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Curing Daniel 
 
      
 
    The transformation was slow and subtle. It took years, but traditional sexism died away. In its place, female supremacy grew and flourished. This new version of sexism came on slowly and sporadically. 
 
    Obviously, men pushed back. There were bloggers, activists, and politicians who tried to fight. They wrote out slogans, penned articles, and pointed out this new hypocrisy. They talked about how women had struggled so hard for equality, but now men were losing it a little bit at a time. 
 
    Only then something happened. 
 
    One by one, the men who spoke out would disappear for a couple of days, perhaps a few weeks, and then come back to their platforms. But now, they would be different. They no longer railed against this new version of sexism. They didn’t call it sexism, not anymore. Now they simply went on and on about how women deserved to be in charge. Some of them were explicit like this, taking her language to that extreme. Others, however, simply said that they had been mistaken. They had “a change of heart” and decided things weren’t as bad as they had originally believed. 
 
    When asked about their disappearances, those men simply shrugged, saying they were on vacation or at home working. These individuals weren’t constantly in the public eye, so if they went quiet for a little while, that could be expected. 
 
    The rest of us started to figure it out. 
 
    Something was happening. 
 
    Somehow, someway, these men were being transformed and changed. We didn’t even risk posting these suspicions online, especially because the men who did seemed to be those first in line to get “reformed”. That’s what some of the writers online called it, at least until they to disappeared and then came back, saying this had all been some whacked out conspiracy theory. Obviously, women weren’t really taking over the world. 
 
    Even if presidents, prime ministers, CEOs, chiefs of police, and even military officers had started to retire en masse, all of whom were replaced by women, it didn’t mean there was some kind of conspiracy. That would be ridiculous. 
 
    And yet, the rest of us watched. 
 
    Not only that, the women in our lives seemed to pick up on it. I’m sure most of them didn’t have any concrete basis for this. Maybe a sexist boss disappeared for a little while, taking a vacation, only to come back and trade his leadership position for one of servitude. There were stories about actual CEOs who decided to take a massive pay cut and reduce their rank. Apparently, leading a company had been too difficult or stressful. Or if he had been in charge, then he needed to make this act of penance, so he would become a secretary or an assistant. Some of these men even demoted themselves to the status of copy boy. 
 
    Along the way, some of us learned to be quiet. 
 
    But then, I made a decision. 
 
    I couldn’t take this. I didn’t know if it involved chemical manipulation or some other form of brainwashing, but I wasn’t going to stick around. Of course, over the last couple of years, something happened to me. 
 
    I fell in love. 
 
    I met Kelly, we started dating, and I loved how we could make each other laugh. When it came to politics, we tried to be quiet. Once or twice, she asked me who I voted for, but I just sort of shrugged, making it clear that I wasn’t that interested in politics. 
 
    Kelly, on the other hand, seemed very interested in the new slates of female candidates. As with the rest of society, it started out slowly, but the different parties started to show more and more women. These females started leaving behind the scenes before moving outward. Little by little, the different candidates running were all replaced by women. And inevitably, those same females started winning elections. They took over, and the men I could vote for were pushed further and further to the fringes. 
 
    But Kelly and I didn’t talk about this. 
 
    At one point, I took her out to dinner, and I sat down. I looked across the table, and I wanted to ask her. 
 
    At the same time, I wanted to make a simple request: let’s go. We could have left, abandoning this country and fleeing somewhere else. Obviously, there had to be countries all of the globe where women didn’t rule like this. 
 
    But as I tried to work up the nerve to ask her to leave with me, something inside of me stopped. 
 
    She was grinning, her eyes directed just over my shoulder. 
 
    I turned around, following her gaze to the TV screen. Even on mute, the TV announced at the news, the captions slipping by in black and white block letters at the bottom of the screen. Apparently, another CEO had decided to resign. Now, every company on the Fortune 500 was led by a woman. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Kelly said, clapping her hands as she leaned back in her chair. 
 
    I loved this woman, but I knew I couldn’t stay with her because I couldn’t trust her. 
 
    She may have been part of it. Maybe not. Either way, she supported this push for female supremacy. She had no interest in equality or seeing men as equals. Instead, she wished to have women rule. 
 
    I gulped, smiled along, and told her that this was great news. 
 
    And after we went home, and after she pulled off my clothes and pushed me down onto the bed and rode me hard, I slipped back out into the guest bedroom where I kept my closet. I started to pack, and then I went online. I used a proxy server to access the web as I read up on everything I would need to relocate to another country. 
 
    With every keystroke, my heart beat faster and faster. Somehow, I wasn’t thinking about how much I would miss Kelly. Instead, I worried about what might happen if she discovered my plan. 
 
    But that wouldn’t happen. She loved me. She trusted me. 
 
      
 
    It would take weeks to get ready. For one, I decided to buy a fake ID. There were rumors online, specifically on the dark web, about how many were being stopped at the borders. Any male who was married had a very low chance of getting through. Obviously, I couldn’t just ask for a divorce, not when marriages could only be dissolved with the consent of the wife after the passage of another new law. 
 
    I managed to do it, however. I learned to navigate different websites were men like me were trying to figure out what to do. And since I wasn’t the only one, there was a bustling market for the materials necessary to escape. 
 
    And that’s how I started to think of it. 
 
    Escape. 
 
    If I could get out of here, then maybe I could talk to Kelly. Maybe she would join me. I loved the idea, but I didn’t really believe it. 
 
    On some random Tuesday, I was at work. Once upon a time, programming jobs had been completely dominated by women. Over the last year, I’d been demoted from engineer to coder. When I first received word from my boss, Celeste, I had sat there. Rigid and utterly stoic, I didn’t dare show any kind of emotional response. 
 
    Blithely, she explained, “I know you’ve been trying your best, Daniel, but we have higher expectations now. I don’t think you quite have the talents to be an engineer. But you know, I think you can still contribute to our team.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said, keeping my eyes downcast. 
 
    I didn’t know exactly when I had mastered this art of subservience at work. Maybe I noticed some of the other guys do it. Maybe it was instinctual. Either way, I didn’t argue. 
 
    The boys who argued were fired right away. And why didn’t I quit? Obviously, male programmers can get hired. At best, I would show up at some other company, only to be brought on to work in the mailroom, maybe making copies or fetching coffee for the female executives who ran the place. 
 
    At work, I went through fresh lines of code. If I discovered a bug, I made a note of it, and one of the female engineers took credit. If I missed something, but it was my fault, and I risked getting fired or demoted again. 
 
    But my phone buzzed, and I glanced around, nervous. I didn’t want to give the ladies here any excuse to discipline me, but I saw Kelly’s name. The last time I didn’t pick up right away, she had gotten irritated with me. 
 
    I picked up by phone, held at my ear, and asked, “Hey. I’m at work. I can’t talk for very long. What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’m taking you out to dinner tonight,” she said. “Let’s have a nice dinner, and then I can take you home, and we can fool around. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
 
    As I had grown up, lots of older people told me about how the guys were always the aggressors in relationships. Women had learned how to deal with boys who eagerly yearned for sex. But at some point between puberty and now, women started to press harder. They became more confident in the bedroom, telling their husbands and boyfriends exactly what they wanted. 
 
    “That sounds nice,” I said, “I really need to go.” 
 
    “Tell me you love me,” she ordered. I knew she was grinning on the other end of the line. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “Say my name,” she taunted. 
 
    “I love you, Kelly.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, finally allowing me to hang up. 
 
      
 
    That night, I got off work, headed downstairs, and found Kelly waiting in her sedan. I got in the car, pressed my head against the seat, and exhaled slowly. 
 
    “Hard day?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Something like that,” I replied. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she told me. “But you know, what I said before is still true.” 
 
    I glanced over at her. Irritation rose and clawed along the inside of my chest, but I decided to feign ignorance instead. Perhaps that was one reason why so many women got comfortable teasing boys about being dumb. If all of us had to pretend like we didn’t know what was going on, then we had to look foolish. 
 
    “I don’t want to quit my job.” 
 
    “But you could be such a cute househusband. I swear, I would be a really nice boss,” she teased, glancing away from the road just long enough to grin at me. As she did, our eyes met, and I saw the little dimples along her cheeks. She had sleek, dark Brown hair, vivid eyes, and a cute nose. She was still gorgeous. I knew how much I would miss her when I eventually fled the country. 
 
    Just a few more days, I thought. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to be an option for much longer,” she said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, it’s hard for a boy in an office, right? Maybe the government will just outlaw male employees altogether.” 
 
    “What? No, they couldn’t do that,” I said, only to stop myself. 
 
    Kelly glanced back at me, arched an eyebrow, and then chuckled. “Why not? Seriously, the rate of male graduates has been dropping for years. It’s not like there are enough well-trained boy doctors or boy programmers anymore.” 
 
    It was true. 
 
    My doctor retired, I had to search out another one. When I looked through the directory, all of the names and pictures were female… 
 
    …Every single one. 
 
    “I know,” I said. 
 
    “Daniel, are you lying to me?” 
 
    The muscles along my shoulders and down my forearms all tensed up at the same time, but I hoped she couldn’t tell just how nervous I became. 
 
    We continued to drive, and I probably took too long to answer, but I eventually said, “No. Besides, what would I even be lying about?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “But hey, I need to stop by the pharmacy to pick up a prescription. You don’t mind if we do that, do you?” 
 
    “No. That’s fine,” I told her, noting my opinion didn’t matter anyway since she was the one driving. 
 
    She turned off of the main road, headed down toward one of the big hospitals downtown, and then we stopped at the enormous garage. She got out, headed toward the main entrance, and I sat there, a little bit confused. Normally, she hit the neighborhood pharmacy whenever she needed something. 
 
    This was fine. 
 
    It was just my imagination. 
 
    Kelly didn’t know about my plans. 
 
    As I held onto those thoughts, I got out of the car, scrambled after her, and eventually caught up. I grabbed her hand, she gave me a reassuring squeeze. “Everything is going to be okay,” she said. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    When we got to the hospital’s main entryway, she didn’t check the directory. I started to glance to the left and right as I searched out the pharmacy, but she tightened her hold on my hands and took to me toward the elevator bank. 
 
    “I know the way,” she said confidently. 
 
    “Are you sure? Pharmacies are usually on the first floor.” 
 
    “Trust me,” she said. 
 
    One of the elevator doors opened before I could glance at the map, so I had to assume she had been here before. We stepped inside and she confidently hit the button for the fifth floor. 
 
    Gravity tugged on us as we rode up through the building. 
 
    “I love you, Daniel,” she said. 
 
    I blinked, a little bit concerned. It wasn’t the words, not exactly. We said this to one another all the time, except now there was some strange edge in her tone, something lurking just beneath the surface. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I don’t like it when my husband lies to me,” she said. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I asked, too defensive to be entirely innocent, especially when my mind flew right back to my packed luggage, my illegal ID, and the money I had been surreptitiously pulling from a hidden bank account. 
 
    “I know what you’re trying to do, Daniel. I know you’re trying to leave me. You want to run off to some other country, probably hook up with some girl who will bat her eyes at the rich American and do whatever you want.” 
 
    “No,” I said right away as I pumped as much innocence as I could into my answer. “It’s not like that.” 
 
    Before I could say another word, the doors dinged open, and there were two powerful women standing there, waiting for us. They reached into the elevator car and grabbed me, their arms muscled, their hands firm against my wrists and biceps as they yanked me forward. 
 
    Having never been manhandled like this, I didn’t know what to expect. 
 
    I turned my head as much as I could, doing my best to see my wife as I called out to her, “Kelly, what’s going on? What’s happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Kelly Smith,” said another female voice. Her words were smooth, calm, and confident. I turned back as she used that new system of naming married men. Once upon a time, women were referred to by their husbands’ names, but the trend had been reversed. It started out as a joke online and quickly morphed into a new movement. 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked even as I turned back to the speaker. She was a woman with sleek black hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. She wore black, flared pants, a white shirt and a dark red blouse with a lab coat on top. A stethoscope dangled from around her neck. 
 
    “My name is Dr. Sydney Tyler, and I’m going to be your treating physician,” she said. 
 
    “My what?” I demanded, yanking as hard as I could on the women holding me. Unfortunately, they refused to let go. I thrashed from side to side, pulling and twisting as best I could, yet it didn’t make any difference. 
 
    “You’re a very sick man,” Dr. Tyler said to me. “Your wife is very concerned.” 
 
    “Kelly, tell them there’s nothing wrong with me!” I demanded. 
 
    But then Kelly stepped in front of us, and she reached out. With a pained expression on her face, she cupped my cheeks in the palms of her hands, and she said, “This is going to be good for you. They’ve treated lots of boys just like you, Daniel. They’ll make you better.” 
 
    “Better? Better how?” I asked. 
 
    “After a few surgeries and psychological conditioning, you’ll feel like a brand-new man,” the doctor said. She held a tablet computer under one arm, only now she lifted it, checked her screen, and seemed to make a final decision. “Please take him to Exam Room C.” 
 
    The two women holding my arms quickly nodded and shoved me forward, walking me down a long, simply carpeted floor and down to another doorway. One of the women took out a key, opened the lock, and we stepped inside. 
 
    When I saw the exam room, my heart started beating faster. The central piece of furniture, a simple, curved table seemed innocuous enough except for one thing. 
 
    Near the tops and bottoms of this padded rectangle, there were restraints, simple, pale brown leather waiting for wrists and ankles. 
 
    When I saw that, I glanced over my shoulder again. “Kelly, look, I don’t know what you’re trying to do here, but you need to call this off right now. Please, just call this off! If we have a problem, we can talk about it. We can figure it out at home.” 
 
    “You know,” she said, sounding sincere, “That’s what I thought at first too, but then I started talking to some of my friends, and they said this would be for the best. After thinking about it for the while, I agreed. So now, you will do whatever Dr. Tyler says because you want to be a good boy for me. I know you do.” 
 
    All at once, I saw this woman for what she had become. When we first met, maybe she was capable of respecting men like me. But now, she had become one of them: a female supremacist. 
 
    My fingers pushed down at the palms of my hands, and hot, incandescent anger surged through my body as I tried to break away. I pulled as hard as I could, twisting and thrashing. I braced my feet against the floor, pushing forward as best I could. 
 
    The two female orderlies had no problem holding me. I thrashed about like some little kid trying to get away from his parents. 
 
    “Restrain him,” Dr. Tyler instructed. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But it was too late because these women dragged me forward. They lifted me up as though I weighed almost nothing at all. They pushed me down onto my back. They grabbed my arms, shoving them down toward the top corners. I felt the squish of the padding beneath my arms. 
 
    “Stop this. Stop it right now!” I demanded, probably coming off more like some petulant customer. 
 
    The women worked, pulling one restraint over my right wrist and tightening it. The fuzzy padding made it so I couldn’t hurt myself even as I continued to pull and punch out. 
 
    They strapped down my other arm, then both of my ankles. No matter how hard I fought, nothing seemed to help. None of it made the slightest difference. Within a few more seconds, I was utterly helpless, and all of the women in the room knew it. 
 
    “Just tell me what’s going on,” I finally pleaded. 
 
    Some of the fight abandoned me. Although my muscles remained locked up and tensed, I knew I wouldn’t be able to break their hold on me. 
 
    Kelly stepped beside me, stroked my cheek, and said, “I know that you are struggling with an illness. It’s sexism, sweetie. Misogyny. You still think that there’s supposed to be a natural order to the world.” 
 
    “Equality,” I said. “I believe in equality.” 
 
    The women looked back at one another, but it was the doctor who finally said, “Lots of boys think they believe in equality, but they don’t, not really. You see, equality is an impossibility. Women and men are fundamentally different, so they can’t be treated equally. Equality would imply that all people are just that, people. But we are different. Women are suited for specific tasks like leadership and strategy, while men are better suited for physical labor and domestic servitude.” 
 
    “You can’t believe that!” I said, my voice rising. 
 
    One of the orderlies chuckled and said, “If you don’t keep your voice down, will have to bring out the ball gag.” 
 
    I didn’t believe it. I couldn’t accept any of this! 
 
    I looked over at Kelly and tried again. “Please, don’t do this. Please, whatever it is, just don’t do it.” 
 
    Adrenaline-fueled dread spread through my body as I thought of those men who had once argued against female supremacy. Eventually, they all embraced it, talking about how men had a certain purpose in life. We were meant to serve. We are meant to obey. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Kelly said. “This is going to be for your own good. I know you don’t see it yet, but I want you to be happy. This is going to make you happy.” 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    Dr. Tyler approached. With her arms held behind her back, she seemed more professorial, like a teacher trying to explain some difficult concept at community college, “Would you like to know what will happen to you?” 
 
    I hated offering up anything even resembling cooperation, but I didn’t see any choice, “Fine. Tell me.” Perhaps some part of me hoped that by asking, I might be able to delay the inevitable. 
 
    “Are you familiar with psychological programming?” 
 
    “Like what, brainwashing?” I asked, spitting out each word with a snide edge. 
 
    “Brainwashing is a crude term,” Dr. Tyler said. “What we offer here is substantially more powerful. By combining pleasure, pain, and subliminal stimulus, we are able to correct certain negative behavioral traits such as sexism and misogyny.” 
 
    “You’re advocating for sexism,” I growled back at her. 
 
    All four of the women in the small exam room chuckled. 
 
    With my legs spread and my arms trapped above my head, I felt like a bug on display. Their leering grins didn’t help. 
 
    “Oh, Daniel,” Kelly said, “That isn’t true. That isn’t true at all.” 
 
    I bit down, fighting the urge to snarl something rude. When the orderly threatened to use a ball gag on me, I believed her. 
 
    Dr. Tyler added, “I understand how embarrassing and frightening all of this can be, especially for a boy such as yourself.” 
 
    Boy. She didn’t call me a man or even a patient. 
 
    “But this will be for the best. In time, you will see that you are much happier once your misogyny has been cured.” 
 
    “It isn’t misogyny if I want to be your equal.” 
 
    “But you can’t be her equal,” Kelly told me. “She’s a doctor, and you’re a coder. In fact, you’ll probably end up as one of the copy boys pretty soon. But that’s okay. You don’t need to feel bad about it. Instead of resenting people who are superior to you, maybe you should just try to be your very best self.” 
 
    “Kelly, you can’t be serious.” 
 
    “I love you, Daniel, and I want you to be happy. If this is what it takes to cure you, then we will do it.” 
 
    “But there’s nothing wrong with me!” I growled again, snarling as I twisted and pulled against the bonds. Those medical straps did their job and held me down, ensuring these women could do whatever they wanted. 
 
    “You can go now,” Dr. Tyler said to the orderlies. 
 
    One of the girls winked at me before she disappeared out the door. The other followed a few seconds later. 
 
    Just as they left, another female arrived. This one wore a simple, snug white dress, and she had a matching cap on the top of her head. A nurse. 
 
    “Please strip him while I conduct his interview,” Dr. Tyler said. 
 
    Strip him? 
 
    Momentarily, hope flared through my chest. If they really wished to strip me, then they would have to release me from the bonds. Without the two orderlies here, I could probably break between them, run down the hall, and make my escape. 
 
    That hope flared fast and died even more quickly because the nurse went over to one of the drawers, and she pulled out a pair of scissors. 
 
    I looked over at Kelly again, desperately hoping to find some sign of reluctance on her beautiful face. 
 
    She seemed marginally curious, like she wished to see how this procedure might be implemented. Beyond that, there was no doubt, no hesitation. She really believed this would be best. 
 
    How could I change her mind? 
 
    In college, one of my professors gave a lecture about how flexible arguments could be. She went on and on about how the right words, phrases, and sentences strung together could alter the course of history. But right then, I only needed to change my wife’s mind. There had to be something I could do, some way to get her to reconsider. 
 
    “Please, Kelly,” I said. “I love you. Don’t let them do this to me.” 
 
    “Poor boy. You still don’t understand. This is going to be good for you. It’s going to be good for us.” 
 
    “What is going to happen? What exactly?” 
 
    Dr. Tyler stepped forward to field my question, “We are going to reprogram you, Daniel.” I hated how she used my name. Even worse, her tone seemed almost conciliatory, like she thought this information might somehow make me feel better. 
 
    “You can’t program a person,” I grunted back at her. 
 
    Dr. Tyler chuckled. She gave a quick nod of her head, making her high ponytail swing back and forth. “Oh, I assure you that it is possible. Lots of young men just like you have gone through this or a similar treatment. In the end, they’re all so much happier because they develop a better sense of themselves and how they fit into the world.” 
 
    “As what?” I growled, “A slave?” 
 
    “Slave is such an ugly word,” Dr. Tyler replied without blinking. “Think of yourself as a servant. There is a natural order to the world. Men are meant to follow, and women are meant to lead. This is the simple fact of the matter.” 
 
    “Kelly, you can’t believe this!” 
 
    “I think it’s going to be for your own good,” she said. “Boys are notoriously bad at taking care of themselves. Just look at how you can barely feed yourself.” 
 
    “What? Because I skipped lunch sometimes?” I asked, unable to believe what I was hearing. 
 
    “That’s just one example,” she said. “You push yourself too hard. You don’t listen to me. If you just followed my orders, you would be so much happier and healthier.” 
 
    “Oh, he will be,” Dr. Tyler reassured her. “He will be.” 
 
    The nurse flashed a bubbly smile, glanced over at her superior, and asked, “Could I get started, doctor?” 
 
    “Yes,” Dr. Tyler replied with a quick nod. 
 
    The young woman stepped forward, grabbed the cuff of my pant leg, held it up, and started to snap. She cut through the fabric, easily slicing the material between the sharpened blades of her scissors. 
 
    Just a moment later, I felt the dull edge against my skin as she worked her way up, past my shin, over my knee, and then along my thigh. Once she shredded that first half, she worked on the other pant leg. 
 
    I threw my head back, bit down, and struggled to think of something to make these women stop. “This can’t be legal,” I said. 
 
    “Under the Male Protection Act, I assure you it is. As a medical professional, I have every right to prescribe whatever cure I see fit in the case of a defiant or willful young man who isn’t capable of taking care of himself.” 
 
    Damn it! Like so many other men, I loathed how these women said that all of this was for my own good. They wouldn’t let me make that decision. They thought they knew better… 
 
    The nurse cut through my pants, my shirt, and then my boxers. She slipped off my shoes without damaging them. Next, she took away my socks. Within the span of a few minutes, she stripped me completely, shredding my boxers and making sure that I was utterly naked, like some laboratory experiment spread out before these females. 
 
    “Your reprogramming won’t be painful,” Dr. Tyler promised. “In fact, we will keep you sedated so long that your body will have a chance to heal after the implants are inserted.” 
 
    “What kind of implants?” I asked. 
 
    Somehow, I didn’t think she would answer, but the nurse smiled and looked over at Kelly. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Then the answer occurred to me. Dr. Tyler didn’t see me as a person, so she didn’t bother asking me when it came to questions of my treatment. Rather, the doctor looked to my wife, the woman who would be responsible for me. 
 
    I bit down, desperate to lash out, get out of the leather shackles that held me in place, spread out and helpless before them. Finally, Kelly made her decision. “I think it’s okay if you go ahead and tell him.” 
 
    “Three implants,” Dr. Tyler said. “The first one is a tracker. Your wife has every right to know where you are at all times. This way, if you get lost, the police will be able to find you without any trouble.” 
 
    My nostrils flared, and I sneered, “You just want to make sure I can’t run away.” 
 
    “Think about how much trouble you could get in if you ran away,” Kelly said. She put her hand on my chest. She noticed how anger prompted my heart to kick wildly beneath the bars of my rib cage, she didn’t say anything about it. “I really care about you, Daniel. I don’t want you to go out and get lost. The world is a big, dangerous place.” 
 
    “I’m not a child. I can take care of myself.” 
 
    “You’re a boy, and you can’t,” Dr. Tyler said with the vehemence that made it abundantly clear she would never believe in my own competence or independence. Like so many other women, she viewed males as inherently inferior. 
 
    Considering how the women of the world had managed to take over despite so many disadvantages, perhaps she was right. But then I shook my head and refused to consider that possibility. 
 
    When I didn’t answer her, Dr. Tyler continued, giving me the information I yearned for despite my trepidation. “The second implant contains a variety of chemicals which will be released into your body.” 
 
    “What kind?” I asked. 
 
    “Would my answer matter? Do you have an advanced degree in biological chemistry or neurological stimulation?” 
 
    Obviously, I didn’t. 
 
    I pressed my lips together as she chuckled. “There is no shame in it. You’re a boy, and your worldview is limited. There’s nothing wrong with that. You only feel bad if you try to push yourself to be something you’re not. That’s your problem, Daniel. And that’s what we’re going to fix.” 
 
    I bit down, locking my jaw and gritting my teeth as I glared at the ceiling. 
 
    “Now, the third one is probably my favorite. If you are a very good boy, you’ll never even notice it’s there.” 
 
    “What does it do?” 
 
    “Only disobedient boys ever find out for themselves.” 
 
    “What does it do?” I demanded, speaking faster as the desperation slipped into my voice. 
 
    “The third implant is used for electrical punishment.” 
 
    “Electrical punishment,” I said, repeating the words as though they belonged to a foreign language. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kelly said, each word vibrating with excitement. “If you misbehave, I can use an app on my phone to deliver a powerful electrical shock. It won’t hurt you. I did all the research, and I know it’s really painful if you disobey me, but it won’t actually damage you. Isn’t that amazing?” 
 
    “No…Kelly…no, you can’t…please,” I said. 
 
    “I think it’s time for the sedative,” said the doctor. 
 
    “Understood,” replied the chipper, cheerful nurse. She opened another cabinet, pulled out some kind of canister, and that’s when she connected the plastic mask. 
 
    Realizing this might be my last chance, I looked over at Kelly. Under other circumstances, I could have tried to threaten her with divorce, but that wasn’t a legal possibility any longer. Instead, I could only pant, frightened and desperate as I tried, “Please. If you let me go, I swear, I can be obedient. I can do it if you want. We don’t have to go through with this!” 
 
    She reached out and put her fingers in the palm of my hand. She gave me a gentle, reassuring squeeze and said, “Look at me, Daniel.” 
 
    I obeyed, my eyes finding her brown irises. 
 
    At the same moment, the nurse put the mask over my face and held it in place. Some strange, almost sweet-smelling concoction pumped through the plastic tube from the canister up against my mouth and nostrils. 
 
    “Daniel, just relax. Just relax and breathe. When you wake up, everything will be so much better. Yes, it will. You get retrained, you’ll come home, and you won’t have to worry about thinking for yourself.” 
 
    “Please. Don’t do this. You don’t want a slave!” 
 
    As I spoke, I instinctively inhaled. Dumb mistake. 
 
    My wife looked down at me as my vision – tripled. It felt as though the women around me multiplied. The chemicals must’ve been incredibly powerful because I was already losing consciousness. Warm tingling seemed to spread through my body while the corners of my vision became fuzzy and distorted. 
 
    “There, there,” my wife said as she ran her fingers through my hair. All three of these women stood around me, watching and waiting for me to lose consciousness. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Dr. Tyler said. “Your wife will take care of everything. She will make all the decisions while you are unconscious. She will decide exactly what happens to you. You’re in the best of hands.” 
 
    I tried to shake my head, to protest one more time, yet my voice failed me as I lost consciousness. Darkness swept up over my vision as my eyelids fell, and this time I couldn’t get them up again. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, I attempted to move. I felt my arms around my chest, and I just wanted to stretch my hands over my head. 
 
    Somehow, I had the sense of time having gone by. But how much? A few hours? 
 
    When I tried to stretch my arms out, I felt the snug material around my limbs and torso. I squirmed, feeling better. My muscles ached, but it wasn’t that bad. 
 
    Then I remembered. 
 
    The doctor. 
 
    The ride in the elevator. 
 
    My wife petting my head and smiling down at me as she considered what my future might look like. 
 
    A combination of adrenaline and fear shot through my veins, prompting me to open my eyes. I looked around, saw a potted plant in the corner first, a large screen a few feet away, and my legs. 
 
    I wore simple, white pants, and there were brown, medical restraints around my ankles. Instinctively, I attempted to pull my limbs away, only to feel the straps jingle and jangle. 
 
    Biting down, I thought of calling out for help, only to remember where I was. This hospital was controlled by women bent on turning men like me into slaves. I puffed up my cheeks, took a slow breath, and realized something. 
 
    Obviously, I could still think for myself. If I was worried about what might’ve happened, I obviously wasn’t some reprogrammed pet. 
 
    I sat up as much as I could, looked down along the length of my body, and that’s when I grimaced. My arms were trapped at my sides because I was wearing a straitjacket. I tugged and twisted against the bonds, rotating my torso is much as I could, but it was pretty obvious. I wouldn’t be able to break free, no matter how hard I tried. 
 
    So instead, I puffed out my cheeks, sat back, and tried to come up with some sort of plan. 
 
    Hungry for information, I glanced around the rest of the room. There was a large window to my left, but it only looked out onto the city. No help there. It was dark, but I could see the last wisps of sunlight dipping down below the horizon. Or maybe the sun was rising? It could’ve been early evening or very early morning. Without a clock or calendar, I couldn’t be certain. 
 
    Escape. 
 
    I pulled against the straitjacket, hugging and twisting, flexing my arms as much as the constrictive material allowed. 
 
    Nothing helped. 
 
    Somehow I didn’t really think that it would. I didn’t have any theory or true rage to draw upon. 
 
    Then the door finally opened. I glanced around and spotted it, a camera. The women in this hospital were probably watching me, studying me as part of my “treatment”. 
 
    But when I saw Dr. Tyler, I immediately dipped my eyes downward. And it felt good. I didn’t understand why. 
 
    Then I remembered something: the implants. 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” I said, but I couldn’t speak with any kind of vehemence or passion. 
 
    “Oh?” The young woman sounded amused as her lab coat swayed around her. “Tell me about that,” she said, grabbing a chair and pulling it up beside my bed. She had her tablet again, only now she wielded the stylus. 
 
    “I’m going to find someone. This has to be illegal.” 
 
    “And who do you think is going to worry about that? Do you think the president is going to care? You think she’s going to be interested in you? Well, what about the mayor? Will she worry about you?” 
 
    I gulped, feeling my throat clench and my insides tighten because she was right. Every power structure in the country had been taken over by women. 
 
    “Someone internationally,” I said. 
 
    “There are still a few countries where men are treated like independent citizens, but you really think that’s going to last much longer?” Dr. Tyler asked me. 
 
    “Think about it. Think about the inevitability of history.” 
 
    Her words seemed to wash over me, and I somehow felt instinctive yearning to listen. 
 
    But why? Why did she sound so reasonable and rational? When she walked into the room, why did I need to look away, suddenly nervous and excited at the same time? Why did her presence seem to push the resistance from my body? 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I finally said. This wasn’t a remark of a rebellious man. Instead, I came off more like some curious little kid eager to understand how trains worked or why the sun went down at night. 
 
    “No, you don’t understand. But you will. Now, tell me about your wife.” 
 
    “I love her. But she betrayed me.” 
 
    “If she came in here right now, what would you do with her?” 
 
    I gulped. A strange impulse flashed through my body because I knew I would forgive her. I would dip my head down and tell her that it was okay. 
 
    “You feel it, don’t you?” 
 
    “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Did you know that it’s very difficult to define emotions?” 
 
    I blinked, confused. What did that have to do with anything? 
 
    Dr. Tyler chuckled. “It’s true. If you stop and think about it, we experience all of these different emotions, but setting specific boundaries becomes very difficult. For example, is there a difference between terror and excitement? Or is every kind of fear the same, just to varying degrees?” 
 
    Parting my lips, I wanted to tell her that I didn’t understand. 
 
    Dr. Tyler didn’t seem to mind. She continued her lecture, “What about aggravation? Is that just another form of anger, or should we consider it to be its own sensation and emotion altogether?” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I confessed. 
 
    “Just listen,” she said. 
 
    I kept my lips parted as I struggled to argue with her. None of this was relevant! She had to let me go! They couldn’t keep me here as a prisoner and perform invasive surgeries. Hadn’t she taken the Hippocratic Oath? Didn’t she have a responsibility to her patients? 
 
    She thinks she’s doing the right thing for me. She thinks she’s taking care of me. She thinks that I’m a boy who needs her to make decisions for me. Those answers fluttered through my head. And somehow, they made me feel…good? 
 
    “We don’t really think about our emotions until we actually stop and try to analyze them. And once you do, you can see that the range of emotional experiences are far more complicated than most people want to believe. Yes, there is a reductive tendency to believe that there is only anger, fear, happiness, and sadness, but that’s an oversimplification.” 
 
    Dr. Tyler paused, glanced down at me, almost as though she needed to check to make sure I didn’t look too confused. You know, for a boy. 
 
    Apparently, I passed her test because she continued, “Then there are other emotions. My favorite is one that men experience most powerfully.” 
 
    My stomach started to sink. This time, I pushed through the urge to be quiet, do as she said, and simply listen. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Subservience,” she said, making it sound natural and perhaps even inevitable. “That is another emotion.” 
 
    “Subservience isn’t an emotion,” I growled back. 
 
    “And I told you to be quiet,” she said, her voice hardening just a tiny bit. 
 
    I should have left, snorting in her face and telling her she could go screw herself despite the straitjacket, the straps around my ankles, and at the hospital all around us. 
 
    Instead, I closed my mouth, and another sensation coursed through me. I felt chastised, like I genuinely regretted resisting her. 
 
    “You can feel it. I can see it in your eyes. Right now, you’re experiencing it, that sensation of subservience. It’s a brand-new emotion. You want to serve. You want to obey. When a woman walks into this room, you want to defer to her authority because you recognize her superiority.” 
 
    Practically trapped in my own body, I struggled against of the psychological or chemical bonds that gave me these new instincts. And yet, I stayed there on my back, staring forward as I tried to work up the resolve to argue. 
 
    “Tell me you’re eager to serve.” 
 
    My lips parted. 
 
    At the last second, I growled back, “No. I won’t. I won’t do it!” 
 
    “But you want to,” she replied without looking disappointed. “That’s the point. And besides, this is only the first stage of your psychological reprogramming. Giving you the emotional drive to obey women is only the beginning. Let’s get you started with the next stage.” 
 
    As if on cue, the nurse walked back into the room. She held something in her hands, a ball gag. 
 
    “No. Don’t,” I started to say. But I made a mistake. By opening my mouth, I made it easy for this professional to shove the ball between my teeth. She strapped it in, and then the two women stepped back. I grunted and growled. Since I knew they wouldn’t be able to understand me, it was easy to overcome that sense of subservience and the desire to obey. 
 
    “You’ll feel differently after a couple of treatments,” Dr. Tyler promised. She grabbed a controller and turned on the TV. “Be sure to watch every second.” 
 
      
 
    Because she told me to watch every second, I closed my eyes immediately, determined to block out whatever stimulation the intended to force upon me. 
 
    The women walked away, leaving me alone. At first, I kept my eyes closed just as I planned. 
 
    Be sure to watch every second. 
 
    There was something about Dr. Tyler’s voice, the playful, teasing tone, each beautiful note. I wanted to obey. I wanted to surrender to her. It would have been so easy. After all, she was a woman… 
 
    No! 
 
    I tried to think about something else and somehow stumbled upon a few memories from sixth grade. Back then, my best friend was a kid named Stephen. His older brother went to the same middle school. Tall, confident, and incredibly charismatic, Stephen’s older brother usually had a gaggle of girls following after him. They were also interested in flirting with him. Whenever he turned in their directions, those girls would blush slightly, maybe nibble on their lower lip, or look away. They were also hungry for his attention. 
 
    Then they realized that Stephen was his little brother, and they started to tease him. They chatted with him, talking to him, teasing him as though he were their little brother. Stephen didn’t have a chance with them, but I remembered looking on, so terribly jealous as those girls put their hands on his shoulders, his biceps, or even run their fingers through his hair. Through his older brother, Stephen became their mascot. 
 
    At the time, I thought the whole thing was stupid. If he had any self-respect, he would have told those girls to get lost. 
 
    But really, another corrosive sensation coursed through the pit of my stomach: jealousy. I wanted to be the object of affection for those girls. I wanted them to touch me, to tease me. I wanted them to give me nicknames and tell me I was cute. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Trying to push those thoughts away, I made the mistake of opening my eyes, and that’s when I saw the kaleidoscopic colors play along the screen in front of me. 
 
    For a second, I just blinked, confused. What was I even looking at? Were they running some kind of screensaver? Seriously, watching the waves of blue fall into curves of yellow which morphed into shades of green didn’t seem like anything special. 
 
    But then the thought occurred to me. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    I blinked and tried to look away. I wanted to raise my chin, plant my face toward the ceiling, and turn from those colors. Instead, I kept looking. It was like trying to stop yourself from scratching. You understand what you should do, yet you can’t make your body obey. It’s like the theoretical difference between “can” and “will”. If you can do something but you won’t, does that mean you actually possess the ability? 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Come on! I told myself to shut my eyes. I managed to blink, only to open them right away. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Somehow, those colors conveyed those thoughts, injecting them straight into the ephemeral space of my mind. Worse, they felt true. 
 
    Males needed to obey. Men needed to surrender. Women deserved to rule. Women were better and stronger and smarter. I couldn’t help but think about those documentaries that peppered public television about how the female sex was genuinely superior. Smarter, stronger, faster, and always more capable and emotionally controlled, these women knew how to work together to form a better society. 
 
    Occasionally, the documentarians would talk about what this all might mean, but it was supposed to be a joke. Women wouldn’t really take over. And yet, the implications always hung on the air as a possibility. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    The words tumbled down against me when I thought it. When I relaxed, they seemed to slip into my psyche, telling me what I already knew… 
 
      
 
    I lost track of the sessions. If I simply relaxed and watched the screen, time faded away. I could’ve been there for a few minutes or a few days. But then a nurse would come in, deliver some food, something to drink, and she would feed me like I was some little kid. 
 
    Each time, I tried to summon the courage to make a request. I needed to ask her to let me out of the straitjacket. 
 
    But as I searched for my bravery, she would inevitably smile, pet me, or tell me that I was doing a great job with my treatment. And just like that, I knew I wouldn’t be able to say anything else. 
 
    The sessions came and went. The words washed over me, again and again and again. The repetition made them irresistible. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    Then it was time for Kelly to take me home. 
 
      
 
    When Dr. Tyler walked into the room, she smiled at me, and she asked, “how are you feeling?” 
 
    Before I even had the chance to hesitate, she added, “Tell me the truth.” 
 
    And the thought of lying instantly vanished from between my ears. 
 
    “Subservient. Good.” 
 
    “Does it feel good to be subservient?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “And if I told you that you should address every woman as Miss, what you think of that?” 
 
    “I think that would feel good,” I told her, unable to lie. As a male, I needed to obey. As a man, I had to surrender because women ruled. I couldn’t tell if those thoughts were mine or the lingering program. Either way, I hadn’t lied. It did feel good to obey. Subservience was wonderful. It felt like completion, as though I had finally found were I truly belonged. My doctor had solved all of the existential crises modern men might face as they wondered who they should be and what they needed to do. 
 
    “Do it,” she said casually. 
 
    Just then, the door opened, and my wife stepped in. 
 
    “Hey, Daniel. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I feel good, Miss.” 
 
    Kelly looked over at the doctor. The two women studied one another for a moment. Having done this many times before, Dr. Tyler wore and accomplished smile, but my wife burst out laughing. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not fair. I shouldn’t laugh,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. He’s not offended.” 
 
    With a few lingering giggles still curving the lips of her mouth, Kelly glanced down at me, “Are you offended?” 
 
    “No, Miss,” I said. If part of me wanted to resist or lie to her, I couldn’t find the vocabulary to try. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” she said. “Now, would you like to come home with me?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    “Beg,” Kelly said, making it sound like an offhand request. 
 
    I pressed my lips together for just a moment as one of those small, lingering shards of defiance tried to reassert itself. But then I thought of the program again. I was a male, and I needed to obey. I had to serve. Not only that, this wasn’t only an obligation. Without even really trying, I knew asking my wife for the opportunity to go home with her would make me feel so good. 
 
    “Please, Miss. Please, may I come home with you? Please, I swear, I will do whatever I can to please you. I will work so hard to make you happy.” After I stopped, I felt winded, as though my lungs couldn’t get quite enough oxygen into the rest of my body. 
 
    Kelly smiled, stroked my cheek with the back of her hand, and glanced back at the doctor. “Thank you for curing my husband. Oh, Daniel, thank the nice woman.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dr. Tyler,” I said, careful to use her title. But after a second, I realized that wasn’t a victory because it just reasserted her competence, education, and power. Whether I liked it or not, I had learned how to be an obedient male. 
 
    The doctor helped me out of the restraints. She loosened the shackles around my ankles, and then they pulled me out of the straitjacket. When they finished, I looked around, wishing I could summon the strength to try to escape. Instead, I bowed my head low as my wife took me by the hand and guided me out of the hospital. 
 
      
 
    On the ride home, Kelly spoke. She talked about some of her friends, our neighbors, the usual stuff. There wasn’t anything especially exciting or amazing, but I listened diligently, nodding along and sounding sufficiently impressed with every remark. 
 
    I was a good boy for her, and she appreciated it. 
 
    Strangely enough, I expected some sort of strange interrogation. I anticipated some moment when my wife would sit me down and ask about my treatment. But then, she had been the customer at the hospital, not me. She must have gone through some discussion with the doctor, not to mention her own research before I even stepped foot in the facility. 
 
    When she got out of the car, I followed her, about a step behind. I didn’t do this based off of any specific instruction or commandment. It didn’t even have anything to do with the programming as far as I could tell, yet those words still echoed in my mind. 
 
    Males must obey. Men must surrender. Women rule. 
 
    At this point, those words seemed more like a whisper, something I didn’t need to think about. They were simply true. 
 
    She went into the house, lowered her things by the front door just as she had always done, and then she strolled over to the couch before sitting down. 
 
    “Tell me about your treatment.” 
 
    “What would you like to know, Miss?” 
 
    “As cute as that is, I don’t think you should call me that.” 
 
    I exhaled with relief. 
 
    “Address me as your Master.” 
 
    I gulped and obeyed at once, “Yes, Master.” 
 
    She leaned back in the couch, the cushions squeaking behind her as she shook her head and started giggling. “Wow. This is really amazing. I mean, you hear about boys like you getting retrained, but to see it in person? It’s pretty fantastic.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” I said. 
 
    “Enough of that. I think I prefer Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    “Kneel in front of me,” she said. 
 
    I obeyed, bending my knees and lowering myself before her like some medieval serf in front of a princess. 
 
    “Oh, that really is wonderful,” she said. “Do you like that? Do you like being my servant boy?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Mistress. It feels like the right thing to do.” 
 
    “No, there’s more to it than just that,” she said with confidence. As a woman, she knew she would always have the right to speak over me. Simultaneously, she had studied the process, so she knew what I didn’t want to admit. 
 
    “Do you love being on your knees right now? Does it feel like the right thing to do?” 
 
    My lips hardened into a nervous line, but only for a moment. Then I surrendered, “Yes, Mistress. I dipped my head down low, bobbing my chin as I gave her what she expected. 
 
    “That’s really good to hear! I love knowing that my boy is ready to be obedient for me. I love knowing how you feel.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” I said, surrendering again. 
 
    “Strip,” she said. “Jessica has her husband do this all the time. I wanted to try it with you for a while.” 
 
    “May I ask what you want to try, Mistress?” 
 
    “Think of this as me putting you through your paces,” she explained. “You need to be in the proper frame of mind.” 
 
    Truthfully, I told her, “I’m not sure if I’m capable of anything else.” 
 
    “Then aren’t you a lucky boy?” 
 
    My fingers darted down the length of my torso as I unbuttoned my shirt, shrugged it off, and removed the T-shirt beneath. Next, I unbuckled my pants, pulling them down the length of my legs even as I yanked off my shoes and peeled away my socks. Pretty soon, I wore nothing but my boxers. 
 
    Those didn’t last any longer than the rest of my clothing. 
 
    I stripped, removing one layer after another until I was naked for my Mistress. With my heart pounding, I kneeled again, naked and subservient before her. Before going to the hospital, I would have hated every second of this. 
 
    “They didn’t demonstrate the shock implant, did they?” 
 
    “Shock implant?” I asked. 
 
    “And look at that. You forgot to call me your Mistress, so I guess you have to be punished anyway.” Her eyes sparkled with amused delight, like she couldn’t imagine anything more entertaining. She reached over, grabbed her purse, and took her time as she fished out her phone. 
 
    She scrolled along the screen, finding what she needed. “Are you ready? From what I understand, this is going to sting.” 
 
    I gulped, looked at her again. For a moment, I thought I could summon the courage to ask her to try something else. I could have reasoned with her, perhaps pointing out that there were other ways to discipline me. Besides, I genuinely yearned to obey her (I couldn’t help myself!), yet her finger had already started to descend. 
 
    She pressed the button, the signal jumped from her device to the implant hidden somewhere in my body. 
 
    Pain! 
 
    The world stopped existing. I twitched, throwing myself down onto the floor as electricity pummeled me from every direction. It felt as though every nerve in my body cried out all at once, overwhelming me. 
 
    My thoughts disappeared. 
 
    Pain. Just pain. 
 
    The agony finally dissipated, yet I kept twitching on the floor. 
 
    “Stand,” she said. 
 
    Despite the rush of agony, I scurried to obey, practically jumping up onto my feet. I kept my hands at my sides, but she gave a quick shake of her head. “I want to inspect you. Keep your shoulders up and cross your wrists at the small of your back,” she instructed. 
 
    I obeyed. 
 
    “And don’t look at me. Keep your head up and your gaze straight.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said, unwilling to make the same mistake twice. 
 
    Thus positioned, I waited for her to inspect me. 
 
    Instead of rising right away, she asked, “How did that feel?” 
 
    “Mistress, it hurt.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “And guess what? That implant is connected to your tracker. If you try to run away, guess what happens?” 
 
    “You would punish me, Mistress.” 
 
    Resisting the temptation to look down at her, I instead maintained my pose just the way she wanted. I tried to think of myself as a mannequin, a doll, or maybe a puppet. 
 
    “That’s right!” She clapped her hands together. But then the mirth fell away from her beautiful face. “You should know, I don’t want to punish you. I never want to hurt you, Daniel. But it’s important for you to understand that actions have consequences, and if you try to run away, you could get hurt or lost, and I won’t let that happen.” 
 
    There it was again, the argument that these women did all of this for our benefit. 
 
    And yet, it felt good to hear her worry about me. I continued to look straight ahead, but my voice dropped a little bit as I said, “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy. I’m very proud of you. Now, get down on your hands and knees. Crawl over here.” As she spoke, she sat up a little bit, peeling back her skirt and raising her buttocks from the couch. She grabbed her panties and pulled them down, not even bothering to remove her shoes. 
 
    I gulped as the moisture drained away from my mouth and one desire overwhelmed me. 
 
    “You want to serve me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Then get down on your knees and beg for the privilege. I’ve been waiting quite a while to hear you beg.” 
 
    I gulped, surrendering, lowered myself to my knees, and surrendered as I turned back to her. I crawled toward her, and then I brought my hands together, my knuckles turned up as I pleaded with her, “Please, Mistress. Please, may serve you? May I pleasure you? Please, Mistress, I just want to make you feel good. Please, please, Mistress, may I lick you?” 
 
    Reaching down, she ran her fingers through my hair and took a casual grip on my scalp before she smiled. “Yes, Daniel. You can go down on me. But first, tell me why boys should go down on their wives whenever we want.” 
 
    “Because I belong to you, Mistress. Every boy should be owned. Males need to obey. Women rule.” 
 
    I blinked, fully aware of where those words came from, yet that didn’t change anything. 
 
    She pulled me forward, sliding my cheeks along her inner thighs. I could feel the heat radiate from her body; the aroma of her excitement wafted along my nostrils. 
 
    And like the well-trained boy I had become, I leaned in, licked her opening, moving my head down and up. I tasted her, my tongue flicking out. 
 
    At first, she remained quiet. I started to worry that maybe I had done something wrong even as my tongue gently moved up and down, gliding along her crevice as I worked hard to please her. 
 
    “Good,” she finally said. 
 
    Red heat danced along my cheeks, especially because I searched for some last vestige of defiance or independence. I found none. 
 
    On my knees before my Mistress, I knew that I would never see this woman as my equal or even my wife. Instead, she had become something more, my Mistress, my owner… 
 
    Slavery may not have been legal, but I yearned to belong to her. I wished to wake up first, every day, to serve her. I would offer her anything and everything I possessed. I would sign any document and complete any task for her. 
 
    Whether it was coincidence or something else, I couldn’t be certain, but she chuckled, “This is where a husband belongs. You should be on your knees, ready to serve me. You’re so good at this. Just look at that eager tongue as you lick me. You’re very, very good at this. That’s right. Keep going, Daniel. Show me how you belong to me now. That’s right. Don’t worry. I’m going to take care of you. I will only punish you when you disobey or resist me. I will make sure that you are such a good boy. Of course, if you get really bad, I could always take you back to the hospital for another treatment.” 
 
    A squeak of dismay shot from my throat, and that made her laugh even as she still ran her fingers through my hair, stroking the top of my head like I was just her pet. 
 
    But then she surprised me, tightening her grip before she pulled my face back. 
 
    “Go to the bedroom, get down on your back, and spread your arms and legs for me,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said as I started to stand. “You can crawl.” 
 
    Kelly only gave me this order because it needed to be symbolic. And yet, I didn’t mind. If anything, my insides tensed deliciously as I scurried on my hands and knees, making my way back down the hallway, through the door into her bedroom, and then up onto the bed.  
 
    In another heartbeat, I was down on my back, my arms and legs spread as I stared upward. 
 
    At some point, my shaft hardened. 
 
    With the arousal pumping through my body, I inhaled and exhaled, uncertain about whether or not I was allowed to be this turned on. 
 
    But she walked through the door, apparently unruffled despite her own arousal. With her skirt wafting around her thighs, she looked completely professional and powerful at how I was spread out. 
 
    “My own personal sexual buffet,” she said with a chuckle. 
 
    She climbed up onto the bed, straddled me, and leaned to down. “You know, some of my friends don’t believe that boys should be allowed to have orgasms. Personally, I think they’re good for you. As long as you get off in just the right way, it can be very instructive.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    “You understand?” 
 
    “I, I think so?” 
 
    She giggled at my uncertainty, but then I couldn’t think at all because her fingers brushed along my balls, up to the base of my shaft, and along my link. She gently pinched the tip of my cock, nearly making me climax right there. But then her eyes were pointed down at my face. “You’ve always been a good husband, Daniel. I’m sorry I had to take you to the hospital, but you’re going to be so much happier this way. Are you happier now, knowing you don’t have to make any decisions, knowing that you can rely on me to take care of you and tell you what to do?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    If she wished to hear more, she didn’t give me the chance because she bent forward, pressing her lips to mine as we started to kiss. Then she positioned herself just above my shaft. With one hand, she pointed my cock upward before she lowered herself down to take me. The walls of her opening surrounded me, her slick heat overwhelming my senses as she started to ride me and kiss me all at the same time. 
 
    Then she straightened her torso, pushed with her hips, and used my body. At this moment, she didn’t even look down at me as though I had been demoted, becoming little more than a sex toy there for her pleasure. 
 
    But I didn’t mind. 
 
    In fact, I almost whispered out a request for additional instruction. Did she want me to just lay there, still and motionless while she used me? Did she want to see me struggle beneath her, helpless and enthralled by her beauty? Or maybe she wanted me to put my hands on her hips and push upward. 
 
    But then I remembered my place. As her husband, I could simply wait for her to give me whichever instructions she wished for me to follow. 
 
    But then the corners of her mouth rose up, and she smirked down at me. “Good boy,” she said. “Push up into me. I want to feel you.” I obeyed, lifting my hips as much as I could. I pushed my shaft deep into her as she enveloped me, taking and holding me down all at the same time. 
 
    She threw herself forward, grabbed my wrists, and held me down. 
 
    In some theoretical world, I would have been strong enough to push her off of me. And yet, power seemed to suffuse this woman. I could feel it deep within my psyche. I belonged to her, and I needed to obey her no matter what. That’s why I didn’t resist or argue. That’s why I surrendered as she took me, riding me harder and harder until I could see her face practically glow with red blush. 
 
    “Now,” she said. “Come for me now!” 
 
    I surrendered, raising my hips, pumping and bucking into her as my shaft pulsated and the pleasure swept through me. Poised above me, my wife, my owner and my superior enjoyed every flickering movement as the hot need rushed through my body. My heart pounded frantically, my fingers pushed down, and I looked up at her. 
 
    She cried out, screaming as they ecstasy swept through her. 
 
    It lasted forever. 
 
    It ended far too soon. 
 
    But when she was done with me, she leaned down and kissed the tip of my nose. “I think we can say you’ve been cured,” she said with a little chuckle. 
 
    With a quick, shallow nod, I acknowledged her authority. “Thank you for having me treated, Mistress,” I replied. 
 
    My ambitions and freedom may have been taken away, but this was so much better. This was a happy ending she gave me and would make sure I accepted and appreciated. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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