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As Bianca sat in the café with the overpriced cup of coffee on her right and that the artistic cookie made with ginger and specialty marshmallows on her left, she flashed a sardonic little smile to no one in particular. For this particular coffee trip, she knew she would need a title.

As an independent businesswoman, she didn’t worry about what she called herself. As far as the IRS was concerned, she was an acquisitions specialist, whatever that meant. But really, the government didn’t care what she called herself so long as she filed her quarterly taxes and paid in full.

Emily, on the other hand, was Bianca’s best friend, which meant she would worry about her. She needed to know what her best friend was doing since dropping out of college more than a year before.

What would Emily say if she really knew the truth? Bianca smiled again as she glanced over at the door. She ran her fingers through her hair, gently brushing her hand along the black headband she wore.

This illegal piece of technology was unknown to the general population.  No one outside of a few select scientists who worked in neurobiology and the highest levels of computer science understood that something like this could even exist. But with it, she could download specific talents and abilities straight into her mind. As such, Bianca now had a thriving business, one where she acquired very special pets and pieces of property for powerful women with discerning tastes.

A few seconds later, the glass door to the overpriced café opened, and Emily stepped inside. She scanned the room, spotted her friend, and grinned brightly. She rushed between the different tables, navigating around those artfully industrial pieces of furniture.

“Oh my God! It’s so good to see you!” Emily cried out, her voice loaded with a special kind of enthusiasm.

Already on her feet, Bianca hugged her best friend. She loved the feel of Emily’s solidity. Both girls had ended up in the same dorm room back as freshmen. Unlike so many other girls, Emily and Bianca never hated one another. Sure, there were occasional arguments, but they loved hanging out. And now, it felt good to get hugged.

“It’s great to see you too,” Bianca said before sitting down.

They let go, and Emily sat down. “You’re looking really good! I like what you have done with your hair.”

Bianca smiled. Although her hair was usually a pale shade of brown, she had dyed it with streaks of blonde. It was an interesting contrast with her pale skin and light brown eyes.

“So I don’t want to waste your time, especially because I know you are so busy, but there’s something I want to tell you.”

“What?” Bianca asked, savoring the grandiose tone her friend instinctively adopted.

“I met a guy at work,” Emily said.

“No,” she replied automatically. “I’m not interested in a boyfriend.”

“Look, just hear me out,” Emily said.

“But I heard you. I’m not interested.”

“Just hear me out,” replied Emily again. When it looked like her friend was about to protest once more, Emily reached out and grabbed Bianca’s hands, squeezing her knuckles gently. “Look, I know you’re busy with work. I know you’re changing the world or saving the whales or something, but I think this is really important for you.”

“I’m too busy,” she said. That part was true.

“So maybe just have some fun? Or maybe date a guy and see whether or not you care that much about your career.”

Bianca resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Instead, she settled for firming her lips into an annoyed pout.

“Don’t look at me like that,” teased Emily. “I’m serious. You can’t just focus on your career. You want to be happy, don’t you? Well, humans are social animals, so you need to have something more in your life.”

“I have my best friend,” Bianca retorted.

Emily grinned as a little bit of blush curled along her cheeks. “Yes, and I’m always going to be your best friend, but I want you to be happy too.”

“I’m happy.”

“Are you?”

Bianca inhaled, thinking an answer would be easy, especially when she thought of her work. She pictured the men whose names had appeared in her inbox. These were the males who had made some mistake. Sexists or misogynists, cheaters or liars, they had all crossed the wrong woman, someone who knew how to contract with an acquisitions specialist alike Bianca. Now, each and every one of those young men found themselves locked in cages, collared, or otherwise trained for service in private homes. Back before she made the right contacts and received her headband, Bianca had viewed the world as fundamentally unfair, just like everyone else. Now she worked to change that, perhaps even altering the course of history in her own small way.

That made her happy, demented?

Before she could come up with a definitive answer, Emily softened her gaze and said, “I’m really serious about this. I know you are happy with your work, and that’s fantastic. But life has to be about more than work, right? I mean, do you get lonely?”

Bianca felt unfamiliar muscles clench around her neck. Even so, she didn’t want to say or admit anything.

Breathing in slowly, the specialist remained quiet long enough for Emily to continue, “When you come home, don’t you want there to be someone waiting for you?”

“I’m not interested in dating,” she said.

“Then just go out. Have some fun. Meet up with this guy.”

“Emily, you are so sweet, and I love you so much, but I don’t think that’s going to be right for me.”

“I really can’t convince you?”

“No,” Bianca replied. “But you know, I might try something else.”

“Something else?” Emily arched an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” Bianca continued as the ideas started to spin through her head. “Something else.”

“You’re not going to tell me, are you?”

“Sorry. This is kind of a work thing.”

Emily had to get back to work, so Bianca took several slow sips from her coffee. The steam still rose from that delicious, chocolate-colored liquid. All the while, she wondered if maybe she should find a guy.

Okay.

Thinking of this is nothing but an intellectual exercise, she wondered who she should pick. A celebrity could be fun. Obviously, it could not be someone too terribly important, lest she attract a lot of unwanted attention. If a minor celebrity, maybe one of the cute boys from the local news, disappeared, then there might be a little bit of activity on social networks. But the day would pass, people would move on to cat videos and arguments about the president.

No.

What about some YouTube celebrity?

Bianca actually started to laugh as she shook her head. Tracking someone like that that would be easy enough, but she didn’t really like the idea of having to train some stranger. Besides, just because there was some cute guy who used to work at Target and now had millions of followers, that didn’t mean he would look good naked or be adept in bed.

Ryan.

The smile immediately dropped away from her face. She nearly dropped the cup of coffee right there on her lap. Breathing out slowly, she lowered the cup back to the industrial table. As the ceramic clicked against the metal surface, she licked her lips and wondered if she could really do something like that.

As an acquisitions specialist, she had taken down dozens of targets, luring them out of their apartments, condos, and homes. She had locked them in cages, taken them to drop off points, and made sure that they found their new owners in one way or another.

But based off of what Emily said, maybe Bianca needed someone else in her life.

Could Ryan be that boy?

Puffing out her cheeks, she glanced down at her snug, navy blue dress and black tights. The fabric clinging to her legs shimmered under the lights. Then she looked up again, ran her fingers along the top of her head and down to her back.

Taking out her phone, she started typing.

Within a minute, she had tracked Ryan down. Although she hadn’t seen him since their sophomore year when he dumped her, she still remembered the spelling for his last name.

As she looked down at the corporate headshot, she marveled at what Ryan had accomplished. He had only been out of college for two years, but he was now some kind of project manager for a local software development company.

“Good for you,” she said.

Bianca nearly laughed out loud when she thought of her ex-boyfriend as a potential date. Other girls would have checked out his status, quickly calculated how much he would make per year, and decide the baby deserved another chance because he could be an excellent partner.

Plus, he had been wonderful in bed. He had his quirks, just like so many other young men, but he had been eager to please. And really, that was what counted most.

Could she do it?

Should she?

At this stage in life, she knew some of her old friends from college had successful careers, which meant they inevitably adopted cats. Those girls still enjoyed going out and partying at clubs or trendy restaurants on the weekends, but they wanted someone to greet them when they came home. So what if he wore a collar and crawled around on the floor?

Perhaps Bianca was missing out.

She tapped her fingers a few more times on the tabletop before she made up her mind.

Now a different kind of smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. This one was predatory and would have frightened any guy who looked in her direction.

Bianca had on her headband, snug black pants, and a matching blouse. The tight blouse clung to her sides, showing off her best curves. Technically, she looked more like a hostess at some family-friendly restaurant rather than a kidnapper.

And yet, she knew exactly what to do.

The dark clothing would be helpful in case anyone happened to drive by.

Seated in the nondescript SUV she rented with a fake name, Bianca looked down at the glow of her tablet. She studied the pad, saw the green icon indicating his location, and marveled at how vulnerable so many of these modern vehicles were.

Back in high school, she remembered a boy saying something about how he wanted to be a mechanic just like his father. He thought it was awesome that he could work with his hands, get dirty, all without needing a background in math or science. That kid had no idea. He didn’t understand how many computer chips and programs, how many lines of code went into making a modern vehicle work.

And luckily for Bianca, Ryan had decided to show off. He probably loved driving around in that expensive electric vehicle of his. The salespeople probably talked about the high-end technology, which meant he could be hacked.

Utilizing her headband, Bianca summoned the requisite information she needed. So long as she had access to the central network, she could garner any kind of data or skill set she required.

Like other acquisition specialists, Bianca decided to go after her target on the road. He would be distracted, probably focusing on simply getting home. Zoned out on music or podcasts, he would not realize what was going on.

When the green dot on her screen came close enough, she initiated her attack, exploiting several security flaws.

In his car, he looked down at the speedometer, surprised to see that his car was slowing down. Moments later, he pulled off onto the side of the road. A few feet in front of Bianca’s car, he didn’t know what was happening. Obviously, this was some kind of weird glitch, but panic didn’t have enough time to set in.

The doors locked. “This is weird,” he said, feeling some of that nervous tension flow into his arms and legs. But then, there weren’t any immediate threats, so he wasn’t about to panic.

He looked around, confused. Tapping on the monitor, he tried to get something to respond. Nothing did. His finger touched that usually responsive screen in the middle of the dashboard.

Leaving her headlights on, Bianca stepped out of her vehicle. She reached down for her pocket felt the small stunner. Little more than a handle with a pair of electrical prods, it would serve her purpose in case he decided to give her trouble.

Bianca took her time as she approached.

Inside his vehicle, Ryan kept trying to get things to work. Finally, he pulled out his phone, only it refused to make any calls. Normally, his phone routed through the car and its Internet connection, but the touchscreen wouldn’t activate, so he was stuck.

Grabbing the steering wheel, he tried to figure out what to do.

Quiet as she stood back, unobtrusive and unnoticed, Bianca smiled. Ryan probably didn’t realize it, but he looked cute when he was this frustrated. Then again, every girl can enjoy wielding this kind of power over someone like him.

Throughout his life, Ryan had succeeded. Tall even as a young boy, he got lots of attention. With his wavy dark hair, bright eyes, strong jaw and chiseled cheeks, he was adorable as a little boy and sexy as a man. The kind of guy who enjoyed working out frequently, he made sure all of the girls around him liked him. Worse, he had studied hard, developing a facility for programming and working with people.

If Bianca hadn’t chosen him, he probably would have started his own company and ended up a billionaire.

But she did choose him, and now she tapped on the glass.

He jumped in his seat, pulling against the safety belt. He tried to roll down the window, but those commands weren’t responding to him either.

Bianca took out her phone and waved it at him. He was confused, at least until he looked down and saw that he was receiving a call.

“Hello?” Ryan asked, unable to keep confusion from his voice.

“Hello, Ryan,” she said. “You remember me?”

The voice was familiar, but they hadn’t spoken for several years.

Since he didn’t answer right away, she continued, “It’s Bianca. Now, I know this is going to be very confusing for you, but I have a cage in the back of my vehicle. You’re going to get out of this car, strip to your boxers, and get in that cage.”

“What the hell is this?” Ryan finally demanded. An idea popped into his head. It probably felt logical to him. “Is this some kind of joke? What is this, a YouTube prank or something?”

Silly boys. They often liked to hold onto this final hope. It was probably a lot easier than dealing with the reality of their situation when she came for them.

“This isn’t a joke,” she said, her tone unnervingly solemn and serious. “You and I used to date back in college, and so I’ve decided to take you for myself.”

“Take me,” he repeated without any inflection.

“That’s correct,” she said into her phone. Several cars drove by. “And if you don’t cooperate, I’m to have to punish you.” She raised the small stunner, squeezed the trigger, and they both watched as the electrodes lit with an electrical current flashing between those tips. “I decided I’d like a pet boy. That’s going to be you.”

“You’re crazy,” he said.

“No, I’m not,” she replied. “By this time tomorrow, you’re going to be safely caged back at one of my properties.”

“This can’t be happening,” he said. But really, it was disbelief that rang through his voice. He didn’t think any of this was an actual possibility.

“Get out of the car,” she ordered, stepping back.

Of course, he seized the bait.

Like so many other young men, he assumed that he would be able to take her in a fight. But then, he didn’t understand how she already had the downloaded knowledge and muscle memory of women like Danielle Mao and Karen Shields, two of the world’s best karate fighters.

As the locks disengaged, he immediately grabbed the handle and stumbled outside.

“Bianca?” Ryan finally asked.

“That’s right,” she said.

“If you don’t undo whatever you did to my car, I’m going to drag you straight to a police station.”

“Try it,” she said, motioning him to attack.

He glanced around. At this point, the road was empty.

He took one step forward, paused, and finally made up his mind. He lunged at her, ready to grab her. In his imagination, it was probably going to be easy. Take her by the arms, yank them behind her back, push her to the ground, and make her do whatever he wanted.

In fact, those images probably appealed to lots of his male fantasies.

But he stepped forward, and she stepped out with her hands grabbing his wrist and twisting. Suddenly, his arm was at a painfully awkward angle. His knees buckled and he fell to the ground, tearing a hole in his pants against asphalt.

She let go of him.

“Strip down to your boxers,” she ordered again, just as she had done with those other targeted males.

“You’re crazy,” he said, jumping to his feet and raising his hands like a boxer.

“You can’t get your car open without this,” she said, holding up her phone, dangling it in front of him just like bait.

His nostrils twitched, he lunged forward, and he punched out, probably hoping that his uppercut might knock the air from her lungs.

Unfortunately for him, she dodged left, brought up one knee, and slammed it against his thigh. He stumbled back. He turned, holding up his arms, only her hands went for his stomach. She jabbed him twice, knocking him back against his vehicle.

“Sorry, Ryan. You might think you’re stronger, but I’m faster and so much better trained.” She flashed him a ferocious grin in the dark.

“You bitch!” Finally unleashing his temper, he rushed at her. Determined to just grab her and tackle her and throw her to the ground, he thought he could do this.

Unfortunately, she stepped to the side faster than he anticipated. Her hands went to his neck, and she knocked him down, using his momentum to hurl him to the unyielding road.

The next thing he knew, Ryan found himself on his back with this girl’s knee pushing down against his spine.

“You might be stronger,” she said with a little laugh edging at her voice, “But I’m far more skilled than you could ever hope to be.”

His fingers and knuckles scraped against of the ground as he scrambled to get up. She let him wiggle and squirm for a few seconds before she pushed her weight down against his back, sending a surge of pain running along his body.

“You can keep struggling if you like,” Bianca explained to her prey, “But I have you now.”

“This isn’t possible!” He gasped. “You can’t be this strong.”

“I already explained to you,” she said. “This isn’t about strength.”

Clearly, Ryan didn’t believe her because he pushed his palms down against of the ground and tried to get up. Another rush of pain washed over him, blurring his vision for a second. She twisted on his arm, pulling it against the joint. She didn’t come close to causing any sort of real damage, yet the agony gave him lots of reason to halt.

Finally, he kicked his feet out. He squirmed some more, wiggling beneath her.

“This is probably going to become a lot more common,” she said conversationally. “But you are going to learn to be afraid. So don’t worry. Since you’re the first, you just get to settle into your new life.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’ve decided I want a pet boy. Think of yourself as my little companion, someone for me to have at home and to play with. And to be honest, having you like this does turn me on, so I’m probably going to have to find some other uses for you too.”

“You can’t be serious. Please, we dated!”

“And if I recall correctly,” she said with a bitter smirk, “You dumped me after I accused you of cheating on me.”

“I didn’t cheat on you!”

“But you admitted it,” she said. “You probably don’t remember. You were drunk.” She thought back to that party and how she saw him joke around with his friends. “You told me you could do better. The next day, you broke up with me.”

She closed her eyes, doing her best to ignore the pain from that old wound. When she couldn’t just shove it aside, she pulled on his arm, a painful yanking that made him cry out and hope that another car would happen by.

A few seconds later, the universe listened but only in the meanest way possible. A van rolled by, but the driver was busy tapping his fingers on the steering wheel as he danced to his jams.

Granted, Bianca didn’t worry about it. She could take down one guy or seven. Technically, she had once beaten up an entire biker gang. That had been a fun night, although they had scored a few bruises.

Focusing on her prey, she said, “Are you ready to yield or do we have to stay here for little while longer?” Rather than give him the opportunity to defy her, she pulled on his arm again, sending another painful spasm up his spine.

“I’ll do it!” Ryan called out before he could think through his answer.

“Good boy,” she said with a condescending tone that sounded far too practiced. It was like she had spoken this way to lots of guys before. But how was something like that possible?

Finally, the pain dissipated as Bianca climbed off of her new pet boy. Smiling down at him in the dark, she stood back. He climbed up onto his knees and looked around.

“Don’t run,” she said.

He turned back to her, saw half of her face illuminated by the headlights, and he had to marvel at her. Over the last couple of years, she had grown even more beautiful. Clearly, she works out. But more than that, this girl is different. She looked down at him and there was a new strength and confidence in her expression. This was the kind of girl who had gone up against lots of guys and won every single time.

His heart pounded faster. He glanced back at the SUV. For the first time, he really believed that there was a cage in the trunk waiting for him. And what would happen if he got in there? What would this controlling girl do with him?

He had never been scared of a girl before. But now, his heart pounded, adrenaline flashed through his veins, and that fight-or-flight reaction kicked in. Listening to his primal instincts, he jerked up onto his hands and knees, launching himself forward as he sprinted.

His shoes crunched against of the uneven gravel beside the road.

Okay, she could hold him down, but she let him up, now he had to get out of there. He could take his phone and call the police.

He ran hard, darting as fast as he could beside the road. Several cars drove by, and he threw out his arm, waving his thumb. He didn’t dare jump into the middle of this quiet highway, so no one stopped.

He glanced over his shoulder. He could see her SUV’s had lights in the distance.

Then she stepped out in front of him.

What the hell?

“Shortcut,” she called out, her voice bright.

Panting now, he came to a ragged stop. She looked just fine.

“This road curves quite a bit,” she said. “If you know all of the little shortcuts and walking paths, it’s pretty easy to get ahead of you,” she explained. Of course, he had no way of knowing how this girl could download such information straight into her mind, making it an intimate part of herself.

“This is impossible,” he said. He never imagined that a petite young woman like Bianca could hunt him this way.

“Now, obviously I can’t trust you, so I think this is going to be necessary,” she said, reaching into her pocket. She pulled out a neatly folded collar and leash. He saw the items and recognized them from some random stint at a big box store.

“We are still heading back to my SUV. You’re still going to strip down to your boxers, and you are still going to get in your cage. But now we have to walk back, only this time you’re going to be wearing this collar and be on this leash.”

“Screw you!” He held out.

This time, she stepped forward.

Fear gripped him, holding him in place this time. Fighting didn’t work. Running didn’t work. What could he do?

“Look, can’t we just talk about this?” Ryan asked, his voice shaking.

“I already told you what was going to happen,” she replied. “What else is there to talk about?”

She came closer and closer, striding right up to him. In one hand, she had the collar and leash. In the other, she held that small, black stunner. At the last moment, Ryan caught his breath and decided he had to run. Too late.

The huntress jabbed out with her stunner, shoving those electrodes up against his flank. At one moment, he felt the press of the device against his side, only then everything turned to a bright burst of agony like nothing else he’d experienced before. The jabbing ache of getting his arm pulled behind his back was one thing. This was worse! Electricity surged through his body, catching him completely off guard. He had never felt electricity like this before. Maybe he had experienced the sting of a static shock once or twice.

But this swept through his entire body, hitting him from every direction all at once. It felt like thousands of wasps biting down, digging in and making him cry out.

The next thing he knew, he was on his back.

“Strip,” she ordered. “But because I want your feet intact, I’m going to let you keep your shoes for now.”

“Why, why are you doing this?”

She crouched beside him, looped the collar around his neck, and attached the leash. Then she stood up, sliding the looped end of the leash around her wrist. This way, she didn’t even have to bother holding on.

“I already told you,” she said. “I’ve decided I want a man in my life. And obviously, men are best on their knees.”

Ryan couldn’t believe it. But then, she gave a little tug, and she lifted her foot, placing it right there on his chest. He felt the heel push down against his sternum. High heels? Really? How was such a thing possible?

“I’m better than you,” she told him, answering his unspoken question. “So many women are better than you now. Trust me. The technology is going to spread. But you don’t need to worry about that. Your public life is over. Now you’re going to be a pet, kept at home and well taken care of.”

His nostrils twitched as he felt that flash of anger again, yet as he looked up into her beautiful face, he surrendered. His shoulders slumped as he let his arms fall to the side.

“I’ll do it,” he said.

Just a few minutes later, he was stripped down to his boxers, the black silk glistening in the light. He had never imagined that a girl would grab him and take him like this. He was wearing these nice boxers on the off chance he might be able to seduce one of the interns at work. But as he walked forward with this girl behind him, her high heels clicking on the asphalt, he knew that wasn’t going to happen.

When they came back to the SUV, he looked around, panicked. “Where’s my car?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I sold it.”

“You did what?”

“Well,” she said with a little shrug. “It’s not like you’re going to be using it anymore.”

Using the fob, she opened the trunk. Sure enough, there was a dog cage right there. Made from sturdy black wires, the cage waited for him. The gate was already open, so he just had to climb up and inside.

Fresh panic gripped him. He turned back to her, struggled to control his voice, and pleaded, “Bianca, please. I know I was a jerk back in college. I messed up. Please, can I have another chance?”

“What are you suggesting?” He had no way of knowing this, but she always enjoyed playing with her targets. Call it a kind of flirting.

Scrambling to think, he went through his options. “I can pay you!”

“Boys like you always think a bribe would work.” She giggled at him as he stared at the cage. Already stripped down to his boxers, he instinctively tensed his abdominal muscles as he stared at that black grating.

Out here, even on a leash, he still possessed some semblance of dignity. Once he went that cage, that would all be over.

Gulping back his dismay, he tried again, “I’m serious. I did really well for myself. I have stock options!”

“Options which won’t vest for several more years,” she pointed out. “Care to try again?”

Her eyes sparkled in the dark. She was enjoying this, and he knew it, not that he could use that information against her.

“I also have my condo! It’s done really well. The market has been hot,” he said.

“True,” she allowed, “But I’ve already filed several lawsuits and liens against your property.”

“Excuse me?” He couldn’t think of any other response. “You hired a lawyer to come after me?”

She giggled. “No. I’m doing it myself.”

“But you don’t know anything about the law!”

She smiled at him. Tugging on his leash, she pulled him closer, inch by inch. He didn’t want to approach this young woman, especially since she seemed to possess abilities he couldn’t possibly comprehend. But then, he had no idea of how the black headband she wore connected Bianca to a database which gave her all of the talents and skills any young woman could ever wish to possess.

“I know so much more than you ever will,” she promised, a wicked curve of her lips making it clear the world had changed in ways he couldn’t possibly fathom yet. “I’m a girl, and now I’m your superior in every way. All you get to be is a pet. In time, every boy is going to be a pet.”

“That can’t be right,” he said. “Men control too much of the world. The military, finance, politics!” He didn’t even know why he was arguing with her. Theoretically, Bianca could have downloaded expertise in psychology with an emphasis on men’s insecurities, but she shrugged, not bothering.

“Really? I can hack into your car, legally repossess your properties, and shove you in a cage. Do you think any man on the planet could stand up to me, let alone the other groups of women who are moving into place?”

His throat clenched as he heard those words. “You can’t be serious,” Ryan said, not because he didn’t believe her after everything he had already witnessed, but because he had to cling to that one hope.

“That’s the fascinating thing about wealth,” she said. “And power. If you really stop and think about it, it is also ephemeral. Sure, the president of the United States looks incredibly powerful. He has money and is surrounded by opulence. He controls so many policies that influence world affairs. And yet, that’s only because people listen to him. And you have no way of knowing whether or not his wife has adapted like me. You can’t know whether or not she controls him like a puppet. For all you know, he’s standing up there with his nice podium and that emblem of the most powerful nation out in front, but he might be wearing a chastity cage now. For all you know, he goes back to the White House and gets collared by his daughter.”

“This can’t be happening,” he protested.

Getting bored of this conversation, she put her hand on his chest, shoved him, and he stumbled back. His bare thighs pressed against the cold metal of the SUVs bumper. “Get in, pet,” she said. “Trust me. You don’t want me to punish you out here.”

His insides turned cold, so he scrambled to obey, climbing into the dog cage. He heard the metal grate slam shut a second later, the metal wires reverberating.

“What do you think of this?”

It took Ryan a few seconds to scramble around. Moving within the narrow confines of the dog cage was really difficult. But he finally turned around and saw the small, heart-shaped padlock. She hooked it around the latch, sliding it in place.

“You’re not getting out of there,” she said before clicking a button on her controller. The SUVs trunk door automatically slid back down, locking into place with a gentle click.

Even so, he could hear her laughing as she walked around to the driver’s seat. Moments later, the engine started, and Ryan could only sit up as best he could. He hoped someone might be able to see him. Maybe he would get lucky, they would pass a police car, and he could wave for help. But no. The windows were tinted, and the cage was tall enough. If anyone spotted him, they would probably just see the top of his head or the curve of his back and assume it was the silhouette of a dog.

After all, what kind of man would allow himself to be captured by some petite brunette with blonde streaks?

She drove, gently tapping her fingertips on the steering wheel as she listened to her music. A popstar jammed out lyrics about how much he loved a girl and how he would do anything to please her.

Bianca couldn’t help but smile at the sounds emanating from those speakers. Technically, it was a possibility that this young man had written those lyrics himself, all without the assistance of someone like Bianca. More likely, his manager, girlfriend, or even his assistant had decided to give this popstar a new persona. Moving forward, he wouldn’t be the handsome lothario capable of scoring with any girl he liked. His good looks and lovely voice would be turned to a new goal.

All of his songs would talk about how boys should be obedient, desperate and determined to please the girls in their lives. Boys needed to obey. They needed to beg. They should be on their knees, pleading for attention and the chance to serve.

Smiling to herself, she thought of Selena Gomez and her delightful song, “That’s More Like It.” If you ever want to check out a song about female supremacy, there you go.

Eventually, they came back to her new house.

After hacking into an auction house’s database, she had been able to purchase the gorgeous property for the astonishing price of one dollar. When someone caught the “technical glitch” which allowed Bianca to purchase the property for such a low price, she had filed several injunctions. The owner of the real estate firm decided it would be easier to just let her keep it.

Network security was a big deal, but lots of company still weren’t taking it seriously.

With a shake of her head, she parked in the cobblestone driveway, got out of her SUV, and walked around. Opening the trunk, she peered into his cage and saw Ryan on his stomach, his knees bent and his chin resting on the backs of his hands.

“You look just like a dog,” she said with a little chuckle.

“I’m not a dog,” he protested.

“You’re on a leash,” she said, opening the cage and pulling on his lead. With a smile, she tugged, and he scrambled out. The journey back to her property wasn’t a terribly long one, yet his muscles were still stiff. She didn’t care. She marched up the gorgeous steps to her wraparound porch and stepped into her house.

“We need to talk about your punishment,” she said.

Even in the dark, Ryan recognized this neighborhood. This house must have been worth at least a million, not necessarily for its size but for the gorgeous finishes. The granite waterfall island, smooth countertops, enormous flat screen TV, and marble floors looked amazing. Everything in this living room sent one clear message: I have money.

He glanced back at the younger woman and wondered how she could possibly get something like this. Then again, she clearly wished to turn him into some kind of slave. His heart pounded faster as he started to wonder if maybe she could really get away with this.

“Come along, Ryan,” she said. By using his name, she asserted her authority and power over him.

He scurried as he felt the tug of the leash. The collar tightened around his neck as he struggled to keep up. The next thing he knew, she strode through pair of double doors. An enormous bedroom spread out before them. There was the fourposter, canopy bed, a desk with numerous cosmetics, and something else.

When his eyes locked on to the shelf covered in tools, he didn’t know what to think. Part of the kinds of tools you would get at a hardware store. Instead, his eyes peeked out at different ball gags, collars, hanging leashes, paddles, whips, crops, handcuffs, and other implements of discipline.

“Why do you have all that stuff?” Ryan asked because he was a foolish boy who still couldn’t quite catch up to the reality of his situation.

“Because boys like you need to be owned,” she said. She tugged him onto the foot of the bed, reached down and casually yanked his boxers down around his ankles. Next, she grinned and said, “Reach for the supports.”

He glanced over at the canopy’s thick, wooden pillars. With one more look at his captor, he swallowed and wondered if maybe he could try to escape again. He could run, fleeing as fast as he could back through the house. But if he couldn’t escape out beside a road, what made him think he had any chance here now?

She came up behind him, grabbed his ass, and pinched, her nails pushing down against his skin. “You don’t want to test me, Ryan. I already need to punish you for trying to get away once. You don’t want to double your consequences.”

He stretched out his arms.

Strolling over to the shelves, she grabbed a set of straps. Dark red, leather cuffs with smooth silk ropes connecting them, they would be perfect for making sure he stayed exactly where she wanted him.

Running her fingers along his right arm, she encircled his wrist with the first shackle. Then she connected it to the support. Next, she ran her fingers over his left shoulder, down his bicep, and over to his wrist. She connected the restraint, pulling it tight around him. Then she tied it to the other support. Now he was at the front of the bed, his arms spread.

“This is the position I’m going to use to punish you most frequently. But don’t get me wrong. An impromptu spanking or paddling can happen wherever and whenever I want.”

As much as he didn’t wish to, Ryan believed her.

“Go on. Struggle. I’m sure you’re just as curious as I am,” she said flirtatiously.

“Okay,” he said, his tone still like he wouldn’t give her the entertainment she expected.

SMACK!

Her hand flew down fast, striking hard against his unprotected backside. The pain washed over him, somehow worse than the fight by the road. His eyes watered and he gasped out, the oxygen forced from his lungs.

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he said.

“Then prove it. If you can get out of those restraints, I won’t even stop you. I will let you go. I promise.”

As his nostrils twitched, he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t want to play her game, yet he somehow believed her. And that’s why he started to pull on the restraints. With his arms spread and his knees pushed up against the mattress, he pulled as hard as he could.

When brute strength didn’t work, he tried to bring his fingertips together and make his hands as narrow as possible. Perhaps he could just slip out of the restraints.

But no. Bianca was apparently an expert hacker, lawyer, and martial artist. She also knew exactly how to strap this boy into the bed, making sure he couldn’t escape. He flexed his muscles, twitching. All the while, Bianca marveled at the lines of his body. He looked good. Really good. She loved the way he struggled and how his musculature flexed.

“This is fun,” she said, coming up behind him. With one hand, she grabbed his ass again. With the other, she ran her fingers through his hair, yanking his head back. “You’re going to get used to enslavement. You belong to me now, and I’m never letting you go. I’m going to keep you, Ryan. I’m going to train you to please me. You will learn exactly what it takes to make me happy and to satisfy me. Nothing else will matter to you.”

“You won’t succeed,” he promised her.

But then he cried out as she spanked him again and again, her chest pressed up against his back, her hand swinging down, slapping his unprotected rear end. Pretty soon, his firm buttocks started to turn a shade of pink. She marveled at it.

“Tell me you’re going to be owned,” she instructed.

She may not have downloaded a PhD in male psychology, but she had still learned a lot in her time as an acquisitions specialist. Teasing a captured male like this could be entertaining. Besides, it would help him accept his new place in the world.

“I can’t,” he replied. With extra bravery, he called out, “I won’t!”

If he hoped to impress her, he was sorely disappointed. She answered with a slow clap before pressing her body up against his, swinging down, and smacking his ass. Another jolt of pain swept through his body as he tried to spin around and face her. Arms spread and strapped to the corners of the bed, he couldn’t escape.

She struck three more times. The flurry landed before she turned around.

Head bowed down, Ryan didn’t know what his captor had in mind for him.

That’s the way she liked it. His uncertainty gnawed at defiance, whittling away his ability to fight.

“I like this one,” she said.

“What, what are you doing?” A moment later, Ryan added, “It’s not going to work! I don’t care what you think you’re doing. It’s not going to work!”

She came up behind him, touched the tip of her favorite leather crop to his ass and pulled it up along the small of his back to his spine, and between his shoulder blades. She pulled away all at once.

Eyes clenching, he flinched just before she struck, the tip of the crop coming down hard and colliding with his naked ass. A line appeared over his skin, his flesh going pink as she punished him.

“This is what you get for trying to escape,” she said. “You have to understand that you are the inferior here. Once upon a time, we used to be equals. Maybe I was little bit better at math. Maybe you were a little bit better with science. But that doesn’t matter anymore. I can learn languages in a matter of seconds. I can access whatever I want to know.”

“That’s not possible,” he said.

“Then how did I beat you up? How did I hack into your car? How did I get legal possession of all of your property?”

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, his knuckles going white as he struggled against his restraints. He twisted from side to side as much as the restraints allowed. Unfortunately, that still left him naked and vulnerable.

“Stop fighting and accept your punishment,” she commanded.

Taking the choice away from him, she slapped the crop down against the curves of his ass one, two, three, four, five times. With every blow, a stinging slap of pain shot between his nerves, racing through his body as he cried out.

Ryan had tried to stay quiet. He had tried to remain stoic and unaffected by this, yet it didn’t work. This girl had access to him, and she knew how to use it.

“Are you ready to admit you’re owned?”

“I’m not going to say it,” he promised. His eyes shined bright, yet his lips remained set in that defiant glower.

If he hoped to frighten her, he was severely disappointed because she put her hands on her hips and laughed. “Silly, silly boy. But then, that’s what makes you so entertaining, isn’t it?”

With a fearsome grin on her face, she flashed the crop down, alternating directions, picking different spots. Within seconds, his back and buttocks were crisscrossed with pink lines.

She stopped. Panting now, she grinned cheerfully.

“Tell me you’re owned,” she said.

“No!”

She punished him again.

“Tell me you’re owned,” Bianca repeated.

He shook his head weakly. As his chin slipped from side to side, she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and struck. She brought the crop down, delivering those severe doses of pain.

“I’m owned!” Ryan finally called out.

“Who owns you?”

“You,” he answered faster than he expected. “You own me.”

“That I do,” she agreed. “And why do I own you again?”

Some part of him didn’t want to say it, yet this felt better than enduring additional punishment. That’s why he gulped back those shards of his dignity and confessed, “You own me because you’re better than me.”

“Am I your superior?”

“Yes,” he said in a small voice.

She struck again with the crop, bringing it down hard and fast.

“Louder,” she commanded.

“Yes, yes!” But Ryan didn’t stop there, “You’re my superior! You’re better than me, and that’s why you own me!”

He was rewarded with the sounds of her laughter. The notes seemed to bubble up on the air, and that’s when she climbed up onto the bed. Kneeling, she still towered above him. She reached down, stroked his cock, making him hard almost immediately.

“Poor boy,” she said. “You must have been hoping to find an owner for a very long time.”

His lips parted, and he probably wanted to say something about how this wasn’t an couldn’t be true. At the last moment, he wisely decided to stay quiet. She smiled, her eyes twinkling with an amused light. “I think this is what many women are going to discover. Boys love strutting around, egocentric and selfish and entirely too arrogant. But they are about to be owned. One by one, the women of the world will take control of their relationships until men are nothing but hobbled playthings and slaves.

“No. That’s not going to happen,” he said. Her fingers slid down his shaft to his balls. She squeezed, gently making him squirm helplessly as he pulled on his bonds.

“Care to try again?”

“You’re right! Yes, you are right!” She released him, brought her fingertips back to his shaft, and slowly massaged that member, teasing his body until the tip of his shaft glistened with his excitement.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, I want you to understand that, as the inferior being, you’re well and truly fucked.”

On his feet, he raised his head and looked up at her. She was so close, which made him think of those moments when they dated, intimacy and proximity. He recalled lifting his hand and running his fingers up along the contours of her cheeks. He remembered how good it felt to lean in and kiss her. He loved the feel of her hair underneath his fingertips and how he would feel when he leaned in and kissed her.

But now, she wasn’t his love or his girlfriend. She had become something else: his owner.

Ryan wanted to reject that label, if only in the privacy of his own mind. And yet, it felt correct somehow. She owned him. She had found him out in the wild, threw him in a cage, and brought him home to be her pet.

She had slipped off of the mattress, returning to the shelf. After several minutes had gone by he could hear the sounds of fabric shifting, wrestling, and falling to the floor. Then he heard a squirt, like something gelatinous shooting down into an open palm.

“What, what are you doing?”

“I’m getting ready to fuck you,” she said.

It would have been so easy for Bianca to stay out of his line of sight. She could have turned this into a surprise where only the tactile invasion announced what she planned. But instead, she strolled around him. She marched to the other side of the bed and let him see the black harness now wrapped around her waist and in between her legs, the red phallus poking out like an engorged cock.

“What, what you going to do?” Ryan demanded, unable to keep that note of panic from his voice.

“I already told you,” she said. “I’m going to fuck you, slave.”

“What? How?” He didn’t really understand. When it came to sex, Ryan had always been fairly pedestrian in his tastes.

“Use your imagination,” she said.

Scant seconds later, his eyes widened as the revelation slapped him across the face. “No. Please, you can’t!”

His struggles redoubled.

Good.

As his muscles clenched and as he struggled against his bonds, she came up behind him. She placed one hand on his immobilized shoulder and pulled herself forward. With her free hand, she wrapped it around the base of her artificial cock as she aimed it for his opening.

“If you come, I’m going to rub your nose in it like you’re a dog.”

He would have laughed. There was no way he would come or climax, not if he got penetrated from behind.

She pushed forward, rough in that first inch as she pushed the tip between his buttocks. He felt the cold, slick phallus. “You should be grateful, Ryan. I didn’t make you suck this cock. Lots of owners make their boys use their own saliva as a lubricant. Maybe next time,” she said wistfully.

Heart pounding, he tried to clench down and hold out the invasion. He didn’t want to believe that this could be happening. In spite of every sensation now pumping up his spine into his brain, he yearned to think of this as some kind of delusion or nightmare. This was his ex-girlfriend! Small and petite and always cute, a girl like Bianca shouldn’t have been able to assert this kind of power!

Proving him wrong, she pushed in deeper, another half inch.

“Don’t worry,” she purred into his ear. Her hand had shifted, sliding up the back of his neck and into his hair. She took a firm hold on his scalp, yanking, giving him something else to worry about. “There are so many different ways for us to have sex, Ryan.”

Pushing in again, she went deeper, using the tip of her strap-on to penetrate and explore his body.

With every thrust, he hoped the arousal would fade. He thought his shaft would have gone flaccid by now. It didn’t. Oh no. She pushed in deeper, sliding those rubber contours against the walls of his crevice. As she penetrated his opening, he yanked as hard as he could on the shackles.

Still nothing.

She pulled back and pushed in again, her breath hot on his ear. “This is me taking control, Ryan. This is me owning and fucking you. Say it.” She bit down on his ear lobe, sending another spark of pain running through his skin.

“This is you owning and fucking me,” he replied obediently.

She threw her head back, felt the splash of hair on her bare shoulders and laughed.

She rode him hard, thrusting deeper. She rubbed her breasts and her nipples against his bare flesh.

“You are mine,” she said. “You are mine, and you’ll do whatever I want. Because if you ever fight me, I will kick your cute little ass. I’ll put you down on the ground and make you mine just like I did before.”

“Yes. Yes, I understand,” he whimpered back at her, his voice loaded with the desperate need to please her.

She pulled back, nearly withdrawing altogether. As he experienced the slide of that artificial cock, he waited for the disappointment to slam into him. Instead, she took that tip and pushed down again, burying her dildo deep between his cheeks.

With every slide, his body relaxed.

“I bet you’re going to come for me,” she said.

He inhaled, ready to say something about how she was crazy. Only then, he felt it, that contraction, the pulse of desire, the rush of desperation mixing together all at once. His cock pulsated, throbbing. Helpless, he could only look down to watch his load squirt out onto the air, hitting her bedspread.

Still riding him, she rapped her crop, pushed in, slapped his ass, and made him into her helpless slave boy.

Excited, she loosened his restraints and let his arms out of the shackles. By this point, he knew that fighting would be completely futile. After everything he had already endured, Ryan lacked the will to resist. She grabbed him by the back of his neck and pushed his face down into those globules of his ejaculate. He felt it on his nose, then his mouth. He could’ve hoped this would be the end of it, only Bianca held onto his hair, so she turned his head to the side and smeared it on his cheeks.

“Do you want to earn the chance to wash your face?” Bianca asked when she finally finished.

Withdrawing her hand, she allowed him to jerk his head back up. The aroma of his ejaculate filled his nostrils. He didn’t want to think about it or what it meant.

“Yes. Please.” Ryan didn’t think about it. He simply said what she would want to hear.

“Good boy,” she teased. “Get down on your knees, kiss my feet, and tell me how much you want to serve me.”

His throat clenched at the prospect, only he knew she wouldn’t allow him to simply wander back to the bathroom and clean off his face.

Heart pounding, he lowered himself down before her. Like some slave, he dipped his head down and kissed her bare feet. She hadn’t yet removed the strap-on harness or the dildo, so that sleek tip was still poised above him.

“I want to serve you. I want to serve you so badly! I want to be yours. Please, make me your slave! Teach me how to be your obedient boy,” he said, every word stretched with frantic need.

“Go wash,” she said. “You have ten seconds.

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He scurried back into the bathroom, turned on the faucet, daubed water on his face, and then glanced back at the mirror.

Bianca had only returned to his life a short while ago, perhaps less than two hours. It didn’t matter. The condescending arrogance which usually accompanied his face had been stripped away, replaced by the need to serve.

“You’re out of time, Ryan,” she said.

He rushed back to her. She grabbed him by his collar, yanked, shoved him down onto the bed, and climbed after him. The next thing he knew, she was naked and on top of him. She had removed the harness while he had washed his face, so now she looked down at him and said, “You’re going to serve me with that tongue of yours.”

“I understand.”

“No,” she said. “You don’t. Because if you don’t do a good job here and now, I might just decide to sell you off. There are gangs of girls just like me. They would love to tame you and break you.”

His insides turned cold. She brushed her fingers along his freshly washed cheek. “This is why you must always do whatever I want, Ryan. You don’t want me to get rid of you. I know you. I still care about you. I want you to be happy in my service. But there are other girls who are so much more brutal than I would ever be.” She smiled, patted his cheek, and waited for him to answer.

With a gulp, he said, “I will do everything I can to be a good slave for you.”

That’s when she climbed up on top of him, pressed her slit down against his face, and waited for that inevitable moment when he sacrificed the last of his dignity.

As he raised his head and started licking, she grabbed his wrists and pulled them toward the corners of the bed. She yanked out the restraints, the ones she had placed there for this exact moment. Previously hidden beneath the mattress, they slipped out easily. Now she used them to strap him down. He didn’t fight. He knew what she wanted and expected.

With the frantic determination of a well-trained slave, he slid out his tongue, gliding over her pussy. He licked her, jerking his head forward and back, up and down, bobbing for her.

His tongue explored her crevice, moving along the walls of her opening. He felt the engorged swell of her clitoris as he continued to lick and taste.

“Good boy,” she said. She twisted around just a little bit. “And look at that. Someone is hard again,” she said.

Even though she couldn’t see his face while it was otherwise occupied between her thighs, he nonetheless blushed as the truth of that simple statement hit him.

His lips parted and he opened his mouth as he got ready to say something, only she spoke over him as was her right as the female in the room. He would get used to those new, unspoken rules about how boys had to obey and defer to their female superiors.

“Ryan, I want you to know that this isn’t about your pleasure. This is about my satisfaction and the fact that I can do whatever I want with you whenever I like.” The corners of her eyes crinkled as she slipped back away from his face.

Her slit was wet as her body thrummed with fresh anticipation. Placed above him now, she lowered herself down onto his cock, taking his manhood and enveloping it with the walls of her slit. As she positioned herself on him, she looked down at her collared boy.

“Get used to subservience, Ryan. I doubt I’m going to let you go. I think you might be my very favorite acquisition.”

That’s when she started to ride him, moving her hips up and down, her tight slit gliding along his shaft.

“Every day, you get punished. Every day, you get trained.” She turned to those words into pronouncements, making it clear there would be no escape. “If you try to run, I’ll find you. Acquiring boys like you is what I do.”

“No,” he panted back at her. “I swear. I’m not going to try to run. I know. I know how things work now. I swear. I won’t mess up!”

She leaned forward, her nose almost touching his. “Of course you’re going to mess up. You’re a boy. Boys make stupid mistakes all the time. But don’t worry. That won’t change who or what you are,” she promised as she pumped his cock between her legs. She turned him into a human dildo as she savored the heat and rigidity of his body against her own.

She rode him hard, savoring every sensation that pulsed through her body. She experienced the true ownership of another human being. And that’s when she realized Emily had been absolutely right.

Arching her back, raising her chin and aiming her eyes toward the ceiling, Bianca cried out, panting as the orgasm swept through her body.

Unable to stop himself, Ryan came for a second time. Hot ecstasy surged through his skin, making his toes curl and his knuckles turn white all over again.

When she finished with him, she pulled away and patted him on the head. “I’m going to go wash up,” she said. “You stay here and think about your new life.”

Like the servile slave boy he had become, Ryan obeyed his owner.

The End


Connect with me:

My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories.

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.
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