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Krista’s Boy 
 
      
 
    Chase never would’ve used this phrase himself, but he understood why the women around him might. Routinely, women talked about young men like him and wondered if they were “good boys”. 
 
    Obviously, the phrase like “good boy” could be interpreted from a multitude of perspectives. Usually, however, it came down to one really important question: could he be obedient? 
 
    In this way, Chase knew he qualified as a “good boy” because he went to school, had earned good grades, and always obeyed his female superiors. 
 
    For previous generations, an education might have spurred arrogance, aggression, and ambition in a young man like Chase. For those young men, a college education meant thinking of the future and how they might be able to shape the world. In past centuries, those men would wield virtually every ounce of power throughout society. They could fantasize about starting massive companies, exerting national control in other parts of the world, and winning in every conceivable way. 
 
    But things started to change. 
 
    Women asserted themselves more and more, first as equals, then as superiors. 
 
    Perhaps it was inevitable. 
 
    Chase studied the same history textbooks as his classmates, but he didn’t really worry about it. He knew that he would need a guardian, whether this happened to be a female friend, a sister, or a wife. 
 
    Like many men, he hoped that he might be able to get someone who would take good care of him and allow him a modicum of freedom. 
 
    Since he worked so hard in college, earning sufficient grades not to get kicked out on the basis of gender, he’d be an amazing catch—figuratively, of course. As a “good boy,” he never even considered the possibility of trying to run off. Yes, there were males who attempted to flee the country as they hoped other municipalities might offer them more freedom. 
 
    Not Chase. 
 
    He studied hard and mastered accounting. Yes, he actually had a degree in it. This made him so much more valuable than so many of the other boys around him. While they had been relegated to studying domestic service, obedience, and female supremacy, Chase had learned practical skills. 
 
    If a woman picked him, she could actually send him off to work. He could face real challenges and help companies. Not only that, his guardian would collect a sizable paycheck despite the additional taxes levied on the male population. 
 
    He just had one problem. 
 
    Unlike lots of other boys, Chase hadn’t become adept at impressing women. 
 
    He liked to think he looked good enough with his exercised frame, short cropped hair, and clean-shaven face. Even so, he wasn’t gorgeous like so many of the other men. Simultaneously, he hadn’t worked on learning the jokes females liked to hear. He wasn’t especially adept at flirting either. He knew how to read spreadsheets, examine contracts for loopholes, and facilitate asset transfers, but those weren’t the really “sexy” skills a woman might want. 
 
    Most of his female friends now had plenty of boys under their control. Some were monogamous, having picked one male and training him thoroughly so he would know exactly how to please her. Others could be greedier, picking one boy after another. So long as those females demonstrated the financial status necessary to maintain these boys, the government regulators didn’t really care. 
 
    That’s why Chase went to a public auction. 
 
    He could go, put himself on display along with other boys, and hopefully attract someone to become his guardian. The money would go back to his family to recoup the costs of his care and training. Considering how high tuitions were for males at public colleges, he wanted to help his family. This would be one way to do it. 
 
    When he first approached the large, white building on the edge of town, he didn’t know what to expect. His throat clenched when he glanced over at some of the arriving shipments. 
 
    A truck and pulled up, the back had been opened, and now young women who looked like they were in high school or in the first stages of college were rolling out cages. 
 
    Yes, cages. 
 
    Chase understood how things could work here. Lots of the boys were reluctant, recalcitrant, or downright rebellious. Chase had never really understood those impulses or desires. Didn’t these males understand that things would be better and simpler if they simply cooperated? 
 
    Seriously, women controlled the world. 
 
    This wasn’t a matter of debate. It was just a fact of existence. There had never been some big, bloody, or loud revolution. Instead, women quietly assumed control. Back in the 2020s, females attended college at much higher rates than males. There was no grand conspiracy in this. They simply enrolled, got better jobs, started hiring other women, and quietly assumed control of the world. They became congresswomen, senators, governors, presidents and prime ministers. One company after another was soon run by a woman. 
 
    Along the way, men started to lose rights. Male enfranchisement became debatable, especially as academics began to demonstrate that men were far more likely to spread propaganda around online. Recognizing what kind of damage this could inflict on society, it became a genuine debate: did men have the emotional and psychological maturity necessary to pick their leaders? 
 
    Ultimately, the women in power decided that no, men didn’t need to vote. Besides, if they really felt strongly about an issue, they could always try to convince their sisters, wives, and female friends to take their side. 
 
    Then there was the question of indentured servitude. Researchers soon concluded that men made poor financial decisions. Thousands of years ago, their instincts for aggression and short-term thinking probably made a lot of sense. 
 
    But in a modern world where patience was the most important asset, women excelled while men routinely took on too much debt and picked the wrong investments. 
 
    Consequently, they racked up huge debts. Eventually, the only way for many men to pay off these debts was to sell themselves. No one called it slavery, at least not at first anyway. Even as Chase walked toward the auction house, he didn’t use that language. 
 
    Some of the women around him may have, but they had this privilege. They would be the buyers today, so they could do whatever they liked. 
 
    As he came closer and closer to the building, Chase knew he could turn around and walk away. Unfortunately, he was about to turn twenty-five. At that point, his wishes became irrelevant. Any woman could pick him up. She could slide a collar around his neck, pay the specific fees on her phone, and be issued a digital certificate of ownership. 
 
    If he wanted to have any say over who ultimately took control of his life, he needed to put himself in this auction house here and now. 
 
    Still, his heart beat faster as he walked toward the double doors. 
 
    Behind him, he heard a couple of girls start whispering. He glanced over his shoulder and realized they couldn’t have been older than eighteen. Still, they snickered and he overheard one of them say, “He looks cute.” 
 
    With a sinking feeling, he knew that one of these girls could actually take him home with them. 
 
    And what would they do with him? 
 
    The chances were good that those girls wouldn’t be able to afford him. Considering his skill set, he would go for a lot of money, which made him an investment. This in turn offered him some dignity. 
 
    The boys who had frittered away the chance to get an education could be taken as any kind of slave. Sure, some of them would be used as literal beasts of burden, working out in fields, but others would be kept as pets. 
 
    Literal pets. 
 
    Collared, leashed, and effectively owned, they would be trained to stay on the floor and bark, meow, or whinny depending on their owners’ preferences. 
 
    Like everyone else in society, Chase had seen boys treated like dogs and ponies. In fact, one of his high school teachers showed her class a documentary on this subject. 
 
    The point was clear: the girls needed to understand their options. Simultaneously, the few boys in the class needed to realize what their futures could look like. 
 
    He entered through the doors, walked up to the desk, and stood in the line specifically set aside for males such as himself. The two teenagers behind him walked forward and spoke with the clerk first. They arrived after him, but that hardly mattered. As young women, they shouldn’t have had to wait, not like Chase. 
 
    When the girls finished, Chase stepped up to the young woman seated behind the desk. She had glasses, wavy brown hair, and a big smile. “Hello there, young man. How can I help you?” She was probably a year or two younger than Chase, but she had no problem talking down to him as though he were a child. 
 
    “I’m here to submit myself to the auction house,” he told her. 
 
    “Excellent,” she replied with that same, big smile. “I’m always impressed by boys like you,” she said. 
 
    “Really? Why is that?” 
 
    Still smiling brightly, she continued, “Because we don’t have to go out and catch you, silly! Don’t get me wrong. I’m sure some of the huntresses really enjoy their job, but I think it’s sweet that there are boys like you in the world who know how to surrender without making a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “Right,” he said with a hollow feeling in the back of his throat. 
 
    If the girl noticed his discomfort, she didn’t care, “Just this morning, we had this guy who tried to make a run for the border. He didn’t have any paperwork or anything. I don’t know what he thought his plan was going to be. Did he really think he was capable of handling his own life? No!” The young woman shook her head, obviously amused by his folly. 
 
    “Right,” Chase said again. 
 
    “Oh, that reminds me. Have you considered what kind of property you would like to be?” 
 
    “Servant,” he said. 
 
    Theoretically, there weren’t any specific ranks for males, but servants were routinely entrusted with specific tasks. Unlike pets or sex slaves, a servant could earn money, make decisions, and perhaps have some small ambitions of his own. 
 
    “Ambitious,” said the girl. While that term was usually a problem for boys, his appearance at the auction house rendered his goals mote and therefore safe. “In any case, go ahead and fill out that paperwork. When you’re done, bring it right here and I will make sure one of our employees can escort you back to your display case.” 
 
    Display case. 
 
    All of this made him sound like he was a piece of meat about be presented to the public. 
 
    In so many ways, that was precisely what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    The paperwork seemed straightforward enough. It wanted his name, his social identification number, his age, and more. There were other details the auction house expected him to provide. 
 
    Did he consider himself to be a subservient male? 
 
    As Chase stared down at the question, he saw three lines. Generally, women didn’t encourage men to worry too much about questions like this, but the auction house would put together a brief psychological profile. 
 
    Chase already knew what the correct answer would be. Yes, of course he was a subservient male who recognized his place in the world. Still, he hesitated for a few seconds before writing all of this out. 
 
    What kind of boy would he like to be? 
 
    Chase marked down servant this time. His pen quickly flew across the page as he described his grades, skills, and various awards he won while studying. 
 
    How did he feel about the potential of becoming a pet? 
 
    Before he could stop himself, Chase wrote the truth: he hated the idea of being treated like a dog or a horse. He wasn’t an animal, he didn’t belong on the floor. He was capable of intelligent and articulate thought. 
 
    Biting down on his lower lip, he wondered if maybe he should scratch out that answer and write something more diplomatic. 
 
    No. If he scratched out his first answer, the women here would know that he was trying to hide something. 
 
    It was better to just proceed and hope his overly honest response didn’t cost him later. 
 
    How did he feel about slavery? 
 
    He wrote the standard answer this time. He didn’t think of himself as a slave. He was volunteering for indentured servitude, and he would respect the wishes of his guardian. 
 
    Had he studied history? 
 
    Chase hesitated again, somewhat unsure of what kind of answer they wanted. Did the women who ran the auction house prefer boys who understood men once ruled? Simultaneously, he had heard whispers about revisions to various history teaching texts. Apparently, downplaying male contribution to human development had become far more popular. Once, students studied the choices presidents made throughout the nation’s history. 
 
    Apparently, this was becoming awkward. 
 
    Young boys had started to wonder why they weren’t allowed to vote when their grandfathers had been given the option. Chase didn’t think about it very much, but he understood how much power education could have. In a couple of generations, maybe the historians would decide that male presidents didn’t need to be discussed at all. Or maybe one especially political writer would step forward and begin revising every book, arguing for a new narrative. 
 
    The actual evidence could become irrelevant, especially if this writer knew how to argue persuasively. She might be able to get the educational boards and district superintendents to take her side. Actual historians who cared about the truth might argue back, but they would be boring PhD’s who spent most of their time arguing politely about very specific esoterica, the kinds of issues regular people didn’t care about. 
 
    Chase exhaled slowly. 
 
    He didn’t think he would need to deal with this. He knew the truth, and that was good enough. Right? 
 
    Having gotten off track, he just answered diplomatically. He knew a little bit about history but not much. 
 
    That seemed like the safest answer. 
 
    Did he want the right to vote? 
 
    No, he wrote. He didn’t see the need. 
 
    How did he feel about men’s rights protesters? 
 
    Biting down, Chase knew this would be another one of those very important questions. He wrote that he thought they had good hearts but that they were ultimately mistaken. Yeah, that seemed like a good answer. 
 
    From one question to the next, he gave them all the information they could want. Then he picked up the clipboard and carried it back to the clerk. 
 
    “Done already?” asked the cheerful girl. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “Okay then.” She didn’t dismiss him, so he stood by the desk as she pressed a button. A door to the side opened, and a girl with short black hair stood there. She motioned for him to follow her. “Go with Elizabeth. She’ll take care of you.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. 
 
    As he turned and followed, his heart pulse sped up again. Amy smiled politely and said, “There’s no reason to be nervous.” 
 
    “Oh? Why’s that?” Chase didn’t really expect any sort of answer. 
 
    “Because coming here was the last decision you need to worry about making. After this, you will belong to the auction house, then your guardian.” 
 
    Theoretically, slavery was illegal. Theoretically. 
 
      
 
    Obediently, Chase followed Elizabeth down the hallway. Soon, they came upon a set of huge windows. On the other side of each pane of glass, there were boys. When he saw them, he realized that these were their cells and cages. 
 
    “Don’t worry about any of the visitors seeing us,” Elizabeth said helpfully. “These are all two-way mirrors.” 
 
    “Oh, I guess that’s helpful,” he said. 
 
    “Pretty much. We want our visitors and guests to focus on the merchandise, not how the facility operates. You know?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, only one of her phrases stuck in his mind. The merchandise. 
 
    “Slavery is illegal,” he said under his breath. He thought he spoke quietly enough that Elizabeth wouldn’t hear, but she glanced over her shoulder and giggled. “Officially,” she said. “But you know, I like to think of it a little bit like speeding. Sure, you’re only supposed to drive sixty-five on the freeway, but if there’s no one around and you know what you’re doing, you can go a lot faster.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Of course not, silly. Boys aren’t allowed to drive!” Elizabeth giggled like this was silly. 
 
    Finally, they came to another window, she stopped, reached out and touched the wall. Her fingers and palm made contact with a green panel lined by a grid. A white line slid down the length of the rectangular panel as the device examined her biometrics. 
 
    The window slid away, and that’s when Chase saw his cell. 
 
    “Now,” Elizabeth whispered, careful to lower her voice, “This is very important. Are you going to be a good boy?” 
 
    “Yes?” Chase didn’t know exactly how to answer. Breathing out slowly, he tried to take some kind of control over the situation. Information would help, “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Oh, first, you just need to be honest with me. You see, some boys need to be heavily restrained because they really don’t want to be here.” With an amused shake of her head, she felt the need to explain, “Some boys want to flee the country, so they come here. Then there are the other boys who are being sold by their guardians.” 
 
    “I see…” Chase had already known all of this, but Elizabeth insisted on telling him anyway. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Training. Control. A reminder. 
 
    The answers popped into his head, but he didn’t say anything else. 
 
    “Since you’re being so good, why don’t you go ahead and strip for me.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Strip,” Elizabeth said simply, making the sound completely normal. “There’s a shoot right there. Just press the button, and you can drop your clothes in.” 
 
    “When will I get them back?” 
 
    “Get them back?” The corners of Elizabeth’s eyes crinkled with amusement as the smile stretched along her cheeks. “Oh, I see. Yeah, your guardian might want them as a keepsake, but there’s a good chance she will bring you what she wants you to wear.” 
 
    “Right,” he said. 
 
    Elizabeth must have mistaken his reaction because she reached out, brushed the back of her hand along his cheek, and said, “There’s no reason to be scared. Just remember. Smile, answer the questions, and be a good boy for the prospective buyers.” 
 
    He gulped, glanced down at his shirt and wondered if he could really strip for strangers. 
 
    He remembered one time from high school when he and some of the other boys had been in the locker room. Theoretically, that space was supposed to be locked, but a bunch of girls had burst in, ran down the halls, taking pictures, and spanked the guys, slapping their naked asses as the boys showered. 
 
    It had all happened so fast. 
 
    Chase had already suspected the administration wouldn’t care. Some of the other, more sensitive boys still insisted on going to the principal. Her reaction? “It was just a silly prank. The girls were having fun. You know, girls will be girls.” 
 
    When one of the boys still insisted the females should be punished for breaking the rules, the principal eyed him from beneath her glasses and asked, “What did you do to provoke them? Were you flirting with them? Maybe wore something especially provocative or formfitting?” 
 
    Chase had stood back, his throat tensed as he worried this guy would get all of them into trouble. 
 
    Finally, the boy who complained stammered and said, “I understand. I swear, I won’t make any more mistakes. I promise!” 
 
    “See that you don’t,” said the administrator. 
 
    At that point, Chase had learned sometimes boys simply couldn’t be right, especially if a woman was involved. 
 
    With Elizabeth standing just a few feet away, he pushed those memories aside and forced his hands to move. “I can help you,” she said cheerfully, stepping up to him again. She must’ve done this a dozen times every day, helping young men just like him remove their clothing and the last vestiges of their independence. 
 
    “Tell me, what you hoping for? I think you would make a really cute pony.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Wow. Someone is sensitive,” she said. Luckily for him, Elizabeth didn’t seem offended by his outburst. 
 
    “No,” I’m sorry,” he replied. “It’s just that I have a lot of training. I think I could be a lot more useful for my guardian.” 
 
    “Really? Training? Are you a butler?” 
 
    Although Chase understood this was a perfectly logical question and assumption on her part, he bristled nonetheless, she intimated that a boy couldn’t be useful for more than pouring drinks, pushing a vacuum, and washing dishes. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I’m an accountant.” 
 
    She arched an eyebrow. “Really? I didn’t know boys were allowed to learn accounting anymore.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “That’s adorable!” She finished unbuttoning his shirt, looped around him, pulled material off of his shoulders, and tossed it into the chute. Next, she told him to raise his hands. 
 
    For a moment, Chase wanted to tell Elizabeth that he could do this on his own and didn’t need her help. Having her instruct him on how to get undressed made him sound more like a child. 
 
    Despite his aggravation, he kept his mouth shut. She pulled off his undershirt. Next, she reached around his waist, loosened his belt, and slid it from the loops on his pants. He started to remove his shoes, and he took off his socks. She wasted no time in pulling down his pants and boxers. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, clearly impressed by his cooperation. “Normally, I get guys in here who fight me with everything they have. Obviously, that doesn’t amount to much, not when I can use an electric prod, but they get silly ideas into their heads. Not like you!” Elizabeth was probably younger than him by two or three years, but she still reached up and pinched his cheek as though he was just some kid. 
 
    “Now, please get into the restraints.” 
 
    Chase glanced to his left. He saw a set of manacles hanging from the ceiling. A matching set of metal bands waited for him on the floor. They would require him to lift his arms and spread his legs. As his body formed an X, he would be on display for any of the potential buyers. 
 
    Not only that, he noticed the small seam in the floor, meaning the restraints probably rotated to slowly spin him on a turntable so the potential buyers could view him from any angle. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Elizabeth asked as she noticed his hesitation. “Are you getting cold feet? Do I need the prod?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Chase had only ever felt that bite once. Back in high school, his Physical Education teacher thought it would be helpful for all of the boys to understand what kind of future they faced. She had them line up, and she walked by, gently touching an electric prod to each of their necks, one after another. 
 
    Out of the ten boys in her class, only three had been able to stay upright after the first bite of electricity. Everyone else, including Chase, had collapsed. The searing pain had washed over him, knocking the fight from his psyche, the air from his lungs, and the strength from his legs. 
 
    Everything had turned to bright, white agony. 
 
    The prod only touched him for a second. 
 
    And with those boys on the ground, his PE teacher laughed and said, “You boys are the smart ones. You need to remember that this is the kind of control you will face. Obey, think ahead, and please the women around you. That’s all you need to do. Make your guardians very happy because they will have prods just like these. Everyone understand?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” came the chorus of answers. 
 
    “I’ll be good,” Chase promised Elizabeth as he stepped toward the restraints. On some level, he knew this was silly. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Elizabeth said knowingly. “I can usually tell which boys are going to be smart enough to obey.” 
 
    Jason did his best not to listen at this point. Instead, he stepped forward and touched his bare feet to the panels immediately beneath the leg restraints. The sensors detected his weight, and the metal bands snapped in place. 
 
    He tried not to test the shackles. 
 
    Then he reached up, slid his wrists into the restraints over his head. Again, the sensors activated, detecting the presence of a boy, and they locked shut as well. 
 
    Nervous, he decided to test them. He pulled halfheartedly as Elizabeth stood back. Maybe he was breaking a rule, but no one said anything about struggling. 
 
    Elizabeth must have seen this before because she waved him on, “It’s okay, Chase. Feel free to struggle as hard as you want. In fact, some of the buyers like it.” 
 
    He dipped his head down. Curiosity got the best of him again, “Why would they want to see a struggle?” 
 
    “Because it’s fun, silly!” 
 
    His nostrils flared. Normally, Chase didn’t have much trouble listening to the women around him, not even when they made sexist remarks. But now he was naked and about to be purchased. 
 
    His beliefs about the auction house had been naïve. They really were going to buy and sell him. 
 
    “Now, do need a gag?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said automatically. Elizabeth was younger and not as well educated, but none of that mattered. Because of her gender, he was inferior. 
 
    “Okay. Now, I’m going to hold you to that. If I hear back that you have insulted any of our buyers or caused any trouble, I’m going to come back with the product. You don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    She stood in front of the restrained boy, slowly shook her head from side to side, all while smiling. “No,” she answered her own question. “You don’t want that at all.” 
 
    She stepped back out of the small cell, and the restraints rotated, pulling him to face the window. It was time for the buyers to walk by and decide whether or not he would be good enough for them. 
 
      
 
    No one bothered to explain the auction process to Chase. Maybe there was a set price that the women could meet to purchase him. Maybe they entered bids. Or maybe they just took his picture and brought it out to some kind of stage where the women could make their offers in private. 
 
    In any case, no one said anything to him. 
 
    With Elizabeth gone, he decided he had to try. 
 
    Chase really, really wanted to get out of those restraints. He wasn’t foolish; he wasn’t planning on running away, especially when he knew how much security patrolled this facility. There were probably at least a dozen women in security guard uniforms, each one armed with a tranquilizer gun and electric prod. Not only that, those women would be well trained for dealing with boys like Chase. 
 
    Maybe if he had lived out on the border for years and knew how to evade detection, he may have had a chance. But no. Chase had enjoyed his time in high school and college, studying and learning. He didn’t know how to run like a gazelle, nor could he dart into the woods like some wild fox. 
 
    Still, he closed his eyes and started struggling. He pulled hard on his restraints, testing the chains that kept his arms locked above his head. At the same time, he tried to lift his feet from the manacles around his ankles. 
 
    The metal bands held him. The chains had a little bit of slack, so the links tingled and jangled, but that was about it. 
 
    “This one is feisty,” Chase heard someone say. 
 
    Immediately, his eyes shot open, and the color drained away from his cheeks. Somehow, Chase had assumed he’d get more time before the buyers started to stroll by. He had been wrong. 
 
    In front of him, there stood a woman in her late thirties or early forties. Her hair fell down along her shoulders and back, she wore glasses, and had on a black, pencil skirt and dark gray blouse. Somehow, he automatically thought of a CEO or business manager of some kind. 
 
    Next to her was a younger girl who looked like she was probably still in high school. 
 
    “What’s your name, boy?” asked the businesswoman. 
 
    Chase gulped, embarrassed that they had watched him struggle, especially since he should have known it was going to be useless. Did he really think he could tear through steel? Did he actually believe he would be strong enough to escape, even for a moment? 
 
    “Chase,” he said. 
 
    “I think he would make a really cute pony,” said the girl. 
 
    The woman tilted her head to the side, “Maybe. But this one looks a little bit smarter. Are you smarter, Chase?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” he replied diplomatically, “But I have been trained. I attended a university and earned my degree.” 
 
    “Wow, good call,” said the girl. 
 
    “What kind of education did you receive?” 
 
    “I’m an accountant,” he said. 
 
    “No,” corrected the woman. “You’re a boy. You might get to work as an accountant, but you’re always going to be a boy.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, hoping she didn’t buy him. 
 
    “It’s been nice talking to you,” said the woman before she continued to walk down the aisle. 
 
    Naked and on display, Chase glanced down. The confusion hit him first, but then he remembered the rumors. Back in college, one of his friends had whispered something about the auction houses. In particular, he said that each cage was pumped full of some kind of aphrodisiac. 
 
    Chase had chuckled nervously when he first heard that. He said that was a wild rumor, insane speculation. The women of the world would never do something like that to the boys, especially boys who went to college. 
 
    But he was wrong. 
 
    Chase took another breath and finally detected that gently sweet aroma on the air. It was just barely detectable. At once, he thought of malls and how certain shops would pump aromas in to make the experience more pleasant and induce additional shopping. 
 
    The auction house did something similar, only the drugs that ran through his system triggered his libido. He wasn’t turned on, not intellectually or emotionally, but his body ached for release now. He was hard. 
 
    His erection pointed up to show off his manhood to the women who walked by. 
 
    Several more groups strolled by his display case, but they didn’t ask many questions. Careful to keep his eyes down, he let the girls point at him, whisper back and forth, and debate his merits and weaknesses. 
 
    “I want someone who’s bigger,” said one girl without really lowering her voice. “He looks fine but just average. You know? I want a boy who’s really impressive.” 
 
    The girls laughed at all of this before moving on. 
 
    Several individual women happened by. 
 
    One had long, straight red hair. She leaned forward and looked at Chase. “Would you be a good servant?” 
 
    “I’m not trained for domestic service,” he said. His heart started beating faster, but he was glad he had never taken any of those classes despite the encouragement from his teachers and professors. 
 
    “Pity,” she said. Only then she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth and wondered aloud, “I bet I could train you.” 
 
    “As you say, ma’am.” 
 
    The redhead smiled and laughed before disappearing back down the hallway. 
 
    A few minutes later, two girls appeared. They both looked younger, probably nineteen or twenty, definitely girls in college. Chase didn’t know much about fashion, but there was something about the cut of their shirts and the stylish lines of their boots that made it clear these girls had money. 
 
    “Oh, what about this one?” 
 
    “It says here that he’s an accountant.” 
 
    “Ew,” replied the first girl. “Why would anyone bother teaching a boy accounting? It’s not like they need to use math or anything.” 
 
    The second girl glanced up at him, “Oh, I don’t think he liked you saying that.” 
 
    “So what? It’s not like I care what a boy thinks.” 
 
    Chase risked looking up at them. 
 
    They were definitely sisters, he decided. They both had blonde hair, the same matching blue eyes, and gorgeous physiques. If he hadn’t already been aroused because of the aerosolized stimulants, just seeing these young women would’ve been enough to make him hard. 
 
    “You’re so mean, Alexis.” 
 
    The other girl grinned back. “Maybe.” She walked closer to his display case, held her hands behind her back, and leaned forward. “My sister is looking for a boy, her first purchase ever! You think you would be good enough for her?” 
 
    “I don’t know, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “If she buys you, I’m going to get to help her train you!” Alexis promised. Somehow, that didn’t sound like good news. 
 
    Again, he went back to the very safe answer, “As you say, ma’am.” 
 
    These girls were younger, but they still enjoyed his deferential treatment. 
 
    “He’s handsome,” said the other girl. 
 
    “Krista, you’re always way too nice to these boys.” 
 
    “Okay, so maybe I feel a little bit bad for them.” 
 
    “Why would you feel bad for them? We are the ones who have to take care of them!” 
 
    Chase felt his fingers push down into the palms of his hands. That wasn’t true, and he never asked for a “guardian”. Given the chance, he was certain he could have handled his own life. Maybe that wasn’t true for some boys, perhaps even the majority, but he’d gone to college and done well. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself,” Krista commanded. 
 
    “My name is Chase,” he said. “I’m an accountant, and I’ll do my best to please my guardian.” 
 
    “Are boys inferior?” 
 
    He hesitated, but only for a second, “Yes.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He bit down for only a moment before offering the usual answers, “Women are better at science, math, they are more patient, and they are far more empathetic.” 
 
    “You’re an interesting boy,” Krista said. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the day, Chase answered questions and rotated slowly in his display case. He didn’t know how much time he spent there, but woman after woman strolled by. Some of them talked to him. Many more just glanced in his direction. The auction house had quite a selection, which meant there was no real rush or pressure for these ladies. They could take their time and enjoy themselves. If they decided they liked one boy in particular but he was taken by someone else, there would always be other males available for purchase. 
 
    Sometimes he tried to keep his head up and stare forward. At other points, he lowered his chin and relaxed just a little bit in his restraints. 
 
    “I keep coming back to you,” came a voice. He didn’t recognize her at first, not until he looked up at Krista. 
 
    She was pretty with her blonde hair, but she scared him too. Or rather, her sister frightened him more than he wanted to admit. 
 
    “There’s something about you,” she said, raising her hand. 
 
    “I could be of great service,” he said, knowing full well that he didn’t want to spend the night at the auction house. They wouldn’t leave him in the display case. That would probably be cruel. Instead, they would lock him in a cage for the night. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “I assume that as an accountant, you know a lot about math?” 
 
    “I studied calculus,” he told her. 
 
    “Very interesting. I think I have something really unique in mind for you.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t go anywhere,” she said, waving her fingers through the air. She strolled away, humming to herself happily. 
 
    Was Krista really going to do it? Was she going to purchase him? If so, what kind of owner would she be? 
 
    No, not his owner, he reminded himself. His guardian. 
 
    But there in the display case, naked and helpless, he knew the truth. Whichever girl picked him would ultimately buy him and own him. She would have every right over his body. She would be able to punish him, train him, and shape him however she liked. 
 
    Just as he started to wonder if maybe Krista had changed her mind, the door behind him opened. The mirror slid away, and two women marched in. 
 
    “May I ask what’s going on?” Chase asked, doing his best to sound appropriately deferential. 
 
    When they didn’t answer, he thought maybe he hadn’t spoken loudly enough. He tried again, opening his mouth. One of the handlers took this opportunity, shoved a ball gag in his mouth, and drew the straps tight near the back of his head. The straps tightened against his skin as she engaged the clasp. 
 
    They removed the shackles, one after another before taking him by his arms and turning around. Back in the service hallway, he saw. 
 
    Heart pounding, Chase wanted to struggle. He wanted to fight, but he knew better. He remembered everything he had learned throughout his life as a boy. In this world, women ruled, and he had to obey. If he fought back, they would just use one of those prods dangling from their belts. 
 
    They pushed him down into the small cage. It forced him to his hands and knees. They locked it, rolled the cage down the hallway and into another large chamber. Gagged and trapped in the container, Chase glanced around. He saw other boys just like him. Similarly gagged, they didn’t do much more than make eye contact for a fleeting moment. 
 
    His cage along with several others was loaded up into a truck. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He didn’t try to communicate. Simultaneously, another thought occurred to him. He could remove the gag. Strictly speaking, they hadn’t restrained his hands. He didn’t wear cuffs or anything, which meant it would probably be easy to open the clasp above the nape of his neck. 
 
    But he didn’t. Why not? 
 
    This must have been another component to his enslavement. They wanted to see whether or not he would disobey. 
 
    If he showed up at his guardian’s doorstep without the gag in his mouth, he would be volunteering for immediate punishment. No, Chase couldn’t make that mistake. 
 
    In his cage, he couldn’t actually sleep, but he closed his eyes and did his best to lose himself as the truck rumbled beneath him. 
 
    At the first stop, another boy was unloaded. At the stop after that, a second young man found himself deposited on the doorstep of his new guardian. 
 
    But after each one, the boys would glance around, all wondering who would be next. 
 
    Obviously, they didn’t know precisely what state they might face. They couldn’t speak either, especially because none of them had been foolish enough to take out their gags. Still, they had to be wondering the same questions. 
 
    Would she be kind? Would she be cruel? Would she be playful or mean? The different possibilities seemed to linger on the air. 
 
    Finally, the truck stopped, and the handlers went for Chase’s cage. They slid him out and lowered his cage down onto a small cart. Then they pushed it forward, dragged him up the stairs onto the walk around porch, and they rang the doorbell. 
 
    On his hands and knees, Chase did his best to straighten his back and look as presentable as possible. He wanted to be good for Krista. 
 
    The door opened, and he heard another voice. “Thank you for bringing him so fast.” 
 
    “No problem,” said the delivery woman. 
 
    That wasn’t Krista’s voice, was it? 
 
    Chase crawled to the edge of the cage, peered up as much as he could, only the girl stood too close. He couldn’t see past the hem of her skirt. 
 
    “Have fun with this one. He looks cute,” said the delivery woman. She probably said that about all of the boys. 
 
    “Oh, I’m going to have a lot of fun with him. Trust me.” Then Alexis crouched down and looked right into Chase’s eyes. “Krista has some big plans for you, but I think we can do something even better. Are you ready?” 
 
    Chase could only gulp. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t bother rolling the cage. Instead, she stepped back inside and left him there alone for several minutes. As the seconds ticked by, he was torn between nervous anticipation and boredom. 
 
    But then the blonde girl came back, and she held an electrified prod in her hand. “You look like the kind of boy who still wants to think for himself, so I think this is going to be good for you.” 
 
    Chase tried to negotiate. He had the gag in his mouth, but he wanted to tell her, “No! Please, you don’t have to do this!” Too late, this girl had already made up her mind, so she slid the prod through the bars of his cage and touched the electrodes to his shoulder. 
 
    He didn’t feel anything, not at first, not until her thumb pressed the button. Then the electricity snapped through his body. 
 
    It was worse than high school. 
 
    When his teacher shocked him and the other boys, it had been on the lowest setting. Now the storm of agony enveloped him, wiping away every conscious thought. There was only room for that hot agony. He cried out, shouting. The gag absorbed most of the noise. 
 
    “My sister might believe in spanking boys, but I prefer something a little bit more intense. Now, when I open this cage, are you going to be good for me?” 
 
    He jerked his head down and up. Chase didn’t even really know what he was answering, but he just wanted to say yes and avoid that kind of punishment. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now, Krista doesn’t really know what she wants. I’m going to help her out.” 
 
    Chased didn’t really understand, not until she unlocked the cage and tapped her thigh. Nervous, he stayed inside until she exhaled and told him, “Crawl out here right now, puppy boy.” 
 
    Puppy boy? 
 
    No, that didn’t make any sense. He was an accountant, trained in different types of software and specific measures for inventory and company profits. He understood revenue projections and deferred costs. He wasn’t like the other boys… 
 
    In spite of the confusion and expanding anxiety, Chase crawled out and looked up along the length of this beautiful girl. He saw her black boots, her yellow sun dress, and the way her blonde tresses caught the light. Glinting streaks seemed to glide down the curves of her hair every time she moved her head. 
 
    She crouched down, reached up, and ran her fingers through his hair. She took a firm grip to make sure he couldn’t look away. 
 
    “Like I said, my sister doesn’t really know what she wants. That’s why we are going to give her an alternative. Aren’t we?” 
 
    Rather than wait for any kind of answer, she forced him to lower his head and raise it up again, so he nodded his forced agreement. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, making it seem as though he had some choice in the matter. 
 
    His teeth bit down into the red, rubber ball wedged between his lips, but she finally let go. Alexis stepped back, reached down, and opened the bag. She pulled out a pair of strange leather wristbands. Thick and black with heavy padding along the interiors, they also seemed to have small, rectangular compartments at one side. 
 
    On his hands and knees, naked before Alexis, Chase looked up at her with big, curious eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she chided. “You’ll learn what these are for soon enough.” 
 
    She checked the equipment, nodded to herself, clearly satisfied, and glanced back down at the boy. “Roll over, boy. Roll over like a good dog.” There was a singsong edge to her voice, as though she were really talking to an animal. On the one hand, she needed her command to be clear for the dumb animal. On the other, she still enjoyed playing with him. 
 
    Telling himself he would be able to explain his position once the ball gag came out, Chase rolled over as ordered. 
 
    Alexis didn’t waste any time. She grabbed his right hand, pulled it up, and wrapped one of the leather cuffs around it. He glanced at the material and searched for some kind of ring or hook for a chain. No, he decided. These weren’t manacles. He wasn’t going to be restrained again. 
 
    This poor boy had no idea. 
 
    “These are cutting edge technology,” she said. “They’re going to be perfect for training you.” 
 
    She locked the first bracelet around his right hand, then the second around his left. Next, she grabbed his feet and looped another pair of leather restraints around his ankles. At the last moment, he spotted one of the electrodes. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I think we are almost ready.” Only then she snapped her fingers as though she just remembered something. “Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot all about your collar!” 
 
    He bristled again. His body tensed up as he tried to deal with that spike of humiliation. 
 
    Chase probably should have expected this. He was a boy and owned, which meant he would need a collar. This wasn’t just a symbol of his subservience in society or at a girl’s feet. Oh no. The collar also served as a place where she could hang his tag for all to see. This way, if he ever “wandered off or got lost,” a local police officer could just check his tags to see where he needed to be returned to. His tag would include his name, his owner’s phone number and address, plus her name. 
 
    When she pulled out the collar, he saw another set of electrodes. 
 
    Chase tried to murmur his question, but Alexis either didn’t hear him or chose to ignore him. 
 
    “Here we go,” she said, pulling it around the back of his neck, tightening it over his throat, and finally connecting the two ends together. They snapped into place and tightened automatically. 
 
    It was almost uncomfortable. It almost made it more difficult to breathe. 
 
    “Nice and snug,” Alexis announced. She crouched and looked right into his eyes. “This way, you won’t forget you’re wearing your dog collar. Now, I think we can take this out. But I should warn you now, I don’t want you to say anything.” Her eyes sparkled as she adopted the same singsong tone from before. 
 
    She loosened up the collar, and Chase couldn’t take it anymore. Up until this point, he had been a good boy, following every command and enduring every indignity. Yes, he was a boy, which meant there would always be certain limitations on his freedom, but he deserved the chance to talk! 
 
    “I need to talk to—” Chase started to say before those words got swallowed by a burst of pain and the gasp ripped from his throat. 
 
    Electricity blasted into his body, coming from his ankles, his wrists, and his throat all at once. 
 
    “What did I just tell you?” Alexis asked. She didn’t bother waiting for him to respond. The boy had fallen down onto his chest, and now his face was bright red as he tried to reclaim his equilibrium. “I told you not to say anything. You don’t get to talk right now. You know why? Because you’re a puppy!” 
 
    Puppy. 
 
    The word jerked him back up onto his hands and knees. 
 
    Braced now, his lips parted, and he got ready to say something, only Alexis interrupted him with a wag of her finger, “You probably don’t want to talk.” 
 
    Realizing she was correct, he pressed his lips together, locked his teeth, and decided to stand. Distantly, he recognized her chiding voice again as she said, “You probably don’t want to get up either.” 
 
    He didn’t listen. 
 
    Having already endured so many humiliations, he thought he could do something as simple as stand. But as his cuffs started to rise with the rest of his arms, another surge of electricity snapped through his body. It came all at once, totally unpredictable despite the fact that he hadn’t tried to speak a word. 
 
    From far away, Alexis laughed at him. “Poor boy. Poor, silly boy.” She shook her head from side to side, clearly entertained by his struggles. “What? Did you think you would only get punished for trying to make too much noise? No, puppy. There are many rules you have to follow because you’re a dog now. You’re going to be our sweet little house puppy, aren’t you? Yes, you are!” Adding to his humiliation, she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. 
 
    At some other place or time, those sensations might have felt good. They could have been relaxing or even welcomed. But right then and there, he lifted his head and glared at this beautiful blonde girl. Her blue eyes sparkled with delight as she teased him. “Okay, I will be nice and explain. Your cuffs and anklets have little sensors in them. If you try to stand up, they activate. This way, you don’t get to stand, and you don’t get to walk. If you want to go anywhere, what you have to do?” 
 
    He bared his teeth, but Alexis obviously wasn’t intimidated by the collared and cuffed dog. Even under the best of circumstances, she was a girl, and he was a boy, which gave her every advantage. 
 
    “That’s right!” Alexis called out even though he hadn’t said anything. “You have to crawl. Dogs move around on their forelegs. So what you going to do? You’re going to move around on your forelegs to!” 
 
    More than anything, he wanted to argue with her, insisting that he was an intelligent, articulate young man, not some dumb animal. 
 
    She grinned and added, “Oh, and don’t even think about trying to jump the fence, puppy boy.” 
 
    The question must have been obvious on his face. 
 
    “I installed an invisible fence! That’s right! Your collar, cuffs, and anklets have GPS monitors in them. If you try to leave the property without permission, electricity will shock you. Do you want to try it?” 
 
    This was a dare. 
 
    Even though he wanted to defy her and demonstrate his ability to fight back, he gave a quick, nervous shake of his head. No, he didn’t want another blast of electricity. 
 
    “Good boy! Very good boy!” 
 
    She crouched down, brushed her fingers along his cheeks, down his neck, and over his chest. She petted him, stroking whatever inch of flesh she liked because she could. He had no boundaries; he had no way of telling her to stop. 
 
    Alexis finally noticed the angry pout stretching across his lips because she cooed, “What’s wrong? Did you want to be a wild boy? Is that what you’re thinking?” 
 
    Chase didn’t answer; he already understood what the consequences would be for speaking out of turn. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said in the most condescending tone imaginable. “That’s not how this works. No, it isn’t. You’re a boy, and Krista might think she wants you as an accountant or whatever, but you’re going to be so much better off as her pet puppy boy. Yes, you will!” 
 
    Almost as though she needed to prove it, she stepped back and smiled gently as she touched one finger to her lips. “In fact, let’s get started with your training right now. Krista should be home any minute now.” 
 
    His nostrils flared as hope bubbled up inside of his chest. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it, puppy boy. You are a dog, and that’s all you’re ever going to be.” She nodded her head down and up. “Krista can do so much better than you. Tell me, are you a virgin?” 
 
    Chase couldn’t help but gulp. 
 
    “If you aren’t careful, I’m going to decide the you need to be punished. Remember, that collar can be used for more than keeping you on the property.” 
 
    With the right command phrase, she could probably activate the shock collar, unleashing another barrage of electricity. 
 
    Hoping to avoid his fate, he nodded his head. 
 
    Face down, eyes aimed at the deck, he hated admitting this to a girl like Alexa, but he suspected she would be adept at reading his body language and figuring out whether or not he tried to lie to her. 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay,” she said with a giggle. “There’s nothing wrong with being a virgin. And hey, this way, you don’t ever have to worry about having sex.” 
 
    He jerked his head up; the color drained away from his cheeks. His lips parted and he wanted to ask, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. 
 
    “Do you think any girl would really want to have sex with a puppy boy?” Alexis burst out laughing and waved the concept away as though it was too absurd to really consider. 
 
    He couldn’t answer. 
 
    “No, of course not! Women have dignity. If we are going to enjoy the company of a man, we will do it with someone really impressive, not some pet who crawls around on the ground.” 
 
    His eyes watered, almost like he wanted to start crying. 
 
    “Oh, look at that little puppy dog face!” Alexis beamed. “I know. I know. This must be really frustrating for you, but it’s okay. Maybe your owner will allow you some release. I might. Maybe.” She grinned. 
 
    He tried to dispel the tears from the corners of his eyes. As he blinked quickly, he stared down at the deck beneath them. 
 
    “I don’t own you,” Alexis acknowledged. “But I am your owner’s sister, so you’re still going to see a lot of me.” 
 
    She jumped back to her feet, looked down and said, “And that reminds me. Krista will be home soon, so no more education. Instead, let’s see what kind of tricks you can perform.” 
 
    He jerked his head up, his nostrils flaring again. 
 
    Angry, he shook his head. 
 
    “Bad dog!” 
 
    All he had to do was shake his head before he provoked her into punishing him. 
 
    If Chase thought he had some chance of maintaining his dignity and self-respect against of the power of this girl, she demonstrated what she could do. By calling out that phrase, “Bad dog!”, she activated the collar. Hot electricity stabbed into him, attacking his arms, legs, and neck all at once. 
 
    The source didn’t really matter. It came from everywhere and nowhere at once. The agony washed over him, knocking him back down. 
 
    “Get up,” she commanded. 
 
    Desperate to avoid another dose of punishment, he rose to his knuckles and knees. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Come here.” She pointed to the spot in front of him. 
 
    Come. It was such a simple command. He might have hated himself for doing it, but he obeyed, scurrying over to her. “Go to the end of the deck.” 
 
    If she noticed the confusion on his face, she didn’t say anything about it. Instead, she just watched as he complied with her wishes. He crawled along the wraparound porch just as she wished. 
 
    “Come back,” she commanded. 
 
    That’s when he understood. She didn’t have any reason for offering these orders outside of ensuring his obedience. And when he came back, she demurely lifted one foot and pressed the heel of her boot down against the surface in front of him. 
 
    “Lick.” 
 
    He hesitated, his throat tightening. Just as Chase started to wonder if he could endure another blast of punishment, she giggled, “You don’t really want to be punished,” she said. Perhaps feeling charitable, she crouched down, placed her hand on the back of his head, and pushed his mouth to her right boot. 
 
    The aroma of leather filled his nostrils. Simultaneously, he could feel her eyes on him as she enjoyed the show. When she took her hand away, Chase could have tried to look up at her or even speak. Maybe he could have shaken his head. 
 
    But he didn’t. Instead, he parted his lips, stuck out his tongue, and dragged it along the top of her boot just a she wished. 
 
    “Good boy! Such a good boy!” 
 
    That’s when he heard the sound of a car pulling up. 
 
    Both Chase and Alexis looked up at the same time. She saw her sister. He saw his new owner. 
 
    A black SUV rolled up, and Krista, the other blonde from before came out of the vehicle. When she saw him, she rushed up the steps and glanced immediately at Alexis, “What’re you doing with my new accountant boy?” 
 
    “About that,” Alexis said, letting her voice trail off for a moment, “I was thinking you might consider something else.” 
 
    “And what is that?” Krista asked as though she had already heard this before. 
 
    On his hands and knees, Chase tried to think of some way to communicate. He could maybe crawl over to Krista and nuzzle her leg with the tip of his nose, but if he wanted her to see him as a person, not a pet, then that strategy seemed ridiculous. 
 
    But without the ability to talk or communicate, how could he beg her for anything? 
 
    “Keep him as a dog,” Alexis stated bluntly. “I know, I know. You think you want a real man, but this boy can lick just as well as any slave or servant. Oh, and think about how much fun you can have if you order him around now. Go on. Give him a command.” 
 
    Krista rolled her eyes, but then she glanced down at him again. When their eyes met, he didn’t see reluctance. Worse, she didn’t simply tell Alexis to take his collar off of him. Instead, she said, “Run in circles. Chase your tail.” 
 
    He gave a quick shake of his head. 
 
    “Bad dog!” Alexis called out. 
 
    Hot electricity slammed into him. 
 
    “When your owner gives you a command,” Alexis told the dog, “You had better obey. Each and every time, you must do whatever she says.” 
 
    He got back up. He turned toward his buttocks, and he started to crawl in a tight little circle. The girls looked at one another and burst out laughing. 
 
    “Okay, this is pretty fun.” 
 
    “But you haven’t gotten to the best part,” Alexis said. “Making him go down on you.” 
 
    “What? Right here? Right now?” Krista asked. 
 
    “What’s the big deal? You had James go down on you at that party. I was there.” 
 
    Silently, he looked up at Krista and tried to beg her. With only a pleading gaze at his disposal, his odds weren’t good, and he knew it. 
 
    Krista pressed her lips together, quickly made up her mind, lifted her dark blue skirt, and pulled down her panties without letting her sister see anything. Next, she walked over to the small bench, sat down, and looked at Chase. 
 
    For a second, he thought about trying to defy her. And yet, if he really wanted her help, then he had probably better behave himself. He crawled forward. 
 
    “I think you know what to do,” Krista said. 
 
    He did. 
 
    Even if he wished there were some other way, he nonetheless stuck his head underneath her skirt, found her slit, and he started licking almost immediately. He moved fast because he wanted to get this over with. Maybe afterward she would let him out of the collar and decide to keep him as an independent male, not some stupid pet! 
 
    His tongue darted along her crevice, gently moving up and down her sex. The taste of her excitement lingered on his tongue. The flavors were heady, nearly overwhelming this boy. 
 
    And yet, he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. 
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good?” Alexis asked. “Just think about having this boy sleep in your room. You could get him a little doggie bed and keep him on the floor. Maybe if you have a hard day, you can pull him up onto the mattress with you and pet him. He could be so relaxing.” 
 
    Krista didn’t answer. 
 
    The seconds quickly swarmed into a minute. Then more. 
 
    Chase understood all of this, but he didn’t stop. He didn’t dare. 
 
    His neck started hurting, yet he kept licking her. 
 
    “And you know, he’s always going to behave, especially if you threaten to get him fixed.” 
 
    That almost made Chase stop. Somehow, he kept going. 
 
    “I know of really a good of vet who can take care of him,” she continued. “This way, he will always be a good boy in one way or another.” 
 
    Chase licked fiercely, gliding his tongue up and down, faster and faster. Soon, he could hear Krista panting. The pleasure must have burned hot through her body. It was like electricity from his collar only inverted as waves of pleasure roiled through her. 
 
    Pretty soon, she gasped, grabbed onto the back of his collar, and pulled him back. 
 
    “Well?” Alexis asked. 
 
    Chase started whimpering. Realizing this was the only sound he might be able to make, he performed just like a dog. He begged silently, looking up and pleading with her. 
 
    “He looks like the perfect puppy,” decided Krista. “I think you’re right, Alexis. Let’s keep him as our dog forever!” 
 
    And just like that, his education became worthless, all of that time and effort just a waste because he would be eating out of dog bowls, crawling on the floor, nuzzling feet and licking crotches. This was his life now, and he would never get out of that collar or those cuffs. Alexis grinned and flashed him a little wave like she wanted to say goodbye to his independence. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    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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