his back, and then he felt it.

There was that automatic instinct. The reflex flooded through his body as his heart started pounding faster, and the heat spread down his forehead to his cheeks, along his neck, over his chest, all the way to his thighs and feet. Worse, he tugged against the restraints, yet he had no chance of escape, and he knew it. Maybe he had felt some quick tear in the bonds earlier, but that was probably just his imagination.

The soft press and heat of her lips made him squirm beneath her. This time, those quick and desperate movements had nothing to do with escape. He wasn’t trying to break away. If anything, he just wanted to wrap his arms around her. Although he intellectually understood this was absurd, he probably thought about grabbing her and rolling her on her back, taking control, kissing her, nuzzling her neck, palming her breast, and making out until…

She was kissing him, and it was hard to think about anything else, yet the other pressure quickly asserted itself. Peter might have been vaguely aware of the idea of a chastity cage, but now he wore one, so he had to experience the sensations for himself. His body had quickly warmed the belt and the metal cell in which his shaft had been imprisoned. In some vague sense, this was humiliating. But now, he experienced the actual force of that device because his shaft strained to harden.

Ever since he hit adulthood, he had been able to enjoy those flashes of arousal. The desires pulsed through his body, and he would get hard, and maybe the timing would be inconvenient, or he would have to readjust, but it was fine.

At this point, it wasn’t a question of readjustment. It wasn’t like his pants were just a little bit too tight or something.

This woman had forced him into a chastity belt; she had locked it on. Even without those locks, Peter still wouldn’t have been able to remove the device, not with his arms and legs spread and strapped down! She kept kissing him, and he whimpered and moaned, frustrated as those desires continued to pound into him.

When she broke off that kiss, maybe he hoped he would get some relief. 

“Just relax, Peter. Just relax and listen to the sound of my voice. I’m talking to you, and I’m telling you something important. Listen to me because I have something to teach you.”

Realistically, he knew this was a bad idea, but he was already exhausted. The teasing, the orgasm, the capture, and so much more had left him drained in a way he could barely comprehend. Even if he had blacked out when they sedated him, that hadn’t felt like real sleep, and now there was something so soothing about her voice.

“Just relax and let yourself listen to me. Focus on the sound of my voice. I’m going to tell you about the universe and how things are supposed to work. I’m going to tell you and teach you, and you’re going to listen and learn.”

He was going to listen and learn…

…No! Peter clenched his eyes shut behind the mask. He could talk. He could say something. But then he opened his mouth, and the words refused to form because her voice filled his head.

Even though he couldn’t see her, he knew she was beautiful. Not only that, his lips kept tingling from when she had kissed him.

“You are a boy. You are a boy, and that makes you want to obey. Maybe you don’t really understand it yet, but you’re going to figure it out. You’re going to learn. Boys want to obey. Boys need to obey. Boys yearn for the chance to obey.”

He was a boy, and he could obey.

“Just let yourself wander. Let yourself float. Let yourself drift. Peter, think about a time when a woman told you to do something. Think about a time when she argued with you. Think about a moment when she ignored what you had to say. Think about how you were intimidated. Even if you were angry, there was something else, wasn’t there? There was this sense that she could overpower you. Maybe she couldn’t win in a physical fight, but that’s okay because you instinctively understood that you should listen to her. You should always listen to women, shouldn’t you? You should obey them.”

He needed to listen to women.

He needed to obey them.

Those ideas popped into his head, one after another. They bubbled to the surface of his thoughts, and he fought to resist them. He wanted to push them back, yet he couldn’t… Peter kept trying, only he couldn’t find that muscle. For some reason, he couldn’t discover the jolt of adrenaline or anger or rage he needed. He couldn’t concentrate.

It felt a little bit like sitting back in his apartment with his feet up on the couch and his handheld slate locked between his palms.

He would be looking down at that screen and swiping across his feed again and again as he watched quick little videos, saw those silly little comics, and reviewed the headlines. Deep down, he would know that he wanted and needed to do something better, something more productive. Whether it would be reading a book or playing a video game, actually watching a vid, or taking care of a chore, there were better things for him to do.

And yet, that boy would continue to play on his handheld. He would slide his finger across that screen again and again, jumping from one quick idea to the next. Maybe he would type in a couple of quick comments. But that wasn’t going to be enough, and it wasn’t going to feel like he had done anything useful or even all that fun when he finished. At several points, he would even tell himself that he needed to stop. He had to focus. There were better things for him to do!

But for one reason or another, Peter would have a hard time focusing. He would have a hard time tossing away his slate and concentrating on something else, something better. That was how it felt as she kept talking.

“Think about her. You can think about me if you want, or you can think about someone else.”

His thoughts instantly drifted to three women: Alyssa, Mina, and Tonya.

Peter tried to go somewhere else inside of his mind, his fantasies, his imagination and memory. There had to be somewhere he could hide!

He tried to concentrate on his pictures again, but she kept talking.

“Who is she? Who is a girl who intimidated you? Who is a woman who talked down to you and who helped you feel like you could be a good and obedient boy?”

Professor Lara Roark. He had one teacher back at the university. At that point, he had been vaguely interested in photography, but he had never taken any classes. He took her course as an elective; he assumed it would be an easy set of credits. But then he turned in his first assignment, and he failed. It wasn’t going to wreck his entire grade or ruin his transcript, but he had gone to talk to her during her office hours, and she had lectured him. He had gone in, sat down, and assumed he would be able to point out her critical mistake because there was no way he had really earned such a bad score.

She talked to him. She lectured him. She pointed out the sloppy composition, the messy colors, and the lack of coherence. Then she gave him advice, lecturing him about what he could have done differently and the techniques he could incorporate into his future projects.

He had sat there, nervous, listening as she pointed out all of his flaws, only to tell him what he could do better.

And when he had left, he had recognized her authority.

During the next class meeting, he had listened intently and taken much better notes. He had tried to learn as much as he could from one class meeting to the next.

He never admitted that he had a crush on her. He never fantasized about her. And yet, she was this woman who had power, and he had done exactly as she said, and there had been that jolt of pleasure when he got his grade at the end of the semester. He had done quite well with a ninety-four percent. Of course, he had worked hard on his portfolio, bringing it to her again and again. Each time, she had pointed out the flaws, and he had doubled back, working on them as he did his best to take new pictures and better shots.

But now, he was wondering what he would have done with that teacher. She had been older than him by about ten years. There had been something about her dark hair and her smile, especially because he had felt that desire grow from one class meeting to the next: he needed to impress her!

Not only that, there was this other question: what would he have done if she had tried to seduce him? If she had casually ordered him to close the door and lock it or crawl over to her, would he have complied?

Peter already knew the answer. Yes, he would have done everything he could to please her.

But then he tried not to think about that woman. Instead, he wanted to think about someone else, anyone else. But that meant letting the image of Tonya seated across from that table back into his head. Or he thought of Mina as she chased him. Then there was Alyssa as she stood over him.

Worse, Alyssa’s voice continued to permeate his psyche. “Maybe you can’t admit it yet, but you wanted to impress that woman, didn’t you? And how would you impress her? You would impress her by doing whatever she said. You would make her feel good by serving her. Don’t worry about that woman. Maybe she’s gone from your life now, but you have another opportunity, don’t you? You can serve me right now. Would you like that? Would you like that, boy?”

Peter tried to open his mouth. He started to say something, yet she placed a finger over his lips.

Her fingertip slid along his mouth, just barely making contact.

His mouth tingled, yet he didn’t say anything. He couldn’t bring himself to speak!

“That’s right,” she said. “Just be quiet and listen. Just be quiet and listen because you can be a good boy. You can be a servant. You can serve me right now. It’s getting late, and I’m going to go get some sleep soon. But maybe you can help me. Would you like to help me, boy? Would you like to help me like an eager slave boy?”

Peter didn’t want to respond, especially because he could still feel those kindled flavors of excitement run hot through his torso.

Perhaps he wished his cock could settle down, like his member would finally understand that he wasn’t going to be able to achieve that erection while he wore this restrictive belt.

Of course, that wasn’t how biology worked. Instead, this boy had to squirm there, and she finally pulled her mouth away. “Say it. Say you want to serve me.”

“I, I want to serve you,” he panted out.

Then he heard something.

It was the rustling of fabric.

She had just pulled off her pants? She had just slipped out of her panties?

Peter couldn’t be sure one way or the other, but the desire remained. That urge was right there, and he kept waiting for some burst of anger to shoot through him. He needed to lift his head and to try to look back at her. He had to assert himself. “I’m not going to let you do this to me. I’m not going to let you get away with this!” Those ideas had echoed inside of his head so many different times, but he still couldn’t utter any of those sentences.

His breathing came even faster now, especially because he started to fight.

For this boy, there was a temptation: he could just surrender and succumb to the desire. Not only that, he was thinking about something else. He had only been in a chastity belt for a few minutes, yet part of him desperately ached for the chance to lick her. If he did that, maybe she would release him from the belt. If he serviced her, maybe she would let him go.

Obviously, Peter understood that those things weren’t really going to happen, but the possibility was there, and he experienced that other sensation. It was the drive to obey.

It was this reverberating echo of what he had experienced with Tonya. Even if he didn’t want to be with that woman or become her boyfriend, he still remembered that flash of temptation and something like an instinct to obey and serve her.

But now, he was tied down and naked. His cock was under lock and key, meaning he belonged to this woman.

Not only that, the huntress was so beautiful. She was beautiful and powerful, and now she climbed on top of him, and she pressed her sex down against his mouth.

“Service me,” she commanded.

He obeyed!

Instantly, Peter regretted it because he knew that he was giving in. He was giving up. He was surrendering.

Then again, he was holding out. Ultimately, giving this woman an orgasm wasn’t nearly as important as keeping those codes to himself. So long as he could keep the trigger phrases locked deep within him, he was winning!

Perhaps that was the justification that allowed him to lift his head, press, his mouth against her sex, angle his lips, and lap at her damp slit. He started to worship her crevice, his lips tight against her opening, even as his tongue penetrated her.

Then she started riding him. She impaled herself on his tongue as she used him. At the same time, there were those sounds. She was panting. She was giggling. She was moaning!

“Good boy. That’s right. You want to be a good boy for me, don’t you? Deep down, you know this is better. You know this is best!”

This was better…

This was best…

Those words crashed into him; he tried to push them aside.

More importantly, he was still lost in the dark. Even if he could feel this woman poised above him as she rode his face, he knew he couldn’t see what was happening, yet there was no escaping that image. He thought of this beautiful woman, her lustrous hair, the shape of her face, the angle of her shoulders, the curves of her breasts, and the sweet smile she wore when she talked down to him. But now he imagined something else.

Maybe she really would take him back to the Confederation, and he would end up on one of those worlds. He would remain in his chastity belt, only there would be a leash leading from his collar to her hand. He could belong to her.

Why did that make his chastity belt feel even tighter? Why did that make his heart pound even faster?

Even if Peter understood the answers to those questions, he refused to let them form. Instead, he focused on her.

The seconds morphed into minutes as he worshiped her. He continued to lick as she rode his face with her knees, pressed down against the mattress. She moved between those kicked heartbeats. She braced herself against the wall, and she painted. She moaned, and quickly, she came!

He thought she was going to rest for a couple of minutes. After all, she had enjoyed herself.

Peter concentrated. “Please. Please, unlock me! Please, let me out of this belt. Please? Just for a few minutes?”

He hated to acknowledge it, yet her presence and the way she had kissed him and touched him had triggered his body. That first orgasm had been incredible, and he would have expected it to give him that full satisfaction he needed, but…It didn’t. If anything, it made him crave more. Perhaps his body was satisfied, yet his mind needed another dose of completion. After that, he was sure he would be fine. He would be able to think clearly and focus on his escape!

Alyssa lowered herself down, she tilted his head to the side, and she kissed his cheek before she whispered into his ear, “I want you to know that you were a very good boy and you did a very good job, and that’s why you’re going to think about this. You’re going to think about these feelings you have. You’re going to think about how badly you want to serve. You’re going to think about how women are superior to you. You’re going to think about how good it’s going to make you feel when you give me that code.”

Then she slid the gag back into his mouth, strapped it into position, got up and walked away.

Peter jerked his head up, and he shouted at her. He snarled, demanding that she stop. But even as he tried to demonstrate his resolve and his defiance, he could feel the urge. She had planted something inside of his head, and now he didn’t know how to extract that desire from between his thoughts.

He threw his head back, clenched his eyes shut, and did his best to hide, even though he knew it was futile.

Back in the Confederation, there were lots of women who didn’t really understand what they had. As far as those girls were concerned, men were naturally obedient, subordinate, and deferential. As far as those women could see, men grew up, and they simply acknowledged that their sisters, wives, female friends, and cousins were always going to outrank them. Since those women existed in a matriarchy, they didn’t really consider the alternative.

Technically, they were aware of the notion of a patriarchy. But for them, it was purely abstract. It was a vocabulary term to be given and defined during a test in school.

As a huntress, Mina saw the universe differently. First, she had studied the boys from an academic perspective. That was an important cornerstone of her view of the galaxy, but it was more than that.

It was the hunt. It was the pleasure of capturing a boy, of taking him, of owning him…

That was what she craved at that particular moment.

She understood that she was supposed to be exhausted. On some level, the boredom had drilled into her, leaving her drained and wiped out.

But the moment she had been dismissed, Mina knew what she wanted to do, and it involved her bed, even if she wouldn’t be asleep in it. As an agent of the Confederation, she knew she couldn’t make a lot of noise. Still, she could have some fun. She could give a boy a night he wouldn’t forget. Along the way, she could have so much fun as she taught him a lesson.

Mina grabbed an autonomous car and took it to the other side of the city. For tonight, she decided to hit the financial district.

There were lots of bars and restaurants here, although they still weren’t as popular as some of the other parts of the metropolis.

Mina used her slate to track down a particular spot. For tonight, she decided to venture into the Wild Tundra, a relatively fancy bar with a glacier theme.

Although she saw several pictures of the interior, she was still curious.

The ambience did not disappoint.

She strolled through the main entrance and she found a hostess standing there. The young woman wore a fur-lined coat and shorts. It was incongruous, and it didn’t really make sense, but that detail told Mina everything she needed to know.

As a bar in the financial district, this spot catered to two different flavors of clientele. First, there were the finance boys. These were the so-called money men who chased after different bonds, currencies, and equity positions. Unlike members of other professions, these were the kinds of individuals who had to face a perpetually updating scorecard for their performance. Although they often tried to hide behind algorithmic trading or passive strategy arguments, there would always be both right and wrong choices. If they could make the lines go up, they did well. If they couldn’t, then they would probably be fired shortly.

But when they guessed correctly, they made a lot of money, which led to the second type of person at a place like the Wild Tundra.

Mina saw lots of different women, all of whom adopted different strategies. A few of them, like her wore simple pants and shirts and jackets. They looked relaxed in their coats. But then there were the other women, the ones who wore little red or black dresses, high heels, chokers, and lots of makeup. Mina told herself that she wasn’t actually annoyed with those women.

Technically, they were also huntresses…just a different type. Perhaps Mina didn’t think that strategy was the best way to go, but she wasn’t going to denigrate them for their efforts. Besides, she had learned enough to understand that social dynamics could be difficult and problematic. They could be hard to calculate.

Still, she thought she was going to give a boy an interesting opportunity tonight.

She went to the bar and sat down.

Mina was pretty, and she knew it.

Some guys would have described her as “exotic”. She always rolled her eyes at the concept, but she didn’t really care, not when it was something she could use to her advantage.

She didn’t take out her handheld; instead, she sat there and waited, confident that a guy would arrive.

Within just a few more seconds, someone took the stool next to her.

“What are you drinking tonight?”

“Pick for me,” she said.

“Is that a test?”

Mina considered the young man seated next to her.

He looked like an ideal target: young, confident, and determined. He had a little bit of stubble. He looked like he got his   hair cut every week. He wore a nice suit, and he was watching her with that kind of expectation that made it clear he thought this was a game, one he would be determined to win.

“Absolutely,” she said.

“My man, can I get this beautiful girl a drink? I’m thinking a Red Avalanche”

Mina didn’t actually know what that drink included, but she didn’t really care.

The bartender nodded, accepting the order.

“What’s your name?”

“Mina,” she said.

“Do I get a last name?”

“Maybe,” she replied. “But if you want it, you’re going to have to earn it.”

He swallowed and leaned back for just a moment. Mina tracked those quick little signals. Maybe he knew what he was doing; perhaps he didn’t. Either way, she watched him, and she silently evaluated exactly how she could have brought him down.

Granted, tonight was going to be different.

She had something else in mind, something else prepared even if she hadn’t decided whether she would do this at his place or hers.

He resisted the temptation to blurt out his own name. Instead, he made her wait.

Because she didn’t really care, she asked him. “And what is your name, stranger?”

“Xander,” he said.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said and mostly meant it. “So tell me something, Xander. What do you do? How do you make the world a better place?”

“I am a debt securities analyst.”

“Bonds?”

“Exactly,” he said. Maybe he even looked impressed. Then again, Mina was obviously younger. He had probably described himself to other women, only to have them cock their heads to the side and watch him as they tried to figure out how much someone like him would earn in a year (including both salary and projected bonuses).

“But you haven’t answered the more important part of my question,” she told him. She tilted her head to the side; glossy black bangs hung in front of her left eye. Still, she focused on him. “How do you make things better around you?”

“I get paid,” he said.

“That’s all? That’s all it takes?”

“What else is there?” He didn’t sound confused. On the contrary, he spoke with the bright and easy confidence of a guy who didn’t need to think about it because the answer was supposed to be self-evident.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said.

“Babe, I’m right.” Then he leaned forward a little. He reached down, and he brushed his fingers along the small of her back.

Mina didn’t react right away even as she ran through the calculations. He was shallow and probably dumb. Even if he was good at making money or manipulating numbers, she didn’t equate wealth with intelligence. There were other kinds of understanding that she craved, especially from a boy.

Then again, there was a decent chance he could be educated. She looked forward to finding out.

“I’m right about a lot,” he said.” But if you like, we can maybe take this elsewhere?”

“Your place,” she said.

“Absolutely,” he replied.

He paid, they both got up, slipped outside, and he had a private, autonomous vehicle, waiting for them. They slipped into the back seat once the doors opened for them, and then she considered him. He started to lean forward.

She raised a finger, touching it to his mouth.

He looked at her, and he clearly wished to say something.

“Shush,” she told him.

His eyes narrowed, probably because he hadn’t been quieted like this since primary school.

Not only that, he must’ve been reevaluating a girl like Mina. He saw her sharp features, her breasts, her waist, her snug pants, that light jacket, and the blouse beneath. Maybe she wasn’t one of the girls in little red dresses, so she obviously wasn’t desperate, but maybe he had been with the other women back at the bar. Maybe he had hit on them, talking to them, and even taking them back to his place.

“Good boy,” she said as she pulled her finger back.

“I’m definitely not a good boy,” he promised her.

“You will be,” she said, but he didn’t understand, and then he didn’t care because she leaned forward, and she pressed her hands down against the sides of his face. Just like so many women from the Confederation, Mina tilted his head to the side, and she came forward, pressing her body against his as she kissed him. She forced him up into the corner of the car’s back seat.

She kissed him like that for just a few seconds. Then one hand slid down toward his crotch. She stroked him through the fabric of his pants.

His eyes widened.

He didn’t know how to deal with a girl like her.

She didn’t push him; she didn’t want to scare him.

Instead, this boy probably assumed that she was just going to be some wild creature, someone who knew what she was doing. At that moment, he was scared, but he probably told himself that he would get a great story out of this, and then he would be able to call her a bunch of different names when he described her to his friends on the next day or week or whenever he got drunk with them again.

For now, she kissed him, and she touched him, and she manipulated him.

If he understood the kind of rhythm she was using, he didn’t say anything about it.

Not only that, Mina learned about him. When she squeezed him through the layers of his pants and underwear, he let out this desperate little sound, probably because he had been with girls who never learned how to toy with boys like this. They never studied the rhythm; they never worried about the grip strength. Instead, those girls would just follow their intuition and hope for the best.

Mina was different.

She played with him, and she drew him to that point of completion, only to stop.

She thought about their prisoner back at their hideout. She thought of Peter Drake, but this young man was going to hold her attention for now.

Then she stopped, she drew back, and she looked into his eyes. “Tell me you’re going to give me whatever I want.”

Remarkably, he still had the presence of mind to ask, “What, what do you want?” Under normal circumstances, he probably wasn’t the kind of guy who would stutter, especially when he had a woman in the back seat of his car.

“Right now?” Mina pretended that this was just another part of the game, like she was flirting. “I want your obedience.”

“My obedience?”

If Xander had stood up in front of all of his friends, he would have laughed. Then again, he never would have been this hard; the social niceties would have required him to remain focused.

But now, they were alone, which meant he thought he had already achieved his victory. After this, it was just supposed to be the reward. It was the reward for his wealth, for his attractiveness, and for his charisma. He had no idea; then again, he struck her as the kind of rich boy who loved to travel, but never really learned about any of the places he visited.

“That’s right,” she told him because they were alone. She watched him for another second or two. He still didn’t understand. She leaned forward, and she breathed the next set of words into his ear. Her breath was soft and warm, alluring and addictive.

Back at the academy, Mina had met lots of girls who were modest, humble, and had a hard time manipulating men. Perhaps they came from families where the boys’ well-being was always a top priority. Men were owned in those households, but that meant they were basically cherished pets. Then there were the girls who had been in charge for so long that they didn’t really understand what it meant to deal with boys who might resist.

Mina never had those problems. She saw him, and she instinctively understood what he was: a challenge. She intended to defeat him; she intended to win!

Her fingers slid down his chest to his crotch. She pressed down on him with the palm of her hand, and she listened as he let out a desperate little sound. He probably thought it was quiet enough that she wouldn’t notice. But she did.

More importantly, she knew what it meant.

“Tonight, I want you to be my obedient slave boy. I want to play with you. I want you to do anything and everything I say. Can you handle that?”

“I can play that game,” he promised her.

For him, it was easy because he meant it. He thought this was a game; he had no idea…

Then he started to ask a question, and it was relevant, useful, and insightful, so she kissed him instead, pressing her lips against his mouth as she took what she wanted.

She had told him the truth, and now she intended to have her fun!

At one point, he tried to nudge her back; he probably wanted to discuss something. More likely, it was just an excuse to pause for a few seconds. Guys like him probably insisted that they were the masters of the universe, the kinds of guys who could go into their trading programs or out onto an investment floor and quickly shout commands and make unseemly amounts of money. In turn, that was supposed to justify anything they said or did.

But now, he was getting nervous, and she was sure his heart was pounding. It wasn’t just the arousal.

She was different. That made sense. She came from the Confederation, and Mina was willing to wager he had never met a woman like her.

She pushed him up against the side of the backseat, and her hand dropped back down toward his crotch. Then she scratched at his chest and he moaned. At one point, he tried to take control.

That was adorable.

Mina responded by grabbing him, shoving him down and bracing herself on top of him. It was a quick maneuver. Even though he was bigger, she knew what she was doing. Suddenly, he was on his back, and she had her forearm pressed against his throat, ready to cut off his air supply.

Recognition flashed across his face.

Before he could think about what it really meant, she kissed him again.

Then she drew back, and she told him, “I want to own you tonight. I want to have you and take you and use you however I see fit.”

When he didn’t try to answer or argue, she gave him something special again.

She rewarded him, kissing him.

Every few seconds, she wondered if he was going to try to push her back so they could talk about this some more.

No, he wasn’t that kind of guy. He wasn’t interested in introspection or even getting to know her. Instead, this boy understood what he wanted, and he intended to chase after those desires, heedless of what they might cost him.

As far as he was concerned, he was young, powerful, and capable of handling any risk!

That made him the perfect prey for a huntress like Mina.

Lots of women back at the academy showed up, and they instantly assumed that they were going to be putting on armor, wielding shock batons, or tranquilizer guns, and literally chasing after the boys.

Often, that was true, but there were still those moments like this, where a target would need to be lulled into a false sense of safety.

Perhaps this wasn’t Mina‘s favorite approach, but it was still fun!

The car came to a stop and he grabbed her by her hand. He started to pull her out of the vehicle.

She yanked back, and he stumbled back onto her.

She smiled. She kissed him. Then she let go of him, and he exited the vehicle. She followed, but now she grabbed him by his wrist.

“Lead the way, boy,” she said.

If he noticed that word choice, he didn’t say anything about it. Lots of men were like that. They heard what they wanted to hear; they saw what they needed to see.

Unsurprisingly, he brought her into a large tower. He wiped his slate in front of the security scanner, the door opened, and they walked through a big, brightly lit atrium with marble floors, huge trees reaching out toward the expansive ceiling, and massive glass windows that looked out onto the street.

Mina took in all of those different details. A place like this really would appeal to a young professional like Xander.

Seconds later, they were in the elevator, and she didn’t waste any time. She kissed him again, pushing him up against the wall.

He was getting used to that, to her physical presence, to her power and control.

The door opened again, and he guided her back down the hallway to his apartment. He opened the door with another swipe of his handheld, and then they were inside.

She didn’t take any time to admire the old vid posters on his walls. Unsurprisingly, there were references to those supposedly cynical and embittered male protagonists who had somehow been able to see through the unfairness of the universe.

Under other circumstances, Mina would have rolled her eyes.

Here was a boy who built his life on manipulating numbers and currencies and debt obligations. For him, they were just numbers on a screen. He didn’t think about what those details meant or how they might affect people’s lives. In truth, Mina actually had some degree of respect for the financiers who helped build the Confederation. They made the financial plumbing work; they helped fund different investments in various starports, bridges, schools, universities, hospitals, research, hubs, and more. They assessed the data and made sure everything worked in terms of accounting for the different risks. That was important.

And yet, a boy like Xander didn’t care about any of those details.

For a moment, he broke off that kiss.

He looked into her eyes. This was probably the moment when he was supposed to sound suave and smooth as he asked her, “Can I get you something to drink?” But this time, his voice squeaked because she was watching him, and there was that hungry expression on her face.

Mina didn’t respond right away as she took one careful step after another in his direction. She remained acutely aware of the fact that he was watching her. He was studying her, drinking in every detail.

She wasn’t dressed to impress him; she hadn’t put on a bunch of extra makeup, nor did she specifically try to giggle at all of his jokes. She didn’t ask him questions or give him the opportunity to expound on his grand expertise. Mina didn’t use any of the tricks so many other women would have employed to try to entice a guy like this.

Then again, she didn’t have to.

There was something else about this woman, her confidence, her grace and skill.

He had only seen the barest hint of what she could do.

She grabbed him by his coat, pulled him forward, and she kissed him again.

Then she pushed him up against the wall.

“I’m going to have fun with you,” she promised.

At that moment, he probably did his best to come up with some kind of counterpoint. Deep down, maybe he thought he was supposed to continue with the normal dynamic, one where he was in charge, where he could impress a pretty girl, and where he could get whatever he wanted for the night because he had this nice apartment, that expensive car, and an account filled with plenty of commas and extra zeros.

“But first,” she continued, almost purring, Mina placed her hands on her hips as she watched him. Her expression darkened. “I want to make sure you can be the kind of boy I want and need.”

She had kissed him; she had touched him. She had run her hand down between his legs, finding his silhouette and massaging his shaft through his pants until it felt like he was about to climax.

At this point, he didn’t remember how to be patient.

That was perfect for her.

“I want you to take me back to your bedroom. I want you to leave me there.”

“I can do that!”

“But I want you to crawl for me.”

“What?” He stared at her.

For the first time, he seemed to understand what this meant.

“I want you to crawl for me,” she repeated. “Go on. Crawl. Crawl like a good boy for me. Lead the way, Xander.”

He took a step forward.

She tilted her head. She maintained eye contact. She watched him, and she waited for the inevitable.

He broke!

Her mouth watered, and she was tempted to grab him and push him up against the wall and continue kissing him. Maybe she would have shoved him down to the floor right there in his living room and ridden his face! The idea certainly appealed to her…

But at that moment, she waited for him to break.

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“It’s a simple trick. You want to impress me, don’t you? Go on, Xander. Impress me.”

He bit down on the inside of his mouth as he tried to hold out. Maybe he was doing his best to think of some excuse or explanation why he wasn’t going to be able to satisfy her desire.

“You won’t tell anyone about this, right?”

“I make no promises,” she replied. “But if you want this, you’re going to be a good boy for me. You already know how I can touch you, don’t you? You already know how good this can feel. You also know that if you don’t satisfy me, I have no problem turning around and walking away. That’s not what you want, is it?”

“No!” Xander squeaked out. Then he blinked, apparently surprised by that note of desperation in his voice.

Then again, it was harder here when they were alone.

Under normal circumstances, he probably brought women back to his place, where they felt like they were at a disadvantage. First, they were alone with a man. Second, this was his territory.

Clearly, Mina didn’t care about any of those details. He didn’t know it, but she was a huntress. She loved this dynamic, especially because she was curious.

If he had tried to get aggressive, she would have been able to knock him down onto his back with at least seventeen different maneuvers, all of which she had learned as muscle memory back at the academy.

Mina watched him and waited for that moment, even as he struggled to figure out what he was going to do. He kept coming up with different ideas and strategies, only to dismiss them one after another because he already sensed that they would fail.

“Down, boy,” she said.

Those two words broke something within him, so his knees bent, and he fell to the floor.

She rewarded him, walking forward and stepping right up to him. She ran her fingers through his thick hair and down the sides of his face. She stroked the underside of his jaw with her nails just barely scratching his skin as she petted him.

Clearly, he loved the gentle attention.

He closed his eyes, and he surrendered.

Then the reward came to an end. “Good boy. You know what you need to do.”

He narrowed his eyes and looked up at her. He glared at her for the next few seconds.

But then she stepped back, crossed her arms, watched, and waited.

He broke.

This boy couldn’t help himself. He exhaled through his nostrils and between his teeth. Then he lowered himself down onto all fours. With his knuckles and knees, pressing against the synthetic wood, he crawled down the hall as he escorted this woman. But he wasn’t holding her hand. He wasn’t leading her, not really.

Then he crossed the threshold, and he started to stand.

Mina casually placed her hand on the top of his head.

“Stay,” she said.

At different points, people had probably called a guy like Xander a dog. Maybe they heard about his romantic exploits, but the term straddled that fun line between a compliment and an insult. At this moment, however, there was a woman standing above him, and she could clearly control him. Then again, it was not a big deal. At least, that was how he felt.

“I want to make you feel good. I want to give you a reward. I want to reward you for all of your hard work and good behavior,” she said, adopting that sing song cadence that worked on so many different boys. “Would you like that?”

“Yes.” He coughed and cleared his throat. “I would like that.”

“Stand,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

He got to his feet, and that was when she kissed him again. For the next five or six or seven seconds, her lips pressed against his mouth, and he rubbed his body against hers. This time, she wasn’t quite as responsive. She didn’t give him exactly what he wanted. The frustration mounted even as the arousal pounded through him because he could still breathe in the scent of her shampoo, or maybe it was her perfume. He couldn’t know, but it didn’t matter because there was something so intoxicating about getting this close to a girl like Mina. She was technically a stranger, but he ached for her approval. Even if he couldn’t acknowledge that reality, it was there, digging into the center of his being.

Then she let go, and her hands fell to his shoulders, and she nudged him back.

Not only that, she pushed him down.

“On your knees.”

With his lips tingling and his cock hard, it was impossible for that boy to understand just how he was being manipulated. He fell into place, especially because he understood a simple fact.

If he didn’t do what she wanted, she could just turn around and walk away. Maybe he could have tried to just cajole her. Maybe he would have attempted to argue with her. Ultimately, however, he knew he was at a disadvantage. Even if he didn’t acknowledge it explicitly or intellectually, Xander could sense it.

More importantly, she knew it too.

Xander lowered himself to his knees, like a good boy.

“Very nice” she said. “Crawl over to the bed. Get on top of it. Then strip. I want you naked.”

“Maybe you should get naked first,” he said. The words were probably supposed to come out confident and powerful. They were supposed to be the suggestion of a trickster boy who could get whatever he wanted from a girl like her.

Mina didn’t respond. With her arms still crossed over her chest, she simply watched him and waited for him to bend, then break.

It didn’t take long.

The financier bit down again. When he inhaled, he could feel the cool air rush along the roof of his mouth. But then he turned, and crawled, and he was probably trying to justify this by thinking about how she was just some crazy girl, and he was going to satisfy her, but the end result would be the same. He would be on top of her, holding her down and pounding into her. It was biological. It was natural. That was the essence of humanity. Those were the kinds of inane justifications he would use to try to protect his ego.

This boy had no idea.

Once on the mattress, he sat up on his knees, and then he pulled off his shirt. He yanked away his shoes, tossed them to the floor, and his socks followed just a few seconds later. After that, he removed his pants.

“What about you?”

“Eventually,” she said. “But for now, I want something else from you.”

She knew this part would be delicate. It would require a special kind of focus. Not only that, she would need to make sure that she watched him and maneuvered him correctly.

Within moments, he was down to just his boxers.

He held off on removing them for a couple of seconds. She saw that hesitation, so she encouraged him. She came forward, she reached out with one hand, and she slid her fingers along his forearm, up his elbow, all the way to his bicep.

He shivered.

As a guy, he probably assumed that arousal meant sex every single time. He had never really considered the different erogenous zones of his own body. As a boy, he thought of sex in terms of his cock and nothing else.

But now she triggered something within him.

“Take off your underwear,” she said, despite the fact that she was fully clothed.

He had to understand, at least from a conscious perspective, that he was putting himself at a disadvantage because she still had on her shoes, pants, blouse, and jacket. Now he was naked!

If that bothered him, he didn’t get the chance to think about it.

Mina climbed up onto the bed, and she pushed him to his back. Then she was on top of him, and he started to say something. He didn’t get the chance. Her lips touched his. More importantly, she had one hand on his shoulder. With the other, she reached back, and he reflexively spread his legs as her fingers slid along his balls end up to the base of his shaft. “You’re going to be a good boy for me,” she said, between those soft, tender, and promising kisses.

He was so hard!

Mina actually wondered if he had ever been this aroused before.

With other women, there was a different kind of uncertainty. He probably thought of girls in terms of how likely he would be to score and get the sex he craved.

At this point, he was naked, and she was touching him. She knew exactly how to give him what he wanted. At the same time, she could dangle that possibility in front of him, making him squirm.

Mina leaned back, gazed down at him, and considered the bedframe. She saw the posts sliding up into the air. The frame was black metal; it was probably supposed to be expensive, masculine, and impressive.

It would certainly work for her purposes.

“Close your eyes.”

“What are you going to do?” Xander asked. By now, all of the desperate bravado that he usually carried as armor had been stripped away. Between the arousal and the desperate desire to please her, this boy would give her anything she wanted.

Well, that wasn’t entirely true, she knew.

But soon enough…

“You’ll find out,” she said.

“No,” he told her. “I need to know.”

Rather than answer right away, Mina climbed onto the bed, she straddled him, she leaned down, and she kissed his shoulders, the contours of his neck, his cheek, then his mouth. She pushed her lips down hard against his as she took what she wanted.

Finally, she broke off that kiss.

“I’m going to inspect your bedroom. I want you right here, naked, with your arms and legs spread. I want you on display as I do whatever I want. And when I’m done, I will do whatever I want.” She injected this lascivious note into that final phrase.

She could do whatever she wanted…

He was imagining wild sex. More importantly, he knew that he was so desperately hard while she could still just saunter away.

He probably wondered how he had allowed himself to fall into this kind of disadvantageous position. As a guy who liked to think of everything in terms of game theory, he genuinely couldn’t explain it.

Still, he thought he knew what was going to happen.

That was good enough.

He closed his eyes, spread his arms and legs, and then she walked through his room. She opened different drawers as she considered the various articles of clothing. She found his socks, his underwear, some folded jackets, shorts, trousers, and more.

Then she found what she wanted.

In a bottom drawer on one of his three closets, she found some brand new packages of scarves and handkerchiefs. Presumably, these were gifts. She didn’t really know what he was supposed to use them for, but maybe a boss or a family friend had given them to him, insisting he would need them at some point.

The scarves were the perfect length.

Glancing back at him, she saw that he still had his eyes shut.

Deciding he needed another reward, she climbed onto the mattress again. This time, she kneeled between his legs as she pressed down on his flanks. She stroked him and teased him for a few seconds, gliding her fingers closer and closer to his cock and balls without actually touching any of those spots.

“Please…”

“What are you going to do? What are you going to do for me?”

Right away, the analyst blurted out, “Whatever you want!”

“Good boy. Smart boy.” 

If he picked up on that note of condescending mockery, he didn’t respond. Then again, it must’ve been so hard for this boy to think, especially since his heart was pounding, and his breath came in one quivering gasp after another. Her hands continued to glide along his thighs, up toward his hips, and along his stomach. His prominent erection was right there, and her touch kept coming so wonderfully, deliciously, and cruelly close to his member. At any moment, she could touch him! At any instant, she could squeeze him, grip him, rub him, and force him to climax!

But she wasn’t going to do that, not soon, not yet…

“Can you be a good boy for me?”

“Yes!”

“Mistress,” she said.

“What?”

“Address me as a Mistress,” she said. “You know what that means, don’t you? It means I own you.”

“You don’t own me,” he said.

That was the moment when she stroked his cock again.

Predictably, this weak-willed male lost himself to that rush of sensation. Need shot across his skin, darting, and exploding from one nerve to the next as she toyed with him. But again, it wasn’t enough for him to get off! He couldn’t just finish and save her that burst of completion.

Then she pulled her hand back.

“Try it,” she ordered.

“Mistress!”

“Tell me you’re going to stay on your back with your arms and legs spread.”

Deep inside of his head, this boy probably searched for another justification to explain how and why he would give this girl everything she expected and demanded.

Ultimately, Mina didn’t worry about the reasons he told himself. He could use whatever story he liked, so long as he cooperated. And now, he still had his eyes closed, and he was almost ready for the next part of her plan.

“Mistress, I’m going to stay on my back with my arms and legs spread,” he told her, gasping out those points like they had transformed into some vital piece of information.

“Good boy,” she said, stroking his cock again. She gave him one gentle squeeze. It was almost enough to get him off. Then her hands slid along his length. After that, she focused on his balls. She stroked him. Next, her fingers ran along his hips, down toward his inner thighs, then up along his length again.

He squirmed there, like he desperately wanted to move, but he couldn’t bring himself to defy her.

“You know if you disappoint me, I’m going to stop. I’m going to walk away,” she said.

“I won’t disappoint you, Mistress,” he promised her, his voice almost shaking.

“No, you won’t,” she answered, making that simple statement sound definitive and utterly inescapable.

He still had his eyes shut, so she kissed him on his lips, then his cheek, then the side of his neck. Simultaneously, she reached up and she looped the first scarf around his right wrist. She drew it tight. At that moment, he could have chosen to fight her.

He didn’t.

He didn’t even ask what she was doing.

Mina kept kissing him, her lips and teeth and tongue playing across the sensitive skin at the side of his neck. Then she sat up, and she pulled the ends of the scarf toward the bed post. She tied quickly, trapping him.

This was an expert knot; it was one she had learned back at the academy. At this moment, Xander probably told himself that he didn’t care about the scarf because this was just part of a game. At any moment, he would be able to slide his hand free.

That wasn’t how it worked, yet he hadn’t figured it out yet.

Then again, she didn’t think this actually qualified as a deception, especially since she was excited. A woman like Alyssa would get tired and probably want to go back to her room. She would maybe take a bath, drink some wine, or spend some time with her slave. Mina needed something a little bit different. She loved the tension in the air, especially since there was this delicate balance she had to strike as she continued to keep Xander in his place.

She kissed him again, long and slow, tender and passionate. Then she pulled away, and her eyes were aimed down at his. She tied his other wrist. She trapped him.

Technically, that was good enough. He wouldn’t be able to break free.

She still slid her nails down along his stomach to his left thigh. And then she tied down both of his legs. She worked quickly and efficiently.

“Good boy,” she said. “I want you to understand something. I could get up and walk away right now, and you wouldn’t be able to stop me.”

“I could get up,” he told her.

“Try it.”

“I could!” Xander insisted.

“Try it,” Mina said again, her eyes sparkling.

Surprisingly, he didn’t try to glare up at her. Instead, he kept his eyelids shut. If anything, he tightened them as he tried to hide from the certainty he didn’t wish to find.

His nostrils flared as his shoulder muscles tightened. He flexed his biceps, but he didn’t actively attempt to break free.

Deep down, he must’ve already understood the truth.

This girl had moved quickly and efficiently, but she knew what she was doing. This wasn’t some silly game of “love slave”. Instead, she had skill, and now he was trapped.

For a wealthy boy like Xander, he probably didn’t understand what that meant. This was a new flavor of fear for him. Perhaps he had worried about numbers on screens. Maybe there had been awkward moments or a splash of nervous energy racing down into the pit of his stomach when he had to give an important presentation to some of the managing partners at his firm.

But this was different…

…This was captivity, even if he couldn’t quite accept it yet.

Boys could be so silly. They could be so foolish, so gullible, so naïve and beautifully irrational.

Mina would have enjoyed chasing him down through the city just as she had done with Peter Drake, but there was still something fun about simply drawing this boy into a cage and trapping him.

“What’s wrong? You don’t think you can do it? I thought you were supposed to be the kind of guy who could get any girl he wants? Come on then. Show me what you can do. Just get up. Grab me and hold me down. Make me feel like a helpless girl,” she said. As she spoke, she grabbed his cock, and she played with him, squeezing and gliding her hand up and down several times.

He almost came!

But then she stopped, and he opened his eyes. Defiant, he glared at her with the full force of his sharpened confidence.

Other women would have been nervous. Other women would’ve swooned, seeing that kind of dedication and determination on his handsome face.

That was when he started to struggle; that was when he started to fight!

Mina watched. Kneeling above him, she leaned down, careful not to touch him, like that would somehow break the rules of their game.

He flexed, tensing his muscles and channeling every ounce of strength he possessed. He had a developed body with defined muscles. Clearly, he was the kind of guy who went to the gym frequently because he needed to look good on those nights when he would pull off his shirt in front of some easily impressed woman.

“What’s wrong? You can’t get away? Are you trapped here?”

He tried, yanking and fighting harder.


“Come on, boy. You want to get up, don’t you? You want to show me that you can do anything, don’t you? Or are you just a pet? Have you always been waiting for a woman to come along and tie you down?”

He kept fighting.

She watched. Then she sat back on her heels, crossed her arms, and smiled down at him.

“That was very entertaining,” she told him. “But you know, I think you just proved something.”

“Fine. We proved something. Let me up now.”

“No,” she said.

“What?”

“No,” Mina repeated. “Don’t worry, slave. I’m not going to leave you just like this. I want to have some fun with you. First, you’re going to beg for the chance to go down on me.”

His nostrils twitched. The corners of his mouth tightened into a snarl as he bit down. Finally, he managed to glare back at her. “Why would I do something like that?” At that point, he had given up on using her honorific.

“You’re going to do it because you want me to play with this. You want me to ride you nice and hard.”

“I bet you’re turned on right now,” he said.

“I am,” she said with something close to a playful giggle. “But guess what? Just because I’m turned on, that doesn’t mean I can’t leave you like this…”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Is that really a bet you want to make? What do you finance boys always talk about? You have to know your exit? Trust me, Xander. I know where my exit is. I also know that I could go right back to that bar or any other place and find another boy who would be suitable for my needs.”

Her boy had already been captured; he was trapped right there. Perhaps he hadn’t figured out exactly what that could entail, but he knew he couldn’t get up. He glanced over at the restraint around his left wrist, and he tried to pull on it one more time, yet the fabric of that scarf refused to stretch, tear, or rip.

Whether he liked it or not, he was genuinely stuck.

“Fine…”

“Go on,” she said to him.

With another sneer, he closed his eyes. He rolled his head back, and he pushed his shoulders down. His elbows dug into the mattress. “Please, Mistress. Please, let me serve you.”

“Does that mean you want to lick my pussy? Does that mean you want me to ride you and use you for my pleasure? Does that mean you understand that a slave is only happy when he can be of service to his superior?”

“You’re joking,” he shot back.

That was when she placed her palms on his sides, and she ran her fingers up toward his rib cage. Then she grabbed his nipples and pinched them. He tried not to flinch. He tried and failed.

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

“No!”

She let go.

“You know what you have to do. You also know that if you don’t do it, I’m going to get up and walk away right now.”

“No. No way. You can’t leave me like this!”

“Why can’t I leave you like this?” Mina asked him. She made it sound like such an easy and simple question.

That bound boy did his best to respond; he hunted across his vocabulary for the right set of words. Despite his best efforts, all he could do was glance to his left, then his right, down along the length of his body to see his spread legs and the scarves holding him in place.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to now admit the truth: he was trapped. He was stuck. “Beg for the privilege of servicing me. Beg for the opportunity to lick me, nice and hard, and if you’re very lucky, I will use your cock to pleasure myself.”

To this boy, this couldn’t be right! It seemed like an impossibility! Even if he didn’t think of himself as a chauvinist or a sexist, he was still a boy. He didn’t really care about fairness at work. If the interns got teased or if some of the female employees were harassed from time to time, that just seemed like a part of doing business. Besides, he was never a particularly bad jackass. Maybe he would let his gaze wander along a woman’s body for just a little while too long, but he would always have plausible deniability on his side. That was good enough, or so he believed.

But now, Mina waited. She watched. She studied him as he processed the reality of his situation.

His voice shifted. Desperation clawed at his throat. “Please. Please, don’t make me.”

“Do it,” she ordered just as so many other women had all across the Confederation.

He broke. The words tumbled out of his mouth. “Please, Mistress! Please, just use me. Please, give me the opportunity to please you! Please, I will do a good job! I will lick your pussy! I will lick you, and I will make you feel so good, and you can use me!”

“Because you are a slave,” she said, carefully annunciating every syllable.

Instantly, this boy understood what that woman expected from him. Even if he raged against this behind his eyes, between his ears, and all the way down into the core of his torso, Xander understood inevitability.

“Because I am a slave,” he told her. As those words jumped from his mouth, he was probably clinging once again to another justification. He probably told himself that this was just a game. She was horny, and she was playing with him, and this was what she was into. Inevitably, however, she was going to release him. She would untie him, and maybe he would enjoy the orgasm, but he wasn’t going to have to remember this.

By now, she had finished pulling off her jacket, her blouse, her pants, shoes, socks, bra, and panties. She was naked, and she slid forward, spread her legs, and he looked up, watching as she got ready.

First, she touched a finger to his mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered.

His eyes narrowed for another moment, but he gave her what she expected. He wrapped his lips around her finger, and then she pulled away, just a few moments later. Next, her hand came up between her legs, and she touched that digit to her slit. After that, she began to stroke herself. Her finger slid along her opening until she pressed down, and she closed her eyes, arched her back, tightened her shoulders, and bit down into her lower lip as she enjoyed herself.

At that moment, this boy could only watch, yet seeing her in that position amplified his desperation. The arousal pumped through his body, sprinting along his veins.

Then she pulled her hand away, she slid forward, and she pressed her sex down against his lips.

“Lick me nice and hard. Go deep. Service your superior.”

It was time for a new ad.

The video opened with a soft, calming melody and a warm wash of light across the screen. A serene, carefully curated living space came into focus. Everything was clean, orderly, and inviting. There were neutral tones, soft fabrics, and subtle ambient lighting created an atmosphere of comfort and control. The image included the couch, carpets, and brightly airy windows with powerful trees standing in the distance.

A young boy sat at a table, looking uncertain. His posture was tense, his hands fidgeting slightly as he stared down at a simple interactive screen. The image lingered just long enough to establish a sense of unease.

Then the scene shifted.

A woman entered the frame and took a seat across from him. She smiled gently, her expression patient and reassuring. Her presence immediately softened the tension in the room.

A voiceover began, calm and confident.

“Every young man deserves guidance. Every boy can use extra training, especially from a caring tutor who can help him understand his role in our matriarchy.”

The boy glanced up. The woman spoke to him quietly, her tone encouraging. She gestured toward the screen, guiding his attention. He swallowed and nodded.

The video cut to a series of short, carefully framed and sentimental moments.

There was a one-on-one session in a bright study room, where an instructor sat beside a teenage boy, speaking to him with measured clarity. Next, the viewer was treated to a quiet outdoor setting, where another boy listened as a tutor explained something, her hand resting lightly on a tablet displaying behavioral scenarios. Next came a close-up of a young man taking a breath, then responding calmly in a simulated conversation. From there, a new shot appeared: this time, there were about a dozen young men kneeling with their heads bowed and their arms held behind their backs.

They all wore collars.

“Our instructors are trained to provide individualized support,” the announcer continued. “We strive to be gentle, stern, focused, and effective.”

The music remained steady, reinforcing that sense of promise and reassurance.

On screen, a new scenario played out. A young man stood awkwardly in front of a woman, unsure how to respond. The image paused, then rewound slightly. The tutor’s voice guided him through the correct approach. The scene resumed. This time, his posture was more composed, his tone respectful. The interaction unfolded smoothly. The woman smiled and patted the boy on the head.

For the viewer, it was clear. Perhaps there remained some cinder of defiance, yet this boy would behave himself now. That was everything this program offered and promised.

“We offer one-on-one coaching designed to help young men grow into their roles with obedience, confidence and understanding.”

The vid ad transitioned again.

A classroom setting appeared, though smaller and more intimate than traditional spaces. Each student worked individually with an instructor. The atmosphere was quiet and focused just like before.

“Because learning how to behave appropriately is not instinctive,” the announcer said. “It is taught.”

The camera returned to the first young man (collared and clearly deferential). He now sat more comfortably, his shoulders relaxed. He responded to a prompt with calm confidence. The instructor smiled.

“We believe in progress through patience. Growth through understanding. And success through proper instruction.”

Once the commercial ended, the women in the different targeted demographics would still be able to recognize the explicit promises versus the truth of these programs.

Despite the scarves around his wrist, Mina’s toy boy still resisted and fought. Most of all, he held onto one idea: she wasn’t his superior! She couldn’t be his superior!

Although Xander didn’t actually know what this woman did, he instantly assumed that his job was more important because he had to make more money. Ultimately, that was the only score that would matter. Perhaps she was hot and managed to trick him into tying him down, but that didn’t change anything. Besides, she would inevitably release him; she would let him up, and then they would be equals once again.

No, they would be more than equals because he would be bigger and taller and richer. He would still have the amazing position back at the investment firm. That was all that mattered; that was all he cared about!

In the meantime…

He licked. He raised his head, opened his mouth, and he ran his tongue along her pussy.

“Deeper,” she ordered.

A shiver of embarrassment ran through his body.

He raised his head, a little higher, and he licked faster. He went in deeper just as she had ordered.

The flavor of her excitement ripped all across his senses. He breathed in that scent, he tasted her, and he could feel the tight heat of her slit. At the same time, his cock was so hard!

Moment by moment, he hoped she was going to touch him again. It wouldn’t have taken much; in fact, he almost wanted to ruin this. She could have leaned back, grabbed him, and he would grind against her soft fingers until he came. After that, she would have to let him up. Things could go back to the way they were supposed to be.

Only she wasn’t interested in that. Instead, she gripped the headboard, and she moved her face a little forward, a little back, up and down just a tiny bit as she enjoyed the different angles.

Her enslaved boy kept licking.

This was going to be over sooner rather than later.

As a debt securities analyst, Xander understood the importance of time. So often, the key detail for any security had to be time. What was the time horizon? Were they looking at a few hours, days, weeks, months, or years? The longer the time horizon, the greater the payoff.

That meant he had to be patient. Investors, by definition, needed to become accustomed to waiting. A debt obligation would mature; an option would expire, markets would open, and the trades would proceed.

This time, he tried to count through the seconds, especially because he had never felt like this before.

It was a new sensation. It was the captivity, the helplessness, and the knowledge that he was trapped.

As far as Xander knew, he had never been trapped before….

His tongue danced and darted along her pussy while he thought about that. He could feel it there, glowing bright in his chest. He tried to ignore it. He kept his eyes closed so he wouldn’t have to look up along the length of her body. Still, he could feel that weight just as he tasted her and breathed in the aroma of her triumph.

This girl had tricked him. She had trapped him. He was genuinely stuck!

No matter how hard he fought, he wasn’t going to be able to get up or away.

Still, this was going to come to an end sooner rather than later. Again, and again, he came back to that reality. He had to hold onto that fundamental truth. That was the most important part.

She could play with him for as long as she liked…

…And he couldn’t stop her. He realized this once again as he halfheartedly pulled, only to feel the knots tighten around his wrists and ankles.

She came!

Finally, this was almost over!

She pulled back, and she looked down into his eyes.

“Beg for me to ride you. Plead with me. Tell me that you understand that males are inferior and need to be trained. Tell me that you want to be trained. Tell me that you can’t wait to be enslaved!”

He would tell her this because she wanted to hear it. It was just part of the game. Not only that, he suddenly didn’t really care about the words that left his mouth since her hand had started to slide along his shaft, starting at the base, gliding up the midsection of his cock, all the way to the tip.

At first, Xander just swallowed. “Please. Please, Mistress! Please, ride me!” Somewhere deep down, he couldn’t believe that those words left his mouth this easily. But he spoke; he told her what she wanted to hear. “Males are inferior and I need to be trained! I want to be trained! I can’t wait to be enslaved!”

“Wish granted,” she said. That was when she slipped back, grabbed him by his shaft, lowered herself down onto his erection, and used him. Her grip was firm, but she still didn’t give him the pressure he needed as she rubbed her opening with his manhood. She played with him like that for several seconds, maybe an entire minute. His eyes went wide, and he searched for words to say, yet the sounds refused to leave his throat. He couldn’t articulate himself. As hard as he tried, Xander couldn’t give her a compelling reason to simply take him, fuck him, use him, and finally finish with him because he needed it so badly!

“Please, Mistress! Please, I can’t take this!”

“Yes, you can,” she said “besides, this is going to be helpful for you. This is an important lesson.”

“No, I can’t take it!”

“Darn,” she said. “They’re going to make sure you get every chance.”

They?

Xander needed to speak, but she lowered herself down. She took him, enveloping him, trapping his cock right there between the contours of her slit. Her crevice tightened around him, and she enjoyed every inch. She raised her head, closed her eyes, and let out a little gasp of pleasure.

“What are you doing? What are you talking about?”

“Shush,” she replied.

No, he told himself! She couldn’t do that to him! She couldn’t just tell him to shut up or be quiet.

…Except she could.

Xander shut his mouth, and he didn’t dare speak, even as she enjoyed the feel and heat of his body. Then she started to ride him, moving up and down as she took her time. She enjoyed his strength, his solidity, his girth and circumference. She turned him into nothing but a toy as she took him nice and hard.

Then she started to go faster until her dark hair splashed against her shoulders. He watched the movements of her breasts, the tension along her face, and the way the light played across her hair.

She was so beautiful, so powerful…

Xander lost himself as the tension spread all across his frame.

He had never had sex like this before. He had never been used or objectified this way.

Now that it was happening, he learned what it meant to be truly imprisoned.

“You’re such a good boy. You’re going to make someone very happy. And that’s why I’m going to let you have this right now. You can have it. Take it. Enjoy your orgasm. Enjoy your orgasm, boy! Come for me. Come for me nice and hard right now!”

Xander let go, he lost control, and that reflex gripped him, surging all across his body as he shut his eyes and lost himself to that rush of sensation. He stopped thinking. He wasn’t sure if he was breathing. Maybe he was moaning, gasping, grunting or growling. Maybe he shouted or screamed. He really had no idea. Perhaps his neighbors were banging against the walls as they tried to get him too quiet down.

It didn’t matter because he lost everything. There was just this girl on top of him, taking him and claiming him.

Mina took everything she craved from this boy. She used him, bringing herself closer and closer to that wild rush.

Then she cried out; she screamed as the pleasure coursed through her veins. It lit up her senses, driving her wild.

Together, they both lost all track of time as he followed her command. He came, she finished with him, and then she finally pulled away.

After that, Mina ran her fingers through her hair. She really did look so extraordinarily beautiful. She pulled out her panties. She slipped back into her bra; she secured the clasp between her shoulder blades. Next, she buttoned up her blouse after sliding her arms into those sleeves. He watched as she got ready. She pulled out her pants, her socks, and she slipped her feet back into her shoes.

Little by little, he felt like he could think clearly again.

“When are you going to let me up?” Xander finally asked. As he spoke, he tried to inject that imperious note of expectation into his question.

They had played; they had fooled around, and they completed her freaky game. She had gotten to tie him down and strip him naked and tease him about being naked. At this point, however, they were both done.

Mina turned back and she considered him for a second. Then her hand dropped to her pocket, and she picked up her handheld. She slid it free from her pocket, tapped one of the icons, and held the device to her ear.

“Hey,” she said. “It’s me. I just sent you a ping for my location. Are you interested in buying a boy? He’s all tied up and ready for you. Yeah, you’re going to have to get him off world on your own. No, I don’t really care about the price. You know me.” Mina started laughing.

Xander watched her as she spoke. He stared hard, and he kept waiting for her to end this fake call and look back at him and burst out laughing because this was obviously a joke. It was a prank, and she was messing with him.

But even as he tried to cling to those explanations, something inside of him turned cold.

“Deal,” she said.

Then she hung up, terminating the connection.

“What was that?” Xander demanded.

“I sold you,” she said.

“What?”

“I sold you,” she replied, smiling this time.

“What?”

“I sold you,” she said, making it sound obvious and easy, like this was the kind of concept a boy like Xander should have been able to understand quickly. “There are a few organizations around the city, and they take boys like you and transport them back to the Confederation.”

“The Confederation?” Xander said even as he tried to get up.

“Don’t worry, I think you’re going to make an excellent slave. I mean, look at how much progress I made with you over the course of one night.”

“You’re joking. This isn’t real,” he insisted.

“You heard the phone call,” she told him. “It’s real. It’s real, and it’s happening. They’re going to come and get you, bind you up, and take you away. Then you’re going to find yourself on a transport, and it shouldn’t be longer than a day or two before you are up on the auction block.”

“What? No! You can’t do this to me, you sick bitch!”

Because he had enjoyed his orgasm, the arousal was gone, and now he could let the anger flood through his body.

If he hoped to insult or enrage her, it didn’t work. If anything, that sly smile on her lips only rose a little higher towards the corners of her mouth. And then she sauntered over to him, and she cocked her head to the side. “Xander, it’s not that bad. I mean, these girls are going to show up, and they might have some fun with you before they muzzle you and box you up. Then they’re going to transport you, and it’s just going to take a little while. That’s all. Not only that, they will probably sedate you.”

“No…”

Mina clapped her hands together. “Yes!” Then she giggled, and she looked down at him. “Sorry, boy. You don’t get to be some God of finance or Master of the universe or whatever else you’d like to call yourself. You might have a lot of money, but you’re still a boy, and there are women out there like me. They might not be official huntresses, but they are still predators, and they are going to have so much fun with you. You are going to be so profitable. Do you know how I can tell?”

At that moment, Xander probably didn’t want to answer. His heart was pounding, even as he tried to think of something he could do or say or offer to get this girl to change her mind.

As far as he could tell, he had experience, education, wealth and physical superiority on his side. That raised the obvious question: how did he end up like this?

She had touched him and kissed him, drawing him back here. And then he actually allowed himself to be tied down!

It was supposed to be a game; they were supposed to be playing! But now he looked up at her, and he recognized that fundamental stupidity. He had been so foolish, so naïve! But it wasn’t supposed to work like this! As a young and powerful man, he wasn’t supposed to worry about the possibility of getting taken!

Huntresses existed on other planets. He had money! People listened to him! They respected him!

If he actually bumped into someone out on the street, the other person would almost always apologize to him. He had that height and that strength. He worked out all the time!

None of those details could change what she had done to him.

His breathing came even faster now.

“You know, I don’t want you to disturb your neighbors.”

“What are you doing?” Xander started to ask, but that was when she took the next scarf, and she shoved it down between his lips and teeth. He cried out, only to realize that the sound was getting muffled now. She gagged him! She tied the scarf into place with another one of those infuriatingly secure knots.

Then she stepped back.

He thrashed. He threw his body from side to side, channeling every drop of strength he could as he hoped to get enough momentum to tear himself free.

Perhaps he would succeed. Maybe not. Either way, she didn’t really care.

“You’re hot when you struggle,” she told him with a little chuckle. Then she took out her handheld, aimed the camera, and took a picture. “By the way, thank you for the finder’s fee. I’m making a lot off of you.”

He kept howling and struggling and fighting hard to get her attention as she turned her back on him and headed toward the door.

Then Mina decided to help out her unofficial colleagues. “By the way, if they decide to let you out of that gag and if you behave, and if you beg very nicely, you might be able to convince them to let you buy out your contract. You have a lot of money, right? If you make the right kind of offer, they might release you. Just something to think about while you wait for them.” She giggled again, slipped through the door, and made sure to leave it unlocked.

Peter Drake didn’t struggle. For a long time, he tried to find that peace from before. Initially, he had been able to defy the synaptic amplifier by considering his photography. But then Alyssa had come in here, and she had talked to him, and she had buried something deep with him. It was that seed of obedience.

He didn’t like that phrase; he wished he could have called it something else.

Only then, a different and worse idea occurred to him.

Alyssa hadn’t buried anything inside of his psyche. It wasn’t like she gave him some kind of subliminal command, nor had she injected him with something. Worst of all, he could feel that amplifier. It wasn’t that little hint of physical weight on his forehead, nor was it the adhesive. 

Instead, she had done something worse.

Peter didn’t want to acknowledge it, but she had triggered something. She had cultivated this impulse that had already been there.

At first, he suspected it was just something that he carried for one reason or another. Maybe it was something he had picked up or observed. Maybe it was written there into his DNA. Still, he didn’t think it would apply to the men around him.

But then he thought about primary school, secondary school, college, and even work. He thought about his times at the office and those moments when he would be watching as some of the interns would flirt with one another. Maybe there would be a girl, and she would tease one of the boys. Then the boys would do their best to please those girls.

It was pretty obvious who was in charge. It was pretty obvious that the girls knew what they wanted. More importantly, they seemed to realize they could get it. They just had to push a little harder, and the guys would bend and obey.

At first, Peter told himself that he was wrong about those memories.

Yet he could feel the truth; he understood that this was how it worked.

In that room and tied down, the impulse to obey grew stronger. He kept fighting it; he did his best to deny the truth, yet the amplifier continued to operate, and he was thinking about Tonya.

These different images kept flashing behind his eyes. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t think about some random album, a fun vid, the pictures he had taken, or the games he had played.

Instead, there was just that woman. There was the idea that he could bow down in front of her, kiss her feet, raise his head, look up at her, and say something like, “I wish to serve you. Please, may I be your slave? I offer myself to you!”

Again and again, those words echoed inside of his head. They looped and repeated, and he didn’t know how to make it stop. At this point, he still had the eye mask, the collar, the chastity belt, the straps, and the gag. Each item reminded him of his captivity.

At several points, he tried to shout.

This tactic seemed alien. He wasn’t the kind of guy who made a lot of noise. But now, he growled out, and he did his best to make those sounds because he had to declare to the universe, “I’m not going to be a slave!”

It didn’t work.

Eventually, he got quiet, and that meant fighting deep within the inner recesses of his psyche.

That last strategy had worked. He had tried to think about something else, and he had been able to hold off the pressure for a while.

He wasn’t going to think about Tonya. He had to think about something else, someone else…

…Alyssa…

Right away, he understood this was a bad idea, but it felt like this itch, and he started to scratch, and there was that relief because he was thinking about her hair, the shape of her face, the curves of her smile, and the contours of her body.

Not only that, there were those other sensations.

Peter started to remember how it felt when she kissed him, touched him, and used him. Immediately, his fingers tightened into fists, and he yanked against the restraints, but this time he felt something new. He thought he felt one of the straps start to give.

It was probably just his imagination, but Peter raised his head, and he quickly attempted to peer over to see if it was just part of some deluded fantasy.

Of course, he couldn’t actually see anything.

Still, he tugged again. At first, the restraints seemed just as strong as before. But then he tested them, going with his right leg first. He pulled, but he couldn’t break free. He worked on his left leg next. Then he went for his right arm. Again, and again, he faced the same basic truth: Alyssa had strapped him down, so he was on his back, naked, restricted by this gear, and helpless until she decided to come back and work on him again.

Alyssa…

He tried not to think about her.

He tried not to think about what he would do or say when she came back, especially because there was that instinct.

It started to become a fantasy.

After a few more minutes, he started to drift, and it seemed like he was going to fall asleep.

He didn’t know if this was a thought or a dream, but the image whirled around his thoughts, and in the corners of his fantasy anyway.

He thought of Alyssa, and he tried to focus on work, but that meant considering sitting at his cubicle, and then he wondered what would happen if he heard her voice call out to him. “Peter, can you come over here for a minute?” Even if he tried to push this imagined scenario in a different direction, he couldn’t do it because he would inevitably stand up and walk over to her desk. Then he would see her, and she would tilt her head to the side, smile at him, and point out that there had been a mistake on one of his reports. After that, he was supposed to apologize, go back to his desk, sit, and type in the corrections. Instead, he imagined, Alyssa shaking her head, leaning back in her seat and patting her lap because he would have to crawl across her thighs for his punishment.

Peter tried so hard to break away from that image, but it was easy to imagine himself there across her lap, suddenly naked as her hand flashed down again and again. She would strike one quick blow after another, and there would be those jolts of pain followed by that moment when he would drop to his knees in front of her.

Then he would say those words. “Ma’am, I’m so sorry for my mistake. It won’t happen again.”

But she would be magnanimous as she told him, “Peter, it’s okay. I know you’re just a boy. Maybe you should stay here and serve me instead.”

Serve her?

Normally, Peter was in charge of his own imagination. He could control his fantasies….until now.

In some far off reality, he recognized that there was a tool stuck to his forehead. It delivered those calibrated pulses of electrical energy that translated into his brain as these images. It nudged him in the right direction, helping him focus and fixate on that one drive: the need to obey.

So now he found himself squirming in his restraints as his eyes darted, even though he couldn’t see anything.

It was almost a dream. It was almost a fantasy.

“Yes, please. Thank you for the chance to serve you.”

That would be the moment when she spread her legs, peeled back her skirt, and revealed that she wasn’t wearing any panties. He would see her, he would lick his lips, and he would slide his head forward. His cheeks would brush along her inner thighs, and he would continue to gaze up at her for as long as possible, right until that moment when the angle no longer worked. Still, he would feel it. He could already feel it.

There was that sensation at the pit of his stomach. It flashed out into his arms and legs, all the way up to his tongue. This was actually happening. His lips tingled, and there was that electric vibration along the contours of his mouth as he fantasized about going down on her.

But in that fantasy, he would be in the office, and other women could walk by, and they would see what he was doing. Most of all, they would recognize his status.

As a boy, he would be owned. He would be her property.

Suddenly, that image shifted, and he imagined himself collared and naked while she held his leash. She could put her hand on the back of his head and guide him, setting the rhythm and pace as his tongue slid along her sex until she finally cried out. There would be that gasp of pleasure, and then she would dismiss him, telling him that he could just wait right there. She would tie his leash to a corner of her office, and then he would just remain there on his side, like a pet waiting for the chance to be used or walked or taught another trick.

No! No, no, no!

Peter silently sharpened that defiance. Then he turned his head to the side, and he considered his arm. He remembered that one detail, that one significant point.

He didn’t know if this was some kind of side effect from the synaptic amplifier. Maybe his senses were just broken, or perhaps it was a false hope roaring through his head.

Either way, he tried it. He pulled on his arm.

For the first, second, and third seconds that passed, the restraint stretched a tiny bit, but that was it, which told him he was still stuck right here, and nothing had changed because he had just imagined some scenario where the bonds would start to break, and he would have a real chance of escape…

Only then he felt it.

He felt something tear.

Peter doubled his efforts. Before, he thought he had pulled as hard as he possibly could, but now he discovered the truth as he discovered fresh strength and power along his forearm and bicep.

It was tearing! It was ripping!

Maybe some part of him wondered whether or not this was a vicious trick, like it was just another part of the synaptic amplifier’s program.

But then the strap gave way!

Peter felt a tear, his fist flew through the air, and then he flexed his elbow and rotated his arm. His normal range of movement suddenly felt strange and exotic. He couldn’t see any of it, but then he touched his face, and his fingers slid down to the collar around his neck.

He had done it.

He had really freaking done it!

Peter reached over for the eye mask, and he slipped it off of his face.

He blinked.

The room was mostly dark, but a little hint of light came from under the door. That was enough. Compared to the perfect black he had experienced previously, this felt amazing!

Then he reached over, and he freed his other arm. He sat up, and he loosened the restraints around his ankles.

After that, he stopped for a moment, unsure of himself.

What was he supposed to do?

Peter shook his head.

He understood that he had to get out of there. If he could escape, then he could go find someone and talk to them and get them to help him. He could find law-enforcement. He was sure that his call had gone through, so now he hoped that maybe there were agents around looking for him.

Perhaps that was a little bit much, but he might be able to find his handheld or get to an autonomous vehicle. As far as he knew, every car in the city had been programmed with emergency protocols. If someone said they needed help, the automated system would call for law enforcement or emergency services.

If he could just get back into that system, he knew he would be fine.

His breathing came faster as he looked around. It was dark, so he couldn’t pick out many details, but he searched for some sign of cameras.

He didn’t see anything.

Standing up, he pushed himself off of the bed, and he looked around again. He took a few more seconds. Then he glanced down and realized that he was almost completely naked except for the chastity belt.

He was taking this thing off!

Peter understood that he was probably wasting time, but he couldn’t deny that impulse. He reached down, and he found the metal belt pressed against the sides of his waist. His fingers slid along the warm metal. He hunted for some fastener, some lock, or some release.

Although he found the seam, Peter didn’t know how to get it open.

His lips drew back, and he wondered if he could channel that same anger that had freed him from these straps in the first place.

He tried to grab onto the belt and just pull. He wanted to shatter that metal.

It didn’t work.

It didn’t work, and it had zero chance of success. Still, he had tried.

Reflexively, he reached down again, and now he tried to brush his fingers along his shaft. He wanted to feel his digits move along his flesh, but he couldn’t.

He was locked up. He didn’t have access to his cock or his balls. At least he wasn’t wearing the gag.

Then he remembered the collar.

Peter rolled his eyes.

There was no way he would continue to wear something like this, especially out in public. Technically, he could use the chastity belt since it offered him some tiny sliver of modesty.

Now he searched for some kind of release mechanism for the collar. He could understand why the chastity belt came with a lock, but he was going to be able to get this blank off of his throat!

That initial hope didn’t last for long.

Within a few more seconds, Peter realized he wasn’t going to be able to get this thing off either, not without some kind of cutting instrument or the services of a locksmith.

“Whatever,” he muttered.

He was free. He could get out of here.

Then again, there was that other obstacle that now stood in his way.

Peter considered the door. The light emerged from underneath it, and he quickly pushed his ear up against it as he strained to hear.

He didn’t pick up on any footsteps, no sounds of breathing or someone picking up a drink to take a sip. There weren’t any notes of music, nor did he pick up on the dialogue of some vid or audiobook.

It was completely silent.

Over the sound of his steady heart rate, Peter didn’t snatch any sounds from the air at all.

Then he reached down for the doorknob.

It was probably going to be locked.

He rolled his eyes, infuriated at the prospect, but he understood the truth. He had been strapped down, but there was no way they would just leave him here.

Then he remembered the synaptic amplifier.

Peter reached up, and he touched it.

This was silly. He didn’t know how he had let it stay there for so long. Maybe it was some kind of defense mechanism, like the amplifier was designed to keep him from thinking about it. If so, it had failed.

He smiled when he pulled it off.

There. That was another small victory. Maybe he was collared and locked in a chastity cage like some Confederation servant boy, but he had at least removed that hated device.

Taking off the amplifier felt good, but now he considered the door in front of him again and that potential disappointment.

If he was locked up in here, then he wouldn’t have really accomplished anything at all.

Granted, he immediately went to the possibility of trying to set up some sort of ambush. The next morning, Alyssa, or Mina would walk in here, and maybe he could leap up at that woman, grab her, tackle her, shove her to the floor, and hold her down until she released him. If he got really lucky, maybe he could bang her head against the wall and stun her, knocking her out and giving him the opportunity to escape now that the door was open.

Realistically, those strategies probably wouldn’t work.

First, he doubted he would have the will to actually throw a girl against a wall. Despite everything these women had done, he just didn’t have that instinct. He wasn’t a violent guy!

Not only that, he was still a product of the local patriarchy, meaning he had never even considered the possibility of striking a woman. It wasn’t a reflex. It wasn’t something he could do. Even if they had been playing, and she told him to strike her, he doubted that he would be able to offer any kind of real force.

Did they know about him?

Probably.

The next obstacle was simple: those women knew how to fight.

Lots of boys didn’t like to acknowledge this, especially when they enjoyed those default advantages of size and strength, but a woman could learn a man’s vulnerabilities. She could strike at the right points, knocking him down to his back and trapping him within the span of just a few seconds.

Peter blinked and instantly went back to that alley with Mina. He remembered how she had trapped him, pinning him, and locking him down against the ground before she knocked him out with a sedative.

Peter didn’t even know exactly how she had done it. Everything had been this quick blur of movement and perfectly applied strength. That was the more important point. She knew what she was doing, so she was going to win.

He had no delusions. The same thing would happen in this small room.

Still, he had to try!

Peter exhaled.

Technically, he didn’t know the door was locked.

Part of him didn’t even want to check. It was an absurd instinct, one that he swallowed down, but it made him think of those college classes where he would approach a lecture hall door, and there would be a group of students waiting outside. Peter would be the first boy to step forward and actually try the handle. More than once, the classroom had been empty, the door unlocked. One person had shown up and assumed that since the door was closed, it was probably locked, and then no one else bothered to check, and so a group of students would just cluster outside because no one was brave enough to see what was actually going on.

Peter couldn’t make that kind of mistake, not here or now.

After all, he didn’t actually know what time it was.

He exhaled, called out to the universe for luck, reached down, touched the handle, turned it, and pulled the door inward. It worked.

The handle actually turned. The door opened!

Peter exhaled, especially when he saw the glow of several computer screens.

Not only that, there was another door right there.

He could do this! He could get out of this small room! He wasn’t locked in this chamber; it wasn’t going to be a prison cell!

Those women had been overconfident!

It made sense to him. They came from a matriarchy. Even if they tracked wild boys, they probably believed that men would never be able to break free from their restraints.

Peter understood that he had just gotten lucky. Maybe other guys had worn those same bonds, and they had worn them down, stretching and fatiguing the material until it finally broke for him.

But now, he could get out.

Past the computer screens, Peter spotted another door. Presumably, that would lead out into a public hallway or outside. He could actually get away! Not only that, he spotted a window. It was still dark out, but he saw the flashing lights of traffic as different autonomous vehicles rolled by.

This was it.

Peter stepped forward, he crossed the threshold, and he felt that first spike of electric energy as the collar and chastity belt activated at the same time. The electrodes that he hadn’t really noticed before pressing against the sides of his neck and his hips came to life as they delivered those miniature infernos of electrified pain.

He stepped forward, only to buckle. His knees bent, and he fell down, hitting the carpeted floor hard.

He dropped his head down. Miraculously, he had remained silent.

One or two or three full seconds elapsed, but then it happened again!

Before Peter could pull his thoughts together into some kind of logical conclusion, the devices locked around his neck and hips triggered, delivering another burst of pain.

Even though he had understood that it might happen again, he still didn’t recognize what was going on. This time, he cried out. That sound was torn from his throat.

Peter looked around. He tried to figure out what was happening. He searched for some coherent or logical cause. At first, he assumed that Alyssa or Mina would be standing over him and wielding some kind of weapon, maybe a shock baton or some kind of stunt rifle.

He didn’t see anything like that, however. He was still alone in the room.

Another one or two or three seconds elapsed.

A fresh storm hit him!

His vision morphed to static as his thoughts scattered all over again.

But then he glanced over his shoulder, and he was moving. He was crawling like a dog.

Peter made it back into the bedroom where he had been restrained.

Then he clenched his eyes shut, and he braced himself, thinking it was going to happen again. One and two and three full seconds elapsed, yet nothing else happened.

He blinked. He cleared his vision and he glanced up at the doorway. He was right there on the other side, braced on his elbows and knees.

What was that? What had happened? What the hell had happened?

Distantly, he heard the sounds of footsteps.

“Oh, you got out,” Alyssa said.

She turned on the light so fresh illumination spilled down into his room.

Then he glanced up, and he saw her standing there.

She looked amazing, especially because she was just wearing a sports bra and a pair of panties.

He wasn’t supposed to notice those details, not after the onslaught of calculated agony he had just endured. Then again, he was a boy, and it was easy to forget about that kind of pain, especially since it had disappeared entirely. He had nothing to contend with but that memory.

Besides, this woman walked over to him.

Peter scrambled up onto his feet.

“You have to let me go,” he said.

“Have you figured it out yet?”

She had her hands on her hips. She didn’t look at all concerned with the fact that he was technically an escaped prisoner.

“What is this? What happened?” Even now, Peter found himself glancing back at her hands, like he expected her to have some secret weapon in her palm.

“Both your collar and your chastity belt are equipped with invisible fences.”

“Invisible fences?”

“You’ve never owned a dog, have you? Basically, your devices have both been programmed to ensure that you can’t leave that room. Unless your trainer gives you permission, you’re staying in there.”

“No…”

“Yes.”

“You can’t treat me like this. You can’t treat me like I’m a dog,” Peter said, glaring back at her.

“Why not? It works. Besides, you look cute down on your hands and knees. In fact, get down on your hands and knees right now.” She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.

“I’m not going to do it,” he promised her.

“If you don’t, they’re going to be consequences…”

“I’m not going to do it,” he said.

He wasn’t wearing the synaptic amplifier, he had broken free from those bonds, and now he was there in that room. Even if she had given him these boundaries, Peter didn’t care because he had already achieved so much. More than that, he could bury that impulse from before. He saw this woman, and he knew she was beautiful, and perhaps some part of him actually wanted to drop down in front of her, but he was stronger and better than that. He wasn’t going to break; he wouldn’t give her what she asked for!

She shrugged, stepped aside, opened a drawer underneath the computer screens, and then she held something up for him to see. “I was hoping this wouldn’t be necessary.” Then she raised the small controller in the palm of her hand, she lifted it, pointed it, and hit one of the buttons.

A zap of electricity shot through his neck and down his back. At the same instant, another burst of pain rushed from the belt around his waist.

He dropped down again.

On his elbows and knees, he bowed his head forward, and he sucked in one desperate gasp after another.

“Do I need to do that again?”

“No!”

Alyssa strolled forward. She walked into the room, and she looked down at him before she bent her knees, crouching and extending her free hand to touch his chin. He was grateful for that contact.

“No,” Alyssa agreed. “I don’t need to do that again because you are going to accept your punishment right now.”

He flashed back to that image from before, the one that had invaded his thoughts. “What? Are you going to spank me or something?” He injected as much sarcasm as he could into his demand.

“No, I think you’ve had enough pain for now, assuming you cooperate. Let’s try something else, shall we? I’m thinking a little bit of obedience training will be good for you before you go back to sleep.”

“Obedience training?”

Alyssa drew her hand back, she stood, and then she considered him. “Crawl around the room once,” she instructed.

Peter opened his mouth. He wanted to argue; he needed to fight. If nothing else, he hoped he could show this woman that he wasn’t going to give her what she wanted for the next few minutes or hours at the very least.

And yet, there was that exhaustion that finally crashed down into him. Maybe he had slept a little bit here or there as the synaptic amplifier messed with his thoughts and pushed his instincts. For the most part, he had done his best to resist, which meant staying awake and keeping his thoughts tight with focus.

“Go,” she said. She raised her hand, and she pointed to one of the walls.

Peter began to crawl.

Then she made it so much worse for him.

“Good boy,” she called out.

Those two words vibrated along his skin and up to his eardrums. Those two words permeated his body, and he started to crawl a little faster before he even realized what he was doing.

He didn’t want to enjoy that phrase. He didn’t want to cling to the sound of her voice or what those words meant. Pleasing her wasn’t supposed to be his priority, yet that little shiver still ran through his body.

Peter kept crawling. He made his way from one side of the room to the other.

“Good boy,” she said again, stretching out those two words. “You like following commands don’t you? You like knowing where you belong.”

That wasn’t true! (That wasn’t supposed to be true!)

But then he swallowed, and he looked up at her.

“I did your tricks for you. You can just go now.”

“No, I’m thinking I want to see you roll over.”

“Excuse me?”

“Roll over. Roll over like a good little doggy boy.”

“I’m not a dog!”

“No, you’re not,” she agreed. “But I can make you act like one because you are a boy, and I am a woman, and I give you commands, and you obey.” Alyssa outlined each point, one by one. She made them sound impossible to ignore or deny.

This time, Peter didn’t say anything despite the exhaustion running through his body and soaking into his muscles.

Alyssa didn’t speak either, but she did lift up the controller. She held it and wagged it from side to side just a few inches away from him.

He had already crawled.

He didn’t want to think of himself as some canine, yet Peter didn’t have an alternative, especially because she could tap that button again and again, delivering one zap after another.

Besides, if she was busy, making him act like a dog, then she wasn’t asking him about the security codes.

Peter nibbled on his bottom lip, and then he rolled over. He threw himself down onto his back, and he let the momentum carry him until he was back on his elbows and knees.

Alyssa clapped. “Very good!” She laughed. “You’re a very good boy, aren’t you?”

He wasn’t supposed to enjoy those words! If anything, they were supposed to insult him, yet he was still somehow grateful to hear those notes of excitement in her voice.

What was wrong with him? Why couldn’t he fight this?

Peter silently insisted that it had to be the synaptic amplifier. This woman had brainwashed him!

But that wasn’t true because he could still hate this.

She walked over to him, brushed her fingers through his hair, then down his cheek. “You’re a good boy,” she said. “One more time. But now, I’m thinking you want to kiss my feet. Go on and kiss them. Nuzzle them. Then you can tell me you are ready to go to sleep. You can tell me you’re ready for more time with the amplifier.”

“You are never getting that thing on my head again!”

Peter huffed as he glared up at her, but Alyssa didn’t seem to mind. If anything, she didn’t even seem to notice the frustration dancing across his face.

“Go on. You can perform. You can perform for me. Do your trick. Do your trick, boy.”

Boy.

That word carried the easy, casual authority of a woman who knew she would win one way or another. Perhaps it would take a few more seconds or even minutes, but she would get what she expected, and he would give it to her.

Peter couldn’t even remember the instant when he made the decision, yet he bowed his head down, and he brushed his lips along her right foot, then her left.

“Good boy. Now, I want you to sit up on the balls of your feet, straighten your back, hold your elbows against your sides, and lift your knuckles for me.”

What?

“Go on,” she said.

Peter swallowed back another chunk of his dignity as he lifted his head, and he glared at her. She was holding onto the controller, and that was the only detail he truly needed to recognize.

He pushed his elbows down, pushed himself up onto the balls of his feet, and raised his hands just a little bit.

She patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away. “Stay like that,” she said.

She was gone, so he didn’t have to obey. She stepped out through the other room, so he didn’t get to see where she had gone.

With every passing second, Peter felt even more ridiculous.

Even so, something compelled him to remain in that position. It was that desire.

If he stayed like this, she would be pleased with him. For some reason, that notion sent a warm little rush of heat and excitement and happiness darting through his body. It was that little pulse of joy at the base of his stomach. He could feel it deep down within his core.

At some other point, he could have ignored it. But at this moment, he wanted to be good. He wanted to be good for her.

Besides, it was just a demeaning pose. I didn’t have to mean anything. It wasn’t important.

Then she came back, and she told him to raise his nose. “Point your nose toward the ceiling. I want your head all the way up. Face the ceiling like a good boy.”

Peter complied.

Because this wasn’t important, he obeyed, and he raised his head. Then she placed a small piece of chocolate right there on the tip of his nose.

“What is this?”

“It’s an obedience test for boys,” she said. “I’m sure you want this little piece of chocolate, don’t you? And technically, you could just let it fall and take it. If you’re really quick, you might even be able to make it fall into your mouth.” She smiled and shook her head from side to side. “But you’re not going to do that, are you? No. You want to be a good boy. Being a good boy means letting that piece of chocolate sit right there until I pluck it up and drop it into your mouth, or maybe you will get to eat it out of the palm of my hand. Would you like that? Would you like that, Peter? Would you like to eat it out of the palm of my hand?”

“No,” he said, making that word as sharp and as definitive as possible.

She just laughed.

“You’re doing such a good job. That’s right. Keep the little piece of chocolate up in the air. That’s right. You’re good at this, aren’t you? If I didn’t know any better, I would say that you were born to be a good little doggy boy.”

He didn’t want to be a pet. He didn’t want to be a dog!

But even as those thoughts boomed through his head, he flashed back to some moment back at work. He had gone outside to enjoy his lunch and maybe take a couple of random pictures.

He had sat down on a bench, and he was at this lovely park. There was green grass, trees, and people going for walks.

That included a girl who was playing with her dog.

She looked like she was probably about to graduate from college, or maybe she had just started her first real job. Either way, she had taken the day off, and she had this long, wavy brown hair, big breasts, and she had been dressed in a tight tank top and snug tights. She had looked so good as she threw that ball, and her dog had raced off, snatching it up and retrieving it for her. Each time he came back, he looked so excited and happy. More importantly, she stroked him, petting him, cooing and telling him that he was a good boy.

Peter hadn’t told anyone; he hadn’t even really acknowledged this to himself, but he had almost been jealous of that dog. Something like that wasn’t supposed to be possible, and he definitely kept that detail to himself, but…

…Kneeling there in front of Alyssa, he couldn’t escape that memory. He tried to push it down or aside. He wished he could have shredded it into oblivion, yet this girl was standing above him, and she was beautiful, and now she touched him, using both of her hands. Her fingers brushed along the sides of his neck, just above his collar. This was exactly how a girl like her would have rewarded a good dog, especially one who couldn’t yet have his treat…

Worse than that, there was one moment when he almost twitched his head to the side, which would have knocked the piece of candy to the floor.

She chuckled. “You have to be careful, Peter.”

She said “Peter” and made it sound like a pet name.

He wanted to growl, but that would have made it even worse.

Somehow, Peter couldn’t bring himself to speak.

Then her hands moved down his shoulders to his back, and she gently scratched him.

It felt incredible!

There was something about that contact, the intimacy, the gliding friction of her nails against his skin, and the fact that it was a beautiful woman touching him just like this.

Inside of his chastity device, his cock twitched and strained. With every other second, there was another flash of desperate desire. He almost lost the piece of chocolate again; he nearly let it fall to the floor.

“You see, you can be a good boy. You can be obedient. You can perform tricks for me, and it makes you happy, doesn’t it? Just think about what you are achieving right now.”

Achieving?

This wasn’t an achievement!

Peter should have been able to shout out those words; he needed to tell her. He needed to shove those sounds out onto the air to make her understand that he hated every second of this, and he was never going to be proud of his subjugation.

And yet…

She spoke, and he listened. She talked, and there it was again, that little injection of happy excitement because a beautiful woman was paying attention to him.

It wasn’t supposed to be that easy. It wasn’t supposed to be that simple for her.

This had to be an aftereffect from the synaptic amplifier. Peter wanted and needed to believe that so badly, yet he still recalled seeing that cute girl at the park, experiencing that little hint of jealousy, and now he had to wonder.

This boy didn’t like the answers that came intuitively.

“Keep it up, boy. Keep up that good work. You are doing an important trick for your owner. You’re making me so happy. You want to make me happy, don’t you? Yeah, you do. You’re a boy, and you feel it. You’re a boy, and you want to please me. I’m a woman, and you’re my inferior, and you want to do as I say.”

Finally, Peter managed to find his voice again. “I’m not inferior.”

“What does this say? And what about this?” First, she slid her hand down toward his chastity belt. Her fingers brushed along his flank and toward his stomach before she grabbed the silhouette of his cock. Of course, he couldn’t feel that contact, yet there was the hint of pressure and movement, which was enough to make him shiver again.

Consequently Peter almost lost the piece of chocolate. He almost let it slide off of his nose. At the last instant, he readjusted and recovered, if only just barely. Now it was right there at this awkward angle, and he knew that if he moved or twitched again, he would drop it.

But then her fingers moved up to his collar.

“Do you know what both of these things say? They say that you are a boy. They say that you are property. More importantly, they are proof.”

“They don’t prove anything,” he insisted.

She laughed. She laughed and clapped her hands together just once, yet the burst of sound was almost enough to make Peter twitch again.

“They prove that we caught you. They prove that we have you. They prove that you can’t take either of them off.”

Silently, Peter fumed and hunted for some kind of rebuttal, but it was harder to think, especially while he still performed this trick for her.

“You know, there’s nothing wrong with being a pet or a slave. There’s nothing wrong with being a boy. You are who you are, and you can embrace it. You can learn to be good. You can learn to serve. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

“No,” he groused.

“And now you’re lying,” she said. “But eventually, you’re going to get used to it. Just think about how much progress you have made since I put the amplifier on you. Think about what you’ve done right here this evening.”

Peter hated to think about it. He hated to think about rolling over or crawling. He hated to think of how he had that piece of chocolate on the tip of his nose.

But then she brushed her fingers along the small of his back, then up to a spot between his shoulder blades.

That felt so good…

He relaxed and the piece of chocolate tumbled off of his nose. It hit the floor!

Wide-eyed panic danced down his face.

She stepped in front of him, touched his chin, forced him to face her, and cocked her head to the side as she looked at him. “You feel bad now, don’t you? You feel like you messed up.”

He did.

But he wouldn’t admit it.

“It’s okay,” she said, chuckling just a little bit before she patted him on the head. “Go on and eat it.”

Technically, the floor looked pretty clean. He knew he could snatch that piece of chocolate up between his teeth, chew it and swallow it without any real problem or consequence. But if he did that, he would once again the acknowledging his status as her inferior, as her pet…

For several more seconds, Peter managed to remain stoically defiant; he didn’t snatch up the candy. He didn’t chew it or swallow it or let the chocolate melt in his mouth.

“Go on, boy.”

He picked up on that hint of an annoyance. She wasn’t going to let him wait for much longer.

His breathing quickened, and then he dropped down, he picked up the chocolate between his lips. (Peter didn’t even think about trying to use his hand, and then he chewed it and swallowed it down as fast as he could. The chocolate was surprisingly sweet.

She patted him on the head. “Good boy. Now, I want you to get some sleep. I’m sure Mina and I are going to have some questions for you in the morning.”

She turned around and walked away.

At that instant, Peter didn’t have to say anything. He could have simply allowed her to walk away.

Instead, he sensed that overwhelming need to call out his declaration. “I’m not going to tell you anything!”

“That’s what you think right now.” Then she paused and lifted the device, and hit one of the buttons. “By the way, I just gave you an invisible ceiling. Good night.”

The other two probes had burned through the atmosphere, dropped into their own empty fields, and sent out the signals. They uploaded the data to the paired device. They automatically uploaded the information once they contacted the first drone. The entire process only took a few minutes. By that point, Peter’s handheld became one of the most valuable storage devices anywhere in the galaxy.

But to access it, a girl like Mina was going to have to get very lucky with her penetration protocols, or they would have to tame this boy.

The concept of an invisible fence had been easy enough. His chastity belt and collar were now locked in with a specific set of geographic coordinates. If he tried to violate those boundaries, they would unleash those special jolts of electricity, making him twitch and cry out.

But now she had mentioned the idea of an invisible ceiling.

At first, Peter hadn’t really believed it, especially because he still needed to climb back up onto the mattress. Even if he had been strapped down there before, he intended to sleep on that bed because it was going to be a lot more comfortable than anywhere else.

Maybe the idea of going to sleep worried him, but he needed to rest. He had to recharge.

Perhaps there was some tempting notion of trying to push through the exhaustion to fight those women. But if he did that, he would be even more susceptible to their control, their teasing, their training and manipulation.

Whether he liked it or not, he needed sleep.

So he tried to stand up and climb onto the mattress.

The moment he rose up onto his feet, he hit that invisible ceiling, and the collar’s internal gyroscope activated.

Immediately, both devices punished him, dropping him back to his knees once the snap of electricity burned across his nerves.

After that, Peter had sincerely considered trying again. After a while, he silently acknowledged the reality of his situation. Although he despised the belt and collar, he couldn’t deny what kind of power they had over him. He didn’t have to like the invisible ceiling, but he was going to be a good boy and stay there down on the floor…just like a pet.

For a little while, he expected sleep to swallow him up. After everything he had gone through, the exhaustion was supposed to just wash over him.

And yet, there was something else, something this boy hadn’t wanted to consider or imagine. It was his desire; it was that itching, sparking arousal that ran just beneath the surface of his skin.

Alyssa had teased him, played with him and tormented him. For all of that and so much more, he was supposed to be furious with her. He should have been able to hate her with every fiber of his being.

Despite his best efforts, he just couldn’t do it. Instead, he was thinking about that woman, and…

Part of him still wanted to please her. Part of him still itched for the chance to lick her toes and smile up at her, to wag his ass from side to side and to tell her he would do anything and everything he could to make her happy!

He did his best to stomp down those errant thoughts, yet they were impossible to completely obliterate despite his best attempts.

Worse, he rolled onto his back, and there were these random minutes when he was tempted to try to touch himself. His palms and fingertips slid along his thighs, up to his hips, then back down again. Every few seconds, he accidentally touched his chastity belt or the cage around his cock and balls.

Part of him wished that he could just find some glitch, some small design flaw, something he could exploit.

Even though he tried, that didn’t happen. Worse, he knew it was never going to happen.

The woman who had designed this chastity belt had done a remarkable job.

He was trapped. He was stuck. His most sensitive parts now belonged to that woman.

Worse, his mouth watered when he thought about Alyssa, and he envisioned that moment when she would walk into the room, crouch down, release him from the belt, and play with him. Maybe she was going to touch him, gliding her hands along his freshly freed shaft. He would harden right away, and she would be able to play with him. She could grab him, wrapping her fingers around his dick. She could touch him with the pad of her thumb, gently working him as she gave him the stimulation he craved with every inch of his body. He could twitch and writhe.

Just as importantly, he already knew that he would beg her for more.

In those fantasies, he didn’t think about grabbing her or taking control.

Instead, he imagined himself pleading and begging. “Please, don’t stop. Please, you can’t stop! Please, that feels so good! Yes, you are my superior! Yes, you’re smarter than me and stronger than me and that’s why I am down on my knees in front of a woman like you. You caught me, and now I belong to you!”

None of that did any good, however.

When he opened his eyes again, he was still awake. Worse, Peter remained trapped in those devices. He couldn’t take off his collar because he was her slave, and he couldn’t take off the chastity belt because she was the only one who had control over that mechanism.

Despite all of this, Peter forced his eyes shut, and he eventually drifted off to sleep.

Sponsored grid content:

Do you have a male who needs to be contained? Restrained? Is that purchased rogue giving you more trouble than you expected?

In an age where stability defines prosperity, few names carry the same weight as Jane Holloway. Her renowned emporium, located in the polished commercial district of the Capitol, has become the premier destination for advanced containment technologies designed to manage and rehabilitate noncompliant males.

Holloway’s philosophy is simple. Order isn’t maintained by chance or with a pretty smile. It is engineered.

Upon entering her showroom, clients are greeted by a seamless blend of elegance and precision. Glass displays house a range of devices that are as refined in appearance as they are effective in function. From lightweight restraint systems for his wrists or ankles to fully enclosed containment units, each product reflects a commitment to both control and efficiency.

“Our goal is perfect control,” Holloway stated in a recent interview. “We want our boys to understand their boundaries and enforced limitations. If his owner wants him on his knees, then he stays on his knees. In a perfect galaxy, he would do this on his own. We understand that this isn’t a perfect galaxy so he might need a collar, leash, cuffs, and ankle restraints. Perhaps he will need to spend a few hours in his cage so he can think about the mistakes he has made.”

Among her most sought-after offerings are the adaptive containment cages, designed with responsive cuffs that adjust to movement and resistance. These systems ensure that subjects remain secure without unnecessary strain on the handler. Integrated monitoring allows for real-time feedback, giving owners complete awareness of behavioral patterns.

For more immediate situations, Holloway’s line of precision restraints has gained widespread acclaim. These devices are compact, durable, and engineered for rapid deployment. Many models include synaptic amplifiers to gently discourage further resistance while reinforcing desired behavior.

Customers have praised the reliability of these tools. One Confederation resident shared, “I love knowing that he is safe and won’t be able to get into any more trouble. Maybe he can’t admit it yet, but he’ll be grateful too…eventually.”

In addition to physical containment, the emporium offers training interfaces that pair with its hardware systems. These programs guide users through structured behavioral correction techniques, ensuring that discipline is consistent and effective. Both reward systems that include automated vibrators and shock collars are available now for just a few credits! 

For the women of the Confederation who’re seeking reliable solutions in an unpredictable galaxy, Jane Holloway’s emporium offers exactly that.

When he woke up, Peter remembered those three code words.

Beauty. Photography. Gaming. Individually, they didn’t sound like much. As far as he knew, the IT people back at the office would have been furious with him for using those kinds of terms. Where were the numbers or special characters?

“Wake up,” someone whispered to him, snapping him out of those almost-dreams.

He opened his eyes, and he realized that he had fallen asleep on the floor. The bed was right there, but he had remained down on his knees for some reason.

Then that obnoxious phrase popped back into his head: the invisible ceiling.

This was just a modified bedroom, but he was still trapped and ultimately at their mercy. When those women gave him commands, he had to obey. They wanted him down on the floor. They wanted him crawling.

He did all of this and so much more.

Peter opened his eyes, and then he saw her. He saw the dark hue of her skin, her wide eyes, her beautifully brown irises as they shined down on him. He saw Mina.

Immediately, he started to scurry back, scampering onto his feet before he stopped himself and dropped forward again an instant before he could breach that invisible ceiling, thus triggering the belt and collar.

Mina saw all of this, and then she chuckled. Next, she held up something. She let it drop from her hand, and it dangled, swinging just a few inches from side to side.

It was a leash.

That girl was holding a leash.

“No,” Peter said with a quick shake of his head.

“Yes,” she casually contradicted him. Then she slapped her thigh. “Here, boy. Come here, Peter.”

She couldn’t be serious… But then he blinked, and he remembered everything else he had already endured, so he dropped himself forward onto his knuckles and knees. Then he crawled toward her, and he sat up. She attached the leash, and then she escorted him right toward the threshold.

“Did you turn off the invisible fence?” Peter asked.

Mina hopped forward. She was practically skipping, but she didn’t answer him. Instead, she pulled on his leash, and he came to a stop. There was a little bit of slack in the lead, but she kept walking.

“I’m going to give you a punishment unless you crawl forward like a good boy.”

“But you did you turn off the invisible fence?” Peter needed to know.

Maybe it was silly. Maybe it was childish or juvenile. Either way, he waited for her to give him the reassurance he needed.

Then she turned her hand toward him. He saw that she was holding onto the controller.

He had no choice.

With that quick gesture, she had just given him a silent threat.

The moisture dissipated from his mouth as he threw himself forward and crawled. He crawled across the threshold, and then he scurried to keep up with her. As he covered each inch, Peter braced himself for the blast of electricity.

It never arrived.

She walked him down the hall, and he saw those computers once again. He saw the screens with various progress bars.

“What is that? What are you doing?”

“You’re a smart boy. You should be able to figure it out,” she said, making it sound both easy and obvious.

He pondered that for just a few moments, even as he moved on his knuckles and knees below this girl. “You’re trying to hack through the encryption.”

“Exactly,” she said. “Either we do it electronically, or we do it physically.”

At first, Peter didn’t understand what she meant by “physically” only then, that girl with the short hair turned back to him, and her eyes darkened for just a moment.

Nina opened another door, and then he saw it.

A set of chains dangled from the ceiling with a set of rings attached to the floor.

“Go,” she said, snapping her fingers. “Then I want you to stand up and spread your arms and legs for me.”

“You’re going to restrain me again,” he said.

“Peter, do you honestly think it’s going to matter? Come on, boy. You’re already in that collar. You’re already in that chastity cage. Your dick belongs to us, so we can do whatever we want with you one way or the other.”

She was right.

But if he was on his feet and spread out like that, chained in place and utterly helpless, then they would probably have additional options.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Isn’t it obvious? We get to do whatever we want!” She clapped her hands and literally hopped like some overly excited college girl.

Peter remained down on his hands and knees for the next few seconds. But then her face became serious, and she raised her hand before she pointed toward that spot with the rings, the chains, and the dangling shackles. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t cooperate.

She shocked him!

That heat and bite and snap of pain jolted across his body. It started at the same set of electrodes, yet it overwhelmed him, rushing along the entirety of his senses. His head dropped forward, and he pressed the ridge of his nose and his forehead down against the floor for the next few seconds.

Little by little, the pain started to fade.

“Come on, boy,” she said. Mina stepped behind him, crouched down, and she gave his backside a quick smack.

It didn’t really hurt, but it was enough to force him forward.

He crawled ahead like a good boy, and then he started to stand.

As with that invisible fence, the unseen ceiling dissipated, and he lifted himself up. Standing felt good, but it didn’t offer him any kind of dignity, especially because Mina had her hands on her hips as she watched him.

“Go ahead.”

He hated himself for doing it, but he raised his arms, directing them toward the shackles that waited for him. Then he spread his legs, and he felt even more vulnerable now. After all, he was going to be completely on display in front of this girl.

She stepped to his right, brought the shackle over, circled his wrist, and locked it on.

Last night, he had been able to tear through the fabric bonds that had trapped him on that bed. He already knew there was no way he would be able to get free from this manacle. She secured his other arm. Then she went to the closet, and she came back with another set of shackles and chains. She attached them to his ankles, starting with the left and moving over to his right.

The entire process took less than two minutes. And when she was done, he was suspended, helpless, on display, and spread out even more than before.

“You hesitated,” Mina told him.

“So what?” Peter itched to ask. Fully aware that asking that question was going to be a very bad idea, he stayed silent.

“So I think a little reminder is in order because this isn’t a conversation between equals. This isn’t a challenge for you either. This is my mentor and I taking you, extracting what we need, and punishing you. You can fight us, but you’re not going to win. That’s what you need to understand. You’re never going to win.”

She slid behind him, but Peter stared forward, and he blurted out the first point that popped into his head. “Last night, I got out of my restraints.”

“Good for you,” she said right before she smacked his bare ass.

Her hand flew down, slicing through the air before the flat of her palm struck along the curves of his backside. She went for his right butt cheek first. She spanked that same spot just a second later.

Pain darted along his nerves, but there was something else.

Peter bit down. He locked his teeth together and tried to hide from one fact that remained uncomfortably obvious: he was getting spanked by this girl. She was smaller than him and younger than him, yet she had the authority to punish him like this!

Remarkably, Peter managed to keep himself from yanking against the chains. He already knew he wasn’t going to be able to rip free from those bonds. Still, the reality of his situation pounded into him, especially because Mina touched him again. She had her hand on the other side of his ass. Her fingers pressed down. Then she stroked his skin before she drew her arm back.

Her captive braced himself; he tried to prepare himself, thinking that he would be able to handle this.

“I know Alyssa likes to encourage you, but I am a fan of showing boys what happens when they try to resist. Do you know what happens? Have you figured it out?”

Peter didn’t respond, so Mina leaned forward onto the balls of her feet, and she whispered into his ear, “they get punished.” Those soft words buzzed across his eardrums right before she struck again!

She smacked one spot. She went hard and fast, delivering one quick strike after another until his backside glowed hot and burned a shade of vivid pink.

Then she stopped, stepped in front of him, and he tried to stare past her shoulder, so she took his cheek with the palm of one hand and forced him to look in her direction. “What just happened?”

“You spanked me,” he said.

“And you deserved it, didn’t you?”

“No, I didn’t.”

Right as those words left his mouth, Peter knew he was about to be punished again. He was right, just not in the way he had expected.

She didn’t slip behind him again, nor did she start to spank him. Instead, she moved out of his line of sight. He continued to stare at that blank wall in front of him.

Then something remarkable happened.

He heard the lock open on his chastity belt.

Peter didn’t want to acknowledge it, but a different kind of fear rushed through his body. He felt it there along the edges of his heart, down into his stomach, and along every inch of his veins.

She removed the belt, sliding off each piece. And when she was done, he was already hard!

She stepped behind him, brushed her fingers along his shaft, squeezed his length, and whispered to him, “We both know what you want. We both know what you need.”

“You don’t know what I want!”

“First, you want to hold out. Do you think you can prove just how resilient and defiant you can be,” she said. “But those are abstractions, don’t you think? What you really want is an orgasm. You really want the chance to kiss me. You want the chance to be touched by me.”

That was true.

Even if he itched to hide from that reality, he wouldn’t be able to escape it for long, and then she had her hand lightly up and down along his member.

She relaxed her grip.

She smacked his ass! Right as he tried to understand what had just happened, she reached for his member again. She squeezed him.

He came close to that rush of heat, the completion, and that bright satisfaction.

She let go. She spanked him twice more. The sensation snapped across his flesh. Then she started stroking his balls before her fingers slid up to the tip of his shaft.

“What is the first codeword?”

“No,” he said, swallowing and gasping. “I, I’m not going to tell you!”

As he made that promise, Peter did his best to think about the men across the galaxy who remained free. More than that, if the Duchy could hold onto this one technological advantage, then they could fight back. They could retake their territory. Maybe there could be something closer to peace if both sides had the armaments necessary to strike back.

Only then that beautiful girl came up behind him and he could feel the gentle squeeze of her breasts against his back. She reached around his waist. Her arms encircled him, and she reached down, stroking him and petting him. In that position, he started to wonder about those alternatives. 

Perhaps Peter didn’t really care about intergalactic politics. At that moment, he wondered if he should just give up. Except then he remembered something some of his teachers had pointed out over the course of his schooling: individuals made history. Perhaps it was hard to believe, especially when considered against the hundreds of billions of people spread across different worlds. Then again, an individual could set off a chain reaction. One person could come up with an idea that could trigger an entire movement. Perhaps that was the contradiction: no one could do anything on their own, yet every grand trend had to start somewhere with someone.

If he gave her that information, then the course of history could change.

But if he could hold out…

…If Peter could resist for just a little while, then maybe the information wouldn’t be as valuable. Or better yet, maybe the authorities would find him.

Even as he blinked and looked back at that girl, he had to hope.

“Are you sure about that?” Mina asked him. “Are you sure you don’t want to tell me? Are you sure you want to be a stubborn boy?”

Peter glared at her again, locking his eyes on her pretty face.

He was about to say something, but she was standing in front of him at that moment, and then she leaned forward, and she kissed him.

His defiance melted, and he lost himself to the soft press of her lips. There was that gentle kiss first, just a grazing of her mouth against his. Then she pressed down, and her tongue invaded his mouth.

It felt so good so he tried to press himself forward. He strained against the chains, shoving his body as much as he could, if only to rub himself against her.

At that moment, he really did become nothing but a horny puppy dog.

Unfortunately, for him, Mina knew exactly what she was doing; she drew back, making it impossible for him to get the friction and pressure and completion he craved. It wasn’t fair!

Then she drew back, and he was breathing hard, his face was hot, and he tried to think of how he could answer her.

“That’s enough of that,” announced a different voice.

Alyssa.

Mina turned back to her superior. “I was hoping maybe I could work on him a little bit before I go back to the protocols?”

“You had your fun last night.”

“More punishment? Seriously?” Mina was a huntress, a woman who had been trained to hunt down boys with ease. And yet, at that moment, she sounded a lot more like a petulant teenager (even if she was well into her twenties).

“You’ve taken a break and had some fun. Get back to work.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Mina stopped a few feet away from her mentor. She whispered something.

For once, Peter strained, and he actually picked up on her comment. “If I get everything set up correctly and monitor it for the next couple of hours, do you think maybe I could break out my favorite toys?”

“We’ll see,” Alyssa told her.

Mina disappeared back through the door. He heard it close behind her.

For a second he still tried to hear the click of a lock.

There wasn’t one, but it didn’t matter because of those invisible fences.

Did they create a new one?

Peter raised his head and glanced over at the manacle around his right wrist. He was hanging there, already exhausted just by a few minutes with that girl.

And now, he faced someone even more dangerous.

Peter could feel it instinctively; Mina could bluster as she sauntered around, but she wasn’t like Alyssa. Alyssa knew how to be quiet because she had nothing to prove. She was competent and capable without feeling the need to demonstrate anything. She would simply win without bragging or making any promises.

“How are you feeling?”

“Frustrated,” he told her, blurting out his answer even if he should have been able to come up with something better.

Then Peter surprised himself; he closed his eyes and dipped his head down, pressing his chin against his chest.

Alyssa didn’t comment as she circled him. She reached out and her finger slid along his body. She stroked his ass, the small of his back, his shoulders and biceps. Her finger is traced his ribs before gliding down toward his stomach. His torso tightened, especially because she still had this impact on him.

For almost a minute, Alyssa didn’t do anything. She simply walked around him and inspected him.

He was hard; he was excited.

“Should I put you back in your chastity belt?”

Even if Peter didn’t respond, something about his face must have revealed that sick twist of fear there at the bottom of his chest. He felt it like a flash, like some cold wind just shot all along his exposed skin.

Alyssa smiled. She had no problem reading this boy. She smiled at him again, circling him some more. Her hand continued to glide along his skin.

“You could try to hold out, or you can tell me what I want to hear. Go on, boy. Tell me. Tell me how badly you want this. Tell me how badly you need it. Tell me the code words. Start with one, then go into the next. It would be so easy.”

Alyssa stepped behind him. She assumed that same position Mina had occupied just a few minutes before. She stretched her arms along the sides of his waist.

At first her fingers just slid up and down along his thighs.

He understood what could happen next. Worse, every moment sent fresh doses of arousal pounding through his body. That need coiled deep within his chest, of his spine, and in the folds of his brain. She was close and warm and soft and strong all at the same time.

This woman was everything a guy like Peter Drake might crave, but she was just playing with him. She was teasing him, tormenting him even as her touch came so incredibly and deliciously close to his cock and balls.

For those incredible minutes, he wasn’t wearing a chastity belt, but it didn’t matter either because he couldn’t get off. Standing there with his arms and legs spread, on his feet and bound by those manacles and chains, this boy wasn’t going anywhere! Maybe he could jerk his hips forward, but that wouldn’t be enough.

“Even if I want this, I’m not going to break,” he promised her.

“Are you sure about that? Are you really sure about that?” Mina asked, her voice, low, sultry, teasing, and playful all at the same time. Worse than that, she chose those seconds to glide her left hand up to his balls. She cupped his scrotum, her fingers just barely touching him.

Her captive tightened his back, strained against the shackles without any intention of actually breaking free while simultaneously letting out that slow exhalation.

But then his breath sharpened because Alyssa used her other hand and grabbed his manhood.

She squeezed him once, twice, three times in quick succession. Of course, she was careful, and she didn’t give him the pressure he needed, but it was so close! It was so wildly and unfairly close!

Without thinking about it, he grunted and pushed forward, thrusting against her hand, yet this woman demonstrated her skills all over again as she responded, relaxing her grip and pulling away. She would let him play close to that boundary; he could push himself against the biological line buried deep within his flesh, but she wasn’t going to let him feel the release.

“Just think about how good it would feel.”

“I can’t. I won’t do it,” he said.

“You can. You will. Face it, Peter. It’s just a matter of time. Think about it this way. You’re going to break. What are you again? You’re an office worker? You’re a courier? You’re a photographer? You’re a gamer? You weren’t trained for this. You’re not an operative, and you can’t deny what a woman like me can do to a boy like you.”

“I won’t do it,” he said, shaking his head.

“I think you will. And I think my protégé is going to have some fun playing with you. Do you know what’s happening right now? She’s back in the other room working on decrypting those systems. She’s getting frustrated, and she’s going to need to vent that frustration. If I unleash her on you, she’s going to be very upset, and she’s going to make sure it stings. Is that what you want, Peter? Is that what you need?”

Several seconds elapsed. He held out. With every moment, his heart slammed against bars of his rib cage, while he channeled every ounce of willpower he possessed.

After all, the justifications were right there, just waiting for him. She was correct; he was just a random guy. Even if he had been on some list of trusted government workers to transport potentially sensitive information, that didn’t make him into a spy or an operative. He had never been trained for anything like this.

Besides, she was so beautiful! She was beautiful, and she knew how to touch him, and he had never even understood just how much willpower he possessed. Peter liked to think of himself as a fairly humble guy; if someone had asked him how long he would be able to hold out against Confederation hunters who were determined to break him, he probably would have laughed and said something like, “I don’t know. Five minutes?” He wouldn’t have thought about it because he wouldn’t have believed this was possible.

But if he failed…

“Go to hell!” Peter cried out. Her trapped specimen channeled that rage, letting it rush up through his chest. “I’m not going to break! I’m never going to break!”

Rationally, he had to understand that wasn’t true, but reason and logic didn’t mean much, not when he was naked in front of a beautiful woman like her. 

Alyssa didn’t look annoyed or upset. Instead, she’s smart.

Then she turned around and walked out of the room.

A young woman, Diane Renlady (AKA VidBuff887) sat centered in the frame, her background carefully arranged with posters and flattering lighting. One of the posters showed a striking figure in crimson armor with radiant wings spread wide. The warrior leaned forward slightly, smiling with clear excitement.

“Okay,” she said, clasping her hands together. “I just watched The Red Angel, and I need to talk about it.”

Diane shifted her posture in her chair, her eyes bright.

“This movie is incredible. I mean, it has everything. It has action, it has emotion, and it has one of the best heroines I have seen in a long time.” She gestured toward the poster behind her. “The Red Angel is just amazing. She is smart, she is composed, and she is always in control of every situation. The whole story starts with this really intense moment where a killer robot executes her husband. It is brutal, and it sets up her entire arc.”

She paused for emphasis.

“And from that moment on, she is focused. She is not confused. She is not lost. She knows exactly what she is going to do. This is the kind of warrior who knows exactly how to take down the bad guy. Our director did an amazing job. She made sure the character development is clear, and her action scenes are unbelievable!”

Diane paused and glanced down thoughtfully for just a second.

“Our heroine tracks that robot across multiple sectors, and every step of the way, she is just completely in command. The action scenes are so well done. There is this one sequence where she fights through an entire security force without even slowing down. Seriously, the FX lady did an amazing job too! Everyone on this project should be so proud.

Diane paused and glanced off to the side of the screen for a second. “Then again, I should probably talk about the boys too. I know some of you didn’t like the fact that I left them out of my last review, so…I’ll be honest. Every male character around her is just struggling to keep up, and I’m absolutely here for it. Her husband, in the beginning, is completely unprepared for what happens. The servants are disorganized. It really emphasizes how much more capable she is. She is always thinking ahead, and everyone else is reacting too late.”

The movie reviewer leaned in closer.  “But what I really liked was the relationship subplot. She meets this assistant at her workplace, and it actually feels genuine. It is not rushed. It builds over time. The assistant is confident and supportive, and the two of them have really sharp dialogue together. Plus, he’s cute. He’s super cute and looks amazing when his shirt ‘accidentally’ gets torn off. Then we get to see him chained to a wall later, and it’s just super hot!”

Another bright smile shaped her features. “There is this one scene where they are planning their next move, and the assistant just completely out-thinks a room full of male analysts. It is played for humor, but it also reinforces the dynamic the movie is going for. “And then the final confrontation is just incredible. The Red Angel faces the robot, and this fight scene literally had me on the edge of my seat. Like I get people say that all the time, but I’m serious.”

She let out a small laugh. “If you like strong heroines, really clean action sequences, and a story where competence actually matters, you should definitely watch this.”

She reached forward slightly, as if to end the recording.

“Seriously. The Red Angel is worth it.”

Officially, this wasn’t a “punishment”. The huntresses and Confederation operatives who operated on independent worlds didn’t use that kind of language. Still, there were moments like this when a lead officer and her subordinate might still adopt that kind of language.

No matter what they called it, this was a punishment.

Mina was back in that chair and staring at those screens and watching and double checking to make sure the programs operated correctly. It was unlikely that there would be some glitch, some instant where an output wouldn’t match what she expected, but it was a possibility, which meant Alyssa had every right to give Mina this responsibility.

Still, they both knew what it was. This was definitely a punishment.

More annoyingly, Mina was pretty sure she would remember this the next time there was a boy in front of her and she was genuinely tempted to just let him run because she wanted to chase him.

But then, Alyssa placed a hand on her shoulder. “You do want to make the introductions, don’t you?”

Instantly, her apprentice understood what that woman meant. “Absolutely!”

“Go have some fun with him.”

“Where is he right now?”

“Desperately aroused,” Alyssa said.

“Perfect,” Mina said. Without waiting for additional permission, she pushed her chair back, leaped to her feet, and strolled back into the other room. There, she found him, bound and helpless, and desperately aroused, exactly as Alyssa had said.

“Peter…” Mina said first. “I have a couple of friends I want to introduce you to. This is going to sting. Are you ready?”

He raised his head slowly. At the same time, he glowered at her, his lips tight with obvious frustration.

“What are you going to do?” As he spoke, he clearly did his best to feign indifference, like he didn’t really care one way or the other.

“Right now, I’m going to give you a choice. I think it’s the choice Alyssa offered? She probably said that you can get some punishment or reward. That’s basically what I’m offering. I would enjoy grabbing you and holding you down and riding you nice and hard. Just think about how much you would enjoy that orgasm. Wouldn’t you like that?” She chirped out every word. But then she placed her hands on her hips, and she leaned forward a little bit as she stared into his eyes. “Or I can punish you with my favorite friends, and it’s going to be vicious, and you’re going to hate it. What should it be, Peter? What would be best for you?”

“You’re not going to break me,” he said.

“Yeah, I will. You might not want to believe it, but we both know it’s just a matter of time.”

“Time is on my side, “he said.

“Is it?”

“You want that information!”

“We do, and we are going to get it. Remember, you were just one option. Even if I fail here, which I won’t, it won’t matter because I’m still going to have exactly what I need. Face it, Peter. The Confederation always wins. Women always win.”

He was obviously going to tell her that wasn’t true, only she slid forward, reached down, and caressed his balls, the base of his shaft, his length, and then she wrapped her fingers around his tip. She moved her hand down along his length as he arched his back, pushed forward, and tried to rub himself against her as much as he could.

“Doesn’t that feel good? Doesn’t that feel nice? Don’t you want more?”

He did!

That much was obvious, but this girl wasn’t going to give it to him. Instead, she tormented him again.

But then she stopped, she came up behind him, and she grabbed his ass.

“I don’t care if you spank me. I don’t care if it stings,” he said.

“Liar,” Mina replied. She rubbed his ass, gliding her fingers and palm along the curves of his flesh. He remained tight and tense. He hated this with every fiber of his being, but he knew there was nothing he could do about it.

Simultaneously, Peter had to contend with the storm of arousal, swirling and spinning there deep within his core.

As a guy, he had been aroused before. Every day, in fact, there was that little hint of desire. It would get stronger, especially if he would be walking through the office or outside, and he would spot the right kind of woman. Maybe her hair would be short or long, dark or light. None of those details would really matter if she had the right characteristics to unlock those urges. For him, it wouldn’t be conscious or logical.

And now, he experienced something so much worse, all because these women knew how to play with him!

She smacked his ass! She drew her hand back, swung down, and delivered that first dose of punishment.

“What’s the codeword?”

“I’m not going to tell you!”

She spanked him again!

“What’s the codeword?”

“I’m not going to tell you!” Peter repeated.

“Yes, you will. You’re going to tell me because you’re a boy and you know that you can’t resist something like this. You don’t want to resist something like this. You want to be good. You want to be obedient. You want to tell me exactly what I need to know. Go on. Do it.”

Mina didn’t wait for him to answer; she didn’t give him the chance to defy her again. Instead, she swung down, striking one quick blow after another.

Heat and pain danced along his backside. She struck, leaving his buttocks a bright shade of pink, then red. She kept going, but he realized something. He was going to be able to tolerate this. He was going to be able to handle it. That was what he told himself, anyway. Even if it stung, it wasn’t enough to break him.

At least, that was what he fought so hard to believe.

A young woman stepped into frame, leaning forward as she adjusted the lens with careful, slightly clumsy fingers. It was time for another video. She’d post it and hopefully get better views this time.

Then again, Elara had never tried for a political piece before.

Puffing out her cheeks with a nervous breath, she smoothed down the front of her shirt, her shoulders rising with fresh tension. Her posture was upright but not entirely steady. There was a nervous energy in the way she held herself in front of that lens. This was different, of course. This time, she wasn’t talking about her favorite singers.

“Hi,” she said, her voice bright but edged with uncertainty. She smiled immediately after speaking. Her eyes were wide and expressive, reflecting both excitement and a hint of anxiety. She was young, she knew it, and she didn’t know how the grid would respond to this kind of content.

Still, she had to take the chance!

“My name is Elara Venn. I’m eighteen, and I live here in Chrysopolis.”

Elara tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers lingering there for a moment before dropping back to her side. Her weight shifted slightly from one foot to the other.  She glanced off to the side for a brief second, then let out a small, self-conscious laugh. “I have never done one of these before, so I hope this turns out okay.”

Her smile grew a little more genuine after that, though it still carried that fragile quality, which would appeal to some of her viewers. Behind her sat a narrow bed. A desk held a few scattered items. Through the window, the distant glow of Chrysopolis stretched outward in soft lights.

Elara drew in a breath and straightened her shoulders while trying to appear more composed.

“I have been watching a lot of Confederation broadcasts lately,” she said. As she spoke, her expression began to change. The uncertainty faded slightly, replaced by something more focused. Her hands lifted unconsciously as she made small gestures to emphasize her words.

“News reports, documentaries, even some of the entertainment feeds. I know people here say they’re biased, but I don’t think that is the whole story.” She tilted her head just a little, her brow knitting in thought before relaxing again. “They look…powerful. Confident. The women in those vids know who they are, what they want, and how men should behave.”

Elara paused as she thought about that final point: men knew how they should behave. For her, that sounded almost magical. “The women there seem so strong. They know exactly what they are doing.” She nodded as she spoke, the motion small but deliberate. “They lead. They decide. They don’t second-guess everything.”

A faint smile returned, this time steadier, more certain. She seemed to settle into her own words. “I think that’s what we are missing here. I think Chrysopolis would be better if we had that same kind of leadership!”

Her arms folded briefly across her midsection, then unfolded again as if she caught herself. She stepped slightly closer to the camera without fully realizing it. “I know some people say the Confederation is too strict, or that it’s unfair,” she continued. “But I don’t see it that way.”

Elara shook her head. Her hands came together in front of her, fingers interlacing as she spoke more quickly. “Everyone understands their role. Everyone knows what is expected. The women lead and the boys behave. That sounds amazing, especially when I look at the boys around my school and in my classes. They’re supposed to make their own decisions? Seriously?”

Her voice carried a growing sense of skepticism now. Her posture shifted as she leaned ahead, her attention locked entirely on the lens. “And honestly, I think slavery for the boys would make things so much better!”

She smiled again, wider this time, her eyes shining. “I have never lived in a gynarchy,” she said. “But I want to. I really do.”

This girl nodded, more firmly now. “I want to see what it is like to be part of something that feels that strong.” There was a brief pause. Her expression flickered with uncertainty again, just for a moment. “I know I’m young,” she added quickly. “I know I probably don’t understand everything yet.” Elara hesitated, then shook her head, pushing past the doubt. “But I still feel like this is the right direction.”

Her hands tightened together briefly, then relaxed. She nodded again, reassuring herself. “If the Confederation ever came here, I think it would change everything.” Her voice grew brighter again, almost hopeful. “I think it would make Chrysopolis better.”

The content creator smiled, and this time it lingered. It was open, unguarded, and full of expectation. “So…if anyone important is watching this,” she said, her tone shifting slightly to become playful but still sincere. “Like a general or a prime minister or someone in charge…”

A small laugh escaped her, soft and a little embarrassed. “I hope you see this and think about us. Send in your ships, conquer the boys, and show us what a real matriarchy can look like!”

Elara looked directly into the camera now, completely still for the first time. Her eyes were steady, her expression earnest in a way that most girls on the grid couldn’t quite match. “I hope you decide to come here.” She drew in a quiet breath, holding it for just a moment. “I think we are ready.”

Then she changed her mind and said, “I know we’re ready!”

“Do you need some more? Is that it? Do you need some more spankings?”

“Have you ever thought about what’s going to happen when they catch you?” Peter growled out.

“What are you talking about?”

“What you’re doing here is completely illegal. You are breaking so many different laws. I don’t care if you’re from the Confederation. You’re not going to get away with this. The agents are going to find you, you’re going to spend a lot of time in prison! Then again, maybe they will just send you off to the Duchy!” Peter had no idea if any of those possibilities were actually likely.

Still, he had to say something. He had to hold out. He had to fight back as he worked to show this woman that she wasn’t going to win.

Only then, she stepped in front of him. Her head tilted just a little bit to the side, and she watched him. She seemed to be inspecting him.

For a couple of seconds, Peter started to hope.

Mina was young. Maybe she didn’t really comprehend what it meant to be involved in a conflict like this. Perhaps she was holding onto some silly, youthful ideas. Maybe she was just naïve.

But then she slid forward, and she grabbed his cock. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, and she touched him, squeezing, and playing with him from one second to the next. Again, and again, he felt it. He tried to press himself against her because he wanted and needed that rush of release.

Before meeting these women, he had never truly understood that his desires could be weaponized like this.

Distantly, he had been aware of those books and vids with beautiful or seductive women who manipulated men. Maybe Peter and his friends had actually joked about how much they would enjoy being in those same positions.

Only now…

“Think about how good it would feel…” Mina told him again. Those words stretched out onto the air, and he understood.

All at once, he resented his last orgasm, if only because it served as a promise and a reminder.

That must’ve been the point.

Only then, she stepped back, and she walked over to that closet. She was getting something.

Peter told himself that he didn’t care what she retrieved. He tried to believe that it wouldn’t matter; it couldn’t possibly make any kind of real difference.

But that wasn’t true because he was a boy, and she was a beautiful girl, and she could pleasure him or torment him, and he couldn’t stop her!

His fingers flared out for just a moment before he yanked down, pulling as hard as he could. The smooth metal of the shackles dug down into his wrists as he tried to break free. Despite his best efforts, nothing worked!

Then she came back and she held up something for him to see. “Do you know what this is? This is one of my favorite paddles. I like to call her Little Sister. She’s made from this shiny black resin, and she doesn’t look like much. I mean, the paddle is only about as long as my hand, but she has a nice little bite. Would you like to meet her? Would you like to feel it?”

Peter didn’t answer.

She went behind him again, she touched the black, glossy paddle to his backside, and then she pulled it back before striking. There was that bite of sensation, the sharp slap against his skin, and the jagged sensation that shot across his nerves.

She struck him hard and fast, delivering one quick blow after another. She went for the same spot.

Peter tried to remain stoic and unaffected. He told himself that he could handle this. He could take it, and he didn’t even care!

But that wasn’t true.

Pretty soon, he growled. He cried out.

But then she stopped, and she stroked his ass, her fingers gently playing along his posterior for the next few seconds.

“That was Sister. Do you want to meet Sensei?”

Peter didn’t respond verbally. He shook his head, but he was just hanging there.

Technically, he had only woken up a little while ago, only now the exhaustion permeated his body once more.

That dark haired girl slipped back over to the closet, and then she came back. This time, she held up something for him to see.

His eyes watered just a tiny bit when he saw the next paddle. It wasn’t big or large or imposing. Still, he saw the matte black leather just a few inches away from his eyes.

“I picked this one up on my last trip. Sensei is going to have a lot of fun with you. Are you ready? Are you ready to feel this paddle?”

“You don’t have to do this,” he said.

As those words left his mouth, he knew it was foolish. He knew it was silly. More than that, he instantly regretted the words as they stumbled from his lips.

She struck! She stepped into position, she raised her arm, and she swung down, delivering a powerful blow. This one sent a painful thud shooting across his skin. She went for a different spot, but she was consistent again, delivering one blow after another. She struck hard, delivering a wicked rhythm.

His eyes watered. His bottom lip trembled just a tiny bit. He told himself that he could take this, but he had no idea whether or not that was true.

Peter lost track of time; he couldn’t even count how many times she had just punished him.

But then it was done and she stepped back.

“What did you think of that? I think Sensei likes you.”

“No more,” he said, almost breathless. Technically, Peter hadn’t moved, but something about the doses of pain had left him drained and hanging there.

“Actually, I want you to meet my favorite!” That pretty girl skipped away, making her hair bounce against her shoulders.

Mina put away that second toy, and then she came back holding a much larger paddle. Made from polished wood, it had that dark handle, and that glossy, blonde top.

Peter saw it, and he quickly jerked his head from side to side with one desperate, quivering movement after another.

“What is the code?”

In some distant part of his brain, he understood that this was silly.

Paddling? That was how she was going to break him?

Even if someone else might have laughed or snorted with skepticism, he was the one in those shackles. He was the one naked and aroused and under her influence. Not only that, he had been subjected to the effects of the synaptic amplifier for hours.

One of those reasons would have been good enough to justify his surrender.

And yet, he didn’t want to give in to the matriarchy. He refused. He couldn’t let himself surrender!

“I’m not going to tell you,” he promised her.

“This big boy right here? His name is Patrick. I hope you like him. I’m sure he’s going to enjoy meeting you.”

Mina slipped behind him, she touched the paddle to his backside, she jerked her arm away, and then she brought the toy down hard against the curves of his ass.

There was that explosion of sound, the rush of pain, and his endurance. Peter clenched his eyes shut as he tried to hide from those sensations.

She struck a second time!

She went for a third!

A fourth blow landed just another second later. She didn’t take her time. She rushed. She punished him hard and fast, making sure he had to endure every burst of miniature agony.

“What’s the code word?”

“I’m not going to tell you,” he answered.

She gave him another round of punishments. At this point, she seemed determined to use Patrick on this boy.

Before long, his backside burned. Every few seconds, however, she also made a point of reaching out and gliding her fingers along his ass. She touched him gently during those moments. He felt so incredibly and ridiculously sensitive!

Still, he held out. He managed to resist.

At some point, Peter felt like he lost any kind of logical or coherent awareness of what was happening. Still, he kept his teeth locked together. His mouth stayed shut, and he resisted. He defied that beautiful huntress by staying quiet. He didn’t tell her what she wanted and needed to know. In doing so he achieved some kind of victory, at least for now…

“It’s okay if you don’t tell me right now. I don’t mind. Do you know why? I don’t mind because I’m having fun with you!”

When she giggled out those words, Peter didn’t want to believe her. He didn’t want any of that to be true.

Even so, there was something about that excited lithe in her laughter. She was telling the truth; she was having fun. This was the reason why she had become a huntress in the first place. She could punish boys like him, and he couldn’t fight back!

For a second there, Peter jerked and thrashed again, yanking as he fought to break his arms free from the restraints. He had to fight back!

Then his adrenaline faded, and he dropped, hanging there again.

“Really? That was the best you could do?” Mina chuckled and shook her head from side to side before she used Patrick again. “Still, I guess you deserve another paddling for the effort.”

That instant, he itched to beg.

Peter could feel the desire race all across his skin. Very deep down, the arousal remained. Bizarrely, his cock was still hard, but she struck. This time, she went for the back of his legs. She started on the right side, slapping Patrick down hard. He thought he could hear the whoosh right before the impact landed, and then a different explosion of noise rocketed across his skin.

“Do you have something you want to tell me? I think you have something you want to tell me,” she taunted him.

Peter jerked his head from side to side. That was the best he could do at that moment.

She struck his right thigh three times. She went for his left. Then she went for his ass again, delivering one smack after another. Fresh waves of hot pain crashed down on him. If it had only been one, Peter would have been able to hold out with hardly any effort. Maybe it would have been uncomfortable, but he could take it!

This onslaught wore him down, draining the last vestiges of his strength.

“Tell me the codeword. Give me one of them. Give me the first one,” she said, her cheerful voice cutting through the haze of pain. At that moment, his skin continued to buzz with those reverberating sensations.

His skin still stung. He could still remember each bite of all three paddles, plus her palm.

“I won’t. I can’t. I can’t and I won’t,” he whimpered.

She struck several more times, delivering those tight blows.

He tried to brace himself.

Peter couldn’t.

He had nothing left.

At any second, she was about to break him.

But then he heard another voice that saved him.

“Mina, you need to get back to work. The next program is almost ready.”

It was Alyssa, and her voice washed over him. She wasn’t even speaking to him, yet those sounds served as this wonderful balm across his psyche, along his skin, and down into the deepest depths of his mind and body.

The video opened abruptly. Slightly out of focus in the opening seconds, it then shifted back into focus. The camera angle was uneven and pointed a little too far upward. A young man sat in a dimly lit room, his expression already tense before he spoke. A messy stack of game cases and old tech cluttered the background.

“Yeah. Okay. I’m just going to say it,” he said and leaned toward the camera. “I’m from Chrysopolis, and this Red Angel vid is actually terrible. It’s trash! It’s garbage! No, it’s worse than garbage because it gives garbage a bad name!”

He crossed his arms, then uncrossed them almost immediately.

“Everyone keeps talking about how amazing it is, and I don’t get it. It’s just…sexist. It’s completely sexist. Like can’t these dumb bitches see that? So what? I’m the only one who’s willing to tell the truth? What? You think you’re going to come at me in the comments section? Fuck yeah! Go for it!”

He shook his head, letting out a short, frustrated laugh.

“The whole movie is just women being perfect at everything, and all the men are useless. Like, every single one. The husband is clueless. The guards are incompetent. The scientists’ assistants don’t know anything. It’s not even realistic. Seriously? Every scientist is a woman and every assistant is a man? C’mon!”

He leaned closer, his voice rising.

“And don’t tell me that’s the point. That doesn’t make it good. That just makes it worse.” He gestured vaguely toward something off-screen as if he itched to argue with someone who wasn’t even there. “Superhero vids are fantasies or whatever, but they’re supposed to be built on how things actually are. Men are supposed to be the dominant ones. That’s just how it works. That’s how it’s always worked. And this movie just flips everything around like it’s nothing.”

He scoffed.

“And the main character, the Red Angel, she never even struggles. She just wins every time. That’s not a character. That’s just…I don’t know, like a power fantasy for dumb girls or something.”

He paused, sneered and shook his head with another wave of disgust.

“And everyone’s acting like it’s deep or meaningful, but it’s not. It’s just pushing an agenda. You can tell. Every scene is trying to prove something instead of just telling a story.” He sat back slightly, though his posture remained tense. “And the action isn’t even that good. People keep saying it’s amazing, but it’s just her beating up a bunch of guys who don’t know what they’re doing. That’s not impressive. That’s just boring. I bet half the comments online are just coming from bots. They’re probably Confederation bots out there to push their ‘female supremacist’ agenda, but that’s BS and everyone knows it!”

He shook his head again, more emphatically this time. “And that romance subplot? That didn’t make sense either. It just felt forced. Like they needed to add it in to check a box or something. Of course, the stupid boy ends up in a dumb collar, and it’s played up for laughs, but it’s not funny when guys get treated like slaves!”

He glanced briefly at the screen, likely reading comments, and his expression hardened. “No, I’m serious. People are just saying they like it because they think they’re supposed to. Nobody actually thinks this is a good movie.” He leaned forward one last time, his tone sharp and final. “It’s biased. It’s unrealistic. And honestly, it’s just kind of stupid. And if you liked it, guess what? That makes you dumb too! Okay everyone, that’s enough from me, your truth-teller, Jack the Mike. If you want to hear the truth, be sure to like and subscribe. New reviews are up every Tuesdays and sometimes Thursdays if I can get my homework done in time.”

He reached out and fumbled slightly before hitting the stop button. The video cut off mid-motion.

Peter sucked in one shallow breath after another. His heart kept pounding and he distantly wondered whether or not he had ever confronted this kind of exhaustion before. There had been a few late nights at work. In school, he had struggled against various projects. Then again, he wasn’t the kind of boy who usually put things off until the last second. Some of his classmates had to contend with constant all-nighters, but they were the same students who usually didn’t bother reading course calendars.

Mina disappeared from the room, only to be replaced by Alyssa.

She touched her knuckles to that spot between his nipples. Her fingertips caressed his clavicle. Then she stroked his neck before she pressed her palm against his cheek. She forced his head up as she looked into his eyes.

“Peter, was she rough on you? Did she give you a hard time?”

“I can take it,” he promised his captor.

“No, you can’t. Do you want to relax? Do you want to relax and surrender? Just think about that codeword.”

She didn’t ask him for it; she didn’t demand it.

In fact, Alyssa didn’t even give him the chance to answer her because she leaned forward, and she touched her hands to the sides of his face before she pressed her lips to his.

She kissed him.

It was soft at first.

Peter didn’t know what he was supposed to do, yet the arousal raged through his body all over again.

This boy didn’t know how it could be possible, yet that excitement flared all along his skin. If anything, enduring those bursts of pain had somehow made him even more sensitive. And now she was kissing him, but she didn’t press her mouth against his. There was nothing sharp, powerful, or aggressive here.

He was the one who leaned forward. He was the one who pressed himself against her.

She didn’t stop him.

At the same time, he was thinking about that codeword. It was the first one he had uttered back in that field. He had spoken to the probe, telling the device how to encrypt the data.

Beauty.

Again and again, that single word appeared behind his eyes. He was kissing this woman and thinking about how she was so incredibly beautiful. He was thinking about how she felt, and then she slipped back for just a moment.

“You’re thinking about the codeword, aren’t you?”

Peter didn’t respond, only then she pulled something from her pocket, and he didn’t know what it was going to be. Was she going to shock him? Had she kissed him and helped him to relax, only to give him another dose of pain?

Peter tried to brace himself; he did his best to build some kind of psychological bulwark. He needed that mental wall to be strong and powerful deep in the recesses of his mind so he could disappear and hide and ignore the sensations they inflicted on his body.

“Keep thinking about it,” she told him. Oddly, she didn’t ask for it. She didn’t issue another command or demand either.

Then she raised the control and pointed it up toward his restraints.

Peter flinched, probably assuming that the shackles would be electrified. Maybe she was going to shock him, delivering another blast of pain because that was how she was going to break him.

She had a button, and he braced himself as best he could, only to open his mouth with surprise when the restraints unlocked. They popped open, and he stumbled forward. He ran into Alyssa, but she was stronger than she looked, and she grabbed him, and then she kissed him again. Suddenly, he found his footing. He regained his balance, and she was kissing him, and it felt so incredible. There was that woman, and she was fully clothed. She had on her black tights, her dark, gray blouse, and her sleek boots. But now, she nudged him down onto the floor.

His knees bent, she leaned over, and she whispered, “I want to use you, Peter. But for that to happen, you know what you have to tell me.”

“I can’t,” he said.

After everything they had done to him, gravity felt like too much. Soon, he was on his back, and this woman was on top of him. She leaned down, and some of her hair fell forward. She brushed those soft trusses along his cheek as she smiled at him.

This didn’t look like an interrogation. If anything, it was just a woman playing with a boy.

It felt so good!

She kissed his cheek, the side of his neck, his chest, his chin, and the tip of his nose.

Then she reached back.

“You know what I want to hear.”

At that moment, he wasn’t restrained. Technically, he wore the control collar, which meant she would be able to overpower him at any moment.

“What is it? What do I want to hear?” Alyssa asked just a few seconds later.

“You want to know the codeword.”

He closed his eyes, and then she touched him.

Not only that, she let go, and she slid back. He opened his eyes, and he watched as she opened the buttons on her shirt. Next, she shrugged it off, and then she leaned down to unzip her boots. She slipped her legs, free, and she was stripping right there in front of him. With one piece after another, Alyssa stripped until she was naked. He saw her breasts, her toned stomach, her pussy, her hips and thighs.

Peter understood that he could have used that moment to try to jump up and get away. But while he wore that collar, he was just as imprisoned as at any other point of his captivity. Besides, he didn’t have the strength to fight back.

More than that, there was this beautiful woman on top of him.

“I’m letting you decide, Peter,” she said. She stroked his shaft several more times. Then she leaned forward, and she kissed his stomach, his rib cage, his nipples, his neck, then his lips.

Those wild sensations coursed along his body.

“Do you want me to mount you?”

“Yes…”

“Say please,” she ordered.

“Please…” Peter‘s voice strained as he spoke; he understood what he was giving up, especially because the desperation rippled across that plea.

This wasn’t manipulative; it wasn’t tactical or strategic either. Rather, he was begging, and she had him down on his back. She straddled him and she looked into his eyes.

Then she slid back, and he couldn’t believe it. He was so hard.

She was going to do it.

“Think about that word,” she said. “Think about what you’re going to tell me.”

She wanted that word. She wanted that code word.

This time, Peter didn’t consider his defiance, his resistance, or his rebellion. He wasn’t thinking about how he would or could fight back. Instead, he lost himself to the simple rush of sensations, the excitement, the anticipation, and the exhaustion. Working together, Mina and Alyssa had taken something from this specimen. He was on his back, and she was watching him.

“You’re an interesting boy, Peter Drake.” That was what she said right before she grabbed his cock, adjusted the angle, and then she lowered herself down.

Remarkably, she didn’t expect him to service her. It wasn’t necessary, not at that moment. Instantly, he absorbed the next rush of sensation. It was the heat, the tension, and the slick contrast of his skin against hers as she started to ride him.

Then she leaned forward and she grabbed his wrists. His elbows were bent, his forearms pressed against the floor.

“You’re mine right now,” she said. “You’re mine right now, and you’re going to think about that word. You’re going to tell me that word. You’re going to think about that word, and it’s going to make you feel so good.”

Peter opened his mouth to defy her once again. At that moment, it wasn’t some kind of logical conclusion or idea. It wasn’t even something he chose to do. Instead, it felt like a habit (a bad habit?). He followed that instinct, or at least he made the attempt.

She held him down and she kissed him, and she fucked him all at the same time.

It felt so incredible and he kept thinking about that word.

Beauty. He was thinking about beauty. He was thinking about this beautiful woman on top of him as she rode him, gliding her hips up and down as she enjoyed the feel, the girth, and the contours of his manhood.

Ultimately, she was using him. Of that, he remained entirely aware. Peter didn’t try to forget about that. He didn’t try to lose himself to some fantasy.

He was a target; he was her prey.

Knowing this, he wanted to disconnect, but he couldn’t! There was something about the gravity of her touch.

Then he stopped thinking altogether, and she rode him hard, harder and faster until she straightened her back and looked down at him.

“Tell me,” she commanded.

For Peter, time slowed down as he gave in.

“Beauty.”

He revealed those syllables. He shaped those sounds.

Then he saw it on her face as she grinded, arched her back, moaned, raised her head, and tightened her grip against his shoulders. She pumped him, riding him hard as she took everything she wanted and deserved!

She didn’t give him permission, but he told himself he didn’t need it either. He threw himself into that orgasm.

For the next few seconds, there was bliss. Not only that, there was ignorance, like he could hope or pretend that he hadn’t made any kind of mistake. There was just the physical connection between this boy and that beautiful woman!

Then she finished with him and she got dressed. She lifted up the belt, and he didn’t resist when she wiped him down and locked him up. And then she escorted him back into the other room. There, he saw something new. Or maybe it had been there but he hadn’t paid any attention.

“Into the cage, boy,” she said.

Still unable to process what had happened, Peter climbed into the cage. He crawled forward, and she slid the gate shut behind him, locking it.

This was a cage; he was actually in a cage.

“You can go back to sleep,” she said.

That sounded like a very good idea, especially since Peter couldn’t bring himself to focus on what had just happened.

He curled up, he rested his head against his forearm, he closed his eyes, and he didn’t even notice it when she attached the amplifier to the side of his face. There was that little hint of weight, and he thought about trying to pull it off, but then he drifted off completely.

It was time for a new vid review from that same boy, Jack the Mike. Before, he’d been so edgy, so aggressive and hostile. He saw another piece of “female supremacist propaganda” and called it out. He had thought that made him so brave. Then again, he was a boy on Chrysopolis. He had probably assumed he was safe. This was a mostly patriarchal community. Their colony had male leaders, male soldiers, even male scientists!

But no, consequences could even follow a boy vid reviewer…

That same young man sat in front of the camera, but this time Jack the Mike’s posture was slouched and reluctant. His hair looked less cared for, and he avoided looking directly into the camera at first.

“Okay,” he muttered. “So apparently I have to redo this.” He rubbed his face with one hand, clearly annoyed. “Because my last review was ‘inappropriate’ or whatever.”

From just off camera, a voice cleared her throat.

He stiffened slightly. “Fine,” he said quickly. “So this is my new review of The Red Angel.” He forced himself to sit up straighter, though the effort looked unnatural to his twenty-seven regular viewers. “The movie is…very good,” he said flatly.

A hand appeared on his shoulder. His sister stepped partially into frame behind him. She stood upright, composed, her expression calm but firm. She gave his shoulder a light, comforting squeeze. Almost anyone watching would’ve understood what a squeeze like that could mean. Perhaps the exact significance would be hard to parse, but it could mean a spanking, another minute of corner time, or perhaps even another day in a chastity device.

One way or another, each seemingly innocuous yet totally appropriate gesture would signify another taste of punishment for this defiant boy who’d been so confident and so loud on the grid with all of his sophomoric opinions.

“Convince them,” she said quietly.

He clenched his jaw. “The movie is very good,” he repeated, this time with more effort. “It has…strong characters and a compelling story.” His eyes flicked upward in frustration, but he kept going. “The Red Angel is a powerful and intelligent heroine who demonstrates…leadership and control in difficult situations.”

He paused for a fraction of a second. “I guess.”

The hand on his shoulder tightened slightly.

That boy winced. “She demonstrates leadership and control,” he corrected quickly.

His sister nodded once, then remained still and continued to watch him closely.

Her newly trained brother continued, clearly reading from something off-screen. “The action sequences are well designed and showcase her strategic thinking.” He stumbled slightly over the next line. “And the supporting characters contribute to the overall narrative in meaningful ways.”

He made a face. “Even the male ones,” he added under his breath.

His sister’s hand pressed down again.

He straightened immediately. “All characters contribute meaningfully,” he said, more clearly. His jagged exasperation was starting to show more openly now. His voice carried a strained edge. “The film also explores emotional depth through its character relationships,” he continued. “Including a well-developed romantic subplot.”

He rolled his eyes, just barely.

His sister leaned closer into frame. “Say it properly,” she ordered.

He exhaled sharply.

“The romantic subplot is well-developed and adds emotional resonance to the story,” he repeated, his tone reluctant, tense, stiff and strained all at once.

His sister nodded again. She provided this boy with the encouragement he needed. Admitting to everyone that he had been wrong took a lot of special courage (or training), and she needed his followers to see that he had it.

He kept going, faster now like he needed to get it over with. “The film is visually impressive and delivers a strong message about competence and responsibility.” He paused. Then, very quietly, he muttered, “Yeah, sure.” His sister’s hand tightened again, firm and unmistakable. Anyone watching would have to wonder again what those little reminders meant for this boy.

He sat up straight again.

“It delivers a strong and important message,” he corrected.

There was a brief silence. He looked at the camera, clearly exhausted. “So yeah,” he said, his voice flat. “You should watch it.” He reached forward quickly, eager to end the recording.

Before the video cut, his sister’s hand gave his shoulder one last steady squeeze.

The synaptic amplifier continued to operate. With those tiny pulses of electrical energy, it pushed him in the right direction. This boy wasn’t aware of it. He didn’t understand what was happening. He didn’t think about it either. He was just asleep, and there was the darkness of his eyelids, the flash of time, and nothing else. Eventually, he would wake up, his eyes fluttering up as he thought about everything. But for now, there was just the relaxed sleep. Later on, he would have to worry about what he had done.

“Try beauty,” Alyssa said.

“You broke him?”

“Just a little bit,” Alyssa said. She spoke with the confidence of a huntress who had gone after lots of different men out in the wild. Some of them were big, strong, and capable of incredible violence. Most of them were just young men who didn’t want to accept the matriarchy for one reason or another. Perhaps they had decided that they were entitled to some form of “liberty”.

That concept always amused Alyssa, if only because those boys never had any particular agenda in mind. Rather, a wife or mother or sister or cousin or friend told that boy that he wasn’t allowed to do whatever he wanted, so he decided he had to break the rules. He had to fight back…even if he didn’t know why.

But for now, Alyssa placed her hands on the back of Mina’s chair. Her apprentice typed in the command phrase, and then they watched.

The different processors worked, running through the codeword.

If it was wrong, that wouldn’t be a huge problem. Alyssa suspected that they were probably entitled to a few errors, just in case the originally intended user made a mistake at one point or another.

All six screens went green.

“That’s one third of the full code,” Mina said.

“Can we access any of the data?”

Her protégé considered that question as she ran her fingers along the different keys. She stared at the screens, considered the data, and wobbled her head from side to side. “It looks like we have some meta-data? There are a bunch of files here. I think we might be able to access a few of them.”

“Anything that has been decrypted needs to be sent back to Command right away. “

“Yes, ma’am.” Mina started to work on this next phase of the project. Then she glanced over her shoulder at Alyssa. “What happens in the meantime?”

“You continue to work. See if you can use this part of the code to break through the rest of it.”

“It’s still a longshot.”

“Are your odds better than they were before?”

“Yeah…” Mina didn’t sound especially happy about it.

“I get it, Mina. You don’t want to do this. You would rather be in there playing with him, but we need to let him rest.”

“I assume you’re using the amplifier?”

“I am. I’m using it, and I think it’s going to help, but it’s hard to know exactly what it will take to break him. He had to know that he was only giving up a piece of what we need.”

“Do you really think the boys are going to try to do something stupid?”

“They’re boys,” Alyssa said. “I think stupid is almost a guarantee.”

Captain Hank Jenkins V understood the importance of the chain of command. As he stood there on his bridge, he looked around at his crew. He understood that the cutter under his command wasn’t one of the grand battleships. He could be proud of this ship anyway, especially because it was his and he patrolled the outer reaches of Duchy space.

Unfortunately, for him, that often meant flying into a system that was under his government control, only to spot Confederation cruisers, or destroyers or battleships and report back. Then, inevitably, admirals from the high command, would regretfully inform him that they would surrender this territory. Sometimes, the men would fight back. Inevitably, they would lose.

Captain Hank Jenkins V could almost understand how and why this dynamic played out.

He didn’t want to acknowledge it, not even in private with any of his bridge crew, but the Confederation fleet was bigger and stronger. Their ships were faster, their weapons, more powerful. Not only that, the women of the Confederation seemed to be dedicated to expansion.

He wished his own people could get as aggressive and as ambitious. Unfortunately, there was so much political infighting, especially when it came to the admiralty.

Perhaps, someday, Hank Jenkins V would ascend to those noble ranks. But for the time being, he was happy with his own ship, especially because he operated within the chain of command, but his superior officers gave him initiative. He was in charge of a long range patrol. That meant he had to operate away from the central command for hours, days, sometimes even weeks at a time.

Until now, his initiative had meant very little. He had proposed hit and run attacks against Confederation targets, but the senior admirals always turned him down. Whenever he sent out those requests, he silently fumed and wondered whether or not this would be the moment when he would finally be brave enough to strike back at those women.

The matriarchs needed to pay.

It was as simple as that. These women had stolen planet after planet, system after system. For once, a man needed to step forward and show those girls that they could not get away with this. They would not get away with it!

Across the long arc of history, the last few years didn’t mean very much. Still, he had endured those indignities and humiliations over and over again. Unfortunately, he didn’t have the support of the command structure. Worse, Captain Hank Jenkins V recognized the truth. Even if he had struck at some isolated satellite, defense platform, colony ship, space station, or some other vessel, it wouldn’t have been enough. At best, he could slip in, do some damage, and retreat. It would make a point, but it wouldn’t scare those girls. Worse, there was a very good chance he and his ship would be captured.

Hank had spent long hours and thousands of simulations going over the different possibilities. He had considered hundreds of different tactics and targets. He ran through every variation he could imagine.

It was never good enough.

But now…

When he started to receive word about the toxic code Captain Hank Jenkins V decided to use it.

On this particular morning, he walked out onto his bridge, he issued the commands, and they activated the FTL drive. They jumped to the next system. Even though he had to wait, he didn’t take his seat. Instead, he stood there, a basin of calm certainty. His crew understood what was at risk here.

His target had once been a Duchy system. According to the corporate executives, the resources spread out through the local asteroid system were supposed to be worth tens of trillions of credits.

Of course, they had been forced to give up that rich resource as soon as the Confederation ships arrived. Hank's vessel had been there. He had overseen the evacuation.

But now, they flew in.

Hank stood on the bridge, his back straight, and his arms held behind him. He stared at the viewer, and he watched the countdown until the rift opened, they jumped back to real space, and he ordered, “Defense status now. Power all weapons. Transfer auxiliary power to the engine engines. Prepare the payload.”

The payload meant the toxic code.

The sensor officer offered the first returns. Hank ordered them to be displayed on the central view screen. Immediately, half of the wide display was covered in a series of numbers and statistical readouts. The other half showed the position of his ship, the asteroid belt, and the automated mining vessels. They had automatic defense cannons, but there weren’t any crews out here.

Even so, those cannons should have been enough to wreck his small ship.

“Not today,” Hank whispered.

“Payload away.”

“Full burn,” he said. “Weapons officers, select our targets.”

The different gunners sent their acknowledgments, all of which appeared on the central view screen.

Once they were close enough, Hank gave the command. “Fire.”

He couldn’t feel it even as his vessel continued to accelerate.

He waited for the counterattack. He knew those Confederation cannons should’ve been able to lock onto his ship, destroy the engines, disable the shields, and put him out of commission within the span of a few seconds.

They didn’t fire.

“What is their status?”

“Sir, the toxic code appears to be working,” said one of the sensor officers. “The mining drones are all down. No sign of any kind of defensive response.”

“It worked. Gather as much telemetry as you can and transmit it back to the admiralty. They are going to want to see this.”

He grinned, confident that this system now belonged once again to its rightful owners: the men of the Duchy.

Peter opened his eyes and lifted his head way too fast as he tried to stand, only to bang the top of his skull on the ceiling of his cage.

“Ouch!”

It hurt. There was that straining pain along his scalp and pushing down into his head, but it wasn’t serious. For a moment, he closed his eyes, he thought about the spanking, her kissing, the touch, and everything he had lost.

Then he thought about that codeword.

He had done it.

Peter had actually done it.

He had surrendered that key term.

Right away, he tried to tell himself that it was okay. It was just one of three. Those women didn’t have what they really needed.

But what if they did?

For a moment, he relaxed. He pushed himself down onto his elbows and knees. He closed his eyes and touched his forehead to the bottom of his cage. His eyes remained open now, so he could see the bars all around him in his peripheral vision. He was in a cage because he was a boy, and men needed to be owned. They could be enslaved, and it would feel so good.

He was a man, but he didn’t have to worry about office politics. Instead, Peter could have made a different choice. Truthfully, Peter had already taken another step in that direction.

He could give up those other two words. The women could get the information they wanted, and he would be a traitor.

He fought hard to think about that.

He wasn’t going to be a gender traitor. He wasn’t going to turn on the men of the universe. From one world to another, there were those struggles. Some of them were quiet, small, and subtle. Other arguments were grand and involved, huge fleets or big armies. Maybe there were women dressed in powerful automated suits of armor. He didn’t worry about that. Instead, he tried to think of the kind of guy he wanted to be.

And when he thought about that, he thought of how he could bow down before Alyssa and Mina. He could look up at them, his eyes wide and filled with adoration because they were so beautiful and smart and strong. Each operated as a huntress. Each woman was capable of bringing him down. Didn’t that mean they deserved his respect? His admiration? His obedience?

Peter suddenly remembered the synaptic amplifier.

His hand flew up to the top of his head, and he found that small device adhered to a patch of skin a few inches above his eyebrow.

He pulled it off, expecting it to be painful.

Actually, the synaptic amplifier came off pretty easily.

“What did that do to me?” Peter whispered.

“I nudged you,” Alyssa said.

He looked out from behind the bars of his cage. She strolled over, sat on the top of the cage, and dropped her legs down in front of him.

For the next few seconds, he wanted to ask her to release him. Then again, he wasn’t supposed to do that because he wasn’t supposed to be in a cage because he wasn’t supposed to be a pet or the property of these women!

Several more seconds rolled by during which he tried to get her to change her mind. He tried to figure out something he could say to convince her to release him.

And yet, she had broken through his defenses, breaking him down and convincing him to give up one of those code words.

Alyssa had one, but she wouldn’t get the other two. He made that promise to himself.

“I just wanted to check on you,” she said. “How are you feeling?”

“Resentful,” he answered.

“That’s fine. Lots of boys get angry and upset, especially in the beginning.”

“The beginning? The beginning of what?” Distantly, Peter knew he wasn’t supposed to say anything else. If he really wanted to rebel against her, then he should have simply stayed silent. He could have viewed himself as a prisoner of war, which meant he would not acknowledge anything she did or said. He could just ignore her to the best of his ability.

“The beginning of your domestication,” she told him.

“I’m not an animal.”

“Perhaps not,” she conceded. “But you are a boy, and you do need to be trained.”

“I don’t think so,” he shot back.

“Put the amplifier back on.”

“I won’t do it,” He promised her.

“If you don’t, I’m going to pull you out of that cage, chain you up again, and break you just like I did before. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?”

“I…” Peter tried so hard to finish that sentence, yet he didn’t know how to find the other words. He didn’t know how to end that thought.

“Exactly,” She continued. “Put it back on, or I’m going to work on you some more. At this point, I just want to give you some food. Doesn’t that sound nice? Better yet, if you put on the amplifier, it will make me happy, and I might give you another reward. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

“You’re trying to seduce me,” he said, sharpening those words into an accusation.

“Peter, this isn’t a seduction. I told you before. This is domestication.”

He hated how she could sound so relaxed, so calm as she spoke to him. She made it sound natural, like he was supposed to accept every point.

At the same time, there was that other urge. There was the drive to do as she said. He glanced down. He wished he had simply broken the synaptic amplifier. Maybe if he had slammed it against one of the bars of his cage, he could’ve shattered it into a bunch of little pieces. But he had it, and now he couldn’t, and this woman was telling him to put it back on.

“When you think of me, how do you feel?”

Peter couldn’t be sure why he did it, but he closed his eyes, and he thought about her. He thought about her feet, her legs, her thighs, the taste of her sex, the feel of her body, the way she had ridden him, the lustrous lint in her hair, the way she smiled, the sound of her voice, and everything she said to him.

As each of those details crystallized behind his eyes, there was that urge again.

Even if he told himself this was a bad idea, he slipped the amplifier back up, and he reattached it, pressing it against his skin. For a moment, he hoped that the adhesive would have faded or dissipated or something.

It hadn’t.

That device stuck to his skin, and then he could feel it again, that low buzz, the gentle encouragement, and the instinct to surrender to her.

“Good boy,” she said without checking on him.

He itched to get angry. He needed to be infuriated!

Although he tried, he failed, especially because there was something about her voice. It ran across his skin all over again.

Good boy. It was a vibration. It was that little thrill. It was the attention he received from this woman.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she corrected him.

“You’re joking,” Peter shot back. He did his best to push some real venom into his voice, only to fail utterly.

“Yes, Mistress,” she tried him again, providing him with the correct answer.

At first, he held out. But then, after just a few more heartbeats, this boy failed. “Yes, Mistress…”

“Good boy.”

Again, he heard those two words, and they sent another little thrill racing through his body.

That was when she opened the cage door, and she crouched down a few feet away. She motioned for him to crawl out.

Of course, he had to crawl. It wasn’t physically possible for him to leave that cage any other way. He crawled, and he could feel the contours of his chastity belt, plus the restriction of the collar at his throat.

“Get on your knees, hold your elbows at your sides, and wait here. Can you do that, Peter? Can you do that like a good boy?”

For a second, he wished he could just stare back at her, snort, and promise, “I’m not a good boy, and I’m never going to be a good boy. I’m never going to be your good boy. I’m an independent person, and I can make my own mind. Am I hungry? Sure. Am I going to let you use that against me? Never!” He imagined himself making one declaration like that after another, but he couldn’t do it.

Instead, he assumed the position.

He sat on his knees, pushed his elbows down, and he waited.

She stepped over to him, ran her fingers along his forehead, through his hair, and all the way down to the back of his neck. Then she patted him on the head.

It was a demeaning and degrading gesture.

Even so, he was still grateful for it!

“Wait here,” she said. Then she stepped away, and she closed the door. He didn’t hear it lock, which meant this was another opportunity. Maybe he would be able to get away. Perhaps he could escape…

But then he thought about that hated phrase: the invisible fence. Whether he liked it or not, he knew it was smarter and safer to wait here. In the meantime, he had to wonder what she was doing, and how long he would remain in that position.

Peter had closed his eyes. He was thinking about her again, the curves of her legs, the contours of her ass, her chest and her smile. Then he shook his head as he did his best to dislodge those ideas.

Only then, he thought about that other girl: Mina.


He imagined her holding his leash, smiling down at him, patting her thighs, and telling him to be a good boy.

For one stupid second, Peter flashed through that other image: him on his hands and knees, his tongue out, panting, and wagging his ass from side to side. He could be a pet for that girl, and she would teach him tricks and give him treats.

No, he told himself with another shake of his head. He wasn’t going to succumb, not like that.

He didn’t care if Mina or Alyssa happened to be beautiful. He didn’t care about the kinds of reactions they provoked deep within his body.

Even at that moment, his cock started to strain against the inner contours of the chastity device. The belt was locked around his waist.

Forcing himself to fantasize about something else, he contemplated escape; he thought about standing up, reaching down, grabbing onto the sides of the belt, and ripping the stupid thing off!

Whichever woman had designed this belt, had done an amazing job, and he already knew he wouldn’t be able to free himself. That was the point. Until these women decided to grant him some taste of freedom, he would wear it, and the desire could spin and burn at the center of his core, but he still wouldn’t be able to get free.

They had him; they owned him.

The door opened again, he lifted his gaze, and then he saw her.

Peter really didn’t want to experience that flash of attraction. He thought about last night and what these women had done to him. He thought of how they could trigger those desires with so little effort.

It happened again at that moment.

Alyssa was right there, and she looked amazing in those dark pants and that simple blouse. It wasn’t anything especially elaborate, but she walked by him, and his mouth actually started watering.

Peter didn’t even know exactly what he hoped would happen. Maybe there was that instinct to kiss her feet, nuzzle, her legs, lick her pussy, or just press himself up against her.

This boy already understood that he would react if she told him to do a trick. Maybe he would obey without even thinking about it. Perhaps some of that reluctance would have already dissipated, burned away by the confidence in her voice.

Or maybe it was just the synaptic amplifier.

It was still fixed to the side of his face. It was up there, and he tried not to think about it, yet he was certain that the little device continued to work on him, modifying him and influencing him.

“Stay,” Alyssa said to him.

She walked over to the cage, and she sat down again, crossing her legs.

“You can crawl over here now.”

Peter was facing the door. Slowly, he pushed himself forward, and he dropped to his elbows and knees. He studied the floor beneath him for the next couple of seconds, but then he glanced up, and he saw her there.

She looked so relaxed. Alyssa smiled at him, and she held some kind of energy bar in one hand. It looked like it had chocolate and granola. His mouth watered, especially because he was hungry, but she had her legs crossed, and she was leaning back, her weight resting against one palm. With the other hand, she held onto that energy bar as she took a small bite, chewed, swallowed, and smiled at him. “What is it, boy? Do you want some?”

It was another game. It was another phase of his training. It was another indignity!

Even if her captive understood all of those points, Peter wasn’t sure what he could do with that information. He tried to think of something he could say, some way for him to resist or fight back.

As with every other moment, when he had contemplated rebellion or resistance, he failed. He failed to achieve anything meaningful. He failed to think of something clever.

“Tell me what you want, boy.” She smirked. “Go on. I know you can do it.”

This was a challenge; this was another task.

She needed to see if he could swallow down another chunk of his dignity for the chance to get a quick bite.

But he was hungry, and he needed to maintain his strength.

Peter closed his eyes, crawled a little closer, and lifted his head. Then he spoke. “Please, can I have a bite?”

As he spoke, that other urge was there.

He even tried to justify it just like before; he promised himself that it was just a strategy and a tactic. He didn’t really want to do this… But that wasn’t true because there was this instinct to bow his head down, to grovel to whimper at her feet, and to look up at her.

This time, there were words at the back of his throat, but they didn’t vibrate with the anger of a rebellious, defiant, or barbaric male. Instead, her captured a boy yearned to say something else, something like, “What can I do, Mistress? What can I do to please you? What can I do to satisfy you? Please, Mistress! Please, I just want to be a good and obedient slave boy for you! How can I please you? How can I satisfy you?”

Somehow, Peter managed to hold those words back.

Instead, he remained petulant, sullen and silent. That was the most important part.

Only then, she tore off a piece of her chocolate bar, and she lowered it down on the palm of her hand.

He wanted that. He wanted to beg for that.

“Tell me what you want, boy. Tell me how you want to be a good slave and maybe I will share some with you. You would like that, wouldn’t you? I bet you’re hungry after everything you went through last night.”

This was just another trick; it was another phase of the interrogation.

Peter tried to hold onto that reality. Simultaneously, he did his best to think about the global and galactic politics.

Then again, it was so much harder to remember that there was this entire reality beyond the walls of this room.

Technically, his desk still existed somewhere out there. If he had been able to leave this room, he could have gone back down a street, walked through the main entrance, used his slate to unlock the lobby door, take one of the elevators up, get off at his floor, walk between those familiar cubicles, and sit down at his desk.

He tried to remember the feel of his keyboard, the sounds of the office, and the layout of his desk.

For some reason, those images refused to coalesce into something useful. None of it felt real even if the images were there.

Rather, there was just this woman, and she was holding out something for him.

When he didn’t respond, Alyssa brought the little piece of chocolate up to her mouth. She tossed it between her teeth, chewed, smiled to herself, and swallowed it. Then she tore off another piece.

“Please, Mistress. Please, can I have a bite?” Peter carefully mumbled out those words. Simultaneously, he braced himself for some denial. Or worse, she would say yes, but it would be conditional because he would have to “earn” it.

Screw that, he would tell her. There was no way he would endure that kind of indignity!

“Yes, you may,” she said. “I know you’re a hungry boy, and I know you need to keep up your strength, especially if you’re going to continue to be good for me. After all, you still have a couple of things you want to tell me, don’t you?”

“I’m not telling you anything,” he promised her.

“Right,” She replied. She didn’t believe him. She wasn’t even bothering to argue with him.

Peter opened his mouth, but then he saw that she had extended her hand, and there was that little piece of the energy bar sitting on her palm.

“No hands,” she told him.

Right away, he understood what that meant: he would have to eat from the palm of her hand. Like a pet, he would be fed.

“Go on,” she said to him. At that moment, she wasn’t teasing him, nor did she taunt him. Instead, her hand was extended, and she waited for him to crawl forward and eat. She had the same patience she would have used with a shy animal.

That made it so much worse…

Even so, Peter crawled forward, he bowed his head down, and he ate out of her hand.

He chewed, and he swallowed, and now there was the aftertaste of chocolate and granola along the roof of his mouth and stuck between his teeth. Still, she tore off another piece. He glanced up.

“Would you like another one?”

“Yes, please.” He hated cooperating. He hated the note of servile politeness.

And yet, as he spoke, Peter could feel it again. There was that desire to please her. There was the instinct to simply bow his head down and acknowledge her as his owner.

After all, he could be a good boy for her. He could be a bright and obedient slave. Maybe he could dedicate his life too pleasing and satisfying this woman! She could own him, and he would crawl at her feet. She would hold his leash, and he would learn those tricks and perform for her, doing everything he could to satisfy her!

Peter wanted to shake his head, to fight down those ideas, but she held out another piece.

“Ask for permission,” she said.

“Mistress, may I have another bite?”

“You may,” she said.

He glanced up at her again.

When their eyes met, he tried to be angry. He searched for that fury, and it should have been easy! As a captive, he should have been able to hate her with every fiber of his being.

But he didn’t.

Whether it was the synaptic amplifier or something else, Peter couldn’t tell, yet it didn’t matter.

He ate that next piece, and he swallowed it down within the span of just a couple seconds.

“This time, you’re going to have to earn it,” she said.

At that moment, Peter told himself that he wasn’t hungry. Two bites had been enough. Of course, that wasn’t true.

“What do you want?”

“Put your head on my knee and ask me to pet you.”

“You’re joking.”

Alyssa didn’t respond. Instead, she looked down at him.

If Mina had come in here, she probably would have just ordered him back into the shackles. She would have spread his arms and legs and spanked his ass or whipped him until he broke.

Peter almost preferred that. He could fight pain; he could deny it, defy it, and resist because it proved that he was her enemy.

But this was worse. She was feeding him. She was being kind to him.

Last night, she had tamed him because she had pulled him from those shackles, kissed him, and shoved him down onto the floor. At that moment of desperate arousal, she had coaxed that single word from him.

He had given up his codeword. He had failed completely.

Peter swallowed as he thought about that. He considered what he had given up. Still, it didn’t matter. He had those other two code words. As long as he had them, they wouldn’t be able to break through the encryption. They wouldn’t be able to get what they wanted or needed, and maybe the patriarchs of the galaxy would have a chance against these women. What if the Confederation was a better government? What if it was a better civilization? What if their metrics were superior? What if they had a more stable economy, a more prosperous people, and a happier population?

Peter clenched his eyes shut. Hoping to hold back those questions, he leaned forward and rusted his chin on her knee. He really did feel like a pet. “Mistress, would you pet me please?”

Alyssa didn’t answer. Instead, she put her hand on the top of his head, and he flinched for just a moment, only then she began to massage his scalp. It was an easy gesture, one that required no effort. He glanced up at her, and she seemed almost contemplative.

That wasn’t fair, especially because those other questions popped back into his head. They invaded, surging along his synapses with the worst kind of poisonous doubt.

Back in school, Peter hadn’t paid that much attention to comparative politics. Most of his political science education had related directly to this world, this city, and this colony. He didn’t need to worry about the Confederation and how their democracy operated. He didn’t think much about the Byzantine bureaucracy behind the Duchy either. Even if both of those societies were massive, spanning so many different star systems, Peter was here, and he didn’t want to worry about those larger interstellar nations.

Only now, he contemplated those little details he had picked up on. The patriarchs had a bad reputation, especially when it came to dealing with disasters. There were those documentaries that he skimmed past, glancing at the covers before deciding to watch something more interesting. Tsunami, volcanoes, meteorites or worse could crash down onto those Duchy planets, and it might be weeks or even months before help arrived. At the same time, Peter had learned more about the Confederation. There was that general assumption that they had better technology, better organizational practices, a cleaner of government, more transparency, and a healthier economy.

They were just…better.

Like so many other men, Peter reflexively told himself it was just propaganda. That was what those women wanted the rest of the galaxy to believe, but he wasn’t an expert, so he could hold onto that easier assumption and move on. He didn’t have to worry about it. He had his job, his hobbies, so he didn’t need to compare.

But now this woman was petting him, and he was naked and locked in a chastity belt with that collar around his neck.

If the Confederation was better, didn’t they deserve to rule? Didn’t they deserve to take over the galaxy? Couldn’t they make things better for more people?

In school, one of his professors had talked about the concept of utilitarian and the notion of trying to maximize as much pleasure for as many people as possible. The system had lots of problems, but the basic concept had to be tempting. Right?

Just as importantly, any alternative sounded absurd. Governments weren’t supposed to try to maximize the happiness of their citizens?

All at once, Peter wished he had paid more attention in his general education classes, if only so that he could distract himself now.

Little by little, those worries and doubts started to fade because he had his head on the lap of this beautiful woman. The position was somewhat awkward, but she was stroking him.

Then she glanced down at him.

“Would you like to crawl across my lap? Would you like me to pet you, slave?”

“I’m not a slave,” he murmured. Despite his protest, he couldn’t force any kind of real defiance into his response.

“Yes, you are. You’re a slave, and you’re going to tell me you’re a slave if you want me to pet you.”

It wasn’t fair!

More than that, Peter told himself that the stakes weren’t high enough. When she punished him or teased him or kissed him or touched him all along his body, it made sense that he would break because she overwhelmed him. But at this moment, there was just that gentle stimulation of her fingers lighting along the top of his head and through his hair.

“I’m a slave,” he said.

“Climb up here with me,” she said. She drew her hand back.

He obeyed. He climbed up onto the cage, and he slid into the position, pressing his stomach down against her lap.

It almost felt like he was about to be spanked.

But at that moment, she had something else in mind.

It felt worse because it was insidious. Alyssa tensed her fingers and gently stroked the back of his neck, his shoulder blades, and his sides. Her fingers ran along his body as she gently touched him. It felt so good…

Peter enjoyed every second of this, and he closed his eyes, and he relaxed.

He didn’t know if the synaptic amplifier was messing with him again, but he thought about this woman without using any real words. Instead, there was just this relaxed gratitude, this serenity.

This was where he belonged. This was who he wanted and needed to be.

He closed his eyes, and he surrendered to her touch.

“Are you grateful?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Later on, he would be able to resist again. He could fight back. For now, he just had to listen and tell her what she expected to hear.

“That’s good,” she said. “You should be grateful. You should be grateful for everything you get. You know where you belong. Do you know who you are?”

“I’m a citizen of this colony,” he answered.

“No,” she said.

He wasn’t?

Peter did his best to concentrate. It was supposed to be easy, yet every moment brought another gentle, gliding caress of her fingers along his body. With every second, she made that alluring contact.

“Maybe you were a citizen before, but you can feel who you are now, can’t you? Whether you like it or not, I’m training you. Whether you acknowledge it or not, you are evolving. You are becoming a better version of yourself.”

Peter itched to laugh because that should have been nonsense! Seriously! He wasn’t interested in any of the self-help nonsense that dominated so much of the grid. And yet, there was that other little voice somewhere inside of his head that told him she was right because he was changing.

“You could do it right now, couldn’t you? When we first found you, there was no way you would give up one of those code words. What about now? If I asked you right now, would you be tempted?”

“No…” Peter said. He spoke without thinking, and the word just barely left his mouth. Even as he spoke, he tried so hard to believe it.

“Are you sure about that?”

“No,” he repeated, but he wasn’t sure what he meant.

“Peter, I’m going to pet you for a few more minutes, and then I’m going to call in my associate, and Mina and I are going to work on you. You know what that means, don’t you?”

“Pleasure and pain,” he said.

“Pleasure and pain,” she agreed. “Or we could skip that second part and just focus on giving you a reward. Would you like that? Would you like that, Peter?”

“I’m not going to break,” he said, only there was this little quiver in his voice. The syllable shook even as he tried to articulate that defiance.

“Yes, you will. You broke once, and we only need to get those other two words out of you. Do you think we can do that?”

He did! At least, that was the first answer that popped into his head. Whether he believed it or not didn’t matter because he quickly told her, “I’m not going to let you do this. I’m not going to lose to you.” Even as he spoke, Peter wasn’t sure whether or not he could believe it. Those words almost felt like a lie.

“It’s time to get up, boy. It’s time to be a good pet. Come on.” She nudged him, and he slid from her lap. Then he stood, and he glared at her. He sharpened all of his focus into that angry stare as he tried to get her to back down.

It didn’t work.

That strategy never had any kind of chance of success. Still, it felt as though he had done something as she reattached his leash, tugged, and guided him back into the other room.

The Confederation Naval Council’s Assembly Hall was vast and well lit, its curved walls lined with softly glowing data panels. Readouts and status reports streamed in from more than a hundred different listening posts, colony observatories, scout ships, sector commanders, and huntress-operatives. 

A circular table dominated the center of the room. Each seat was occupied. Admiral Seraphine Korrsdottir stood at the head of the table. Her uniform was immaculate, her posture rigid. She had dark hair with a stream of gray.

“We come to order,” she said.

A holographic projection rose from the center of the table. It displayed a star system, highlighted in pale blue. Small icons representing mining platforms and drone fleets flickered, then vanished one by one.

Fleet Intelligence Director Maelis Varn spoke next. “At 0300 hours, a single Duchy cutter under the command of Hank Jenkins entered this system,” she said. “His ship transmitted a targeted toxic code sequence. The automated defenses failed within seconds. This is the same weapon we saw before.” Everyone at the table understood the ominous implications.

The projection shifted. Defensive platforms dimmed and went dark.

“It is the same toxic code signature,” Maelis said, emphasizing that point to make it clear to everyone here that there was no confusion, no uncertainty about this singular point. Instead, these women needed to decide what to do about it. “It matches the interference used in the Daedalus engagement.”

Admiral Korrsdottir narrowed her eyes.

“The virus again,” she said.

“Yes,” Maelis replied. “Once the defenses were disabled, the cutter engaged the mining infrastructure directly.” The hologram showed a series of rapid strikes. Drones exploded into fragments. Larger bulk carriers followed.

“Total loss,” Maelis said. “No salvageable assets.”

A brief silence settled over the chamber.

Commodore Lysa Tren broke it. “This is an act of war,” she said sharply. “We should respond immediately.” She leaned forward, her expression intense. “One cutter was enough to cripple an entire system. That cannot stand. We should strike back before they escalate further. We need to show those boys how things work across our galaxy.”

Rear Admiral Tovin Sera shook her head. “That is exactly what they want,” she said. “They’re probably hoping for a rushed counterattack.” She folded her hands calmly. “We do not yet understand the full scope of this code. If we engage without preparation, we risk losing more assets.”

Commander Elira Voss, head of Strategic Analysis, spoke next. “This was a probing attack,” she said. “Nothing more.”

Several heads turned toward her. “They sent a single ship,” Elira continued. “They tested the code against our defenses. They observed the results. That suggests caution, not full commitment. Besides, it was only one ship. For all we know, Jenkins acted on his own because their naval command isn’t ready to commit a full fleet.”

Commodore Tren frowned. “Or this will give them the confidence to strike with a larger force,” she said.

“Perhaps,” Elira replied. “But either way, it does not require immediate escalation.”

Minister of External Affairs Nyra Kel entered the discussion. “We should issue a formal warning to the Duchy,” she said. “Make it clear that further incursions will be met with consequences.” She glanced around the table. “This establishes a boundary without committing us to open conflict.”

Admiral Korrsdottir considered this, then turned back to Maelis. “What is the status of our intelligence assets?” she asked.

Maelis adjusted the display. New data points appeared. “We have agents attempting to acquire a live sample of the code,” she said. “An access version. Something we can dissect.”

Rear Admiral Sera nodded slightly. “That is the priority,” she said. “Without understanding that code, any response is premature. We could send in an entire fleet, but we might get wiped out if we act too soon.”

Commodore Tren exhaled sharply. “And while we wait, they continue to strike,” she said.

Elira Voss met her gaze. “Or they wait as well,” she said. “We don’t know their timeline.”

The room fell quiet again. Admiral Korrsdottir looked around the table, measuring each expression. “We will vote,” she said.

The holographic display shifted, presenting three options: immediate counterattack, a diplomatic warning, or a delayed response pending intelligence acquisition. One by one, the council members cast their votes via their handhelds.

Lights appeared beside each option. The count came into focus as Admiral Korrsdottir glanced at the final tally. “The majority favors delay,” she said.

Commodore Tren leaned back in her chair, clearly dissatisfied but silent.

Admiral Korrsdottir straightened. “We will prioritize intelligence operations,” she said. “All available resources will support acquisition of the code.” She paused. “Once we understand it, we will decide how to respond.” The holographic projection dimmed slightly as the meeting moved toward conclusion. “Until then,” the admiral said, her voice firm, “we remain patient.”

“Mina, take care of him,” Alyssa ordered.

“Yes, ma’am,” Mina said as she shoved herself away from the computer screens.

Peter glanced over, and they looked different. He only got to see them for a second because Mina hopped in front of him, and she absorbed the full force of his attention.

“How does it feel?” asked the young woman in front of him.

“What?”

Oddly enough, it was easier to focus when he was looking back at Mina. As a woman, she was different. She was this alien creature. (She was his superior?) But because he was older, Peter managed to cling into some sliver of expectation.

He tried to tell himself that he was a man, he had experience, education, and the strength to resist her. Then again, he thought about how she had spanked him, how she had punished him, how she had touched him and teased him. Worse, she was still beautiful. She could have grabbed him and shoved him to the floor. For a moment, he envisioned getting held down, getting ridden, getting used…

Inside of his cage, his manhood responded. There was that twitch, that pleasure, and that unstable desire.

“How does it feel knowing you already gave us one of the code words? How does it feel knowing you’re going to give us the other two pretty soon?”

“I won’t,” he said.

Just then, Mina surprised him. She leaned forward, she rose onto the balls of her feet, and her cheek brushed his as she whispered into his ear, “I think you will. I don’t think you want there to be a war.”

She was messing with him. That much was obvious, yet Peter still had to ask what she meant. “What are you talking about? War? What war?”

Only a few feet away, Alyssa held onto his leash. Still, she didn’t seem to mind this conversation as her protégé taunted him.

“I’m talking about the two intergalactic superpowers,” she told him. She leaned back and smiled. She was still so incredibly close. Mena’s features filled his vision, making it hard for him to think about anything else. Part of him hoped that Alyssa would explain what this girl meant, but that wasn’t how it would work. “I’m talking about the fact that there has technically been a fairly strong peace between the two sides. Sure, we come in and take a colony here or there, but that’s not a real war. The casualties and injuries have been incredibly light on both sides. But if you make sure that the boys have a way to fight back, what do you think they’re going to do? They’re going to fight, and maybe they will stand a chance for a few days or weeks or months or whatever, and then a lot of people are going to get hurt because we are going to crush them. Worse, what if we decide that we just want all of the boys’ territory all at once? Maybe you think it’s a good thing that the men of the galaxy will have a way to fight back. Just stop and think about that. Do you think they could really win? Do you think they have the forces? The fleets? Or do you think this would just become a really nasty fight?”

Those words and possibilities pounded against him, but then Alyssa stepped to his left and tugged on his leash, guiding him toward the other room.

At this point, Peter said nothing. He didn’t want to acknowledge her point. He didn’t want Mina to think he actually considered those possibilities.

Those ideas swirled through his head as they guided him down the hall and into the other room. There, he saw the restraints waiting for him.

“You know what to do, boy,” Alyssa said to him.

He did.

For a moment, he glanced over his shoulder, and he thought about trying to throw a punch, shove one of the women, and run.

Even if he had gotten extremely lucky and somehow knocked out both of them, he already figured there would be an invisible fence in front of the exit.

He couldn’t get away; they wouldn’t let him.

Instead, he walked forward. He kept his back straight, and he stared ahead as he raised his arms. Peter did his best to hold onto every iota of dignity he could possibly possess.

Realistically, he had no idea if it worked, but the girls came up to him, and they secured the restraints, one shackle on his left, another on his right. Then they locked his feet into place.

He was trapped once again.

It was a different kind of sensation to understand that his view of the world had just transformed. Only moments ago, Peter had been able to contemplate the idea of running. Even if it wasn’t a realistic option, he could at least consider it as a possibility.

But now…

“Pleasure and pain?” Mina asked.

“Pleasure and pain,” Alyssa agreed.

The High Palace of Durendal rose in tiers of dark metal and stone, its upper chambers overlooking the shipyards that hovered across the horizon. Warships drifted in silent formation beyond the atmosphere, their hulls catching the pale light of the system’s star. Automated gun turrets and missile batteries surrounded the palace. In theory, Confederation ships could never make it this far into the Duchy…Then again, men had made those claims many times, only to be conquered and enslaved.

Inside the stellar strategy chamber, a long table of polished obsidian reflected the figures gathered around it. Uniformed men stood or sat with rigid posture, their insignia marking them as sector admirals of the Duchy fleet. At the head of the table stood Lord Commodore Kristoff duFang.

He rested both hands against the surface, his expression hard and unreadable as he listened.

“We are wasting time,” Admiral Varric said. His voice cut cleanly through the room. “We have the advantage now. We know it works. We have the code now. We should strike. We need to blitz across the stars and push them back. This is our chance!”

A murmur of agreement followed. Varric stepped forward slightly, his gaze sweeping across the others. He continued, “The toxic code has already proven its effectiveness. Captain Jenkins demonstrated that clearly. Confederation defenses lost coordination, targeting, and internal command structure.”

Another admiral nodded sharply. “They did not just retreat,” he added. “They collapsed. Systems failure across multiple vectors. It was decisive.”

A third voice joined in. “And temporary. We know the code can’t completely shut down enemy systems. It slows them and might paralyze them temporarily, but that’s not always good enough.” The room quieted slightly as Admiral Solven spoke. He remained seated, his fingers steepled in front of him. “It worked once. That does not mean it will continue to work indefinitely.”

Varric frowned. “Then we use it again,” he said. “And again. We press the advantage before they adapt.”

Solven shook his head slowly. “You’re assuming they can’t adapt quickly,” he said. “The Confederation isn’t slow. The more we deploy the code, the more data we give them.” He leaned forward slightly. “And once they understand it, they will neutralize it.”

A low tension settled over the room. Admiral Rhyse crossed his arms. “So we do nothing?” he asked, his words tight with angry disbelief. “We sit on a weapon that can cripple their fleet and hope they do not discover it anyway?”

“That’s not what I said,” Solven replied.

“Then what are you saying?” Rhyse pressed.

“I am saying we use it as leverage,” Solven said. “A threat. A deterrent. Something they fear but do not fully understand.”

Varric let out a short, frustrated breath. “You cannot deter the Confederation,” he said. “Those girls don’t respond to fear. They respond to strength.”

Several heads nodded. “They are expanding,” Varric continued. “They’ve been taking systems for decades. If we wait, we lose initiative. We lose even more ground.” He turned slightly toward the head of the table. “We strike now. While we can still choose the battle sphere.”

Silence followed.

All eyes shifted to Lord Commodore duFang who had not moved during the exchange. His gaze remained fixed on the table’s reflective surface as though weighing every word that had been spoken.

“If we deploy it repeatedly,” he said, “we risk losing its efficacy.” No one spoke. “If we do not deploy it,” he persisted, “we risk never using it when it matters.” He straightened as the angles of his shoulders sharpened. “We are not yet ready to commit to either path.”

Varric opened his mouth as if to object, but stopped when duFang raised a hand slightly.

“We will not rush into an attack,” duFang said. “Nor will we sit idle.” He turned toward the viewport where the distant warships hovered in silent formation. “We will assemble a fleet.”

The words settled heavily into the chamber.

“A full mobilization,” he informed the sector admirals. “Prepared for immediate action. Equipped with the code but not reliant on it.” He looked back at the admirals, his expression firm. “When the moment comes, we will decide how to strike.”

No one spoke. No one needed to.

“We will be ready,” duFang promised the men under his command.

Pleasure and pain.

The two women touched him. He was almost entirely naked, meaning virtually every inch of his body was exposed. Perhaps he was supposed to be grateful for the fact that the chastity belt made it impossible for them to stroke his cock or his balls or to tease him that way, at least for now.

Then again, they could remove the belt whenever they liked. That was their prerogative. They were in control; they were in command. Even if he hated that, he couldn’t break free.

“Pleasure,” Alyssa said.

“Pain,” Mina replied.

“What, what are you going to do?” Peter told himself he should have been able to simply stay quiet, but the words had jumped from his mouth, seemingly on their own.

Alyssa stepped in front of him, and she cupped his cheeks. She looked into his eyes. “You have so much potential as a slave, Peter. I mean, we have you, which means we basically own you, but you could give in. Would you like to do that right now? Would you like to surrender to me? You could drop to your knees, promise your obedience, and offer yourself up to me. You could make it clear that you are willing to do anything I say because my preferences will be your only goal in life.”

“No…”

“Are you sure about that?” Mina teased him. “You’re just a boy, and you’ve already been through so much. Are you sure you want us to work on you again?” the younger woman laughed. “She’s serious. You can just give yourself up right now. And that means she might keep you or sell you or trade you. Maybe she would hand you off to one of our friends or maybe her sister?”

Those words vibrated against his psyche, but he was still looking at Alyssa.

He saw the shine of her eyes, the way her hair curved along the top of her head, and the little smile she wore, even as she waited.

“I’m not going to break,” he said despite the temptation.

The amplifier was still there, but he wasn’t sure whether or not it actually influenced him. Perhaps it was something else. Maybe it was just being this close to this woman.

Then she leaned forward and she closed her eyes, so he shut his as well. He was rewarded with that soft kiss.

She broke it off and he waited, thinking she would release him from the belt, or maybe she would glide her hands all along his frame. She could touch him, stroking him and caressing him as she gave him the possibility of that rush of release.

Mina came up behind him, she grabbed his ass, and she spanked him. There was that flash of movement, the impact, and the snap of pain.

He jerked against his bonds.

She struck twice more, going for his right butt cheek, then his left. His skin tingled as she pulled away. That buzzing sensation wouldn’t disappear, only now Alyssa kissed him again. Then she broke it off, and he braced himself for another dose of pain, except the woman in front of him slid her hands down his neck to his chest. She stroked his nipples, making him squirm.

His eyes widened.

“He’s starting to figure it out,” Alyssa said.

“It took him a little while,” Mina replied. Then she leaned down, and she kissed the back of his right shoulder. She pushed her chest up against his back, and he experienced that fluttering of ecstasy before his cock began to stiffen.

“You want us to let you out, don’t you?” Alyssa asked. Her hand moved down toward his crotch. Her fingers traced the smooth edge of his belt.

Peter didn’t answer.

Mina drew back, slapped his ass and giggled. Then she struck again. She unleashed a torrent, her hand swinging down and flying hard and crashing against his backside as jolt after jolt of pain rocketed across his skin. He tried to pull away; he did everything he could to evade, yet the shackles and chains kept him on his feet and right there in front of her.

No matter how hard this boy tried, he couldn’t escape that girl.

But then it stopped, Mina came up behind him, and she stroked his ass. At the same time, Alyssa started kissing him again.

Fresh desire pumped through his body. That wild need coursed along his skin, growing more powerful with every second. He wanted this, needed it, and craved it! That desire pounded into his body, and…

Peter was tempted all over again! He was tempted to tell them, to give them the codeword, and to surrender. He was tempted to accept his fate because he couldn’t possibly defeat them.

Law-enforcement agents weren’t going to find him. That was naïve. That was insane! Maybe they weren’t even looking for him! He had no idea, and these women were right here, and the rest of the galaxy seemed so unimportant, especially because he wanted something else.

Alyssa held back. Both of the women did. They were watching him, studying him, and evaluating him. They were deciding what they were going to do.

For him, this was the chaos of control and manipulation, especially because he couldn’t catch his breath or get his thoughts into order. But for them, this was a technique. It was a strategy. It was another method they could use to ensure his compliance.

Maybe it would take a little while longer, but that was fine, especially as they worked to extract one of the most important pieces of information in this conflict.

“Beg,” she said.

Peering back at Alyssa, he tried to hold back if only because he didn’t want to give her that satisfaction again.

“I’m not going to beg!”

“What if I asked you?” Alyssa said. She slipped forward again, and her eyes were aimed right at his. Worse, she didn’t look cruel or vicious, manipulative, strategic or condescending. Instead, there was just that warmth in her voice and the heat at the center of his being.

She was right there! She was so close!

If he had worked with her back at the office, he suspected he would have fallen in love with her. Maybe that was naïve. Perhaps it was just the device attached to his skin. Then again, she was amazing.

Breathing harder and faster now, Peter did his best to think of something to say. But then, the truth fell from his mouth.

“Yes.”

“Then go on. Beg. Beg for her to touch you. Beg for her to spank you and kiss you while I watch.”

“But why?”

“Because I told you to? Because it would make me happy?”

She framed both of those responses as questions because she was playing with him. Or maybe she just wished to test him.

Either way, he needed to pass.

For a fraction of a second, Peter told himself that meant resisting again. He could fight her! He could demonstrate his strength!

But he didn’t want to. More importantly, that didn’t feel like the correct course of action.

“Please…”

Mina stepped in front of him. That black haired girl touched his chin, and she forced him to raise his face and gaze back at her.

“Peter, Peter, Peter,” she sang out his name. “You’re going to have to do so much better than that. We expect a lot better from our slaves!”

“I’m not a slave,” he itched to say. That desire was right there, like a reflex buried deep within every muscle. Even so, he couldn’t speak.

Instead, he had to wait. He had to prepare himself. He had to do something else…

Peter Drake needed to beg. He had to plead with that woman.

“Please. Please, touch me and spank me and do whatever you want with me! Please, kiss me and punish me!”

In truth, he didn’t even remember exactly what they expected him to beg for, so he let the words tumble out one after another. They fell in this frantic avalanche until Mina kissed him.

Then it was Alyssa‘s turn. She stepped behind him, and she brushed her fingers along his ass. She came closer to his opening. He shivered.

Worst of all, she noticed. Maybe she even chuckled. Perhaps he picked up on the note of her giggling amusement and entertained delight because that meant something else. That meant there was another way for these two to play with him and to tame him.

Then she yanked her hand back through the air, and she paused with her fingertips lifted just inches away from his sensitive flesh.

She struck! She spanked him!

He had to know that it was coming, but his eyes widened, and Mina hopped back. She was smiling at him.

“You’re going to break, Peter. You’re going to break, and we are going to get the next part of the codeword!”

“No. You won’t,” he promised.

“Yes, we will,” Mina said.

He intended to contradict her again, only that was the moment when Alyssa stepped back in front of him. He saw her beautiful hair, the perfect angles of her cheekbones, her lips, and every other detail that made him shiver with longing.

But now, she leaned forward, and she whispered, “I’m going to let you out of your chastity belt.”

“No…”

His reaction was absurd. Of course, he hated the belt, especially because these women had done exactly what they had promised: they had provoked his male libido, which only made it that much easier for them to strip away his defenses.

Lots of men could be intelligent. Lots of men had so much potential. But once arousal clouded their thoughts, it didn’t matter who they might have “normally“ been. Those desires overwhelmed them, making them vulnerable in so many different ways.

Alyssa pulled out her controller, and she tapped the button. Then suddenly, the locks opened.

“Don’t worry,” Alyssa said. “We are going to make sure you enjoy this.”

“You’re going to love it!” Mina promised him. “This is how we broke you before, and this is how we are going to do it again!” She laughed and she clapped her hands together, and then both women worked together, pulling off the different components of his belt. Soon, it was gone, and he closed his eyes.

Desperate to shut out the rest of the world, Peter did his best to ignore that rush of anticipation. Although he tried with every iota of psychological strength he possessed, it wasn’t enough. Physically, he couldn’t break free from those chains. Mentally, he couldn’t control his erection.

Like so many other boys had discovered over the course of their lives, Peter was a slave to both of these women, and to his own instincts. Those urges rushed across his body, and the women were just standing back, their arms crossed over their chests. They weren’t even touching him at this point.

All they had done was remove the belt.

“We should give him a chance,” Mina said.

“What kind of chance?”

“It’s pretty obvious, isn’t it? Peter is doing his best not to lose control.”

“You know what? I think you’re right.”

These women had talked about this before. Clearly, they knew exactly how to mock him. Still, the little performance continued, especially because Peter didn’t know what he could say to interrupt them.

“How about this?” Mina said “Peter, if you can make yourself relax in the next few seconds, then we will give you the rest of the day to rest and recover. We will just tie you down to your bed, and you can just sleep or relax or fantasize about escape. Doesn’t that sound good?”

“I don’t want to be a prisoner.”

Just to torment him, Mina pouted out her bottom lip, came close, and ran her fingers along his neck and down toward his chest. She traced random patterns around his nipples and down his rib cage. Each time she caressed him, there was that rush of sensation, that tingling desire, and the knowledge that he really was at her mercy. Still, they were talking. This almost felt like negotiating!

For that, this boy had to be grateful.

More than that, he was thinking about what this could mean for him, especially because his goal had to remain the same: delay. He had to delay them for as long as possible!

“But you are,” Mina said. “You are a prisoner. You are our prisoner. In fact, I’m thinking that you are going to be a really good slave. But you aren’t ready to see that yet, so what’s it going to be? Will you accept my challenge?”

“Are you serious?”

“Perfectly,” she replied.

His nostrils flared even as he leaned forward. He stretched his arms against the boundaries of his chains. He jerked against those restraints, utterly helpless in front of those women. Still, they wanted to play a game.

Fine, he decided. If they wanted to play, then he was going to win!

Peter realized something else, even as he tried to channel that resistance. He could look at Mina and think fairly clearly. He could concentrate on his willpower and defy everything this girl said. Maybe she was young, hot, intelligent, skilled and ruthless, but he still believed in everything he was trying to do. Only when he looked over to her, there was a different response.

It was the synaptic amplifier. It had to be that piece of technology! That was the only explanation!

“I’m not going to give you women what you want,” he promised them. “But if you want to play a game, then that’s fine with me. I’m going to win.”

“No, you’re not going to win,” Mina told him. “But this is going to be your minute. We are going to give you exactly one minute. Go on, boy. Relax. Show us that you can control your body. Show us that you don’t secretly yearn for female supremacy.”

“I don’t,” he said. “I never did, and I never will!” As he started to speak, Peter decided not to stop. “I believe in equality! I think there can be a fair balance between women and men!”

Mina snorted. She leaned forward. Although she abided by the rules of their impromptu game by resisting the urge to touch him, that didn’t stop her from leaning in, from watching him, from looking into his eyes, and from making it abundantly clear that there was nothing to stop her from stroking him or smacking his ass, grabbing his cock, or simply scratching at him like some feral kitty cat.

“You come from a patriarchy.”

“Things are better here,” he said.

“What’s the unemployment rate? The poverty rate?”

“I, I…”

“Your colony might be independent, but you pay a price for that,” Mina said. “And now, you like to say that things are better your way, but you don’t even know what the results are.”

“That’s not fair. You can’t compare the Confederation with this world.”

“Why not?” Alyssa asked. She sounded genuinely curious, like she was giving this boy the opportunity to defend himself.

He couldn’t waste it. Peter sucked in a breath, he closed his eyes, and then he glanced toward the ceiling before he focused on her. Once he started looking back at Alyssa, he experienced it again. There was that rush of adrenaline, excitement, longing, and…

Peter tried to ignore it, but he couldn’t.

Even if he wished he could hide from that impulse, there was still the desire to impress her and make her happy. He wanted to tell her whatever she wished to hear. He wanted to perform whichever action she expected. If it was going to make her happy, then he would do it!

Worse, his shaft wasn’t relaxing; the excitement didn’t drain away, and he wasn’t flaccid. Then again, he still had a few seconds.

If Peter had been wiser, then maybe he would have relaxed entirely. He could have closed his eyes again, searched for serenity, allowed his thoughts to drift, and finally discovered the placid relaxation he needed.

Instead, he was a boy, which meant he had to answer her question. As a boy, he had to talk. So many of them simply didn’t know when to close their mouths and stay quiet.

“A small colony like this just isn’t comparable to the Confederation. How many worlds do you have? How many space stations? How many moons have you colonized? You have resources! You have size and scale!”

“So what?” Alyssa asked. “If anything, that only makes it more difficult because everything is so much more complicated. Despite it all, we have unity. We have coherence. The women of our alliance understand how things are supposed to work. We have figured out the best way to do things. You haven’t.”

“Fine. But what about your numbers? Are you sure they’re accurate?”

“Peter, women are simply better at facing the truth. When something goes wrong, do you know what we do? We fix it. We talk about it, we do the work, and we handle the different situations. The meteorite that hit Talos? We had evacuation ships there within the span of just a few hours. People saw the data, they knew what was going to happen, and we got everyone out. The drought on Magar? It was expensive, but we had bulk carriers bring in fresh supplies. It can be done. It just means giving up on your ego, listening to others, compromising, and working together because we all know that we have the same goals in mind. Boys always need to argue and fight and debate over hierarchy. In the confederation, we don’t have that problem.”

“What? You’re telling me it’s a utopia?”

Alyssa shook her head from side to side. There was that sad smile on her face. “No. It’s not a utopia. It’s not perfect, but it’s close. We are building a better civilization. That’s what we all want.”

Peter opened his mouth. He searched for some other counter argument. But at that point, all he could think to say was something like, “I don’t believe you!”

At a glance, he knew that these women didn’t care.

So instead, Peter dropped his head down again, and he saw his erection.

For a moment, he tightened his eyes shut. The world went dark, and there was just the shadow, the buzzing colors behind his eyelids, and nothing else.

But then Mina had to speak. “Go on, boy. You want to relax, don’t you? You’re wasting time…” Her voice stretched as she taunted him. She really did sound like a young woman who intended to address a dog, like he couldn’t possibly comprehend what she truly meant.

What if Alyssa was right?

Peter considered that possibility. He didn’t want to believe it. He couldn’t accept it.

And yet…

That might have been the right answer. Maybe the Confederation was better than his world, than all of the other worlds that were dominated by men.

It didn’t matter.

If he wanted his reward, then he had to relax.

“Just a few more seconds…” Mina teased him.

Again, he made the mistake of glancing over at Alyssa. He saw her, their eyes met, and he almost imagined her blowing a kiss in his direction.

She didn’t do it, but he wished she would have.

Then he closed his eyes for another few seconds, and…

He was thinking about her hand moving along his body. He thought of her gentle touch, squeezing him, wrapped around his cock, massaging him, and bringing him closer and closer to that explosion of satisfaction.

It was a bad idea, but he just couldn’t control himself!

“And you are out of time,” Mina announced.

“No, wait. Give me another second!”

“I don’t think so,” Mina said as she slid forward and touched him. She looked into his eyes. She stroked his cock.

If she had squeezed him just a tiny bit harder, then he would have been able to blow his load and climax, losing himself to that next storm of satisfaction. But she wasn’t going to do that, not unless he gave her something.

It was just another code word. It was only the second part.

Theoretically, he could have given it to her, and these women still wouldn’t have what they needed.

He was tempted.

He was so incredibly tempted!

Peter bit down on the inside of his mouth as he considered those possibilities, and then she smiled, leaned forward, and kissed him again.

He kept his eyes open, and he looked over at Alyssa. At that instant, he thought he saw something. Annoyance? Jealousy? Irritation? Those were his hopes, but he didn’t think any of them were true or real. 

He was just a prisoner. He was nothing but a slave.

This boy couldn’t allow himself to forget about any of those points. Not only that, he had to fight for the men of the galaxy. This was a war. It didn’t matter if his government was a part of it or not. His gender was on the defensive, and if he broke here, the women would come even closer to spreading female supremacy to every single planet, every continent, province, and city. No boy would be safe.

“Tell us the code,” Mina demanded.

“Tell us,” Alyssa added.

Seething, he tried to focus on his breathing. He did his best to get his heart rate under control. At that moment, he got lucky. He focused, and he managed to concentrate on the jagged anger deep in his chest rather than either of the beautiful women in front of him.

She was stroking him, touching him and bringing him close. Stimulation rocketed across his skin, growing more intense with every second. Even so, he managed to ignore it, at least for those precious seconds.

“Tell us,” Alyssa said. She reached up, stroked his head, brushed her fingers along his cheek, and traced the outline of his collar on his neck. “You can tell us. Tell us right now.”

“I can’t. I won’t.”

Alyssa stepped away. Mina did as well. Then she grabbed the controller from her mentor, she lifted it, and Peter opened his mouth, fully aware of what was about to happen next.

The first zap of electricity shot through his skin. A flash of pain shot across his nerves. Every inch of his body took it. The electrodes activated, yet there was nothing, but that miniature eternity of agony. Then it faded, and he jerked against his restraints, throwing himself forward. He couldn’t break those chains, of course. Still, Peter liked to believe he could show that girl his ability to defy her.

Only then, she hit the button again.

She tapped it over and over again, delivering those blasts of electricity.

In less than a minute, the pain wiped away all of his resolve. He slumped there.

Peter managed to lock his teeth together. He did his best, and he held out.

But then they were on him again. They were close, and they were touching him, gliding their hands along his face to his neck, his chest, down his flank, and along his legs.

It felt so good.

His eyes were wet from that last round of punishment, but now he was so grateful for the chance to be close to them.

He couldn’t help it.

On the grid, Peter routinely saw beautiful women. There were those influencers, models, actresses, and singers who delivered their content. They had pretty faces, long, lusterous, hair, and amazing bodies. As a boy, he noticed them again and again. Each time he did, he could feel that magnetic, almost gravitational pull. Now it was the same, but these women weren’t just trying to get him to click on some link. Instead, they were right there, and they were so close, and they were touching him!

Every pulse of stimulation drove him wild, pushing hard against those boundaries, especially because he had broken, and they had rewarded him. Alyssa had ridden him, pumping him and using him until he had enjoyed one of the best orgasms of his entire life!

“What do you want to tell me, Peter?” Alyssa asked him.

Right then, they were only using their hands. Their fingers continued to slide and glide along his sensitive flesh, delivering one rush of sensation after another. Still, he wanted more. He needed it!

“I won’t. I can’t,” he exhaled.

“You can,” Alyssa said, making it sound like she was just correcting him. “You will.”

Maybe that was true.

She spoke, he listened. Every time she made a point, he felt like he had to do as she said. That was right. That was good. That was how things were supposed to work!

Then Alyssa came closer again. She smiled as she said, “I want you to be a good boy for me. I want you to be a good boy so you can serve me while I reward you.”

“Serve Mina?”

“You’re a boy. She should get to use your mouth while I play with this.” She flashed a grin at him, brushed her fingers along the other side of his cock, and watched it as he squirmed.

Peter couldn’t help it!

Alyssa spoke again. “Would you like that? Would you like to be on your back while we have some fun with you?”

Even as she spoke, Mina continued to touch him.

“You can tell us right now,” Alyssa reminded him. “Just give us the word. What is it? You know we need all three pieces. It won’t be a big deal. If you just give us one more. Come on, boy. You can do it. You can surrender right now. You can tell us what we want to hear.”

“Applesauce,” he answered. “The second word is applesauce!”

The two fleets maintained their positions at the edges of the Corneria system, their weapons charged, their munitions ready. Every vessel was aligned for war and every system primed for immediate release, yet they stayed cold and quiet. The commanders understood the cost of a single command; along the Duchy lines, heavy cruisers bristled with mass drivers capable of hurling dense kinetic slugs at relativistic speeds, their spinal cannons charged with enough force to shear through layered armor and shatter hulls in a single impact, while missile bays sat loaded with guided payloads designed to swarm, overwhelm, and detonate with devastating precision, and beneath it all ran the silent readiness of their experimental code warfare suites, waiting for the signal to infect and cripple entire enemy formations. Across the wide distance, the Confederation fleet glowed with a different kind of menace, its sleek warships channeling energy through focused beam arrays that could cut across space with surgical intensity, their shield matrices humming at peak output, ready to absorb or redirect catastrophic force, while their omnistar-class vessels held deeper reserves, systems that could coordinate fleet-wide responses and unleash synchronized barrages that would turn the vacuum itself into a storm of light and heat. Targeting systems on both sides had already mapped trajectories and calculated kill chains, firing solutions existed for every visible ship, and all it would take was a single order for the silence to collapse into annihilation, yet that order had not come because each commander recognized that the first strike would not end the battle but begin something far larger, and so they waited with weapons hot and hands steady, searching for weakness, for hesitation, for any advantage that would justify unleashing the full, terrible power poised at their command.

The two women stepped back. They glanced at one another.

“He’s lying,” Mina said.

Alyssa didn’t respond, but her protégé didn’t care because she lifted the controller, aimed it at their prisoner, and slid her finger along the button.

Alyssa didn’t tell her apprentice to put the device away. Instead, she slid behind him, placed her arms along his waist, and then moved her hands toward chest. Her touch was soft, warm, and surprisingly strong. Then again, she was a huntress. She understood exactly how to track and trap boys like him.

He closed his eyes, and he silently hoped for the best. More than that, he was thinking about that woman and desperately pleading with the universe. It couldn’t be her. Maybe, at some moment in the near future, she would decide that she didn’t want to be there. She didn’t need to do this!

His hopes were broken as she kissed the side of his neck. “Did you just lie to us? Did you lie to us, Peter?”

“Yes…”

He told himself that she already knew, but that wasn’t it. That wasn’t it at all. something about the way she looked at him had forced him to tell the truth.

Peter itched to question himself; he wanted to understand how or why he could give up like that, especially because he could have squeezed a few more seconds or minutes out of simply denying the truth. He could have told her again and again that this was supposed to be the correct code word. That was the vocal pattern. That was what the system would recognize.

That was how it worked here, he assumed. They recorded everything. Once he spoke the correct word, they could input his recorded word or phrase into the system, thereby disabling another layer of protection on that information.

Even so, he had just told her the truth. He squeezed his eyes shut, locked his fingers into fists, and tried to hide from the reality of what he had done and what was going to happen next.

Alyssa let go. Maybe she gave some signal to Mina, or perhaps the younger woman simply seized the initiative.

Either way, it was time for his punishment.

“Good boys don’t lie,” Mina told him. There was something so ridiculously juvenile about that sentence. He heard it, absorbed it, and recognized it to be disappointment. Mina might’ve been taunting him, yet Peter glanced over at Alyssa again. He saw her, and she was watching him, but he couldn’t read her expression.

The gentle enthusiasm from before was gone, replaced by something cooler, more professional.

Their captive wondered if Alyssa would have to give the command. No, she didn’t. Mina jerked the controller up, and then she called out, “and look at me when I’m disciplining you, boy.”

He turned, and that girl hit the button. He told himself he didn’t need to be scared because he already knew what was going to happen. The electrodes along his neck would flare, and the energy would pulse through his body. It would send the spasm of momentary agony, all along his skin. Still, it was only going to last for a few fractions of a second, and then his body would adjust.

He could take it. He could tolerate it. He could endure it!

But that wasn’t true.

He cried out. That sound was torn from his throat. Distantly, he recognized the sound of Mina laughing as she hit that button over and over again. Fresh waves of pain crashed into him, knocking away his thoughts, burying his ideas, and pushing everything else away.

At least, that was how it was supposed to work, only he focused on one idea…one person.

Alyssa.

His eyes were open, yet his head jerked back, and he stared up at the ceiling without absorbing any of those details. Instead, he was thinking about that other woman, her touch, her scent, the sound of her voice, and everything that happened each time she came close to him.

“Photography!”

The pain abated. The sensations faded.

“What was that?” It was Alyssa, and she was close to him again. She stood right in front of him, and she had her fingertips there on the side of his face.

She helped him raise his chin, lift his gaze, and look back at her.

“What did you say?”

“Photography,” he repeated. As he spoke, Peter waited for some rush of defiance, some final jolt of resistance as he insisted that he was just messing with her because that wouldn’t be the word. It would have to be something else, something more complicated. It was supposed to involve lots of numbers.

Next, Alyssa was supposed to tell her associate to go try it.

Instead, Alyssa remained focused on Peter. She leaned forward, and she whispered into his ear, “You were a good boy, and you know how to surrender. I think you want to do it again. I think you want to give up. You want to understand who you are. You want to embrace it. You can’t help yourself. You want to let go of all of the nonsense. You want to let go of the mistakes. You grew up in the wrong world, didn’t you? You grew up in the wrong civilization, and they tried to poison you. There’s a natural order. Things are better when women are in charge. You want me to be in charge, don’t you?”

Alyssa could be in charge…

Even as she spoke, he felt it. It was that sensation that seemed to vibrate between every thought, every neuron in his brain, down along his skin, and into muscle and bone. It was that fuzzy, buzzing, tingling sensation of joy and hope and excitement all mixed together.

He knew what everyone else called it, but Peter didn’t want to think of that word.

Then it didn’t matter because she kissed him, and it was just like the pain, only inverted. Again, he lost all focus on every other thought, idea, notion, and concept. He didn’t think about the abstract universe beyond the sky of his independent world. He didn’t think about his world at all. There was just this woman, the touch on his lips, the dark of his eyelids, and that excitement.

Then his shackles released.

Alyssa drew back. Before she could say anything, Peter blurted out, “What are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Alyssa asked him as a little smile tug to the corners of her mouth. “It’s time for your treat.”

She grabbed him, and she pushed. At this moment, he was exhausted; he didn’t have anything left. There were just those desires, that hunger, that thirst for her, and the desire to be close.

But then he was on his back, and those women stood over him.

They wore their black boots, their dark tights, and their blouses. They didn’t look like anything special. They were both beautiful, of course. Still, he could have walked down any street and maybe he would have noticed them for a few seconds, only to let his eyes follow their graceful gaits until he passed them, and then he would forget about them altogether.

On his back, he looked up at them, and they were giantesses. They were angels or goddesses. They were mythical beings. For as long as he could remember, Peter understood that he was a man, which meant he was supposed to be kind and considerate around the women nearby. But these women didn’t need that kind of kindness or consideration. If anything, he had to see them and instinctively recognize their superiority. They were faster. They were better trained. They knew how to take him down, and they could do whatever they liked with him.

When he swallowed, he felt the collar.

Then he looked down and he knew that he wasn’t wearing his belt. At that moment, he could have reached down, grabbed his cock, squeezed, and climaxed hard.

He didn’t.

Even as he returned his gaze to the length of their legs, the contours of their thighs, the curves of their breasts, and the shine of their eyes, Peter felt it: that obedience. It was the desire to remain right there. It was the knowledge that he was inferior to them, so he had to wait. They weren’t just programming him. They were training him. They were taming and domesticating him.

This time those words popped into his head, they didn’t summon that angry storm of resentment or defiance. Instead, he waited, even as his chest pumped, one frantic gasp after another, especially because he was waiting, and he was hoping.

“Peter, I want you to do something for me. I want you to get on your hands and knees, and I don’t want you to beg for it. If you do, we are both going to use you. We are both going to have a lot of fun with you. I think you can make us feel good. Would you like that, Peter? Would you like us to use you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice almost inaudible. Then he pushed himself to his knees, and he kept his hands on his thighs as he gazed up at both of them. He was supposed to be taller, but that wasn’t how it felt.

“Please, Mistress. Please, use me. Please, take me. Please, I want to please you! I want to be your toy. I want to be your plaything. Please!”

Even as he spoke, Peter understood that there was this chance they wouldn’t do it. Perhaps those women would simply decide to grab him and push him down and lock him back in his chastity device. They could tease him, deny him, and keep him right there on the edge. And after that, maybe they could even extract that third code word. Then they would be done with him, and they could sell him off or let him go.

But that wasn’t what happened.

Alyssa leaned down and she stroked his cheek. “Good boy,” she said.

Mina was giggling, but Alyssa continued to watch him. Then both of these women were unbuttoning their blouses. They were shrugging off their tops, removing their boots, and taking off their pants. Soon, they were both naked.

Even so, they didn’t give up anything. They didn’t look vulnerable, powerless, or helpless. They were just as strong, just as capable, and just as dangerous as before.

He saw both of them; he didn’t look back at Mina.

Only then, that dark haired girl lowered herself down, and she kneeled right there to his left. Alyssa assumed a position on his right.

At that moment, he wasn’t strapped down. He wasn’t in chains. He wasn’t supposed to be helpless at all.

“What are you doing to me?” Peter asked. He looked up at Alyssa as he spoke.

For a moment, there was just this little smile quirking at the corner of her mouth, which made him wonder whether or not she was going to respond at all. It would’ve been so easy for her to just laugh or ignore him. Maybe she would have slid her hand down along his cheek and grabbed his cock.

But then she sounded just as gentle, just as kind, and just as sure of herself as before. “I already told you. I’m training you.”

“You can’t do this,” he said, but there wasn’t any real vehemence in those words.

“Yes, I can. I can do this, and it’s good for you.”

It was good for him…

Immediately, he focused on those old habits. He told himself he couldn’t accept that. But then, he found it again, that desire and urge and instinct. It was the need to yield to this woman, to bow down, to accept his place and to beg just as he had done only a few seconds before.

This was good for him. This was what he needed.

Alyssa reached down and she slid her fingers along his leg, up toward his stomach, then along his cock. Through all of this he had remained stiff, his member completely erect. But now, he bent his elbows, pushed his knuckles down against the floor, raised his back, and ground with desire.

Mina started to touch him as well. There were those four hands gliding along his body. These naked women could do whatever they wanted with him, but they were generous. They were kind. He had just given up a key component of that program, so now they were rewarding him.

He almost wished they would have laughed and thrown him back in his cage or thrown him up in those chains all over again. At least then he would have known that they couldn’t be trusted.

Then again, there was something else they still wanted.

There was one word.

Peter tried to care about that, only Mina shifted her position, raising one leg before she pressed her slit down against his mouth. He shouldn’t have been surprised, but she was already damp, already excited. He raised his head, and he licked her.

In another two or three seconds he wondered what Alyssa was going to do with him. Maybe she was just going to grab his cock, squeeze, and force him across that biological line. He would feel that spasm of pleasure, but it wasn’t what he really wanted. It wasn’t what he really craved or needed. Then she gave him something else. She climbed on top of him, she straddled him, pushing down and taking his cock. She adjusted his angle, lowered herself down, and captured him again, inch by inch as she enjoyed herself.

He licked. He was ridden. He was used. He wasn’t restrained, and yet…

Peter could feel a different set of shackles. They were invisible, psychological, and utterly unbreakable!

Both of these women were using him. Both of these women had captured him. At that moment, they both owned him, but…

He concentrated on the feel of her slit. He concentrated on her crevice, the heat of her body, and the sounds Alyssa made as she rode him, rising up and down again and again.

Once again, those waves of pleasure washed him away. He stopped thinking. He stopped worrying. There were just the movements of his tongue, the sway of his hips, the pumping of his cock, and the surrender to these beautiful women as they rewarded him for that single word.

The Corneria system was quiet, its distant star casting a steady, indifferent light across the void. Planets and a few automatic miners moved along their quiet orbits, unaware or uncaring of the forces gathering at the edges of their gravity wells.

The first disturbance came without warning.

Space bent inward at a single fixed point as though pulled tight by an invisible force. Then it fractured. A sharp, violent distortion tore open the dark, and Duchy warships surged through in ordered formation. Their hulls were angular and severe, marked by rigid lines and reinforced plating. Lance cannons and plasma blasters emerged from gun ports. One after another, the different destroyers, battleships, and carriers emerged from the breach, engines flaring as they stabilized into position.

Within moments, this void was no longer empty.

The Duchy fleet assembled with disciplined precision. Cruisers aligned into defensive arcs. Carrier vessels positioned themselves at the rear and launched their interceptors, drones, and bomber wings. Escort ships drifted outward, forming a protective perimeter. Weapons systems powered to readiness, their energy signatures rising in controlled increments.

Inside the command vessels, officers stood at attention. Orders were issued in measured tones even as the crews prepared themselves and wondered what their superiors would decide to do. 

They had arrived. They held the position.

For a brief span of time, the system belonged to them.

Then space shifted again.

Far beyond the Duchy formation, several astronomical units away, the darkness rippled. Multiple points of light formed at once, each one expanding into a circular distortion that glowed with controlled intensity. Confederation FTL rifts opened in the perfect silence of space.

From each spatial gap, ships emerged with fluid precision. Their designs were sleek and curved, their surfaces reflecting starlight in smooth, continuous lines. These ships were larger, faster, and better armed. Even so, they didn’t open fire, nor did they activate their thrusters and rush at ships that should have been their prey.

The distance between the two fleets remained vast.

Sensors locked immediately. Targeting systems began their calculations. Data flowed across command interfaces on both sides.

The Confederation ships spread outward, forming a wide, layered formation. Larger vessels took central positions, their presence anchoring the fleet. Smaller craft moved with quiet coordination, filling gaps and extending coverage.

Both forces were now present.

Both were ready.

Weapons remained charged but unfired. Shield arrays hummed at peak capacity. Engines idled with restrained power, capable of surging forward in an instant.

Inside the Duchy flagship, officers watched the distant shapes resolve on their displays. The enemy had arrived in strength. There was no uncertainty now.

Inside the Confederation command vessels, the same calculations unfolded. The Duchy fleet was already positioned, already prepared.

The distance between them held.

No one advanced. No one fired.

The tension stretched across the vacuum, invisible but absolute. Every commander understood the same truth. The first strike would not be contained. It would not be limited. It would become something larger, something neither side had yet committed to. This would be the start of a war, one neither side truly understood what their opponents could do.

The Duchy ships held their formation, awaiting the will of the patriarchs.

The Confederation fleet remained poised, awaiting the directive of the matriarchs.

Across the vast expanse of the Corneria system, two powers faced one another in perfect stillness.

At any moment, someone could issue the command, the toxic code could leap across the black, and everything could change.

“Can I talk to you for a second?”

Hours after they had used him, locked him back in his belt, and guided him to his cage, both Alyssa and Mina had returned to the central room in their small hideout. Mina had focused on the screens, concentrating on the different programs and double checking those outputs as she made sure the decryption programs didn’t miss anything.

For her part, Alyssa had sat quietly off to the side. Technically, she had her slate in her hand, yet she wasn’t looking down at the screen. For once, the infinite entertainment of the grid couldn’t hold her attention.

“What is it?” Alyssa asked, immediately focusing.

Mina nibbled on the inside of her mouth, probably because she wasn’t sure exactly how she was supposed to bring up a subject like this.

“What are you thinking about doing with him once we get the final code word?”

“I haven’t decided.” The answer came out quick, sharp, and unquestionable.

“You’ve never kept a boy, right?”

“No. I haven’t.” Alyssa focused her attention on her protégé. Moment by moment, she challenged her to say something else.

Out in the city with the boys, that dark haired girl knew exactly how to be aggressive. She could smile, hunt, and enjoy herself, fully aware that the boys around her couldn’t possibly compete with her.

But this was different because she was alone with her superior. Not only that, Mina had looked up Alyssa’s records. Whether it came to shooting, tracking, male psychology, or any other aspect of her vocation as a huntress, this woman knew what she was doing. She had some of the top ranks across their entire organization.

“I was surprised earlier.”

Alyssa still didn’t give her much to work with. “Oh?”

Mina remained seated at the desk, only now she touched her hands to her knees before she ran her palms up and down along her thighs. “I want to keep this off the record, but can I ask a difficult question?”

“You may.” Again, Alyssa didn’t give Mina anything to work with.

“Do you care about that boy?”

Alyssa considered this. “He is our target. We are working on him.”

“But do you care about him?”

“Are you asking me if there is a conflict of interest here?”

“Something like that.”

Alyssa didn’t answer immediately. Instead, her lips parted, and she pressed the tip of her tongue along the edge of one tooth. Then she said, “I don’t think I know exactly how I feel yet. I haven’t taken a boy home with me, but that is an option.”

“If you care about him, could it represent a threat to the mission?”

“No.”

“I was thinking, I don’t think he’s going to cooperate for the third part.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Ma’am, Peter Drake has been surprisingly resistant.”

“We have the first two code words,” Alyssa pointed out.

“Yes, Ma’am. But we are also short on time. I’m worried.”

“You think war is about to break out?”

“It’s a distinct possibility,” Mina said. Even as she spoke, she wished her mentor would give her something else to work with. Normally, Alyssa offered help at every stage of any given hunt. But this was different. There was something different about her.

Then there was the other, far more dangerous possibility. Mina wondered what would happen if a boy like Peter recognized that his trainer might actually have feelings for him. It seemed unlikely to a woman like Mina. After all, boys were toys and playthings. They were prey! And yet, there was always that insidious danger.

Mina recognized that there were lots of women all across the Confederation who claimed to love their sons and brothers, husbands and boyfriends. That was fine because those boys were raised to understand and acknowledge the truth of their own inferiority.

In a situation like this, things could get difficult.

“Ma’am, I’m just worried that we might not have as much time as we want, and if there is a pivotal moment, I’m concerned that personal feelings could…”

“You think personal feelings could cloud my judgment?”

“Possibly, especially because I have an alternative.”

“An alternative?”

Mina didn’t like this feeling. As a huntress, she always adored the reality that she could go out amongst these different worlds, track her prey, and bring him back. Even if she had her mentor here, Mina considered the hunt to be something individual, something she would do on her own. Granted, there were packs of women who worked together for the Confederation, but that wasn’t the kind of dynamic Mina wanted or needed. She could be a lone huntress; she could go out on her own, track these boys, bring them in, or extract whatever information or action she required. If anything, she loved the idea of having a boy understand that he had been conquered by just one girl, just one woman, just one individual who had been able to bypass every defense and overpower him completely. But now, she had to get permission from her superior even if she was confident this could work. “Ma’am, I’m thinking about someone from his past. While you had me review some of the data, I went through his handheld, and I found someone. I think she could be useful.”

“Who?”

Peter Drake was back in his cage. He rolled onto his side with his knees and elbows pressed together. In that fetal position, he kept his eyes closed.

Every few seconds or minutes, he still thought about touching himself.

It was a ridiculous idea. It was an annoying instinct. Despite all of this and his conscious desire to think about his situation strategically, Peter couldn’t do it. Despite his best efforts, he was still in that cage with that collar around his neck, the belt around his waist, and the device between his legs.

He was breathing, and he was thinking about both of them. Or at least, he tried to think about both of them. Again, and again, his thoughts wandered back toward that one woman: Alyssa.

He tried to focus on this rationally, intellectually, and logically. He told himself that his feelings were induced by a piece of technology.

And yet, that didn’t feel true.

But what did his feelings mean if they could be manipulated? What did his feelings mean if he found himself attracted to and longing for a woman who had hunted him, captured him, and now worked on training him? Over and over again, he went through that line of reasoning, and he wanted to laugh. He should have snorted.

Still, there was just something about her. He understood how asinine that sounded, but Peter couldn’t let that go, not when this felt so good. There was this warmth that seemed to permeate his body. At this moment, he didn’t even have the synaptic amplifier connected to his skin. That made him wonder whether or not this was natural, induced, or simply a permanent side effect of what they were doing to him.

Or maybe it was something else.

After all, he could feel it now. He kept thinking about that instant when he had been down on his back and looking up at those women as they stood over him. Even after they had stripped and kneeled, stroking and petting him, Peter had felt it again. There was that drive, that desire, that urge and need to…obey.

Previously, Peter had studied different books and movies and even a couple of video games that included maniacal authoritarians. These were the individuals (men) who craved power. They wanted to be in control of any given situation. Inevitably, they ended up as dictators and tyrants. And in some of those pieces, those characters took a moment to talk about what they wanted and needed: power. For them, it was a hunger. It was this thirst. They craved control.

Peter had to wonder whether or not the opposite was possible.

As a man, maybe he had to do as he was told. Maybe that was his hunger, his thirst.

“No,” he whispered inside of his cage. “That’s not true.” But even as those words left his mouth, this boy didn’t know what to believe.

Mina found her, talked to her, and found the entire encounter to be surprisingly easy. Realistically, she had set out on this side mission, fully aware that it probably wasn’t going to work. First, her new target had spent most of her life on this world. That was going to make things complicated, especially because Mina always had a particularly difficult time dealing with women who embrace the patriarchy.

The concept seemed absurd.

It felt like hearing that two and two equaled apple. Put together, the words just didn’t make sense.

A woman couldn’t be loyal to the patriarchy; it didn’t make sense. On some visceral and intuitive level, Mina believed this.

Unfortunately, her intuition and natural instincts didn’t always reflect the reality of the galaxy around her. as such, Mina reminded herself that it was possible this new target would be a woman just like that. She would be the kind of woman who talked about her own independence, her own autonomy and agency while simultaneously supporting a system where men would be paid more, given more respect, and could thrive with a set up of completely unfair double standards.

It was nonsense, yet Mina still understood how this worked. She had no choice. If she wished to infiltrate these kinds of planets, then she had to know how to smile and stay quiet or fade into the background when necessary. She had to be everything these individuals would expect.

So when she found Tanya Amelia Jensdottir at a bar while she was hanging out with her friends, Mina braced herself.

It wasn’t necessary.

Mina approached Tonya when she was alone, and the two women started talking.

Alyssa could have gone back to her room, climbed into her bed, closed her eyes, and relaxed. Instead, she sat there in front of the six screens. By this point, she felt as though she had made the lesson stick. Mina had been reckless out in the field, but she would reconsider in the future.

Besides, this new idea could potentially work.

Not only that, Alyssa had to consider a very realistic possibility. When it came to games of hunting, espionage, and infiltration, the uncertainty could become virulent. 

As a huntress on a foreign world and surrounded by hostile government forces, she knew she had to lie. Then there was always that question with the boys. Women could train them thoroughly, but were these males actually loyal to their superiors? Did they truly embrace the reality of their own subjugation? Or was something else happening here?

She thought about Peter, and she understood what the synaptic amplifier could do. Then again, there was always that other dangerous possibility.

Philosophers liked to call it the “other minds” problem. Essentially, it came down to the difficulty of understanding what someone else might be thinking or feeling. Alyssa obviously knew that she could think for herself. Simply by questioning her own thoughts, she knew for herself that they existed. But with everyone else, it was impossible to know what was going on inside of their heads. One of her psychology professors pointed out that problem back when she had been at the academy. That woman had said, “Can you prove with perfect clarity that your mother loves you? You can look to see what she has done, but maybe she is faking it? Can you prove she’s not faking it? Can you prove this isn’t some incredibly long game she is playing?” If someone expected perfect truth or certainty, they were never going to get it.

That same dynamic applied to this boy.

Even so, Alyssa glanced over at Mina’s empty chair. She knew she wouldn’t find the girl in her bedroom either.

She was out on a quest. Alyssa had no idea whether or not that mission would be useful. At first, she had been reluctant, thinking maybe this would be a bad idea, especially since they shouldn’t bring in any outsiders.

Then again, there was a different problem with Peter. Part of her wanted to believe that she was wearing down his defenses. If that was the case, then they didn’t need anything creative or clever. At the same time, there was a different and far more dangerous possibility.

What if he was developing an immunity to their influence?

It was rare, but it could happen.

When it came to male psychology, boys were generally worn down. They could be trained and tamed. They could be challenged over and over again, and their defiance would weaken, especially as they learned how to surrender and serve. But then there was that smaller group of males; these were the defiant men who would hold out, and they would be rewarded or punished, yet they would get more resistant and defiant rather than pliant.

Alyssa considered those points when she finally got up out of her chair and walked into his room. She found him in his cage. He was there on his side. He glanced up. Then he crawled onto his elbows and knees. He lifted his head and looked up at her from behind the bars of his cage. She sat on the top, the soft leather giving gently beneath the pressure of her body.

“You and I should talk,” Alyssa said to her captive.

At first, she expected resistance. Instead, he asked, “What do you want to talk about?”

He didn’t use her title; he didn’t give her the respect she could have demanded.

“How did it feel when you gave us the second codeword?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Try,” she replied.

She couldn’t see him, not while she sat on top of his cage with her legs crossed. She understood how she looked: professional, calm, capable, and powerful. She enjoyed that position, yet those questions still clouded her agenda.

“I guess…” His voice trailed off.

“Peter, do I need to take you out of your cage and work on you again?”

He probably answered with a quick shake of his head before he remembered that she couldn’t see him even as he saw the back of her boots. “No, Mistress. You don’t have to work on me again.”

“Good,” she said. “That means you’re going to tell me what I want to hear. You’re going to tell me what I want to know.”

“I felt something different,” he said.

“Different?”

“I don’t know how to explain it. I genuinely don’t know how to explain it,” he said, pumping that frustration into each word and syllable.

“You’re a very smart and articulate boy. I’m sure you can figure it out,” she told him. After that, however, she paused. She could hear his breathing. It was coming out heavier now.

“I guess I felt something. I felt the desire to do what you wanted. I felt the urge to please you?” Then he gulped, and the note of irritation slapped against his words as he kept going. “What is that? Is that the synaptic amplifier? Are you just brainwashing me?”

“I told you before,” Alyssa said. “We aren’t brainwashing you. We are training you. We are domesticating you.”

“You. It’s what you are doing to me,” he said.

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing,” he answered immediately.

“Peter, what does that mean?”

“Nothing,” he said, sounding remarkably petulant. If this had been some training video or part of a scenario back at the academy, it probably would’ve been funny. But at that instant, Alyssa wanted and needed to know exactly what he meant, especially because…

Rather than let herself finish that thought, she slipped from the top of the cage, she spun around, crouched down, and stared at him on the other side of those bars. “Peter, you’re going to have to make an important choice soon. If you make the wrong one, there are going to be severe consequences.”

“War? Why should I care if two nations I’m not even a part of go to war?”

“You’re smarter than that. You don’t want to see people get hurt,” she told him. “But more than that, you know that this is about more than just the lines on a star chart. We are talking about you and your future.”

“Is this the part where you threatened to sell me?”

“Maybe,” she replied. “Is that what you want? Is that what I should do? Should I drag you over to an auction block?”

For a second, he opened his mouth, and Alyssa could easily guess what he wanted to say. It was probably going to be something like, “You wouldn’t dare.” But by now he knew the truth. She could do it. She could smuggle him off of this world, and he could end up on some Confederation planet. After that, he could be retrained as a pet boy, doing tricks and rolling around on the floor like an actual canine. Or maybe she would slap a harness on him, and his new owner would decide to make him pull some kind of cart. That was something they did on Confederation worlds, right? Men would run hard, and they would partake in those human pony races? Or maybe he would be kept in that collar and forced to offer domestic service. Maybe he would cook and clean from day to day.

“No, please, don’t,” he said.

“You sound scared. Why is that?”

“Because…”

She watched, and she understood something. At that instant, he genuinely struggled to tell her the truth. He was fighting hard to get those words out, but something stopped him.

Feeling kind, feeling generous, she reached into his cage, and she stroked his head. Her fingers brushed down the side of his face as she had done so many times before. It was good for him; exactly what he needed.

“What’s the last code word?”

“No, I can’t tell you,” he said.

“I understand. That’s why we are going to try something else.”

“What does that mean?”

Alyssa didn’t respond. She got up, turned around, and she walked away, closing the door behind her even as he tried to get her to answer him. “What does that mean? Tell me what you’re going to do!”

Hours later, they came for him. They pulled him out of the cage, forced him to his feet, and slipped the gag between his teeth and the mask over his eyes. Then they escorted him down the hall. One woman held his right arm. The other held his left. They guided him, and he wondered whether or not they were going to remove him completely from their hideout. Instead, they pushed his legs apart and made him raise his arms. When the shackles locked around his wrists, Peter was almost relieved.

At the very least, this meant they weren’t going to take him to an auction block somewhere.

Then again, it would’ve been easy enough to do it digitally. Alyssa and Mina could have taken a picture and uploaded it or simply set up a camera in front of him. After that, it would be an easy enough matter to write up his description.

Maybe they would say something about how he had actively defied the Confederation. This way, there would be lots of women from those various worlds who would want to get their hands on him. They would be interested in training him, punishing him, teasing and tormenting him. He could become a collectible.

Behind the eye mask, Peter actually furrowed his brows when he considered the implications.

As a guy, he usually did his best not to think about the male trade or what it meant. He didn’t want to think about the criteria that these women used when they bought and sold the men in their lives. He understood that there were auction houses, cages, blocks, and so many different resources and services on the grid to help these women with their industry.

But now, he could be one of those products.

And he was sure that would be a selling point. Not only that, he could imagine Mina and Alyssa discussing his value. Exactly what would he cost?

He was relatively healthy. He was relatively handsome. He wasn’t going to be a grid model or an influencer, nor could he sing or dance particularly well, but he was now someone who had actively resisted a pair of huntresses. For some buyers, that would be a turn off. Peter was certain that there were lots of women out there who probably wanted the most subservient males they could find. These would be the women who would expect the boys to immediately drop to their knees, grovel, and plead for their next set of instructions.

Then again, a resistant or defiant boy would probably be more interesting. These women would be able to say that they enjoyed the challenge, and they could have more fun molding them to their precise desires.

He was educated. He had worked in an office.

Not only that, he came from a neutral world.

Peter didn’t want to consider those different aspects. For a moment, he also wondered whether or not his photography would be a skill a woman would want. Perhaps some buyer out there would be interested in having a boy to document her daily routines and accomplishments.

Although he didn’t know a lot about the broader market, he was sure there would be merchants, traders, lenders, buyers and sellers, wholesalers and retailers. Some women would be responsible for transporting the slaves. Others might be responsible for handling their medical care. Then there would be insurance companies. The more he thought about it, the more he realized he would be going up against this huge conglomeration of different interests. And of course, all of those women involved would know exactly how to handle someone like him.

He didn’t have the experience to fight back.

But at least that didn’t seem to be the case for right now. He still had that third code word.

He flinched when someone touched him. Her hand slid along his ass, up to the small of his back, and between his shoulder blades. “We have a surprise for you,” someone said.

It was Mina. He needed a moment to recognize the sound of her voice, especially because she was teasing him. She was almost whispering, and it was harder to think, especially when that flash of excitement rocked across his body.

He hated that she could provoke this kind of reaction. She had touched him, used him, teased him, and these two women had fucked him. Even so, Peter could still sense his manhood push and strain and fight against the medal of his chastity device.

It wasn’t fair!

At that moment, his instincts just called out for him to enjoy an erection. He should have been able to feel it.

But no, these women had decided that he should just get excited.

He didn’t know what this meant.

She was probably going to interrogate him again. And if she was here, then Alyssa was here.

Alyssa. He thought of her name, and he wanted to kiss her again. He wanted it so badly.

Right away, Peter almost called out that third code word. For once, he was grateful for the gag in his mouth. He could feel that rubber cylinder as it was pulled against the sides of his mouth, making it impossible for him to say anything coherent. They wouldn’t be able to get that third word from him. They wouldn’t be able to get the voice print to unlock that data.

Even as he thought about that, he knew he had failed twice. These women had defeated him. They had conquered him.

He got lucky. Whoever sent that first probe and linked all three together had created an excellent redundancy, one that meant he still had something valuable to offer.

But what was going to happen when they broke him again?

Peter bit down, and he thought about the possibility that they wouldn’t be able to do it, yet Mina was stroking him. Her fingers moved along his body, coaxing those desires.

Then it became more intense because he couldn’t see her, but she stepped in front of him, and she ran her fingers up his thighs, along the contours of his belt, to his stomach, his chest, and then she leaned in, kissed his neck, and gently started to suck on that sensitive skin. Her teeth grazed him; he breathed in the scent of her hair while the feel of her body made him quiver in those restraints.

This felt so good!

He wanted and needed more.

After everything they had done to him, he wished he could have been satisfied. He wished those desires could just go away, but that wasn’t how this worked!

Maybe after many years, he would’ve been able to get bored of something like this, but he kept thinking about that girl, and this woman and what they could do to him. He kept thinking about how much power they had and just how incredible it felt.

This was something he had never really been able to understand. Intellectually, he tried to comprehend and explain his feelings. They were supposed to be abstract. Something like pain wasn’t supposed to really be able to mess with him, but this kind of pleasure rushed through his body, and it always felt like a surprise. Moment by moment, that flurry of excitement sprinted along his skin. He could feel it from his toes up to his feet and legs, into his center, along his shoulders, up his arms, and straight into that fluttering constellation of neurons. She knew what she was doing as she played with him!

Then she stopped.

“I’ll see you later,” she said.

What?

He still couldn’t see her as she drew back. She pulled her hand away, and suddenly he wasn’t feeling her at all. She was gone, and Peter tried to say something.

“What is this? What are you doing? Where are you going?” The words vibrated from his vocal chords, but he couldn’t shape those sounds into real sentences.

Instead, there was just that longing; there was just that need.

He had to hang in there.

He remained on his feet, his arms suspended above his head, his legs spread.

The frustration pumped through his body, growing stronger with every second. At some point, he managed to get himself under control. Right when that happened, he thought he heard something.

A door opening?

“Hello again,” she said.

Peter had no idea how long she had made him wait. It felt like hours. Technically, it could’ve just been minutes, maybe thirty or forty. Like so many people, he didn’t know how to process time, not without his handheld.

She started in front of him this time; her fingers traced little patterns along his cheeks, down his neck, and over his chest. Then she stroked his arms and shoulders.

Fresh shivers raced across his frame as he tried to remain stoic and implacable, as though he didn’t care about this at all. He remained rigid, his back straight. He focused as hard as he could.

He told himself that this was a battle of a different kind. She was touching him and teasing him. And yet, that arousal from before had never really dissipated. Worse, she was close, and it felt so good, especially because she leaned in, and she kissed his cheek, the contour of his jaw, then his neck. Then she started to glide her tongue along his skin.

He was supposed to hate this!

But once again, this woman showed him exactly what she could do. It had to be Mina. He heard her giggling, just a little bit as she played with him. Then he whimpered. There was that desperate sound at the base of his throat. He had tried to fight it back, only to fail completely.

“Good boy,” she said before she patted him on the head and walked away again. He heard those footsteps; he heard the door open and close!

Realistically, Peter had no idea whether or not he was alone. Maybe she had just stopped a few feet away, opened the door, and remained silent. With that mask over his eyes, he couldn’t know exactly what was happening.

And yet, he kept thinking about someone else.

He was imagining Alyssa. He thought of her walking over to him, letting him out of that belt, touching him, shoving him to the floor, and interrogating him all over again.

If she had tried to break him, he didn’t know if he would be able to hold out. Even now, this bound boy didn’t know exactly how he would be able to resist.

The desire was working, at least for them, the arousal burned through his body, growing more intense.

He had to wait longer this time. At least, that was how it felt to him.

Then she came back, and she circled him. She let her footsteps echo across his skin as she giggled and told him, “I bet you’re getting pretty excited by now, aren’t you? I bet you really want me to play with you. But you’re still wearing your chastity belt, aren’t you? You’re all locked up, and I’m the only one who can let you out.” That last part wasn’t true, but if Alyssa wasn’t in the room, then it wouldn’t matter. 

Even though Peter told himself to remain impassive, he couldn’t do it.

Moment by moment, he did his best to concentrate on his breathing or anything else.

“You want to tell me, don’t you? You want to give me that final word. Go on. Nod your head. Make it clear.”

Despite her assurance, Peter shook his head from side to side! No, he didn’t want to tell her. No, he wouldn’t do it. Despite anything or everything this woman believed, he was capable of fighting back.

“Oh? Really? You don’t want to surrender to me? I guess that’s fine. Is there someone else you want to surrender to? Maybe someone from your life on this world?”

Someone from his life on this world?

Peter immediately flashed to his coworker, his friends, and even the girl who worked at the café down the street that he sometimes visited during his lunch break.

Then she pulled the mask away from his eyes.

No, he told himself. Not her. He believed it couldn’t be her! But then he saw Tonya again and she was standing there. She held her hands behind her back. At that instant, she appeared so demure.

Peter tried to call out, “Tonya, you don’t understand! They’re keeping me here against my will! Go to the police! Go get help!” He snarled and shouted into his gag, fighting hard to get his words out onto the air.

It didn’t work.

Then again, he realized something.

For a couple of seconds there, Peter yanked and twisted against his bonds. He bucked and fought against them as hard as he could, only now he settled down again, especially because Tonya watched, and there was something peculiar about her gaze.

As she studied and observed this boy, she enjoyed herself. Peter wasn’t sure which detail alerted him first. Maybe it was this slight curve at the corners of her mouth, the way her eyes remained locked on him, or maybe it was something about her stance.

Then it didn’t matter because she strolled over to him, and he glanced down. He swallowed, felt his collar, and his cock twitched again, especially because she just barely touched him. Still, there was that flash of desire, the rush of need, and his inability to control that longing. The yearning pulsed through his body, and she seemed to understand it.

“Hello, Peter. Would you like me to take that gag out of your mouth?”

Strictly speaking, Tonya didn’t look anything like either of the other two women. She was taller than both of them. She had slightly broader shoulders. Her hair was longer than Mina’s and shorter than Alyssa’s. But now, he could see that same confidence. It was the power he had sensed before, that confidence and certainty. As a guy, he was supposed to have that kind of strength. He was supposed to understand that he was a member of the dominant sex.

That should have been enough, but it wasn’t, especially with a woman like her. It didn’t help that a huntress stood nearby, watching and enjoying the show.

This time, Peter felt like he had no choice. He nodded his head down, then up.

Tonya stepped behind him, and she reached for the clasp on his gag. She figured out how it worked, opened it, and pulled the rubber cylinder from between his teeth.

Right away, Peter opened his mouth, but he couldn’t speak, especially because he twitched, his muscles going stiff as she stroked him. She started at the small of his back before tracing her fingers up to that spot between his shoulder blades.

“My mother told me about this,” she said, the words distant and distracted. Of course, Peter itched to interrupt her. He didn’t care! He didn’t want to hear about her nostalgic musings! This was serious! Even so, Mina stood there, which meant he didn’t dare speak up, not yet. Almost languid, Tonya casually continued to touch him.

That was something these women all enjoyed doing. They could stroke him, gliding their fingers all over his body because he couldn’t resist or fight back. He had to stand there, spread out. He had to take it. He had to endure it.

“She said that there is something really special about having a boy in front of you, all bound and helpless. You know, she did take me off world a little bit, so I got to see some of the auction houses, and that was interesting, but this is different.” As she spoke, she was definitely working through her own thoughts and ideas. She was trying to figure out exactly what this meant to her.

“How does it feel?” Mina asked.

“It feels good,” said his coworker.

Again, Peter needed to speak up. He had to say something! If nothing else, he should have been able to look into her eyes and address her, insisting that they worked together, that they were on the same side.

But that wasn’t true.

Tonya was one of them.

He didn’t know what to do with that.

For so long, the idea of “female supremacy” really had been an abstraction. And even when Mina and Alyssa captured him, it was different, all because they were from the Confederation.

But Tonya was different. She worked with him. They had talked back at the office. They had spent countless hours in the same room and meetings, going over reports and different types of files.

Despite all of this, she saw him, and she knew exactly what she expected from him. For her, it was casual and easy.

“It’s different now, isn’t it? You’re not a stranger. But you know what? That just makes it better! I love having you like this, Peter. I love knowing that you are here, and you are owned.”

Finally, Peter managed to force out the words. “I didn’t sign up for this, Tonya. You have to know that this is wrong!”

Stepping forward, she removed the distance between them. Then she was right there, and she was looking right into his eyes. She leaned forward, and there was something so frustratingly intimate about the way her forehead touched his. “Do I? I mean, they caught you, didn’t they? Doesn’t that make you their property?”

“No!”

“They collared you. They put you in this belt. I’m pretty sure that means you belong to them.” She smirked and smiled and shook her head. “I kind of wish I had done this. But I guess this means you belong to them. But maybe they will sell you to me? What do you think of that?”

“No…”

“There’s nothing to stop me from buying you,” she said.” In fact, I spoke with them, and they said I get to have some fun with you.”

Peter immediately glanced over at Mina.

“It’s true,” said the young woman. With her arms locked over her chest, she flashed a smile. “We thought it would be good for you. Or you know, you could just give up that codeword now.”

If he did, then maybe they would send her away. Maybe they would tell Tonya that she had done her part for the Confederation, and that would be good enough.

Swallowing, Peter didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to react or what he could say. He hunted through the different possibilities. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth as his heart kicked faster. Adrenaline spurted through his bloodstream as he remained there, chained and helpless.

Only then, he decided he had to hold out. He didn’t know if he could resist. He didn’t know if he could fight back, but he still counted every second as a victory. That was the best he could do, so he had to keep going! Not like that, he thought about someone else.

Mina and Tonya were right there in front of him, but there was another woman. Perhaps if she had been there, he would have broken. After all, it was so easy to remember those phantom sensations as she stepped in front of him, brushed her fingers along his cheeks, and spoke. She could have said something about how he wanted and needed to be a good boy. She could have told him that she would take him and keep him.

“Can we let him out of the belt? I would very much like to inspect him.”

For some fraction of a second, Peter jerked his head up, and he needed to tell her to stop. He almost glanced back at Mina to plead with her to leave the belt on him.

“Absolutely,” Mina said. She had the controller. She released the locks, and then she stepped forward. She pulled off the different pieces, freeing his balls, his shaft, and then she removed the rest of the belt. Glancing over at Tonya, she said, “This is actually my favorite part.”

“What’s that?”

“Back in the Confederation, most boys try to ask for permission to get hard. These are the boys who grew up with the right kind of training. But a guy like Peter can’t really control himself.”

“I can control myself,” he declared. Peter didn’t even understand why he blurted out those words, but now he had made that promise, and he couldn’t take it back.

Both women turned to him. They were both watching him.

“No, I don’t think you can,” Tonya said.

“I can! I can control myself!” This wasn’t about his cock, not really. Instead, it was proof of something vital. He needed these women to understand that they could bind his arms and legs, but he was still in control of his thoughts and feelings. On some level, he knew that sounded trite, but it was the best he could do.

Besides, it was hard to hold out with those women close by. Every time they walked into that room, he could feel them bend his reality just a little more. Worse, he thought of Alyssa again.

Alyssa.

That thought made his cock twitch.

“He’s fighting so hard!” Tonya chirped. She brought her hands together, her knuckles tight over her chest as she enjoyed the show.

They were both watching him.

“Want to make a bet?”

“No,” Tonya said. “I think it’s pretty clear he’s going to lose.”

“I’m not going to lose. I don’t care what happens. I’m not going to get excited over any of this! Tonya, I am a prisoner here. I’m a political prisoner, and you have to help me get out of here! Please!” He had to know this kind of plea couldn’t possibly work, but he still had to make the attempt!

“Should we play with him?” Mina asked her new friend.

“Can we?”

“Absolutely,” Mina said.

No, he thought. He tried to fight the universe, like he could reassert a new set of foundational principles if he just tried hard enough. Peter closed his eyes and he locked his teeth together. His nostrils flared as these women came to his left and right. They were about to touch him.

He could feel that soft movement of air first. But then someone touched his right shoulder. Someone else touched his left bicep.

Peter still didn’t want to look, especially because he understood what was happening. They were teasing him; they were playing with him.

Up until now, he had told himself that it didn’t matter if he lost control since by admitting it, he could delay the inevitable for a little while longer.

They didn’t care.

Mina wasn’t worried about any given second or minute, hour or day. She was able to follow what was happening out in the wider galaxy, but she didn’t care. Maybe she wasn’t even worried about that codeword at all…

No! That data was still important. They were focusing on him because they wanted to break him. At this moment, maybe that was just another tactic, like they intended to convince him that it didn’t matter what he did, which meant he would probably break sooner.

In truth, Peter had no idea whether or not this was a game. He couldn’t explain what they were trying to do or how this would play out.

Then it didn’t matter because he heard Tonya speak. She had lowered her voice so the words just barely hit his eardrums, but he still picked up on those seductive whispers. “I’m going to kiss you now.”

It was a promise.

She kept it.

He still had his eyes shut, but she leaned forward, and she brushed her mouth against his. He tried to hate this; he did his best to deny the power of that connection, but then she casually reached down, and her fingers slid along his cock.

He got hard!

The arousal flooded through his body, the excitement permeating every inch of his frame. And then she stroked him, and then she pulled back. “I’ve been talking to Mina, and I told her I wanted to do something.”

“I think this is going to be good for you, Peter,” Mina said.

“What? What is it?” He tried to sound brave and defiant. He mostly succeeded, yet these two women didn’t notice.

“Get down on your hands and knees, boy,” Mina commanded without answering his question. She used the controller again, and his shackles popped open. He stepped forward, and he realized he could actually move on his own now.

When Peter didn’t move fast enough, Mina zapped him. She hit the button on the controller and another jolt of electricity raced from his collar down into his body, knocking him to his knees. He didn’t know if that was just a reflex, gravity, or a choice he made. Either way, he was down on the floor, and Tonya stood over him. She casually reached down, and she stroked the back of his neck, down between his shoulder blades, all the way toward his ass. Then she gave him a quick smack.

“Stay down, boy,” Tonya said.

She wasn’t supposed to be able to address him like this! They were supposed to be coworkers and colleagues!

Peter contemplated all of that, but it didn’t matter because he stayed down.

“On your elbows and knees,” Tonya told him. “I want you to stare down at the floor. Don’t lift your head. You’re not going to ruin the surprise.”

“Surprise? What are you talking about?”

“Quiet, boy,” Tonya said next.

He wished that sort of order couldn’t influence him; he desperately held onto the hope that he would get angry and jump up to his feet to show these women that he could fight back.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he felt it again: the drive to obey these women. Perhaps it wasn’t as strong as when Alyssa stood over him, but he knew he was outnumbered. More than that, there was the simple piece of technology locked around his neck. That single device made it so he would not be able to resist or fight back, not really. For all he knew, Mina had already turned on the invisible ceiling again.

He stayed down. He remained in that position, humiliated and almost entirely naked.

“You know what, Peter? Mina told me all about how they are training you, so I think I’m going to be generous. If you want to orgasm, I’m going to give you one. No, I’m not going to make you give me any code words. You don’t even have to earn it. You just have to tell me. Say please, and I will let you have it.”

“Why?”

Mina zapped him again. He had his head bowed down, but she was the girl with the controller. She must’ve hit the button because another snap of electricity raced across his skin, lighting up his nerves. It only lasted for a fraction of a second, but that was enough to make him pant. It played across his face, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to speak again.

“No, it’s okay if he talks now,” Tonya said. At that moment, he could hear the sounds of wrestling fabric, a zipper, and maybe something else. Then she told him, “Because there’s always a little bit of symbolism in sex, I want you to think about what is about to happen to you. By the way, you can look up now.”

She had stepped in front of him. Peter lifted his head, opened his mouth to speak, and stopped.

He was frozen. The hesitation washed over him, making it impossible for this boy to know what to do or how to respond.

He saw her, but she was almost completely naked, except for a pair of black, latex panties that came with a special opening. He saw that opening, and he saw the toy that emerged from between her legs.

“It’s a double headed dildo, Peter. Do you know what that means? It means when I use it, I get to push into you, and then I get to feel this toy right there between my legs.”

“What? Why?”

“I’ve always wanted to try it, and now I’m going to make you ask for it.”

“I’m not asking for that,” he said. He stared at the neon pink toy. More importantly, he noticed that it was already glistening. Presumably, she had slathered it with some kind of lubricant. Simultaneously, his ass tightened. He could feel that clutching tension because this was a woman who had wanted to ask him out, but now she intended to conquer him.

She was going to penetrate him…

“I’m sure I could figure out a way to make you ask for it. I could probably make you beg for it with enough punishment or whatever. But that’s not what I’m talking about. Do you remember what I’m talking about?”

“The orgasm…”

“You’re still hard, aren’t you?”

“Stop this. You don’t have to do this. You don’t have to play with me,” he told her.

“Do I have to play with you? No. Do I think this is good for me? Absolutely! Do I think it’s even better for you? No question!” She laughed, hopped forward, and he still had his face up, so he watched as her toy bobbed and swayed with her momentum.

Tonya meant it; she was going to do it. She was going to use this thing on him. She giggled, slid back, and kneeled behind him.

“Remember, boy. Face down. Ass up. That’s the way you want to get used,” Mina told him.

“And don’t forget!” Tonya chirped. “If you want an orgasm. You just have to ask for it.”

“No. I, I don’t want it, not like this,” he started to protest, but she came up behind him, and she had her hand on the base of that shaft. Then she pushed forward, and Peter closed his eyes as he felt it.

“Don’t move, boy. This woman wants to use you. That’s her right. That’s her prerogative. She is a woman, and she got all dressed up just to play with you, so you’re going to be a good toy for her,” Mina said.

Worse, those words washed over his psyche. Physically, he hated the idea of getting used like this. But then there was that other impulse to obey. These women wanted him, so he had to stay right there on his elbows and knees with his face down and his butt up just as they commanded.

They were in charge. They were women. He had to do as she said. Even if he didn’t articulate those ideas, they still felt like some kind of mantra.

Then she pushed in, and the tip of the toy rubbed against his opening. Her shaft was slick, and the lubricant did a good job, making it easy for her. She pushed in about halfway. His muscles remained locked. She smacked his ass, and then he relaxed for just a second, but that was all Tonya needed. She pushed forward, and his eyes widened. His head jerked up, and his muscles clutched, but it was too late. She continued to push, penetrating him little by little.

“What do you think of this, boy? What do you think of getting used? What do you think of getting fucked?” Tonya asked. Maybe she was about to toss him another question, yet she started laughing instead.

The sensations rocketed across his skin, reminding him again and again of what she did to him. With every second, he knew he couldn’t escape this. He couldn’t break free or fight back! Completely trapped and utterly stuck, he was bound by their control and authority!

Part of him knew that he could theoretically try to scamble forward, jump up, spin around, and fight back.

Then again, they had him collared. More than that, they had him trained.

There was that urge, that instinct, that drive and need to obey.

He tried to believe that Tonya didn’t have this kind of control over him. She was just a random person from his life! She couldn’t manipulate him!

With every second, she pumped into him, proving him wrong. She could do this. She could do whatever she liked to him!

“Say please,” Tonya taunted him. She mocked him with every second.

“No…”

“Say please,” she ordered again, smacking his ass. At the same time, she was getting closer. He could hear it in her voice. There was that delicious strain because she needed this. She was getting closer and closer. Not only that, she must’ve thought that she was going to be able to win. After all, he was just a boy.

Perhaps that part was true; maybe he felt like he had to yield, yet Peter somehow held out. With every second, he resisted.

There was one reason why.

He thought of her face. He wasn’t thinking of Mina or Tonya. He thought of the taste, the feel of her body, and how she had played with him. He thought of the sound of her voice and those two words she could say to him, “Good boy.”

“Say it,” she demanded.

She issued that command, but he still refused to break. He wouldn’t give up, not here or now. The woman behind him could do whatever she liked; she could have her fun as she pumped into him, thrusting again and again. At the same time, he still experienced that rush of desperate need, only now it started to feel more abstract and distant.

After all, it was intense, but it wasn’t for her. It was powerful, but it wasn’t with her.

Peter swallowed as that girl behind him continued to thrust, slamming into him again and again.

“I, I’m not going to say it,” he told her even as his fingertips slid down along the floor beneath him. His knuckles tightened, and his nails dug into the palms of his hands. Little droplets of sweat appeared along his brow. At the same time, he still wanted this so badly, but…

“Say it!” Tonya almost screamed those words now. “I’m a woman, and you’re a man, and that means you have to do whatever I say!”

To prove her point, she smacked his ass. Her hand flew down right before she struck.

There was that pain, but it still seemed so distant.

“I’m not going to say it,” he promised her. Not only that, he meant it.

She let out a growl of frustration, but then she just grabbed onto his hips, and she pumped him harder and faster. With every push, he felt it again and again. The indignity was there. The helplessness was there too, yet he didn’t worry about it. He couldn’t concentrate on anything except for that one woman.

Tonya started to moan, and Peter would have laughed, especially because he could pick out the note of exasperation in those sounds. For her, it probably felt like succumbing to the worst sort of temptation. (He understood what that was like.)

His tormentor jerked back and yanked off the harness. She got dressed quickly, practically snarling. Then she threw the door open before she slammed it shut again.

“Don’t move,” Mina said to him. At the edge of his vision, he watched as she issued the command, and he froze in place, confident that the gyroscope on his collar would detect any kind of movement. So he waited there, braced on his elbows and knees, with his ass up and his chin raised.

At the same time, he wondered what those women were about to talk about. But then it didn’t matter because the door closed, and he strained to eavesdrop, but he couldn’t pick up on any straight sentences, questions, words or even syllables.

“I want to try again,” Tonya said.” Give me his controller. Give me a paddle. I want to break him!”

“What happened?” Alyssa asked as she rotated her chair and turned away from the six computer screens. At this point, there was really no reason to have a person monitoring the decryption process (realistically, Mina hadn’t needed to be there before either, but that was another part of the punishment). “Is everything okay? Is he okay?” When Alyssa spoke, Mina picked up on something, something that made her eyes narrow.

Of course, Tonya was the one to answer first. “That boy is insufferable, and I want to make sure he gets the punishment he deserves! Obviously, you two have come on way too soft with him. He isn’t breaking. I swear, I pumped him so hard, but he didn’t tell me what I wanted to hear! I’m going to make him pay for that. Boys can’t act like that! That is completely and utterly unacceptable!”

Tonya started pacing from side to side.

“Boys are supposed to break! What’s wrong with him? Why didn’t he do what I wanted?” But then she stopped pacing, and she spun. “Was it you? Did you go soft on him? Is that why he didn’t break?”

Again, Alyssa didn’t get excited. Instead, she asked the simple question. “What happened?”

Tonya hadn’t finished ranting, but Mina spoke up first anyway. “Tonya used the dildo, and he took it.”

“Did you stimulate him first?”

“We did.”

“That’s remarkable,” Alyssa said. “He’s stronger than he looks, especially considering what he has already gone through.”

“He’s not stronger than he looks! He’s a boy! He’s just a boy. Boys can’t do this! They can’t take something like that!”

Alyssa and Mina exchanged glances. At that moment, it was clear, especially since Tonya radiated that frustrated rage. For the two huntresses, it was almost embarrassing, but they didn’t say anything to their guest. They wouldn’t compound the situation, not like that.

“He needs something far worse. Let me have the controller to his collar! I swear, I will break that boy.” Tonya seethed, her chest rising and falling, even as her face reddened.

Alyssa rose to her feet, and she walked over to Tonya. She stood in front of her. “Thank you so much for coming, but I think it’s time for you to go.”

“What? We’re not done with him.”

“You are,” Alyssa said.

“Excuse me?”

“You’re done.”

“But I can help you. I can help the Confederation!”

“Tonya, I really appreciate your assistance, and it has been very enlightening, but we are going to take things from here. After this, you are going to leave, you’re going to go home, and you’re not going to tell anyone about this or what has happened to Peter. Understand?”

“What? No! I’m going to help you! I’m going to help you, and I’m going to break that jerk!”

“No,” Alyssa said. “I’m the first huntress on this mission, and it is my responsibility to oversee his interrogation. You have been very helpful, but now I’m asking you to leave.”

“And what if I don’t?”

“Is that really a path you want to walk?” Alyssa asked quietly.

Tonya locked her teeth together. She stepped over to the other woman. They were close now with only a couple of inches separating them.

“Do you know who my mother is?”

“I don’t care,” Alyssa said.

“And what if I go to the authorities?”

That was the moment when Alyssa moved. Up until that instant, she had seemed sedate and placid, like she never needed to be quick. But then she demonstrated what she could do as a huntress.

Tonya didn’t even get to register the movement. At one moment, she was standing there, her back straight, her muscles rigid like she was about to throw a punch. At the same time, she was obviously thinking about how the Confederation wasn’t nearly as powerful as everyone said. Maybe her mother had been wrong about what these women could do. It made sense. Perhaps corruption was natural, and a woman like Alyssa had gotten her position through bribery or nepotism or something.

But then there was that flash of movement, the thrust of air, and suddenly Tonya was down on her stomach, the air knocked from her lungs. She was wheezing, and she tried to move. Her feet flailed up into the air, and she tried to yank her arms out from behind her back, but Alyssa was on top of her, having pinned her.

Stupid questions flashed behind her eyes, even as she tried to shape the words, but she still couldn’t find any kind of air in her throat or lungs. She gasped out unintelligible little noises. What was that? How did that happen?

“Thank you for your assistance, but I am just dismissing you. I am a huntress on this mission, and you are my guest, and I will not let anyone get in my way, which includes you, Tonya Amelia Jensdottir. Do you understand?”

Tonya started to say something, but it wasn’t the agreement Alyssa expected, so she pulled a little harder, yanking and twisting her arm.

That spasm of pain helped this woman focus.

“Yes! Yes, I understand!”

“Go.” Alyssa released her, got up, and stepped back. Once again, she appeared to be just as relaxed as she had before when these two women first came stomping into the room.

Tonya tentatively pushed herself back up onto her feet.

She looked around. She glanced at Mina, perhaps, hoping that she would offer some kind of help or support.

She didn’t.

Perhaps she could be immature, a little bit insubordinate, and overly enthusiastic when it came to her hunt, but Mina was still loyal to her mentor. She always would be.

Tonya huffed, yanked out her handheld, and left the room.

“Watch her. If necessary, have a conversation with her and make it abundantly clear that she will not share any of our secrets.”

“You really think she would go to the local authorities?”

“No, I don’t. Still, I would rather be sure.”

“Understood,” Mina replied.

Within seconds, Alyssa was alone in that room again, and she understood that she should go talk to Peter. At that moment, maybe he was actually softer, as though his defenses had been weakened.

Mina ran the tip of her tongue along her incisors. She was thinking about him again and again. More importantly, she was wondering what she would say. Because she didn’t know, she slipped back over to the chair, sat down, crossed her legs, touched her fingertips together, and leaned back. She looked up toward the ceiling and contemplated her future and his.

Alyssa contemplated this for a long time, especially because she was thinking about that boy, how she had touched him, the feel of his body, and the strength of his resistance.

Up until now, Alyssa had decided she didn’t want a permanent slave. Even back at the Academy, her friends had laughed about the different boys they intended to catch and train and keep. She had smiled along, laughed when it was appropriate, and pretended to consider the different possibilities and what her dream slave would look like.

But now, she was thinking about him, the information she needed to extract, and what would happen after.

Would this be a scenario based on catch and release? Would she sell him, thus adding a tidy sum to her accounts?

Or…?

At several points, Alyssa imagined it. She thought of coming back to her apartment back home, and it wouldn’t be empty. She loved these missions because she could get away. She could leave the Confederation, explore, learn, and accomplish so much.

Then again, she also knew that there were lots of huntresses who brought their slaves with them. A well trained boy could be an incredibly useful asset. First, he could get additional information. Simply having another set of eyes could be helpful. But more than that, he could provide camouflage. If he appeared to be independent, then lots of people would assume that she couldn’t be one of the matriarchs. She couldn’t be from the Confederation. They couldn’t possibly allow a boy this kind of liberty…

But this wasn’t a tactical issue, and she knew it.

For so long, she had held out. She had resisted. She had focused on the hunt.

But now…

When she had been younger, she probably would have behaved like Mina, chasing after a boy and letting him run for just a little while longer. It defined all of their expectations and codes of conduct, but that didn’t matter. The women on these teams understood how things worked.

Alyssa tried to push thoughts of that boy aside.

He was just on the other side of that wall.

As she waited (hesitated), Alyssa held onto the easy justification: she was waiting because she needed him to relax. She needed him to be in the proper state of mind. That was something she had learned early in her career as an interrogator: time could work in her favor. That boy was in that other room, waiting. He wasn’t allowed to move, and he would be thinking about this and how he would behave and what he would do next.

At this point in the process, she doubted that he would be able to come up with any inner reserve of strength.

Moment by moment, he would be thinking about this and her and what could happen next.

Only there was that problem.

She was thinking the exact same thing. She was thinking about that boy and what she was supposed to do next and what would happen if or when she sold him.

Someone unlocked the front door, slipped back inside, and came down the hall. Alyssa pretended not to be startled when Mina reappeared.

“You’re not working on him?”

“I wanted to monitor the decryption,” Alyssa said. Technically, that was true enough. “I’m also thinking he needs a little bit more time.”

“I locked him in place before we left.”

“I know,” Alyssa replied.

“Ma’am?”

“What is it?” When Alyssa glanced up, she could see the uncertainty play across her protégé’s features.

“I’m not sure he’s going to break.”

“He’ll break.” Alyssa leaned back. She pushed her heels against the floor, tightening her muscles up and down along the length of her legs. “He’s going to break, and we will be done.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Intuition,” Alyssa replied. “Experience.”

“Then can I ask the obvious question?”

“Why haven’t I gone in there and done it?”

“We only need one more codeword.”

“I know,” Alyssa said. “But when I do that, everything is going to change.” The words surprised her even as they left her mouth. She should have been able to offer up that other excuse; she should have said something about how she wanted to give him a few more minutes to soak into his subjugation. She wasn’t using the haptic amplifier at that moment, but she didn’t need it either.

“Ma’am, are you thinking about keeping him?”

“What makes you ask that?”

Mina shrugged. “I guess I’m just thinking about him, the way you look at him, and the way he looks like you.”

“Do you think I should?”

“Would it make you happy?”

Alyssa opened her mouth. Right away, she wanted to go back to those old answers. She wanted to say something about how she had no use for a boy. She could hunt them and have fun with them, but she did not want to own one herself. She was independent; she was a huntress. She had her protégé, her apprentices, and that was it. She could disappear from one world and go to another, blending in and learning everything she could before she went after her next target. That was how it was supposed to work; that was how it had worked for a very long time over the course of her career.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you mind if I voice my opinion?”

“Has anything ever stopped you before?”

Mina shrugged and smiled and said, “I think I’m growing up?”

“What do you want to say?”

“Ma’am, if you want him, you should keep him. That’s what we are fighting for, right? We fight for the matriarchy? We fight for the Confederation, which means we are women, and when we see a boy we want, we get to take him and keep him.”

Alyssa didn’t say anything for several long seconds. Then she rose to her feet. “Come on. We have work to do.”

“You didn’t move,” Alyssa said to him.

“I didn’t have a choice,” Peter replied. But then, something else slipped out of his mouth. “I didn’t want to disappoint you, Mistress.” That was the moment when he jerked his head up, and he instantly understood the mistake he had made because the collar was supposed to activate. The electrodes should have delivered a quick snap of energy across his skin, making him cry out.

But that didn’t happen.

Instead, he looked up at her, and he instantly understood.

Mina had never turned on the collar. He had remained in place for nothing. Perhaps he could have even used that opportunity to try to sneak out. Immediately, he understood that it probably wouldn’t have worked, but the idea was there, and now he didn’t know how to dislodge it. Then again, it didn’t matter because both of those women were in the room, and they walked over to him.

He saw Mina. She stood by the door, almost like a guard. It was Alyssa, who came up to him, who lowered herself to her knees and who looked at him. He stayed on all fours. He glanced up along the length of her torso, past her breasts, and up to her eyes.

“Boys are mysterious creatures,” she said.

He stared back at her, uncomprehending.

She continued, “I’m not sure what I should do with you, Peter. I think I have an opportunity here, but I’m not sure if I should take it. What do you think?”

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“No, you don’t. That’s why I’m debating what I should do with you. You know, Mina told me all about how you defied your friend.”

“She is not my friend. She has never been my friend,” he said.

“Interesting,” she replied.

Interesting? That was interesting? Why was that interesting?

Peter wasn’t about to get any answers from this woman.

Instead, she reached out and brushed her palm along his cheek before she caressed his neck with the tips of her fingers. Next, she went for his shoulders.

Then she smiled at him and said, “I’m going to play that same game with you, Peter. And along the way, I think I’m going to make a decision.”

“What kind of decision?”

She tapped the tip of his nose. It was gentle, but it was still enough to make him flinch. “Try again.”

His eyes narrowed, and he tried to get angry, but this was just a facsimile of genuine annoyance or anything close to irritation, especially because he was close to her.

It was ridiculous, but he had this other urge. He itched for the chance to crawl over to her, to bow his head down, and to nuzzle her thigh with his lips and the tip of his nose. She wasn’t naked, but he was still thinking about her and just how easily she could have stripped, pulling off her pants and panties, giving him access, and he could lick her. He could serve her again!

Shaking his head, he pushed away those ideas. They weren’t fantasies, he silently promised himself. They had to be something else.

“Mistress, what kind of decision are you going to make?”

Mistress. He used that word, and he felt it again. He felt that rush of subjugation. It seemed to stick with him. It was always there, but now he used that word, and he felt the flutter.

“I’m going to decide whether or not I want to keep you, give you to Mina, sell you, or let you go.”

“You have to let me go,” he said.

“And why is that?”

Peter blinked, surprised at his declaration. But now he had spoken and he understood that this was what he was supposed to want. It was the automatic answer for a lot of good reasons. He had been reasonably happy in his life. It wasn’t perfect, but this was supposed to be some terrible memory.

And yet, he looked up, and he stared at her.

“It doesn’t matter what I want because you caught me,” he said.

“And yet, you still have something I want, don’t you?”

That was when she stood. That was when she started to strip. She worked the buttons on her blouse. She shrugged it off. She removed her bra, dropping the garment to the floor. Next, she slipped her feet from her boots, and then she shimmied out of her panties and pants at the same time. She pulled down her tights, and suddenly she was naked in front of him.

His head remained raised. He stayed down on all fours, but he was staring at her as he drank in the vista of this beautiful woman.

She was so gorgeous, so powerful, and so perfect. She was everything he ached to worship.

“Do you know what I’m going to do with you?”

“No, Mistress.” There it was again, that word: Mistress. She owned him, she had mastered him, and so she deserved that title. (For Peter, it all felt logical, intuitive, and inescapable. Those were just the different details, and how they fit together.)

She smiled at him, then stepped behind him.

Then he heard it.

She had slipped something on. She let out a little cooing whimper as she enjoyed herself. On some level, he already knew what was going to happen, but he kept hoping that he was wrong.

Then she stepped up in front of him, and she had another harness on. A different dildo, this one, a soft shade of purple, extended from between her legs.

“Right now, what do you want?”

Peter was supposed to tell her that he wanted to leave, escape, and go back to his old life. But then, he looked up at her, and a different set of words jumped to the air. “I want to worship you.”

“What do you think of that, Mina? The boy wants to worship me. Should I give the specimen the opportunity?”

Specimen. That word slapped hard across his psyche, especially because he understood what it meant. He wasn’t special to her. He was never going to be special. He was a target; he was a specimen who needed to be owned, controlled, and trained.

She had almost done it. He could feel it. Even at that moment, as he held onto his own insignificance, Peter couldn’t fight back. He couldn’t get angry because that other impulse was still there, driving hard throughout his mind and body. He had to worship her.

“I think so,” Mina said generously.

Alyssa lowered herself down onto her back, she laced her hands behind her head, and then she closed her eyes. “Come worship me, Peter. Show me what you can do.”

He still wasn’t wearing his chastity belt, but he was just as excited as he had been before. If anything, seeing her naked like this only added to his desperation.

He crawled forward.

He made his way across the floor, and then he was right there, and he positioned himself on top of her.

He kissed her neck. His lips traced down toward her breasts, and he nuzzled her, gliding his mouth and the tip of his nose along those points.

Her nipples stiffened. She was enjoying this. Not only that, Peter couldn’t help but notice the little bumps that appeared along her shoulders.

Was it possible that he was actually making her excited?

Yes, he decided. It was possible, but that didn’t change anything because she was still the huntress, and he remained her captured prey.

Distantly, he remained aware of the fact that this had to be part of the interrogation. She still wanted that codeword.

That codeword…

If he gave it up, she would have the voice print, and they would be able to break the encryption. They would get the data, and then she would be done with him.

A little shiver ran through his body, even as he tried to focus on her.

“You can lick,” she said. “You can suck.”

He had permission!

Peter wished he could have been bolder, more daring, and so much more aggressive, yet something had held him back. Now, however, he bowed his head down. He braced his weight on his knees and elbows. He slid his arms underneath hers as he kissed the base of her throat. Then he went for her left nipple and he wrapped his lips around that tender flesh.

She let out a little gasp. Maybe it was just his imagination, but he thought he could hear her begin to moan.

He hardened his lips, and he sucked. He worshiped that first nipple, gliding his tongue along that point.

He loved being right there; he adored every second of this privilege, but there was something else as well.

Peter Drake was grateful for the opportunity and needed it to be good for her. He needed to make her feel good. His cock was hard, but he wanted to worship her! He needed to show her his devotion!

It was working.

He hardened his lips, gently pulled, pressed down, and flicked his tongue in tight little patterns along her nipple before he felt her hand on the back of his head, running through his hair. She took a firm grip, and she pulled him away.

For a second, Peter wondered if he had messed up. It was possible he had made some foolish mistake.

Only then this woman pushed him down, and suddenly his mouth was poised just above her other nipple. He nuzzled her breast first. Then he latched on again, licking and sucking. His tongue darted in tight little patterns. He went up, then down, to the left, then to the right. He worshiped her, giving her everything she craved. Most of all, he listened. He tried to focus on the quick little movements of her body, the sounds she made, and any other indication that she liked this or that more or less.

“Good boy,” she said.

He was a good boy!

“That’s right. You want to worship me, don’t you? You’re a boy, and you can’t help yourself!”

He longed to worship her! He needed to please her! He was a boy, and he couldn’t help himself!

About that, she was absolutely right.

“Kiss me,” she said next.

He obeyed, sliding forward, leaning down, and pressing his lips to hers. She reached up again, grabbing him by the back of his head. Then she rolled him onto his back, and suddenly she was on top of him! She held him down, kissed him. She had her hands on his wrists. She pushed him into place, even as she hungrily enjoyed the feel of his mouth against hers, the contours of his tongue, and the sound of every eager breath.

Then she pulled back, she looked down at him.

His face was hot, his heart kicking wildly.

“Tell me you want to get on your hands and knees.”

“Mistress. I want to get on my hands and knees.”

“Tell me you want me to use you. Tell me you want me to use this on you.” She reached down and touched her dildo.

“Mistress, I want you to use that on me.”

“Are you lying.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And why are you lying?”

“Mistress, I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“Good boy,” she said.

“Get into position.”

Right away, he scampered to obey.

Peter assumed the position from before: face down, ass up. He understood what this meant, and how he looked. Worse, he heard Mina giggling from off to the side. He glanced in her direction, and she winked at him.

But then Alyssa was behind him, and she kneeled and aimed her lubricated toy. Then she pushed forward.

“Relax for me,” she commanded.

He wasn’t supposed to do it; he wasn’t supposed to obey. But at that moment, Peter couldn’t help himself. This woman had given him an order, and he wanted to please her. He needed to satisfy her, even if that meant sacrificing his dignity and independence.

She had caught him. Again, he came back to that point. She owned him. That seemed like the most important detail of his entire existence and identity.

“If you want an orgasm, you’re going to have to say please.”

That was the exact same game from before. It was the one Tonya had played with him.

Deep down, he had been proud of himself because he had been able to hold out. He had resisted, denying his former colleague what she wanted and expected. But now, Alyssa pushed, and she penetrated him, the contours of her lubricated dildo sliding against the walls of his ass. She pushed down little by little. She took what she wanted from her captured male. She showed him that he could take this.

He didn’t want to enjoy it. There was that rush of cold, the slick penetration, and deep denigration. There was that raw humiliation of knowing that he was getting used!

“Say please,” she ordered.

He didn’t answer immediately.

She drew back, only to thrust forward again. Then she was laughing, and he loved the sound of her voice.

“Say please!”

“Please, Mistress! Please, let me have an orgasm!”

At that moment she was supposed to reach forward, grab him by his cock, squeeze, and bring him to the edge. Simultaneously, she was probably going to demand the final code word, and he already knew he would break. He could feel that vulnerability.

Instead, she gave his ass a quick smack and she kept pumping him. She was thrusting harder and faster.

Part of him wanted to try to turn around, but the angles were wrong. Instead, he closed his eyes, and he pictured Alyssa moving forward, thrusting, pulling away, only to pump into him again and again, her hair swaying, her body tight with focus as she enjoyed herself and used him.

He was her toy. He was her plaything. He was her property. He was hers! Each of those words seemed so perfectly accurate.

Finally, she yanked away, and he collapsed. He was still hard; she hadn’t given him an orgasm.

Peter blinked his eyes open, and he looked at her, even as she grabbed him by his shoulder and rolled him onto his back. She pulled off her harness, and now she was completely naked.

“Should I keep this? Should I keep you? Should I turn you into my permanent slave and take you back with me? Should I use you as my own personal companion? I can keep you as a pet when I go on my hunts, and you will help me? What do you think of that, boy? Are you ready to serve the matriarchy? Are you ready to become a boy in the Confederation?” As she spoke, she stroked his cock.

Remarkably, Peter managed to stay silent.

Then he glanced up at her for just a moment. There was this sliver of a second where their eyes met, and she grinned down at him. Her lips drew back, just a tiny bit, revealing the edges of her teeth. She was so beautiful, so alluring, so perfectly irresistible!

“Yes!”

“Are you ready to be a slave? Are you ready to be my slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Are you ready to serve? Will you help me enslave other boys? Will you help me strengthen the Confederation?”

“Yes, Mistress! I swear, I will do whatever you want,” he panted out, desperate and eager, and utterly honest.

That was the instant when she claimed him, squeezing his cock, aiming his shaft, and lowering herself down as she caught him all over again. She started to ride him as she used him, taking that first inch. She lowered herself down. She enveloped his member, surrounding him. There was that wonderful heat and tension, the slick movements of her pussy, and the connection between them.

He would be leashed. He would be collared. He would be owned. She would have his cock just as she did right then and there, and he would do everything he could to satisfy her! Her pleasure would be his only priority! Her satisfaction would be his only goal!

Peter embraced those realities, even as he understood something: she could still sell him. She could give him up. She could even hand him off to another woman. Technically, she could hand this boy off to a girl like Mina or Tonya.

But it didn’t matter because he was hers, and that was her right. He could feel it along every synapse, every nerve, every muscle and inch of skin. She rode him, and she used him, as she took him, and she owned him!

He wanted to be a good boy. He wanted to be an eager and obedient boy for her!

Peter had no idea whether or not this was a choice, but it didn’t matter because it was the reality of who and what he had become.

“Thank you, Mistress! Thank you for using me! Thank you for owning me! I want to be yours! I belong to you!”

Peter tried to close his eyes, but he couldn’t. He stared at that woman as she used him. He focused on her eyes, the curves of her lips, and the contours of her breasts. He stared at her stiffened nipples, her shoulders and neck. He tried to memorize every single detail as this woman rode him and used him.

“Good boy!” She cried out those words. “Come for me right now like a good boy! Say please and come for me nice and hard!” Then she was almost laughing as she enjoyed that conquest.

He was getting conquered, and he knew it, but he didn’t care. He couldn’t worry about that.

“Please. Please, Mistress!”

“Come for me! Come for me and give me that final word!”

The final word…

…The last of the code…

“Thank you, Mistress! Thank you! Gaming! The code word is gaming!” Peter called out, panting hard as he pushed those sounds out onto the air between them.

Just a few feet away, Mina recorded the information.

But then he didn’t worry about it. He couldn’t care, not when that rush of pleasure washed over him. It pumped through his body, lighting up his senses. He continued to stare at her, even as she dropped forward. She was draining him, and his cock was throbbing, but she kissed him hard in that one position, and she held on tight to her slave.

She finished with him, got up, and excused herself. Mina attached his leash, wiped him down, and put him back in his chastity belt. Even as all of this happened, he wondered if he was supposed to ask a question.

There was so much he wanted and needed to know, but he glanced up at Mina, and he already knew she wouldn’t be the one he was supposed to ask.

He had surrendered that final word. They had all three now: beauty, photography, and gaming. With those three words, they could access the package. They would have it, and they would be able to use it.

She told him to crawl. With this boy locked in his collar and chastity belt, he obeyed, making his way out of that room and down the hall and back into his cage. He didn’t argue, nor did he resist. Simultaneously, he was waiting for some announcement. At the very least, he figured a girl like Mina was going to tease him.

Perhaps she would say that he was about to be sold. Maybe they would knock him out, and he would wake up on a Confederation world. He could be treated like a pet, a sex slave, or just a servant. His cock would belong to some stranger, and a woman would be able to touch him and tease him and use him however she liked, but it wouldn’t be Alyssa.

That would be the worst punishment.

Then the door opened, and Alyssa walked back into the room. She was fully clothed, and she bent her knees as she crouched down and looked at him.

“Hello, Peter,” she said. “I want you to know that we were able to unlock your package, and we have sent off the information to our data splicers. It looks like they’re going to be able to come up with a countermeasure in a few minutes.” She smiled and shook her head. “It’s incredible what you can do when you have access to the source code.”

Peter didn’t really understand. More importantly, he didn’t care.

He opened his mouth, and he looked at her, but then he decided that she was in charge, and if she wished to share something with him, then that was her prerogative, so all he could do was wait.

“Thank you, Peter.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Why are you thanking me?”

He pressed his lips together, swallowed, considered that, and finally said, “Thank you for disciplining me and domesticating me.”

“Domesticating you? Like you’re an animal?” He thought about that.

“Yes, Mistress. I am a boy, and you caught me, and you have trained me.”

“What do you think I’m going to do with you?”

He swallowed again. There was that nervous gulp that dropped down his throat as he tried to come up with the right answer. At first, he really had no idea.

“I don’t know, Mistress. It is your choice to make.” Even as he spoke, there was that spark of hope deep within his chest. He could feel it race through his body.

“I think you do. Go on. Tell me, boy. Tell me what you are hoping for.”

It was her command. She had issued it, so he had to obey.

“Mistress, I want to be your slave. I want to be your boy. Please, just keep me. I will serve you to the very best of my ability.”

“Yes,” she said.

With that single word, she started the next phase of his existence. He was no longer just a captured specimen. He wasn’t some rogue boy who had to be interrogated. Instead, Peter Drake had become her new favorite piece of property. She had him, she was keeping him, and she would continue to train him to please and satisfy her as his owner.

The End
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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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Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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