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   Chapter 1: Raven’s World 
 
    Three months before she met Tyson Fields, Kelly woke up in the twin-sized bed in her apartment, wondering exactly what she would do with her day. For the previous two years, her life had been completely regulated by her need to study and prepare for the bar exam. 
 
    Now it was done. 
 
    Hopefully, she passed on her first try. If she didn’t, Kelly didn’t know what she would do. In fact, every time she considered the possibility, her heart fluttered, her eyes watered, and it felt like some hippo or elephant had wandered in and decided to sit right there on her chest. 
 
    Puffing out her cheeks, she exhaled, forcing herself to breathe. 
 
    She had worked so hard, literally studying every day, dedicating pretty much every moment to reading case law, memorizing precedents, and imagining what she would write for each question. 
 
    Unfortunately, she had only taken the exam the day before, so it would be a little while before any of the results were announced. They would be released publicly. Her parents, friends, potential employers, anyone really, could check out the results to see who passed and who didn’t. 
 
    Despite her attempts at breathing, Kelly felt that cold sweat break out along her brow, down her cheeks, and along the length of her body. She threw off her blankets and sat up, just in time to hear her phone start buzzing. 
 
    Without thinking, Kelly grabbed the device and held it up to her ear, “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello, Kelly. My name is Sonja, and I’d like to speak to you later today. Are you available at one?” 
 
    “Is this about a job? Because right now, I don’t know if I’ve passed the exam.” 
 
    A pause. Maybe the slight traces of a chuckle on the air. Kelly couldn’t be sure, but the woman continued, “Don’t worry about that right now. At this point, I would just like you to visit my office and have a little chat with me. Are you interested?” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t know it, but she had already been thoroughly evaluated, studied, and analyzed. “Yes, ma’am,” Kelly said. “I can be free at one. Thank you.” 
 
    “I will email you the address.” The woman hung up, Kelly looked down at the screen, wondering if maybe this has been some kind of mistake. As she tried to think through the conversation, did she actually hear her own last name? 
 
    No. This “Sonja” only called her by her first name, so maybe it was some kind of bizarre incident, some strange mistake? Maybe Kelly would show up at the address, only to discover it was a pizza place looking to hire a new delivery driver. 
 
      
 
    The address didn’t lead to a pizza place. 
 
    Instead, Kelly found herself downtown, at the most expensive address in the city. Her eyes moved up along the glass and concrete. 
 
    All of a sudden, she remembered something from one of her instructors back in law school, “Be careful when it comes to the Imposter Syndrome. It might not sound like much, but this can scuttle a lot of careers. Young graduates show up, and they suddenly feel like they aren’t good enough. Maybe you haven’t won enough awards. Maybe your GPA wasn’t high enough. Whatever. If you look hard enough, you can always find reasons to be insecure. But employers aren’t going to coddle you, so you need to make it clear that you are competent, capable, and excellent.” This was toward the end of the semester. Most of the students were already frazzled as they prepared for their final exams. Exhaustion seemed to permeate the room. While the instructor was fairly relaxed, all of the students carried themselves with the drained strides of people who hadn’t eaten or slept enough in months. “You can do this,” he said. “You deserve to do this.” 
 
    Kelly hadn’t really believed her instructor, not about the Imposter Syndrome, and not about her own excellence either. Seriously, she was too young and inexperienced. She didn’t really know what she was doing, and the law was so big and complicated. 
 
    Regular people, those who never attended law school, were always comfortable going online and spouting out nonsense about the Constitution or what was legal or not, usually based on some episode of a crime drama they had watched four years ago. Those who did study the law understood how wildly complicated and even contradictory it could be. There were literally hundreds of years of case law to be dissected and understood. 
 
    Few things were as simple as people really wanted to believe. 
 
    And Kelly felt all of that as her eyes moved along the shining panels of glass, dozens of them. How many stories did this building even have? 
 
    At least ninety-nine. 
 
    That’s what Kelly discovered when she stepped into the lobby, searched for the appropriate suite number, and felt her jaw tighten. Ninety-nine floors up, she had an appointment with Sonja. 
 
    Kelly took the express elevator, standing there as she felt the small box zip up one of the building’s main arteries. She felt the tug of gravity, clutched her briefcase, and glanced around at the other passengers. There were several men, several women. They all seemed perfectly confident. Two were playing on their phones. Another stared straight ahead, her lips moving slightly as though she were rehearsing for some important presentation. 
 
    One by one, they got off. Finally, Kelly was alone. 
 
    She got out, stepped into a large intersection adorned by expensive works of art. Kelly didn’t know much about these painters, but these weren’t the generic corporate prints most offices used. Instead of fake watercolors, these were actual canvasses covered in paint created by real artists. Pictures of Amazons, young women dressed as pirates, and even a female archer surrounded her. Kelly didn’t notice any patterns. She was too nervous. 
 
    Guessing which way to go, she kept glancing down at her phone even though she had already memorized the address and suite number. 
 
    When she found it, she pushed on the double glass doors and stepped inside. A girl with black, neatly trimmed hair and bangs sat behind a desk. 
 
    “You must be Kelly Clover,” said the secretary. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kelly said. “I’m here to see Sonja?” It felt strange not having a last name. Just as odd, she didn’t see any signage for this firm. Presumably, they wanted to hire her as a first-year attorney. 
 
    “Please go down the hallway. Her office is the last one.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly said, nodding her head as she stepped through another set of glass doors. 
 
    Mostly, she kept her eyes aimed straight ahead. Even then, those extra seconds weren’t enough for her to take in the marvel of Sonja’s office. 
 
    It was expansive, probably three or four times larger than Kelly’s apartment. It had two different seating areas, a pool table, glass stands, and five massive flat screens arrayed around the room. Kelly suspected this one office probably had enough equipment to run a small country or maybe and medium-sized military. 
 
    Seated behind her mahogany desk, a young woman probably in her thirties stood. She had on a simple white blouse and black skirt. Her heels clicked as she stepped out along the marble over to the carpeted area at which Kelly stared like a tourist. 
 
    “What you think of my office?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “It’s amazing,” Kelly said. “It’s yours?” She blushed brightly, staring down at the shine of her black, leather shoes. Damn it. If this woman was really interested in hiring her, Kelly couldn’t mess this up! 
 
    Sonja chuckled. “I know. It’s not what you would have expected.” 
 
    Returning to her seat, Sonja motioned for Kelly to sit down as well. 
 
    “So I know this is a little bit awkward, but can I ask, what kind of company is this? I assume you are looking for a first-year associate?” 
 
    “No. That’s not really what I’m looking for at all.” 
 
    “But you know that I’m an attorney, right?” Kelly blushed again as the heat raced up her neck and along her cheeks. “Well, I might be an attorney assuming I passed my exam.” 
 
    “Oh, you passed,” Sonja said with a wave of her hand as though it were no big deal one way or the other. 
 
    “But the results haven’t been released yet,” Kelly told the other woman. 
 
    “They may not have been publicly released, but I have quite a few contacts throughout the government. Trust me. You passed. And even if you didn’t, a few strings can be pulled if necessary.” 
 
    “What’s going on here?” Kelly asked. She swallowed and looked around, as though scanning for hidden cameras. “Is this a joke? A test?” 
 
    “No joke,” Sonja said. “No test either. Let me put this as simply as possible.” She touched the tips of her fingers together, leaned forward, and rested her elbows on the desk even as she kept her back straight. Her dark hair framed her face beautifully. Clearly, this was the sort of woman who paid a lot of attention to her appearance even as she casually walked into any room and seized control of whichever conversations she decided to own. 
 
    “Kelly, I am the leader of an organization. Our primary goal is profit, but we are also interested in making the world a better place in a very specific way.” 
 
    “How?” Kelly asked, if only to fill the silence. 
 
    Sonja smiled, got up from her desk, and faced the massive window. “Come here. I would like to ask you something.” 
 
    Grateful that Sonja didn’t have her eyes on her, Kelly puffed out her cheeks, exhaled, did her best to keep the adrenaline from rushing through her veins. It never seemed fair that an instinctive fight-or-flight reaction would kick in at a moment like this. It was a job interview (maybe), not a battle for survival. She needed to think clearly, not freak out. 
 
    When Kelly stood beside Sonja, the younger women needed to really focus on her breathing, especially because the advantage was incredible. It was strange to think that only a little bit of plate glass separated her from a very, very long fall. 
 
    How long would it take to hit the ground if you dropped from a hundred stories in the air? Back in high school, Kelly would have been able to complete those calculations. 
 
    “What do you see?” 
 
    Kelly peered out of the city. “Buildings, commerce, industry, people,” Kelly said, keeping it broad but simple. 
 
    “True,” Sonja allowed, “But it is also an illusion.” 
 
    This time, Kelly chose not to say anything. Instead, she did her best to listen and learn. Even if Sonja had somehow inherited this amazing office, she still had power. And one thing Kelly knew for sure was that people in power liked it when others listened to them. 
 
    “It’s an illusion because it’s built on the idea that we want the same things, but this really isn’t true. Down there, you have so many different clashes, battles, and competitions. It’s really quite amazing. Criminals compete with one another, obeying the same rules of economics as the CEOs and the other skyscrapers.” She smirked for a moment, “But theirs aren’t as big as mine.” 
 
    “Yours? You mean you own this entire building?” Kelly automatically assumed Sonja’s company, whatever it happened be, just rented space. 
 
    “That’s correct, Kelly,” Sonja answered. “My organization is probably one of the most powerful groups you have never heard of.” 
 
    “I would like to learn more.” 
 
    “That depends. What do you think of female supremacy?” 
 
    If Kelly had been blushing before, now she faced the opposite problem as a cold dread suffused her body, the color bleached away from her face, and she stumbled, stuttering. Her lips moved, but she couldn’t make any real words or sounds. 
 
    “You’re funny when you freak out,” Sonja said. “Sorry. I know that’s really not fair.” 
 
    “What, what is that? What is female supremacy?” Kelly asked, doing her best and failing miserably and kind of adorably to lie to the older woman. 
 
    “I don’t want to play that game,” Sonja said with a smile. “So maybe you should tell me what you think it is. For the sake of this conversation, let’s pretend you are just guessing.” 
 
    Kelly wouldn’t be guessing, not when it came to those two words. In fact, Kelly had spent a lot of time imagining what a female supremacist’s variety would look like. Other words also popped into her head. Her favorite: gynarchy. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Sonja promised her. She turned away from the panoramic view and motioned for Kelly to take a seat. 
 
    Those next couple of seconds granted her some time to think. “I’m guessing,” she hedged, “Female supremacy means that women take charge and assume command. Is that right?” 
 
    “Know what I find most entertaining about the internet?” Sonja asked. “People still assume that there is anonymity. You grab your computer, you go online, and you believe that no one is really watching. There’s this assumption that you can do whatever you like, that’s not how the world really works, not anymore. Every company has monetized attention. In order to do that, they have learned how to track you. Sure, there are ways around it, but most people don’t bother, especially because the numbers make anonymity even easier to believe in. If there are ten million people wandering around, why would any company or government pick you out?” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Kelly, I know which kinds of websites you visit. I know that you are very, very interested in female supremacy. You’ve never used your real name or engaged in any physical relationships like this because you’re the kind of young woman who’s fascinated by the concept without really doing anything about it, but I was impressed by your post. You’re articulate, smart, and exactly the kind of person I want representing my organization as our in-house counsel.” 
 
    “In-house counsel,” Kelly repeated the words, thinking she must have misheard. “I’m not even a practicing attorney yet.” 
 
    “You will be,” Sonja answered. “I have seen your grades, I have interviewed some of your instructors, and I’m confident that you are exactly the kind of person I need to represent my organization.” 
 
    Kelly’s lips parted as she searched for the right words. On the one hand, she knew she wasn’t qualified. On the other, she understood that this must’ve been an incredible opportunity, and she would be insane to walk away. 
 
    “Let’s get away from your legal qualifications for the moment. Let’s focus on your personal beliefs. Do you want to see a world where men are subjugated as second-class citizens?” 
 
    Yes. 
 
    The word popped into her head automatically, but Kelly knew this wasn’t something she could readily admit, especially in the legal profession. Maybe women have made incredible strides in other fields, but most judges and senior partners remained male. A few women occupy the highest echelons of power, but those are the exceptions, not the general trend. As such, Kelly always needed to worry about potentially offending the men in the room. Guys like to talk about how they could handle anything, but so many of them have thin skins and fragile egos. 
 
    “It’s okay. Be honest with me. This isn’t being recorded, and if you turn down my offer, I won’t hold it against you, nor will I use any of this in the future. This is private. This is confidential.” 
 
    Deciding to believe her, Kelly gently said, “Yes. I believe in female supremacy.” 
 
    “Explain what that means to you.” 
 
    “It means men have had the advantage for far too long. Through most of recorded history, men have been the ones making every decision. The world is messed up, it needs to be fixed, and only women are capable of doing it.” 
 
    “Do you think women are better than men?” 
 
    Kelly had considered this question many times before. How could it be avoided when she’d spent so many hours discussing masculinity, its inherent weaknesses, and how societies could be better structured and designed. 
 
    Thinking carefully, she chose each word and said, “Better is a loaded term. Do I think women are intellectually and physically superior? Yes. I do. There are spots where men excel. Like draft horses or other beasts of burden, they’re capable of lifting more, but that’s about it. Also, I do acknowledge that men have done some pretty amazing things. You can’t say that our society hasn’t progressed over the last couple thousand years. However, women should still be in charge. We are not perfect. We are flawed too, but in aggregate, we should be the ones ruling the world.” 
 
    Kelly stopped, only this time she didn’t look down or away. Instead, she studied her potential employer. With each beat of her heart, she waited for the other woman to start laughing, point to the door, and tell her to get out. 
 
    After all, Kelly had never discussed female supremacy out loud with anyone else, not ever. None of her friends knew about her nascent political beliefs. None of her family had even heard of words like “female supremacy” or “gynarchy”. 
 
    “You’re exactly the person I’m looking for,” Sonja said. “Your vision matches up with mine and that of my family.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly said, unable to think of a more appropriate response. 
 
    “Are you interested in taking this position?” Something lurked just beneath the surface of those words. Kelly realized what. If she said yes, she might be guaranteed a job, but there would be no going back. She didn’t understand how or why, but this was bigger than she had ever imagined. 
 
    “I am,” Kelly said. 
 
    “I need you to be sure.” 
 
    “I’m certain,” Kelly insisted with far more conviction than she really felt. 
 
    Sonja leaned back and smiled. “My organization is technically criminal in nature. We own numerous legitimate businesses and enterprises, but we also deal in other sorts of activity, first for profit, then for female supremacy.” 
 
    “What criminal activities?” 
 
    “There will be time for that, but the more important point is this. We are the Red Ravens, and I’m inviting you to join us.” 
 
    “Who?” Kelly’s first thought was that this must’ve been a baseball team or something. 
 
    “The Red Ravens. We are probably the most powerful criminal and political organization you have never heard of. We have contacts across the planet, interests on every continent, and allies in pretty much every government. There are some parts of the world where we face stiffer resistance, but that is melting away. Every year, we grow more and more powerful.” 
 
    “Did you want me to be your attorney?” 
 
    “One of them,” Sonja replied. “You wouldn’t be responsible for every lawsuit and activity, but I’m inviting you to join us now.” 
 
    Part of Kelly wanted to lean forward, shake Sonja’s hand, and agree to anything. After all, she had never imagined an organization like this could really exist. And just based on the size of her office, this building, all of it, Kelly knew that the world wasn’t what she had expected. For the first time, she started to see past of some of the illusion. 
 
    “Can I ask a question?” 
 
    “Of course,” Sonja replied. 
 
    “What does it mean to you?” Kelly resisted the urge to lick the bottom of her mouth. She didn’t want to smear her lipstick. “For you, what is female supremacy?” 
 
    “It’s about the subjugation of men. Ideally, it would become a global institution. Different nations and societies would design systems that fit their needs and desires, but the goal is the same. Women are elevated. Men are brought low.” 
 
    “Slavery?” 
 
    “When appropriate,” Sonja said without blinking. 
 
    “What about punishment?” 
 
    “I assume that would usually be a matter for the head of any given household to decide; whatever she wants, the man gives. If she expects a boy to crawl around on his hands and knees, then he does it. If she wants him as a helpmate and almost a partner, that’s fine with me. It should be her choice and her prerogative.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best to help in any way I can,” Kelly promised. 
 
    “I know you will.” Sonja rose again, “Now, would you like to see one of my pets?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Kelly replied. 
 
      
 
    Sonja reached to down, tapped the touchscreen built into her desk, and waited. Still seated, Kelly didn’t quite know what she was waiting to witness, only then a figure appeared outside of the glass doors. He looked handsome with that little bit of stubble along his cheeks, his formfitting coat, his snug tie, and his tucked in shirt. 
 
    He confidently marched through the doors, but that’s when he paused. 
 
    “Hello, Trevor,” Sonja said with a smile. “This is Kelly.” If this young man was supposed to be a pet, he didn’t look like it. Instead, he seemed like the kind of arrogant boy who could saunter down any street and assume people would get out of his way. He looked important, especially with his styled hair, strong jaw, and confident eyes. 
 
    Kelly needed to suppress a little shiver of disappointment. Maybe Sonja had been all talk? Maybe she didn’t really believe what she espoused? 
 
    “Ma’am,” he said with a polite nod. 
 
    “Tell Kelly what I have trained you to believe.” 
 
    At this point, he immediately looked down, his demeanor shifting instantly. “Mistress, I have been taught to accept my place as your property. I belong to you. I obey you.” 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    “I am a boy, and boys must obey,” he said. “I recognize, acknowledge, and embrace my status as your inferior.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. From there, Sonja turned back to Kelly and asked, “Would you like a demonstration?” 
 
    Kelly stammered, unable to get her thoughts out. As a young lawyer, she thought she would never be flustered. Back in high school, they had practiced for courtroom appearances and depositions. She had learned how to make different arguments without choking, but here and now, she never thought she would see one of her fantasies come to life. Because here he was, a man who looked like he could be confident and successful, yet he recognized his position on the basis of sex alone. 
 
    Despite the heat running along her cheeks, Kelly nodded. “Yes, please.” 
 
    “You heard her, Trevor. Let’s see what kind of tricks my boy can do to entertain our guest.” Sonja reached up, tapped a finger along the side of her cheek, and then grinned. “Let’s start with something simple. Strip.” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t really believe it. This man looked so good in his suit, but then he started to pull off his clothing, one layer after another. 
 
    While Kelly remained transfixed as she stared, Sonja explained, “Men need to understand that clothing is a privilege. If we want them naked, then they get naked. And what we see when they are naked had better be pretty impressive.” 
 
    Trevor’s body wasn’t perfect by any stretch, yet it was obvious he worked out. 
 
    Sonja explained, “I make sure all of my slaves are exercised on a daily basis. I actually have a physical trainer for them. She regulates what they eat and how often they work out. She tells them what to do, and they obey. It’s good for their bodies and their obedience.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Kelly said, unable to hide the awed astonishment in her voice. 
 
    By now, Trevor was down to his boxers. They were sleek and black and looked quite good on him probably for one reason: he had known something like this could happen. 
 
    “How often does he have to strip in front of women?” 
 
    “Whenever I want,” she said. “Maybe once every couple weeks. I don’t always use Trevor as a demonstration. I have other boys who also serve me quite well.” 
 
    This was incredible, pretty much impossible. Kelly felt that tickle of disbelief at the back of her brain, yet it all fit; it all made sense. 
 
    While those doubts tried to stand, they were about to be obliterated as Sonja continued, “Trevor, crawl over to Kelly here, kiss her shoes, and say something nice to her.” 
 
    Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. He was getting nervous, she saw. But why. Kelly couldn’t ask, not when she studied his dark hair and the contours of his shoulders as he crawled. Like an obedient dog, he made his way across the floor, all in the hopes of showing his owner how obedient and docile he could be. 
 
    Kelly marveled at the simple fact that he didn’t have any other goals. He only wished to make her happy; he only wished to make her feel good. 
 
    Again, she resisted the urge to lick her lips as he crawled over to her. He was naked and performing exactly as ordered. He dipped his head down, touched his lips to her right shoe, just above the toe. “You are an amazing woman. I’m grateful to be on my knees before you, ma’am.” 
 
    “He doesn’t call me Mistress?” 
 
    “You don’t own him,” Sonja said simply. When Kelly started to blush again, realizing her faux pas, the leader of the Red Ravens just chuckled. “Don’t worry about it. Some of the rules can be tricky.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so. Is he happy as a slave?” 
 
    “Are you happy as a slave?” Sonja asked, looking down at the boy still braced on his elbows and knees. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I’m very happy.” 
 
    Kelly studied him, determined to figure out whether or not he really meant those words. But despite her best efforts, she couldn’t tell if he only said that to please the woman who controlled him or if he thoroughly enjoyed being tamed. 
 
    “Are you happy despite the fact that you get punished whenever I feel like you deserve to be disciplined?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied obediently, yet his voice turned taut with barely hidden tension. 
 
    “Beg my guest to punish you.” 
 
    “What? I couldn’t,” Kelly protested. “He hasn’t done anything wrong.” Yet even as those words puffed from her lips, Kelly knew what she really, really wanted to do. Her palm itched with a new instinct, once she had only ever fantasized about. But as her heart fluttered, and heat gathered right between her legs, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth to try to distract herself. 
 
    She couldn’t look too eager; she couldn’t look too aroused either, not in front of a potential employer. In spite of everything, Kelly still clung to the standard rules. 
 
    “Please, ma’am. Please, would you punish me? Please, I need to be punished. My Mistress is displeased with me, and I need to be punished.” 
 
    “This doesn’t seem fair,” Kelly said one last time. 
 
    “Two points, Kelly. First, it’s not about fairness. If I own him, I get to decide when and how he will be disciplined. Second, he just messed up and really does need to be punished.” 
 
    Trevor’s lips parted as he inhaled, apparently recognizing his mistake. But what was it? 
 
    Sonja glanced at her new protégé and said, “Isn’t it obvious? He said he needs to be punished. He doesn’t get to make that determination. Right now, we’re going to punish him because I feel like it. Now, Trevor, go to the drawer and get your shackles. Bring them back in your mouth like a good pet.” 
 
    For a moment, Kelly glanced down at the boy, and she expected to see him grin. But now, he didn’t “secretly” enjoy this. Clearly, he was nervous as he scampered to obey, crawling across the enormous office floor. He made his way to one of the walls, he pressed his hand on a panel, where a concealed drawer popped out. 
 
    His eyes roamed along the different options. 
 
    As he worked, Sonja said, “I always enjoy this part. He knows what’s going to happen. It’s anticipation that is most corrosive for him. The pain is one thing. It’s hard for him to handle it, but this is so much worse.” 
 
    “What kind of pain?” Kelly asked. And that’s when she heard it, the excited pop in her voice.  
 
    “Whatever I want,” Sonja said with a smile. “It might be simple, like a spanking. Maybe I will use a whip or a crop. I might decide to go with something else, maybe hot wax.” 
 
    Kelly jerked her head back toward the boy crawling toward them when she heard something: a whimper. It was a quick, stifled sound, automatic and irresistible. When she heard it, a thrill ran up her back. 
 
    She could feel the arousal spread through her body, especially when Kelly glanced back at Sonja and asked, “May I?” She may as well have been asking someone if she could pet her dog.  
 
    “Go for it,” Sonja said, her eyes sparking wickedly. Clearly, she was pleased to have found a new compatriot in the struggle for female supremacy. 
 
    Kelly didn’t crouch down. Instead, she leaned, took the rope from his mouth, and pulled it up. “What you going to do with that?” 
 
    “Tie him onto my desk so that we can discipline him.” 
 
    Fighting the urge to look amazed, Kelly just watched as Sonja grabbed the rope from her, snapped her fingers, and pointed toward the edge of her desk. Trevor obeyed at once. When he first walked into this office, he had looked like a master of the universe, one of those men capable of strolling into any situation and seizing control. 
 
    But now, he kept his head down even as he rose to his knees and then stood. That didn’t last long. He pressed himself up against the edge of her desk, and Sonja grabbed him by the back of his neck. She shoved him forward. 
 
    His arms moved out toward the corners of the desk. She looped the rope around the legs, pulled it tight, and quickly tied his hands into place. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Kelly said, marveling at how quickly and efficiently Sonja has restrained her slave. The ropes now rubbed against of the other edges of the desk. He was trapped, and he knew it. 
 
    “It gets better,” she said. “I was thinking of just using my hand, but maybe some other toys are in order. Kelly, would you like to grab something from that drawer?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” said the young woman. She couldn’t believe it, especially as she strode across the room. 
 
    The heat was intense, thrumming and pulsating through her body. She couldn’t remember having ever been this aroused before. Part of her wanted to sneak off and pleasure herself, but she couldn’t miss a single second of this. 
 
    Inside the drawer, she found a plethora of options. All neatly stacked and organized, the various toys included several wicked looking clips, crops, whips and paddles. 
 
    Unable to choose and knowing her boss would expect speed and efficiency, Kelly grabbed a sturdy wood paddle and one of the whips. 
 
    They were both heavier than she expected. She loved the soft, supple give of the leather handle. Simultaneously, they all felt solid. The wood was durable, strong, and heavier than she thought it would be.  
 
    Unable to hide that wicked grin, Kelly assumed the status of a woman in a new world order. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever used a whip before?” Sonja asked, making it sound normal. 
 
    “No, I haven’t. I’ve thought about it a lot, but I’ve never done it.” 
 
    Considering most of the boys she had met in law school, this made sense. Kelly never got the opportunity to date, all of those boys thought of themselves as alpha males who deserved to rule the world. They had no idea what was happening all around them. They didn’t realize they would walk into law offices, organizations, and corporations which were slowly succumbing to female supremacy. 
 
    “It’s pretty straightforward. Swing down and flick your wrist. Aim for the spot you want to hit, but try to avoid the spine and kidneys when possible.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to damage your property,” Kelly said. 
 
    Your property. It was amazing to imagine that a guy could be owned like this. Again and again, she flashed back to those arrogant, articulate men from her classes. They were smart. That much was obvious. They studied hard and swaggered around their law school, confident they would get whatever they wanted. After all, lawyers made so much money. Money was power. They figured they could do whatever they liked. 
 
    Kelly knew one smug jerk, Anthony. 
 
    She pictured his face, his handsome, stupid face as she pulled the whip back. She admired Trevor’s body, but it was easy to imagine that other boy in his place. She swung her arms down…and missed. 
 
    The tip struck down against the floor. 
 
    “It’s okay. Take your time.” Sonja’s voice was oddly encouraging. 
 
    Sonja may have been understanding, but Kelly promised herself she wouldn’t screw up again. She cocked her arm back, and more carefully, and swung even harder. 
 
    The tip of the whip struck, flashing down against Trevor’s unprotected ass. One deliciously long, red line suddenly appeared. Sonja stepped over to him, squeezed his ass, and nodded. “Very nice. That looks like it hurt quite a bit. Did that hurt, Trevor?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, each word tense. 
 
    “Good,” Sonja answered. “Do you mind?” His owner held out her hand, and Kelly quickly gave her the whip. 
 
    Nostrils flaring, Sonja took a long breath. She rolled her shoulders back, stretched out her arms, and allowed the whip to dangle from her hand. “An important part of disciplining a boy is taking your time. Remember, he is here to satisfy you. There’s never any rush.” 
 
    Kelly nodded, absorbing every detail. 
 
    She had studied thousands of images and read so much about relationships like this, some voluntary, some mandatory, but she never imagined that a woman such as Sonja truly existed. 
 
    “Trevor, do you deserve to be punished?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    The whip cracked out again, flashing through the air, less than a blur. But then another red line appeared along his vulnerable skin as he took the punishment. 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said. “That’s the paradox of intelligence in a male. On the one hand, you can’t try to think for yourself. On the other, you need to recognize what you don’t know. What are you?” 
 
    Although she asked a question, she decided to give him another fierce dose of punishment. She flashed out with the whip, bringing it down hard and fast, a flurry of strikes against his back, shoulders, even his biceps and his buttocks. Pretty soon, red lines crisscrossed his skin. She never broke his flesh, but it was clear he could barely maintain any semblance of decorum. With every second, he gasped; with every heartbeat, he squirmed helplessly against his bonds. 
 
    “I’m—I’m your slave, Mistress,” he said. Something else coiled into his voice? Relief? 
 
    It seemed improbable, but Kelly had no choice. She nodded to herself, convinced that he was grateful for this last question. Why? Because it was easy. Because he knew the correct response. 
 
    Kelly swallowed, gulping back the excitement. It was so bizarre, yet her mouth salivated more than usual. She was hungry to punish him. 
 
    Sonja noticed and held out the whip. 
 
    “Care to have some more fun?” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Trevor’s shoulders tightened as he got ready for the next dose of discipline. Although she yearned to punish him, she had to admit the truth. “I have never done anything like this before,” Kelly said honestly and uncertainly. Part of her wondered if maybe she needed to stop. Part of her worried she could never be like Sonja. 
 
    “There must always be a first,” Sonja said with a smile. “It’s funny. The same thing applies to female supremacy itself. How many women out there are just waiting for the opportunity to seize control, but they aren’t quite ready to be the first? We will show the way, Kelly.” 
 
    If the naked, restrained boy in front of them wanted to argue, he didn’t show it. 
 
    By this point, some of the first red lines had disappeared. It disappointed Kelly; she knew she needed to add more. 
 
    She pulled her arm back, savored the moment granted to herself. Yes, this was going to be amazing. Oh yes, this would feel fantastic. 
 
    She puffed out, swung, and cracked the whip. It flew down for the third time in her grip, cracking against his skin. The sound reverberated through that expansive office. It sent another wave of pleasure running through Kelly. 
 
    “It’s natural. It’s normal. Embrace your authority. Some women may not truly desire this, but that’s okay. I believe every person craves power, women are no exception to this. A few might shy away, but that’s acceptable. The rest of us can pick up the slack,” Sonja promised. 
 
    As Kelly listened to those words and accepted permission, she channeled that anger. 
 
    Anthony. Arrogant. Cocky. Aggressive. The kind of guy who thought he could get away with anything. He never believed the rules even applied to him! That jerk thought he should be able to do whatever he wanted! 
 
    Kelly whipped the office boy again and again. Distantly, she recognized the sounds of his hisses and gasps as he panted through those sharp bursts of agony. Then she finally stopped. Panting now, she looked back to Sonja. 
 
    “I want to work with you. I want to work for you. Please, I swear, I’ll do whatever I can to help you.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Sonja said. “Please go talk to Maggie, my secretary. She’ll help you get started.” 
 
      
 
    About an hour later, Kelly Clover stumbled out of that enormous office building. She called her rideshare, she had to stand there, shifting her weight from side to side. Clearly, she looked incredibly frustrated, nervous, and eager all at the same time. 
 
    Tyson Fields studied her from his sedan across the street. As an agent, he took note of her exit time, typing it down into his pad. She was younger than he expected, but maybe that could be useful. Maybe he had finally found his way into the Red Ravens. 
 
    Using the modified, powerful lens on his phone, he took her picture several times. His status as an agent gave him access to some amazing databases. Facial recognition kicked in almost immediately, noting her name, age, plus the plethora of information about her education, financial status, and more. 
 
    Tyson smiled, thinking this girl would be easy to control.  
 
    He had no idea. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 2: Tempting Offers 
 
    Sonja insisted that Kelly take some time to relax. Apparently, the leader of the Red Ravens understood exactly how difficult studying for the bar exam could be. Kelly, just like many of her classmates, were exhausted. Sure, she had managed to get through that enormous test, draining her mind of every ounce of strength she possessed. When she left the testing facility, her hands had been shaking, and she felt as though she could barely walk. She made it back to her car, took about a minute to remember how the key worked in the lock, and fell into her seat. After that, she closed her eyes. 
 
    She didn’t fall asleep. She couldn’t. 
 
    Sleep would have required the kind of relaxation regular people achieved without thinking, but anxiety adrenaline still pounded through her body as different ideas and possible answers swirled behind her eyes. 
 
    Kelly had managed to pull herself together for her interview with Sonja, leader of the Red Ravens. But now this girl was back at her apartment, and she had to wait a full week. 
 
    After her interview, Sonja went back to her apartment, locked the door, and practically ran back into her bedroom. She threw herself down onto the small mattress, kicked off her shoes, yanked down her tights, and hitched up her skirt. Her fingers began to dive along her sex within the span of a few seconds. 
 
    She was already so slick. 
 
    Trevor. 
 
    That handsome man, that powerful boy, had been tied to a desk, spread out and powerless. 
 
    And she whipped him. Kelly had never, ever imagined she might be able to engage in this kind of female supremacy. Better yet, it wasn’t a game or a fantasy. This wasn’t her shutting her eyes playing pretend. It had been real. This was something that actually existed out in the world. 
 
    In law school, Kelly had been surrounded by men. Sure, there were plenty of female students, but almost every instructor had been male. Not only that, the guys had blustered and bullied their way through their classes. It had been disgusting, yet Kelly just assumed her fantasies were nothing but images in her head, something that could never actually happen. 
 
    Now she knew the truth. 
 
    On her bed, she gently parted her legs, moved her fingers down into her sex, and imagined Trevor. She wondered what his life had been like before he fell into the Red Ravens’ clutches. What did this gang of female supremacists have on him? How had they taken him? 
 
    Heart pounding faster and faster, Kelly really didn’t know one way or the other. 
 
    And yet, she loved this. She loved it so much. 
 
    She climaxed almost immediately. Disappointment welled up inside of her, but then she relaxed. She brushed her fingers along her thighs, over the contours of her buttocks, and back between her legs. 
 
    She gently touched her opening, just barely caressing that soft crevice. Then she pushed down again, experiencing another wild rush of ecstasy. Oh yes, this was incredible. This was amazing. 
 
    Men could actually be owned! 
 
    That thought pumped through her head again and again. She continued imagining Anthony with the collar around his neck, stripped of his expensive clothing, on his knees and ready to obey. He wouldn’t have some smug answer for their instructor. He wouldn’t look up at her with confidence blazing in his eyes. Nope. This boy would look nervous around her. Eager to serve and ready to obey, he would do whatever she commanded. 
 
    If she said, “Kiss my feet,” he would bow his head down, brush the tip of his nose along her foot, and gently press his lips down like an obedient plaything. 
 
    If she commanded, “Suck my toes,” he would do that as well. She might raise one foot, and he would lean in, tightening his lips around her little toe working his way up. His tongue would flick as he worked hard to please and satisfy her. Because if he didn’t, she could punish him. 
 
    Oh yes, Anthony deserved so much punishment! 
 
    He was a brat, the kind of arrogant, conceited jerk who used money and his status in society to succeed. 
 
    This was one point Kelly had always loathed. Even now, she felt like the world should be genuinely meritocratic. Your success shouldn’t depend on who you know or how you act at an office. Politics shouldn’t have been a function of confidence and personality. Instead, the best people should rise and take command. 
 
    …Just as Sonja of the Red Ravens had done… 
 
    Kelly spread her legs a little bit more, savored those images, and imagined what it would be like to hold onto Anthony’s leash as he was down between her legs, his tongue gliding over her sex. 
 
    Another orgasm swept through her. Kelly arched her back, curled her toes, cried out. 
 
    Then she burst out laughing as a different thought occurred to her. 
 
    Her arm shot out, she grabbed the dildo from the drawer inside of her nightstand, and then she studied that pink implement. 
 
    Already exhausted, she craved more. 
 
    Having never, ever been this aroused in her entire life, she gulped and stopped thinking after that. She turned on her toy, pressed it against of that magical spot between her legs, and savored the pleasure as it raced through her body. Oh yes, this was amazing. Oh yes, this was beyond fantastic. The pleasure pulsated through her body. 
 
    Anthony on a leash. Anthony on his hands and knees. Anthony looking up at her and addressing her with just one word, “Mistress.” 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    After this orgasm, she relaxed. She dropped the dildo down onto the floor, letting it roll away as she closed her eyes and fell into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    Kelly had no idea exactly how much time went by when her eyes fluttered open, but she was hungry. She knew that. She was thirsty. She definitely knew that. 
 
    She got up, stumbled out of her bedroom, and headed into the small kitchen her apartment. She grabbed some water, glugged it down, and started to wonder what she should eat. 
 
    Just then, she heard the buzzing of her phone. It was vibrating from within her purse. 
 
    Kelly pulled it out, looked down at the time, and furled her brows. What the heck? 
 
    This didn’t make any sense… 
 
    Sucking gently on her bottom lip, she tried to figure out how or why her phone was broken, only then she glanced at the windows. The sun was gone, masking everything in darkness.  
 
    Kelly had slept for more than twenty-four hours. As crazy as that sounded, she shook her head, dropped down into her couch, held her phone to her ear. “Hey, where are you?” Kelly immediately recognized Alyssa’s voice. 
 
    “I’m at home.” 
 
    “But I’ve been trying to call you all day! We were supposed to meet up for lunch!” 
 
    Kelly closed her eyes, yawned despite sleeping for so long, and then finally managed to say, “Sorry. Yesterday was crazy, and the exam really took a lot out of me.” 
 
    “Okay, that might be a pretty good excuse,” Alyssa said. “But have you had dinner?” 
 
    “No, I’m starving.” 
 
    “Perfect. Because we’re going out!” 
 
    Kelly opened her mouth, ready to say she had to work or study, if only because this became a reflex over the last couple of years. Go out? Have fun? Yeah, right. Even on her breaks and quarters, she had to study, review, and try to get ahead as much a she could, all to prepare for her bar exam. 
 
    But now it was done, she thought to herself. 
 
    “Sounds perfect,” Kelly said. 
 
      
 
    Dinner first. 
 
    Kelly barely managed to get dressed and make herself presentable. Tonight, they were going to party. They’d wander downtown, explore the bars, hit the clubs, and make some stories to tell. 
 
    Unable to completely push the hunger aside, Kelly grabbed a granola bar, wolfed it, and jumped into the shower. The hot water running down her body, she grinned because one temptation glowed back to life at the back of her mind: touch herself. 
 
    She could have masturbated again. 
 
    Replaying those memories with Trevor, Kelly recalled the heft of the whip in her hand, the power that simply came from choosing which implement might be used on his vulnerable body, and the authority Sonja wielded so easily. 
 
    Her nipples hardened despite the hot water and steam floating around her naked body. Kelly ran her fingers through her dark hair. She grinned, staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    Had it all happened? 
 
    For a second, a little bit of doubt niggled at the back of her brain, like maybe it had been some kind of exhaustion-fueled delusion. But no. Kelly trusted her memories. Besides, she had already spotted the email from Maggie, Sonja’s secretary. 
 
    Kelly had a lot of work to do, but not tonight. 
 
    After her shower, she toweled off, pulled on a sexy, red bra and matching panties. She checked herself in the mirror and wondered what it would be like to wear this in front of a boy like Trevor. He would be completely naked, and if he didn’t please her or even risked looking up at her without permission, she could put the arch of her foot on his head and force his face back down. 
 
    Then, whether because he deserved it or she just felt like it, she could punish him. She could discipline him however she saw fit… 
 
    “Down, girl,” Kelly said to herself, giggling. 
 
    As Kelly got dressed, she couldn’t entirely disregard those desires. She applied her makeup, putting on some foundation and blush, a little bit of eye shadow, and lipstick. She pulled on a tight, black dress and stockings. When she slipped her feet down into her high heels, she enjoyed the added height. 
 
    With a little snort, something occurred to her. 
 
    She glanced back at the mirror and marveled at her appearance. Her hair fell down around her shoulders, but she decided on something a little bit more controlling and powerful: one single braid. She wove her strands of hair together. And now she nodded to herself. Sleek and dangerous, she was ready to go out and play with the world. 
 
    Right on time, Alyssa knocked on her front door. 
 
    Kelly grinned, wondering what it would be like. 
 
      
 
    The two girls took a rideshare downtown, stopping off at a small bistro. Kelly didn’t know exactly what made this place qualify as a “bistro,” but they served delicious margaritas, their many burgers were amazing, and she loved the chocolate cake. 
 
    “Slow down, girl,” Alyssa said as Kelly grabbed another one of the pitchers. 
 
    “No, thank you. I’ve been responsible for the last two years. I’m ready to have some fun.” 
 
    “Cheers to that,” Alyssa said, instantly changing her mind. The girls clinked their glasses together before Alyssa leaned forward. She had big green eyes, cute ears, and petite nose, she had been Kelly’s best friend since freshman year of high school. 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly said. 
 
    “For what?” Alyssa asked. She tilted her head to the side, clearly enhanced. The corners of her mouth kept twitching upward, like she knew exactly what Kelly was about to say. 
 
    “For getting me out tonight, for knowing all the best places to eat, for being my best friend,” Kelly listed off of the different answers one by one. A second later, Kelly asked, “Are you blushing? You never blush!” 
 
    Despite the crinkled amusement at the corners of Alyssa’s eyes, her lips seemed to talk her into a sour pout. But after another second, she burst out laughing. “I’m your best friend. We might as well be sisters.” 
 
    “I know, but I’ve also been pretty out of touch lately.” 
 
    “I know,” Alyssa said. “But you want to be this big important lawyer, and that takes a lot of work. I get it. Just remember, you still have to be my friend even when you are super rich and have to pay for our trip to Paris.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Kelly said with a smile. 
 
    The girls clinked glasses again. 
 
    “So have you started looking for work?” Alyssa asked, only to stop herself. “Never mind. Dumb question. Of course you have started looking for work.” 
 
    “Nope,” Kelly replied with her own grin.  
 
    “Really? Are you telling me you are actually taking some time off?” 
 
    “Some,” Kelly said. “But better than that, I got a job!” 
 
    “Oh really?” Alyssa asked, a big, broad smile on her face. “That’s amazing. Who are you working with?” 
 
    “That’s confidential right now, and I don’t officially have a contract or anything, but I start in a week.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Alyssa told her. “And you know it’s even better than that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You look really, really happy.” 
 
    Another big grin spread across Kelly’s face. She nodded, ran her fingers along her sleek, dark hair, and agreed, “I am. Everything is so exciting, and I’m ready. I’m ready to do this.” As she spoke, she didn’t know if she was imagining the work or what it’d be like to have another man on his knees or tied down. Either way, she couldn’t wait. 
 
      
 
    Kelly hated this part. 
 
    Both girls were buzzed after dinner, plus a trip to Castanza’s—the downtown dive bar. With every sip, they giggled and laughed, not that Kelly needed the help, not when a huge ball of stress had been removed from her gut. She kept laughing, giggling over the dumbest things, mostly because she didn’t have to worry about rushing back to her apartment to find some legal textbook or case study. 
 
    After the dive bar, they headed out to a different club. 
 
    The Mermaid’s Cove had bright neon signs outside, each one glowing ironically. There was even a mermaid image that blinked on and off to make it look like her tail moved every few seconds. 
 
    Outside, a line of clubbers waited impatiently. There were girls in shiny dresses, guys in snug shirts and dress coats. They whispered back and forth, some laughing out loud, others playing on their phones as they waited with barely concealed impatience. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to wait here?” Kelly asked. “We could just go hit another bar.” 
 
    “No,” Alyssa said, sounding almost petulant. As her eyes moved along the line of clubgoers, it was clear she was running through the calculations, trying to figure out exactly what strategy to employ. 
 
    Then she grabbed Kelly by her hand and pulled. 
 
    Dragged along, Kelly knew better than to argue with her friend. She followed, passing the other girls. Right away, she could feel dozens of eyes upon both of them as their competition considered who these young ladies might be. 
 
    Putting on her Lawyer Face, Kelly decided not to engage. She stared ahead, focusing on the bouncer. He was a large, bald guy with a tight black shirt on. With his arms crossed over his chest, he looked imposing, like a stout, one-man totem pole. 
 
    “We are going inside,” Alyssa said. 
 
    The guy looked at her, their eyes met, and Kelly began to seriously wonder if her best friend possessed some kind of telepathic power. Just as she was about to smirk and dismiss the idea, he grabbed the velvet rope, pulled it aside, and motioned for them to go in. 
 
    “How did you do that?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Magic,” she said. “A Jedi mind trick.” 
 
    “No, seriously,” Kelly asked. They walked into the atrium, a large, glass entryway. Off to the left and right, there were a pair of bars. Sets of double glass doors waited for them. The music thudded from the other side, but at least Kelly and Alyssa could talk out here. 
 
    “Okay, so maybe I know the bouncer. We might be friends,” Alyssa told her. 
 
    “Brat,” Kelly said, smacking her friend on the side of her shoulder. 
 
    “What? Did you really think I had magic?” 
 
    “Hey,” Kelly complained. “It’s not my fault. I have been so fried on studying that it’s hard to know how the world actually works anymore.” 
 
    The two girls were about to start giggling again when someone strode up. “I can show you how the world really works. I’m sure you could get a really nice view with me on top of you.” 
 
    The two girls didn’t bother to hide those flashing looks of disgust. They turned to this dude, someone somewhere in his twenties. Despite his apparent adulthood, he had clearly never learned how to flirt with girls by doing anything more than pulling on their pigtails with some disgusting comment. 
 
    Alyssa sneered, “Does that ever work?” 
 
    “Come back to my place, and I’ll show you,” he said. 
 
    Then he stepped over to Alyssa. 
 
    All of a sudden, some of her bluster dissipated. She swallowed as she looked up at him. The guy wasn’t terribly tall, but he still had an inch on her. Not only that, he carried himself with the usual swagger of a club guy who knew he had money or connections. At a place like this, he could probably just wander the line of eager girls outside, pick someone, and get her to do whatever he liked, just because of his connections which allowed him to enter the Mermaid’s Cove in the first place. 
 
    “You don’t want to mess with us,” Kelly said. Even shorter than Alyssa, she couldn’t intimidate him. 
 
    For a moment, she wanted to put on her Angry Lawyer Face, that stern, polite, dangerous expression of someone who intimately understood the legal system and what a lawsuit required. 
 
    But she was wearing the wrong clothes and stood in the wrong place at the wrong time. If they had been in an office, a conference room, or a courtroom, she could have kicked his ass, probably wiping that smug expression off of his face. But here and now, her heart thundered wildly in her chest, and she didn’t know what to do or say. 
 
    Her thoughts blanked, wiped away by a different kind of fear. 
 
    Those little frightened daggers pressing up against her skin only got worse when he turned to her. With his own sneer, he said, “I could take you both home with me. You’d have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Get out of here,” Kelly just said. 
 
    The man didn’t step back. Instead, he actually reached out and touched Alyssa, his fingers moving along the top of her head and down the contour of her cheek. 
 
    When she tried to slap his fingers away, he reached up, grabbing her wrist with his other hand. 
 
    Tunnel vision walled off both girls’ worlds as they tried to figure out what to do. They couldn’t back down. They couldn’t look scared. They weren’t going to scream or shout for help either. 
 
    “Let’s just get out of here,” Alyssa finally said. She tried to jerk her hand back, but the man didn’t let go of her. 
 
    Kelly wanted to step forward and slap him hard across the face. Or better yet, she needed to just stride up to him, grab his shoulders, and bring her knee up hard between his legs. But with her high heels, skirt, and that lingering sense of nervous dread, she couldn’t make her body move. 
 
    “Come on, ladies, let’s go back to my place,” he said. 
 
    Kelly could hardly believe it, but he still held on to Alyssa’s wrist as he started to turn. Was he actually going to drag this girl out of here? Did he truly believed he could just pull her back into his car? 
 
    Eyes wide, Kelly stared after him, unable to move. Disgusted with herself, she wanted to break something. She needed to do something, yet the paralysis held her tight for the next three seconds until someone stepped in front of the random club jackass. 
 
    “I think you need to back off,” came a strong voice. 
 
    Despite the sounds beating away from the dance floor, plus the patron’s conversations, plus all the people ordering their drinks and laughing, Kelly could still pick out to those individual words. They seemed to shove their way past all of the noise. 
 
    Like so many other girls, Kelly didn’t want to be saved. She wanted to take care of herself and handle her own life. Despite this, she saw him. There was something amazing about his dark brows, strong jaw, and the short crop of his black hair. Unlike so many other guys, he just wore a shirt, no dress coat. He was relaxed, strong. 
 
    “What are you talking about? She and I were going to go outside to have some fun.” 
 
    The newcomer smirked, shook his head, and said, “No. You’re going to let her go right now.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” he said. He finally released Alyssa, only to make a fist, pull his arm back, and get ready to swing. 
 
    The new guy grabbed his arm, twisted, pulled hard, and a spasm of pain knocked the other man down onto his knees. 
 
    Kelly watched all of this. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was something else. Either way, she could only marvel as that jackass dropped to his knees and growled out, “We’re cool! We’re cool!” He may as well have been begging for mercy. 
 
    “Get out of here.” Kelly didn’t want to think of him as her rescuer, but the other guy finally jumped to his feet, smoothed out his coat, and sauntered off as though nothing had happened at all. 
 
    “Thank you,” Alyssa said, her eyes locked on the man. “I’m Alyssa. And you are?” 
 
    Kelly’s eyes widened slightly as she looked at her friend. Alyssa had to be more freaked out, right? She couldn’t just think this was somehow a normal or something. 
 
    Maybe Alyssa just wanted to stop thinking about what just happened. Or maybe the alcohol made it easy to brush over the unpleasantness. Either way, the man shook her hand, but his eyes seemed to fixate on Kelly instead. “Hi,” he said. “My name is Tyson.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Tyson, I’m sure I could have handled that, but I want to thank you anyway. Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    “I’d like that,” Tyson said. “But getting anything from the bar is pretty hard.” 
 
    “That’s because you don’t have my charming personality,” Alyssa told him. 
 
    “Probably not,” he agreed. “I’ll be right back,” she said, turning away. 
 
    Alyssa made sure to add a light swing to every step as she strode away. Those calculated movements were designed to hold his attention as he checked out her ass, and drank in the lines of her body. 
 
    Instead, he peered back at Kelly. 
 
    For a second, she didn’t know what to do. She ran her fingers up along her hair, tucking a few loose strands behind her ear. The adrenaline dissipated from her bloodstream as she looked at him. “I’m sorry about that,” he told her. 
 
    “Why? It wasn’t your fault. He probably just got drunk or something,” she said, doing her best to block out all of the worst-case scenarios. 
 
    “True,” he said. “But he’s a guy, so I feel some responsibility.” 
 
    “I can appreciate that,” she said. 
 
    “Mind if I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Go for it,” she said. 
 
    “Why’re you guys here?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, you’re obviously hot enough. I mean, you’re probably the most beautiful woman in this club.” 
 
    Kelly stared at him for a second, confused. After the last couple of years of law school, she had barely gone out. Even then, it would usually entail one or two drinks at a local restaurant like Applebee’s or Chili’s. In all that time, she never flirted. Why bother when she had exactly zero hours every month to hang out and have fun? 
 
    “Does that line actually work?” Kelly asked, doing her best to sound sardonic, worldly, and more than a little cynical. 
 
    “It’s not a line,” he said. 
 
    She stared at him for several more seconds. She licked her lips, uncertain. Then she came to a conclusion; she believed him. 
 
    How is that possible? If she wanted to be a good attorney, she couldn’t trust people, but when she looked into his eyes, she yearned for something. She wanted to believe him. 
 
    “I know you’re with your friend, but maybe you and I could hang out?” 
 
    “Now?” Kelly asked, nearly choking on that single syllable. 
 
    He rolled shoulders back into a lazy shrug, “Now or later.” He inhaled, held his breath for a moment, and said, “I swear, I’m not usually like this. But there’s something about you. I don’t even know your name, but I was hoping maybe we could go for a walk or something.” 
 
    “Is that a euphemism?” She put her hands on her hips and tried to stare him down. 
 
    “No,” he told her. “No euphemism. I was just thinking we could go for a walk, chat, and maybe hold hands. You know, if you’re feeling really ambitious.” 
 
    “Give me a second,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Unsurprisingly, Alyssa had the bartender’s attention. While there were other girls and plenty of guys around her, eager to get the bartender to notice them, Alyssa had no problem asking questions and getting well reasoned answers. 
 
    Kelly stared for a few seconds before grabbing her friend by the arm and asking, “Mind if I go for a walk with him?” 
 
    “Tyson?” 
 
    Kelly braced herself, wondering if maybe her friend would be jealous or annoyed or just disappointed that she might wander off. 
 
    But then she grabbed her into a big hug, held her tight for a few seconds, and said, “Go have fun. Just remember to use protection.” 
 
    Kelly’s jaw fell open. Maybe in her fantasies, she could grab a guy, collar him, and take him home as a sex slave, but that wasn’t how it worked in the real world. The real world. Suddenly, she was thinking of something yet again, only now she was uncertain about what this might mean or entail. 
 
    “That’s not going to happen tonight,” Kelly finally insisted. 
 
    “Sure, it won’t,” Alyssa agreed with a wink. 
 
    When Kelly turned back and navigated between the clumps of people, she had this sickening worry that maybe he would just be gone. As her high heels clicked against the floor, Kelly wished she didn’t get anxiety like this. Seriously, Alyssa could stride through any situation, perpetually confident. 
 
    It didn’t seem fair. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    Before Kelly saw him again, she took another breath, stepped ahead, and told herself that she could do this. 
 
    Besides, he was waiting right there. 
 
    And he didn’t just wander off toward the exit. Instead, he smiled at her and held out his arm. “A gentleman,” she said. 
 
    “What can I say? I’m intrigued,” he told her. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “There’s something about you,” he said. “But you know, I still don’t know your name.” 
 
    “Kelly,” she told him as her stomach fluttered. “My name is Kelly.” 
 
      
 
    As they walked, she held onto his arm. She savored the heat and solidity of his body beneath her fingertips. Gripping his bicep like this felt amazing, especially because it came with a little perk she hadn’t anticipated. As they moved out past the bouncer and along the line of other girls waiting to get in, she saw those venomous glares. 
 
    The girls wanted to pretend they weren’t jealous, but they failed pretty miserably. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    If she hadn’t already enjoyed a couple drinks, Kelly probably would have stammered out something awkward. Instead, she said, “I’m enjoying their jealousy.” 
 
    “Jealousy?” 
 
    “It’s catchy, but I’m sure a bunch of the girls came here hoping to meet a guy. And now they see the two of us, and they’re jealous. It’s kind of awesome.” She giggled. 
 
    “So much of life is competition,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, that’s true, but I think I’m doing pretty well.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” he said. 
 
    “So, Tyson,” she said, feeling some of that anxiety return because she wasn’t a natural flirt, “What do you do for a living?” 
 
    He shrugged. “A little bit of this,” he told her. “A little bit of that. What about you?” 
 
    For once, Kelly disregarded the jolt of disappointment. His nonchalant answer probably meant he was one of those unemployed party boys who would probably cheat on her given the chance. Yes, she jumped to those judgmental conclusions pretty fast. It was easy, especially when she knew what guys could be like. In law school, she focused on her studies. Then back as an undergraduate, Kelly’s friends were constantly getting their hearts shattered by sexy boys who couldn’t get their lives together. 
 
    Even if Tyson looked good in that expensive shirt and those pressed slacks, maybe he just had a trust fund or something. It wasn’t super common, but it did happen. 
 
    “You look pensive,” he said. 
 
    She wanted to give him points for his vocabulary. But then she smirked, wondered about her new job, and said, “Yeah, maybe.” 
 
    “Can I ask what you were thinking about?” 
 
    As they strolled along with the sidewalk, the lights shined and the asphalt glistened from the sprinkling of fresh rain. The air smelled and tasted cool and clean. This was pretty perfect, she thought. But then she risked ruining it by telling him the truth, “To be honest, I was wondering whether or not you have your life together.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I just don’t want to get into anything with someone who is focused on messing around.” 
 
    “It is that what you think of me?” Tyson asked. 
 
    She glanced over at him, not sure what to expect. She braced herself, imagining a scowl or some other disdainful look. After all, boys could be so sensitive with their fragile little egos. 
 
    But this time, she saw him smiling. He turned back to her, and she had another errant thought: Kelly wanted him to kiss her. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think,” she said honestly. 
 
    “Look, I’m just a guy with a boring office job. That’s why I didn’t tell you before. Nothing exciting.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “But if you prefer, I could lie to you,” he said. “I could tell you that I’m a lion tamer or something. Would that make you want to see me again?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said, doing her best to sound flirtatious. “It depends. What kind of lions?” 
 
    “Big lions. Oh, and that reminds me. What’s your favorite color?” 
 
    Kelly shrugged. “I don’t know. Purple?” 
 
    “Big purple lions,” he said. “They are huge. Seriously, they are the most dangerous lions you have ever heard of. In fact, they’re so dangerous, they are kept secret from the general public.” 
 
    “Because you’re worried people will want to see them?” 
 
    “Absolutely. People would want to see them and pet them, but these things are crazy dangerous. They can rip your arm off in one bite.” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t help it; she burst out laughing. Those sounds quickly turned to squeaks. 
 
    “You see. You’re terrified,” he taunted. 
 
    “I am not!” Kelly tried to call out, sounding like some little kid. She kept laughing, but then he grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her a little bit closer, and suddenly their proximity made her freeze up. 
 
    “I think you are,” he said, leaning in. 
 
    Kelly didn’t wait. She pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes and kissed him. She pressed her body into his. 
 
    And behind the dark of her eyelids, she imagined herself taking this man, shoving him down onto a bed, tying his wrists in place, and watching him squirm, his naked body writhing beneath her. She would have complete authority and absolute command over him. She would have this amazing specimen, and he would belong to her like a pet or maybe one of those imaginary lions. 
 
    She imagined herself as a man tamer. 
 
    He would be down on his back, spread out and ready to be taken, or maybe she just needed to see him on his hands and knees. She could wield a whip in one hand, maybe chair in the other. 
 
    But those thoughts quickly dissipated as they continued to kiss. Like so many other girls, she felt herself melt into his embrace. Distantly, she recognized the sounds of cars driving by, the feel of the cool air brushing along her cheeks, and so much more. And yet, her senses focused entirely on this man standing before her. 
 
    He ran his fingers along the top of her head for the first time. He stroked her neck, wrapped his arms around her torso, and even lightly squeezed her ass. All of it was incredible. 
 
    She pushed away, looked up at him, and that’s when he asked, “Can I see you again?” 
 
    Kelly gave him her phone number. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Kelly wondered if they were going to play those stupid little games. Far too often, guys assumed dating was a competition, like he needed to impress her by being aloof. If he really liked her, he needed to make her think he didn’t. 
 
     As Kelly opened her eyes, she listened, silently wishing for her phone to start buzzing or ringing. 
 
    Obviously, it didn’t. 
 
    That’s when she really regretted not getting his phone number in return. Now she just had to wait. What if he didn’t call or text? What if he was one of those guys who just wanted to kiss a couple times, make out in the dark, and disappear. Theoretically, she would have expected him to try for sex, but he had been a gentleman. 
 
    Or maybe in the morning light, Tyson would decide that he didn’t really like her at all. 
 
    Picking up her phone and deciding to text Alyssa, she instead found a message waiting for her. 
 
    Kelly told herself not to get her hopes up.  
 
    But then she saw those numbers she didn’t recognize. Her phone didn’t either. 
 
    Hey, it was really great talking to you last night. I hope this isn’t too soon, but if you’re free, you want to get lunch with me? 
 
    Feeling ridiculously happy, she grinned, kicked out with her feet, and clutched her phone to her chest. Her heart beat wildly as the excitement surged through her. 
 
    Casually, she typed, Sure. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes after making plans with Tyson, she called Alyssa. Her friend started squealing, talking about how it had been way too long since Kelly actually had a date. 
 
    “It hasn’t been that long,” Kelly protested. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? Are you sure it hasn’t been a year?” 
 
    Kelly demurred it. 
 
    “Are you sure it hasn’t been ten years? Or twenty? Maybe it’s been like a hundred years, and you just can’t admit it.” 
 
    “What you talking about? I’m not that old!” Kelly shot back. 
 
    “Yeah but you act like it sometimes,” her friend said. “Now, want me to come over?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To help you get dressed, plus do your hair and makeup.” 
 
    “It’s just lunch.” 
 
    “You like this guy, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Kelly said, puffing out the word. “I do. I really do.” She clenched her eyes shut, thinking about how good he felt. 
 
    “Perfect. I’ll be right over.” 
 
    True to her word, Alyssa arrived less than a half hour later. She came in, grabbed Kelly, and dragged her back to her bedroom. “Have you picked out your bra and panties?” 
 
    “He’s not going to see my underwear,” Kelly replied, rolling her eyes. 
 
    “You never know. I mean, he was pretty cute. He was such a gentleman. He was like your knight in shining armor.” 
 
    Kelly tipped her head down and smirked. In fact, this big, goofy grin stretched across her lips. She just couldn’t help herself. 
 
    “What is it? Did I say something funny?” 
 
    “No,” Kelly lied. Yet, there was that article she had read just a few weeks ago. It was during one of her rare study breaks. It came from a female supremacy website and focused on one key idea. Men who are subservient aren’t necessarily weak. On the contrary, modern women could look back to the medieval period find great examples of powerful men who served even more powerful women. Knights could worship and obey their ladies. Princesses and queens could be incredibly powerful, taking control and ordering men around. Those men may have been warriors, yet they were ultimately subservient. 
 
    “Right,” Alyssa said, eventually deciding it didn’t really matter. “Let’s see what you have.” 
 
    Alyssa started to rummage through Kelly’s closet. For the most part, Kelly had not worn any of her really “cute” outfits since her time as an undergrad. In fact, everything else was either casual for the classroom or formal for courtroom training. She had lots of boring suits, the pants and blouses somehow snug without actually looking sexy. 
 
    Her friend discarded those choices right away. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” Alyssa said as the frustration edged into her voice. She started throwing different possibilities onto the floor. To Kelly, a few of them looked okay. 
 
    “What’s wrong with this?” Kelly asked, picking up a simple, white top. 
 
    “Not bad if you’re going for your first job interview,” Alyssa sneered. 
 
    “It’s not that bad.” 
 
    “It’s dowdy,” replied her friend with the confidence of a scholar who had studied this particular question for years, if not decades. “It doesn’t highlight your curves, and it makes your skin look washed out. You can wear white sometimes, but you need to make sure you get the exact shade for your coloring.” 
 
    Kelly blanched at the criticism, but she knew her friend was probably right. 
 
    Kelly knew the law. Alyssa knew fashion, makeup, and of those wonderful arts of flirting and production. 
 
    “This isn’t bad,” Alyssa finally said, pulling out a plaid skirt. It was shorter than Kelly would have expected from her own closet. “I haven’t worn that ever,” she said. “I got it online, and they must have messed up the measurements or something. It’s way too small.” 
 
    “No. This is perfect.” 
 
    “It’s pleated,” Kelly stated, making the sound like a counterargument. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a plaid, pleated skirt. What? You think I’m going to look like a schoolgirl or something?” 
 
    Alyssa arched an eyebrow. When Kelly didn’t say anything, her friend plowed ahead, “Totally! Seriously, just think about it. What do you think he wants.” 
 
    “Conversation,” she said. 
 
    Alyssa burst into laughter, making her friend blush again. “Oh,” she said. “You are serious.” Kelly’s blonde friend leaned her head back, looked up at the ceiling as if searching for the right answer, and finally explained, “He probably is interested in having a nice conversation with you, but he wants something else. If you want to succeed up with a guy, you need to learn to push his buttons.” 
 
    Kelly nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Because she liked him, she had to ask, “How do I do that?” Simultaneously, this giggle scratched at the back of her brain. If she was really interested in Female Supremacy, then why was she worrying about impressing some guy. 
 
    He was handsome, funny, and sweet. Not only that, he was a really good kisser. 
 
    As these different impulses and ideologies battled for her attention, Kelly didn’t quite know what to say. Luckily for her, Alyssa had no problem expanding on the subject. “First off, you need to pay attention to him. But guys aren’t that difficult. I mean, for them it’s usually all about ego. Make them feel good. Make them feel big. Make them feel powerful. If you’re dressed like a schoolgirl, you accomplish all of that.” 
 
    “I don’t want to dress like a schoolgirl. I’m not some little kid.” 
 
    “Nope. You’re an adult who will just call back to all of his sexual fantasies.” 
 
    Kelly blushed again, even brighter this time. In her imagination, she could imagine leading a boy around on a leash, but she meets this one young man, and now her thoughts got all jumbled. 
 
    “Can’t I just wear this instead?” Kelly asked, holding up a vest and knee-length skirt. 
 
    “No!” Alyssa shrieked. “No way. As your best friend, I’m calling out a veto. Veto, Veto, Veto!” 
 
    Reluctantly, Kelly dropped the vest. 
 
      
 
    Kelly arrived at the small burrito place a few minutes before him. She walked in, took a spot in the corner, and sat down. As she waited, she tapped the tip of her foot down against the floor and wondered what she could talk about with him. 
 
    Last night, the conversation flowed quickly and easily. One idea sparked another question or topic. They didn’t have to try. It all seemed so natural and easy. “Is this what falling in love feels like?” 
 
    Back in high school and college, she had dated a few boys, but they had never turned into anything serious. Even when she had crushes on some of the guys, she always waited for some spark to morph into an inferno. They were nice. They knew how to kiss sometimes. Daniel Stevens had no idea what he had been doing. 
 
    As those thoughts crossed her mind, Kelly felt the buzz of her phone in her purse. She took it out, saw another number she didn’t recognize, and answered. 
 
    “Please hold for Sonja,” came a recessional voice. 
 
    Suddenly sitting up like her future boss would be able to see her, Kelly straightened her back and felt her fingers tighten around her phone. 
 
    It only been a couple of days since meeting that strange woman, and Kelly still had the email from Maggie, and her assistant. Even so, the idea of going back to that enormous edifice and taking up a job as one of her in-house lawyers still seemed absolutely insane. 
 
    She still didn’t even know whether or not she passed the bar exam. Yeah, Sonja had promised it would happen. Maybe that was just bluster, or maybe she’d already pulled some strings to find out for herself. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Kelly heard, “Hello.” 
 
    “Good morning,” Kelly said, only to bristle. Technically, it was 1225; did that make it the afternoon now? If so, did she need to stammer out a correction. 
 
    Biting on inside of her mouth again, she battled back that anxiety, and continued anyway, “It’s good to hear from you.” 
 
    “I was very glad to see that you accepted my formal offer.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “You don’t need to call me ma’am,” Sonja said, and Kelly liked to imagine she could hear the other woman smiling. “Call me Sonja. You and I her colleagues now.” 
 
    “Okay,” Kelly said. “Sonja.” 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind. I know legal professionals get pretty worked up around hierarchies. But to be honest, I’m mostly just interested in competence. If you know what you’re doing and can succeed, I don’t care what you call me. Same thing. If you fail, hiding behind niceties just won’t make a difference.” 
 
    “I think I understand,” Kelly replied. 
 
    “Since you accepted my offer, I was thinking you should stop by again. I imagine you have some questions.” 
 
    “Yes. I do. I think I have a lot of questions.” 
 
    “Can you come by tomorrow?” 
 
    “I can,” she said.  
 
    “Good. I want to show you our business so you can understand exactly what you will be doing.” 
 
    Kelly thought back to that young man, Trevor. She remembered how his collar had shined under the lights, how he had dropped to his knees, the lines of his naked body. All of those thoughts pattered through her brain just as Tyson stepped into the restaurant. He looked around, spotted her, smiled, and rushed over to her table. 
 
    “Maggie will send you the details,” Sonja promised. “Until tomorrow.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly said as her boss hung up. 
 
    “Important call?” Tyson asked. 
 
    “New boss,” she replied. 
 
    “Oh? New job?” 
 
    Like many other lawyers, Kelly understood the incredible importance of confidentiality. And yet, she still leaned forward, placed her hands on the table, and punched her shoulders around her neck. “Yeah. I just got hired the other day.” That was perfectly acceptable information to share with this guy, especially since he might become her boyfriend. 
 
    For a second, Kelly intended to console herself with the idea that she didn’t even have any proprietary information about Sonja’s organization…but that wasn’t true. She knew all about how there were men being enslaved in that building. 
 
    It just didn’t matter because Kelly thought that was natural. 
 
    She glanced back at Tyson, she seriously wondered if she could ever have him in that same position, on his knees, naked, maybe with his hands tied behind his back. He could have a collar around his throat and a leash leading from his neck all the way back to her hand. She could tug on him, pull, guide him. She would be in charge because she was female and he was her pet and property. 
 
    As that flutter of excitement ran through her body, Kelly shook her head briefly, doing her best to focus on that place and that instant. 
 
    “It must be a really good job. You look pensive again,” he said with a smile. 
 
    “Getting a job is stressful,” she said. 
 
    “But I imagine it also brings up a lot of potential.” 
 
    “True,” she said. 
 
    “Can I ask what you’re going to be doing?” 
 
    “Just legal stuff,” she said with a wave her hand. 
 
    “That’s right. Have you heard back about your exam?” 
 
    She hadn’t, but that didn’t bother her as much as she originally thought it would. Over the last couple of days, she had rested, was having fun, letting the tension dissipate and drift away. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. “It might be a little while.” Or maybe she didn’t worry so much because a powerful woman like Sonja had promised she would pass. 
 
    “You’re going to pass,” he told her. 
 
    Whenever other people made that promise, she always got incredibly annoyed, as though their certainty somehow undermined the hard work she’d poured into her legal education. But when he said it, she couldn’t help but laugh and asked, “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “You’re brilliant,” he said. 
 
    “You barely know me.” 
 
    “I can see it in your eyes. I can hear it in your voice.” 
 
    Kelly studied him for several long seconds, working hard to determine if he meant it. She worked to figure out if he was teasing her. Was this a tug on one of her pigtails? 
 
    Then he leaned forward and said, “I mean it.” 
 
    And she believed him. 
 
    Kelly didn’t quite understand how or why she did. Seriously, he was a guy. Didn’t that make him inherently untrustworthy, at least in some sense? Men and women are fundamentally motivated by different goals and desires. There may have been a few exceptions to those rules, yet Kelly remained skeptical. Reading so much caselaw could do that to a girl. 
 
    But she still wanted to believe him. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, unsure of herself. 
 
    After they had some lunch, Kelly didn’t want to leave. 
 
    But then Tyson smiled at her and asked, glancing away like he was nervous, “Do you feel like going for another walk?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” Kelly blanched for a second, surprised at the eagerness in her voice. 
 
    But then they were both grinning as they paid and got up. They headed out, and he reached over. “Is it okay if I hold your hand?” 
 
    He asked. He asked for permission. 
 
    For a moment, Kelly closed her eyes and imagined what it would be like to hear him beg for the opportunity to kiss her feet or go down on her. But then she swallowed back those images and remembered something. Tyson was probably just an average guy. He probably didn’t believe women should be treated as superior or that men needed to be enslaved. 
 
    Pushing those problems down deep, Kelly instead smiled and said, “Yes. Go for it.” He reached over, wove his fingers along hers, and she savored the cool touch of his skin. Before long, both of her hands became warm. The soft sensations tickled up her arm, making her want to grin. 
 
    “Thank you for coming out,” he said as they strolled around. They glanced in different windows, studied the other people strolling along the streets, and chatted. 
 
    “I’m glad I did,” she told him honestly. 
 
    When he smirked, she had to ask, “What?” 
 
    “I had a stupid thought,” he told her. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “This might sound bad. Is that okay?” When he looked nervous, she thought it was adorable. 
 
    “Go for it,” she said. 
 
    “Okay. So I was thinking about that jerk from the other night. He was messing with you and your friend. Part of me wants to hate him, but then part of me is actually kind of grateful.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Still sheepish, he confessed, “Because I don’t think I would have gotten to meet you if he hadn’t behaved like that.” 
 
    “But he was still a jerk,” Kelly pointed out. 
 
    “He was still a jerk,” Tyson agreed. 
 
    They meandered along without any particular destination. They chatted, he talked about his past, she talked about her future, and they both secretly wondered where this might all go. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Kelly woke up with a stupid grin on her face. She actually reached out with her arm, wishing she could feel Tyson next to her. But no. He had been a perfect gentleman, walking her up to her front door and leaning in to kiss her. 
 
    They pressed their bodies against one another as fresh heat tingled between her legs. Kelly wondered if he would try to invite himself in. But no. She took out her key, unlocked the door, and nudged it open. She turned back to him again, and his eyes were locked on hers as he gazed down, waiting, perhaps wondering. Or maybe it was all inside of her head. 
 
    Realizing she would have to invite him because he wouldn’t presume because he was working so hard to be a nice guy, Kelly summoned up her courage. Realistically, she should have known there was no chance he would reject her or say no. He wouldn’t make some lame excuse about having to work early. And yet, it still took more bravery than she expected. 
 
    They kept kissing, and he ran his fingers along her neck, over her hair, down her cheek. Those caresses made her shiver. Her nipples were hard, and she wanted him so badly! 
 
    Kelly broke off the kiss, and she looked up into his eyes. 
 
    At that exact, perfectly magical moment, her phone buzzed in her purse. 
 
    If Kelly had been thinking clearly, she would have let it go. But something inside of her forced her arms down, and she grabbed the device. 
 
    Giving her space, Tyson stepped back and waited. 
 
    “It’s nothing,” she said. Just a message from my new job.” There was a text message from Maggie, a confirmation about Kelly’s meeting with Sonja. 
 
    “I understand,” he said. 
 
    There were several inches of distance between them. Knowing the moment had snapped, Kelly nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She stepped forward awkwardly, stopped. She retreated back a step again. She didn’t know what to do until the words just left her lips, “I should get going. Good night.” 
 
    “Good night,” he said with a little, sardonic smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. If he was disappointed, he did a good job of hiding it. 
 
    Kelly stepped back into her apartment, shut the door, and pressed her back against it. She lightly banged her head, grimacing, biting down, and hating herself for being such an idiot. 
 
    Her regret didn’t last long, not when something else swept through her: need. Kelly nibbled on her bottom lip for a few more seconds before she scurried forward. She threw her purse down beside her bed, threw herself onto the mattress, giggled, and quickly pulled up her skirt. Her hand slipped down between her legs, and she placed her other palm over her breast without even bothering to take off her top or bra. 
 
    As her fingers probed her opening, she closed her eyes and forced herself to relax. She settled into that serene frame of mind where she could just relax into the fantasies. 
 
    She imagined what would have happened. 
 
    He could have kissed her, taking her by the hand, escorted her into the apartment, pressed her down onto her back just like this. Then he would climb on top of her, kiss her, and they could have sex… 
 
    She would feel a shaft deep in her. 
 
    Kelly imagined all of this, and she waited for the explosive heat to run through her body. 
 
    Maybe he would gaze down into her eyes and romantically tell her, “I love you.” 
 
    She wanted that. 
 
    Didn’t she? 
 
    Kelly thought about it for several more seconds, but the excitement didn’t explode into anything wild. Her body remained primed, and she was clearly turned on. Then again, she had been hanging out with a handsome, sexy guy for the entire day. 
 
    Pressing her lips together, more frustrated than she expected, she didn’t know what was wrong, not until she opened her eyes and stared up at the dim ceiling. 
 
    She craved something else. 
 
    Kelly pulled her hand out from her skirt, raised both of her knuckles over her head, and stretched. She relaxed again, forcing the tension away. Then she imagined that scene again, only this time she would gaze into his eyes and say, “If you cross this threshold, Tyson, you won’t get to be your own man anymore.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Cross this line, and you become my slave.” 
 
    He would smile nervously, maybe chuckle, only then he would be able to tell that she really meant every single word. 
 
    She’d step back, tempting him. And he would come forward, only the moment he entered her apartment, she would shut the door, grab him by the back of his hair, and push him to his knees. He would fall forward, ready to be tamed. 
 
    Even though Kelly didn’t actually own any dog collars, that hardly mattered. She would slide one around his neck anyway, locking it in place. Next, she would order him to strip, just as Sonja had forced Trevor to discard every stitch of clothing. 
 
    Kelly would bask in the imagined look on his face, a mix of arrogant defiance and trepidation. 
 
    But then she would tighten her grip on his hair, tug, and stare right down into his eyes. With her natural authority, she would say, “Defy me and you invite punishment.” 
 
    Maybe for a moment, he would want to balk at that overly theatrical language. But then, he would gulp, recognizing the truth of her very simple statement. 
 
    Just as she released him, he would begin to strip. Occasionally, he might glance up at her, their eyes could meet for an instant or two, only for him to peek down at the floor as his hands fumbled with his clothing. Layer by layer, he would strip, taking off his shirt, his pants, his boxers, his shoes and socks… 
 
    Naked, he would start to stand, except Kelly would put her hand on the top of his head, stopping him. Technically, it wouldn’t be enough force to truly shove him down, but that wouldn’t be the point. That wouldn’t be the point at all. Instead, he would peek up at her one more time, gulp nervously, and freeze. 
 
    “Good boy,” she would tell him, her voice dripping with condescension even as she asserted her authority over him again. “You want to be a tamed boy, don’t you? You can’t help yourself. You know that you belong on your knees before me. You understand the truth of your situation.” She would grin, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement. 
 
    Heart pounding, he would stare, at the floor, off to the distance, then up at her. Even then, he wouldn’t be able to handle this. 
 
    “Crawl over to the bed,” she would order. 
 
    And her boy would obey. 
 
    He would move on his knuckles and knees. 
 
    Naked, he would be reduced to the status of an animal. A tamed beast. 
 
    In reality, Kelly touched herself, moving her fingers up and down her slit. She touched herself with two fingers, sliding them in and out as she panted, gasping rhythmically along with the ecstasy of her fantasy. 
 
    Once at the foot of the bed, he would stop, get onto his knees, and wait. She would come up behind him and trace her fingertips along his collar. 
 
    “Why did I put a collar on you?” 
 
    “Because you own me, Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress. The word buzzed with power within her imagination. As his Mistress, she became his owner, his superior, the only authority figure. 
 
    “Climb up on the bed,” she would order. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes, she thought. 
 
    “Please, don’t make me,” he would say. 
 
    Kelly nearly climaxed at this point. She stopped, her fingers trembling, her bottom lip shaking. She opened her eyes, stared up at the ceiling, and took several long breaths. 
 
    Rather than allow herself to think through the actual logistics of a real relationship, she allowed her body to calm down because she didn’t want to come. Not yet. She intended to draw this out and savor the anticipation. 
 
    Once she was certain she could handle herself, she pressed to down again, gently moving her fingers over her slit. 
 
    “Please, please don’t make me,” he would plead again, his eyes big. “Please, don’t make me get up on that bed.” 
 
    And she would circle him, her fingers moving along his neck, through his hair, and even down his cheek, her fingernails lightly scratching at his flesh. “And why are you so scared of getting up on the bed?” Kelly might ask. 
 
    “Because I know what you want to do to me,” he would tell her, uttering those words like a confession. 
 
    “What’s that?” She would feel like a feline playing with avian prey. 
 
    “You want to tie me down.” 
 
    That’s when she would step right in front of him, slip her finger along his jaw, and force him to look up at her. This time, he wouldn’t be able to turn away or hide. 
 
    “I do,” she would tell him. “Now get up on that bed unless you want to be punished.” 
 
    Biting down, he might hesitate, but he would inevitably surrender. 
 
    He would climb up onto the bed, still naked. He would drive himself to his back, his shoulder blades pressing into the mattress, his knuckles gliding along the sheets. He would spread his legs and raise his arms over his head. 
 
    And just as he feared, she would tie him down, slipping the ropes around his wrists, securing him to each bedpost. She would take her time, each movement deliberate and focused. She would enjoy this, making sure he had no chance of getting away. And once she was certain of his captivity, she would stop, lean down, and kiss him hard. As the seconds lingered, stretching out, she would bite into his lower lip, pull back, and drink in the sight of nervous anticipation on his face. 
 
    “You’re a boy,” she would tell him. “You can’t help yourself. This is what you want. This is what you need. You are desperate to be enslaved.” 
 
    “No, that’s not true,” he would protest. 
 
    “Explain this,” she would answer easily, sliding her fingers back to his cock. Her fingers would play along his balls and up his shaft. She would feel that erection, the stiff member proved he didn’t need independence or free will. No. Like all men, he craved enslavement, even if he couldn’t admit it…even if he didn’t know it. 
 
    “That, that doesn’t mean anything,” he might state back at her. 
 
    “Oh, it does. It really does.” 
 
    “No,” he would cast as her fingers brushed along her plaything’s cock. She would stroke him and tease him, moving her fingers from his crown to his base and back again. She might touch him with one fingertip, then two. Next, she could wrap her fingers around his shaft, gently squeeze, bringing him all the way to the cusp of an orgasm. And right there on the edge, she could stop, pulling her hand back. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this,” Tyson would protest, squirming there on the bed. At several points, she might even withdraw her touch, sit up straight, and grin down at him. “Go on,” she would encourage. “Struggle. Fight it. Show me you are a wild beast, that you can’t be collared or corralled.” 
 
    At first, he would take up her offer, thrashing and punching, kicking out and desperately twisting his body from side to side in search of freedom. But despite his best efforts, his muscles might flex, and he could growl like some angry, penned-up wolf, yet he would stay there on his back. 
 
    Eventually dropping down, he could pant and gasp, utterly helpless beneath her. 
 
    “I’m going to take you,” she would tell him. “I’m going to claim you and make you mine. But first, you have to admit the truth. Tell me you belong on your back. Tell me this is who you are, a collared slave with his Mistress.” 
 
    Later, she would apply pain. Now, she applied pleasure, ripping away his defenses under those waves of temptation and need. 
 
    Sure enough, her fingers would glide back over to his cock. She would squeeze him, caress him, stroke and play with him all while he worked for a freedom he could never achieve. 
 
    “You know it, Tyson. You know you belong to me. Say it.” 
 
    She squeezed him again. 
 
    “I belong to you!” Tyson would gasp. 
 
    “Am I your Mistress?” 
 
    His eyes would bulge wide as he arched his back, “Yes!” 
 
    Leaning in, her lips close to the folds of his ear, she would demand, “Say it.” 
 
    “I, I belong to you. I belong to my Mistress! You are my Mistress!” 
 
    She would slip back, lifting her skirt in one smooth motion. At this point, she wouldn’t even wear panties. She would just position herself over her slave, take his cock in her hand, and lower herself down, enveloping him. This was real sex, not penetration but encirclement. Surrounding his cock on every side, she would take the most important symbol of his masculinity and own it. 
 
    Sensing defeat, he would close his eyes, desperate to hide from his own surrender until her command, “Look at me, slave.” 
 
    Slave. 
 
    His eyes would fly open, and he would stare back at her, acknowledging her right to command him and his new title: slave. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he might gasp as she started to ride him, moving her body up and down, her slit tight around his circumference. She would play with him, using him like a human sex toy. 
 
    And instinctively, he would understand that he had better not climax, not until his Mistress was satisfied. 
 
    But how long would that be? 
 
    Back in her bed and in her real-life, Kelly kept touching herself, one hand playing with her nipples. She pinched the left one, gently twisted. With her other hand, she moved her fingers up and down her slit. She pressed deliciously on her button, bringing herself closer and closer to the ecstasy of an orgasm. Yes, yes, yes! This was what she craved! This was what she needed. 
 
    “You are mine,” she would tell him. “You will always belong to me.” 
 
    She loved him. She owned him. She demanded his obedience and punished him when he fought back. 
 
    A wicked grin curved along her lips like a scimitar. She clenched her eyes shut, gasped as she imagined his shaft deep between her legs, taken like a trophy. She cried out, gasping as the orgasm swept through her. She came hard, so desperately hard! 
 
    When it was all over, she opened her eyes, and tried to sit up, only to experience the weight of exhaustion. After everything, she just needed to catch her breath. 
 
    Breathing in and out, she was tempted to do it all over again. It would have felt good to think of Tyson strapped down, powerless. Or maybe she would picture some other fantasy, one where her boy needed to be strapped down to a bench and taken from behind. 
 
    Kelly ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth and her bottom lip. But then the reality began to seep back in as her legal, analytical brain reminded her that there was just one big problem: she wasn’t his Mistress, he wasn’t a slave, and men had rights. 
 
    She puffed out her cheeks, wondering what she could do about this. 
 
    Then there were those other doubts. 
 
    What did the Red Ravens actually do? What were their plans? Were they a bunch of rich but insane fanatics? 
 
    Kelly hadn’t really faced those questions, but now she considered them in the dark. 
 
    Tomorrow, she thought. The next day, she would face Sonja once again, they could talk, and she would figure everything out, both for herself and for the boy she liked. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 3: Breaking the Boy 
 
    But now she was awake, and she had that meeting. 
 
    Kelly couldn’t allow herself to get distracted by a guy, not when she had this incredible opportunity. 
 
    As Kelly started to go through her professional clothing options, her phone chimed for her attention all over again. Kelly thought about letting go to voicemail, saw it was Alyssa, and quickly answered. 
 
    “How did it go?” her friend asked coyly. 
 
    “It was amazing,” Kelly threw herself down onto the mattress and stared up at the ceiling. With the phone pressed to her ear, she felt like she was thirteen. She may as well have been talking about a boy from her algebra class she had a crush on. 
 
    “Tell me!” 
 
    “It wasn’t anything spectacular,” she said. “We just had lunch, walked around, did some stuff.” 
 
    “Some stuff?” 
 
    “We didn’t hook up,” Kelly said. 
 
    “But you sound disappointed,” Alyssa pointed out right away. 
 
    Damn it. This was the downside to having a best friend. You couldn’t really lie to her. 
 
    “Okay,” Kelly said. “Maybe I’m disappointed.” Last night, she had touched herself thoroughly, moving her fingers eagerly between her legs until she cried out, practically screaming with incandescent need. Afterward, her body had glowed through that orgasm, but then she faced to those questions. 
 
    Who were the Red Ravens? What did they really want? 
 
    What about Tyson? 
 
    If this boy desired a regular life, did she have any right to try to own him? Control him? Fantasy and reality seemed like an angry pair of gladiators determined to draw blood no matter what. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Kelly paused, hesitating. Finally, she said, “We were kissing, and things might get more serious, but I got a message from my boss.” 
 
    “I thought you were on vacation?” 
 
    “I am,” Kelly confirmed, “But I’m going to meet with her.” 
 
    “If you have to meet with your boss, you’re not really on vacation.” 
 
    “I want to talk to her. She’s very powerful and influential,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    Instantly, Kelly recognized her mistake, but she shrugged it off and continued, “She’s powerful in her own industry.” That’s when she smirked, glad her friend couldn’t see her. Her own industry? What? Industry of Female Supremacy? 
 
    “Fine. Whatever. I just hate it when bosses ask for extra meetings off the clock. It’s not really fair, you know?” 
 
    “Trust me. This is going to be good for my career,” Kelly replied. 
 
    “You would know better than I do,” Alyssa said. “But hey. You’re not trying to get me off topic, are you? I want to hear about you and this guy.” 
 
    Kelly smiled, nibbled on her bottom lip, and brought her hand up over her mouth. 
 
    Alyssa must’ve guessed exactly what her best friend was thinking. “You really like him, don’t you?” 
 
    It would feel so strange to admit it out loud, but Kelly didn’t hesitate, “I do. I really like this guy.” 
 
    “You’re so cute!” 
 
    Blush curled along Kelly’s checks followed by a little flicker of irritation, probably because she doubted Sonja would get embarrassed this easily. Or even if she did, no one would be able to tell. 
 
    “So have you started doodling his name in your notebook? Or maybe you gave him a stretchy to wear on his wrist?” 
 
    “This isn’t middle school,” Kelly shot back with a roll of her eyes. 
 
    “I know,” Alyssa teased. “It’s just sweet to hear you this excited.” 
 
    “Do I sound excited?” 
 
    “You really do.” But then Alyssa’s tone shifted as she asked, “Can I get serious?” 
 
    “Can I stop you?” 
 
    “Not really,” Alyssa returned, probably smirking on the other end of the line. “Do you think this might get serious?” 
 
    This was the part Kelly hadn’t wanted to think about. Her chest clenched tightly as she gripped her phone. Her fingers pushed down against of the solid plastic. “I don’t know. Probably not.” 
 
    “Really? Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m not sure we value the same things.” 
 
    “Your career?” In those two words, Alyssa summed up all of the problems they might face. Her career. Even if she just went off to work as an attorney, things would be difficult enough. But now, she had found this amazing group of women. 
 
    Could Kelly seriously consider turning her back on female supremacy, especially if it meant succeeding as an attorney? This wasn’t just about her career, after all. She might be able to make a real difference. Rather than fighting for equality, she could push down the patriarchy, help dismantle it, and ensure women ascended as they had always been meant to do. 
 
    “Something like that,” Kelly said, her voice dropping. 
 
    Probably sensing that her friend didn’t really want to talk about this, Alyssa jumped to something else. “Hey, it’s new. And you’re on vacation. Have some fun. Relax.” 
 
    “Thanks. Right now, I need to get to that lunch meeting with my boss.” 
 
    “Do you need help getting dressed?” 
 
    Smiling at the warmth and her friends voice, Kelly said, “Thanks, but not this time.” 
 
      
 
    Like it or not, Kelly couldn’t just worry about a guy. She had real questions, and she needed the answers if intended to work for and defend the Red Ravens. 
 
    The young lawyer put on her best work outfit. This wasn’t the uniform she would have chosen for court, but it was still extremely professional. Dress pants with a pleat to the sides, a dark gray vest, blouse, and a formfitting coat over her shoulders. She put on a little bit of makeup, brushed her hair, and slipped a black headband over the top of her tresses. 
 
    All done, she checked herself out in her full-length mirror, doing a little turn like a model. Then she stood straight, placed her hands on her hips, and told herself she could do this. “I’m freaking awesome,” she said, poking up her confidence since there wasn’t anyone around to laugh at her. Luckily, getting dressed for professional situations had never been difficult for her. 
 
    She grabbed a ride downtown, found the small tea shop, and headed inside. Unsurprisingly, Kelly was there first. Or so she thought. 
 
    When she stepped into the room, she glanced around. She was several minutes early, but she still checked out the different tables as she wondered where she should sit. She didn’t want her back to the wall since that would mean looking out the windows. She didn’t want to get distracted, and she didn’t want the sun glaring into her eyes either. 
 
    Before she could choose a spot, she heard someone call out her name, “Kelly. You’re early.” 
 
    When the young attorney turned around, she tried not to look nervous when she saw Sonja already sitting there, her laptop out, a cup of tea on the table. 
 
    Back at her office, Sonja had carried herself with the easy dignity of a woman who commanded an entire skyscraper, plus some ridiculously large number of other assets. In fact, Kelly simply couldn’t imagine the amount of wealth and power this woman must have wielded. 
 
    But here, she sat in the corner of the tea shop, and she looked fairly normal. 
 
    She may as well have been a middle school teacher who decided to do some grading out in public with a cup of tea at her side. 
 
    “It’s good to see you again,” Kelly told her, working hard to hide her surprise. 
 
    “And you,” Sonja said, motioning for her new subordinate to take a seat. “Are you a big fan of tea? The chamomile is quite good here? I’m also pretty partial to Jasmine.” 
 
    “Green tea,” Kelly said, having already researched a few options from the menu on her phone on the way here. 
 
    “Good choice,” Sonja said. Right away, one of the servers dashed over to their table and took Kelly’s order. Afterward, the leader of the Red Ravens sat back and asked, “Are you enjoying your break?” 
 
    “Very much so,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Really? What have you been up to?” 
 
    “Relaxing, mostly. I went out with my friend the other night.” 
 
    “Any good adventures?” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t help herself; she pressed her lips together and glanced down as thoughts and feelings about Tyson flickered. “Something like that.” 
 
    “Interesting,” Sonja said, clearly reading and evaluating her newest hire. “So, have you been thinking about your new position?” 
 
    “I have,” Kelly answered right away, grateful for the change in topic. “But I do need to ask. Is this something you want to discuss here?” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Sonja said with a wave of her hand. While I always appreciate discretion, I also recognize just how isolated most people are, especially in public.” 
 
    Apparently, the look on Kelly’s face made it clear she didn’t quite understand so Sonja nodded over to some of the other tea shop patrons. Two girls were at another table, heads down, playing on their phones. The guy to the right sat with a cup of steaming tea, wireless earbuds playing music as he scanned the screen of his laptop. Another young woman had a book in hand as she read. 
 
    “People don’t really go out for community any longer. Instead, they go out for white noise.” 
 
    “I see,” Kelly said. She probably would have felt more comfortable with these questions in a private venue, but she wasn’t in any position to make that demand. “So would you like me to just dive right in?” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    “I hope this is okay, but I wanted to ask about female supremacy again.” Kelly made sure to drop her voice for those last two words. Female supremacy. It still felt like such a taboo phrase. 
 
    “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “You saw Trevor.” 
 
    “I did,” Kelly said. “He’s just one boy.” Boy. She loved using that word. It was infantilizing, demeaning, and established herself as superior. She loved how just a little tweak to the language could alter the fabric of such an important gender dynamic. 
 
    “After we are done here, I can take you on a little tour.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “Our downtown facility,” she said. “You saw the professional stuff upstairs. Downstairs is where the magic happens,” Sonja said, practically purring with pride. 
 
    “I’d like that,” Kelly said. “I’d like that a lot.” 
 
    “What are your other questions?” 
 
    “Are you aiming for genuine slavery?” 
 
    Sonja shrugged. “I’m not sure yet, to be honest. An effective strategist understands that she needs to be flexible. That’s what I’m doing right now. I’m working for female empowerment, and I’m not going to stop at some asinine notion of equality. Men don’t deserve to be equal, not after everything they’ve done.” 
 
    Something bothered Kelly about that, but she didn’t wish to say anything. 
 
    Unfortunately for her, her new boss demonstrated just how adept she wasn’t reading people. “Something is bothering you.” 
 
    Not bothering to lie, Kelly leaned forward a little bit and asked, “Is that fair?” 
 
    “Is what fair?” 
 
    “You just told me that men don’t deserve to be equal not after everything they have done. But that’s not really fair, is it? Not all men have behaved badly.” 
 
    “True,” Sonja said. “I can also acknowledge that if the power dynamics switch, there’s a very high probability that some women will behave badly.” 
 
    “Do you think it will still be worth it,” Kelly said, unsure if she meant those words as a statement or a question. 
 
    “I do. In fact, I know it will be worth it.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure?” Kelly asked, grateful for the chance to voice those doubts and worries. Up until just a few days ago, she never imagined any of this might be a realistic possibility. But now she knew, and she could explore new options, both for her and society in general. 
 
    “Because we haven’t tried it,” Kelly said. “Yeah, there have been a few steps toward progress, but this is usually done under that false flag of equality.” 
 
    “There have been matriarchal societies,” Kelly pointed out. 
 
    “Agreed, but they were generally small and all in the past. Look across the entire planet now. We live in a patriarchy. Every single society, every single country. We live in a global patriarchy, we have for centuries.” Sonja snorted for a moment. “Whenever you get a female leader, people talk about how much progress is being made, but that is just an illusion. Having one woman rule doesn’t change anything. Look back to Queen Elizabeth or Victoria. We have two powerful women who were the monarchs of their societies, yet the rest of the culture remained wildly misogynistic.” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t disagree. 
 
    “What I am proposing here is that we work toward a female dominated society, one where women enjoy all of the tacit advantages men have used for the last thousand years. This will be a new world, one where we see technology advances and women control pretty much everything.” 
 
    “Will men be allowed any authority?” 
 
    Sonja shrugged. “Like I said before, it will depend. I’m sure there will be families where men and women are pretty much equal. There will be mothers who decide to raise their boys to be as independent as possible, but the given assumption needs to be this: women deserve to be in charge. Women are smarter, stronger, and more trustworthy. That is what I’m building.” 
 
    Sonja’s phrasing made one thing very clear: her project had already begun. 
 
    “Female supremacy won’t solve everything,” Sonja continued. “Women are still human, so they can be just as petty and selfish as anyone else. But that doesn’t mean we don’t try. That doesn’t mean this won’t be a marked improvement.” 
 
    Since Kelly didn’t say anything for several more seconds, Sonja asked, “Are you still okay with this?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” Her grin was ferocious, as though she hungered for the coming battle. She knew it would be economic and political. It might even become an armed conflict some day, although Kelly doubted it. If they moved in just the right ways, society could change, and most of the males wouldn’t even notice. 
 
    In fact, Kelly saw the trends. She knew it was already happening… 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” Sonja told her. “Now, are you ready to see our training facility?” 
 
    Kelly’s throat clenched with excitement. Her insides blazed, but she didn’t feel as though she were blushing, not this time. She was ready; she had been waiting for this for a long, long time. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Sonja had a driver. The young man sat in the black sedan, reading or playing on his phone, although he was cognizant of the surroundings. Just as Kelly and Sonja left the tea shop, he immediately slipped out of the car and opened the door for Sonja, then Kelly. The two women got into the back seat, and he returned to the front. 
 
    He turned on the engine and waited, his hands on the wheel. 
 
    “Back to the office, Andrew.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    Kelly glanced over at the young man. He had dark hair, a handsome face, and strong shoulders. She glanced over at his jacket, and she thought she spotted something peeking out, the hint of a black, leather collar. 
 
    Kelly lowered her voice, just barely whispering, “Is he one of your slaves?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sonja said without lowering her voice in turn. “Andrew is a slave. Isn’t that right, Andrew?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, his gaze flinty as he stared out the window. 
 
    “How long has he been a slave?” Kelly asked. It wasn’t simply curiosity. She simply enjoyed talking about male enslavement. 
 
    “I don’t remember,” Sonja confessed. “How long have you been a slave, Andrew?” 
 
    “Two years,” he said. 
 
    “And what did you do before?” 
 
    “I was an accountant, Mistress.” 
 
    “And what are you now?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “I’m your slave, Mistress.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Sonja ordered. It sounded as though this were a routine they had gone through many times before. Even so, Andrew didn’t pause or try to hold out. Still driving just like any other professional, he told her, “I was an accountant, I stumbled upon one of your organizations, and so I was taken.” 
 
    “Taken?” Kelly asked. Even as she sat up in the back seat, she saw Sonja watching her, studying and reading her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said to his owner’s guest. His lips parted like he wished to add something else, but then he stopped, thinking better of it. 
 
    “No, no,” Sonja chided. “Go on. Tell my new lawyer all about how we grabbed you.” 
 
    “I don’t remember what happened exactly,” he said. 
 
    “Tell us what you do know.” 
 
    They came to a stop light, and he was gripping the wheel so tightly now that his knuckles had turned white. After another moment, he forced his hands to relax as he stared straight ahead and told them, “I came home one night. Everything seemed normal. I went to bed, and then I woke up a couple hours later, but I was naked and in shackles.” 
 
    “He didn’t volunteer for this,” Kelly said, making it clear this was a statement. 
 
    “No,” Sonja agreed with a warm smile. “He didn’t volunteer for this. Very few men are willing to give up their authority. Some of the smarter boys might understand who they really should be in a better society, but these are people we are talking about. They will cling to every privilege and advantage they have. They will whine, complain, beg and fight as much as they can to try to protect their status. You fought pretty hard, didn’t you, Andrew?” 
 
    “I’m not sure if I fought hard,” he said. 
 
    Sonja giggled, “You obviously didn’t fight hard enough.” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “What is your life like, slave?” Kelly asked. She called him a slave. She used that word and felt her own status elevated as a consequence. After all, she was a woman capable of doing whatever she liked, he was nothing but property…chattel. He actually belonged to another person like a car, a pet, or any other piece of property. 
 
    “I serve my Mistress.” 
 
    “And I take pretty good care of him,” Sonja said. “I make sure he doesn’t have to worry about organizing his day, when he eats, or where he sleeps.” 
 
    “No, Mistress. I have no worries,” he said. 
 
    “None at all?” 
 
    By this point, they were driving again, and now his shoulders tensed as he recognized the mistake he just made. “Pardon me. I was wrong. I have one worry: I must always please my Mistress. Nothing is more important than making sure my Mistress is satisfied and pleased with my behavior.” 
 
    “Good boy,” Sonja said, reaching toward him and running her fingers along his neck and through his hair. 
 
    “How many?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Under my direct command or in the organization?” 
 
    “In the organization,” Kelly said. As she spoke, she fixated on one new truth. Although she had suspected it since their first meeting, Kelly understood that this woman led a criminal organization, a secret society of females who routinely broke the law. They kidnapped and trained men, turning them into slaves. 
 
    “We don’t have a specific number,” Sonja replied. “Plausible deniability.” 
 
    “Smart,” Kelly said. “And how do you deal with accounting?” 
 
    “I’m good at reading people. I know who to trust.” 
 
    Kelly studied her new boss for several seconds. Such a statement should have sounded absurd, but coming from this woman with her piercing stare and insightful inferences, she seemed completely at peace. More than that, her incredible wealth proved how powerful her talents could be. 
 
    “My associates know that they can trust me. They also know they can trust me to seek revenge if anything goes wrong.” By “going wrong,” she meant betrayal. That much was obvious. 
 
    Despite that implicit threat lingering on the air, Kelly didn’t seem to mind. If anything, this just felt right and natural, like the correct order of things. 
 
    “I understand,” Kelly said. “I want to be a part of this. I want to be a part of your mission.” 
 
    Andrew stopped the car. They were in front of that massive skyscraper downtown. 
 
    “Good,” Sonja said, getting out of the car. 
 
    Following her new boss, Kelly trailed a step behind as Sonja strode between the double doors. There were female guards at the entrance, plus other employees coming and going. 
 
    “How many people here know about your agenda?” 
 
    “All of them,” Sonja said. “But to varying degrees. I don’t hide our interest in female supremacy.” 
 
    “But this doesn’t get out. You don’t hear about guys protesting or getting upset online even. They spend most of their time arguing about sci-fi franchises. Why is that?” 
 
    They came to an elevator. Sonja produced a key card, swiped it through the reader, the doors opened automatically. 
 
    “Because the men who make the mistake of talking about this openly get in a lot of trouble. It’s not actually that difficult to keep information from flowing. The women we tell, like you, pretty much already agree with us. And the boys aren’t smart enough to keep track. They get distracted by other things.” 
 
    They took the elevator down several levels. In fact, they traveled long enough that Kelly started to glance around, feeling strange. Obviously, they were underground. But how far underground? She knew the skyscraper was enormous, comprising thousands and thousands of square feet of real estate, but what about the basements and sublevels underneath? 
 
    The doors opened, and Kelly had expected some ancient corridor lined with cobblestones and ancient rock supports. Instead, she saw the same industrial carpet and beautifully painted walls. The only difference was that there aren’t any windows. 
 
    Sonja marched forward, and she stopped outside of an unlabeled door. She swept her card again, touched the handle, and was about to open it when she stopped and said, “This is the gallery.” 
 
    “What kind of gallery?” 
 
    “Newest acquisitions,” Sonja replied with a smile. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?” 
 
    Kelly’s heart pounded wildly in her chest, but it wasn’t from fear. Oh no. This was excitement! “Absolutely,” she said, her voice rife with determination. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    The two ladies stepped into the gallery, and Kelly had no idea what to expect. But when she saw the glass containment units with the men inside, her eyes widened. At the same time, she imagined how much fun she could have in a place like this with these specimens. 
 
    Part of her wanted to run forward, push her fingers up against the glass, and admire these creatures as though they were animals. But no, they were men, men who had made mistakes, men who crossed the wrong women, men who had tried to hold back the rising power of the Red Ravens. 
 
    “Let’s take a look at our current stock,” Sonja suggested as she stepped forward. With her hands held behind her back, she looked like an art aficionado examining the latest works to appear in a local museum. 
 
    Striding forward, Sonja stepped into a ring of light. There were several along each wall, the illumination glowing out from the edges of dozens of different partitions. 
 
    “This is probably my favorite part of the facility,” Sonja told her new lawyer. “Part of the design includes the ability to frost of the glass. Sometimes we allow them to see the rest of the room. Sometimes we don’t. I find this kind of disorientation makes it easier to train them in the long term.” 
 
    “They must hate it,” Kelly said. 
 
    Sonja shrugged, making it clear she didn’t care. “They might hate what’s good for them, but that’s fine with me. Lots of men see the world one way, which just means they’re wrong.” 
 
    She reached over, pushed her finger on a touchpad menu, and that glass cleared all at once. 
 
    Kelly marveled at what she saw. 
 
    She had imagined views just like this, but now her heart kicked faster in her chest, and she found herself holding her breath. It was only with a conscious push of effort that she started breathing again. 
 
    “Who is he?” Kelly asked. 
 
    There was a young man with very short cropped hair. He was almost clean-shaven along the curves of his head. His arms were suspended above his head, metal shackles encircling his wrists and another set around his ankles. Naked, he had a muzzle over his mouth, a collar around his neck, and nothing else. 
 
    Kelly resisted the temptation to reach up and brush her fingers along the glass. 
 
    Tapping on the touchpad again, Sonja brought up his biographical information. “We keep records in case the new owner would like to know more about the man he used to be.” 
 
    “Used to be?” 
 
    “Obviously, he’s going to be a slave next, so it doesn’t really matter if he worked as a general contractor, teacher, or office drone. He will be whatever his owner wants, whatever she wishes.” 
 
    “I see,” Kelly said, drinking in the sight of this young man. 
 
    At first, he kept his eyes down, probably because he didn’t wish to seem nervous or scared. But then their eyes met, he started glaring, and that’s when he struggled. He pulled against his restraints, twisting his body. His hips jerked to the left, then right. 
 
    Kelly marveled at this. She was seeing this elemental force of nature—naked masculinity—chained and bound, utterly powerless before her. 
 
    The captured male probably hoped to intimidate the women in front of him. Perhaps he needed to make some sort of point, like how he would never be broken, yet the ladies just smiled at him. His best efforts were nothing but mildly entertaining. 
 
    “He can’t get away,” Kelly said. She couldn’t disguise the awe in her voice. 
 
    “It wouldn’t be a very good cage if he could,” Sonja said with a smile. “But you know, there is a speaker here. Is there anything you would like to say to the slave?” 
 
    “Actually, yes,” Kelly replied, surprising herself. 
 
    “Push right here,” Sonja said, stepping back and pointing toward one of the green buttons the digital panel. “Whatever you say, he will be able to hear you.” 
 
    As the excitement welled up inside of her chest, Kelly stepped over to the panel, pressed the button, leaned in, and said, “Stop struggling.” 
 
    The man growled, grunting like some wild creature as he fought those shackles locked around his wrists and ankles. His muscles twitched, tensed, and clenched as he worked. Within moments, his skin took on a shining she as the perspiration dotted his brow. 
 
    “Is there any way to punish him?” 
 
    “It’s funny you should ask that,” Sonja replied. Kelly realized she still had her finger against the green button, so the slave could presumably hear their conversation. “Push the purple button whenever you want to deliver an electrical shock.” 
 
    “You’re kidding,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Not at all. These boys need to be punished sometimes. Even when they don’t, it can be fun to watch them wiggle a little bit more, especially when they think it can’t get any worse.” 
 
    Kelly’s eyes quickly locked onto that purple sigil. 
 
    For just a moment, she glanced back at this unnamed, captured male slave. Theoretically, he should have had rights. Punishing him for simply trying to get away and recapture his freedom didn’t make sense. But then Kelly thought of something else. It only seemed illogical and unfair if she thought of him as another person, her equal. 
 
    But he was a man. He didn’t deserve freedom, not after all of the privileges and benefits he had enjoyed. Maybe he was some terrible misogynist, going online and writing one angry rant after another about those dirty feminists and how they kept trying to break society. Or maybe he was just some random guy who did think about gender one way or the other. In any case, he deserved to be enslaved because he had benefited from a corrupt system. 
 
    She pressed down on the purple button. Her finger just barely touched that spot on the screen, but then she heard him grunt. He was probably biting down into whatever connected back to the muzzle. 
 
    He squirmed, pressing from side to side. He wasn’t just struggling. Those movements were involuntary as the pain glanced through him. 
 
    “Is there any chance it’s going to hurt him?” 
 
    “It’s punishment,” Sonja said with a smile. “It’s designed to hurt.” Her tone shifted, becoming a little bit more serious and she added, “Don’t worry about damaging the merchandise.” 
 
    Merchandise. Kelly liked that word. She liked how it felt on her tongue and how it perfectly matched up to the boy locked in the capsule. 
 
    “You can play with him if you want. Let him out.” 
 
    “No,” Kelly said quickly. “I want to see the other merchandise.” 
 
    Sonja flashed a knowing grin, and she started to step away, yet Kelly studying the boy in this capsule. “I’m not ready to leave him yet. I think we should work on training him. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Sonja replied. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 
 
    Suddenly, this seemed more like a test than a game, yet Kelly found herself eager to play and prove herself. Her finger pulled away from the purple, shifting back to the green. “Are you a slave?” 
 
    The male stubbornly refused to respond. She decided to be kind, giving him another chance, “I’m a woman, which means I’m your superior. Unless you answer me, you will be punished again.” 
 
    Still, he stoically stared forward as though he didn’t really believe her. 
 
    “I guess you want to be punished,” she teased, pulling that finger away from the green button and shifting it over to the purple. But this time, she didn’t just graze it with the tip of her finger. No. She pushed down. She left her finger there, letting the seconds tick by one after another. 
 
    To Kelly and Sonja, just a couple of seconds elapsed. 
 
    For the boy in the glass cage, it must have felt like a diminutive eternity because of the electricity surging through his body, wracking his nervous with an effervescent storm of agony. The pain came at him from every direction. He soon lost all track of time, of space, of existence as those of volts stabbed at him like thousands of blades. 
 
    She finally pulled her finger away, letting him collapse. Before, he had stood with his arms braced and his legs supporting his weight. Exhausted by that punishment, he hung by his restraints. 
 
    “Are you a slave?” Kelly asked again, reactivating the microphone. 
 
    Her finger hovered over the purple button. 
 
    Even on his side of the glass cage, he could see what might happen at any moment. His eyes darted from her fingertips to her face and back again like he needed to calculate whether or not she could be this relentless. 
 
    Then again, he already knew. 
 
    That’s why he broke, dipping his head down, nodding. That was the only way for him to communicate. It was the only method they allowed. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, pulling her finger away. 
 
    “The wasn’t enough,” Sonja declared, reaching over and holding her finger down on that purple button. 
 
    He twitched, writhed and cried out as the pain swept through him again. His entire world dissipated, shrinking down to nothing but that one sensation. His fingers flared out, his toes curled, and he thrashed as he fought in vain against the metal holding him in place. 
 
    Then it stopped, and he slumped again. 
 
    “You are a slave,” Sonja told him. “You belong to me. You do as you’re told. Your old life is over. You don’t get to make decisions anymore. You don’t get to think for yourself. But eventually, you’ll see how great this is. You will understand that you belong to us and that you should be on your knees.” 
 
    Without being told to do so, he nodded his head as he accepted those words. 
 
    Sonja pulled her hand away from the menu and glanced over at her protégé. “What do you think of that?” 
 
    This was another one of those tests. Did Kelly have the drive to see these boys tamed? 
 
    Yes. Yes, she did. 
 
    “That was amazing,” Kelly said. 
 
      
 
    As they walked along, Sonja asked the one question Kelly had been dreading. “Do you have a boyfriend?” It was a casual, easy kind of inquiry. 
 
    “Not officially,” Kelly said. Part of her dreaded this conversation. Another part of her really wanted to talk about it, especially because these were the kinds of problems she couldn’t discuss with Alyssa. 
 
    Her friend was amazing, but that girl didn’t think of what a society of female supremacists could look like. She never imagined what it would be like if young men were collared or leashed, how they might behave differently, what they could do on their knees to serve the superior half of humanity. 
 
    “New guy?” 
 
    They walked over to another alcove. 
 
    A boy with wavy brown hair stood, although his shackles were in a different position. His arms were held out straight, his legs spread. Just like the first one, he was naked and muzzled with a collar around his throat. 
 
    “Something like that,” Kelly said, blushing. She looked down. The gesture made her seem so much more feminine and girlish. 
 
    This was work, she told herself. She needed to be more mature and ambitious. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Sonja said, getting her thoughts. “There’s nothing wrong with having a crush on a boy.” 
 
    “Does that ever happened to you?” 
 
    “Not for a little while. To be honest, I’m happy with my slave.” 
 
    “I want a slave,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Just one?” 
 
    Kelly pressed her lips together, wondering if there was a correct answer to this question. Or was it just genuine curiosity which prompted her boss to ask. “For now,” Kelly said. But then she decided to be more honest. “Honestly, I don’t think I’m interested in a whole harem or anything like that. For me, the idea of owning a boy feels like he deserves all of my attention. I want to sculpt him into the perfect servant. I don’t think I could do that if I have a bunch of males who need my attention.” 
 
    “Theoretically, they shouldn’t need your attention. They should be lavishing you with attention,” Sonja pointed out. 
 
    “Is it that simple?” 
 
    “You might be young, Kelly, but you are wise.” The leader of the Ready Ravens sauntered over to the next alcove. Here, they found another boy. This one was in a new position as well. With his hands presumably tied behind his back, his legs had been shackled to the floor. Knees parted, his best attributes were on display. Not only that, his collar came with a leash which had been tied to the floor, meaning he was bent forward. By straining against those bonds, he could look up and peer out through the glass at the women watching him. 
 
    Although he did glance up, he quickly turned his gaze back to the floor. 
 
    “This one is going to be very malleable,” Sonja said, as though tasting a sample of wine. “I’m going to keep him for myself.” 
 
    “They belong to you right now, don’t they?” 
 
    “Technically, they belong to the Red Ravens. But if I would like to keep one or two for myself, that is my prerogative.” After another second, she added, “But I probably won’t. You’re right about the complexity of managing more than one boy. Even when they are all determined to please you, it’s impossible not to develop affections for some of them. Trevor is one of my favorites. I love having him on his knees when he looks up at me. He’s like a devoted pet.” 
 
    “How many pets do you have?” 
 
    “Quite a few,” Sonja replied with a wink. “Quite a few. But we got off track. Tell me about this guy.” 
 
    “His name is Tyson, and we just met a couple days ago.” 
 
    “But you like him. You like him a lot.” 
 
    Kelly sensed the blush along her cheeks. Part of her wanted to try to evade this line of conversation except she already knew it’d be a mistake to try. “I do,” Kelly said. “He’s sweet and funny.” 
 
    “He sounds like a good guy,” said Sonja. 
 
    Kelly pressed her lips together, exhaled slowly through her nostrils, and turned to the female supremacist. “I’m not sure what to do about him. I really like him. To be honest, I’ve been waiting for the chance to meet a guy like him for a long time. But…” 
 
    “But you’re worried about our political ideology.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Holding her hands behind her back, Sonja strolled over to the next alcove. “Do you see this boy here? He wasn’t a random acquisition. Instead, he went online and got into this huge argument with a bunch of women.” 
 
    “Bad idea,” Kelly replied. 
 
    “Exactly. He thought he was being funny. It’s kind of amusing how certain boys call themselves trolls, thinking there’s some kind of satire in the act of going out and looking to piss people off.” As though she were dealing with a fish, Sonja leaned forward and tapped her fingers on the glass. This boy found himself shackled at his elbows, wrists, knees and ankles. Locked on his hands and knees, he could raise his head and struggle, but that was it. 
 
    “Was it worth it?” Sonja asked the boy. Since she hadn’t turned on the microphones, he couldn’t hear her. Even so, their eyes met for a moment before he looked down, intimidated by the powerful woman above him. 
 
    “There’s no honor in randomly pissing people off. At best, they will forget you. At worst, you just made the world a less pleasant place for everyone.” She shook her head. “Such a masculine conceit. Make people angry to make yourself feel better for no gain.” She shook her head, disgusted. “Then again, he did give us a reason to pick him up.” 
 
    As Kelly started to wonder if maybe her boss had forgotten about the last question, Sonja said, “What you going to do about him?” 
 
    “Tyson?” Sonja nodded. After another breath, Kelly looked away. “I could break up with him.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “Can I have it both ways?” As Kelly asked, she thought she already knew the answer. 
 
    But then her mentor surprised her, “Actually, you can.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Our project here is going to take a very, very long time. If you want to keep him for yourself as your boyfriend, feel free. So long as he doesn’t interfere with our agenda, I have no problem with you letting him think he’s his own man.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Sonja smiled. “We are a criminal enterprise. We tend to allow for a lot of freedom.” 
 
    Kelly arched an eyebrow, unable to really believe this. “Is this some kind of test?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Would you tell me if it was?” 
 
    Sonja burst out laughing at that. “Maybe not,” confessed to the leader of their gang. “But if you trust me, then you can believe me right now. Do whatever you want with this boy. Go have some fun. Get married if you want. So long as you do your job, I don’t mind.” 
 
    Kelly nodded, more grateful than she had expected. 
 
    “Now, should we have some fun training one of these boys?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” Kelly answered with the kind of enthusiasm that usually came from little kids eager for ice cream. 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “Let’s see what they do to get our attention,” Kelly said, making it clear she would be a Red Raven as soon as Sonja allowed it. 
 
    They moved over to the next partition, and that’s when Kelly froze, locked in place by a sweeping sense of familiarity. 
 
    She recognized the shackled boy behind the glass enclosure. 
 
      
 
    Anthony. 
 
    When Kelly saw him, she froze, her eyes getting big. “What is it?” Sonja asked. 
 
    Unable to answer right away, Kelly instead stepped forward as she drank in the sight of this young man. His arms were shackled above his head, his ankles parted. Like the others, he had a collar on. 
 
    “Let’s train him,” Kelly said right away. 
 
    “You know him,” Sonja said, demonstrating her precise intuition once again. 
 
    “We studied together,” Kelly said. 
 
    At first, Anthony kept his gaze aimed downward, just like the other boys. After spending long hours in shackles, that was probably easier. But now he looked up. At first, he didn’t recognize his former classmate. After a few more seconds, his body became rigid. 
 
    “Is there another room or something where we can do it?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Kelly touched the pad, hitting the green button. With barely controlled amusement, she said, “Anthony, we’re going to have so much fun breaking you!” Both women laughed. 
 
    Sonja strode ahead, leading Kelly through another pair of doors. They doubled around the gallery. Each wall had been built on a set of hinges, meaning these boys could be positioned either to face the gallery or they could be turned around. 
 
    In the next large chamber, Sonja found his door, entered several commands, and that’s when the two ladies stepped back. Before he appeared, Kelly admired the rest of the space. This part of the underground facility stretched on for quite some time. Several houses could’ve been dropped in here. Not only that, the walls were adorned with all of the equipment a female supremacist could need to obtain whichever boy she chose. Kelly couldn’t help but think of Sonja’s office and the accouterments she kept on hand for that very purpose. 
 
    “Anthony,” Sonja said. “It sounds like a little reunion is in order.” 
 
    Still shackled to the wall, Anthony looked out at the two women. When he saw Kelly, he tried to speak with nothing but useless murmurs and mumbles vibrating from beneath his muzzle. 
 
    The helpless boy yanked and twisted against his shackles, just like the others. And yet, Kelly could detect that desperation in his movements as he fought to free himself. 
 
    “Funny,” Kelly said. “I never imagined I would see him like this.” 
 
    “Did you have a crush on him?” 
 
    Unable to stop herself, Kelly snorted and laughed, “No way. Sure, he’s handsome enough, but he’s also a jerk.” 
 
    “That hasn’t stopped other girls,” Sonja pointed out. “Lots of women have fallen in love with bastards.” 
 
    “True,” Kelly replied, “But that needs to stop. Women need to understand that they deserve high standards. They should pick the best guys, not the most attractive. Besides, if a woman is in control, she can always take a boy and train him to look better for her.” 
 
    “I love the way you think.” 
 
    “He won’t,” Kelly said, reveling in her new, superior status. 
 
    “What are you going to do with him?” 
 
    “What am I allowed to do?” 
 
    “Anything you want,” Sonja replied. 
 
    “If I release him from the restraints, is there any way to control him?” 
 
    “Actually, yes. Yes, there is.” Without elaborating, Sonja strolled back over to one of the walls. She picked a spot decorated with dozens of different collars. It looked like a display case at a pet shop, only when they came closer, Kelly noticed some other differences. 
 
    Many of the collars seemed average enough, simple leather or canvas. Others, however, came equipped with glowing, battery packs, and electrodes along the inside curves. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of a shock collar?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kelly told her, only her voice became a little less certain. “But I didn’t think those actually existed.” 
 
    “They do,” Sonja said. “Oh, they definitely do.” 
 
    “Which ones?” 
 
    If Anthony could eavesdrop on this conversation, he gave no indication of it. As far as the two ladies were concerned, their boy was probably busy futilely struggling against his bonds. He needed to free himself. He needed to assert himself. He still saw the world through the lenses of an obsolete patriarchy. 
 
    “This one is nice,” Sonja said, picking up one of the collars and handing it to Kelly. 
 
    When the young attorney took it, the weight surprised her. Three small battery packs were contained along different points. She also saw the smooth electrodes, each one ready to be pressed up against the skin. 
 
    “How does it work?” 
 
    “The controller,” Sonja nodded down to the small device. 
 
    Kelly picked it up and smiled. “Very simple.” The controller came with just two buttons, each of which were labeled. The right button was red and had Shock written on it. The left button was yellow and labeled Warning. 
 
    “How much will it hurt him?” 
 
    “I don’t like the word ‘hurt’ since it implies he’s going to be damaged. Remember, these boys are property. They are valuable assets which we can sell, so we don’t want to ever harm them.” 
 
    “But it will be painful?” 
 
    “Very.” 
 
    “I can work with that,” Kelly replied. 
 
    “Whenever you’re ready,” Sonja said, standing back. 
 
    When Kelly turned to this boy, she didn’t know precisely what would happen, yet her heart pounded. As she walked away from the wall and the different implements, she held the controller in one hand and the collar in the other. She slipped the controller back into her pocket, approached Anthony, and saw that arrogant rage blazing behind his eyes. 
 
    “You always thought you were so smart,” she said with a little chuckle. 
 
    He tried to throw himself forward, lunging against his restraints. The shackles held him tightly in place, meaning he couldn’t move more than a few inches. 
 
    Proud of herself, Kelly didn’t flinch back or squeak as he probably hoped; instead, she smirked, enjoying his helplessness. “Remember that little lecture you gave?” 
 
    His brows creased with confusion. 
 
    “I remember it,” she said. “It was right before one of our classes. I think it was Real Estate Law. You were there with a bunch of the guys, and you went on and on about the merits of the patriarchy. That’s exactly what you said. The merits of the patriarchy.” She chuckled and shook her head. 
 
    “You boys think you deserve to be in charge. You went on and on. You didn’t even care that there were a bunch of girls in the class. You just thought it was funny. They were paying attention to you, and you were teasing them with every word.” 
 
    At this point, Anthony pulled down on his muzzle and glared at her. She watched as his jaw clenched around the part in his mouth. 
 
    “What were your reasons again?” Kelly asked as she glanced toward the ceiling. “Oh, that’s right. I think you started off with physical superiority. Tell me, do you feel physically superior now?” She walked to his left and his right. 
 
    His eyes followed her, and she loved how she could move and embrace her freedom while he stayed trapped. 
 
    “Well? Do you?” Kelly asked, pretending he simply chose not to respond, as though it had nothing to do with the muzzle strapped around the bottom half of his face. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no. You aren’t physically superior. Sure, if you were a wild boy, maybe you could run up and grab me or something. But you know, physical superiority doesn’t really matter a whole lot, not today. After all, even if you are some kind of wild beast, you’ve been caught, Anthony. And what we do with wild beasts?” 
 
    Back in law school and college, Kelly had always enjoyed writing. While other students groaned when it came time to practice briefs or compose essays, she loved sitting there, her fingers dancing along the keyboard. Now she spoke and let the words flow through her, each one controlling and commanding. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said after several seconds. “We train them. So that’s what I’m going to do with you, Anthony. Right here and now. Tell me. Are you wild?” 
 
    He didn’t answer by nodding or shaking his head. Instead, he thrashed, his muscles tightening and clenching as he squirmed against those bonds. He fought as hard as he could, his face turning red, his brows becoming slick with perspiration. 
 
    And yet, it still didn’t do any good. No matter how hard he battled those shackles, he couldn’t rip through solid steel. 
 
    “It’s going to be difficult, Anthony. I mean, you could just accept your place in the world now. You could just realize that you belong to a woman and will do whatever she says. I’m a person, and you’re a slave. Or maybe you’re a pet.” She shrugged, tilting her head to the side. “I suppose the semantics don’t really matter all that much.” 
 
    He glared at her. 
 
    “What?” Kelly taunted as though he had said something. “Do you think this is impossible? Do you think it’s impossible for a boy to be enslaved by a girl?” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t quite tell, not with the shape of the muzzle around his mouth, but it looked like the corners of his cheeks had risen as though he were smiling. 
 
    “You only think it’s impossible because you don’t have much of an imagination. One more limitation boys like you face.” She chuckled, reveling in this. With a glance over her shoulder, Kelly checked with her boss to make sure Sonja wasn’t growing impatient. No. She seemed to enjoy the show. 
 
    That’s when Kelly realized that this may have been another test for her, except she didn’t care. The excitement thrummed and ran hot through her body, making it easy to focus on him. 
 
    For once, she didn’t worry about appearances or performance. Instead, she simply savored having him like this, shackled and powerless, unable to fight back. For so long, he had enjoyed those tacit advantages of being a man in any given room. But now, masculinity was the ultimate disadvantage, and she loved it! 
 
    The heady sensation of power seemed to run through her body like an electrical spark. 
 
    “If I recall correctly, you said that men aren’t only physically superior, but they’re also smarter. Tell me. Do you feel smart right now? You got yourself captured. You got yourself owned.” 
 
    At this point, his eyes became steely as he stared straight ahead. He must have been asking himself those exact same questions, only Anthony didn’t have any ready or easy answers. 
 
    “If you were smarter, you would have seen this coming. But then, you’re just a dumb, arrogant boy. So you had no idea that a place like this exists, did you?” 
 
    He didn’t. He never imagined that a massive conspiracy could work its way through the world. That was part of modern existence, wasn’t it? We go online, spend time in our specific bubbles. If you love one political party, you hang out with other people who feel the same way. You visit the websites that tell you what you want to hear and assume most people feel the same way… 
 
    “This isn’t the only facility,” Kelly said. “There are so many women just like me who are ready to train boys just like you. One by one, we are going to seize power.” 
 
    After a few more seconds, a thought occurred to her, “Do you know if you passed the bar exam?” 
 
    Like all of the law students, he tensed up when he heard those words. So much pressure had been put on the students as they worked to master the basics of law in the United States. 
 
    “Guess what? You’re never going to know. You’re never going to get your results. It doesn’t matter if you passed the bar exam or not because no one cares. No one’s interested in your thoughts or opinions. If your new owner wants to know what you think, she’ll tell you.” 
 
    A fresh inferno of anger burned through his body as he started struggling all over again. He may have been exhausted before, yet that didn’t stop him from pulling and punching against his bonds as he tried to slip free. 
 
    It still didn’t work. 
 
    “Let’s get you in a better collar,” she finally decided, smirking. 
 
    Now, when she thought of his little lecture on the merits of the patriarchy, she actually enjoyed that memory because it gave her every reason to do this to him. She pulled off that first, black leather collar. Then she showed him the new one. “This is a shock collar, Anthony. I don’t know if you’re always going to have to wear one like this. Who knows? Maybe your owner will be generous and decide she just wants you in something pink or sleek or sexy. Of course, you will need to have been thoroughly trained by that point. If a boy doesn’t want to have to wear a shock collar, he needs to show that he understands that despite all of his intellectual limitations, he realizes that he’s inferior and that he deserves to be owned.” 
 
    His nostrils flared as he panted, gasping through those fresh embers of anger. She dropped the first collar, slipped the second around his neck, pulling it tight. She made sure the electrodes pressed against his skin, each one ready to deliver a burst of pain. 
 
    “You want to see how this works, Anthony? Would you like a demonstration? She sounded so sweet as she asked. 
 
    When he didn’t respond, she held up the controller anyway, letting him read both of the buttons. 
 
    “Let’s give you a shock. Let’s see what it’s like,” she said. She didn’t bother with any “warning”. What was the point? 
 
    Her finger pressed down on that plastic button, and she felt the satisfying click as the signal jumped from the device to the sensors around his neck. 
 
    Kelly watched, her heart thumping in her chest as she waited. Time seemed to slow down, stretching. But then he flinched, biting down, crying out, all at the same time. His body became rigid, his eyes shut, and then he slumped down. 
 
    “You didn’t like that, did you?” Kelly taunted. “It’s okay. So long as you learn to behave yourself, I don’t think you need to be punished all that often. Then again, maybe you won’t be very lucky and your new owner will really enjoy shocking you for fun. Maybe she will enjoy seeing you fall to your knees.” 
 
    “Speaking of which,” Sonja said as she approached. She found another touchpad, pressed her fingers against of the commands, and his shackles retracted. 
 
    Immediately, he fell forward, stumbling. Managing to remain on his feet, he glared. Naked but free, he looked around as he tried to figure out what was going on. 
 
    “Kneel,” Kelly commanded. She straightened her back and spoke with the authority of an owner to a slave. 
 
    But Anthony, as a man who had been trained to see himself as powerful throughout his life, simply couldn’t obey. He glared at her again, and now his hands slowly drifted up toward the clasp at the back of his head. He wanted to remove the muzzle. 
 
    Under other circumstances, Kelly might have blanched, perhaps getting intimidated. He was taller than her by several inches, after all. Not only that, as he stood there, he radiated the determination to free himself. 
 
    But she still had the controller in her hand, which made it so very easy to break him. 
 
    She pressed down on the button again, but this time she didn’t simply let go after a moment. Instead, she let the batteries pump their voltage into his body, light up pain receptors throughout his skin. 
 
    His knees bent, and Anthony fell hard, landing on the floor at her feet. 
 
    “This is what you get for disobedience and defiance,” she said. “If you’re at least as smart as you think you are, you will learn to obey. Now, get on your hands and knees, bow your head down, and acknowledge my authority.” 
 
    Anthony didn’t respond for several long seconds. She gave him another jolt of agony. 
 
    He writhed on the floor, kicking out. Fingers splayed, he slapped his palms against the floor as he cried out, yet the muzzle still absorbed most of that noise. 
 
    “Disobedience and defiance,” Kelly told him. “That’s what you need to be scared of. Don’t worry about independence or power. Those things aren’t for you. You’re just a boy. Boys need to obey.” 
 
    He nodded his head. 
 
    Other trainers may have missed it, but Kelly noted that little movement of his head. “Get on your hands and knees and bow your head down,” she commanded. 
 
    Biting into his gag, he obeyed. He crawled into that humiliating and demeaning position. Months ago, he may have teased all of the girls in his class, talking about how men deserved to be in charge, but everything had changed. For him, at least, he would never get to say something like that again. Or if he tried, he would be punished severely. 
 
    She loved the curves of his ass, the lines of his body, and of the way he shivered in front of her. 
 
    “Good boy,” she teased. “I know you don’t like it when I say that to you because it makes you sound like a pet, but you’ll get used to it. In fact, I bet you will enjoy it some day. Eventually, nothing will make you happier than hearing your owner tell you how pleased she is with you.” 
 
    He didn’t respond. 
 
    It must’ve taken every ounce of control he possessed not to raise his head and glower at her. 
 
    She crouched down and opened the clasp on his muzzle. She pulled the gag away, tossing it to the floor. Then she reached down, touched to the underside of his chin, and peered into his eyes. 
 
    Although Kelly didn’t say anything, she reveled in this moment, at least to the point where he started to speak, “Please, you have to let me out of here. I don’t know what she told you, but I’m not supposed to be a slave.” 
 
    “You’re a boy,” Kelly replied. “You’re definitely supposed to be a slave.” She made it sound like a natural feature of life and reality. “You’re learning that fact, aren’t you?” She sounded genuinely concerned. “Because if you aren’t, I can always help you learn.” She wiggled the controller in front of his face. 
 
    Maybe he thought about reaching out, trying to snatch it from her, but then a healthy dose of fear stopped him. Good. He was learning. 
 
    “Tell me boys need to obey.” 
 
    Clenching his teeth, he pulled his lips back and snarled at her. He probably meant to growl or shout something else. Maybe there was some barbaric snort stored at the back of his throat, but it quickly morphed into a shocked whimper of pain as she pushed the button again. She didn’t aim the controller at him. She didn’t need to. 
 
    He flew back down onto his side, twitching and quivering as the electricity slammed into him. 
 
    “Your owner assured me that this actually won’t damage you, so I can shock you as many times as I want.” 
 
    Then she stopped, and he panted, his chest pumping as he tried to catch his breath. “Get back in position,” she ordered. 
 
    When he didn’t move fast enough, Kelly delivered another dose of agony. It surged through his body, making him kick out, making him slam his fist against the floor, but it persisted until she decided to give him another chance. 
 
    “Back in position,” she commanded again. 
 
    This time, he scrambled to obey and shot back to his knuckles and knees. Red-faced, he dipped his head low. “Nice,” she said. “Face down. Ass up. That’s a good position for you, slave boy.” 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he whispered. He probably assumed she wouldn’t hear. 
 
    “Bad mistake,” Sylvia said from off to the side. She shook her head in apparent disappointment, but it was Kelly who grabbed him by his hair, forced his head up, and flashed him a big smile. His expression shifted, becoming confused. Why would she be smiling? Only then Kelly let go, pushed the button, and snickered as he cried out again. 
 
    Thrown onto his side, he panted like some wild animal, unable to escape. He scrambled up onto his feet, so she pressed the button again, bringing him low and knocking him down to the floor. 
 
    “Did I say you could get up? Did I say you could try to walk away?” Kelly taunted. Down on his side, he didn’t move. 
 
    “That’s better,” she teased. “You need to learn to listen, Anthony. You need to learn to listen to the women around you because we are smarter. Say it.” 
 
    This stubborn boy finally seemed to recognize how things had changed. Maybe deep down he held onto the idea that he might be able to reclaim his former status. But for the moment, he gave her exactly what she wanted. “You’re smarter.” His voice rang out, clear and desperate. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kelly agreed. “I’m smarter than you. Say it.” 
 
    “You’re smarter than me.” He grumbled through every syllable, clearly hating this humiliation but unable to stop it. 
 
    Kelly threw her head back, laughing maniacally. She couldn’t help herself, not when she had fantasized about something like this for so long. 
 
    “Good boy,” she teased. “Now, get on your knees and hold your hands in front of your pelvis.” 
 
    His brows furrowed with confusion. Simultaneously, Kelly could feel Sonja shift uncertainly as well. Without glancing to her boss, Kelly asked, “Anthony, how do you feel about your enslavement?” 
 
    “Do you want an honest answer?” Other trainers may have taken those words as a sign of defiance which would obviously mean he needed to be punished. Not Kelly. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t like it. I don’t want to be enslaved. I—” 
 
    “That’s enough,” she interrupted. Obediently, he stopped talking. She smirked again and continued, “It doesn’t matter if you like this or not. This is the reality of your situation. Now, you need to understand that we control you. We own you. This means we can show you how to enjoy your captivity.” 
 
    “I’m never going to enjoy my captivity,” he growled back at her, but that’s when she crouched down, touched to the underside of his chin, brushed his cheek with her thumb, and chuckled at his naïveté. 
 
    “Boys are so easy to manipulate because you’re so obvious and cannot hide the truth.” 
 
    “What truth?” His voice shook slightly. Despite all of his bravado, he was scared of her. 
 
    Good, Kelly thought. Should be. 
 
    “Stroke yourself for me.” 
 
    Beside her, Sonja giggled, finally understanding what her protégé had in mind. Without acknowledging the other woman, Kelly stared down at him, her gaze piercing as she waited for his defiance to fracture. As far as she was concerned, his surrender was an inevitability. It was only a question of how much punishment he needed before he finally accepted it. 
 
    Anthony turned his head toward the doorway. He probably fantasized a dozen times in as many seconds about leaping to his feet, flashing his hands through the air, and racing toward the door. Instead, he remained on his knees, swallowed back trepidation, and looked up at her again. “Please, don’t make me do this.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Don’t make me masturbate!” 
 
    This time, Kelly just couldn’t help herself. She burst out laughing again. Pretty soon, her sight blurred from raw mirth until she wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes. Then she leaned to down. 
 
    Even now, under the circumstances, his eyes rushed along her cleavage before he met her gaze. 
 
    “Masturbate for me. Show us how you enjoy captivity.” 
 
    “I don’t enjoy it,” he growled. 
 
    She held up the controller, wiggling it a few inches from his face. 
 
    His heart pounded, he took several frantic puffs of air into his lungs, and then he touched to the underside of his scrotum with one hand. With the other, he wrapped his fingers around his shaft and gently squeezed. 
 
    He got stiff almost instantly. 
 
    “You see,” she said. “Even if you don’t like to think about it or admit it, you belong to us. Your body knows the truth. Men were never meant to lead. You were never meant to try to think for yourself. That’s the great mistake society has been making for so long! 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” he complained. 
 
    “It was never meant to be fair. This is about how society needs to be reshaped and reformed.” 
 
    His fingers continued to move along his length. At one point, he squeezed. In the next, he brushed his fingers, just barely stroking that sensitive flesh. Finally, she commanded, “Stop.” He froze. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She zapped him with the press of a button, delivering another burst of electricity. “Don’t ask questions, slave. Obey.” 
 
    He bit down, but then he froze, and he crossed his wrists over the small of his back. 
 
    For her part, Kelly crouched down, reached for his genitals, and watched as he resisted the urge to flinch and turn away. He must have realized how humiliating this would be to have his trainer just casually touch him, but he didn’t see any other options either. 
 
    “Stay right as you are,” she chided, those words a mix of advice and an order. 
 
    Obediently, he remained in place as her fingers brushed along his shaft. She started at the base and worked her single finger up to the tip. Next, she brushed her fingers underneath his scrotum, lightly touching him until she heard that little growl of appreciation from deep within his throat. 
 
    “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “You like being enslaved, don’t you?” 
 
    Clearly, he didn’t want to say it. He didn’t wish to utter those words or grant legitimacy to his captivity, but he saw no other choice. When he couldn’t find any other alternatives, he dipped his head down and said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Say yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Another clench of his jaw delayed his answer for a second or two, but he acquiesced, breaking a little bit at a time, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’re doing great,” Sonja said, although the words could have been directed at Anthony to humiliate him or Kelly to compliment her. 
 
    “Let’s see if you really understand what enslavement means,” Kelly decided. “Come over here and kiss my shoes.” 
 
    “Please, don’t make me.” 
 
    “Not bad,” she said with a condescending nod of her head. “You’re begging. I like that. Do it some more.” 
 
    When their eyes met, he blanched as she grinned at him. This girl was obviously eager to see him broken and tamed. Again and again, he tried to hold out and tell himself that wasn’t possible. He wasn’t an animal or a slave! 
 
    And yet, when he gulped, he didn’t find some secret storage of courage or willpower lodged in the hidden recesses of his psyche. Instead, he glanced down at the controller still in her hand. She could punish him whatever she wanted. It was so easy for her. 
 
    The unfairness galled him, but there was nothing he could do, so he begged. He begged, pleaded, and made her laugh as he said, “Please, please don’t make me kiss your shoes. Please, I don’t want to have to kiss your shoes! We used to be colleagues. We’re classmates!” 
 
    “We were,” she said. “And that was a mistake. Say it.” 
 
    As he studied the law, Anthony always viewed himself as eloquent and intelligent. He would master some of the most difficult concepts, learn to manipulate juries, and exploit loopholes no one else saw. But there he was, on his knees with his hands crossed behind his back about to say, “It was a mistake.” 
 
    “Look at that. He’s blushing!” 
 
    “Lots of boys don’t realize they blush until they get really humiliated,” Sonja explained. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be embarrassed, Anthony. There’s nothing wrong with telling the truth. In fact, say it again.” 
 
    “It was a mistake,” he muttered. 
 
    “What was that?” Kelly asked, practically singing her question. 
 
    “It was a mistake!” 
 
    “Be more specific,” she teased, clarifying her demand. 
 
    He hesitated for another moment, thinking that this was impossible. There was no way he could do it. That defiance flashed across his face, only then he gulped it back, swallowing down those bitterly jagged remnants of his self-respect. “It was a mistake. We were never supposed to be classmates!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because you’re smarter than I am.” 
 
    “And how can you tell?” 
 
    This time, he paused, considering his answer. Different insults probably flashed behind his eyes, all of them self-directed. Good. He was learning. 
 
    “Because I have been enslaved, and you haven’t.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, stroking his head. “Now, touch yourself some more. Consider this to be a reward.” 
 
    “Do I have to?” 
 
    “It would be rude to hold back now,” she said. “You don’t want to be rude, do you?” As she asked, she wiggled the controller a few inches from his eyes again. 
 
    His gaze fixated on the device even as his hands drifted back down toward his cock and balls. He pushed his palm up against the underside of his member, gently stroking his manhood. With his other fingertips, he started to tease that soft skin beneath his scrotum. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said. “I haven’t given you permission to stop.” 
 
    They were using his body against him, forcing him to enjoy his captivity. After all, he could hate this from a purely intellectual standpoint, yet his body was having fresh waves of need and eager anticipation because it felt so good. 
 
    “Stop,” she said. “And this time, crawl over here and kiss my shoes.” 
 
    With an obvious exertion of will, he pulled his hands away, pressed his knuckles to the floor, and crawled back to her. At the last moment, he looked up, straining. She must’ve seemed so tall and domineering as she towered above him, her back straight. 
 
    “This is what inferiority feels like,” she said. “I’m sorry it’s taken someone so long to teach you.” 
 
    His lips parted like he wanted to say something, but she just wagged her finger, silencing him. No, she wasn’t interested in his perspective or anything he had to say. His lips had one and only one use at this moment. 
 
    He dipped his head down, kissing her shoe. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said with a chuckle. “That’s right. Show me you belong on your knees. Show me who you really are.” 
 
    He kissed her shoes, his lips puckered as he made those pathetic little sounds. He kissed her right shoe, then the left. After that, he tried to get away, but she told him to keep going. 
 
    Clearly, he wished he could ask for how long. He wanted a deadline. He wanted some escape route, but Kelly didn’t give him one. Instead, she turned back to Sonja and whispered something. 
 
    She whispered back with a little giggle. Both girls were having so much fun with him. He was like a puppy who needed to be trained, this once proud wolf who’d been brought low. So low. 
 
    “You don’t like kissing my shoes, do you?” He brought his face back up and swung his head from side to side. “Okay,” she said, slipping off the shoe. “Massage my foot instead.” 
 
    His eyes widened at the indignity. And yet, just as he was about to say no, something stopped him. 
 
    His training. 
 
    She slipped her foot from the high heel, letting it drop to the floor. From there, she wiggled her toes in front of his face. “Go on,” she said. 
 
    His nostrils flared and his nose twitched, but he obeyed. His hands practically floated over to her toes. He started petting her, massaging her feet. 
 
    “You can do better than that,” she said. 
 
    Anthony recognized those words for what they really meant. Suddenly, he was trying twice as hard, pressing down against her toes, her heels, and her arches. He worked gently as she smiled down at him with her head tilted to the side. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “But maybe you would do better if you sucked on my big toe.” 
 
    “No. I won’t. No way, no freaking way!” 
 
    “It’s funny when they sound so determined,” Sonja said. 
 
    Kelly just pressed her toes up against his lips. By this point, he could have tried to retreat back, yet he already knew what would happen if he did. 
 
    “Suck,” she ordered. 
 
    He wrapped his lips around her big toe, gently sucking. All the while, he kept massaging her ankle and heel, his fingers pressing down to help her relax. “Very nice,” she said. “Oh, that feels really good.” 
 
    “He looks like he’s good with his mouth,” Sonja said. “How long do you think it would take him to get me off?” 
 
    For a second, Kelly froze, shocked she would hear that sort of question from her boss. But then, Sonja wasn’t like other female employers. She didn’t view this as harassment. She viewed it as her right as a woman. 
 
    “Not long, I bet,” Kelly said. “Should I make him beg for the chance to serve you?” 
 
    On his knees, his lips already occupied, Anthony could only stare up at the two women as they discussed his fate. 
 
    Kelly pulled her foot back and asked, “Anthony, when was the last time you went down on a woman?” 
 
    When he froze, she immediately knew why. “You’ve never done it before, have you?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Are you a virgin?” Sonja wished to know. 
 
    He gave a quick, almost furtive shake of his head. 
 
    That’s when Kelly unleashed another storm of electricity. The volts glanced into his body, electricity sizzling along the nerves just below his skin. It hit him again and again, making him writhe as he fell to the floor. His arms punched out, his feet kicked up, and the two ladies just watched it all as Kelly held the button down. 
 
    When it finally stopped, he didn’t move. 
 
    “You are going to serve me with that mouth of yours,” Sonja announced. “And if you give me anything but your very best, there will be consequences.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted. “Yes, Mistress. I swear, I will do my best.” 
 
    “Before you start, tell us why you’ve never gone down on a girl before.” 
 
    “I thought it was disgusting. I thought it was humiliating.” 
 
    “How about now?” Kelly asked. She crouched down, reached for his cock, and wrapped her fingers around his manhood. She held his most sensitive body part in her hand. “You feel helpless now?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” He cried out as the panic edged into his voice. 
 
    “Good,” she said, stepping back. 
 
    Sonja casually lifted her skirt, she made it out of her panties, and got down on the floor. Kelly could only watch, amazed at how casually the leader of the Read Ravens moved. She spread her legs, slipped her hands behind her head, and said, “Come here right now.” 
 
    With another glance at his former classmate, Anthony crawled to his owner, he lowered his head, and slipped his cheeks between her inner thighs. 
 
    Sonja casually reached out, slid her fingers through his hair, and took a firm grip. Then she forced his lips right down against her sex. 
 
    Standing a discreet distance away, Kelly watched and felt her own juices start to flow. Hot arousal surged through her. She knew she could have asked for Anthony’s mouth between her legs, but she was thinking of someone else: Tyson. 
 
    What would he think of something like this? What would he think of wearing a collar around his neck and serving her? Could he ever call her Mistress? 
 
    Her chest tightened at the very realistic probability: no. Far too often, people got messed up and twisted around by relationships because they clung to foolish hopes. Tyson was a strong, independent man. In a future society, he might be labeled as feisty or rebellious, but men still had a lot of power, so she had to respect him. 
 
    Right? 
 
    “Oh, Anthony. You’re a good slave. I might just keep you for myself. I don’t have to sell you. But maybe I will. Who knows?” Sonja laughed even as the blade between her legs whimpered. 
 
    By this point, he must’ve been eagerly licking, sliding his tongue up and down as he penetrated her. He made her so wet as she enjoyed those sensations coursing and pulsating through her body. At the same time, she moved his head forward and back, tugging on his scalp and making sure he didn’t disappoint. 
 
    Curling her toes, she pressed her heels down against the floor, screamed, and all of the other slaves must have heard it as well. 
 
    Even so, Sonja didn’t care. She finished with him, grabbing him and dragging him by his scalp back to the shackles. 
 
    “Please, no. Please, just let me go,” he begged. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll let you out again. I’m sure I’ll want some more later on,” she said, grabbing his forearms and shoving them into the shackles. They locked automatically, trapping him. She pushed his feet against the wall, and the anklets engaged. There. He was trapped all over again. 
 
    She slipped the muzzle back over his face, clasping it into position. 
 
    Finally satisfied, Sonja turned back to her protégé. “This is what female supremacy is all about,” she promised. 
 
    Kelly grinned, but her own doubts lingered at the back of her mind as she pictured one handsome male. Tyson, the guy who might be her boyfriend. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 4: The Interrogation 
 
    “Do you want to see something really amazing? It isn’t here, but we can still watch the show from my office.” 
 
    “What is it?” Kelly asked as the two ladies stepped away from the holding/training facility underneath Sonja’s building. 
 
    From the outside, the skyscraper looked normal, like any other office building. Sure, it was nice with the black stone and expensive façades. The mirrored windows could have hidden anything, yet to the women and men down on the street could never suspect this place housed a cadre of female supremacists. 
 
    “Follow me,” Sonja instructed. 
 
    As Kelly scurried to keep up, she grinned and thought about how much fun this was. 
 
    They took the elevator back up to the top floor where Sonya and her chief lieutenants worked. Outside of Sonja’s office, Maggie typed away at some message or tracked some important piece of information. 
 
    Sonja and Kelly headed inside. 
 
    “Main screen,” Sonja called out. One of the hidden smart speakers registered her voice, and that’s when a large projection appeared on the far wall. Kelly turned, confused for a second, but then she saw a naked man. He had his hands cuffed behind his back and another collar around his neck. Unlike those downstairs, he didn’t have a muzzle over his mouth. 
 
    For a second, Kelly wondered if this was some kind of erotic video, only he slowly turned to the left, then the right. 
 
    “Ladies,” came a voice from offscreen, “This is the kind of deal you won’t see every day. Luke here is strong, healthy, and determined to avoid any kind of meaningful punishment. He will eagerly serve you. Keep him as a house pet, a servant boy, or take him to work and promote him to assistant or secretary. He’s smart enough to do basic office work, plus he won’t get in any trouble. He has already been implanted with one of our tracking chips, so he knows running away would be foolish. Isn’t that right, Luke?” 
 
    The naked man gulped nervously and bobbed his head down and up. 
 
    “Let’s start the bidding at one thousand,” said the auctioneer. 
 
    Sonja stepped up behind Kelly and said, “This is live.” 
 
    “Where is it happening?” 
 
    “At an undisclosed location,” she replied before chuckling. “Actually, we have auction houses throughout the country and overseas.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Why are you so surprised?” 
 
    “Because this is technically illegal,” she said, only to stop, wondering if she might offend her new employer. 
 
    “True,” Sonja replied. “But so is speeding.” 
 
    “They’re not exactly the same.” 
 
    Down at the bottom of the screen, the current price appeared. It may have started at one thousand, but it quickly rose: two thousand, three, four, five thousand. Kelly pressed her lips together as she watched, wondering how much Luke would go for. 
 
    “No,” Sonja replied. “They aren’t the same. When you speed, you aren’t making the world a better place.” A smile split her lips, and she burst out laughing. 
 
    This time, Kelly couldn’t quite help herself. She joined in. 
 
    “Okay, so maybe the illegality isn’t such a big deal. But what about the demand? Do you really have that many people who have the money and inclination to buy so many boys that you need a bunch of different auction houses?” 
 
    “Actually, yes,” Sonja replied. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” Kelly said, although she could tell her boss wasn’t. 
 
    “Not at all. Stop and think about it. Every year, lots of people disappear. And every year, lots of people make money. Besides, wouldn’t you like to own a slave if you had the opportunity?” 
 
    “Yes,” Kelly said. “But I think we are both pretty different.” 
 
    “It might be a little bit difficult to wrap your mind around, but stop and think about it. Ignore the economics for a second and just think about the historical framework.” 
 
    Since Kelly didn’t know what she meant, she waited for some explanation, determined to learn. 
 
    Besides, Sonja seemed to enjoy these little lectures. “Today, lots of people assume that slavery is this weird anathema, something that is never supposed to exist. But if you go back throughout human history, slavery was the norm. The last hundred and fifty years have been the weird part. We have, as a species, only decided that slavery might be a bad idea very, very recently.” 
 
      
 
    It was true. 
 
    From thousands of years ago up until just the last two centuries or so, people owned one another. It was taken as a given. 
 
    “And you know what the really tragic and obnoxious part is?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “No. What?” 
 
    “Slavery might feel weird and sound strange, but it never actually went away.” Sonja turned away from the screen, strolled back over to the windows, and gazed out upon the city. “There is still a very illegal trade in every kind of person. Women are enslaved.” Her nostrils twitched, and her fingers pushed down into a pair of fists. “That’s one more reason why I do what I do. Women are more likely to be exploited than men. That’s unacceptable.” 
 
    She turned back to her protégé. “Kelly, slavery isn’t fundamentally bad. I like to think of it as owning animals. If you own an animal and take care of him, then you have every right to keep him.” 
 
    Kelly didn’t disagree. 
 
    “Even if you don’t call it slavery,” Sonja continued, “We have this exact same arrangement in lots of places across the world. There are Middle Eastern countries where they bring in immigrants, refuse to pay them, take away their passports, and hold them until the job is done. Isn’t that slavery? Or what about the industries that depend on subsistence labor? Sure, those employees can theoretically leave whenever they want, but if there aren’t any other jobs or choices, is that real freedom?” 
 
    “You make a compelling argument,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Sonja gave a slight bow of her head. “I’ve been thinking about this a lot. Maybe I’ll write a book someday.” She chuckled before continuing, “You want to watch the rest of the auction?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Kelly agreed, practically panting with anticipation. 
 
    The boys were trotted out one after another, made to perform tricks. Some of them crawled around on the floor just as Anthony had done. Others performed. This part surprised Kelly quite a bit. One young man actually came out with a violin. Naked and with the collar around his neck, he brought the bow up to those strings, and he performed. There were women around him, studying him, watching and evaluating him. Another young man, this one the most athletic by far, flexed his muscles, ran in place, did push-ups, then sit-ups. Ladies from the audience hooted and laughed at him as he performed. 
 
    “You know, it won’t be long before you’re earning enough money to buy one of these boys,” Sonja said. 
 
    “That’s pretty amazing to think about,” Kelly grinned at the prospect. But then she thought of Tyson, and some of the excitement faded away. 
 
    “You’re thinking about your boy, aren’t you?” 
 
    “That’s the problem. He’s not my boy.” 
 
    Sonja watched Kelly for a few more seconds before turning back to the screen. Within moments, they were both laughing and enjoying the show, watching as one young man after another came out and faced the special humiliation of being purchased by some anonymous female: his new owner. 
 
      
 
    One of Sonja’s personal drivers gave Kelly a ride back to her apartment. When she got out and walked down the halls and up the stairs, she felt so strange as she looked around. 
 
    One of her neighbors, a guy who played video games late into the night walked by her. He didn’t say anything, but his eyes moved up her legs and along her chest. He was checking her out and didn’t bother to hide it. 
 
    This was the rest of the world, Kelly thought. This was a world where the men haven’t learned to obey their betters. 
 
    Her nostrils flared, and Kelly wondered if maybe she should ask Sonja about that neighbor. Perhaps the Red Ravens could make another acquisition… 
 
    At her door, Kelly grinned, grateful for that release. But just as she started to slide the key into the lock, her phone started to vibrate. She picked it up when she saw Tyson’s name on the screen. She probably should have hesitated. She should have stopped and considered exactly what her strategy would be, but she couldn’t help herself. 
 
    “Hey,” she chirped, sounding girly and feminine and so very excited. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I know it’s a very last minute, but do feel like hanging out?” 
 
    “Yes!” Kelly flinched, grimaced, and pushed her back up against of the wall outside of her apartment door as she brought her hand up over her eyes. Stupid, stupid, stupid. She just sounded way too loud and way too eager. 
 
    “Awesome. Would you like me to take you out? Maybe we can go see a movie and get something to eat?” 
 
    “When?” Kelly asked as she imagined what it would be like to see this gorgeous boy and eat dinner with him in public, plus maybe sitting in a darkened room with lots of other people for hours on end. 
 
    After training Anthony and witnessing that auction, her body was keyed up. Her skin tingled, and there was that warm, moist delicious heat between her legs. She needed to touch herself, to relax and climax a couple times. 
 
    “How about right now?” 
 
    “Would you like to come over and hang out?” Kelly asked. Her eyes widened. Did she really say those words? 
 
    “I’d love to come over.” Obviously. He was a guy. And now he thought he’d get lucky. 
 
    Even if this wasn’t what she meant, she still found herself nibbling on her bottom lip as the excitement flared through her body. “See you soon,” she said, unlocking her door and stepping inside. 
 
      
 
    This was dumb. Kelly stepped back into her apartment, glanced around, and immediately wanted to start cleaning. She bristled at the thought, thinking this was ridiculous. She had just come from a building filled with female supremacists, yet these old impulses still swept through her. 
 
    In spite of everything she believed, she tidied up. Halfway through, she smiled, thinking she definitely needed a slave. 
 
    But then, would it be Tyson? Could it be? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    After she straightened out the cover on her couch, ran the vacuum along the floor, and put a dirty cup back in the sink, she quickly rushed back to her room, wondering exactly how much time she had. When she checked out her reflection, she grimaced, thinking she looked way to professional. 
 
    Office Barbie popped into her head. 
 
    This wasn’t fair. 
 
    Despite all of her beliefs, she was still looking at herself like some overly critical, insecure girl. 
 
    Straightening her back, she made a pair of fists, stretched her arms down toward her thighs, and exhaled. No. Not anymore. She would not allow herself to freak out. She would not behave this way. 
 
    No more. 
 
    With that promise buzzing through her head, she grabbed her favorite pair of jeans and a simple, pale blue tank top. She pulled them both on, ran her fingers through her hair, grabbed a scrunchy, and pulled her tresses into a simple ponytail. 
 
    What about makeup? 
 
    Maybe just a little bit… 
 
    She put on some lipstick, a little bit of eye shadow, and then she smacked her lips together. Smiling at her reflection, she nodded to herself. This wasn’t so bad. 
 
    That’s when she heard him knocking on the door. 
 
      
 
    Kelly rushed to the front door, stopped, and waited. She breathed out slowly, determined not to look like she had just run. Then she opened it and saw him. “Tyson,” she said as the desire ran through her voice. 
 
    “Hi,” he said. “I brought a bottle of wine.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she took the chilled glass and set it by the door. Then she reached out. She took him by the hand. 
 
    When she saw him, she suddenly knew exactly what she craved most of all. 
 
    Refusing to act like some timid girl, she tugged, gently pulling him closer. Then she pressed herself up onto the balls of her feet as she leaned in to kiss him. 
 
    He touched her cheek, tilted his face down, and kissed her right back. It felt so good. There were probably supposed to be pretenses of watching a movie or making some conversation, yet her body ached for this, and she could already feel his erection pressing against her. 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Fresh waves of excited desire pounded down against her, so Kelly savored this. Within moments, they ended up on the couch, lying together. Her arms were wrapped around him, his around her. They kissed, their lips finding one another. 
 
    “This is amazing,” he said during one of those momentary pauses when they pulled apart to breathe. 
 
    “I kind of like you too,” she said, grinning. 
 
    The corners around his eyes crinkled as he fought the urge to smile back. He lost to the inevitable, grinned, and said, “Thank you for letting me come over.” 
 
    “No problem,” she said as another idea jumped into her head. 
 
    The couch wasn’t terribly wide, but she pushed on his shoulder, nudging him onto his back. Then she climbed on top, straddled him, and leaned in. She brushed her lips against his. They made out like this for seconds, minutes, longer. She lost herself to the dark of her eyelids, the feel of his body between her calves, and the heat rumbling at her core. 
 
    With every second, Kelly knew what she really, really desired. She wanted to grab him by the hand, take him back to her bedroom, and tie him down. She didn’t even care about the equipment: she didn’t need to use dog collars, handcuffs, or ropes. She’d be content to pin him down, take him, rip off his pants, and ride him hard. She wanted to hear him pant beneath her, gasping as he surrendered to her. 
 
    It would be amazing to envelop him, to slide the walls of her pussy around his shaft and own him in the most intimate way imaginable. 
 
    But then he grabbed her, spun her down onto her back, and now he grabbed her wrists and held them over her head. He pressed down, grinning ferociously. 
 
    Kelly opened her mouth, paused, and then felt as he leaned in to kiss her again. 
 
    No, no, no, this wasn’t right. 
 
    She tried to push him back, but her attempts were halfhearted at best. It felt so good to get held like this. She loved the way he kissed her. Then he pulled away from her mouth went for the side of her neck. He gently flicked the tip of his tongue against her sensitive flesh, which sent thrills of desire just below her stomach. 
 
    “You feel so good,” he whispered into her ear. 
 
    “This is amazing,” she confessed. With every breath, she could have told him to lie on his side or even get down on his back. But she didn’t. Instead, she let him get away with this! 
 
    Desire, guilt, and frustration mixed together as she tried to comprehend precisely what was happening. 
 
    Then she remembered Anthony, the angry expression on his face, and she grinned. “Get on your back for me,” she said, her voice breathy and husky. 
 
    He sat up straight. Still straddling her, he glanced down, a look of confusion on his face. 
 
    “Get on your back for me,” she said with a little bit more confidence. 
 
    “Oh, and strip.” 
 
    Strip? Really? 
 
    His eyes glowed with unused delight as he stood up. He pulled off his shirt, revealing the contours of muscle. Next, he kicked off his shoes, pulled off his socks, and removed his pants. He did all of this without any kind of self-conscious hesitation. 
 
    He didn’t look like some guy on a magazine cover, but he didn’t need to either. Instead, he moved with the easy grace and confidence so many women appreciated. 
 
    Before he could get on his back, Kelly giggled and said, “I changed my mind.” She didn’t even see how his expression may have changed when she grabbed him by his hand. She placed her fingers next to his, pulled, and practically skipped back to the bedroom. 
 
    He was laughing behind her when she turned him around, put her hands on his chest, and shoved. He allowed himself to fall onto his back. 
 
    “I’m going to be on top,” she promised as she scrambled to climb on top of him. 
 
    “We will see about that,” he shot back, still grinning. As far as he was concerned, this was nothing but a game. He had no idea what the stakes could be. 
 
    This time, she grabbed his wrist, pushed him down, and held him in place. Distantly, Kelly knew he could probably shove her back, roll her over, and take whatever he wanted. But her eyes locked on his, and she held him down with nothing but the force of her will. 
 
    “You know what I want,” she said, her voice shifting to a whisper. And just like that, he stopped struggling. 
 
    She grinned, rewarded him with another kiss. She pressed her body to his, only to sit up about a minute later. She grabbed his hands and pulled them up to her chest. “Massage me,” she said. 
 
    Tyson obliged, his fingers moving along the fabric of her shirt. Despite the layers, he sensed the stiffness of her nipples as his digits played with the soft give of her mounds. 
 
    “I like being on top,” she said. 
 
    “Have you ever been on your back?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” Kelly teased as she lifted her chin. 
 
    “Yes, please,” he tossed back. 
 
    “Oh, are you begging?” 
 
    His eyes blazed as he stared right back up at her. “I don’t beg.” 
 
    “We will see about that,” she grabbed his wrists and pushed down again. She kissed him, rubbing herself on him. She moved her thigh along his crotch, gently teasing his shaft. 
 
    Within moments, he started to moan. 
 
    “Want to start begging?” 
 
    “I will beg,” he promised, his voice strained as he struggled to navigate that storm of competing impulses and desires. 
 
    “Just give in,” she said. Kelly started giggling, girlish sounds caressing his eardrums. He had heard girls giggle and laugh often throughout his life. Like so many boys, those notes intoxicated him like an aural narcotic. 
 
    “For you, anything,” he said. 
 
    Kelly heard those words, stopped, studied him, and couldn’t move. But then she realized how much she loved hearing that, how she wanted more. This was just the hunger of a female supremacist taking some boy. It evolved into something else as she leaned down and kissed him again, her hands on his cheeks as she savored the feel of his body. 
 
    Distantly, she had hungered for the chance to tie him down, but now she didn’t care. He would give her whatever she wanted, so now she wanted to make him feel good. 
 
    They kissed, and she slipped her hand between his legs. Her fingers moved along his scrotum, up to the base of his shaft. She teased his tip, gently giving him the caresses she hoped he would enjoy. Judging from those little, barely suppressed moans, she was succeeding. 
 
    “You feel so good,” she said. “I love having underneath me just like this.” 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered back. 
 
    Kelly jerked her head up, shocked by those three words. 
 
    With a nervous gulp, he looked up at her as he waited. Then he started to say something. He was going to take it back, but she used her other hand, touched a finger to his lips, and said, “Be quiet.” 
 
    Surprisingly he shut up. 
 
    This was power, she thought. But it was different. It wasn’t based on shackles or shock collars. Before she knew it, a goofy smile spread across her lips as she said, “I love you too.” 
 
    That’s when she slipped down between his legs, licked her lips, and wondered if she would really do this. Based on her political beliefs, she never should have gone down on a guy, but she wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to give him this gift. 
 
    With her heart pounding, she gently touched her tongue to his base, and licked him. She tasted. She experienced the taste of his excitement on the tip of her tongue. Then she wrapped her lips around his circumference and sucked, gently pulling on him like he was a lollipop. 
 
    More appreciative growls vibrated from his chest. She moved her head forward and back as she sucked on the boy she loved. 
 
    Other girls would have refused. Other girls would have said this was gross or embarrassing, but Kelly didn’t care. She kept going, moving her lips up and down until he finally panted out, “Stop.” 
 
    With hungry eyes, she studied him. She climbed back up on top of him, only this time she kissed his chest, his neck, and she pulled back. He had probably relaxed just enough. 
 
    “I’m taking you,” she said. 
 
    That’s when she lowered herself down. With one hand around his base, she guided the tip of his member up toward her opening. She took him, enveloping him just as she had planned. She closed her eyes, straightened her back, and savored the feel of his body inside of her. 
 
    “Mine,” she said. 
 
    At first, she took him slowly, claiming him inch by inch as her body adjusted and she stretched to accommodate his girth. But once she had him, she moved up, then down, all as she reveled in the heat and friction of their bodies moving against one another. 
 
    This was amazing, perfect, everything she could have desired. She pumped him, moving up and down. She took him, claiming him as her own. 
 
    “This is how we have sex,” she announced. “You’re on your back, and I’m in control.” 
 
    “Maybe this time,” he allowed. 
 
    She shook her head, letting her hair flutter against her shoulders. “Not just this time. Every time.” She giggled, and he was about to say something else, but she touched a finger to his lips, silencing him again. This time, he was quiet, but he looked aggravated. 
 
    Too bad for him. 
 
    She pumped him harder and faster, letting their bodies glide against one another as the pleasure mounted, becoming more and more powerful. She pushed down, savoring him. She took him one more time, looking down into his eyes. Then she pushed forward and growled, “Now!” 
 
    He lost control. As her slit tightened around his member, she claimed his manhood. She arched her back, rolled her toes, and pushed down against the mattress. She panted, taking one breath after another, every frantic pulse after another an echo of the overwhelming heat shooting through her. 
 
    This was incredible, amazing, so much better than anything she imagined. 
 
    As the ecstasy swept through her, Kelly stopped thinking about anything and everything else. She savored the feel of having this boy on his back beneath her. Then she kissed him again, and everything clicked perfectly. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    He was on his back with one hand under his head. She was cuddled up to him and rested against his shoulder. 
 
    “That was incredible,” she said. “Thank you.” 
 
    “About what I said before,” he told her. 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything,” she said. “It was the heat of the moment.” 
 
    “No,” he replied faster than she expected. “That’s not what I’m saying. I’m saying I meant it. I really care about you.” His voice trailed off, like he wanted to say more but didn’t know if he needed to stop. 
 
    “I really care about you too.” This time, it was her turn. She inhaled, took a breath, and admitted the truth, “I’m in love with you.” Basking in the warmth of his body in the boundaries of her bedroom, she didn’t need to think about her job or the politics at all. 
 
    “Can I say it again?” 
 
    She giggled and nodded her head. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” she said, leaning in to kiss him. 
 
    This was crazy. Was this crazy? Kelly decided she didn’t care. It felt right. She had known him for a couple of days, but that was enough. That was all she needed. 
 
    As those thoughts swirled through her head, she relaxed against him. He absentmindedly ran his fingers along the top of her head, then her neck. 
 
    Pretty soon, he drifted off to sleep. Kelly pulled away, looked down at him, and marveled that she could have this man. 
 
    That’s when she picked up on the sound of something buzzing. Her phone. 
 
    For a few seconds, she was tempted to just leave things as they were. Whoever was calling, she could handle it later. But as the seconds ticked by, Kelly couldn’t ignore that niggling doubt. She slipped out from underneath his arm, grabbed her panties, pulled them back up. She felt so naughty as she headed back to her purse and took out her phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Please hold for Sonja,” came the clipped, professional tones of Sonya’s assistant, Maggie. 
 
    Kelly waited patiently. 
 
    “Hello, Kelly,” Sonja said, sounding more focused than usual. “I think you and I should talk.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “We have a problem.” 
 
    Kelly glanced back at her bedroom door. Right then and there, she needed to make a decision. Would she tell Sonja that she couldn’t go out? Or would she handle this professional responsibility, whatever it turned out to be? 
 
    “I’ll be right over.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly grabbed a piece of paper, a pen, and she scribbled out a little note for him. She wrote about her emergency at work and quickly headed outside. By the time she made it to the curb, the rideshare was waiting for her. 
 
    Kelly had pulled on a charcoal gray dress and some tights. She didn’t feel especially professional, especially with her tousled hair, but she did what she could in the backseat of her ride as she headed downtown. 
 
    By this point, the building was mostly empty, but Kelly didn’t mind. She made her way past of the security guard, got stopped at the elevator, and had to ask someone to escort her up to see Sonja. 
 
    The guard was polite, but she didn’t say very much. 
 
    That was fine with Kelly; she had to figure this out. As they drove, she considered the different scenarios and what may have gone wrong. Why would Sonja need a lawyer this late in the evening? 
 
    Considering her lines of business, there were too many possibilities to consider. 
 
    When Kelly finally entered Sonja’s office, she found the leader of the Red Ravens typing away, her fingers clicking on the keys as she dealt with one issue or another. 
 
    “Come in,” Sonja said. “Jacqueline, you can go.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.” The guard disappeared, closing the door behind her. Now Kelly stood there, almost breathless as she wondered precisely what this would all mean. 
 
    “Have a seat,” Sonja said. Her tone was different this time. She didn’t sound like an older sister. Instead, she assumed the mantle of authority. 
 
    Kelly grabbed the chair, sat down, and made sure to keep her back straight. Once in place, she asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Tell me about him?” 
 
    “Who? Tyson?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sonja replied, her tone sleek and dangerous. 
 
    Kelly could feel some moisture slip into her mouth as she tried to figure out what this was all about. 
 
    “He’s my boyfriend,” Kelly said. “I’ve known him for a few days. He seems a really nice guy.” She left the last part unsaid, And I love him. 
 
    “What does he do for a living?” 
 
    “We haven’t really gotten into that,” Kelly said. “He told me that he has a lot of family money.” 
 
    Sonja’s eyes narrowed as she studied Kelly for several long seconds. “I like to believe I’m a very good judge of character, but I’m having a hard time reading you right now.” 
 
    “Please, can you just tell me what’s going on? I’m sure I can help.” 
 
    Sonja continued to stare, her blue eyes fixated on Kelly for the next seconds: one, two, three, four… 
 
    All the while, Kelly looked back. She tried to match her bosses stare, only to turn away and glance down toward the floor within a few more heartbeats. Like it or not, she would never be as fearsome as this woman. 
 
    Finally, Sonja chortled, whistling between her teeth as she nodded back toward her screen. “Take a look at this.” She turned the monitor around so Kelly could now see it. 
 
    As a young attorney, Kelly thought she had an excellent poker face. Part of her training back in law school included schooling her features to make sure she didn’t seem overly emotional. Courtrooms were places of protocol and logic, so random impulses couldn’t be allowed. In fact, some of the exercises actually broke a few of her classmates. One guy ended up shouting. Two other girls broke down and started crying as their teacher interrogated them. 
 
    But now, Kelly’s lips parted, her jaw falling open as her eyes widened. She took it all in, every line of text and every pixel. 
 
    “This can’t be right,” she said. 
 
    “It is,” Sonja said. “My people are very, very good. For the amount of money I spend on these assets, they had better be.” 
 
    “But this says he’s a government agent!” Kelly squinted as she focused in on one particular part. “CIS? I’ve never even heard of that department.” 
 
    “There’s a lot regular citizens don’t hear about,” Sonja replied. The corner of her mouth ticked upward as she resisted the urge to smile. 
 
    “What do they do?” 
 
    “Exactly? I don’t know. I don’t think very many people do. But I’ve never butted heads with them before.” 
 
    “That’s good, isn’t it?” 
 
    “No,” Sonja said with a slow, deliberate shake of her head. For the first time since meeting this criminal queen, Kelly sensed disappointment in the other woman’s voice. “If we had though, I would know all about them. I would understand exactly what it might take to break them and what had been done to our agenda. The FBI, the IRS, the NSA and CIA all have relationships with the Red Ravens. CIS? I don’t know anything about them, and that makes them dangerous. Very, very dangerous.” 
 
    “He can’t work for them,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I trust him,” Kelly meant to say, but she stopped herself at the last moment for one very good reason: she understood exactly how naïve those words would have sounded. 
 
    Realizing she didn’t want to sound like some lovesick teenager, Kelly tried again. “He doesn’t seem like the type.” Lame. And yet, she didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    “Take a few minutes and examine the information for yourself. Maggie just emailed you the file.” 
 
    Kelly’s phone buzzed, so she pulled it out. With one trembling hand, she unlocked her screen and started to look through the email. The file was larger than she expected. 
 
    “How long have you been following him?” 
 
    “Long enough,” Sonja answered. 
 
    “You make that a regular habit?” 
 
    “I’m seeing a potential attorney? Absolutely.” 
 
    Kelly directed her attention down at the screen. “Would you like me to do this here or somewhere else?” 
 
    “Here is fine.” 
 
    With that, Sonja pulled the computer screen back to face her. Within seconds, she started typing again, dealing with some problem or business opportunity. In the meantime, Kelly exhaled slowly. She sat up, told herself to focus, and concentrated entirely on the small screen in the palm of her hand. 
 
    She started reading, looking for some kind of mistake or inconsistency because she couldn’t believe that the nice guy who helped her out in the club could possibly be an agent. 
 
    At the same time, Kelly started to think through the timeline. Right after Sonja made contact with her, he wandered into her life. Tyson was there, tall and handsome and ready to say all the right things to get her attention. He was sweet, affectionate, and devoted. 
 
    Was he manipulating her? 
 
    They had sex. 
 
    Kelly wished that could mean something, but then she had this terrible flash of imagination. She pictured Tyson back at some office building during the day surrounded by guys in suits. Maybe he would talk about how he banged his asset, seducing her and having crazy good sex. 
 
    Kelly had given him a blow job. 
 
    She had opened up, even admitting that she loved him. 
 
    Flicking her finger along the screen, she kept reading. More and more, she felt the urge to speed up, to scan as fast as she could, all in the hopes of spotting some error to prove his innocence. 
 
    Within ten minutes, Kelly arrived at the final page. 
 
    Nothing. No errors. No mistakes. Nothing obvious. There had been pictures, both color and black and white. She saw his photo from the CIS when he was first recruited, information about his real life, and even several videos. She saw it all, studied it, and wished for some ridiculous explanation. Like maybe he had an evil twin, yet Kelly knew that wasn’t true. 
 
    Tyson was a government agent, and he had seduced her to get close to the Red Ravens. 
 
      
 
    Throat clenching, Kelly expected her eyes to water. She thought she would need to excuse herself, rush to the bathroom, weep for a few minutes, and then dab her makeup and try to come back. She could only hope her boss would ignore her puffy eyes. 
 
    But that didn’t happen. Her eyes didn’t water, and the back of her throat didn’t suddenly clench with the need to start bawling. Instead, Kelly inhaled slowly, tightened her brows, and asked one simple question. “What can we do?” 
 
    Sonja rolled out from behind her computer screen, placed her fingers together, and touched the tips of her pointers to her lips as she considered the different strategies. “We have a few different options. We could pursue this through back channels. I don’t know the CIS right now, but we have lines to the President’s chief of staff, plus numerous senators.” 
 
    “If there’s such a quiet operation, would they even care?” 
 
    “Congress will always be important because they approve funding,” Sonja replied. “That will always be a truism of American government.” 
 
    “What are the other options?” Kelly nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She knew exactly what she hoped Sonja might reveal, yet she couldn’t bring it up herself. She was too new to this world. 
 
    “Violence,” Sonja said. 
 
    Kelly didn’t answer, but she bit down. She knew her feelings could be discerned quite easily from her expression. Kelly hated this. Another flare of aggravation flashed through her body because she didn’t want to look like some schoolgirl with a crush. 
 
    “Generally, I like to avoid violence,” Sonja said. 
 
    “What about the basement?” 
 
    “Are you suggesting something?” Sonja asked. 
 
    Kelly understood that this was absolutely insane of her, yet it didn’t feel like she controlled her lips or her body as she sat there and said, “Could you use your resources to have him apprehended?” 
 
    “Normally, I would say no. But if we could lure him out into the right spot, taking care of him would be quite easy.” 
 
    “What would that mean?” 
 
    “We would take him downstairs, train him, and eventually sell him off.” 
 
    Kelly heard those words and felt something inside of her clench because that should have been impossible. 
 
    And yet, she pushed her fingertips down against her palms and said, “Let’s do it.” 
 
    If Kelly had been overly presumptuous, Sonja didn’t seem to mind. In fact, the leader of the Red Ravens smiled. That was never good news for any male. 
 
      
 
    The next day, Kelly sat outside of the café. She had on the same snug dress from her last meeting with Sonja. Across the street, the black van waited. Inside were Red Raven operatives, all getting ready for this operation. 
 
    Kelly kept waiting for her body to come down, yet the adrenaline pulsated through her veins, kicking along with her frantic pulse. It was strange, being so nervous and scared all while sitting in a public place. 
 
    Around her, office workers strolled to work or enjoyed their lunch breaks. Cars drove by, and everything seemed so normal, so average. But here she was, waiting to see her boyfriend…waiting to trap her boyfriend. 
 
    For the fifth time, Kelly pulled out her phone to check the text conversation. 
 
    Hey, sorry I had to bail yesterday. I hope that wasn’t too awkward. I had a really good time with you. 
 
    No problem, he wrote back. When can I see you again? 
 
    How about today? Have you ever been to Dominic’s? They have some of the best pizza in the city. 
 
    Dominic’s is one of my favorite spots! Meet you there at noon? 
 
    Absolutely, Kelly replied before handing her phone back to Sonja. 
 
    Sonja examined the texts as she searched for some hidden meaning, sign of betrayal, or perhaps proof that Tyson had figured out what was going on. Eventually, she handed the device back to Kelly and said, “Arrive a few minutes early. Sit outside, and when he gets there, tell him you want to go for a walk. A couple blocks away, there’s an alley. If you turn there, we will be ready.” 
 
    “Understood,” Kelly replied, working hard to keep her expression neutral and detached as though she did this kind of thing all the time. 
 
    Back in high school, there had been long conversations between her and her friends about what they wanted to do, both in college and after. One girl, Anna, had said she wanted to be an FBI agent. As far as she was concerned, it would mean getting to wear a cool earpiece, protect the country, and maybe hunt serial killers or something. 
 
    As far as Kelly had been concerned, those cool sounding jobs never worked out the way you expected. She figured FBI agents probably spent most of their time filling out forms and handling paperwork. 
 
    But there she was, “undercover” and part of an operation. Granted, Kelly never pictured herself working for a female supremacist group. 
 
    “Hey,” Tyson said, coming in and kissing her on the cheek. She flinched, practically jumping up. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Tyson asked, seeming genuinely concerned. “I didn’t mean to startle you.” 
 
    With a nervous gulp, Kelly shook her head. “No. I’m fine,” she replied. “Everything is good.” 
 
    “You sure? You look nervous.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” she said. Realizing those words may have sounded too harsh, she tried again. She smoothed the anxiety from her face and smiled at him. “Hey, I know the pizza here is really good, but I’m not really that hungry yet. You feel a going for a walk?” 
 
    Once the words were out of her mouth, he seemed to study her. What was he doing? 
 
    He’s trying to figure out the right thing to say to make sure you stay wrapped around his little finger. He wants to make sure you are in love with him so he can get access to your work files and information. He’s using you! 
 
    Those thoughts solidified her resolve, yet Kelly still endured the humiliation of sitting there and smiling like some cheerful girlfriend. 
 
    “That sounds good,” he said. He rose from the seat across from her, held out his hand like a gentleman, and waited. 
 
    Kelly really, really didn’t want to touch him, not here and not now, not like this. 
 
    Until this point, Kelly had never understood the blind rage so many girls felt when it came to cheating and infidelity. Back in college, one of her friends had been cheated upon and spent about a month in her dorm room, crying and throwing an enormous tantrum. It all seemed bizarre to Kelly. The guy had been a jerk, sure, but it wasn’t that big a deal. Now she tried to tell herself those same rational points, except it didn’t work. 
 
    Kelly really cared about him. She had to keep from looking at him too hard. She didn’t want her eyes to start tearing up. That would give her away. 
 
    So she shoved down her revulsion, took his strong hand in hers, and they got up. She walked a little bit faster than normal. 
 
    “This is such a beautiful part of town,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, it is.” At the next intersection, he tried to guide her to the left. Instead, she pulled and said, “Hey, there is this old house down the way. Can I show it to you?” 
 
    “Definitely,” he said. 
 
    Kelly glanced over her shoulder. The dark van from the other side of the street remained there as though it had been abandoned. Even so, Kelly held onto the hope that the Red Ravens were still watching her, protecting her. 
 
    “So is everything okay at work?” 
 
    “It was fine,” Kelly answered. “Just some work stuff.” 
 
    “You know, since your boss said you had a week off until you’re supposed to start, she still likes to call you a lot.” He smiled down at her as he made the complaint. He didn’t sound like a manipulative jackass. No, he seemed more like a loving boyfriend. 
 
    For a second, Kelly almost wanted to believe him, to throw herself into the fantasy that she had met in this perfect guy. Maybe there was no such thing. Or maybe perfect men simply had to be trained. 
 
    With a nonchalant shrug, Kelly told him, “She does, but it’s fine. To be honest, when I first got hired after taking the bar exam, I didn’t think I would get this kind of attention.” 
 
    “What does she do again?” 
 
    His hand felt so good as he gave her a little squeeze. Too often, guys got shy or nervous about showing affection in public. But like so many other girls, Kelly loved it. She loved what it meant and what could be. 
 
    They kept walking, and that’s when they came to the alley. “Oh, I think we have to go down this way. It’s a shortcut.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” For the first time, he sounded genuinely skeptical. He stopped, his feet planted against the concrete. 
 
    Kelly had no idea what would happen if their plan failed, so she stepped forward, spun around, and laughed. This time, she didn’t act like a well educated attorney. Instead, she flipped her hair and looked so feminine and so silly. 
 
    “Totally! C’mon! I really want to show you this place. I guess there’s a story about it or something.” She shrugged. “Like maybe someone got killed there ten years ago, and it’s supposed to be haunted.” 
 
    Kelly turned and jogged ahead, feeling awkward and silly and manipulative all at the same time. She waited, tossed a glance over her shoulder and saw him chase after her. “I’m going to catch you!” 
 
    Those were the last words he said as a free man. “I’m going to catch you!” 
 
      
 
    The Red Ravens burst from the fences. Kelly had no idea how this worked. Perhaps Sonja’s agents had prepared the spot ahead of time. Maybe they just went running through people’s yards. Either way, four of these women rushed out. 
 
    They had on nondescript black jumpsuits. They grabbed him. Two went for his arms, yanking them behind his back. Another two held batons and struck behind his knees, forcing him down to the ground. 
 
    Stunned by the outburst, Tyson thrashed from side to side, throwing his body to the left and right. He tried to kick out. One of the agents pulled out some zip cords. Once they got them around his wrists and ankles, he would be helpless. Unable to run, unable to fight, they would have him. 
 
    Only then he shot to the left, his shoulder slamming into one of the female supremacists. She stumbled back, thrown off balance by the impact. He darted toward Kelly, running fast. 
 
    Kelly began to take several steps back as though she didn’t know what was happening. Another one of the women pulled out a stun gun. She aimed and fired, but the electrified pincers missed. They shot to his right. 
 
    Another one of the agents took out her stunner. She aimed, fired, and hit him in the shoulder. Electricity blasted from her battery, along the wires, and straight into his flesh. He stumbled, stunned. He twitched on the ground, yet he somehow had the wherewithal to yank the pincers away from his shirt. 
 
    Kelly couldn’t believe it. 
 
    He jumped to his feet again. For a heartbeat or two, he seemed to wobble as though he couldn’t gain his balance. Kelly almost expected him to tumble to his knees, pulled by nothing stronger than gravity. 
 
    Even with these women focused on him, they weren’t prepared for his speed when he lunged forward. He punched out at one agent, spun to the left, and slammed his elbow into another pursuer’s stomach. 
 
    Staring onward, Kelly held her breath. Different instincts battled to take control as she wanted to see him win but needed to see him lose. At the same time, one thought kept booming behind her eyes: Tyson knew exactly what he was doing! 
 
    When she heard about the CIS, she didn’t think it was truly possible. Up until this point, some fragment of her psyche held on to the hope that this had all been some wild mistake. They would confront him, grab him, and he would just be some regular guy. Like most men, he probably harbored fantasies of being an awesome action hero, but he was really just a boy. 
 
    He jabbed out with one fist, kicked, retreated back, dodged another swipe. One of the women had a baton out. She pressed the button, and the tip lit up with coruscating electricity. 
 
    Tyson dodged again, first to the left, then the right. One of the women made a wild swing with her fist, but he crouched down, dodging, leaping back up, and shouldering passed her. 
 
    He spun around rather than turn his back on his attackers. 
 
    He kept retreating back, coming closer and closer to his girlfriend. Kelly watched, uncertain. Her heart kept pounding, she held her breath, and she realized that they were close, so freakishly close. As a lawyer, she never imagined a scenario where she would need to fight someone. Sure, she, like so many girls, had nightmares about getting mugged. But this? For female supremacists fighting a government agent? 
 
    They formed a semicircle around him. They jabbed forward again, the batons and fists flying toward him. Tyson wove from side to side. He grabbed one of his attackers, pulled, shoved her to her knees, and that’s when Kelly acted. She jumped toward him, kicked out, and struck him right behind his knee. 
 
    He never imagined she might betray him. He never foresaw any circumstance where she would take him down like that. 
 
    He hit the ground. Unable to evade, two of the batons hit him at the same time. Electricity shot through his body, making him twitch and arch his back as his feet kicked down against of the concrete. He shouted out, the sounds going across the neighborhood until he lost consciousness two seconds later. 
 
    “Get him loaded up,” said one of the Red Ravens in black. 
 
      
 
    With every second, she studied her boyfriend, watching as they picked him up. Moments later, another windowless, black van pulled up in front of the alley. The back doors opened, revealing two benches and a cage in the center. They opened the cage, shoved him in, and positioned themselves into neat rows. 
 
    “Are you coming?” asked one of the acquisitions agents. 
 
    Kelly’s throat tightened. For a second, she really didn’t understand why they would ask her something like that. Then she remembered, she worked with them now. 
 
    She climbed up into the van, heard the door slam, and sat. 
 
    The van pulled away, fast but not conspicuously so. 
 
    “What’s going to happen to him?” 
 
    “We take him back to base,” said one of the women. “He’s going to be stripped, collared, and bound. After that, it’s a question of what his trainer wants to do.” 
 
    Kelly immediately took out her phone, called Maggie, and waited until the line connected to her boss. 
 
    “I hear it went well,” Sonja said. This didn’t surprise Kelly. Their leader always seemed to know exactly what was going on. 
 
    “We got him. But I have a question for you.” 
 
    “You want to train him.” 
 
    Kelly’s fingers clenched against her phone. “I do,” she said. 
 
    “You sure that’s a good idea? You thought of him as your boyfriend. Can you be strict with him?” 
 
    Kelly didn’t say anything for several seconds. Instead, she gazed down at the unconscious boy behind those bars. Each black strip of metal confined him, reducing him to the status of a captured animal. 
 
    “Kelly? Are you still there?” 
 
    “I can handle it. I can handle him. This man lied to me. He seduced me and tried to get me to think that he really loved me. For that, I’m going to break him.” 
 
    “Good,” Sonja said after another couple of seconds. “I thought you had some fire in you. Everything will be ready for you when you arrive.” 
 
      
 
    The van pulled into the underground parking structure. Two women were waiting for them, only these surprised Kelly. The females who went out to hunt Tyson down in the first place all looked like soldiers. They moved quickly and efficiently. Their muscles were toned and lean, yet they carried themselves like predators. 
 
    The two girls waiting with the cart seemed more like high school or college interns. They wore makeup, their lips glistening with gloss. One girl had her phone out as she waited for the huntresses to put the cage on the cart. After that, they started to walk away. 
 
    “I’m his trainer,” Kelly said, struggling to catch up. 
 
    “So do you want us to get him ready?” 
 
    Kelly couldn’t help herself. “Yes. Please.” 
 
    The girls giggled, apparently eager to get on with their duties. 
 
    From there, Kelly entered the main building. She took the elevator down to the subbasement, and she found herself walking the same corridors. She followed the girls at a discreet distance, all while her palms prickled and the excitement simmered within her body. 
 
    She was going to do this. 
 
    She found a bench, sat down, and waited. 
 
    Eventually, one of the interns came back and said just two words, “He’s ready.” 
 
      
 
    Amazing. He struck her like a work of art. Kelly found him shackled to the wall, just like Anthony and the other men, but she stopped and committed this moment to memory. 
 
    Still unconscious, he didn’t move, yet Kelly still enjoyed the show. She walked to his left, then his right as she moved her gaze along his body. From his toes to his feet, his ankles and shins, thighs and stomach, his chest and arms and neck and face, he looked amazing. 
 
    At first, she really did approach him like a work of art, some beautiful thing strapped to a wall while she was just an observer. But then another thought occurred to her. This wasn’t a museum, so she could touch. 
 
    Kelly slipped closer, thinking he might snap awake at any moment as her heels clicked against of the floor. Tentatively, she reached out and stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. She ran her fingers through his soft hair and enjoyed the way he started to groan as he returned to consciousness. 
 
    “Welcome back,” Kelly said, surprising herself with that lilt of confidence in her voice. She sounded like the kind of girl who knew exactly what she was doing. She could take whatever she wanted; she could do whatever she liked. 
 
    “What, what’s going on?” 
 
    No muzzle for this one. 
 
    Kelly grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and that’s when his eyes locked on her. She didn’t flinch or look away. Instead, she enjoyed those moments of power over this male. 
 
    “Who are you?” Kelly demanded. 
 
    “I’m, I’m Tyson. What’s going on here? What’s happening?” 
 
    She clicked her tongue, disappointed. “Come on. You have to know that the game is over. You don’t get to lie to me anymore.” 
 
    His eyes widened, and he seemed so genuine as he promised, “I’m Tyson. Your boyfriend.” He flinched for a moment adorably. “At least, I would like to be.” 
 
    Kelly experienced this powerful surge of desire: she needed to slap him across the face for lying to her like this. But instead, she allowed her anger to cool, and a cruel smile spread over her lips. “What is the CIS?” Those three letters destroyed the veneer. 
 
    His nostrils flared for just a second, his eyes narrowing as he reconsidered her. 
 
    No longer viewing her as some naïve girl who could be manipulated, he instead sat up straight. Despite the shackles around his wrists and ankles, Tyson managed to drape himself in a cloak of dignity. Even his nudity couldn’t strip him of that. 
 
    Not yet, Kelly thought. Not yet. 
 
    “What is it?” Kelly asked again. “Who do you work for?” 
 
    “My name is Tyson Fields. That’s all you’re going to get out of me.” 
 
    At this point, Kelly grinned. She had no formal training in interrogation, yet all of the delicious toys over by the wall gave her so many options. Perhaps she would have felt more nervous if she had been rushed or needed to get something from him. Since Sonja already knew everything, Kelly could just enjoy herself. 
 
    But still, she held onto her goal. She intended to break this boy. 
 
    “And who do you work for, Tyson Fields?” 
 
    “I’m not saying anything else,” he told her, pressing his lips together. 
 
    As he stared forward, it was clear he had erected some kind of mental barrier inside of his head. He would not allow himself to make any mistakes or admit anything at all. He would hide behind those emotional constructs and a block out all of the pain she could deliver. 
 
    But Kelly stepped closer, pressed her body up against his, and touched one finger just above his knee. She dragged her fingertip higher and higher until she circled his pelvis. Then her fingers moved down, and she stroked his balls. With light, teasing caresses, she played her fingers along his sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Are you sure about that, Tyson?” Kelly asked and teased in the same breath. “Because I think we could still have a lot of fun, you and I. But you need to be honest with me.” 
 
    “My name is Tyson Fields,” he replied. 
 
    Unlike the other men who faced enslavement, Tyson didn’t struggle against his bonds. She suspected she knew why. 
 
    “You think you’re going to be rescued,” she said. As she spoke, her fingers moved up to his shaft, and she wrapped her digits around his manhood. She gave him a gentle squeeze, and he hardened. 
 
    A look of irritation and worry flashed across his handsome face. “Sorry, Tyson. But after this, I’m going to make sure you stay right where you belong.” 
 
    “Yeah? And where is that?” 
 
    “Wherever I put you,” she said. “Because that, my dear boy, is the new reality of your life.” She stroked him again. As her fingers glided up then down his shaft, she could see the uncertainty in his eyes. “You are a slave. Congratulations. You no longer have any rights. You no longer get to think for yourself. You will do as you’re told because that is your place in the world now.” 
 
    “Female supremacy,” he snorted, making those words sound like a joke. “Do you really think the men of the world would ever tolerate this?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. 
 
    “No. Not going to happen. Just look around at how men have always treated women. Do you think you’re going to be able to seize control? In the US, they can’t even handle the thought of a female president!” 
 
    Kelly peered up at him and asked a simple question, “What makes you think that wasn’t all a part of the strategy?” Even though she doesn’t know herself, she enjoyed the question. Even more than that, she loved the confusion as it spread across his face. He licked his lips, hardened his mouth, and said nothing. 
 
    “It’s funny. When you look at one election, you can try to make all of these grand assumptions about the world and how a society is working. But then, things have a tendency of swinging back and forth, back and forth. That’s because everything is out in the open. But what happens when a group like us takes control and no one even sees it?” 
 
    “I was sent to stop you,” Tyson grunted back. 
 
    She squeezed his shaft, nearly making her climax right there. She smiled at the prospect, wondering what he would think of that. 
 
    Actually… 
 
    “You were. How’s that working for you?” Kelly asked. “Just stop and ask yourself another question. Who has ever heard of the Red Ravens? Who knows how many alliances they have? They’re embedded so deeply in every political party, they can do whatever they want. And as a group, we have decided that society needs a radical Reformation.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen,” he said. “People like me will stop you!” 
 
    “What? You mean slaves chained to a wall?” She threw her head back and laughed, savoring the way he finally started to struggle. Something inside of him must have broken. Some determination or the fragility of his masculine ego finally cracked. 
 
    She stepped back, enjoying that show. 
 
    “Are you done?” Kelly asked, only she didn’t wait for a response. She stepped forward again, came even closer this time, leaned in, and kissed him. She almost expected him to try to bite her. She was prepared to slip back, but he kissed her. Then she understood why. 
 
    He thought he could seduce her! 
 
    How adorable! 
 
    Allowing him to think that maybe this would work, she gently moaned. The sound resonated from the base of her neck as she smiled. But then she stepped back, her gaze hardened, and she said, “I can do whatever I want with you. Your body belongs to me. I’m your trainer, and that means you will do whatever I say.” 
 
    Tyson gave a defiant shake of his head. As far as he was concerned, he didn’t need to do anything this girl desired. But then she had his shaft in her hand, she started to move her palm up and down, soft and gentle at first, but becoming firmer and firmer as she moved her wrist. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she taunted. 
 
    Tyson bit down. 
 
    Right away, he made a mistake. Rather than simply accepting that this girl could manipulate his body, he tried to fight it. He squirmed, wiggling as he pulled on the shackles holding his ankles and wrists. He fought as hard as he could. That much was obvious. At the same time, he tried to maintain control, but it wasn’t long before Kelly felt that twitch, the pulsating of the rod of his member as he blew his load. 
 
    He came hard, grunting. Eyes wide, he had no choice but to enjoy the humiliation as she made him come! 
 
    It had dripped down again, but he didn’t lose consciousness. 
 
    She pulled her hand away from his cock, grabbed him by his hair, and forced his head up. “Did you enjoy that, slave?” 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” he promised. 
 
    “You’re exhausted, and you enjoy captivity. You sound like a slave to me.” 
 
    She strolled over to the wall, grabbed one of the shock batons, and smiled. She checked the settings, reviewing the different levels of electricity. While the acquisitions squad meant to knock him out and cage him, Kelly needed something that would keep him awake. 
 
    Even so, she tapped the button and white sparks of electricity appeared at the tip. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes ago, Tyson probably had the strength to hold out against pain. A couple jolts of agony wouldn’t have done much to him. But now he felt spent. 
 
    “Boys are so easy,” she teased, chortling as she stepped forward. 
 
    When she touched the tip of the baton to his thigh, he jerked back as though he expected another storm of pain to snap through his body. But she didn’t push the button, so there were no sparks. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Kelly teased. “Scared?” 
 
    “I’m not scared of you,” he shot back. 
 
    “You should be,” she answered. “I’m your trainer. I have complete authority over you. I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    “No, you can’t. I won’t let you!” 
 
    “Stop me,” she taunted, pushing the tip of the baton against his exposed flank. His eyes widened, and she wiggled her thumb in front of the button before pressing it. His eyes got big, and he knew what would happen. 
 
    The pain was just as intense as when he got knocked out. But this time, blissful unconsciousness didn’t swallow him. He couldn’t hide in the dark. Instead, there were just the sharpened volts of electricity blasting through his skin. It seemed to come from everywhere at once. 
 
    Then she pulled back, stepped to the side, picked another spot, and delivered another dose. She pushed the baton down, hit the button, and watched as he straightened his back, shouted, growling like some wild beast. 
 
    “Poor boy. Poor, poor boy. You don’t even understand that you can’t stop most of this.” 
 
    Panting, he dropped his head back down again. He hadn’t really moved, yet a fine sheet of perspiration covered his body and made him glisten. 
 
    “Maybe I should teach you to enjoy this,” she teased. 
 
    He didn’t understand. But then she stepped forward, and her fingers went back down to his cock. He should been spent, yet her soft touch triggered those deep masculine instincts of his. 
 
    It wasn’t long before his shaft hardened into another erection. Not only that, she kissed him. She got up on the tips of her toes and pressed her mouth to his. 
 
    “This is captivity, Tyson. This is what happens to you. I’m going to break you. I will show you how to obey. I am your superior now, and you will do anything I want, everything I crave.” 
 
    He gave a quick shake of his head. 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t,” he said. 
 
    Whatever interrogation techniques he had been prepared to avoid and deflect, he never imagined a pretty lawyer like Kelly could rip through his defenses so quickly. She teased the tip of his shaft, gently running her finger along the top of his manhood until he started to groan. 
 
    Then she stepped back, jabbed with the baton, and hit the button. The battery unleashed another barrage of agony. It swept through him, knocking those defenses down one by one. 
 
    He stopped thinking. He stopped breathing. He became nothing but pain. Even when he closed his eyes, he saw the white of lightning, not the comforting dark. 
 
    “What are you again?” 
 
    “I’m an agent of the CIS,” he tried to say, panting out every syllable. Those words were stretched, desperate gasps. 
 
    “No,” she said with a disappointed tilt of her head. She sounded like some kindergarten teacher gently chiding a student who just couldn’t master his ABCs. “You’re a slave. Say it.” 
 
    “Screw you!” 
 
    She zapped him. 
 
    “I’m not a slave!” 
 
    She zapped him again. 
 
    “I’m not going to let you break me. I won’t do this. I won’t let you win!” 
 
    Again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And again! 
 
    Kelly kept it up until he finally dropped his head down. He slumped from his shackles, and that’s when she leaned forward, grabbed his hair, and whispered into his ear, “You’re a slave.” 
 
    Unable to take any more, he nodded his head. There was just that tiny little movement, less than an inch up and down. 
 
    “Good boy,” she told him, patting him on the cheek. She give him one more dose of electricity before sauntering off. 
 
      
 
    “I saw the footage,” Sonja said. “You’re a natural.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly said. “And thank you for that extra information.” 
 
    “Sorry our last tour wasn’t as complete as it could’ve been,” Sonja replied. Both ladies were back in her office, drinking tea. Off to the side, Trevor stood with his back straight and hands held behind him. 
 
    “It’s no problem,” Kelly said quickly. “I’m just grateful for the chance to be here.” 
 
    “You’re very good at it. I watched the film on your work with that agent. I think you’re going to have him broken pretty soon.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “He’s strong,” Kelly said. Back with Tyson, she could pretend she knew exactly what she was doing. But then, she felt like she did…The sensations of instincts were new because she had never been given the opportunity to take such complete command of a boy before. As she grew up, guys teased her. Boys mocked her. It was just part of growing up as a girl. But now, she could see what real power felt like and it was amazing. Even so, she thought she knew Tyson. She thought she saw a strength and determination she didn’t know if she could break. 
 
    “That’s what they all think,” Sonja replied. Seeing that wouldn’t be quite enough for her protégé, she continued, “He has this incredible advantage. Throughout his life, people have told him he can do and be whatever he wants. He never grew up thinking he had to follow the rules.” 
 
    “But he’s a government agent.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter,” Sonja waved her hand away like she just wanted to knock the point aside. “Men are raised to believe they can do whatever they want, what they like. It’s just a matter of reaching out and taking it. Girls, on the other hand, have been trained to ask nicely and be polite. It’s one of those disgusting little double standards that have given boys the advantage for so long. But now we are taking it away from him.” 
 
    “I can train him. I know I can,” Kelly said, although she didn’t really know if those words were intended for herself or Sonja. 
 
    Her leader gave an encouraging smile and said, “Sure you can.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t sleep. 
 
    Tyson remained upright, his weight supported mostly by the shackles, but he still couldn’t relax. When she strolled up to him, she had no problem getting his thoughts. This boy kept thinking of ways to escape. His brain flickered back to images and fantasies where he could slip out of the restraints. Maybe he thought he could make his wrists and knuckles narrow enough to slide out. Or maybe he’d get a burst of primordial anger, and it would grant him the strength he needed to rip the shackles off of the wall. He might be able to kick and punch his way out of those bonds. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    “What’re you smiling at?” Tyson snarled. Frayed anger turned his voice ragged. But then she pulled her hand out from behind her back, and she held up the baton again. 
 
    “A boy,” she said. “A very cute and funny boy.” 
 
    “You’re going to take me a hell of a lot more seriously when I throw you in prison for treason!” 
 
    “Who said anything about treason?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “You want to overthrow the government! You want to put some female supremacist in power!” 
 
    “Who says we haven’t done that already?” Kelly teased. 
 
    His eyes widened. On the one hand, he probably didn’t wish to believe anything she said. On the other, he couldn’t ignore this opportunity to get some intel. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Isn’t it possible, that right now, even with the seemingly most misogynistic men in power that women are already calling the shots?” 
 
    He seemed to ponder this for a moment, his eyes wide as he considered the implications before shaking his head. “No. If that is happening. I would have heard about it. I would know about it.” 
 
    “Governments are always corrupt. It’s only a matter of degree. Let’s face it. Our government has accepted a lot of money. And when money influences politics, you know decisions will be made differently.” 
 
    He bit down, locking his jaw and clenching his teeth. 
 
    Kelly strolled back and forth, occasionally reaching out and brushing her fingers along his body. She loved touching him, just caressing him, making it clear again and again that he didn’t enjoy any rights. She could do whatever she wished, and he couldn’t stop her! 
 
    “I checked out the real estate value on this facility,” Kelly said. “Without even taking into account the secret facilities underneath, this one skyscraper is worth 1.4 billion dollars.” 
 
    She let that sink in for several seconds. 
 
    “It only takes a couple million for a senator to win her seat. So yeah, there might be guys out there who are spouting off all of this nonsense about traditional values, but you can never know what they really think or who is really paying them. It’s all about the freedom of speech for corporations. That means organizations like ours can do whatever we want, and you can’t stop us.” She poked him in the cheek. 
 
    When he tried to pull back from his shackles, she just chuckled again. He blushed, hating the fact that she could do and say whatever she wanted. 
 
    “We will stop you. We won’t let you get away with this!” 
 
    “Good luck with that,” she said, turning, taking the baton, turning it on, and jabbing him in one smooth motion. 
 
    He cried out, twitching and shouting. 
 
    “Should I give you another orgasm?” 
 
    “No!” He should have remained silent. 
 
    “Yeah, I think an orgasm would be really good for you,” she said. That’s when she stepped closer, touched her fingers to his neck, slid her soft to touch down along the contours of his chest, lower and lower, all the way to the scrotum with one hand and took his cock in the other. She caressed and teased his body, making him stiffen. 
 
    Clearly, Tyson fought it. He bit down again, clenching his eyes shut as he attempted to master himself. Unfortunately, Kelly had always been a quick study when it came to sex. She would spend some time with a guy, and if she really liked him, she would pay special attention, learning all about the best ways to touch and stimulate him. 
 
    Now she used that very special talent against her slave boy. 
 
    She used the sides of her fingers, her fingertips, and the palms of her hands. She maneuvered her digits underneath his scrotum to caress the soft skin between his legs. All the while, he groaned, hating the fact that he enjoyed this. He didn’t want to crave her touch or attention. And yet, that hardly mattered. 
 
    “You’re just a boy. You’re a dumb, silly boy, and that means you will get into me. You’ll do whatever I want, Tyson. You belong to me now.” 
 
    “No,” he growled, shaking his head from side to side. “That’s not true!” 
 
    “It is,” she taunted. “It’s so very true. You are property now. You’re chattel. As soon as you stop thinking of yourself as an individual and a citizen, you’ll feel so much better. After all, isn’t that the great dilemma of being a man? You have to figure out what you want to do. Wouldn’t it be so much easier if a woman put a collar on you and told you how to obey?” 
 
    “Never,” he growled back. 
 
    He sounded so serious. 
 
    By this point, he was hard and eager. 
 
    She pulled her hand back. 
 
    Tyson instantly slumped forward as he pushed out with his pelvis. He ached for her touch again, but he gulped rather than saying anything because he didn’t want to admit the obvious. 
 
    “There something you would like?” Kelly teased, batting her eyes. 
 
    As his nostrils flared and he pulled his lips back, he threw himself forward. He tried to rip the cuffs away from his ankles and wrists, but the thick metal bonds held him in place, right where he belonged. 
 
    Kelly counted to three, stepped forward, and started touching him again. She moved her fingers along his thighs before taking his cock back in her hand. 
 
    “What’s it like to tell the world you enjoy being enslaved?” 
 
    “I never said that!” 
 
    “Not with your mouth,” Kelly agreed. “But right here. With your dick, you’re making it clear to everyone how much you must enjoy being a slave.” 
 
    “Stop this!” 
 
    She pulled her hands back again. 
 
    A different growl of frustration vibrated from his neck as he grunted, pulled, and writhed. 
 
    Every moment of this scraped away more of his willpower. She knew this, touched him, stopped, started again, and drove him wild. 
 
    Kelly kept expecting to get tired or bored of this. And yet, there was something so enthralling about having another human trapped under her control. 
 
    “Stop it. Please, stop it! I can’t take this!” 
 
    “Why not?” Kelly distantly wondered how much time had gone by. Ten minutes? An hour? More? She didn’t know, and she didn’t care. So long as she could torment this boy and wear him down, she knew she was right where she belonged! 
 
    “Are you getting desperate? Are you getting helpless? Do you feel like you can’t control your life?” 
 
    For several seconds, she kept touching him, her fingers massaging those sensitive spots until he seemed to vibrate in his restraints.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Say it,” she commanded.  
 
    “No,” he gasped. “I can’t. I can’t control my life.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Please don’t make me say it.” 
 
    “Okay,” she replied. She turned and walked back toward the wall.  
 
    “Where, where’re you going?” Tyson asked in that pathetically panting stutter. 
 
    “Getting three things,” she said, grabbing a bag, slinging it over her shoulder, and loading it up with the equipment she wanted. “Care to guess?” 
 
    He answered with silence, so she glanced over her shoulder, and saw the look of dread on his face. This poor boy was actually scared. “You know what I said before. Things go a lot easier when you accept your place as a slave. Tell me how you’re nothing but property, and I’ll go easy on you.” 
 
    With his head hung down low, he seemed like he might actually acquiesce. It would be so easy to surrender and yield to this girl. Perhaps he would even tell himself that he only did it as a part of his escape attempt—whatever that might be. 
 
    “No,” he raised his head and his eyes flickered with rebellion. 
 
    “Foolish boy,” she teased, yet the smile tugging at the corners of her lips made it clear Kelly was actually grateful for his arrogance and stubbornness. 
 
    She came closer again. 
 
    Even as he clenched his eyes shut and braced himself for an onslaught of pain, she instead kissed his neck, his chest. She reached down and stroked his shaft again. 
 
    “You don’t get an orgasm this time,” she told him. 
 
    She stepped back, pushed the tip of the baton against his skin, and watched as he jerked against the shackles. 
 
    Even better, Tyson struggled so hard not to make a sound. It was obvious he wished to remain silent and stoic and defiant, like he could actually fight back. 
 
    But as the electricity steeped into him, he twisted against his bonds all over, thrashing like a rag doll until she finally pulled the baton away. “I love what the scientists do here. I could play with you like this all day, and it wouldn’t hurt you in the least. I mean, it would be incredibly painful, but it wouldn’t cause any damage to the slave boy. I wouldn’t want to break this toy. Well, not physically.” She grinned at him. 
 
    Raising his gaze, he risked looking at his trainer, and that’s when Kelly burst out laughing because this was so much fun! 
 
    That idea finally seemed to dawn on him. Kelly enjoyed this. She loved having him helpless and powerless, chained to a wall and unable to escape. 
 
    “You can still fight it,” Kelly reminded him. “Go on. Struggle. Try harder.” 
 
    When he didn’t obey, she gently wafted the tip of the baton in front of his face. She pressed the button, and the sparks of electricity reignited, white flashes there in front of his face. 
 
    His stoicism broke, he squirmed, struggling all over again. His body must have been exhausted which was deliciously ironic considering that he hadn’t moved. 
 
    “Tell me you’re nothing but a slave,” she ordered. 
 
    He refused. His lips parted, it was clear from the shine in his eyes that he needed to obey her. His defiance was getting stripped away, scrubbed out of his brain with every minute of punishment. 
 
    With an amused exhalation, she stepped closer, pressed the tip of the baton against his thigh, and watched as he cried out all over again. His head jerked up, and his mouth stayed open wide as he shouted. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she taunted, pulling the baton away. “Poor, stupid boy. You don’t know how to make it stop, do you? No, you don’t because you can’t figure it out. You aren’t smart enough even though I’m telling you what to do.” 
 
    She kissed his chest again. She kissed his neck. The tip of her tongue flicked out, and she could taste some of the sweat off his skin. 
 
    Her fingers moved down to his shaft. She teased his cock, gently stroking him all over again. 
 
    Finally, she reached into her bag and pulled something out. “Are ready for this? You’re not going to like it.” 
 
    She held up the shock collar. “Do you see this? This is a nice symbol of male obedience and repression. This is probably the item you’re going to learn to hate the most. I mean, you won’t be dumb enough to admit it, but when I put this on you, you’re never getting it off. Sure, your owner might allow you to remove it when she wants to wash you, but that will pretty much be it. And obviously, you would be chained up for those rare moments.” 
 
    “What, what is it?” Tyson asked. 
 
    “It’s your shock collar,” she said, her eyes sparkling with delight. 
 
    Even though Kelly kept her voice down, she loved how the excitement and power seeped through her voice. Yes, she felt exactly like a feline toying with a wounded mouse. He could scurry, squeak, yet he would never get away. She could play with him, bat him from side to side. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this. Please, don’t,” he said, pleading. 
 
    She ignored the gasped sounds he made as she slipped the collar around his neck. She pulled the band tight, making sure it would stay in place. Then she stepped back, her eyes still sparkling with cruel delight. 
 
    Keeping her gaze locked on his face, she let her hand drift down to her bag. She pulled out the remote. It was exactly like the one she had used on Anthony. “I control you,” she said. “I get to keep this and train you with just this. I won’t have to poke you anymore.” She grinned, showing her teeth this time. 
 
    All at once, Kelly realized something. This boy had never been in any position like this before. It wasn’t just the captivity. That was guaranteed to be a new experience. No. The novelty of the situation was how he had never been with a woman who enjoyed this kind of power before. 
 
    Halfheartedly, he pulled on his shackles, like he thought that might make a difference. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a slave.” 
 
    “No,” he grunted back as he turned his head and studied the manacles. Clearly, his well-trained eyes were searching out some vulnerability he might be able to exploit. Maybe there would be metal fatigue or he might be able to slip his hand out if he moved to just the right angle. Those false hopes lingered at the back of his brain, but none of it did any good. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a slave,” she commanded again. 
 
    He jerked his head back toward her as she played with the controller, wiggling it from side to side in between two fingers. He pressed his lips together into a frustrated line and surrendered. 
 
    Kelly didn’t know what did it exactly, but she didn’t really care either. Her victory had been inevitable. His enslavement would be inexorable. 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he said, making every syllable sound painful against his lips and tongue. 
 
    “Again,” she ordered. 
 
    “I’m a slave.” 
 
    “And as a slave, you are obliged to tell me whatever I want to hear. Tell me the truth. How long have you been watching Sonja and her organization?” 
 
    “Two years,” he confessed. 
 
    “And who else knows about the Red Ravens?” 
 
    “Me, my supervisor, a couple teammates.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “No,” he said with an exhausted shake of his head. “I can’t.” 
 
    “That’s okay, Tyson. I know how hard this is for you.” 
 
    He remained slumped, he shoulders slack and his muscles loose from the exhaustion. His body had so little left, yet he still held onto one tiny hope, “Kelly, if you let me out of here, I can make it worth your while. Please, I wasn’t lying before. My family is loaded. I can—” 
 
    With a glance down at the controller, she arched an eyebrow, smiled, placed her thumb over the right button, and pushed it. An explosion of pain rocketed through his body, the volts jabbing down, making him shout and scream. He thrashed again, fighting with everything he possessed, it still wasn’t any good. He probably rubbed the skin around his wrists and ankles raw, but he learned his lesson. 
 
    “Care to try again?” 
 
    Terrified of getting shocked, he shook his head. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Who are those teammates?” 
 
    “Thomas Jenkins. Andrew Sullivan. Mark Sanchez.” 
 
    “Good,” Kelly said, instantly memorizing the names. She could pass those on to Sonja who would make sure those boys ended up in good homes with powerful women who would train them for their temerity. “Very good. I’m proud of you, Tyson. I know that was difficult. But I think this is the problem right here. You see, you get so excited and you make dumb mistakes.” She looked down at his cock. 
 
    After all of the punishment he had endured, his erection had wilted, leaving him soft. Careful not to stimulate him, she touched to the underside of his tip, holding his cock in the palm of her hand. “This is probably what gets you in trouble. I mean, boys would probably be so much better behaved if they didn’t have to worry about their genitals all the time. You want sex so badly, so you’re willing to do anything to get it.” 
 
    Tyson’s eyes widened for a moment, and it was clear he searched for the strength to shake his head and tell her she was mistaken. Something stopped him, however. 
 
    His training had started to kick in. 
 
    Just two sessions, he had began to learn what it meant to be obedient. Kelly wondered if every man could be this fragile. Perhaps decades of social conditioning could be swept away with the use of a shock collar. 
 
    Kelly appreciated the idea. A lot. 
 
    “Here, let me help you with that,” she said, sounding like a kind, condescending teenage babysitter. She reached back into the bag again, only now she pulled out a plastic tube, a locking ring, and that the connectors to ensure his imprisonment. 
 
    With his head drooping down, Tyson didn’t open his eyes or even look. It wasn’t until he felt the plastic slide over his flaccid shaft that he finally jerked up as the words stumbled from his lips, “What, what are you doing?” 
 
    Working quietly, she put the chastity cage on his shaft, then around his balls. 
 
    She got down on her knees to do this. 
 
    The conflicting images must have made it impossible for his brain to process what was happening. Part of him was probably aroused to see this beautiful girl on her knees in such a subordinate and subservient position. And yet, it didn’t matter because she was locking his cock in chastity! 
 
    Then, right after she finished, she hopped back up onto her feet, and she held up a small key dangling from a chain. She let it drift from side to side in front of his gaze. Inevitably, his eyes followed that small piece of metal. 
 
    “Do you see this? This is the key to your chastity cage, and it’s one more way I’m going to prove the truth to you.” 
 
    “What truth?” 
 
    “I’m a woman, your superior, and you are nothing but a slave.” 
 
    His chest pumped up and down as he hyperventilated for just a moment. His body probably didn’t know what to do: obey and surrender or fight and get punished. He threw himself forward again, growling like some angry wolf. 
 
    She didn’t even step back. As the lock of his chastity cage clanked against the plastic, she pulled out the controller, pointed right at him, and pressed the button. 
 
    Simply by pressing the button, she delivered another dose of agony. It punched him hard, catching him off guard. The air was knocked from his lungs as electricity surged through him all over again. He shouted, screaming. He tried to thrash his way free, but then the storm abated, and he fell forward all over again. 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he said unprompted. At this point, it sounded like some primordial truth, something this boy simply could not ignore. It was the new foundation of his life as he confessed, “I’m a slave. I’m nothing but a slave.” 
 
    “Tell me you are property.” She spoke carefully, quietly, enunciating every word. 
 
    “I am property,” he told her. 
 
    “And you will obey, won’t you?” 
 
    “I will obey,” he agreed. 
 
    “You don’t want to disobey,” she said with a little shake of her head. “Disobedience is terrible, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yes,” he agreed. “Disobedience is terrible.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she stroked the top of his head and stepped over to the touch screen. With a few quick commands, the shackles released, and he stumbled forward. He landed on his hands and knees, only to raise his face. 
 
    “Follow me,” she said. “Crawl.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 5: Rewards and Distrust 
 
    Kelly tossed a casual glance over her shoulder. Unsurprised, she watched as the former government agent crawled along on his hands and knees. To think, just a few hours before this, he had fought so valiantly back in that alley, struggling against the women who intended to capture him. 
 
    But they had succeeded, and he had failed. And now that he found himself in this facility, he would gain a new appreciation for servitude and lose all of those mistaken beliefs he had held for so long. 
 
    “Say it again,” she ordered. 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he told her. Those words were little more than a whisper, but Kelly didn’t mind. It was the truth that mattered, not the volume, this time anyway. 
 
    She escorted him to a doorway. She unlocked it by tapping a couple of digits into the reader. From there, the doors opened, and she stepped inside. 
 
    When he had been shackled to the wall, he had been in a large open space. This room was smaller. And when the door closed behind them, he shivered again, probably realizing he would need that password to try to escape. 
 
    There was a bed off to one side, new shelves covered with new implements of punishment and discipline. If he raised his head, he would see the whips, paddles, clamps, chains, and more. 
 
    “I really enjoyed having sex with you before,” she said. “Let’s try it again. I think it’s going to be even better this time,” she told him. 
 
    “You put me in a chastity cage.” It was true. And now she wore the key to that cage around her neck, hidden beneath the top button of her blouse. “We can’t have sex.” 
 
    He remained on all fours, so she opted to crouch down and touch the underside of his chin. For several long, lingering seconds, she just stared into his eyes. Inevitably, this poor boy got intimidated and looked down. He dipped his head low, instinctively drawn down as mammalian instincts he felt in her power and superiority. 
 
    At first, she gently stroked his cheek, then his forehead before sliding her fingers into his hair. She pulled his head back, stared into his eyes, and said, “You silly boy. You don’t understand what sex is. Sex is when you please your superior. Sex is when you use that mouth and your hand and the rest of your body to make me feel good. Sex is about a boy pleasing a woman. Say it.” 
 
    “Sex is about a boy pleasing a woman,” he said, his voice still deflated and empty. 
 
    “That’s right,” she told him. She slipped her finger under the snug leather of his collar, yanked, pulling him to his feet. She threw him down onto the bed, lifted her skirt, and pulled down her own panties. 
 
    “The last time we fooled around, I was so worried about whether or not you would like me,” she said. “That’s part of how women are trained. For so long, we’ve been told that we are in adequate. We need to be insecure. But guess what? When women take over, the boys are going to be the ones who learn to be nervous all the time.” 
 
    The fear flashed across his face, and she couldn’t help but laugh. 
 
    “Stay on your back. If you make any mistakes, I will punish you.” 
 
    Kelly proceeded to mount him. She spread her legs, straddled his face, and pushed her slit down against his lips. 
 
    “Tell me,” Kelly ordered. “Do you go down on girls?” 
 
    He murmured something. 
 
    “What was that? Speak up, slave.” 
 
    Slave. 
 
    He tensed as the word and all of its many implications spread through his body. Tyson seemed to hesitate for a few seconds before he finally burst out with, “What do you want me to say?” 
 
    Oh yes! Kelly reveled in his question; she loved that edge of nervous trepidation creeping into his voice as he worried about giving the wrong answer. 
 
    Rather than respond directly, she simply ordered, “Lick me.” She pushed her slit down against his mouth and embraced the warm flickers of movement as his tongue darted upward. He penetrated her, discovered that tight little bud of hers, and he worshiped her just as a man should. He went down on her, licking eagerly. His tongue darted around, sometimes playing with her clit, sometimes gliding against of the walls of her opening. 
 
    Although her skin started to turn a shade of red as the passion raced along her skin, Kelly took her time. She relaxed and embraced those special embers of heat as they kindled between her legs and flared into the rest of her body. 
 
    And then, without even thinking about it, she said, “I need to figure out what I’m going to do with you, Tyson. I have so many options. I could keep you for myself. I could send you away. I could make sure you are sold off at an auction.” 
 
    But then she burst out laughing. 
 
    “Nope, sorry. It’s not in my decision to make! I’m just your trainer!” 
 
    Then her tone hardened. “I thought I loved you. I thought you loved me.” 
 
    Before she could get off, she retreated back, straddling his chest as she put one hand on her boy’s forehead and pushed down, requiring him to look up the length of her torso. For once, this man didn’t study her breasts. He didn’t think about how she was cute when she smiled or what her laugh sounded like. Instead, he just worried what this superior, authoritative entity might do to him. 
 
    “But hey, maybe I could talk to my boss for you. Would you like that?” 
 
    He paused, pursing his lips. 
 
    “No opinion?” Kelly asked. “That’s okay. Just use your mouth for what it’s good for.” She slipped forward again, straddled his face, and pressed her pussy down against his mouth. As she rode his face, Tyson didn’t even try to break free or break away. Instead, she reveled in the way she could touch him, hold him down, and enjoy his body. 
 
    The physical sensations were amazing, yet the power and authority flowing through her was even more intoxicating. This was the best kind of drug, something natural and easy. 
 
    He kept licking, sliding his tongue up, then down, left, then right, in circles and lines as he worshiped her. 
 
    All the while, she could sense his desperation, his worry. 
 
    Since his cock was now locked up, he understood something powerful and primordial. He was owned now. He belonged to this girl, and she could do whatever she liked with him. 
 
    Pretty soon, Kelly climaxed. 
 
    The pleasure raced through her body, and exploded. Tangles and little flares of adrenaline shot through her veins. She pressed her fingertips against the palms of her hands as her toes curled and she reveled in that primal satisfaction. 
 
    He stopped licking. 
 
    “Keep going, slave,” she snapped down at him. 
 
    He started licking again, moving his tongue hard and fast. He did everything he could to please her. Soon, she threw her head back and enjoyed that next orgasm. And another after that. 
 
    When she was done, she grabbed him by his collar, attached a leash, and walked him back to his alcove. She shoved him against the wall and shackled him in place. When she was done, she grinned, kissed him on the neck, and said, “I’ll be back later.” 
 
    He shivered; he gulped. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Tyson was finally learning to be afraid of her. 
 
      
 
    “How did it go?” Sonja asked, seated behind her expensive desk. She raised the glass of champagne to her lips and took a slow sip. All the while, she kept her eyes on her new attorney as she waited. 
 
    “Everything was recorded,” Kelly reported dutifully, “But I think he’s going to break pretty fast.” 
 
    “Agreed.” The quizzical look on Kelly’s face must’ve been easy to understand, so Sonja added, “A man who can’t truly fight this kind of conditioning is incredibly rare.” 
 
    “I guess so,” Kelly said. After all those orgasms and all of that stimulation, she wants to go back and sleep. She needed to get to her apartment, collapse on her bed, and relax. 
 
    “You look like you need a nap,” Sonja smiled. 
 
    “It was intense.” 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Aside from exhausted?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said simply. 
 
    Taking a breath, Kelly moved her hands along her thighs as she considered her answer. Finally, she said, “I guess I’m nervous.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because there’s something I would like to ask you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I want him.” 
 
    “You want to keep for yourself?” Sonja arched an eyebrow. At the same time, a note of caution slipped between those words. 
 
    “No,” Kelly said, feeling that nervous anxiety through her body all over again. With someone like Tyson, she could seize absolute control. But the rules were different with other women. Among men, she was a goddess. Here, she became an employee again. 
 
    “Tell me,” Sonja ordered. 
 
    “I would like permission to decide what happens to him.” 
 
    “Interesting.” 
 
    Clearly, that was an invitation for Kelly to explain herself. The young lawyer ran her fingers through her hair, straightened her back, and focused all of her attention on her boss. “I’m not sure how I feel about him at this point. Sometimes, I think of him, and I love how he looks on his knees. I love how he looks with that collar around his neck.” 
 
    “But you’re worried you can’t trust him. Is that right?” 
 
    “Exactly.” Kelly grimaced, almost as though she had just ripped a splinter from her fingertip. “It isn’t fair. Seriously, I should be angry at him. I should be enraged. And sometimes, I am.” 
 
    “What you’re experiencing isn’t unusual.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really,” Sonja told her. “This is especially true for the trainers. You spend a lot of time with the boy, you break his spirit, and you see that adoration in his eyes as he accepts his place. He’s a project, an accomplishment, and sometimes it can be difficult to let him go.” 
 
    “I don’t want to feel this way,” Kelly told her. 
 
    “That’s fair,” Sonja agreed. “But sometimes feelings are hard to control.” 
 
    “Will you consider my request?” 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” Sonja said. “But right now, you should get home. Get some sleep. From what I understand, you start work in a few days.” 
 
    “What about Tyson?” 
 
    “You can come back to train him whenever you like.” 
 
    “Thank you.” As Kelly stood, she couldn’t wait for that opportunity to go home and sleep. 
 
      
 
    Her very own slave. 
 
    As a female supremacist, Kelly assumed this arrangement would be an inevitability. If she just waited long enough, she would seize the opportunity to get her very own boy. But who? Would he be a stranger, someone she didn’t know? Would she look down into his eyes for the first time, unaware of what his name had been? Perhaps she would rename him herself, giving him a new designation. It might be a number, a letter, some combination of the two. Or perhaps she would give him a pet’s name, something like Fetch or Chase. Those were names fit for a dog. They’d be names fit for a slave as well. 
 
    Tyson or someone else? 
 
    A boy she wanted to punish or someone who could be molded to serve her needs? 
 
    Kelly went home, climbed in bed, and found her hand down between her legs. She stroked herself as she thought of Tyson once again. She remembered him crawling, collared and leashed. She loved that look of panic on his face when she locked him in chastity. All of these different possibilities swam through her head as she considered the future. 
 
    Few women really considered what it would be like to have a boy as chattel, obedient and ready to obey. Because if he didn’t, he would be punished. 
 
    She grinned despite the exhaustion, brought herself to a fast, hard release, and soon drifted off to sleep. 
 
    In the morning, her eyes opened, and she felt it again, that surge of anger. 
 
    That bastard. 
 
    Tyson Fields didn’t love her. He didn’t care about her. He just wanted to mess with her head and get information on her organization. 
 
    Kelly grabbed her blankets, squeezing them tight. 
 
    Before she could figure out what to do, she got a call from Alyssa. Her best friend wanted to go to lunch. 
 
    Perfect. They could go hang out. 
 
      
 
    Seeing her friend again seemed so strange, if only because Alyssa looked normal. She was a remnant of Kelly’s old life, a world where women didn’t rule and a female lawyer such as herself needed to worry about sexual harassment and the possibility that male senior partners wouldn’t take her seriously. 
 
    As people hustled around, servers bringing food, people chatting, and others laughing or playing on their phones and laptops, Kelly took just a moment to recognize how different things seemed. Her world was different. How long before it changed for everyone else? 
 
    Kelly pulled out one of the plastic chairs across from Alyssa and sat down. 
 
    “You seem confused,” Alyssa said with the air of a sideroad fortuneteller. 
 
    “I’m not confused,” replied Kelly. 
 
    As Alyssa cocked her head to the side and seemed to consider her best friend, she finally nodded to herself as she made her determination. “Yeah, you definitely look confused. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Tyson.” 
 
    “What did he do?” As any good best friend would, Alyssa automatically assumed it was the boy’s fault. That thought was enough to let Kelly giggle for a few seconds. Then she said, “Can I ask you a hypothetical?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Let’s say you worked with a guy and he betrayed you. Let’s say he does something really stupid. He didn’t cheat on you, but he stole from you or he lied to you or whatever. The exact thing doesn’t actually matter,” she said. “And you realized that you had the chance to blackmail him. You could get him to do whatever you wanted.” 
 
    “Like he would be your slave or something?” Alyssa asked, chuckling because that had to be a joke. 
 
    Kelly winced, only her friend didn’t seem to notice. “Yeah. Something like that.” 
 
    “So what would I do?” Alyssa asked, tapping her fingers on the tabletop. “That’s hard.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t just let him go?” Kelly pressed her lips together and imagined the scenario where she asked her boss to sell Tyson off as fast as possible. He could just disappear, vanishing into the ether of female supremacy. He might end up in another country working as a servant boy, collared and trained to be obedient, but he wouldn’t be her problem. 
 
    And she would never see him again. 
 
    “If I could be a completely mature person without any issues, yeah, I would let him go. If he really didn’t want to be with me, then it sounds easy enough. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But revenge sounds like a whole heck of a lot of fun!” 
 
      
 
    Ultimately, her conversation with her friend didn’t help, not really. They went over the same chances and possibilities, but Kelly needed to figure something out. She was scrambling with an equation she didn’t quite understand. There was this problem, but she didn’t know the problem or the solution. Something felt wrong, and the possibilities hovered in front of her. 
 
    When she returned to the skyscraper downtown, she took the elevator down into the subbasement training facilities. Although Kelly had only been there a few times, something occurred to her. This started to feel natural, as though she belonged here. 
 
    She wasn’t an outsider; she wasn’t a stranger. She knew what she wanted, and she was there to get him. 
 
    Within minutes, she found herself standing in front of him. 
 
    One of the other trainers must to decided that this boy didn’t deserve the right to see what was going on. Not only had someone muzzled him, but he wore a thick, padded blindfold over the top of his face as well. 
 
    Somehow, Tyson now reminded her of a falcon, this powerful bird of prey which had been restrained and stripped of his natural talents. 
 
    Rather than say a word, she stepped close, and she moved her fingers along his thigh. Her digits caressed the inner track of his leg as she worked her way up. The chastity device remained, locking away his cock. Even so, he jerked as he detected the touch of some woman. 
 
    Kelly could have chuckled. She could have laughed and allowed this boy to know that he was there with his ex-girlfriend. Instead, she continued to tease him. 
 
    Obviously, Tyson didn’t want this stranger to know just how nervous he had become. And yet, she could see how his cheeks turned red, how his lips pressed down around the muzzle, and how he clenched his jaw, just like before. 
 
    You poor boy. You have no idea what your life is going to be, do you? No. You still think you are capable of getting back to your old life. You still think the world hasn’t really changed. Poor, poor boy. Poor, foolish boy. Even as those thoughts crossed her mind, Kelly enjoyed the power she held over him. 
 
    He was trying to hide his trepidation so hard! 
 
    She stripped away even that pretense by placing her hand over his chest, and she sensed the staccato beat of his pulse. 
 
    She leaned in, nibbled at his earlobe, pulled away, and kissed his neck. She looked at him. She kissed the tip of his nose, just barely brushing his skin with her lips. 
 
    Then she came back down, cupped his balls in the palm of her hand, and gave him a gentle squeeze, just enough to make him wonder what might happen next. 
 
    When Tyson murmured something, it was clear he wanted to speak. 
 
    Curious about his performance, she reached up and removed the muzzle. But with the padded blindfold still solidly over his eyes, he had no idea who was here. Then again, Kelly didn’t know who had stopped by either. It may have been some random trainer. It may have been some girl coming by for maintenance. 
 
    “Please, just let me go. Please, if you let me go, I can pay—” 
 
    Kelly shot her hand up to her mouth and she held back the urge to giggle. 
 
    Rather than say anything, she grabbed one of his nipples and twisted it. He jerked back, squeezing his chest against the wall as he tried to evade her touch. But with those thick, metal shackles around his ankles and wrists, he didn’t have a chance. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” 
 
    Kelly didn’t answer. Instead, she grazed his skin with her fingernails. She lightly scratched at his exposed flesh. 
 
    All of this augmented his panic, building it up as he squirmed helplessly there against the wall. Deciding to try again, he called out, “Okay. I will pay you. You obviously have a lot of money. But there must be something you want. What do you want from me?” 
 
    At this point, Kelly stepped back, tilted her head to the side, and squinted at him as though he were some exotic flower, maybe beautiful, maybe poisonous. 
 
    That question scraped at her. What did she want? 
 
    If I asked Sonja for you, would she give you to me? Would she allow me to put a collar around your neck and just take you home? She’s in charge, so she gets to decide your fate, foolish boy. She could have you sold off in another country, someplace where you don’t even speak the language. Here, you might be bright and articulate. In another nation, you would be just some dumb white boy. 
 
    As those thoughts crossed her mind and she continued to consider the beautiful slave in front of her, Kelly still didn’t have an answer. 
 
    Then she came up to him again, only now she grabbed his hair, pulled his head back, raised herself onto her toes, and kissed him. She loved the flicker of his tongue, the soft warmth of his lips, and of the way he pressed his body into her. 
 
    Did he know? 
 
    “Please, I don’t know who you are, but I just want this to be over. Please, what can I do?” 
 
    Kelly stepped back. 
 
    “Don’t go!” 
 
    The smile felt so good as she watched him. 
 
    What was it about a boy’s panic? What was it about that fear that turned her on so much? 
 
    Kelly was tempted to release him from the restraints, leash him, and drag him back to the small bedroom where she could enjoy his mouth. He wouldn’t know who was using him, which only added to the lust running through her skin. 
 
    This time, Kelly ignored her desires. She needed to figure out what she wanted longer term. 
 
    That’s when Kelly leaned upward, and she whispered into his ear, careful to modulate her voice. It sounded deeper, husky, light and teasing all at the same time. “What are you offering?” 
 
    “I already told the other women everything. You know all about my job. You know all about my organization. What you want? What can I give you?” 
 
    “Good question,” she said. She stepped back loudly, making him wonder if maybe he had been abandoned again, left to his shackles and to soak in his captivity. 
 
    His shoulders tensed as the worrying spread through his body, yet he didn’t cry out this time. Instead, he nervously licked his lips and waited because he had no other choice. 
 
    Then she stepped forward again, stroked his flank. He flinched, obviously not expecting that soft caress. 
 
    “What can you offer?” 
 
    “I don’t know! Please, you’re taking everything from me!” 
 
    “Have any of my sisters decided to see what kind of love slave you would be?” Kelly asked. As the thought occurred to her, she suppressed another giggle. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “What kind of lover are you, Tyson?” 
 
    He answered with silence, probably because he didn’t know exactly what to do or say, not as the different implications swam through his head. His heart beat faster because he didn’t know if he could or should do this. 
 
    “I can be good,” he said. 
 
    “What about this?” She grabbed his balls again, giving them a playful squeeze. He flinched, whether from fear and pain. 
 
    “I don’t need them to be an effective lover,” he said, although there wasn’t any enthusiasm in his voice. After another second, hope got injected into another question, “You don’t have the key, do you?” 
 
    This time, Kelly brought both of her hands up over her mouth as she stifled those giggling laughs. 
 
    Then she forced herself to relax and said, “No. I don’t.” 
 
    “I can still serve you,” he promised. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she teased. 
 
      
 
    Kelly quickly found a leash. There were plenty, different colors, textures, and lengths. Because she enjoyed that masculine fear of femininity, she picked a short, pink leash. She attached it to his collar, removed his shackles, and watched as he fell forward. He stumbled, and he reached up for his blindfold. 
 
    Kelly didn’t stop him, mostly because she was curious. Sure enough, he brought his hands up to the leather straps, but he didn’t actually press his fingers to the material. Then he froze, perhaps recognizing that this might be a test. 
 
    He dropped his hands again. 
 
    “Would you like me to remove the blindfold?” 
 
    She brushed her fingers along the curves of his head before leaning in and keeping her voice at that indistinct whisper, “No.” 
 
    Did he know who she was? Did he suspect? 
 
    Kelly smirked, deciding he had no idea, but he knew he was naked, locked in chastity, collared and leashed. To this slave boy, nothing else mattered as she tugged on the lead and guided him back. 
 
    He crawled as best he could, following direct tension from his leash. Kelly took her time, glancing back and down. 
 
    They made it to the bed. He crawled up. And then he braced himself on his knees as he tried to look at her. Obviously, his face was planted in the wrong direction, but that just entertained her even more. She climbed up on the bed as well, and she asked him, “Slave, what are you going to do for me?” 
 
    “If you laid back, I could pleasure you,” he said. 
 
    Kelly tilted her head to the side, examining him again. All the while, she let that question float behind her eyes. What should she do with him? 
 
    Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, Kelly nodded to herself and decided she didn’t have to make any decisions right then or there. 
 
    “Serve me,” she ordered. And that’s when she stripped off her clothing. She removed her dress and her shoes and her socks and her bra and her panties. Soon she was naked, except she still held onto his leash. In fact, she decided to wrap the end around her wrist, pulling him a little bit closer and making sure she wouldn’t release him by accident. 
 
    She lowered herself down onto the mattress, slipped her hand behind her head, and relaxed. She let the tension leave her body as she closed her eyes. For the first few seconds, he patted the mattress, adorably trying to find her and orient himself.  
 
    “May I touch you?” 
 
    “You may,” she said, fresh enthusiasm slipping into those whispered words. 
 
    His fingers moved along her skin, past her knee, and along her toned thighs. He touched her, exploring. 
 
    As this slave boy served her, she recalled kissing him, the feel of his body and the power of his proximity. It had been amazing. She had been hungry for him then, ambivalent, but in a different way. 
 
    Keep him? Sell him? 
 
    Free him? Ha! 
 
     While Kelly considered all of this, he stroked her, moving his hands up her pelvis, along her pubis, to her stomach, then her breasts. As he sensed the soft give of her mounds, he tensed up, perhaps worried. He retreated, bringing his hands down lower again as he massaged her sides. 
 
    “Touch me wherever you want,” she said. 
 
    Even though he could just barely hear her, Tyson obeyed. 
 
    His hands drifted higher. He stroked her shoulders, her biceps and her forearms. He touched her lightly, always working within the boundaries of his leash. Then he brought his hands down to her breasts as he cupped each one, gently stroking and teasing them. These weren’t the fondling grasps of a horny boy desperate to enjoy himself. Instead, he concentrated on the trainer and her pleasure. His satisfaction didn’t matter. His desires were irrelevant because he was owned. 
 
    Kelly could see this every time she glanced up along his naked, captive body. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself,” she whispered. 
 
    He froze for a second, like maybe he thought it might be her. If so, he decided to keep that thought to himself. Smart boy. 
 
    “My name is Tyson Fields,” he said, only to stop. He waited, perhaps expecting some kind of punishment. When nothing happened, he added, “Or at least, that’s who I used to be.” 
 
    Because Kelly didn’t want to confirm or deny the suspicions he may or may not have had, she waited. He must have realized that if he went silent, he would be punished, so he gulped and kept going. “I was a government agent, but now I am a slave. I don’t know if my owner, whoever that might be, will decide to rename me.” 
 
    She answered him with more silence. 
 
    A second nervous gulp slipped along his neck. “I used to play basketball on the weekend with some guys at the gym. I worked hard. I thought I would make Supervising Agent III in the next couple of years.” 
 
    He stopped, perhaps waiting for some kind of approval or reproach from the trainer. When nothing happened, he continued, “Now I am a servant. Now I am a slave. My ex-girlfriend put a chastity cage on me.” Even though his hands still softly and gently worked her breasts, teasing those stiffened in nipples, he dropped his head down as though he could see the cage dangling between his legs, taking away his most primal body part. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he added, “I understand it was necessary. She is one of my trainers, so she can decide how to treat me. “ 
 
    His fingers shivered for a moment. Kelly reached up, slid her fingers along the nape of his neck as she tugged him down. He parted lips slightly as he waited for her to use him. He didn’t have to wait long. She kissed him, savoring the feel of his lips and mouth. She loved those fresh flickers from the tip of his tongue. 
 
    “More,” she said. 
 
    “I’m a slave. I am a nothing but a slave now. I am property. I belong to the women at this facility because they are my superiors.” 
 
    Kelly smiled, certain about one particular point: this boy knew exactly what he was doing. He knew what the females here expected for him to say, and he delivered. Perhaps he thought he was learning to manipulate them. If so, he would face some rather severe disappointments. Locked in chastity and collared, he had zero chance of taking control. 
 
    But if he wanted to try by serving and obeying, that was fine with Kelly. 
 
    “I’m a slave. I am property. I am chattel. I had the chance to be my own man, and I messed up.” 
 
    At this point, he flinched, perhaps because he said too much. 
 
    “How?” In that husky whisper, her voice remained disguised. 
 
    “I was with a girl. She is in your organization. I think I hurt her. I messed up.” She couldn’t see his eyes, yet she imagined they were tight clenched behind the pads of his blindfold. 
 
    Kelly’s nostrils flared. 
 
    There were so many questions she wanted to ask, but she held her tongue down, waited several seconds, and instead put her hand on the top of his head pushed down between her legs. 
 
    She had heard enough. She didn’t want to risk him figuring out precisely who she was, so she used his mouth instead. 
 
    Obediently, he started to lick and lap at her pussy, his tongue gliding over her opening before he went deeper. 
 
    As he served, Kelly kept wondering what she should do. 
 
      
 
    Punish him. 
 
    Punish him! 
 
    Kelly loved the way his tongue darted along the walls of her opening, how he licked at her clit, and the eager movements of his lips, jaw, and tongue. Despite all of this, that one impulse seethed at the back of her mind. 
 
    He used her! 
 
    As his tongue dipped deep into her crevice, she tried to enjoy it. But then her fingers tensed, her toes locked up, and she really, really wanted to punish him. 
 
    Rather than deny herself the ecstasy of this oncoming orgasm, she held back. She waited patiently, content in the knowledge that she would be able to make him suffer later. 
 
    He still didn’t know who he was serving, not with that blindfold held over his eyes. So he licked, serving, moving his tongue up and down as he demonstrated his subservience. As a boy, he now understood he had to do as he was told. As a male, he understood his own inferiority. 
 
    A burst of pleasure ran through her body. It was the opening salvo. Another pulse of desperation shot through her as she arched her back, raised her hips, and impaled herself on the tip of his tongue. He kept licking, eagerly swiping his tongue left and right, up and down, forward and back. He served her. 
 
    Then she grabbed his wrists, held onto his arms, and pushed down, as though he had never escaped the shackles at all. 
 
    Timidly, he tried to tug his wrists away. 
 
    Kelly still didn’t release him. She enjoyed holding him tight and helpless underneath her grip. Theoretically, he may have been strong enough to just yank his hands away, but he didn’t risk that kind of disobedience or defiance. 
 
    Within moments, she tightened her grip again. 
 
    An orgasm swept through her body, but he knew better than to try to stop. Since she was a woman, she could enjoy as many orgasms as she liked, and it was his responsibility to give them to her. 
 
    He did, however, slow down his tongue. He gently lapped at her pussy as he waited for her body to reset. Moments later, he sped up again, all while she tried to contend with the anger simmering through her body. 
 
    He had used her. He had tried to seduce her. He came up to her, pretending that he cared about her when he really just wanted information. 
 
    Kelly’s nostrils flared. 
 
    But then she recalled how much fun they had, the laughter, those flirtatious little jokes. There was even that moment when they had been thumb wrestling, their hands interlocked, their thumbs darting back and forth like predators. 
 
    Kelly savored those moments, uncertain of herself. She didn’t know exactly what she wanted to do with him. She didn’t know exactly what would fit or be perfect. 
 
    Love him? Punish him? Get rid of him? 
 
    Her breathing quickened, only this time it had nothing to do with the lust. 
 
    Tyson attempted to pull back, perhaps because he sensed her disquiet. Maybe he figured talking to her would be a good idea. 
 
    She dropped her palm onto the back of his head and forced his face down between her inner thighs all over again. 
 
    Taking the command, he started licking again, lapping at her pussy like a thirsty canine. He went deep, licking as hard and as fast as he could, just the way she craved. 
 
    That’s right, Tyson. It doesn’t matter what you have to say or do to serve me. You are property now! You’re nothing but a slave boy! 
 
    Aggravation and passion, anger and desire all spun together into this tornado deep within her. She loved the spinning, the heat. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she positioned herself against his tongue. Using him as though he were nothing but a sex toy, she savored the way he brought her closer and closer to that release. 
 
    The orgasm exploded through her body. 
 
    Biting down, she screamed away, the keening wail of bliss and ecstasy tinged with that frustration. 
 
    She pushed his head away, and he bowed down, braced on his knees and elbows. This time, he didn’t try to speak with her. Kelly instead got up, marveled at his body, and grabbed him by his collar. She shoved him down onto his stomach. She grabbed his wrists and pulled them towards the corners of the bed. 
 
    “Have I, have I displeased you?” Tyson asked. 
 
    She didn’t respond with words. Instead, she slapped her hand down against the firm contours of his ass. 
 
    She didn’t give him another response because he didn’t deserve anything more than that. Spread out and powerless, he didn’t know what she had in mind. 
 
    Images danced behind her eyes and between her ears as she fantasized. But unlike other girls who craved a slave such as this, she didn’t need to pretend. 
 
    She pulled his wrists toward the straps. A set of leather cuffs and locking buckles waited for him as she pulled his wrists into position. She started with the left hand, went over to the right, pushed his legs apart, and repeated the process. Soon, he was strapped down and imprisoned again. 
 
    Keeping her voice at that unreadable whisper, she commanded, “Struggle. If you get out of here right now, I will let you go. I’ll make sure you can really escape.” 
 
    Tyson probably didn’t know whether or not he should believe her. For the first couple of seconds, he didn’t move with any kind of real force or ferocity. But then his muscles tensed and bunched up as he started to pull, twisting his body from side to side. He thrashed while Kelly watched, enjoying the show. 
 
    Somehow, nothing could be more intoxicating than watching a strong creature like this attempt to get away. He worked at it, fighting with all of the strength he possessed, yet it didn’t do any good. Whether he liked it or not, she had him strapped down, and all of the determination in the world could not let him get away. 
 
    “Not much time left,” she whispered. 
 
    The tip of her nose brushed along his ear as he bucked from side to side like a bronco, only the restraints didn’t break. The chains didn’t stretch. 
 
    Finally, she slipped off of the bed as he writhed like some prince in peril. She loved having him work as hard as he could as she grabbed the paddle. 
 
    She ran her fingers along the smooth wood, but she didn’t smack it against her hand. That would have warned him. 
 
    Sneaking up to him very carefully, she made sure he thought he was still putting on a show. 
 
    She aimed, cocked her hand back, and then brought the paddle down hard. 
 
    He froze, all without making a sound. His body locked up as he worried what might happen next. 
 
    “You lied to me,” she snarled, dropping the affectation. If he recognized her voice, he didn’t say anything. Instead, he hissed through his teeth, gasped, and endured a second blow. 
 
    The paddle struck, hitting that exact same spot as before. Red blossomed along his skin as he cried out. 
 
    Before, ambition motivated him as he tried to escape. Now it was something else: fear. 
 
    He wiggled his ass from side to side, which would have been amusing at some other point, but now Kelly just focused on one idea: betrayal. 
 
    She thought he cared about her. She thought she meant something to him. How could he do this to her? 
 
    Lots of other girls had been cheated on or betrayed throughout history, but Kelly could actually do something about her rage. She vented it, striking again and again. At first, she went for the same point on his ass. She watched as he cried out. She listened as he moaned helplessly. 
 
    At one point he may have even started begging, not that Kelly paid any attention. Instead, she kept drifting back to that night at the club, playing with her friend, and meeting this a boy. So many girls hoped and waited to find someone like Tyson. Yet he had always been an illusion, just some trick or practical joke to score some information off of her. 
 
    Kelly paddled him harder and harder until her arm ached and she finally stopped. His backside had turned a bright shade of red, her chest pumped, and her heart pounded. Paddling him like that actually seemed like a real aerobic workout. 
 
    After a few more seconds, she heard him say something, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Coming from some other boy at some other time, Kelly wouldn’t have believed him. As an attorney, she had been taught to think the worst of everyone. Contracts and laws were so important because people couldn’t be trusted to behave or be honest on their own. 
 
    Kelly stopped. 
 
    With this boy on his back, his pert bottom aimed toward the ceiling, his naked body on display and that black, leather band encircling his neck so beautifully, she gazed down at this boy and marveled at his perfection. This was how men were meant to be. This should be the new, natural order. 
 
    Still frozen, she watched him and finally asked, “What did you say?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I messed up. I’m sorry I was wrong. I was wrong about everything!” 
 
    “Why should I believe you?” 
 
    With one nervous swallow, he hesitated before telling her, “I don’t know if you should believe me or not. I don’t know what I’m supposed to say. Tell me what to do, and I will obey.” 
 
    “I want you to tell me why I should believe you,” she answered, still feeling those simmering wounds deep within her psyche. “You tell me you’re sorry, but you lied to me. You tried to set me up. You could have taken everything from me, all for your job.” 
 
    “You’re right,” he told her. 
 
    Kelly rested her hand on his backside. She grabbed his buttock, squeezing down, her nails digging into his skin. 
 
    After several more seconds, Tyson managed to say, “I don’t know if you should believe me or not, but I am sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I messed up. I didn’t know who you were, but that doesn’t even matter because you’re smarter than me and you’re so beautiful when you’re stronger than me. You are my superior.” 
 
    “If I let you up, what would you do?” 
 
    “Get down on my knees, beg for forgiveness, and promise to be your obedient servant.” 
 
    Kelly’s eyes narrowed as she considered this boy. 
 
    “Are you telling me that it only took a little while to break you?” 
 
    “Yes.” He said that word in a small, embarrassed voice. “Yes. I understand now. I understand who I’m supposed to be. I understand what I’m supposed to be.” 
 
    He had lied to her once before. Was he doing it again? Was this another ploy? 
 
    Deciding she didn’t need to make up her mind quite yet, she touched the paddle to his backside, watched as he flinched. She waited for something, some burst of adrenaline or aggression. 
 
    Instead, he inhaled and exhaled fast, but he stayed quiet, just like an obedient servant who understood he had no control over what his trainer might decide to do with him. 
 
    She yanked her hand up into the air, stared down at him, and summoned the anger and hurt from before. This bastard lied to her. This boy manipulated her. 
 
    All too often, men complained about how women were manipulative and conniving, always playing stupid head games. But really, the boys did the exact same thing, refusing to respond, answering in half-truths, lying, and cheating. 
 
    She struck five more times, swinging the paddle down. With every blow, she listened to him shout out, those incoherent sounds of desperation. He struggled against his bonds, but that wasn’t any real attempt at escape. Those were just the wild, flailing movements of a trapped animal forced to endure those bursts of jagged agony. 
 
    She stopped, she still held the wooden paddle in the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Say it again,” she ordered. 
 
    “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry I lied to you. I never should have done that. I made a mistake. I didn’t know. I didn’t know how the world was supposed to work.” 
 
    She peered down at him, finally pulling at the blindfold off of his face. As the light assaulted his eyes, he blinked rapidly, but then he saw the woman who had been his girlfriend. His bottom lip trembled slightly, yet he mastered himself within a few more heartbeats as he said, “May I ask a question?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How would you like me to address you?” 
 
    “Mistress,” she said, enjoying those two syllables as they left her mouth. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    Kelly studied him. She tried to remember everything she knew about this boy, everything she knew about men in general. 
 
    “Tell me,” she ordered, pulling his head up. He turned to the side and peered up at her. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I tried to destroy your career and your group. I was wrong. I was so wrong.” 
 
    “You’ve only been here for a few days.” 
 
    He clenched up. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “And you expect me to believe that you have been thoroughly domesticated?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he confessed. “Maybe if you let me out of these restraints, I will start to try to act like an independent man again. Or maybe the training will stick. I really don’t know. I’m just sure of this right now. I belong here. I belong to you and these women. I am a boy, and I must obey.” 
 
    Kelly cocked her head to the side. “Let’s see if you still feel the same way after I’m done with you.” 
 
    He bit down, his eyes getting big. And yet, there was no flash of self-righteous indignation on his face. Instead, he understood that the punishment would be severe. But was it possible that he actually believed he deserved it for everything he had done? 
 
    Kelly watched him, doing everything she could to read him. She needed to understand what he was thinking and what drove him. 
 
    She put the paddle to his skin, lightly caressing him with the smooth board before jerking her hand back and swinging down. The wood seemed to whistle on the air, and she savored that smack as the pain shot through him. 
 
    She pulled her arm back again, swung down, and watched as his skin blossomed bright red all over again. She struck two times, four, six, eight. She savored the feel of the paddle, the momentum, and the crash against his naked skin. 
 
    “Are you lying to me?” 
 
    “No, Mistress!” Tyson called out. “I’m not lying! I swear!” 
 
    “Do I have the right to discipline you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! You have the right to discipline me, punish me, do whatever you want with me!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You are my superior. You own me. I obey. I belong to you. I belong on my knees.” He panted out those answers, saying one after another. 
 
    “You might just be telling me what I want to hear,” she said with a little smirk, yet the anxiety burrowed deep. “You might be trying to mess with me again. This could just be some game. Boys can’t be trusted.” 
 
    “You’re smarter than I am, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    “I’m glad we can agree on one thing at least,” she said. She ignored the anxiety, the uncertainty, and she embraced the raw pleasure that came from striking five more times. As the sounds bounced against the walls, she struck harder and faster, venting more and more of that frustration. She then threw her head back, growled with satisfaction, and decided to slide her hand back up her skirt. She touched herself. Positioned now back between his legs and free from his light of sight, she stroked her opening as she held onto one fact: she didn’t need to decide it now. 
 
    Kelly could take her time, wear him down, and break him. Perhaps, given enough time, he might be able to convince her that he had truly been tamed. 
 
    Or maybe they would have to do this for days or weeks. 
 
    Either way, she could be patient with this slave. 
 
    Pretty soon, Kelly started chuckling to herself. 
 
    “May I, may I ask why you’re laughing?” 
 
    “Because I can take my time. For once, I don’t need to worry about who you are or what you think. I can do this for days.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mistress,” he said, stumbling through that answer. 
 
    Kelly punished him again, striking hard and fast. She loved the way he called out, how he instinctively pulled against his shackles. He squirmed, throwing his head from side to side. But all the while, she waited for him to break and argue or yell or resist. 
 
    “Do you deserve this?” Kelly asked again and again. 
 
    Every time, he gave the right answer, “I deserve whatever you decide. I belong to you.” 
 
    Finally, she pulled away, dropped the paddle beside him, and decided to leave him there. As she left him, she stopped at the doorway, turned back to the helpless boy, and pressed her lips together as she tried to come to a conclusion. Despite everything, she still couldn’t make up her mind. 
 
      
 
    

  

 

   Chapter 6: Pleading His Case 
 
    Kelly sat outside Sonja’s office. The leader of the female supremacist gang known as the Red Ravens was busy working on some new deal or transaction. She had several women in there with her, plus a couple of slaves. The boys weren’t allowed to speak, obviously. Maybe they scurried around, massaging necks, fetching drinks, or simply kneeling as ornamentation, but they knew better than to try to contribute anything. 
 
    Seriously, who would be interested in hearing a boy’s opinion anyway? 
 
    The delay suited Kelly just fine, especially as she sat there with her legs crossed and her back straight. She had her phone in her hand, she kept hitting refresh as she tried to check out the website. 
 
    “Come on,” she whispered every few seconds. “Come on.” 
 
    Theoretically, the results for her exam should have been posted several minutes before. Yes, Sonja had promised Kelly would pass the exam and become a lawyer, but this young woman couldn’t believe it, not until she saw the information for herself. It had to be there, written on her screen, posted for everyone to see. (Yes, this information would be publicly available.) 
 
    Kelly tried again, refreshing her screen. Again, there was nothing new, just the old notification saying that the results would be posted shortly. 
 
    Finally, she threw her head back, closed her eyes, and that’s when Maggie, Sonja’s assistant finally asked, “Are you okay?” 
 
    The two women had only exchanged a few words over the past week, but Kelly puffed out her cheeks and admitted, “Yeah. I’m okay.” 
 
    “I can grab you a cup of tea if you like? Or I could have one of the slaves do it.” 
 
    Kelly smirked, enjoying how every woman here could casually refer to a man as a slave. In other offices, boys might saunter around, thinking they were the kings of the world. In reality, their empires were built on broken foundations which were about to fall away in one form or another. 
 
    Here, in this skyscraper, they were building the future. 
 
    A future where men learned to obey. 
 
    “No thank you,” Kelly said. She breathed out again. “I’m just waiting for some results.” 
 
    “Are you sure that’s all there is to it?” 
 
    Kelly could have been offended by Maggie’s curiosity, but the secretary seemed genuinely interested. “Do you trust your slaves?” 
 
    “Intriguing question.” Running her fingers along her bottom lip, she nodded to herself and finally said, “Yeah, I think I do.” 
 
    “But how can you trust someone you own? How can you trust someone you punish regularly?” 
 
    “Stockholm Syndrome?” Maggie asked before both girls burst out laughing. 
 
    Kelly ran her fingers through her hair, massaged her shoulder for a moment or two, and finally stretched her hands out. “I guess I’m just worried about what he’s thinking right now.” 
 
    Maggie arched an eyebrow with a sardonic look on her face. Eventually, she asked a very simple question, “Why?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Why?” Maggie repeated. “Why would you bother worrying about what a boy thinks? Maybe he genuinely wants to obey you or loves you or whatever. Maybe he only does it because you own him. Either way, the result is the same.” 
 
    “Have you ever fallen in love with a slave?” 
 
    Maggie exhaled through her puckered lips, “That is a difficult one.” Then she leaned in, lowered her voice, and asked, “Did you fall in love with a slave or was it a boy you used to know?” 
 
    “A boy I used to know.” 
 
    “That could be a problem,” Maggie said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Sonja doesn’t like to have the slaves go off to women who might go easy on them.” 
 
    Kelly twitched her head to the side as she considered that. “I don’t think that would be a problem.” Although Maggie didn’t wish to pry, Kelly quickly added, “I’m still mad at him. I’m really, really mad at him.” Her observation sounded simple enough, but she could feel that anger sizzle deep within her brain. It was a wound, one she could only bandage with his surrender. 
 
    “I hear that,” Maggie replied. 
 
    “You have a slave?” 
 
    Maggie smiled, glanced down, and looked like a proud pet owner. “I do!” She quickly pulled out her phone, brought up a picture, and that’s when Kelly saw a young man on his knees with his hands presumably tied behind his back. He had a ball gag in his mouth, a collar around his neck, and nothing else. The leash leading from his collar stretched off of the frame, presumably into Maggie’s hand. 
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    “Jared,” Maggie replied. “I’ve had him for the last year.” 
 
    “Do you ever feel like he’s trying to manipulate you?” Kelly wondered. 
 
    “Yes,” Maggie answered, surprising the recruit. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Maggie pressed her lips together into a subtle pout. But then she exhaled, and she said, “Yeah. I think all men are going to learn to be more subtle as they embrace slavery. It’s really their only option.” 
 
    “Men? Subtle?” 
 
    “It could happen,” Maggie said with a chuckle. “They aren’t as smart as we are, but that doesn’t mean they’re dumb all the time either.” 
 
    “True,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Besides, it would be a bad idea to underestimate them. Boys might be angry and overly emotional, rash and impulsive, but they can get things done from time to time.” 
 
    Kelly nodded. 
 
    “There was this one time when he tried to make me feel guilty.” 
 
    “What did he do?” 
 
    Maggie waved her hand, “It doesn’t matter. The point is this. I could see through what he was doing, so I punished him for it. That’s the key. You need to be consistent with the discipline. Boys try to argue or make you feel guilty or bad or ashamed or whatever. They think the rules haven’t changed. They think women are supposed to feel insecure all the time.” 
 
    With a little snort, Kelly smiled and nodded. 
 
    “If you punish him enough, he will stop trying to fight. He will start to figure out that the only way to avoid the whip, crop, or paddle is to obey you. Once he understands that the key to his happiness is your happiness, then he will really be a slave.” 
 
    “So you wouldn’t punish randomly?” 
 
    For the most part, Maggie seemed like a very staid young woman, only now she threw her head back and burst out laughing. “Oh, no. He gets random punishments all the time, but when I talk about consistency, I mean that he needs to understand that this is a random punishment. It’s not because he messed up or made a mistake. It’s just because I want to punish him and that’s my right.” 
 
    “Do you keep him in chastity?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” Maggie said. 
 
    “How is that working out for you?” 
 
    “Really good, actually,” Maggie answered. “Boys are always so scared about losing access to their penises. Take that away, and they will do anything you want.” She repeated that final word for emphasis. “Anything.” 
 
    Just then, the door to Sonja’s office opened up, and a pair of older ladies sauntered out. Kelly watched, shocked. The woman on the left was a celebrity, a famous journalist. The woman on the right looked a lot like a senator. 
 
    But it couldn’t be… 
 
    Could it? 
 
    Sonja stepped out, smiled over at Kelly and invited her in with a wave. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations,” Sonja said from her side of the desk. 
 
    For a moment, Kelly didn’t understand. The look of confusion must of been easy to read because Sonja said with another little wave, “Go on. Check.” 
 
    Scrambling with her phone, Kelly quickly pulled up that same website. She hit refresh again, and that’s when she saw the note of congratulations. 
 
    …She did it… 
 
    There was the opening up in her life, the gap between who she had been before she received this and who she would now become after. So many hours, so many sleepless nights studying, so many lectures, so much stress, all of it for this. 
 
    Considering how many years Kelly had poured into getting her law license, Kelly almost couldn’t believe it. “I did it. I really did it!” 
 
    “You did,” Sonja said. “Now, are you ready to get to work?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” Kelly couldn’t help herself. This big, excited grin spread across her face. “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Maggie will assign you an office down the hall. She will also give you several files on some of our ongoing projects. First, I just want you to get oriented with organization and what we have going on.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Sonja said, glancing back at her screen. “Oh, and I was hoping for your recommendation.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “The new acquisition, Tyson Fields.” Apparently, he had not yet been renamed or assigned a number. 
 
    So much of her excitement dissipated, but Kelly sat up straight, concentrated, and chose her words carefully. “I’ve been working with him.” 
 
    “And what do you think we should do with him? Keep them as a local slave? Use him here at this facility? Send him somewhere else?” 
 
    “He would probably sell for a lot, I imagine.” 
 
    “You might be surprised,” Sonja said with a shrug. “We grab lots of boys all the time. Yes, there is some demand, but he isn’t anything special. Now if he were a celebrity or maybe really pissed off someone off, then his price might go up.” 
 
    Although Kelly never really considered the economics of male slavery, she looked forward to learning more. 
 
    “I would like to keep training him.” 
 
    “Really? Why?” 
 
    At this point, Kelly took a breath. Her nostrils flared, and she knew she needed to lie. She could almost feel her irises dilate, but she shook off the instinct. Sonja had already done so much for her, so she told the truth, “I’m still angry with him for betraying me.” 
 
    “I understand. Go have some fun with him. Figure out what you think we should do with him, and I will listen to your recommendation.” 
 
    Kelly started to rise, stopped, and forced herself to ask something else. “Maggie told me something.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She said that you don’t like to give slaves to women who might be emotionally attached.” 
 
    “It’s true,” Sonja said. She wore an almost maternal smile now, “I know it might not seem fair, but men can be dangerous, especially if they have some past relationship they can draw upon. I believe in your commitment to the cause, Kelly. But at the same time, coming into this world is different. You might feel like you are completely dedicated to female supremacy, but the world has been telling you men should be in charge for most of your life. That’s a hard habit to break. And easier to start training with someone you don’t know, a bully can be just that, a boy.” 
 
    “I see,” Kelly said, her heart pounding faster. 
 
    “We don’t have to decide anything right now,” Sonja said. Something about her tone still made it seem like the decision had already been made. 
 
    “Thank you again,” Kelly said with a little nod of her head. “I really appreciate your time.” 
 
      
 
    Over the next few days, Kelly didn’t visit him. Better yet, she only thought about him occasionally. It was easy to ignore that boy down in the subbasement facility, chained to a wall like the other males. She was confident the handlers could feed, bathe, and punish as necessary. 
 
    Besides, Kelly had a lot of work to do herself. 
 
    Like so many other recent graduates, she channeled all of the energy she once directed toward her school work into this new job. She learned all about the different projects taking place in the city, the state, even in the US overall. She also saw references to international expansion. 
 
    Sonja and this organization would spread female supremacy across the entire population. It was funny to think that there is this enormous threat to the current governmental order, and none of the boys saw it. Whenever a male like Tyson started to figure something out, he could be discreetly acquired, trained, and sold off into a life of anonymous slavery at the feet of some powerful businesswoman or politician. 
 
    Apparently, that was one of the easiest ways to silence the men who might get in their way. Even better, there were plenty of females out there eager to own a slave. Sometimes it took a little bit of convincing, yet Sonja seemed to be able to show women just how amazing this could be over one meeting. They might have dinner together, go see a show, or just chat over tea. 
 
    Senators, CEOs, and heiresses discovered the benefits of female supremacy. Why let men lead when a woman could do it? Why allow half of the population to run around, causing trouble when they would be so much better behaved with collars around their necks? 
 
    Eventually, Kelly decided she had a good handle on the different projects. She could see problems begin to develop, but that was why she was there in the first place. She could meet with some of the antiquated male leaders, discuss possibilities, fix problems, and recommend enslavement or temporary freedom. 
 
    After all, every boy would find a collar around his neck in time. 
 
    How long? 
 
    Kelly considered this question. She even brought it up with Sonja at one point, yet she only said, “We need to be flexible. If a good opportunity presents itself, we take it. If there is a setback, we deal with it.” 
 
    Even so, Kelly marveled at the extent of this organization. Simultaneously, she soon realized something else. 
 
    Kelly only had access to a small portion of their transactions and plans. In case anything went wrong, she couldn’t be allowed to see everything. But if that was the case, then female supremacy had spread even farther than Kelly had ever imagined. 
 
    Good. 
 
    One night, just after she finished her dinner, she looked down at the plate and saw she still had some food left. She had ordered a sandwich, nothing fancy. There were a couple of scraps of bread, so she tossed them into her bag, picked it up, and headed back toward the elevators. 
 
    Rather than push the button for the ground floor, she descended into the subbasement training facilities. 
 
    Down among the corridors, she took her time, and saw other women. There were girls leading boys on leashes who walked or crawled. Kelly stopped at a large glass gallery and looked out to see a man on his knees, crawling in circles. 
 
    For a second, Kelly tilted her head to the side and wondered what the point might be. Then she smirked, deciding that he had spent enough time on his knuckles and his knees. It was better for this boy to crawl, to physically feel his subservience and reduced station in life. 
 
    So many men had a sense of entitlement and privilege, as though they deserved to command and do whatever else they liked simply because of their sex. 
 
    No more. 
 
    Smiling, Kelly gave a wave to the other trainer. The girl smiled back, only to smack her slave on the ass. 
 
    Perhaps he made a mistake. Maybe not. It didn’t really matter one way or the other. The girl could decide to do whatever she liked with that boy, and he didn’t get to argue, complain, or protest. 
 
    Holding her hands behind her back, Kelly strolled along the facility. She had discovered many new chambers, passageways, and large rooms where the boys could be bent, broken, and disciplined. 
 
    But eventually, she found herself up at a wall. 
 
    He kept his head down. Even when he detected movement in his peripheral vision, he didn’t raise his gaze. Naked and with that same chastity lock constricting his genitals, he didn’t move. He had the shackles around his wrists and ankles. 
 
    “If you had the opportunity to try to escape, would you take it?” Kelly asked. 
 
    She strolled over to him, stood there, and touched to the underside of his chin, pushing his face up so he had no choice but to look at her. 
 
    When they first met, he had been so confident. “Look at you now. All timid and obedient.” 
 
    He licked his lips, perhaps uncertain about whether or not he was supposed to answer. But then he nodded obediently and said, “Yes, Mistress. 
 
    She patted his cheek, stepped back, and reminded him, “I asked you a question.” 
 
    “No, Mistress. I wouldn’t try to escape.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I am a slave, Mistress. I’m the property of this facility and the women who run it.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Let’s test that theory.” 
 
    She walked up to him, removed the shock collar, and tapped several commands into the touchscreen. 
 
    Stepping back again, she crossed her arms over the her chest and waited as the mechanized shackles retracted, freeing this boy. She watched, wondering what he would try to do. Days ago, he probably would have killed for this chance. No collar, no shackles, nothing to hold him there. 
 
      
 
    Tyson stumbled forward, braced on his legs like he didn’t quite know how to stand anymore. All the while, he glanced to the left and right, drinking in his surroundings even though he had been trapped here for so long. 
 
    Well, what are you going to do? Kelly wondered 
 
    Her boy dropped to his knees, “How may I serve you, Mistress?” 
 
    “You can try to run away. This is your best chance. I don’t think you’re going to get another one,” she said. 
 
    A nervous swallow ran along the length of his throat before he glanced toward the door. Then he dipped his head down low and repeated, “How can I serve you, Mistress?” 
 
    “What’s wrong? Don’t you want to escape? You could run back to your government unit and try to tell them all about us,” she said. “You might not get another chance. Don’t you want to save all the boys out there?” 
 
    “Men are slaves,” he answered automatically. 
 
    Kelly smiled, thinking he probably spent some time with the other trainers. “They are,” she allowed. “They’re slaves here, but you could try to stop that. Try to free them.” 
 
    He looked up at her again. Then he glanced downward. Kelly wasn’t satisfied however. She ran her fingers through his hair, took a firm grip on his scalp, and forced him to look back at her. She gazed into his eyes, studied his face, and tried to absorb every detail as she worked to make a determination. 
 
    Still, she had that lingering doubt, the edge of frustration from knowing this boy had tricked her, making her think she could trust him, even love him. 
 
    As that anger surged through her, she pushed the collar back up against his throat, pulled it tight against his skin, and clasped it in place. Next, she pulled a leash out, attached it, and pulled. She walked fast. 
 
    She didn’t tell him to crawl, he jumped to his feet and did his best to keep up. 
 
    She pulled him back into one of the small training cells, shoved him down onto the mattress, and started to strap him in place. His arms drifted higher, she pushed him down, pinning him before encircling his wrists in a fresh set of leather shackles. 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    She pulled the controller to his shock collar from her pocket, pushed the button, and watched as he twitched. But this time, her thumb didn’t release it. Electricity continued to zap through his body, untold volts surging through his skin, blasting him, enough to be agonizing, not enough to leave any permanent damage. 
 
    Kelly didn’t know how long she would hold that button down. The seconds ticked by, one, two, three, all while he writhed there in his restraints. After several seconds, he stopped making sounds. Instead, he seemed to pant, gasp, trying to cry out, only his lungs no longer held the oxygen necessary to make that noise. 
 
    She pulled her thumb away from the button, and she looked down into his eyes again. She kept hoping to find something, some flicker to tell her what she needed to know. 
 
    When she had enough, she pulled up her skirt, positioned herself over his face, and told him to lick. Obediently, he served her, bringing her to one orgasm after another. All the while, she understood this man could be hers. 
 
      
 
    After those orgasms, she didn’t just take him back to the wall. She didn’t chain him up or lock him in a cage. No, slaves could have other uses as well. She placed her head gently against his chest and relaxed. 
 
    She felt the beat of his heart and the relaxed rhythm of his breathing. 
 
    “I think your heart might be beating just a little bit faster than before,” she said. 
 
    At first, Kelly didn’t expect any response, yet he asked, “Why do you think that is, Mistress?” 
 
    Kelly fingered the controller. She felt dirty and satisfied, having enjoyed 45 orgasms. There was something so amazing and intoxicating about taking a boy, forcing him to serve her again and again and again, however long she wanted. Too few women understood what it really meant to be selfish. 
 
    “Are you scared?” 
 
    His lips puckered, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. She pushed herself up, looked down into his eyes again as the ridges of their noses nearly touched. “You should be. Boys should always be a little bit nervous around women. They should always be wondering what we’re thinking and whether or not we will decide you should be punished.” 
 
    He gulped, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Now, I have a little test for you.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best, Mistress.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will,” she said, stroking his hair condescendingly. “Tell me about what your life should be.” 
 
    He pursed his lips again, hesitating as his jaw clenched. Kelly picked up on all of those little cues, yet she couldn’t tell what caused them, not precisely. Was he about to lie? Was he just nervous because a woman was focused on him, and she could do whatever she liked? Both answers seemed plausible. But which was correct? 
 
    “I’m a slave, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’ve said that,” she reminded him, a small smile on her lips. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress…” His voice dissipated and Kelly could understand why: he couldn’t risk offending this woman. That idea sent a jolt of excitement running down her back, but then he found his voice again, “Sorry. I’m not sure what to say. Or been in this position before.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she said, consoling him as her fingers moved up and brushed along the stubble of his cheek. “Just relax. Tell me what your life should be like.” 
 
    “Service,” he said. 
 
    “Explain.” 
 
    “As a slave, I should always be of service to the woman in the room. I should obey every female. I must do as I’m told.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I can believe you.” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment and told her the truth, “I didn’t convince you.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, patting him on the head. “It’s not really fair. After all, how do you prove you really understand your place? How do you demonstrate genuine subservience?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “It’s okay. Just relax and I’m going to think about it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he told her obediently. 
 
    For several minutes, Kelly simply enjoyed the heat of his body, the rhythm of his breathing, the pulse of his heart. She loved being close to him like this, and it was easy to think she loved him all over again. But then, he made a small sound, “Mistress?” He kept his voice low as though he worried about waking her. 
 
    Luckily for him, Kelly hadn’t fallen asleep. “Yes?” 
 
    “I never imagined something like this could happen. I never imagined I could be enslaved. But I understand my place now.” 
 
    “So soon?” That one question demonstrated the problem. Could she trust a boy who had been captured only a few days ago? 
 
    “It’s different. I spent hours chained to a wall. I have been forced to crawl on my hands and knees. It broke something in me, Mistress.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    Tyson hesitated again, but then he found the right words as he took his time and did his best to serve her. This time, that meant total honesty. “I guess it might just be vanity. Like men always think we can do whatever we want, but that’s because we don’t face genuine overwhelming odds. You might experience challenges, but there’s always a chance of winning. That’s not how it works with slavery. I am a slave, I must obey. If I resist, I’m still going to lose. I’m always going to lose. I don’t get to win. I am a slave.” 
 
    Those words sounded like a new mantra for this boy. 
 
    “I think I understand,” she said. 
 
    “I belong to you, Mistress. I love you.” 
 
    She tensed up for a second, thought of jumping up, shocking him again, and making him pay for it. But then, she realized something. He had held his breath now. He was waiting, wondering what she would say. 
 
    This time, she chose to do nothing at all as she considered him. 
 
      
 
    The leash felt so good as she wrapped it around her fingers and knuckles. Like an obedient slave who didn’t need to know, Tyson didn’t ask what she had in mind after she released him from the restraints. She slipped off of the mattress and started to walk away. 
 
    Naked except for his chastity cage, he followed after her. 
 
    They maneuvered down the different corridors, along the different halls, and past the various rooms and galleries. They saw other women with other boys, although Tyson did a good job of keeping his head bowed down. 
 
    They arrived at the elevator, he followed her. He stood behind her. 
 
    She kept waiting for him to ask for the most obvious question. Where are they going? 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she commanded. Again, he obeyed, shutting his eyes as she tapped one of the buttons. 
 
    The elevator tugged at them, gravity pulling as they rode the elevator up, past the ground floor, going higher and higher. 
 
    As they approached their destination, Kelly kept imagining scenarios where she would simply turn around, take him back, and chain him to the wall. 
 
    This was crazy. 
 
    Seriously, why was she taking this kind of risk for a boy like him? 
 
    Different answers streamed through her head, but she understood that this was rational. A strategist or game theorist would have told her to try something else. Even so, she wouldn’t back down. Kelly brought the slave down the hallway, although now the carpets were plush and soft underneath his toes. He continued to follow until they reached the waiting room outside of Sonja’s office. 
 
    As usual, Maggie sat behind her desk and worked, answering emails and negotiating schedules. 
 
    “What’s this?” Maggie asked, her eyes glowing with delight as she saw Tyson. They didn’t make eye contact. They couldn’t, not when he distinctly kept his head bowed down. 
 
    “Is Sonja available?” 
 
    “She’s in a meeting right now. But she’ll be free afterward.” 
 
    “Is it okay if I wait?” Kelly asked. 
 
    I. She didn’t mention the slave, not when he no longer counted as a person. 
 
    “That shouldn’t be a problem,” Maggie said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Kelly replied, taking a seat beside one of the chairs. Tyson didn’t move. Rather, he stood off to the side until she nodded and pointed to a spot in front of her. He lowered himself down onto his knees and remained quiet. 
 
    Because she didn’t feel like playing on her phone, she reached down and stroked the top of his head, petting him because she enjoyed the sensations of his soft hair against her fingertips. 
 
    “Are you getting angry?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he said with a quick shake of his head. He still kept his eyes aimed downward. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, tugging on his ear. She waited for that flash of irritation, but his expression stayed plastered and complacent. 
 
    As the seconds ticked by, Kelly sat there without really moving. Then she reached up with her free hand and found the key still dangling from its chain. She felt the outline beneath the fabric of her blouse. And that’s when several women emerged from Sonja’s office. 
 
    Kelly watched them go before Maggie said, “You can go in now.” 
 
    Taking Tyson by the leash, Kelly strode forward. 
 
    Although she appeared relaxed, her heart kept kicking away in her chest. She wasn’t sure what would happen or what her employer would say. She had no idea whether or not this was even a good idea. 
 
    Halfway across the waiting room floor, she glanced over at Tyson and said, “Crawl.” 
 
    His adam’s apple bobbed as he dropped to his hands and knees and moved along behind her just like a devoted pet. 
 
    She guided him into the room, sat down, and crossed her legs. 
 
    Sonja had her eyes on the screen for the most part, but she must have noticed Tyson as well because she asked, “Are you taking this boy out for a walk?” 
 
    “No,” Kelly said. “I’m here to make a request.” 
 
    “I thought we had talked about this,” Sonja replied. She sounded determined, as though she weren’t looking forward to delivering even more bad news. 
 
    “Look, I understand the problems that you have had in the past, but this is going to be different.” 
 
    “Why?” Sonja didn’t seem especially offended by the idea. 
 
    Despite this opening, Kelly nibbled on the inside of her mouth. “Why” was such a simple question, yet she didn’t have any good answers. She didn’t have anything rational, nothing that would have satisfied one of her legal professors. 
 
    “Because I care about him and I want to keep him.” 
 
    “You see the problem, don’t you?” Sonja asked gently. 
 
    “I recognize the danger.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Some men know about us, don’t they? They’ve run off?” 
 
    “A few,” Sonja allowed. 
 
    “And what has happened to them?” 
 
    “For the most part, they are recaptured.” 
 
    “But not all of them?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Did they manage to set back your agenda?” 
 
    “No. They’re a distraction, but things are still moving forward.” These ladies could agree that progress was inevitable and that the masculine half of humanity would soon be collared and caged for everyone’s good. 
 
    “Exactly,” Kelly said. “I realize keeping him as my own slave would be a risk, but I’m convinced I have tamed him. He’s spent days as a captive, and he will obey me. He has one goal and one goal only.” 
 
    “Is that true, boy?” Sonja asked, glancing down at the kneeling male. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he answered. 
 
    “Fascinating,” Sonja leaned back in her chair, touching her fingertips together as she continued to stare at him and study him. 
 
    “He can perform tricks for you if you like,” Kelly said. “Would you like a demonstration?” 
 
    “Go ahead,” Sonja answered, her tone noncommittal. 
 
    Kelly glanced back at her boy and realized something. If he wished to strike back at her, this could be an excellent opportunity. There it was again, the uncertainty, the inability to read another person and determine whether or not he had accepted his reduced state or not. 
 
    Kelly stood, still holding onto his leash. She crouched down, disconnected the lead from his collar, and stepped back. “Crawl over here and kiss my feet.” 
 
    He obeyed at once, scurrying forward on his knuckles and knees. There was no hesitation, no sign of disobedience. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as he dipped his head down. But then Kelly realized she may have made a mistake by encouraging him. She glanced over at Sonja. Sure enough, her boss seemed concerned as well. 
 
    “Stop,” she ordered. 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Stand.” 
 
    Tyson rose to his feet. 
 
    “Cross your hands behind your back.” 
 
    The boy obeyed, pressing his knuckles down against the small of his back as he crossed his wrists. “If I take you home, what will you do?” 
 
    “Whatever you command, Mistress.” 
 
    “Do you know how to cook?” 
 
    A nervous swallow ran along his neck before he looked downward again. “I usually cook for myself, Mistress, but I have never done it for another person. I don’t know if my skills will be up to your standards, Mistress.” 
 
    “He certainly sounds subservient, but that’s the problem, isn’t it?” Sonja said. “Boys can learn to lie.” 
 
    Tyson swallowed again. His jaw clenched, and Kelly tilted her head to the side as she wondered why. 
 
    “If I decided to rename you right now, what would your name be?” 
 
    “My name would be what you decide,” he answered. “My name is whatever you pick for me.” 
 
    “And what happens if she doesn’t get own you?” Sonja asked, finally addressing the slave herself. 
 
    He glanced up for just a moment, their eyes meeting before he retreated, looking down again at the floor. 
 
    “I obey,” he said, only now his voice shook slightly. 
 
    Sonja leaned back in her chair. “This demonstration has been terrible,” she allowed. “I’m not convinced that he is really ready to be your slave. I think he needs to spend more time with strangers.” 
 
    “Does that mean you would let me take him later on?” Kelly asked with more hope rippling through her voice than she expected. 
 
    “No,” Sonja said. “Once he’s sold, his new Mistress will decide what to do with him. I don’t like to curtail the ownership rights of other women.” 
 
    “When do you think you would sell him?” 
 
    “Probably later today,” Sonja said. While Kelly did her absolute best to keep her expression passive, as though she didn’t really care one way or the other, she felt her eyes widen with shock and dismay. “I know that sounds cruel,” Sonja said. “But it can be necessary. Remember, boys can be trained. You might feel like you love this one, but you could always get another one later.” 
 
    I don’t want another one, Kelly thought to herself, furious. Her bottom lip trembled slightly, but she pulled up on the corners of her mouth, determined not to show any emotion. She was now an attorney, a legal professional, she could fight this. She could battle back her emotions and convince this powerful woman to give her what she wanted. 
 
    But how? 
 
    “Please, reconsider,” Kelly said, her fingers pushing down into the palms of her hands. Her knuckles shook, “I understand what ownership entails. I’m going to take personal responsibility for him.” 
 
    “I believe you, Kelly. And I believe you think this is really right, but you have only been a true supremacist for a little while. You don’t understand what this means or how they need to be viewed.” 
 
    They—the boys. 
 
    Tyson kept his head bowed down as he listened to these girls debate his future. 
 
    That’s when Kelly glanced over at Tyson and instructed him to, “Beg her.” 
 
    For a second, he froze, but then he slowly lowered himself back down onto his knuckles and knees. He crawled around the desk, rose so that Kelly could only see the top of his head as he looked at this other woman. “Mistress, please, allow me the opportunity to serve this woman. Please, I have messed up. I messed up so badly. I tried to manipulate her. I lied to her. I need to be enslaved by this woman.” 
 
    “Go on,” Sonja said. 
 
    “I lied and made so many mistakes. I understand that I deserve to be punished, but I’m hoping that this woman will do it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Kelly leaned back on the balls of her feet, nervous. She wished she could run or fight. She wished this question wouldn’t be decided based on words alone. Then again, that was why she had trained as a lawyer in the first place. She wanted to change the world with her sentences. 
 
    “Because,” he began, “Because I love her. But it’s not just love. It’s something else. I can feel it deep within my psyche, this need to obey her. Please, please allow me the chance to make things better. Please, Mistress, allow me to serve her. She trained me. She broke me. I need to remain at her feet, Mistress. Please, let me serve her. Please, let me obey her.” His eyes shined, they sounded so pathetically desperate. 
 
    Sonja reached down, cupped his chin in the palm of her hand and smiled. “I believe you, slave. I believe that you have discovered your place in the world and that you actually understand where you belong.” 
 
    Tyson continued to look up at her, his gaze unblinking as he hoped for the answer they both needed. 
 
    “But I’m sorry. Just because you feel this is a good idea, that doesn’t make it true. You might feel subservient and obedient now with Kelly, but what happens if your old ways reassert themselves? I’m sorry, but you can’t be trusted. And you know why?” 
 
    “Because I’m a boy,” he said dutifully. 
 
    “That’s right,” she answered. “Because you’re a boy, boys can’t be trusted. You have that obnoxious equipment between your legs, and that makes you foolish. Right now, you might understand your place, but you need to work with a stranger, a woman who you have never deceived or manipulated.” 
 
    “But if he’s made those mistakes in the past, doesn’t that mean I’ll be on my guard?” Kelly asked, hoping she might be able to use this one logical point as leverage to get to keep this male for herself. 
 
    “You really want him for yourself, don’t you?” 
 
    Kelly glanced down at him again. She studied the contours of his nose, the lines of his forehead, and the dark color of his hair. Then she turned back to Sonja, the beautiful leader of their gang. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You’ve done an amazing job with him, but it’s time for you to find another boy, someone you don’t know, someone you can mold and train without any kind of history.” 
 
    “That history is what will make me a better trainer for him.” 
 
    Sonja looked down one more time. “You might be right, but I can’t take that chance.” 
 
    Kelly parted her lips, inhaled, and stopped because she recognized one simple fact. Although Sonja might listen to these arguments for several more minutes or maybe even longer, yet it didn’t matter. The leader of the Red Ravens had made up her mind. 
 
    “I understand,” Kelly said. 
 
    She reattached his leash, turned, and that’s when both women glanced down at him. His face had turned red, it was clear he wanted or needed to say something. Every fiber of his being must’ve ached with that simple urge, yet he stayed silent like a well-trained boy. 
 
    She pulled on his leash and headed toward the door. They were just about to depart when Kelly stopped. “One last offer.” 
 
    Kelly turned around. Sonja was looking up. Kelly held onto his leash as though she didn’t even notice. She strode back to the desk, reached up underneath her blouse, and pulled out the key to his chastity cage. 
 
    Setting it down on the desk, she slid it forward. 
 
    “What is this?” Sonja asked. 
 
    “It’s the key to his chastity cage,” Kelly said. “I want you to have it.” 
 
    Sonja touched the key, picking it up and examining that small piece of metal as though it contained some hidden truth. “Why?” 
 
    “Because if you become his keyholder, then you’ll know I won’t let him manipulate me. No matter what happens between this boy and me, you will be there. You will be a reminder of how this relationship is supposed to work.” 
 
    “Do you think I would ever let him out?” 
 
    This time, Kelly didn’t turn back to her boy. Instead, she smirked and asked, “Does it matter?” 
 
    “Good answer,” Sonja returned. “That is a very, very good answer.” In the next couple of heartbeats, she leaned back again, only now her gaze drifted upward as she seemed to consider some spot in the middle distance. 
 
    Kelly stood there, her hands at her sides, the key resting before them. 
 
    Finally, Sonja leaned forward, took the key, lifted it up, and draped the chain over her neck. “I want to see you train him. I want to see you break him.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly held onto his leash. All the while, she wondered precisely what she could make him do. He had said all of the right things back in Sonja’s office, but that wasn’t good enough. With that key, Kelly had found an opening. She convinced one powerful woman to give her this opportunity. 
 
    That’s when the truth occurred to her. 
 
    Kelly had used this technique with him before, but now it could be adapted for another demonstration. 
 
    The trio rode the elevator down, two women standing, one boy crouching, before they headed into the training cell. Sonja stood off to the side, her arms crossed as she observed. 
 
    Up until this point, they had remained silent, but Kelly ordered her boy onto his stomach. He clambered up onto the bed. He kept his arms and legs together until she told him to spread them. 
 
    Tyson obeyed, lifting his arms and stretching towards the bedposts. He did the same with his legs. She attached the restraints, one after another. Then she stepped back, held at the controller, and said, “This will soften you up.” 
 
    His breathing quickened, but he didn’t beg. 
 
    She pushed one of the buttons. 
 
    Electricity shot through his body as both women watched. Kelly focused on her boy. She didn’t look away because she couldn’t demonstrate any sign of weakness. Granted, her timidity had nothing to do with Tyson or the agony now sweeping through him. Oh no, he deserved that. But she knew if she looked away, she might give Sonja the wrong impression. 
 
    Because ultimately, his pain wasn’t about him; it was all about these women asserting their control and deciding what his future should be. 
 
    After eight or nine seconds, she finally pulled her thumb away from the button. His eyes were wet, and he was panting, his skin red, his body raw. He twitched several times, almost as though his nerve endings couldn’t quite accept the truth that the torment had ceased. 
 
    For now. 
 
    “Tyson, this is what you’re going to get every single day. This is who you are now. If I decide to punish you, it might not be because you made a mistake. It could just be because I feel like it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Silence,” she ordered. 
 
    She pushed the button, sending another explosive surge of electricity running through him. Kelly glanced over at her boss, but she was smiling now as she asked, “Has anyone ever drained the batteries in one of these collars?” 
 
    “No,” Sonja said. “But it looks like you’re doing your best to be the first.” 
 
    “We have extras,” she said. 
 
    “We do indeed.” 
 
    Throughout their conversation, Kelly held the button down. Not only that, he had gritted his teeth, hissed through his nostrils, and panted, but he didn’t actually cry out. 
 
    “Not bad,” Kelly said in spite of herself. She was actually pretty impressed with his ability to stay silent. “Let’s see if you can do that for twice as long.” 
 
    His eyes widened with fear, but then the agony surged through him again as the electrodes came to life. The inner lining of his collar punished him, delivering explosive jolts of pain. Every fold seemed to stab and sear, simulated sensations that didn’t really damage his body, yet they hurt. They hurt so badly! 
 
    “You think he’s going to break?” Kelly asked casually. 
 
    “Yeah. They all break.” 
 
    “This boy is pretty determined to serve me,” Kelly said. “It’s what he thinks he needs.” 
 
    “That should be reason enough not to give it to him,” Sonja said. 
 
    “You think another trainer would be this cruel?” 
 
    Through all of this, the boy kept twitching, pulling and tugging against his restraints with animal frenzy. Even so, he still didn’t cry out. Whether he liked it or not, his enslavement meant he remained silent, just the way his Mistress had commanded. 
 
    Kelly relaxed her thumb, stopping the voltage from slamming down into him. 
 
    “There is something you probably haven’t told me, Tyson. There is something that probably scares you more than anything else. What makes you nervous?” She had a very good idea, but she needed to hear him say it. 
 
    She came up onto the bed, kneeling above him. She lazily dragged her fingertips along his skin, stroking his thigh, his hip, the back of his ass. 
 
    “Do I have to say it?” It wasn’t resistance, not exactly, but Kelly still slapped his ass, savoring the sound and the squeak he made. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, making it sound natural and obvious. “You have to say it. When your owner asks you something, you tell her the truth.” 
 
    With another nervous gulp, he told her, “I don’t want to be penetrated.” 
 
    From across the room, Sonja started snickering. “Boys are always so terrified of that,” she said. “I think it’s even worse than getting locked up in chastity!” 
 
    “That was very brave of you, Tyson,” she said, gently stroking her fingers through his hair and scratching at the back of his neck. But then she leaned in and whispered, “You never should have kept that from me.” 
 
    Both women waited. He could have answered the very obvious point that no one ever asked. Granted, that kind of sophistry would have demonstrated his defiance, his disobedience, and his need for additional punishment. 
 
    Ah well, it didn’t really matter anyway. Kelly glanced back at Sonja, “Do we have any strap-on harnesses?” 
 
    His body went rigid. 
 
    If he had hoped that honesty might save him from this humiliation, then he was about to be disappointed. 
 
    “Absolutely,” Sonja said. 
 
    The discussion wasn’t actually necessary. Kelly knew precisely what equipment was available, so she sauntered over to the other side of the room, opened one of the compartments, and pulled out the black, leather harness. She checked to make sure it would fit. Oh yes. 
 
    She decided and strolled back in front of him. With every strutting stride, she made it clear this was about to happen. 
 
    He tensed up, his body locked and rigid as he tried to hold back those fears storming behind his eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay. You can struggle. I might even let you go if you managed to get out of those shackles.” 
 
    Sonja chuckled, “Incentives are important. You want him to keep fighting as much as he can. It makes his eventual surrender all the sweeter.” 
 
    Kelly stripped off her dress, the blouse she wore underneath, her shoes and socks and panties. She pulled the harness into place, heedless of the fact that her boss was right there and that Kelly was mostly naked. 
 
    “If you don’t want this to happen, fight me. Struggle,” she said. 
 
    Tyson hesitated, conflicting impulses running hot through his head. “Is that what you command me to do, Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He started to pull. 
 
    “That won’t do it. You’ll have to try harder,” Kelly taunted. Although she didn’t look back to her boss, she could hear Sonja’s snickering. 
 
    With a grunt of effort, he pulled and twisted, thrashing his body from side to side. Then he stopped, exhaled through his teeth, and directed one concerted effort on freeing his right wrist. When that didn’t work, he didn’t allowed frustration to take over. Instead, he exhaled again, taking a different spot, and trying with his right wrist. He rotated his hand, desperate and eager to find some opening to exploit. 
 
    Although he worked as hard as he could, it didn’t do any good. That much was obvious. 
 
    “You don’t have much time,” Sonja taunted. 
 
    If Tyson resented this, he didn’t let on. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut and continued to narrow his hand and try to slip his knuckles through the leather cuffs. Unfortunately, the material clung to his limb, ensuring he couldn’t get away. 
 
    “This is going to be perfect,” Kelly said, holding up the dildo. She glanced down at the harness, made sure she understood how it would slip into place, and then she walked over to the bed. She grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and looked into his wide eyes. “You want this to be nice and wet. That’s why you’re going to suck on this cock like a good slave boy.” 
 
    He panted, gasping as he considered his options. There weren’t any. 
 
    Once he arrived at that conclusion, Kelly took the tip and pushed it against his mouth. He kept his lips sealed for the next couple of seconds, one, two, three before the inevitability of this shameful act finally crushed his persistence. He opened his lips, wrapped his mouth around the artificial cock, and started sucking. 
 
    “Very nice,” Kelly teased. “It looks like you might be an eager little cock slut.” 
 
    His face turned a bright shade of red. He hated the idea that women could do this to him, that they could take whatever they wanted and humiliate him however they liked. For them, it was just a whim. To him, it was the last of his ego and self respect getting crushed beneath their high heels. 
 
    Kelly pushed the dildo in deeper. He nearly gagged, but she told him, “Relax. Relax the muscles in your throat and breathe through your nose.” She didn’t pull the dildo back to let him catch his breath. Kelly didn’t even think about it. All the while, however, she enjoyed the way he sucked, hollowing his cheeks as he worshiped that toy. 
 
    Once she was satisfied it was nice and slick, she pulled back, slipped it into the harness, and turned back to her boss. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I would say you would have made a nice man,” Sonja replied, “but I wouldn’t want to insult you.” 
 
    Both of the ladies burst out laughing before Kelly climbed onto the mattress, aimed her new cock down at her boy, and pushed down. She penetrated him, slowly sliding that digit between the crests of his ass. 
 
    He felt it, the invasion. He tried to clench down, yet it did no good because she was insistent, bracing herself and using her weight to get all of the leverage she needed. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kelly teased. “Take it. Take it like a good boy. You can’t help it, can you? Right now you want to get hard, but you can’t do that either. This is your life now, Tyson. Say it.” 
 
    “This is my life now!” 
 
    “And to think, you could have stopped this if only you had struggled harder. I guess that means you want to be enslaved.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Yes, you are right!” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, shoving down again. She penetrated him hard, burying her new cock to the hilt. His eyes widened, and he cried out, desperate to pull back or escape, yet he couldn’t avoid the invasion. Then she pulled back and pushed down. She loved the pressure as she shoved into him. She pumped him slowly at first, but working herself up. She rocked her hips forward and back, savoring the way he felt underneath her, especially since he kept wiggling. 
 
    “Take it, slave boy. Take it all!” She shouted those words, the sounds bouncing off the walls, intermixed with laughter. 
 
    She pumped him hard and fast then slow, then hard again. She sped up, following her instincts as she enjoyed the different rhythms. All the while, he endured. He took it all, and then she was almost done. She pushed her body down against his, her shaft still tight between his buttocks. 
 
    “Say thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    “What are you thinking me for?” 
 
    He closed his eyes and seemed to search through the different possibilities before answering, “Thank you for training me. Thank you for breaking me. Thank you for showing me I belong to you.” 
 
    “Good boy. You do belong to me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Yes, I hope so.” 
 
    Kelly pulled back, grinned, and leaned in to whisper, “Silence.” Just like that, she stole away his voice, making sure he wouldn’t interfere as the women talked about his future. 
 
    Turning back to her boss, Kelly ran her fingers through her hair. A few strands had come loose, but she now tucked them behind her ears. 
 
    “Nicely done,” Sonja said with slow applause. “To be honest, I didn’t think you could put on that kind of performance.” 
 
    Kelly answered with the obligatory, “Thank you.” But deep down, she just wanted to know what this woman would decide. 
 
    “I’m keeping this,” Sonja added. “I think it will be an excellent compromise. Take him home, train him, break him again and again. Make sure that he understands how the world really works.” 
 
    “I understand,” Kelly said with a huge smile spreading across her face. 
 
    Sonja rose, leaving Kelly to inspect and play with her boy. 
 
      
 
   

 

 Epilogue: 
 
    Occasionally, Kelly wondered what her slave thought. She wondered about his preferences and desires, yet she never bothered asking. Why not? Because he belonged to her. Part servant, part pet, he belonged to her as a slave, so it wasn’t like his opinion counted for anything. That idea always made her so happy. 
 
    “How long do you think it’ll take?” Kelly asked one random day. It had been months, and her male never disobeyed or questioned her authority. Considering how she punished him every night, it made sense. If she tormented him for her own amusement, how much worse could things get if he really aggravated or irritated her? 
 
    Tyson couldn’t bring himself to find out. 
 
    “Take, Mistress?” 
 
    Kelly’s right foot was currently braced against his hand as he massaged her. She’d spent a lot of time at work, helping to block a provision in a certain law that would have made it harder for Sonja and her agenda. The politicians in question probably didn’t know what they were up against. This was the kind of added provision no one really paid attention to. 
 
    “Before all of you boys are collared,” she clarified. 
 
    He swallowed, not used to having her ask for any of his opinions. “I don’t know, Mistress. How long do you think it will take?” 
 
    “Not long,” she said as her slave continued to work. “Not long at all.” 
 
      
 
    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 and talk about our favorite fantasies. 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. 
 
      
 
    Commissions: 
 
    Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email. 
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