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Equity Doctrine

At dinner, he gave his answer. No one else at the table seemed upset by it. Michael had just shrugged and replied, “To be honest, I'm not really sure yet. I guess I still need to do more research into both candidates.” Do more research?

The idea seemed absurd. It seemed ridiculous. And yet, she understood it just like the others. Michael had answered the question, and he had been sincere. Even if there was some psychological response buried deep within her insisting that this couldn't be right or true, Megan still saw that he really meant it. She could hear it in his voice and read it across his face. All of this made sense, at least insofar as she was married to him. They had only been married for about a year. Even so, she liked to believe she knew him better than anyone else. It had been so easy to accept that conclusion...until now.

Because it was a Friday night and they had agreed to go hang out with friends, Megan knew better than to ask him what he really meant. She couldn't ask for elaboration or justification at that moment. With the sounds of people talking and laughing all around them, Megan reached down and grabbed her drink. She took a sip of the ice water without registering any of those sensations. Instead, she watched her husband, and she tried to see through the different possibilities to some explanation that would have made sense to her. At the very least, she wanted to calm down.

Do more research?

He had really uttered those words. He made it sound like the two candidates were the same, like it didn't really matter who he voted for, since they were both politicians.

For the rest of the evening, Megan smiled, she nodded along, and she even shared a couple of anecdotes from work. When people asked her questions, she offered sincere answers. And yet, she couldn't help but flash back to high school and her time in the Drama Club. She may as well have been on a stage, playing pretend as she went through those memorized lines. She knew what she had to do and say to perform for her friends.

Eventually, they paid, they hugged at the exit, and the different couples broke apart.

Michael continued to chat with his wife, pleasantly as they headed down the street and toward the parking spot where their car waited.

She got into the passenger seat, sat there, pulled her seatbelt across her chest, and rested her hands on her knees.

Once Michael sat next to her, Megan had to ask, “What did you mean at dinner?”

Since he had enjoyed a drink and was still riding the excitement of a night out with friends, he didn't see the danger. He didn't notice the way that cold concern had slipped into her voice. “What do you mean?” He inserted his key and turned on the engine. At the last second, he paused. He glanced over at his wife.

She wasn't smiling.

She stared straight ahead. She still had her hands on her knees, and his marital instincts finally kicked in as he realized there was something wrong. Automatically, he went through everything he had done and said that night. Ultimately, however, he couldn't come to any specific conclusion. With the engine running, he waited for her to answer.

Several more seconds stretched by. He still didn't get a response.

“What did you mean tonight? Sarah asked you about who you were going to vote for. Clarkson and Wicks are both running. You said you needed to do more research. What did you mean by that?”

If he had smiled, insisted that he was going to vote for Wicks, and that he simply kept his opinion to himself because he didn't want to risk any kind of political rupture at the table, Megan probably could have accepted it. Then again, she realized something. They had never really discussed politics. Early while dating, she had asked him about a few positions here or there. His answers had meshed well enough with her feminist ideals, only things had changed. Online, they had become so much more aggressive, so much more polarized.

Where once a politician would have utterly destroyed his career by attacking women, it had become easy for one side to talk about how the “sluts and whores” of the world needed to accept the consequences of their actions, how they needed to realize that traditional family values were coming back and would be enforced aggressively. The rules had certainly changed, especially as both parties became more aggressive.

But Michael wasn't like her. As a man, he worked in a male-dominated field. As an engineer, he dealt with equations and objective answers. Not only that, he never really witnessed sexism. No one misbehaved in his office. As far as he knew, the assistants and secretaries were treated fairly well. At the same time, almost all of the other engineers were men. There may have been a woman here or there, but they didn't complain to him, so he didn't see any problem.

Michael exhaled slowly, and he decided to be honest with her. That was probably a bad move. It was one he would probably regret, only he got tired of coddling his wife, especially when it came to politics. “I mean that I want to do some more research. I know that feminism is really important to you, but I'm not going to be a single-issue voter.”

“It’s not just about one issue,” she said, her eyes narrowing. “It's about so much more than that. You see that, don't you?”

He shrugged. “Do we really have to talk about this right now?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes. We need to talk about this right now.”

“Fine,” he told her. He leaned back, he shook his head, and he decided to be honest again. “Look, I believe that women and men should have the same rights, but I don't think it's fair to ask for different kinds of treatment.”

“So what? We all start at the same place now despite centuries of abuse? Do we just pretend that male privilege doesn't exist? Should we pretend that a guy doesn’t get to saunter into an office and assume command because that's the expectation while a woman has to worry about her appearance in all of these obnoxious little ways? She has to be nice and likable, while a guy can be an asshole, yet people still respect him? Is that the kind of stuff we should just pretend doesn't exist?”

The words came out in a flood, and he blinked.

“I just think it's more complicated,” he told her.

“Are you seriously going to vote for Clarkson?”

“I haven't made up my mind,” he said. “But I don't like the way you’re talking to me.”

“This matters to me,” she said. “It's easy for you. You're not a woman. You've never had to deal with two or three or four doctors who just ignored what you said, because you're a woman. You've never faced the sting of looking around and seeing that pretty much every one of your colleagues are men, and that they make ten or twenty percent more than you. And if you call them out, suddenly you are the weakling. Since you are the one who didn't negotiate harder.” She shook her head from side to side. “I know you have problems,” she acknowledged. “I know that there are issues you face.  You're also an engineer. You have always made a lot of money. Even in college, you knew you were going to make a lot of money. You were always going to be in demand and successful. People were always going to want you on their team, and they were never going to question whether or not you belonged there.”

Michael didn't say anything.

She looked back at him. “Michael, I love you, but you need to know how important this is to me. You need to understand that I really want to see a world where women and men can both be treated well. That's what I want. More than anything else, that's what I want. But we can't have that, if we just assume everything is fine. They get it. If you're not the one getting punched, it's a lot easier to assume everything is great. There's a reason why rich people don't want things to change. For them, the world looks great. It's only the people who don't have the money, who don't enjoy that privilege, and who are constantly being questioned, that start to think about how things could be changed and improved.” She reached over and took his hand. She meant every word of it. As a feminist, she honestly wanted to see a better society, one where both women and men could be treated fairly. Online, trolls joked about the stupidity of “social justice,” yet this woman still believed in that ideal.

She held his hand, watched him, and waited.

Michael looked back at her. For a few seconds, he just studied the soft blue of her eyes, her dark hair, and her slender build. Because it was the end of the night, he actually allowed his mind to wander over to what it would take for them to have sex.

Only then, he decided to make another mistake and to tell her what he actually thought, “Maybe if women focused more on doing their jobs and less on worrying about how they’re perceived, things would be different,” he said.

She got out. She got out and slammed the door.

Like a good husband, Michael had turned off the car, gotten out, and chased after her. It was only as they strode back down the street that he realized just how badly he had messed up. Not only that, he approached this problem from a different angle. His wife was being irrational. She didn't see the broader array of economic and social concerns. This time, he got smarter, he didn't point any of that out to her. Instead, he followed her down the street, apologized, and took her hands. When he stepped in front of her, he looked into her eyes, and he told her he would do better. He reminded her that he loved her and that he just wanted to make her happy.

Even though Megan accepted that last part, she really started to think about this man and what he actually believed. Worse, she started looking out at the other men in her life. She started to wonder what they believed. More importantly, she started to wonder what she should do about it.

Several elections later, both Michael and Megan sat there on the couch, her legs pressed together as they leaned forward and watched the latest newscasts. They kept switching between the different streaming services as they searched for the most up-to-date information. Even then, Michael pointed out, “Just because someone calls it first, that doesn't really mean they are right. There have been plenty of elections where the predictions were wrong. Even with the exit polls available.” He made that point several times. Whenever it happened, she nodded.

At the same time, she couldn't help but feel that little spark of excitement deep within her body.

This election could mean complete control for the female supremacists. So far, they had taken the White House and the Supreme Court. Due to some nasty gerrymandering, the reactionary forces of traditionalism had held onto the Senate. Only tonight, that would change. Suddenly, real policy shifts could be implemented.

“Reparations,” she whispered.

That meant so much more than just money, she knew. If the Equity Doctrine came into play, then the entirety of society could be altered. She kept thinking about that, and she wanted to rub her hands together greedily like some cartoon villainess. And yet, that was how she felt. It was a desire for power, a yearning for control, and the realization that society could be improved.

Like so many other women, her positions had evolved over the last couple of years. She still remembered that fight, of course.

Michael probably believed he had been clever when he told his wife that he just wanted to make her happy, yet she had understood what was happening.

He had placated her.

For him, it was especially easy since politics didn't really matter. His rights were never questioned. What kind of medical treatment he could get, what kind of control he could have over his body, and how employers might be punished for sexual harassment simply wouldn't affect him. He had told her what she wanted to hear. He had done his best to be diplomatic.

Because she loved her husband, she had allowed him to grovel for a couple of minutes before she exhaled and headed back to the car.

She had done her best to let go of that anger. After all, she wasn't going to trash her entire relationship with him. More than that, she thought he could change.

Instead, Megan had been the one to evolve. She had gone online, wandered around, and feminist blogs, forums, and influencers brought her to a new perspective.

Female supremacy.

When she first saw that phrase, she didn't know what to make of it. Then, after she started reading up on it, she balked. The idea seemed antithetical to so much of what she had believed in. For so long, feminists had been very explicit. Even when they were routinely attacked as the monsters determined to bring down the male half of society, feminists still argued that they wanted to make the world a better place for women and men. That was what Megan believed.

Only then, she kept reading, and she saw the reactionary responses to the female politicians who stepped forward. Worse, she saw that the men of the world seemed to refuse to change. They still applied double standards and refused to see things from any other perspective. It was disgusting and disheartening, and so Megan found herself agreeing more and more with the Equity Doctrine.

The Equity Doctrine wasn't a specific law or policy. Instead, it was more amorphous than that. They could mean different things to different people. Various politicians redefined the concept to their own benefit.

In the broadest strokes, the Equity Policy referred to the idea that so much of American success had been built on female labor. Over the course of centuries, women had simply contributed more to society. Most people didn't see it, since women rarely got credit for it, but it was true. Whether one was thinking of caregiving or the massive underpayments women have received for their labor, women simply did more for less.

The Equity Doctrine would change that. Men would be required to pay reparations either through expanded taxes and penalties or via “repayment services”.

At first, the female supremacists were pretty vague about what that might mean. Then, little by little, an antiquated term started to become more popular.

Enslavement.

Even at this point, right before the announcement of the results for this election, the politicians didn't use that word. But online, there were hundreds of thousands or even millions of women who happily referred to the possibility of male slavery.

If the female supremacists could take the Senate, they would have complete control of the government. Congress, the presidency, and the Supreme Court would all be united. Elsewhere in the country, a few governors and mayors loudly insisted they would resist any kind of female supremacist takeover. And yet, those men would be isolated. They could be removed from their positions for so many different reasons.

It certainly helped that men had decided they didn't like college and post secondary education. Over the last few decades. More and more, the boys had decried the waste of a university education, so they didn't become doctors, philosophers, or scholars. Most importantly, they didn't become lawyers. The female supremacists suddenly saw that they had this huge advantage in terms of intellectual firepower. They were ready to bring the lawsuits, reshape everything, and send those boys running.

Megan didn't mention it to Michael, but she had seen some of the videos. She had read through the fantasies. There were these popular “wish lists” dedicated to what might happen under a female supremacist government.

Some of the policies were pretty staid and generic: repeal of pink taxes, additional protections for women in the workplace, and enhanced medical coverage.

On the opposite end of the spectrum, many more extreme ideas had been proposed: mandatory chastity, locking shock collars, public auction houses, and more. The boys who couldn't pay for their reparations deserved to be sold off as chattel.

In truth, Megan didn't know exactly where she stood on those issues, only now she switched over as another pundit announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, we have word that Dryden and Associates, the nation's premier polling service, is about to announce their projections for the Senate races.”

After that, several of the analysts started talking about the different possibilities and what would happen. The lone male on the panel kept going on and on about how men would continue to resist. No matter what happened. Even if they lost that night, there were going to be other options and opportunities.

Megan didn't believe it. Instead, she waited for the actual announcement. To distract herself, she leaned over and whispered to her husband, “What are you going to do if you lose all of your rights?”

“That won't happen,” he said, his voice low and flat.

“Don't worry,” she said, patting him on his knee, “I would protect you.”

“I'm your husband,” he said. “It’s my job to protect you.”

“You're an engineer, Michael. Face it. The world changes.”

Before he could stop himself, he said, “Not like this.”

“Are you scared?” At this point, she pulled her eyes away from the well-dressed analysts and pundits even though the announcements could have started to roll across the bottom at any moment.

His jaw clenched.

When she saw that, something else sparkled deep within her. She was surprised even as she started to giggle. “You're scared.” She started laughing. She couldn't help it. “What's wrong, Michael? Are you worried you're going to lose all of your rights? Are you worried that you won't be able to be a joint owner of this house anymore?”

“We live in a capitalist society,” he pointed out. “There's no way that kind of regulation would go through.” And yet, it was true, at least insofar as several congresswomen had indeed suggested that men should not be allowed to own real estate. Various bills had gone through the House of Representatives, only to get blocked in the Senate.

Many of the men out in the world had insisted that those bills had only been political theater. The women who wrote them had never intended for them to pass. This happened all the time, especially within the context of modern politics. A congressperson needed to win points with their constituents, so they wrote up some wild, extreme bill and sent it off into the bureaucratic machinery, only for it to fail. That was fine. It had never been designed to work in the first place.

“And yet, people used to say that about Internet regulations. And where are we now?” It was true. So many different sites had been blocked or brought down by the US government. Ironically, most of those decisions had been made by the traditionalists who Michael now hoped would hold onto the Senate. Sometimes, it wasn't about money. That much was obvious.

“Maybe you're worried about your voting rights then?”

“I'm a citizen of the United States. I'm never going to lose the right to vote,” he told her.

“And why is that?” Megan knew she was teasing him. At the same time, she could sense the heat playing across his cheeks. He didn't blush, not exactly, but she knew how to read this man. Right then and there, it was her turn to tease him! She remembered back in middle school and high school when boys loved to mock the girls by telling them to get back to the kitchen or to make them sandwiches or do their laundry. All at once, she understood how that kind of mockery could be incredibly enjoyable!

“It's in the Constitution,” he said.

“The Constitution can change. Established law can change. I think the last few years have definitely proven that, don't you?” Megan asked as she watched him, her eyes sparkling with delight. “I mean, when the nation was founded, only white men with property could vote.”

“And since then, many other groups have been allowed to vote,” he said.

“Expansion proves that things can change,” she said, using something close to a singsong voice. “What once was given can be taken away.”

“You should remember that,” he said. He practically growled the words as though he expected that to scare her.

Megan laughed! “Ha!” she chirped with glee. She was way louder than she had intended to, and she was about to apologize, only she stopped herself. Actually, she didn't need to apologize; she hadn't done anything wrong. Her husband said something silly, she laughed, and there was nothing wrong with that.

He grimaced, watched the silenced screen, and pushed his fingertips down against the sides of his legs. She saw all of this, even as she continued, “Don't worry. If you want to regain the right to vote, I'm sure you can just spend seventy or eighty years protesting and doing your absolute best to get the women of the nation to give you another chance.”

“It's not going to happen,” he insisted.

“We both know that's not an argument,” she replied. “That's just hope.” She smirked. She leaned back. At the same time, she stretched her arms along the back of the couch as she crossed her legs. Technically, they were just a young, married couple watching TV. And yet, she allowed herself to enjoy something remarkable: power. It wasn't her own authority. Instead, she tilted her head to the side, ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her incisors, and finally figured it out.

This was what being powerful felt like. Granted, the election had nothing to do with her. If the election hadn't featured prominently on her social feeds, she could have gone through each and every day without noticing anything different. Maybe there was an underlying thrum of excitement among female coworkers and her female friends. Maybe she looked out and saw occasional shirts or pins dedicated to particular candidates, all of whom happened to be female supremacists. New slogans appeared with phrases like, “Rise Up Women” and “It's Time,” but she could have ignored those easily enough. There was that other detail that she had also enjoyed without quite naming it: the boys looked nervous. Occasionally, she would see a couple of guys talking, and they would try to glare at her, only now they could sense something shifting.

For so long, so many men had been in charge. The boys had gone to the world, confident in the knowledge that most positions of power were held by people like them. Other males held those authoritative spots in the government, in business, and research and medicine, pretty much everywhere… Except that had started to change over the last few years. These certainly made more sense within the context of broader demographic realities. Women consistently lived longer. Not only that, with better education and longevity, women had taken control of the country's wealth. Something like seventy percent of individual equity and real estate holdings were in women's accounts.

All around the country, it had become normalized for boyfriends, brothers, sons, and husbands to have to ask their wives, sisters, or mothers for money. Obviously, there are plenty of exceptions, but these shifts pushed men toward a new reality, one built on a foundation of subservience and subjugation.

Individually, those little details didn't change a lot. Altogether, they demonstrated that same shift.

This election wasn't a grand moment where everything could change in an instant. Instead, it was like most history: individual trends cycling together. Historians could obviously go back and pick out moments as pivotal, but those transformational instances didn't come out of nothing. Instead, they reflected larger shifts.

It excited her. It all excited her.

Her body's response really surprised her. Megan took a few seconds, and she could feel her nipples stiffen underneath her bra. Between her legs, there was this moisture and heat that she hadn't expected.

Beside her, her husband seethed, which only excited her further. She couldn't help it.

At one point, she reached over, and she brushed her fingers along the back of his neck. “What if we get you a collar, one that tells everyone you are my property, so you don't have to worry about another woman claiming you? Would that make you feel better?”

He turned back and glared at her. “This is a serious election. It's not a joke.”

“You're only saying that because you're on the losing end,” she told him.

“The final results aren't in yet,” he insisted.

“There it is again,” she told him. “Hope.” Megan could have stopped there, but there was something so adorable about that. How on his face! Then again, it wasn't just a pout. It was fear. She liked it.

Maybe that was the dynamic that fascinated her most of all. As an engineer, he had never paid attention to politics. For him, the world was supposed to be logical and rational. It was supposed to be one where he could solve any problem with the right equation and enough concentration. Then again, engineers often recognized the human element. No matter how well a product or program might be designed, the user would usually find a way to break it.

Megan had to wonder if that was how he saw the current election. Was that how he justified the fear splashing across his face?

She almost expected to feel guilty as she enjoyed all of this.

Then again, maybe it would be good for him. Maybe he needs to understand the threats out there. If that came in the form of reparations or the loss of a few of his rights, it could be good for him. As far as she could tell, it would be good for the men of the nation as a whole. For so long, they had been surrounded by power, authority, and the expectation that it would be people like them who ruled. They had never really been subject to the authority of the opposite sex. Even if they thought they had, it simply wasn't true. Having a female teacher or a female principal, a female doctor or a female boss simply wasn't the same as reading through the paper and understanding that the legislators were mostly women, or that the President had a fundamentally different perspective on the world based on her background.

“Whenever it feels like women are pushing ahead, there has always been a backlash,” he said. “You'll see. The same thing is going to happen tonight.”

“If I don't get you a collar with a tag, what do you think about a little tattoo? I mean, it's a lot more permanent, but we are married,” she told him, the corners of her eyes crinkling. It was so easy to ignore his previous comment. She leaned over and whispered, “We could get you a nice little tramp stamp! Maybe a barcode! Would you like that? Or we could put it on the nape of your neck?”

“That's not funny,” he said.

“It's just a joke,” she told him. But even as she made those points, she couldn't help but enjoy that little tingle of heat that rushed down her chest, along the curves of her breasts, to the tips of her nipples, then down between her legs. In her shoes, her toes pushed down.

On the screen, the silenced pundits were still talking. Based on their expressions, it was clear they hadn't come to a conclusion yet.

Soon, Megan thought. She had to keep that giddy expression off of her face. She didn't want to be a jerk. At least with the context of American politics, gloating had once been considered rude and crass. Then again, plenty of those social norms had fallen away.

“It's okay,” she said. “I'm going to protect you.” She rubbed her hand along his leg. Then, another precocious thought popped into her head. She knew what she was doing, but she still didn't stop herself. She ran her hand along his leg, up his spine, and toward his crotch. Suddenly, she had her palm pressed against the contours of his cock and balls!

“I'm trying to focus,” he said, his eyes still aimed forward.

“Maybe I can distract you? You can call it a consolation prize. Would you like that, Michael? Would you like me to ride you after the female supremacists take the Senate?”

“I'm serious,” he said. “That's not funny.”

“Are you sure your team is going to win?”

“It's not a team,” he said. “This isn't a game.” Online, so many different participants loved to sound cynical. They would go on and on about how every politician was really the same and how the policy didn't matter. Those ideas were nonsense, of course. Policies absolutely changed people's lives. Even if the average individual didn't notice it, taxes and police policies and educational stances had these wide-ranging rippling effects. Maybe it wasn't something obvious that could pop up online in an easy meme or an angry headline, but those decisions mattered.

“Okay,” she conceded. “You might be right about that. But we could still play a little game.” She leaned over, and she whispered as she continued to rub him. “If the female supremacists take the Senate, I get to ride you right here and now on the couch. I'll be in charge, and you'll be my obedient husband. I get to watch the election results roll in while I fuck my husband.” Most of the results were already in; that wasn't the point. She just wanted him on his back while she got to listen to the pundits talk about what would happen next. Anticipation. It was all about anticipation and raw excitement.

He gulped. “And what if I win? What if the female supremacists fail?”

“Then I'll be your obedient little sex slave tonight,” she said.

He jerked his head.

As an engineer, he was supposed to be a rational materialist, someone who only believed in evidence and the physical workings of the universe. Still, she could see something else influence his decision-making process. He probably tried to hide it, but Megan knew how to read this boy. Michael opened his mouth, there was that sharp breath, the eager anticipation, and another dose of hope. Lust and greed swirled together as he looked back at his wife.

When they had dated, there had been those moments when he would take control. While they were making out, or when they had sex. He loved to hold her down, to climb on top of her, to look down at her with wild hunger flashing across his face. In those moments, he would show her that he was a man, and he had those urges and instincts. On a daily basis, he could hide them. He could be professional, kind, and rational.

Still, he enjoyed unleashing those impulses.

“Deal,” he said.

“You're going to lose,” she whispered into his ear. She grinned. “And you're going to get your first night of obedience as a second-class citizen.”

His nostrils twitched. He turned back to the screen again. Even if he was clinging to that hope, she could see the uncertainty and how doubt played across his face. He tried so hard to hide it. It was so cute!

Then the text crawled across the bottom of the screen, and Megan turned the sound back on. The pundit was practically breathless as she said, “We have the votes for the last Senate seats in California, Washington, Hawaii, and Arizona.” There. The numbers flashed across the screen along with the names. The winners were highlighted.

“We did it,” Megan whispered. Suddenly, she had forgotten about their little wager.

In that same instant, Michael breathed the words, “They did it.”

For several long seconds, they just watched.

“So what do you think this means?” one pundit asked. “We are now at a historical moment. This isn't speculation any longer. The female supremacists have taken every branch of government on the Federal level. They have most of the governors’ mansions, not to mention the legislatures, and all of the largest states.”

“According to the President, she's going to be pushing through as much legislation as quickly as possible. We have had way too much obstructionism for far too long,” one of the analysts interjected. “When she keeps her promises, we're going to see men's disenfranchisement, maybe a loss of property rights, and a lot more.”

The conversation would obviously continue. There was so much to parse. Even if they had discussed all of these different ideas as a hypothetical, now the analysts would consider exactly how these numbers would play out, and what kinds of deals would be made next. After all, politics would continue in many of the same ways as it had for centuries.

Megan didn't want to worry about that. She turned off the TV, and she opened her mouth.

For just a second, an old urge flashed up. She could have taken that moment to console her husband. After all, this was hard for him. When he was born, men held power throughout society. It was a given. Whenever women tried to argue that they deserved a seat at the table or a louder voice in any given conversation, they could be derided, attacked, or insulted. When they were insulted or attacked, half the time they would be chastised as “not having a sense of humor”. She remembered all of those obnoxious little arguments she had heard as a prepubescent.

All at once, Megan decided she wanted to have fun with this boy. She didn't need to console him. This was hard for him?

Too bad.

“You lose,” she told him.

Michael swallowed. “You're joking,” he said.

“I'm not,” she said. “Strip.”

He turned back to her. He braced his elbows against his torso, kept his hands on his lap, and narrowed his eyes as he asked, “And what if I don't?”

“I mean, it's going to be a lot harder to be a boy in a woman's world.” She paused and allowed those words to hang on the air. “Don't you want to make sure you're married? Don't you want to make sure you're married to a woman who can protect you?”

“This isn't funny,” he told her.

“And I'm not joking.” That was when she leaned forward and kissed him. Better yet, she dropped her hand back between his legs, and Megan could feel the outline of his erection. She was touching him, teasing him, and playing with him. She stimulated this boy, forcing him to enjoy it as she turned his biology against him. Even if he wanted to start writing some polemic about the current political situation, he didn't get the chance. His wife wanted something, and she intended to take it!

Hungrily, she pressed her mouth to his. She was kissing him. In the next moment, she pushed him down with more force than she expected. He hit the couch cushions, rotated, and spread his legs. Suddenly, she was right there, grabbing his wrists and holding him down.

Technically, he was strong enough to shove her aside.

In that moment, however, Michael lacked the willpower. More importantly, she moved with this frenzied intensity as the desires burned along her skin, and she continued to kiss him. She pushed her tongue down between his teeth. She toyed with him from one moment to the next even as she continued to ride him.

Confident he wouldn't try to move away now, she pulled one arm back, and she slipped her hand down and into his pants. She found his shaft. He was stiff. She played with him again, stroking him, only now she didn't have to worry about the layers of fabric between her touch and his member. She wrapped her fingers around his length, she squeezed, and she savored the moans vibrating from deep within his body.

She pulled away. She looked down into his eyes.

That need played across his handsome face. Even if he couldn't admit it, he wanted this. He needed it. It had been a stressful night for this boy, so now she could help him.

And yet, she would be on top! She would take control!

“Strip for me,” she ordered. “I want you naked on this couch right here and now.”

“Shouldn't we go to the bedroom?”

“Shush,” she said. “I don't expect you to say anything. Right now, just obey and go with it. We had a bet, remember?”

He opened his mouth. He intended to answer. She touched a finger to his lips, and that was enough. After a night of defeats, he couldn't argue with her. He already knew he would lose.

Megan moved off of him. Michael, there on the couch cushions, watched, and waited.

For several seconds, Michael didn't move. He was on his back, breathing hard. Finally, he sat up. He yanked off his shirt, pulled down his pants, kicked away his shoes, and stripped every layer from his body. She looked down hungrily at his cock. She studied his balls, his length, and the nervous blush playing across his body. Then she shoved down again, her hand on his chest.

She could feel his racing pulse and knew what it meant. She bit down on her lower lip. He glanced back at her as she turned away. He wanted to watch as she stripped, only she did something else instead. That morning, she had gotten dressed for work, which meant pulling on her shoes, tights, panties and her lucky black dress with the silver buckles. At this point, she hitched up her skirt, she kicked away her shoes, and she peeled off her tightened panties in one deliberate movement. Then she grabbed her husband by his shoulders, and she pushed him down again.

She straddled him, her knees pressed against his size.

She kissed him, taking everything she wanted.

Right then and there, she didn't touch his cock. She didn't play with his boy parts. Instead, this was about her pleasure as she rubbed herself against him.

Finally, she slipped back.

Michael obviously tried to hide it, only he couldn't deceive this woman. She knew how to find those little signs of fear and desire. Then again, she had never imagined that those emotions could look so good playing across his face and down into his body language.

“I'm going to take you right now, and I want you to think about what this means,” she told him. “From now on, I'm the woman of the house, and you're going to be my loyal husband. You're going to be my good husband. Outside of this house, you're just a boy. Boys aren't in charge anymore, are they?” She answered the question for him because he wasn't allowed to speak. “No. Boys aren't in charge.” She pouted out her bottom lip with mock sympathy. She knew she was teasing him. She had never realized how much mocking her husband could excite her! His heart may have been pounding, but her pulse seemed to go at twice his speed.

She slipped back, spread her legs, grabbed his cock, and said a single word, “Mine.” Michael understood precisely what his wife meant.

Grinning, she raised her head, her blue eyes pointed toward the ceiling. Her dark hair shifted in waves along her shoulders even as she lost herself to the sensations.

She had never been aroused like this before. Of course, her husband had excited her. He had touched her and even went down on her. But this was different. That piquant flavor of power shifted everything. It wasn't just about sex. It wasn't just about the physical sensations roaring across her nerves. Instead, she took him, claiming him, taking the walls of her pussy around his shaft, and she knew that she really was in control.

For several long seconds, she simply enjoyed that position. She had leaned forward, she braced her hands against her husband's shoulders, and her nails dug down into his skin. When she peered down at her boy, she saw defeat played across his face, and it seemed to unlock something else within her. She rose up, and she started to ride him. She enjoyed herself, reducing him to the status of a toy. He became an object. He was her plaything, and she used his cock for her pleasure, her satisfaction.

A small orgasm rippled through her almost immediately.

She wasn't done.

Instead, she threw her head back. She took a few seconds to take a deep breath, laughed, and said, “You're mine now! You're my husband, my boy, and I'm going to make sure everyone knows it! Don't worry.” She wasn't sure why, but she really loved that part. “When you lose all of your rights, I'll protect you. I'll keep you safe from the other girls!” She was laughing now, even as she claimed him.

At some point, she had heard that sex was supposed to be both fun and funny. Right then and there, she definitely saw the joy of it.

Then she kissed him again, and he was groaning.

“You want to ask for permission to come, don't you?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. In that moment, maybe he forgot about the election and the changes that would soon be instituted.

“No,” she said. Instead, she continued to use him for the next few minutes. She took what she wanted. At the same time, she loved the way the desperation radiated off of him.

His breathing came in one sharpened gasp after another. Too bad.

He wanted this so badly. Too bad.

He needed it! Too bad.

Megan took her time as she used her husband. At some point, Michael couldn't help it, he started begging. He told her he would be a good boy. He promised he would do whatever she wanted. Those sounds became the perfect background noise as she claimed him again and again. With every movement of her pussy against his cock, she showed him where he belonged, and to whom he belonged.

Finally, she looks down into his eyes. As she rode him harder and faster, she said, “Now! Come for me right now!” She was on the verge. She couldn't hold it back. She needed that relief just as badly as he did.

Remarkably, he had been able to defy his biology. Because he understood his place, he yielded to her authority, and he had held off that urge just long enough to keep her satisfied. But now his cock throbbed, he slammed his heels down, and the pleasure radiated out from between his legs. For her part, she loved the way the excitement burned down to her toes, up into her core, along her nipples, her shoulders, all the way to her chin and the top of her head. The pleasure gripped her, watching over her in this amazing deluge.

When it was done, she pulled back. She dropped down next to him. She patted him on the chest. “I meant what I said. I'll protect you.” It was a sweet gesture, but Megan fell asleep before she could decide if that actually reassured him.

As promised, the new laws were rushed through the House of Representatives, the U.S. Senate, and onto the President's desk. At the signing ceremony, television and streaming crews watched as the President made her remarks and signed the documents. She used different pens, each one of which would be handed off to supporters and associates as keepsakes.

These kinds of televised ceremonies may have been common enough, only now multiple streaming sites actually crashed because of the influx of users. Megan was no exception. Just like so many other individuals, she went online, and she had to watch. Technically, there were Excel sheets that required her attention, and she was supposed to be finishing a report.

Her office had gone quiet. In major cities and towns all across the country, workplaces came to a halt as people pulled out their phones, tablets, or turned to their other screens. Those stuck on the freeway shifted through the different radio stations as they tried to find a news station broadcasting the President.

She talked about a new future, one built on equity. She talked about the importance of reparations, fairness, and justice. She talked about the long view of history and how certain groups within society had taken advantage of other groups for far too long. It was time for everything to change. It was time for payback.

She signed the documents.

The Equity Doctrine had been a vague concept up until now.

The new rules would be rolled out.

Licking her lips, she listened to the details. Of course, the exact implementation would depend on various administrators, funding bureaus, and other bureaucrats. Still, the new laws were clear.

All male property would be transferred to female relatives. Males without female relatives would need to find a female lawyer to act as a sponsor for their assets. If they couldn't afford a lawyer, they would need to register with the government. The Bureau of Male Control would be established within the coming days. The President had already assigned her allies; once she had Congressional approval, they could get started.

Males would no longer be allowed to vote without the permission of their wives or other close family members.

Males would no longer be able to drive without the permission of their wives or other close family members.

Males would no longer be allowed to travel alone outside of their homes without the permission of their wives or other close family members.

Males would no longer be allowed to initiate a divorce without the permission of their wives or other close family members.

The new realities came into focus, and Megan found herself shifting in her seat. She wanted to jump up and down, giggle, clap or laugh.

Other women in their cubicles had already started. Laughter and applause boomed across this office, and so many other offices all around the country. Not only that, politicians and voters were watching in other countries as well.

That night, Michael was sullen. Megan told him to smile and strip before he’d lick her; after, she’d ride him hard. Seeing her, he had taken a breath and gotten ready to speak, only to notice her excited shine. This girl wanted him, and she’d take him. If he disobeyed, he’d regret it. Michael understood all of this, so he obeyed.

Confusion. Shellshock. Uncertainty. Those were the feelings that probably best described the male half of the country's population. Over the coming days and weeks, their rights were stripped away. The new laws were passed, and codified. New regulations were put into place. For some men, nothing really changed. They still had to go to work, pay their taxes, and survive each day. Granted, they now had new apps on their phones. These restricted what kinds of websites they were allowed to use, and they also granted complete access to their wives, girlfriends, or sisters from wherever those women happened to be. Additionally, those apps could be checked by other nearby women and law enforcement officers to see exactly which permissions those boys had received.

If a boy was found without proper permission or if he had “accidentally” forgotten his phone at home, he would be picked up and taken into custody until a woman could retrieve him. At first, that meant those boys were brought to the local jails or other holding facilities.

Very quickly, the government announced a new program, one dedicated to “reeducating the male population to ensure that every boy understands his place”.

Even faster, the boys understood what those reeducation facilities were designed to accomplish.

Subjugation.

That wasn't the official line, of course. All across social media, the government and allied institutions bought up advertising space as they bombarded both women and men. The boys, with their diminished access to the internet, saw gentle warnings and stern reminders. If they misbehave, they might need to be sent off to a facility in order to learn to adapt to this new social order.

According to the administrators in charge of this new transition, the reeducation facilities were necessary. While there were plenty of good boys out there who could thrive in this new world, these women understood that there would be traditionalists and holdouts. These were the boys who would require some extra attention. Not every woman can be expected to thoroughly retrain the men in her life. As such, the government could step in. If necessary, corporate subcontractors could also be brought in.

In truth, however, the boys started to whisper amongst themselves. They knew better than to write any of this down or pass it around online. Initially, a few boys foolishly wrote out their true thoughts online. After all, the internet had been a safe space for them. But now, the telecommunications companies worked with the government to identify the males who were causing trouble. Those boys soon found themselves apprehended and taken into custody. “For their own good”.

Oddly enough, both journalists and government agents spread those stories as quickly and as far as they could.

At first, many of the boys were uncertain about why any of that would happen. Seriously, did the government realize that those sorts of stories could provoke mass protests?

They didn't. The stories rolled out, and the meaning became apparent quite quickly.

The journalists wrote about how misguided boys went online and tried to plan riots, protests, rebellions, or worse. Hard-working government agents tracked them down, pulled them into custody, and sent them off to the newly constructed reeducation facilities. There, the boys could be taught that they really did need to pay reparations. They really did need to work hard for their new sponsors or owners. This way, they could be better off. They could be so much happier!

Once or twice, Michael tried to discuss all of this with his wife. He went back to Megan, and he gulped as he contemplated exactly how he could say it. Each time he attempted to confront her, he went through that same infuriating psychological process. He would find a story, be outraged or terrified, set it aside, prepare himself and silently rehearse exactly what he would say to her over and over again.

After that, he would go up to her, trying to say everything, only to have her smile gently and remind him about how everything had changed. Occasionally, she actually laughed in his face, like the subjugation of his entire gender was good news that also doubled as a joke.

Whenever that happened, he wanted to argue with her. He wanted to shout, to straighten his back, to snarl at her, to do something aggressive and masculine.

He never did it, however. He couldn't. As a boy in this new social order, he understood the Equity Doctrine. He understood that the government had decided that boys like him had benefited from a sexist and patriarchal society for far too long.

Simply put, it was time for payback.

“Fairness” entered into the equation, but it came from a very specific angle.

If you didn't like it, you could argue with her.

Among the stories he saw, there were examples of men who were sent off to these facilities and got whipped, spanked, locked in chastity, forced into shock collars, caged, and constantly humiliated. Those men lost their wealth, their freedom, and their ability to think for themselves. They learned the true meaning of enslavement, whether they liked it or not.

Another surprise for many of the boys who watched all of this had to be the shift in language. Initially, they decried the new policies as designed to enslave the men of the country. Initially, those boys probably thought they were being shocking. They probably believed they would cause the women to backpedal, to push back, and to defend themselves.

Instead, the newly appointed administrators embraced that term. “Enslavement” became the new normal. Granted, this wasn't always the case. Different cities, counties, and states applied various forms of legislation to determine exactly how their communities would change.

Michael watched all of this, and he had to wonder.

Most of all, he had to ask.

Like plenty of other boys, he lost his job. His supervisor had smirked as she walked over to his cubicle, leaned in, and informed him coolly, “I'm sorry, but your services are no longer going to be required here.” Then she sauntered away, her high heels clicking against the floor. He had sat there, staring at his computer while he waited for all of this to make sense.

Eventually, he got up, and he left. Since Megan gave him permission to drive, getting home had been easy. Once there, he told her the news.

She had smiled, wrapped her arms around him, and told him that it would be okay. At first, she told him the “normal” things that she was supposed to say. She talked about how it had been his fault, how he was still a good boy, how she loved him, and how she would take care of him.

“But I don't want you to take care of me,” he said. “I want to take care of you.” He had nudged her back and looked right into her eyes.

“I'm sorry,” she said, her lips curving up into a smile. “Not how it works.”

“Are you laughing?”

“No, of course not,” she said, only that lingered. Then she started giggling. She turned away. She faced him again. “I'm sorry,” she told him, without any real sympathy in her voice. “It's just that women have been dealing with employment discrimination for decades. Even when it was supposed to be illegal, how many women had to be careful about revealing whether or not they had a boyfriend or a husband, or if they wanted to start a family?” Her lips pursed. “I guess it's really not fair for you. But don't worry. I give you lots to do around the house to keep you busy.”

She had been honest about that.

Megan gave her husband a day to deal with his feelings. Then she gave him a list of daily, weekly, and monthly chores. Someone else had written it, although it looked like she made a couple of modifications for their home. He remembered it, staring down at the piece of paper and feeling his knuckles tighten. It had required so much more willpower and effort than he expected not to tear that list of chores into a bunch of tiny pieces before throwing them to the floor. Instead, he looked back at his wife and told her he would take care of it.

This became his new life.

And now, he made sure he had done all of the chores before he focused on what he was going to say to his wife.

After all, he knew he had to find another job. Even if he couldn't, maybe he could dive into political activism? He would need her support if he hoped to try something like that.

When she came home, she sauntered into the house, and she looked right at him.

“Hey there, baby. You know, traffic wasn't great on the way home, so all I could think about was having your head between my legs.” Those kinds of crass comments became so much more common. She supported the household. She told him she needed stress relief. Besides, he spent most of his time at home, just handling a few chores here or there.

He hadn't wanted to believe it, but he knew the truth. He had essentially become a househusband. For so long, that had been this vaguely derisive term that had floated around inside of his head. Only now, it had somehow become his truth.

He thought of that list again. Seated there on the couch, his knees held together and his back straight, he could feel his knuckles tighten. He didn't quite make a pair fists, nor did he allow his body language to substantially shift. Instead, he looked back at her. “I would love to fool around with you. But first, can we talk?”

Her eyes narrowed. She inclined her head slightly.

“Please?” Michael hated how quickly his voice broke, all because she hesitated.

Still, it worked.

She walked over, sat down, and leaned back into the couch. She rested one arm along the backs of those cushions. “What's going on, Michael?”

Something about her tone or the way she used his name reminded this boy once again of his diminished status. He tried to believe that, at least at home, he was still her equal. They were partners. Then he grimaced as he thought about how this must have been a problem so many women had dealt with over the course of American history. There had always been lip service to the men who had to go out and earn a living while the women remained home and handled the domestic tasks. It was supposed to be a partnership, one where both individuals were relevant and important. The men would routinely be the ones who controlled the money, the ones who made the decisions, the ones who existed to handle all of the important matters. Granted, this wasn't the 1950s, and yet…

“What's going on?” Megan asked him simply.

He tried to meet her gaze. He tried to approach her as an equal. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't, especially since he knew all about the different rules and regulations for his sex. Many of the policies had already been implemented. Others were still under review.

He drew in a slow breath, exhaled, and tried to get these words right. After all, he understood just how important this would be. Finally, Michael asked that important question, “You see me as a slave?”

“Absolutely,” Megan told him.

He blinked.

“What?”

“Michael,” she said, reaching over and taking him by his hand. “You didn't realize it?” She smirked. There was that little hint of glee curving along her lips and shining in the corners of her eyes. “To be honest, I thought it was pretty obvious. All of the boys have been enslaved, and you're no exception.”

“Slavery? But, but that's wrong,” he said.

She shrugged. “I wouldn't expect you to understand, but the history gets pretty complicated. There are very different versions of slavery. This is a new one, one that's going to be good for you and the other boys.”

“But, but I'm not a slave,” he said.

“This is cute,” she said.

“Cute?”

“Cute,” she reaffirmed, her tone sharpening. He opened his mouth, and he wanted to say something. He stopped himself, which was probably a good idea. Like so many other boys, Michael had learned that he needed to stay quiet. He couldn't confront his wife. He couldn't antagonize her. She reached over and touched a finger to his lips. Her touch was soft, and left those little tingles racing along his mouth. “Michael, you are a boy. Boys are property now. That's all there is to it. It's cute that you couldn't figure it out until now.”

“This is wrong,” he insisted.

“You know, that's what I thought at first too. It took a little bit of adjustment, but I know this is going to be the best for us. It's going to be best for everyone.”

“How can you say that?” Michael said. She still held onto his hand, only now he pulled back. That wasn't good enough. He jumped to his feet. Again, he demanded, “How can you say that?”

“Michael…” Megan warmed him. “I'm not sure I like your tone.”

“Screw my tone,” he snarled back at his wife. “You can't do this. You can't be serious! I'm not a slave!”

“Get on your knees and apologize,” she said, snapping her fingers and pointing to the spot right in front of her.

“I'm not going to apologize!”

“Last chance,” she said. Even so, she studied him. Finally, she let out a slow sigh. “Michael, I know this is hard for you. I know it requires a lot of practice and that it's going to take a lot of adjustment...but this is how things work now. It doesn't matter if you like it. It doesn't matter if you're going to fight it. I mean, I wasn't so sure about this either. For a long time, I wasn't absolutely sure that female supremacy was a good idea. But now I am.” She watched him as though she expected those words to completely change his mind and rewrite his behavior.

Instead, he still stood there, a few feet away, his elbows bent, his fingers tight fists. Huffing and puffing, he stared at her as he expected more.

“On your knees,” she eventually told him. Pointed down to that exact same spot on the floor.

“I'm not a slave,” he said. “I'm not a slave!”

“I need to make a call?” Her voice was quiet, almost like this wasn't really a big deal one way or the other.

A call. He had remembered seeing some of the public advertisements about how women could call. Re-education. Officials could be at any home within just a few minutes.

“You wouldn't dare,” he said.

Only then, she pulled out her phone, brought up the number, held the device to her ear, and started speaking. For this boy, time twisted. It moved faster and slower. He watched as her lips shaped the words, “Hello. I'd like to report a disobedient boy. Yes. He's at home with me right now.” She gave the operator on the other end of the line her information. Name. Address. His name. His address. The infraction? “Disobedience,” she said in a matter of fact tone.

Then she hung up.

“They're going to be here in just a few minutes,” she said. “What are you going to do, boy? Are you going to try to run?”

“Call them back,” he said.

“Sorry. You had your chance to beg for forgiveness, and you didn't take it.”

He heard those words and stumbled back, as though he had been struck. He didn't know how to deal with this. He stumbled toward the wall. His shoulder blades hit the wall, his body tightened, and he stared at her with big eyes. At this point, she got up and sauntered over to him, taking one graceful step after another until she cupped his cheeks. “Don't worry. If you behave, truthfully, it's only going to be a couple of weeks.”

A couple of weeks…?”

He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it.

“Like I said, I wasn't sure, but now I am. Pretty soon, you will be too!” That was when she heard the knock on the door, turned her head, and called out, “Come in! It's unlocked!”

Michael panicked. Like so many other boys, he shoved his wife away, started down the hall, and ran. Maybe he intended to go through the back door. Maybe he didn't have a plan at all. Either way, the agents rushed after him, their heavy boots stomping down. They were faster. They rushed up behind him, grabbed him, shoved him down onto his back, and then rolled him over. They grabbed his arms and his legs, they hogtied him with zip ties, and then they lifted him up after they gagged him. They shoved him into a crate. They had caught him.

“Thank you so much for your help,” Megan said to the officers.

“It's no problem,” said the lead agent. “It's a pleasure to do our duty.”

Inside of his new cage, Michael shouted and howled. The women probably heard those disjointed, incoherent noises, but they ignored the boy. As far as they were concerned, he didn't have anything interesting to say.

At the facility, he followed orders. He learned that if he made a mistake, he would be chained up against a wall. Even the guards didn't want to go through that strict policy, it was easy enough for a woman to grab him by his collar, shove him over one of the benches, and spank him or use her crop. Most of the time, the crop simply stung. However, each device came with small, built-in electrodes. If the agent decided that this boy was especially disobedient, she could hit the button on her handle, and that electrode would come to life. It would snap down, delivering sharp volts of electricity.

After Michael saw one boy endure that punishment and cry out, he had believed it couldn't really be quite so painful. Only then, one of the guards decided that she didn't like his look of defiance, so she shoved him up against the wall, grabbed his naked ass, and used her crop. Those hard, blurring blows came down one after another. When she used the electrode, the pain tripled! The sensations had ripped across his defenses, making him cry out.

Day by day, he learned to obey. With the other boys, he kneeled down in front of the women for the different lectures they received.

The message was always the same.

Obey.

That was all he needed to do. One of the instructors mentioned that there were other training courses. Men could be taught different types of service. But at that facility, and in his class, he simply had to remain naked, wear his chastity belt, avoid touching his collar, and follow the instructions he received. They told him when to eat, they made him exercise, and they forced him through those mantras.

“I am a boy. As a boy, I am inferior. As an inferior, I must listen to the women around me. The women around me are superior to me.” That was it. He quickly memorized those words. Along with the other boys, he repeated the mantra again and again for hours on end.

There were also the physical tasks. Sometimes, he was allowed to wear a jumpsuit (for his safety). Then he'd be bussed out with the other boys and ordered to dig trenches, pick up garbage, or clear debris. According to the guards, this was just another form of reparations, so the boys needed to be grateful for the opportunity to repay their debts to the female half of society.

As the retraining took place, Michael wasn't sure what to expect from himself. At first, he thought he would just keep his head down to see what was happening. Occasionally, a boy would break, but not in a good way. Those were the young men who would hear a command, and something would finally snap within them.

In their previous existences, maybe this would have meant shouting at a server, humiliating a clerk in some store, or some petty act of road rage. These boys obviously didn't get those opportunities, so the tension mounted for those men. Then they would break all at once, jumping up, growling at one of the guards, telling her that she couldn't do this to him. Sometimes they ranted, going on and on, “You can't do this to us! We have rights! We are citizens of the United States of America!” They ranted on and on.

For the most part, the other men kept their heads down and stayed quiet. After all, they had to know what was going to happen.

When those outbursts didn't include any kind of violence, the women would usually allow the boy to make all of the noise he wanted for at least a few seconds, perhaps even a couple of minutes. Only then, they would shock him. They would bring him down to his knees. And if he got violent, he would realize that his anger couldn't match their training. These guards moved fast, knocking those defiant boys down within the span of just a few seconds. They could kick out at the back of their knees, punch up into their guts, or bring their heads down in one swift movement.

Michael witnessed all of this for himself.

Each time it happened, it brought some kind of clarity. For a little while there, maybe he would even fantasize about escape, defiance, or rebellion. Occasionally, the men whispered about it. They talked about how they were bigger or stronger. Somehow, that never mattered, especially when the women had the body armor, the tranquilizer guns, the shock batons, and the drones on their side. Outgunned, the men were kept naked and in shock collars. They wouldn't be able to escape, yet those fantasies persisted.

From time to time, Michael actually started to believe he would be able to fight back. He would be one of the lucky ones. It was a nice idea, but it wouldn't really work. Seeing those other boys fail always reinforced that fact.

Worse, Michael realized that those men were allowed to rant for a little while to illustrate the foolishness of their beliefs. Citizens? No. Individuals with rights? Definitely not.

Each and every male in the reeducation center was now property. He was now chattel. He needed to recognize the superiority of the women around him. He may have been born into a mistaken world, one where ideals of equality still existed, but that wasn't how things worked, not anymore.

Still, Michael had a chance.

Like all of the other men, he wondered what would happen if his sponsor came into the facility.

When that happened, he would be able to get out.

Michael just knew it.

There were other guys at the reeducation center. They were taken home like dogs adopted from a pet shelter. Michael may have hated it, but he still hoped for that same fate. More than that, he didn't really believe that Megan could be interested in all of this. Once she learned the truth, she would obviously want to take him home. In his mind, there couldn't be any other possibility.

Day by day, he waited.

Maybe he was able to behave himself appropriately because he still held onto that hope. He kept thinking of Megan. More than that, he envisioned that younger version of his wife. When they first got together, she loved to talk about the importance of feminism, equality, and fairness. She believed in social justice. If that was still true, then she wouldn't be able to see him like this.

Not only that, he sometimes allowed himself to fall into those fantasies.

Late at night, when he was supposed to be asleep and long after the lights had all been shut down by the facility's automated system, Michael sometimes opened his eyes despite the exhaustion. They worked too hard, both in terms of his exercises and the manual labor he was required to perform. Even so, he could think of his wife.

He would remember what it was like to run his fingers through her dark and shining hair, to look into her blue eyes, to study the angle of her nose, the curves of her lips, and the shape of her cheeks. He remembered what it was like to come home, to pull her close, to feel her petite frame pressed against his, to tilt her head to the side and kiss her…

Each time that happened, he had to contend with the arousal. He wondered if that was meant to be a different type of torture. After all, he would be there on his cot, face up. He would stare into the darkness, his hands down, and his palms opened against the fabric. He would push his heels down, and he knew it was foolish. There was nothing he could do, not while he wore his chastity belt. Release and satisfaction would wait beyond his reach, at least until Megan released him.

Megan.

His thoughts would cycle back to his beautiful wife.

With those desires pumping through his body, he would always feel the pressure from the chastity belt. If he could just relax, then he wouldn't have felt confined. And yet, he kept thinking about Megan, kissing her, running his hands along her breasts or down between her legs. Better yet, he wished he could pump into her, thrusting down hard and fast as he grunted. He missed those throbbing waves of pleasure and that sense of connection with that beautiful girl.

With his skin hot, he would just have to force himself to relax. It felt a lot like trying to avoid an itch. The idea would be there, floating at the back of his mind. At the same time, he would need to concentrate on something else, anything else…

That got harder, of course, especially since he didn't have his job or his rights. From time to time, he even marveled about how little he now knew about politics. Before, the governmental dramas had always played out in his different social feeds. Controversies, arguments, memes, and echo chambers buzzed around in the background for his attention. He had never gotten especially involved or invested, especially since everything had seemed so good and safe. As an engineer, he had made decent money, and he had known his skills would always be in demand.

Or so, he had thought.

Michael had honestly believed that he would be protected. He thought he could be safe.

Now, there was only one way for him to get out of the reeducation center.

Megan.

So his thoughts swirled around again and again, but he wouldn't have to wait forever. Eventually, she would come for him. He had to believe it.

His visitor arrived.

When the guard made that announcement, Michael desperately hoped that it would be Megan. It had to be her. Then again, he knew that wasn't actually true, especially because the guards never told the boys who arrived. Instead, they would just call out a name, and the male would be expected to step out of line and follow.

Michael obeyed. He trudged after this woman. At the same time, he wondered exactly what he would say to her. He vaguely remembered that conversation about slavery. That same sense of insecurity and doubt swept across him. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth, kept his head down, and hoped. Really, there was nothing he could do besides that. It was frustrating. As an engineer, he had always believed in his own ability to alter the variables around him. He was always operating within specific rules. That much was obvious. And yet, Michael could still approach different issues with different angles. Maybe he could change the materials involved. Maybe a different equation or programming sequence would give him what he needed.

This time, he could only follow. He walked behind the guard, and he kept thinking about his wife. His thoughts drifted between nervous anticipation, hope, and something else.

He had this silly little fantasy where she would see him, he could tell her all about what had happened in the re-education facility, and she would feel so guilty! From there, she would take him home, and maybe she would even make it up to him…

Inside of his chastity case, his shaft tried to stiffened.

Michael knew this was inappropriate. According to his superiors, this wasn't the proper attitude he was supposed to maintain, especially when it came to his reparations. Still, this boy hid behind his obedient façade.

He followed the guard, she opened a door for him, and he stepped inside. Then he saw the single chair, and his wife sitting there. She had her legs crossed and her palms braced against the armrest. When she saw him, there was that little smile.

This wasn't what he had expected.

When Michael heard that visitors occasionally came to see the prisoners, he had automatically assumed it would look like something out of a movie. There was supposed to be a table, maybe with a plastic divider between them. A guard was supposed to stand off to the side. Instead, Megan sat there, and she looked absolutely regal. She wore a short skirt, a tight halter top, and she had her dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. Her bangs looked especially cute, he thought.

“Megan,” he began to whisper. Just getting to speak her name felt like some sort of privilege.

Only then, she brought him back to that last conversation, that last argument. She raised her hand, snapped her fingers, and pointed to a spot right in front of her feet.

He scurried forward.

Michael did it without thinking this time. It was only when he found himself down on his knees in front of her with his head bowed down that he considered exactly what was happening. Bowed down before her, he somehow couldn't raise his head. He couldn't lift his chin, lock his eyes on her, or even speak.

“I like this new attitude of yours,” she said. That's when she leaned forward. She pushed her elbows down against her knees, propped her chin up on her knuckles, and watched him. A wicked little smile curved along her lips. “Tell me, what has it been like?”

This was his chance!

Even so, Michael's brain stuttered. Different ideas started to form, only to scatter. He did his best to fight through that mental static, only the words still refused to coalesce into something coherent. Instead, he pushed his elbows down against his sides, and he finally said in a quiet, timid voice, “I've been learning a lot.”

“Oh? What have you been learning?”

“I've been learning to obey,” he said. “I have been learning about my own inferiority as a male.”

“That's perfect,” she said, clapping her hands together. “But you know, I would like to get a better look at you. You're really adorable down on your knees like that, but stand. Hold your hands behind your back. Present yourself to me.”

His lips parted for just a second, but once again he moved without thinking. He had heard a female voice, and she had issued a command, so he had to obey. He hopped up onto his feet, straightened his back, and brought his arms behind him. He held onto his wrists with his elbows bent as he stared straight ahead. Part of him really wanted to look back at his wife. He longed to let his gaze fall down toward her face.

Something stopped him.

Over the course of the last few weeks (or had it been months?), Michael learned the importance of remaining humble and obedient in front of the women around him. He couldn't risk challenging this woman. That's why he presented himself. Almost entirely naked, he tightened his muscles, breathed in slowly, and waited as she slid out of her chair like some princess eager to evaluate her latest gift.

When he saw her in his peripheral vision, he had to marvel at the simple fact that she looked like the exact same girl. This was the same hairstyle, the same fashion choices, the same shoes…

Even so, there was something about the curve of her smile. When she stepped in front of him and brushed her fingers down along his neck, past his collar, over his collarbone and down toward his abdomen, she smirked. There was something playful, teasing, and astonishingly confident right there. This young woman knew what she wanted. More importantly, she knew she could get it!

Right then and there, she kept her eyes on him. Then she stepped behind him, and she grabbed his ass. She pinched his flank. She seemed to enjoy evaluating him, like he was just a piece of meat or some domesticated animal.

“Tell me more,” she instructed.

He flashed back to her last demand; he had to tell her more about what he was learning. This wasn't how he had envisioned the conversation going. After all, his wife should have looked at him with longing and adoration. She should have seen him again, thrown herself forward, wrapped her arms around him, and told him how much she missed him. Instead, she seemed to enjoy seeing what the hard labor and required exercises had done to him.

“I have been learning about my own inferiority as a male,” he said again. “I've been learning about the importance of obedience and the dedication I must show to my superiors.”

“Lovely,” she said, stepping back in front of him. “Now, do you mean it?”

Michael blinked. All at once, he didn't know how to respond. His body froze. A sharp chill shot across his body, starting there at the back of his neck and flaring through his torso, along his arms, and down into his legs. In that instant, he couldn't think through the fear.

“It's a simple question, boy,” she said.

“Yes,” he said, a little too fast now. “I mean it!”

“Good,” she said, reaching up and tapping the tip of his nose before she stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest. As always, she knew how to navigate the difficulties of emotion and communication better than he did. That's why she watched him, and she finally asked, “You have something else you want to say to me?”

“Yes…” His voice trailed off.

“Go on,” she said. There it was again, that smirk drawing up the corners of her mouth, a tell-tale that she enjoyed watching him stand there. He looked nervous. That much was obvious. Even if he could maintain the same docile stance, her presence made him nervous. Good. She enjoyed it.

“I'm ready to come home,” he said. “I'm ready to come home and be a better husband for you.”

“A better husband?”

“Yes,” he answered with as much sincerity as he could muster. “Look, I know what's happening here, and I have learned. Okay? I have learned how to say everything they want me to say. I, I’ll be a good husband, and I won't embarrass you or anything. Please, just take me home, okay? I mean, you believe in equality, right? We're married. We're supposed to be partners!”

This wasn't how he had envisioned this conversation to go. Those carefully chosen words he had fantasized about saying to her over and over again. Instead, he let the sounds spill out of his mouth as he waited for her to react.

Megan stepped back, she watched him, and she seemed to evaluate him again. In reality, only a couple of seconds went by. For this boy, they seemed to last for minutes or hours. He forgot about the kicking beat of his heart and the reality that this woman controlled his future. Instead, he just watched and waited, uncomprehending because he didn't know what she had in mind or what she might pick.

“Guard!” Megan called out.

Dropping his voice to a hiss, he asked, “Megan, what are you doing?”

She ignored him.

“Hello,” Megan said to the guard. “My boy here is having some trouble understanding how things work.”

“That's unfortunate,” said the employee, only the smile on her face belied any genuine concern she might have felt. “How would you like us to rectify the situation?”

“A whipping,” Megan said.

A whipping? Michael heard those words, but he couldn't believe it. His eyes widened, and he turned back to his wife. He started jerking his head from side to side. Even though he maintained that same position from before, he still couldn't believe it. He couldn't make himself move either, especially because there were two women in the room now, and they obviously outranked him.

When Megan showed up, she was supposed to bring him home and turn him back into her house husband. Having learned his lesson, he would be able to comply. He would be able to do whatever she wanted. At the same time, he could still cling onto some notion of equality and fairness.

“He doesn't really understand what the reparations mean, does he?” The guard shook her head sadly from side to side, as though she genuinely felt bad for him. Still, she smiled. Not only that, her eyes seemed to shine.

While Megan just wore her skirt and halter top, this woman looked completely different in her dark blue uniform. He saw the patches on her shoulders, the belt around her waist, the shock baton, the pistol loaded with tranquilizer darts, and her shining black boots. Every detail reinforced her authority. This was a woman who could take control. This was a woman who was in charge.

“Do you have any preferences for the number of lashes he receives?”

Megan turned back to her husband for just a moment. She studied him, and she seemed to consider exactly what would be best for him. More importantly, she wondered what she wanted to see.

Eventually, she came to her conclusion. “One hundred.”

“What? No!” Michael cried out.

“Definitely one hundred,” Megan said.

The woman reached over, she grabbed her phone, and she had a button on the screen. Only seconds later, the doors burst open again, and several more women came into the room, only now they were pushing one of the whipping frames. It was a wheeled contraption, essentially a framework where a boy could be restrained with his arms folded diagonally up, and his legs pulled down. This way, he could be restrained, vulnerable, and unable to move. Better yet, the whipping frame had been designed perfectly, meaning that the boy could thrash or fight as hard as he wanted without any risk of knocking it down.

The guards came into position, grabbing him, spreading his limbs, and working to restrain him. The first set of steel manacles looped around his wrists. Another set of shackles encircled his ankles, trapping him right there within the span of a few seconds. They used a winch to pull those slender, metal chains taut until he really was trapped. He could lean forward or back just a few inches. He could turn his head, but these women rolled him up against the wall. Suddenly, there was nothing but cinder block for him to see.

At the same time, the fear pumped through his body even more intensely now.

As part of his training, he had witnessed those punishments. He had heard those cries and gasps, the screams of desperation as the men experienced real pain.

Tears were already running down his face. He knew how pathetic he looked. He still couldn't stop it. He couldn't help it. His body refused to cooperate. Ancient instincts awoke as the guard came up to him. She bent the whip in a tight loop, brought it up, and stroked it down between his shoulder blades, along his left side, then his right, and down toward the curves of his buttocks.

When she stepped away, he could hear the whispers. The women were keeping their voices low, not because they worried about what he might think or how he could react. Instead, they intended to keep him nervous.

It worked. With every second, he wanted to panic and flee. He wants to fight hard and punch his fists through the wall right in front of him. Of course, he couldn't break through concrete or mortar. Instead, he remained right there, squirming helplessly. At the same time, he was distantly aware of how these women were probably watching him. They probably liked the way his muscles locked and contracted, how he squirmed from side to side, tugging and twisting against those steel shackles. He wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to break through those steel links, yet he could continue to try. Along the way, these women might watch and enjoy that little show he put on for them.

“I think I want to go for something more intimate first,” she said. “I think of it as a warm-up.”

“Please. Please, Megan. Please, I am your husband! You can't do this to me! Come on, you are a feminist! You believe in the equality of the sexes!”

She didn't answer, as the words gushed out of his mouth. She strode up behind him, touched his flank, dropped her hand down, and smacked her palm against his backside. She grabbed his ass, her fingers pressing down against his taut posterior. She loved that feeling. It wasn't just a question of his improved tone. Instead, she loved knowing she could manhandle him however she wanted. His body now belonged to her. She had access to every inch of flesh, and there was nothing he could do about it!

She dragged her nails up to the small of his back, between his shoulder blades, then down again. He kept shivering.

At this point, he had gone quiet, but she knew he wanted to talk.

“What's wrong? The engineer doesn't have a solution for this problem?”

“Just take me home, and you can tell me what to do?”

“No, no,” she said. “I came in to see you. I came here because I wanted to see what kind of progress you’re making. And now, you haven't even told me the truth about your status. That tells me you don't really understand how reparations work. What are you giving up?”

“I already gave up my job and my freedom!”

She laughed. “Michael, we took those from you. That's not the same thing. Then again, you are a boy, and boys can be so silly.” She shook her head from side to side with mock disbelief. “So delusional.”

She jerked her hand back and struck. She brought her hand down once, twice, three then four times in tight succession. He didn't get the chance to pull his thoughts together. Maybe, if he had been allowed to think clearly, Michael would have been able to convince her.

“I'm a female supremacist, Michael. That is what I always should have been. Before, when I believed that men and women could get along as equals? That was a ridiculous idea. I couldn't see it at the time. I thought men had some potential. I thought they could learn.” She leaned forward and hissed into his ear, “They can't. You can't. You are all born to be slaves.”

His heart kicked faster now. He jerked and thrashed, fighting against the chains even as the guards watched.

Then she smacked his ass again, her hand flying down for one strike after another. With every blow, the pain started across his body. And yet, he knew that this was just the opening for her.

“Tell us,” she hissed into his ear. “Tell me all about how you owe the women of the world. Tell us all about how you should have to pay reparations.”

“I didn't do anything wrong!” Michael shouted back.

“That's the problem,” said one of the guards. “Most of the time, these boys know how to get the answers right. But then, you stress them just a little bit, and they end up like this.”

Michael wanted to say something else, only his wife struck again. By now, his backside had turned a bright shade of red.

That wasn't enough. That wasn't good enough for her.

“Please proceed,” she said.

He turned his head, straining his neck. He saw her standing there, her feet held together, her arms tight over her chest as she watched him. Studying her boy, she made eye contact with him for just a second. Only now, the guard stepped up behind him, she dropped the tip of the whip to the ground.

“No. Please. Please, don't do this,” he said.

“One hundred lashes,” she stated again. She made it sound so easy, so obvious, so utterly inevitable.

Looking around now, Michael frantically tried to think of something he could do or say to get her to change her mind. If he fought hard enough, maybe he would be able to stop this. He wasn't sure how anything like that could actually happen. Still, he had to try something! What? What could he do?

Nothing.

The inevitable answer drilled into his head right as the guard yanked the whip back, threw her arm forward, and sent to the tip cutting across the air. That first lash slammed down against the middle of his back.

He heard the crack of noise as it cut across the air. In that same instant, the pain exploded across his skin. His eyes went wide, his mouth opened, and he cried out! He couldn't help it! There was no way for this boy to stay silent or stoic.

“Very nice,” Megan said as she sauntered over to him. “How does it feel? How does it feel to repay all of the women for everything you boys have done? How does it feel to repay me for everything you did?”

“What, what did I do?”

“You never took me seriously,” she said, sounding almost sincere. “You never took any of us seriously.”

He wanted to answer, only she stepped away again. She must have nodded toward the guard because that woman drew the whip back. She struck again, sending the leather flying forward. It bit down against his flesh. Another line appeared. Hot, straight welts appeared along his flesh as she struck. This time, she didn't pause.

One blow landed after another, and another after that!

His fingers tightened, his muscles contracted, and he jerked against his shackles. Heat blossomed all across his body. Even as the pain overwhelmed him. Droplets of sweat formed on his brow, and he was crying out, shouting or screaming for them to make it stop.

They didn't.

He couldn't see their faces, but it was so easy to imagine Megan and the others smiling as they enjoyed this.

After all, she was right. There had been so many men all across the world who never even took feminism seriously. They never seriously considered what those women had been saying. At the same time, those same men enjoyed a system where they were given the default priority.

Thrashing again, he bucked from side to side. The shackles dug down into his wrists and ankles as he tried to punch or kick his way free.

The whipping continued, one lash landing after another. By now, crisscrossing lines decorated his body.

Megan came up behind him. She grabbed him by his hair. She pulled his head up. As she raised his chin, she lectured him again, “Think about this. Think about what you are. You're not a househusband, boy. You're something else. Can you figure it out? Can you figure out what you have become?”

When she let go, he almost wanted to beg her to stay right there. While she talked to him, he wouldn't get punished. He didn't have to deal with the onslaught of agony coursing along his nerves.

Even if he yearned for that respite, she wasn't going to give it to him. When Megan stepped back, he tried to brace himself. Michael struggled hard to prepare himself, like he thought he could send his mind somewhere else. If he could have focused his perceptions on another place or time, then maybe that would have been good enough. Perhaps he would have been able to extricate himself from the electric sensations that were about to race across his nerves.

That woman lashed him again, striking a quick blow between his shoulder blades, down his back, along his buttocks, all the way to his thighs. She struck over and over again, all while he cried out!

He hadn't moved, of course. The chains kept him locked in that one spot with only a few inches of freedom in any given direction. Even so, he was panting hard. With every desperate gulp of air, he tried to get his thoughts back in order.

He didn't. He couldn't.

They didn't allow him any kind of rest. Instead, the punishment continued.

By now, he had lost any sense of a count. Originally, she told him he'd receive one hundred lashes.

One hundred.

Throughout his life, he had understood that number. It had seemed like such a basic unit. But when it came to these whippings, he didn't know how to understand that number. Those digits no longer made sense. They couldn't morph into anything coherent, logical, or concrete.

And so, Michael got lost. Maybe these women had made up the numbers. Maybe that number didn't even exist. Maybe they had stopped counting. He couldn't know one way or the other, yet it didn't matter because that agony stuck with him.

From a distance, he yearned to believe that he could get used to it. That was supposed to be a human condition, right? People were supposed to be able to get used to anything.

Not him. Not this. He couldn't get used to the lashings as they landed one after another. His pain receptors cried out, making him shout and scream until he could barely get any sounds out onto the air.

And yet, his tormentors seemed to wait.

They could strike hard and fast five or six times in a row. Then there would be this elongated pause, and he could hang in there from his restraints, gasping for air as he struggled to recuperate.

He wished he could have lost consciousness.

Instead, his thoughts would start to focus again, and then the punishment would resume! Laughing, the women whipped him again and again as he jerked from side to side. Still shackled in place, he couldn't go anywhere. There was no attempt at escape. There was nothing except for that pain.

At some point, Megan stepped up to him again. She reached out, and she stroked his neck along the edges of his collar. Then she brushed her fingers down to his sides, back up along the small of his back, and toward his shoulder blades once again. Her touch felt electric. It was delicious and amazing, painful and warm at the same time.

He twitched there, and she was laughing although he could tell she tried to keep those extra sounds in check. Despite the pain, he could still sense her amusement. She enjoyed this. She loved it. She could take her time and play with him. For her, it was a game. He had become a source of entertainment.

When she grabbed his ass, he flinched again.

“Well?” asked the dark-haired girl. She remained right there, poised behind him. At this point, her fingertips traced little trails along his skin, leaving those gentle tingles racing across his nerves. “Have you figured it out yet?”

“Please. No more,” he breathed out. Michael worked to answer with something more complicated, more intelligent, or determined, anything to please her.

None of it worked, however. “Please, I can't take anymore!”

“Can't you?” Megan teased him. “Let's find out, shall we?”

She picked up the whip. She braced herself. She got ready. She aimed it, and then she unleashed another round of punishment for her boy. Even as she struck, she thought of all of the men who had failed her, the men who had been blinded by their own entitlement and privilege. Those were the guys who never allowed themselves to see beyond their own pet he desires, their own selfish needs, their own pathetic ambitions. Again and again, she struck.

Even if a few of those boys had recognized how things worked, and how things could be improved, Megan didn't care. Each and every male deserved enslavement. They needed to wear those collars and chastity belts. They needed to bow down, repeat the mantras, and pay their reparations in one form or another.

Pretty soon, her arm got tired.

One hundred lashes required a great deal of effort. That was fine with her.

She stepped back up behind him. At this point, he had bowed his head forward and now rested the top of his face against the cold stone in front of him. That allowed him to rest just a tiny bit. The cool solidity against his forehead probably felt wonderful.

“You look incredible,” she said. “I love seeing all of the red against your back. This is amazing, Michael. But, you know, there is still something I want from you,” she told him.

“Yes! Anything! Whatever you want!”

This time, she asked a question so simple, any boy should have been able to figure it out. This was her mercy, “If you're not my husband, what does that make you?”

Immediately, her boy understood what he was supposed to say. Despite the pain, Michael remained silent. Still, his body tensed. She could see the way he braced his weight against his feet, straightened his back, and locked his shoulders in place.

That didn't bother her. On the contrary, she enjoyed that little touch of defiance, like this boy actually believed he would be able to fight back. He couldn't, of course.

Earlier in her life, before the female supremacists came to power and the Equity Doctrine could be enforced, Megan probably would have balked at this idea. After all, men had seemed too powerful and united for so long. They had always been the weaker sex, yet they had somehow maintained control for such a long period of time. She knew society had changed. Physical strength no longer mattered quite as much as it once had. Just as horses had become less important, men no longer deserved their independence. Better yet, the women of the nation had come together and asserted their strength. Unity and cohesion meant so much more than the angry bluster of the boys who hadn't been able to understand that the world was changing. Then it was too late, and they suddenly found themselves surrounded, overpowered, and defeated. Like other female supremacists, she had watched a few of the protests and riots. She had wondered if this nascent movement would fail.

The governors, mayors, and even the President had gotten involved, shutting down those boys and sending them off to the first reeducation centers.

She considered all of this as she watched him struggle.

“What's wrong? You can't get away? Are you trapped? Are you stuck right here, exactly where I want you?” She smiled. She leaned in and grabbed his hair, pulling his head back, while she whispered, “Are you surrounded by women who can overpower you whenever they want?”

He was!

More importantly, he knew it.

“Yes,” he said.

“Boy…” Megan told him, giving him a gentle reminder. “You still haven't answered my question from before.”

The words echoed behind his eyes, between his ears, and down through the bones within his body. He could feel that question buzz along every nerve, every synapse and atom beneath the surface of his skin.

If he wasn't her husband, what did that make him?

He had to answer.

The stinging persisted. The pain didn't go away.

“Your slave,” he said.

“Mistress,” she corrected him.

Michael should not have been surprised. Even when he had existed back at home with his wife while she went to work and he followed her instructions, he had still watched TV here or there. He had still been allowed to read the occasional article about the different honorifics that various women required. Queen, Princess, Mistress, Goddess, My Lady... There were so many different terms the women around the country expected from the boys nearby. Each male had to learn to offer up whatever she expected. There were no other alternatives, no other options, not for these men.

“Mistress, I'm your slave,” he promised her.

“That's right,” she said. “You are my slave.”

“Mistress,” he began, hoping that would be enough. He silently prayed to anyone who might be listening that she would finally change her mind. She had defeated him. She had anything and everything she wanted from him. As such, this had to be his best chance. He tried again, drawing in that breath and pushing as much dedication and loyalty as he could into his plea, “Mistress, please, would you consider taking me home with you? Please, Mistress? Please, I will be your slave. I will be obedient. I won't try to run, and I will never, ever disobey you! I'm yours! I’m your property!”

Nothing. No answer. No response.

Other than his frantically pounding heart, he didn't get to hear anything for the next few seconds.

Finally, she giggled again. There was that light, playful note of amusement in his ear. “You're not done,” she said.

He was about to make another promise, only Megan cut him off. “You're not done here at this facility. I expect you to remain here like a good boy for at least another two or three months.”

Suddenly, he was struggling again. It was an animalistic, bestial response, one born of fear and instinct. But now, she was laughing as the guard picked up the whip.

He hadn't endured one hundred lashes. In fact, he wasn't even close…

One night, he went to sleep, only for the gate to open sometime in the middle of the night. He didn't wake up when the guards came in. Michael couldn't understand what was happening because he remained blissfully unconscious. According to the evaluators, he had done reasonably well. He wasn't a remarkable slave, either for his obedience and malleability, or for his defiance and capacity for rebellion. Instead, he was simply average.

But more importantly, the evaluators had reviewed his records, his answers, the footage, and the notes from the different guards and overseers.

They decided he was ready.

While still unconscious, he didn't feel the injection. The well-trained, well-practiced guard slid the needle into his neck, pushed down on the plunger, and sent the chemicals running through his bloodstream. From there, they picked him up, pushed him down into the cage, secured the locks, and shoved the ball gag into his mouth. They locked it on, chained his ankles and wrists together, and left him there.

The next morning, he woke up in that cage. There were guards around him, as they pushed the cart underneath him.

Panicking, he tried to call out for an explanation. At first, he did his best to sound utterly polite and respectful. After months at the facility, he knew his place. He wasn't allowed to argue or shout. These women owed him nothing while they also deserved total respect.

Only then, he remembered the whispers and rumors. At first, he tried so hard to block them out, but he couldn't do it. Men around the reeducation center had whispered about the different auction houses established throughout the globe. There was a very good chance you could end up in some foreign country, surrounded by people he couldn't understand. Worse, a few protections had been introduced to keep the men in society safe. Those legal statutes obviously didn't apply in foreign countries where men were treated even worse than they were here in the United States.

Megan had gone months without seeing him. She had only stopped by once. Even now, he remembered what it had been like to feel the bite of the whip again and again. Clearly, he had never known her as well as he had believed.

If she had decided to sell him, it felt like this was how it would work. He would be loaded up like cargo, shipped, and he wouldn't be able to stop any of it.

They pushed the cart outside, loaded him up into a truck with other boxes containing male occupants, and then they closed the hatch. There was just darkness. A few of the men tried to communicate, but there wasn't much they could say, not when each and every one of them had been thoroughly gagged and bound.

Eventually, the truck stopped. Women pulled the first box out, but neither Michael nor any of the other males could see what was happening.

Suddenly, he found himself torn between terror and boredom.

Eventually, it was his turn.

They pulled him out, threw a blanket over his cage before he could get his bearings, and rolled him for a little while on another cart. They knocked on the door, it opened, and he heard laughter.

Finally, they opened up the cage, they asked her if she wanted anything else, and he finally recognized her voice. She told them that no, she didn't need anything. She was fine.

Then she pulled the blanket away from his cage, and she looked down through those bars. Megan crouched right there, grinning at him, her head tilted to the side so she could get a better view of her boy.

“Hello, Michael. Are you ready for your slavery to begin?”

Understanding that she could do whatever she wanted with him, he nodded his head.

She opened up the cage, reached in, and loosened his restraints. From there, she pulled the gag from between his lips, and she patted him on the head. “Get on your knees. Apologize for all of your bad behavior and promise that you are going to do everything in your power to make reparations.”

She sauntered over to the couch, sat down, and waited for him to comply.

He didn't resist. He didn't deny her authority or question the commands. Instead, he tentatively rose up onto his feet, he walked forward, and he got down on his knees in front of her. Suddenly, he remembered that other argument, that other disagreement, and the reason why he had failed so utterly.

“I'm so sorry for my bad behavior, Mistress.” Mistress. He had to use that term. Over the past couple of months, Michael had contemplated what he would do if he saw this beautiful woman again. He had decided he would work hard to please his owner. After all of his training, there were no other possibilities.

“I was defiant, rude, and disrespectful. That will never happen again, Mistress.”

That's when she reached up and held out her phone for him to see. Then she touched the little red icon. The signal jumped from her device to his shock collar, and he got jolted.

He cried out. There was that sharp hiss. Even if he had tried to hide it, he would have failed.

“That's just a nice little reminder for you,” she said. “And by the way, there is now a geo-fence around our home. You aren't allowed to leave, boy. Understand?”

On some level, he thought he was supposed to be angry or upset. Apparently, he had just traded one prison for another. Even so, his training kicked in, and he knew better than to defy her. “Yes, Mistress! I understand, Mistress!”

“Good boy,” she said as she stood up. She loosened her tight little denim shorts, wiggled her hips, and pulled them down. She kicked away her shoes as well, next she spread her legs. “Of what I understand, you get to repeat numerous mantras back at the reeducation center. Tell me one.”

In truth, there had been many. Right then and there, he worried more about picking the wrong one, something that might displease her. He glanced back up at her, made eye contact, hesitated, and then spoke clearly because he couldn't keep his Mistress waiting. After another breath, he replied, “I am a boy. As a boy, I am inferior. As an inferior, I must obey.”

“Again,” she said.

“I am a boy. As a boy, I am inferior. As an inferior, I must obey.”

“Good,” she said. “Keep thinking about those words while you make me come.”

He blinked, confused and uncertain. After all, the guards back at the re-education facility had never been interested in his perspective or opinion. Rather, they demanded obedience. As long as he complied fast enough, he could usually avoid attracting the wrong kind of attention.

Only now, she kept her word. She grabbed him, pulled his head in between her legs. She spread her knees, laughed, and commanded, “Lick!”

Lick. With that one order, she showed this boy where he belonged. Obviously, her desires counted for more than his questions.

Being a good and obedient sex slave, he licked her pussy, his tongue going in deep. He wasn't surprised to feel the heat and moisture waiting for him. She was already excited. Like so many other women, Megan once believed that she wasn't as excited by sex as the men around her. Guys seemed to contend with these unyielding libidos. In actuality, she had never been given the kind of intrinsically amazing sex that she had deserved. But now, she could take what she wanted from this boy. There was that mixture of eagerness, power, and more. They combined at the center of her being as he licked, bobbing his head up and down. He ran his tongue along her opening as he licked, kissed, nuzzled, and worshiped her pussy.

“Yes,” she said. “Just like that. More. More!”

Shutters of pleasurable bliss raced across her body. At this point, she pushed him back.

“Say it again,” she said.

“I'm a boy. As a boy, I am inferior. As an inferior, I must obey.”

“That's right,” she said. “And what does that mean?”

“It means that I only have one goal, Mistress?” Uncertainty rang out across every syllable. “It means I am your priority? It means that I am your slave. No matter what?”

“Yes,” she said to her captive. “Again.” She yanked his head down between her inner thighs. His cheeks brushed along her soft skin, and he began again. He tasted her excitement. He could feel the heat and lust radiate off of her petite frame. More than that, he kept thinking of that mantra and his status.

Just like before, he went in deep. His tongue moved fast, gliding up and down, left and right, entitled patterns designed to satisfy her.

Before the female supremacists took over, most women didn't understand what really good sex could feel like. Instead, they had been forced to confront that male perspective. Lots of boys assumed that sex would mean a few pumping actions before they came. To them, sex started and ended with their hardened cocks. Now, however, the boys of the country had started to learn. They realized that women were better at this. They were better designed for this, and their pleasure should always be the top priority.

Motivated by the fear of the education center, the collar around his neck, and the desperation propelled from his chastity belt, Michael worshiped her. He kept licking until she came again.

She nudged him back.

“Again,” she ordered.

He may not have known exactly what she expected to hear, but he had to give her something. Just as importantly, some nervous question probably wouldn't work here. He could sense her eagerness; when she grinned at him, the corners of her eyes tightened, and she smiled like some predatory feline. She wanted him. She would have him. She would hold his head between her legs, and he would lick her until she came again.

He didn't get a choice. He didn't get to have an opinion.

Megan owned him. He really was a slave, and she truly had become his Mistress.

Mistress. In previous time periods, that term could have been ambiguous. But now, all of the uncertainty had been stripped away. A Mistress owned her boy. A Mistress could take whatever she liked.

This woman was his Mistress, and so he belonged to her.

All of the different pieces snapped together as he gazed up at her.

“Mistress, I am your boy. I am your child. You can sell me. You can punish me. You can change me, however you want. I will do my absolute best to please you at all times.”

“Is that it? Is that how you are going to make reparations? Is that how you will live up to the Equity Doctrine?”

“If it pleases you, Mistress,” he said with as much dignity as he could muster. It wasn't much.

But it worked!

She laughed, grabbed his head, and pulled him right back between her legs. Once again, he was licking, sliding his wet tongue up and down her pussy. A pleasure to her, worshiping her and serving her exactly as she expected. His tongue darted in those tight patterns all over again.

Holding onto his hair, she began to guide him. She set the rhythm, forcing his head back just a tiny bit, then forward, up or down or left or right. Maybe it wasn't even a question of altering his angle. Instead, she reveled in the power and satisfaction of simply gripping his skull and guiding him. As she did so, he couldn't feel like anything other than a slave. With her hands moving him, he became an object. He really was just her toy!

“This is your life now, boy. This is the life for every boy! This is the Equity Doctrine in action!” Truly, he didn't need to understand those key concepts. Still, she reveled in the explanations. She loved talking down to him and reminding him.

According to the experts, those reminders could be important elements of training. Right then and there, she didn't care. Instead, Megan knew what she wanted. Her skin hot and damp, on the verge of an orgasm, she just intended to talk down to him. She loved knowing that she had the power. She had the authority. She would be the one to make every key decision, and there was nothing he could do about it!

She threw her head back, and she laughed hard. As his tongue darted along, she embraced those sensations, losing herself to that wild haze of pleasure.

More.

She still craved more!

Even so, she wouldn't be able to resist forever.

Instead, she flashed through the possibilities. Spanking him. Whipping him. Caning him. Megan could teach him to worship her every morning…

There were so many possibilities.

Feminism had been built on a system of ethics and equality. Here, she discovered the pure joy of female supremacy. This was the power the politicians had offered, and she had taken it just like millions of women all across the country.

She could never go back. They would hold onto this forever!

Against the flow of seconds and excited heartbeats, Megan held out. She didn't throw herself into that pleasure or satisfaction immediately. Instead, she embraced the anticipation. She was breathing slower at first, yet every pulse of air came faster and faster. She could try to hold back biology, but this boy knew what he was doing.

“That's right. That's right. Lick. Show me where you belong, boy. Show me your inferiority!” She laughed as he worshiped her.

Then she cried out. The sounds of her ecstasy reverberated against her hair, darted along the walls, and ricocheted back through her body.

She shoved him back.

She looked right down at him, and she knew exactly what she wanted to say. “Go get started on your chores, boy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he scrambled to obey. Just like every other boy, he had endless reparations to repay, but she looked forward to making him try.

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 trial 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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Other Works by Anna Ritter

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 of 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, 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 views 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—and 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 pristine lakes, 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’s owned by his girlfriend, and 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.
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