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Owning Michael

We were in boxes like life-sized toys.

Although my captors didn’t intend to let me see much, I still spotted glimpses of the other boxes. Each one felt as though it had been made from thick, corrugated cardboard. It was the kind of material that could’ve been used to store refrigerators, washing machines, or other types of heavy equipment. Because the plastic restraints were reinforced, it didn’t matter how hard I struggled against my bonds. I fought those straps as hard as I could, twisting and twisting when I didn’t think the girls were paying any attention.

I might have been able to tug on the straps, pulling them a little bit in any direction, yet my captors had done an excellent job, making sure the restraints were tight enough that I couldn’t possibly escape. It didn’t matter how I flexed my fingers or tried to narrow my hands. I was completely stuck, and there was nothing I could do about it!

The other guys were in boxes just like mine. They looked almost like dolls with their backs and limbs tied to the cardboard. Each container was tall and rectangular, cardboard and painted glossy shades of blue, purple, or pink. There were three of us in total, each one now lined up on a stage.

We were toys, three boys on sale and ready to be purchased.

Out front, a woman with shining blonde hair stood in a spotlight. Because of the glare of the lights, none of us could see very much, although we heard the tittering giggles from the audience. There were young women, teenagers, and powerful executives out there. Of course, they were all female.

The last six months had been absolutely insane. Just a little while ago, I had been in college, about to graduate. I was twenty-one and ready to start sending out resumes. I had worked hard at my internship, thinking that this would lead to an incredible career.

Then they came in the night, grabbing me, drugging me, locking me in a box just like this one.

Over the last six months, I had picked up on snippets of conversation. While most of the boys of the world were now routinely gagged, the women around us had no problem talking. They discussed the conspiracy, the new ideal of Female Supremacy. Men had been demoted to the status of pets, dolls, and slaves. Yes, actual slaves. Bound and collared, we crawled before our owners and were thoroughly punished.

Pretty much every day, I wondered how something like this could have possibly happened.

In lots of my classes, my fellow students as well as my instructors liked talking about the systemic advantages men enjoyed. From those unspoken perks of confidence, expected success, and undeserved respect all the way to the gender pay gap, men controlled most of the world. Despite the advances of feminists across the globe, the male half of humanity still held the most powerful positions in politics and business. Sure, there may have been exceptions, but most people still thought of strength as a masculine concept.

Despite my confusion, I still saw the world as it really was. I couldn’t help myself.

As a newly acquired piece of property, I was exercised outside. My handlers would collar me, tie my hands behind my back, gag me, and shove me out into the sunlight. They would walk me like I was a pet along with other men.

They did this downtown, out in the open. I spotted police officers, all of whom were female. I saw executives and powerful women stroll around, holding onto their cups of coffee as though it were commonplace to see boys restrained and leashed in public.

This was the New World, a future which truly belonged to the females.

I had no idea what prompted it or how something like this could happen. Clearly, there had been some kind of grand conspiracy, yet I still didn’t want to believe something like this was possible.

My disbelief was irrelevant. It had happened.

This was reality.

And now, there was a new kind of humiliation. I was still gagged with the leather straps around my mouth and the rubber ball locked between my teeth.

“We have three young gentleman here, all of whom can be of great service to you, ladies. Now, I know many of you don’t own a boy yet, but these males are top of the line. They are handsome, strong, and can be quickly trained. Currently, they might have a little bit of a wild streak, but we all know how much fun that can be, don’t we?”

The hostess paused, letting the crowd go wild as women hooted and cheered. The implication was obvious: all of these females enjoyed the prospect of training us. They wanted to break us.

I gulped, terrified as I tried to stare out and pierce the darkness.

Lots of cameras flashed from the crowd as they took our pictures. Those were probably purchasing agents. In the United States, we would go for one price. But like any other commodity, we could be transported to other parts of the world and sold off there. While I just had boring brown hair, one of the other guys was blonde. He could be purchased and taken to Africa or Asia, somewhere where his appearance would be exotic, which would in turn make him far more valuable.

Naked and restrained in my box and behind that plastic, I had no choice but to simply stare straight ahead and try to pretend this didn’t affect me.

Occasionally, I imagined what escape might look like. Back when I was first taken, it was a lot easier. Seriously, I could imagine rushing off to some other city, a place where men still had rights. If that didn’t work, I could try fleeing to another country. But over the last six months, I learned the truth. According to the women around us, men had been enslaved everywhere. There was no escape, not really. Maybe I could hide out in the woods or something, but I didn’t have any specialized training. A bear would probably eat me.

The hostess strolled around each box, and she talked about their various strengths. Then she announced that the entire process would take place via a silent auction. And that’s when the women started coming up onto the stage.

At first, I did a really good job of remaining absolutely impassive, as though none of this truly affected me.

One woman after another strolled by. Some of them were a little bit older, probably in their late twenties or earlier thirties. Others were much younger, probably just barely eighteen. Many of the girls were pretty, others less so. All the while, I just stared straight ahead. I may as well have been an actual doll in a box waiting to be purchased.

What else could I have done?

Then someone walked up to me, narrowed her eyes, and I was staring past her shoulder without really processing the features of her face.

“Michael? Is that you, Michael?”

Ever since my initial capture, I hadn’t seen anyone I knew. But now, I heard her voice…startled, I tugged on the restraints, perhaps wishing I could hide myself. Stuck, I gulped and turned my head in her direction.

She had warm blonde hair that was tied behind her head into a simple ponytail. With her full lips, big eyes, and cute nose, she looked gorgeous. Men probably would have stared after her whenever she walked by. It helped that she had on a pair of tight black pants and a white blouse that hugged her curves and showed off her cleavage.

I immediately tried to lick my lips, but I couldn’t with the rubber ball in my mouth.

The girl’s name immediately popped into my head: Ashley.

My chest tightened as our eyes met, and I wanted to cry out for her to help me, to release me, to let me go. But then, she started giggling, only it didn’t help when she halfheartedly covered her mouth with her hand.

“Sorry,” she said without any true trace of regret in her voice. “It’s just that I never thought I’d see you like this. I mean, I used to have such a big crush on you! You were friends with Tonya, weren’t you?”

Tonya, her older sister.

Ashley shook her head and dropped her palms to her sides. “Oh, wow. You look really good all tied up. You know, I’m still a little bit angry with you though.”

What? Why? Obviously, I couldn’t answer, but I was still confused.

“When you’d hang out with Tonya, I used to get so jealous. I kept wishing you would come play with me. I mean, I thought you could play Tea with me. That would have been so much fun!”

I had been enslaved, and this was what she decided to talk about?

I stared at her, utterly confused, but then she just waved goodbye before wandering off. The entire encounter had only taken a few seconds, but now my heart pounded as I wondered exactly how much money a girl like Ashley might be able to bring to bear at a silent auction like this one.

The results were announced one after another. The hostess called out to the audience, naming off the girl who won each of the bids. Then it was my turn, and she called out, “Bidder 7769: Ashley Starling!” When I heard those words, I started struggling twice as hard, desperate to break out of my plastic restraints. It didn’t do any good. Pretty soon, I was loaded up into a truck because it was time for me to be delivered to my new owner.

Before I was loaded on the truck, a control collar was fixed to my neck. Essentially, this device could recognize any female voice. If any woman decided to call out, “Shock,” I would feel it, a burst of electricity running through my body. After I’d first been abducted, I fought hard, even when in the presence of women. A few jolts of punishment was all it took to make sure I learned to behave.

And now, Ashley, one of my friend’s little sisters, would have that power over me.

I tried to do the math and came to the conclusion that she was definitely eighteen now. Just barely an adult, she was ready to own her very own slave: me.

They threw a blanket around my box, making sure I couldn’t see anything. After the truck ride, I was taken out, loaded my box up onto a hand-truck. I could hear it rumble and grumble underneath me, the vibrations running through my box. Maybe I was brought up stairs or into a house. I heard doors open and close, but I still couldn’t see anything.

I told myself that I would have time to escape. I would find some solution. I squirmed, wishing that I could just slip my hands out of the restraints. I wanted to break those bonds.

That’s the thing about living in a world where women are in complete control: helplessness becomes the new norm.

Before their grand conspiracy took over, I had never really experienced genuine powerlessness. Sure, I faced stressful situations where my choices might have been limited. But it wasn’t anything like this.

You don’t understand captivity until you are locked in a box and sold off to the highest bidder.

Ashley.

I closed my eyes and thought of her pretty face. Simultaneously, I kept thinking of how she was supposed to just be some little sister. In my imagination and memory, she would always be that childish girl. But now she had grown up, and she had power over me!

It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.

And yet, as all of the women of the world had decided to teach the men, life didn’t need to be fair.

Then the truck stopped. I don’t know how much time had gone by. It may have been a couple of hours. Some of the moisture drained away from my mouth as I waited. I could hear the back of the truck slide open. Then the box was moved, jostling as someone yanked hard on my container.

The next thing I knew, I could hear wheels underneath us.

“Get him into the parlor,” said a female voice. She sounded gruff and used to dealing with men.

When the blanket was pulled off the box, I found myself in a strange, white room. Linoleum floors stretched around underneath me, the walls were gray, and there were chairs with shackles arranged in neat rows. Off to the other side, I saw padded benches. There were cuffs on them as well.

Then Ashley strolled in front of my box.

“Hello, Michael,” she said.

I didn’t try to speak.

“Welcome to this tattoo parlor. Since you belong to me now, you’re going to need to be marked. I have to figure out where I’m going to put it.” Her eyes roamed along my naked body. “I could have you marked along your inner thigh. I could have you tattooed on your stomach or maybe your bicep. I could also put it on your cheek or your forehead. What you think of that?”

I still didn’t answer, not that I could say anything coherent with a gag still pressed between my teeth. That ball was infuriating, yet Ashley seemed to enjoy the sight of me.

“Okay, since you obviously don’t have an opinion, I think a tramp stamp would be a great idea for you. This way, you’ll never know exactly what is written back there.”

My jaw clenched, which made her laugh. She wanted a reaction, and I just gave her one.

“Take him,” she said to the handlers outside of my field of vision.

They opened the box, loosened my restraints, and grabbed me. There were two women. Technically, I was taller than both of them, yet they seem extremely capable at dealing with young men, which meant they grabbed me, yanking me across the space. They pulled me over to one of those padded benches, taking my legs down at the floor along with my arms. With my face down and my ass up, I felt incredibly vulnerable.

I didn’t say anything, however. Determined to maintain some kind of dignity, I didn’t even struggle. I wanted these girls to imagine some scenario where I could handle this without getting upset.

And yet, my cheeks were hot and my heart was pounding.

“Oh, are you scared?” Ashley asked, taunting me. “Are you scared of what I’m going to write on you?”

I still didn’t respond.

“It’s okay if you are. Actually, ladies, do you think you can leave us alone?”

“Sure thing,” said one. Then I heard the footsteps as they left us alone.

She grabbed my hair, pulling my head up. My chin rose from the soft padding.

“Michael, Michael, Michael,” she gave a condescending shake of her head. “You probably think that you are still a man, do0n’t you? I’m sorry, but there’s a problem with that idea. You see, men used to think that they were superior to women. It was natural, as far as they were concerned. But they were wrong. Submit, as men no longer exist. Now, there are women and slaves. What are you again?”

Even if I had wanted to respond, I couldn’t, not with the gag in my mouth.

“That’s right,” she said, stopping the fingers on her free hand. “You’re a slave! You belong to me now! I can do whatever I want with you. Like right now, I can help you relax.”

What did that mean?

She placed her oversized purse next to my head. The pattern was so close, it blurred against my vision, becoming random shades of pink and blue.

“Do you want to know what I’m doing?”

In spite of myself, I gave a little flicker of a nod. I just barely moved my head, but that was enough to make her laugh. “Okay,” she allowed, “but only because you asked so nicely.” That’s when I saw her knuckles. They were wrapped around the midpoint of some kind of latex toy. I saw both boldest tips, and my insides clenched when I realized what I was looking at.

It was a two-headed dildo.

“Before I get the artist in here, I’m going to take you, Michael. I’ve been waiting for this for a long time. Remember when you used to tell me how I was nothing but a stupid little kid? Well, now I get to be in charge. And I’m going to tame you. I’m going to help you relax and break you all at the same time. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

My eyes widened, and I gave up on being stoic as I squirmed, struggling against the straps. The handlers had done a good job of securing me to this bench. My muscles tensed and locked up as I pulled and twisted, thrashing, but my naked ass just squirmed in front of her.

“Settle down,” she ordered.

I didn’t. I wasn’t going to give up!

This girl wanted to penetrate me from behind!

That was probably the real moment when I understood slavery because she could take me, sliding that toy deep into my body. She could invade and penetrate me, all because she owned me.

And I wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop her.

Freaking out, I kept struggling as the adrenaline burned hot through my body. I pulled and twisted, writhing from side to side as I kept fighting with everything I had. But then one crisp, clear word cut through the haze of my panic. “Shock.”

I heard that syllable, I understood precisely what was going to happen. I had witnessed the punishment of other slave boys.

But somehow, I had always behaved myself. Maybe I looked cute or helpless. One way or another, the handlers never saw fit to shock me.

But now the control collar locked around my neck came to life. The sensors and microphones recognized her authority immediately. The command jumped through the device, spurting electricity from the built-in batteries to the electrodes pushing against my throat.

My world exploded into a firestorm of pain. I yanked again, but this time it wasn’t some conscious decision. I pulled on the straps, it was a reflex, the desperate need to break away.

Then it stopped, my body twitched, and I felt utterly exhausted.

“Do I need to do that again?” Ashley asked.

“No!” I cried out and into the gag, squirming helplessly. Despite the rubber ball, Ashley could understand me.

“That’s what I thought,” she said contemplatively. “I figure boys are hard to train, but when given the right incentives, they finally figure out how to act. Do you know how to act right now?”

I didn’t, not really, but I couldn’t risk another burst of agony, so I nodded my head.

“Good,” she said, loosening the straps on my gag. She yanked the ball from between my teeth and slipped it back into her bag. That’s when she crouched down, rested her hands on the bench, and placed her chin on her fingers.

Ashley’s eyes focused on mine. I wanted to look away, but there was something hypnotic about her command and authority. This was a young woman who had changed.

When I saw her last, she had been a shy, insecure girl. When I teased her, those words cut to her core, probably because she had a crush on me. I was her older sister’s friend which made me exotic and strange and powerful.

Yet all that had been stripped away, so now she smirked slightly. “This is what’s going to happen, Michael. I’m going to take the tip of this dildo and put it in your mouth. You’re going to suck on it. You’re going to suck on it like a slutty boy who can’t get enough. And if you don’t do a good enough job, I will punish you.”

“I’ll behave,” I said, understanding that this was the only correct answer.

In a world where women ruled, I couldn’t argue or disobey. I had to agree with everything she said.

“Good,” she said, grabbing the dildo. She brought the tip up to my mouth. Somehow, I had hoped that she would need more time. But no, she pushed it against my lips.

Despite my promises, I hesitated, pouting.

But then she pushed a little bit more forcefully, and that was all the nudging I needed. Wrapping my lips around the circumference, I tasted latex for the first time. The rubbery flavor and strange texture seemed to feel strange against my lips and tongue.

Ashley didn’t give me much time to get used to it. Instead, she shoved the tip of the dildo forward, deeper and deeper into my mouth.

“Suck on it,” she ordered.

Bristling, I nonetheless obeyed this girl because she had become my owner. I sucked on the tip of the dildo. Inch by inch, I took that stupid sex toy into my mouth. With my hands still below me, cuffed the bench and my ankles equally trapped, I couldn’t stop. At best, I could turn my head from side to side, but that was all.

“Good. Now, keep it in your mouth.”

She let go of her half before walking around. Outside of my line of sight, I had no idea what she was going to do, and I heard her reach back into her bag. But why? What did she want?

With the fake dick in my mouth, I kept sucking, hollow my cheeks as I pulled on it. She called me a slutty boy, and I heard the designation by following her commands.

Then she touched something to my backside. When I felt the smooth wood, I knew she held a paddle.

I had seen them get used on other boys.

“So many guys just like you still think the world hasn’t changed. But it has. It’s my job, as I own you, to make sure you understand finally.”

My shoulders locked up, my insides turned colder, and I braced myself even as I kept sucking. Then she lifted her hand, and I flinched. I clenched my eyes shut…but nothing happened.

THWACK!

The paddle came down, striking. I felt the bite, that explosion of pain!

THWACK!

She struck again, another burst of agony running through my body. This wasn’t like the shock collar. Somehow, it was worse, more visceral. Or maybe it was just different. My eyes watered, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out for long.

THWACK!

She hesitated, glancing down at my backside. Then I felt soft caresses as her fingertips slipped along my naked asked. “Michael, this feels really good. I love punishing you. I think you need it. I mean, you used to be such a misogynist!”

“No, I wasn’t!” I called out to her.

It was true. Maybe I enjoyed the privileges of being a man in a largely sexist world, but it wasn’t like I went out of my way to pinch women or harass them.

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

“What was that again?”

No. I wouldn’t say it. I wouldn’t justify my captivity with some lie!

I  down for a second, but then she pushed the palm of her hand down against my ass, squeezing. “Tell me,” she ordered.

The temptation overwhelmed me, “Not going to say that because I wasn’t a misogynist! I didn’t do anything against women.”

“Didn’t you?” She didn’t sound offended, just curious.

When I took another breath, she unleashed the paddle, swinging it down two, three, four times!

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

The pain blossomed along my skin, flashing out from my buttocks into the rest of my body. It washed over me, cruel and clean at the same time. “Care to try again?”

No, I didn’t. With my vision blurring from the unshed tears, I held off. I didn’t want to say anything. I couldn’t risk her wrath, not again.

That’s when she touched the paddle to my backside. She stroked the polished wood against the contours of my rear end and tight little circles. “Michael, tell me the truth.”

“I won’t,” I said. “I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“You thought you were better than me. You thought that a young girl was less mature than an adolescent boy.”

I did appear that was true.

“Tell me. Are you feeling mature now?” asked the eighteen-year-old. “You feel like you are older and wiser? Do you feel like you should be in charge?”

As she continued to stroke my backside that paddle, I blurted out the only possible answer, “No!”

“That’s right. Men lack maturity. They lack the sum and intelligence necessary to be independent people. And what does that make you again?”

“A slave,” I said.

“That’s right,” she told me.

She brought the paddle down again, striking hard and fast. Every blow landed another sharp jolt of pain. The agony blasted through my body, making me clench and squirm against my bonds, yet Ashley was having too much fun. Behind me, she giggled and laughed, savoring the way my backside turned a bright shade of red.

“Get back to sucking on that dildo,” she ordered.

I obeyed, pulling it between my lips.

“Oh, that looks so hot. I guess it’s time to use you,” she said.

She stood in front of me, unzipped her skirt, and pulled down her tights and panties. She stripped, heedless of her nudity. She didn’t mind. Why would she? She was in charge.

Then she grabbed the dildo, and she shoved the other side into my mouth.

Once it was nice and slick for her, she circled around.

“Are you ready? Are you ready for your owner to have sex with you?”

I bit down, waiting for the inevitable.

“You can try begging if you like. Who knows? Maybe I will change my mind.” It was easy to imagine that shrug of her shoulders as she watched my helpless form in front of her.

Something inside of me broke. I knew she was teasing me, but I still had to call out, “Please, please don’t do this. Please, Ashley! Please, I’m sorry for how I acted before.”

Too late, she had already made up her mind. That’s why she grabbed the dildo, came up behind me, and slipped one up against her opening. She pressed against it, feeling the sauce to give of her body as the toy penetrated her slick entrance.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said, masturbating behind me.

She was gorgeous, so my instincts took over. I got hard. I couldn’t help it. Despite everything this girl had done to me, I yearned to watch and see what was happening.

Unfortunately, she didn’t want to allow me that particular privilege.

She rubbed the toy forward and back, bringing herself closer and closer to an orgasm. But then she stopped.

It was time to use the other end.

When she stopped moaning and laughing, I knew I was in trouble. I clenched my eyes shut and kept begging, hoping that maybe she would change her mind. “Please, you can do something else. Do whatever you want with me. Please, just not that!”

Then she touched the tip of that dildo to my opening. She pushed forward, gliding it in inch by inch. I tried to clench down, but Ashley knew what she was doing. She pushed deeper, harder. She forced me to take it!

My insides turned cold as I felt the slick saliva against the walls of my butt cheeks. By her guiding hands, the tip went in deeper and deeper. She applied all the right pressure, timing it to bypass my best defenses. I clenched down hard, but it didn’t matter. This girl knew how to ride and penetrate me.

“You’re getting fucked,” she sang out, concentrating on using me. “How does it feel? How does it feel to be the girl?”

I bit down and refused to respond, only she didn’t stop!

She forced that toy in deeper and deeper!

Then she gripped it tight, holding onto the midpoint. She rode me, pushing her body against that same toy. Strapped against the bench, I couldn’t do anything! I couldn’t stop her.

“How does it feel, Michael? You like that? You like getting fucked? How’s it feel to be violated against your will?”

“No!” I cried out.

“Too bad, slave boy. It doesn’t stop until you beg for it. Tell me how much you love being a slave. Tell me how much you love being owned like this.”

The moisture drained away from my mouth, but I couldn’t help it.

I looked down, around. Panicked, I struggle twice as hard, which just made her laugh. Moments later, she moaned, that deep sound vibrating from within her chest as an orgasm swept through her.

“Oh, that felt so good,” she said. “And I know your heart right now, Michael. You can’t help yourself, can you? Boys just love this kind of stuff.”

No, it wasn’t true, I told myself. I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to enjoy this.

And yet there was that flicker of pleasure deep within me. Hiding underneath the humiliation and degradation, my shaft was hard. My body pulsated with need.

She rode me harder and faster, pumping me. She plunged that dildo hard into my ass, forcing me to take it. She kept one hand on my buttocks. She held the toy with the other.

As she used me, she laughed, “You know, all of this is getting recorded. Everyone’s going to know.”

“Please, stop! I’m sorry! I’m sorry I was mean to you! I’m sorry I was a misogynist!”

She threw her head back, splashing her hair along her neck and shoulders. “That wasn’t so hard, now was it?

But she didn’t stop.

She sped up!

Pumping me harder and faster now, she brought me closer and closer to an orgasm. “Come for me, slut boy,” she taunted. “Show me how much you enjoy captivity. Show me how you need to be owned.”

No. I didn’t want this. I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t let her do this to me!

And yet, there was that little voice in the back of my brain telling me I had already been enslaved. She owned me. Legally, she had all of the paperwork. She had found me at a sanctioned auction, paid her fees, and collared me.

And after this, she would mark me. The tattoo artist would come in here, write something along my flesh, permanently altering my body for Ashley’s amusement.

As those thoughts pummeled me, I had no choice, “I love it! I love captivity!” I called out, succumbing to the inevitable. Society had changed, telling and needed to be owned. And at this moment, I believe it has this teenager pumped me hard.

“This is your life now, Michael. You belong to me!” She cried out.

My reflexes took hold of, forcing me to come. I tried to fight it, to hold back, yet something inside of me lost control, so my shaft pulsated. I came hard, pumping down against the bench’s soft padding. I groaned, whimpering, all because this girl had taken exactly what she wanted.

When she finished, she pulled out a pen. I didn’t understand what was happening, yet I caught the aroma from that permanent marker. She placed it down against my naked, unprotected back. She started to write on me, giving me a tramp stamp. “This is what the tattoo artist is going to do to you,” she said.

But she was not about to make me privy to what it was. I wasn’t going to find out.

The tattoo artist walked in, arched an eyebrow at me, and called out to one of her helpers, “His owner left the gag out. Please put it back in.”

The young women marched up to me, picked up the ball gag, and forced it between my teeth before strapping it in again. The artist came up behind me, sat down on a stool, and rolled her equipment over.

As far as she was concerned, she was just marking livestock, a stupid animal that needed to be tagged.

When I felt the needle against my skin, I flinched, bristling. I did my best not to make any sounds, if only because I didn’t want to justify what these women already believed about me.

Ever since the male population had been kicked out of school, I had heard rumors of the new curriculum. Men were inferior. Men couldn’t be trusted. Men were little more than wild animals that need to be owned.

Having women in charge was the greatest thing ever. Sure, there were still military and economic conflicts. Diplomatic issues arose between nations, yet none of that really mattered to me since I was owned.

My eyes watered as I felt the tiny needle pushed down into my skin again and again, depositing the ink as she marked me. And still, I had no idea what she was writing.

When it was done, I relaxed, my muscles going slack as I lay there on the bench. The artist was gone along with the handlers. Even Ashley had left me alone.

As the small of my back continued to throb, I had no idea how much time went by. Eventually, the door opened. I raised my head and tried to look around, but this girl stayed out of my line of sight. She grabbed a blindfold, pulled over my eyes, and then loosened the straps.

For a second, I tensed up, considering whether or not I should try to escape.

“Shock,” said the female voice. I didn’t recognize the sound.

It didn’t matter.

When I had tensed, imagining escape for just an instant, she noticed. And now she punished me for that lapse of judgment. Electricity rocketed through my body, stabbing from every angle all at once. I collapsed, falling to my hands and knees.

Still unable to see anything, I didn’t resist when a leash was attached to my collar. The woman pulled on it, and I tried to stand up.

“Stay down. I’m taking you right back to your box. It’s time for you to go home to your new owner.”

Obediently, I felt my hands and knees once again. And just like that, blindly, I crawled along, guided only by the feel of my leash.

A short time later, they strapped me into the box once again. They left the gag in. They didn’t remove the blindfold either. At least the leash had been taken off. With my hands at my sides, my legs spread, and my naked body on display behind the glass, I had no idea what would happen to me.

What was actually going to happen with me?

That’s when I heard her voice again.

“I really enjoyed using you, Michael. Owning you will be so much fun!” she tittered.

Then I felt her fingers moved along my shaft. At this point, I was soft and spent. “It’s funny. Boys are so fragile.” She wrapped her fingers around my balls and giggled again. “You are so soft and vulnerable. But don’t worry. I’m going to help you. You didn’t want to climax before, did you?”

Unable to make eye contact, I didn’t answer.

She didn’t mind. “It’s okay, Michael. From now on, you won’t get to choose when you climax. I will. And you know how I’m going to control you? With this.” Obviously, I couldn’t see what she was holding, yet it was easy for me to imagine her gazing down at whatever she held in her hands.

“Just relax,” she said.

That’s when I felt something stiff and plastic slide along the underside of my scrotum. Then she pulled some sort of tube over my shaft. She had to wiggle it in place. It was snug. My insides tensed because I heard she had an idea of what she was doing, yet my brain refused to acknowledge the reality of my situation.

“There we go,” she said, apparently pleased with herself. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I tried to ask a question. I spoke through the ball gag, but she must have been able to pick up on the inflection of my voice because she giggled and told me, “It’s a chastity cage!”

A chastity what?

I really had no idea what I had just heard, but she had removed the blindfold, so now I looked down. I saw my genitals locked up. There was the padlock, the tube, everything she needed to deny me access to my own body.

“What, what is this?” I asked after she had taken the gag from my mouth.

“Go on. Try to remove it. Let’s see if you can,” she taunted.

With my heart hammering in my chest, I wasn’t sure exactly what I was supposed to do. So I just licked my lips, nervous as I reached down. Since the collar was still locked around my neck, it didn’t matter if she freed me from my restraints.

“Go on. Keep going. Let’s see if you can do this.”

Hating her mock encouragement, I glared it down as I studied the device. It really was nothing but a plastic ring, the tube, a padlock, and a few connectors. But if that were the case, then why was I so scared?

“By the way, the key is safely hidden.”

“Why would you do this?” I asked as I started to pull on the ring. I tried to shift my body from side to side, like I might be able to score my way free.

There was the sound on my scrotum as I kept at it, working my body as best I could.

“Because this is going to be good for you, Michael. This way, you know I own you. Like right now, I bet you would love to kiss me.”

I turned back to her, my brows creasing.

“What?”

“Face it, Michael. You are nothing but a sex slave now, so that means you can’t lie to me. I know you’re attracted to me. I know how much you want to kiss me and touch me right now.”

“That’s, that’s not true,” I protested.

“Just think about how much would love to see me touch myself. Maybe I could be naked, running my hands all over my body. I could start down here,” she said, reaching for the hem of her skirt. She pressed her knees together. The gesture was so coy and coquettish, so tauntingly alluring.

With a nervous guilt, I shook my head. “I’m not interested,” I protested.

That’s when she threw her head back and laughed at me.

“Of course, you are!”

She stepped forward, grabbed me by my collar, and yanked. The next thing I knew, she was kissing me. Not only that, I could feel her chest pressed against mine.

It was amazing. I loved the feel of her mouth on my lips. I loved the heat and firmness of her proximity. It was so delicious, so exquisite, so perfect!

Sure enough, arousal pounded through my body, kicking against my chest. The desires spread up along my nerves, making me desperate for this and so much more!

Then she broke off, and she placed one hand on the top of my head.

“I’m going to have some fun with you, Michael. But first, tell me you can’t get out of that cage.”

Stepping back, I tried again. That’s what she really wanted from me. I pulled and twisted, tugging, nudging, hoping that I could find the right angle or something.

To be honest, I didn’t even know what I would do if I got lucky and managed to remove the chastity cage.

“I love putting boys in chastity. There is just something so amazing about seeing the desperation in a male’s eyes as he understands control of his body has been taken away. Sure, cages and shock collars are lovely, but this is something else entirely. Your sexuality works against you. Your instincts and impulses train you to obey your owner.” She winked. “Me.”

Finally, I yanked my hands back from the chastity cage. “I can’t get it off,” I confessed.

“No,” she agreed cheerfully. “You can’t. But if you really want the chance to earn an orgasm, get down on your hands and knees, crawl to me, and kiss my feet.”

My eyes widened.

Yes, I had witnessed lots of humiliating commands. Many males had been forced to kneel, crawl, and beg. And yet, I had mostly avoided those fates. Until now. My owner watched me, her eyes slightly narrowed and expectant as she waited.

“Do it,” she ordered.

Her words broke through my hesitation, knocking me to my knees. Maybe I told myself that I was only doing this because of the collar, and that wasn’t true.

One orgasm hadn’t been enough. If anything, it made me yearn for more, if I wished to feel her body so badly! That desire thrummed just beneath the surface of my skin, starting between my legs and radiating out into the rest of my body.

I crawled over to her feet, bowed my head down, and kissed her shoes, first the left, then the right.

“Good boy,” she said, reaching down and brushing her fingers through my hair. “That’s right. This is how you obey your owner. This is how you please your Mistress.”

Mistress.

I tensed up for a second. “What? Would you rather call me Master?”

“No!” I chirped out.

“Shock,” she said.

Just as I registered the word, the shock collar beat me to it. Another jolt of pain danced through my body, seeming to stab me from every direction at once. The next thing I knew, I was on my back, and now she stood over me, her heel pressing down against my sternum.

When I opened my eyes, my gaze drifted up the curves of her leg toward her opening. Under the dark of her skirt, I could see her dampened sex. This girl was turned on. She loved owning me.

I puffed up my cheeks, “I’m sorry,” I told her.

“You never answered my question, slave boy. Would you rather call me Master?”

I closed my eyes and told her, “You are in charge. I will address you however you see fit.”

“Good boy!” She clapped her hands together. “Yes, I am in charge, and yes, you will call me whatever I want.”

I didn’t really want to do this, yet the idea of getting shocked or disciplined again sent a shiver of worry running down my back, so I licked my lips and gulped, “Do you want me to call you Master?”

She burst out laughing. “Oh, that would be pretty funny, but there’s just one problem. Master is more embarrassing for you because you still think that men are superior.”

“No, I don’t!” I squawked back at her, panicking.

“Don’t interrupt your superior,” she ordered.

At least she didn’t shock me.

Staying quiet, I listened as my owner began to educate me, “Master is the masculine form. That’s why it is so powerful for you. But you need to understand that Mistress is the better term. Mistresses are stronger and smarter and more capable.”

“Is that how you would like me to address you?”

“Yes,” she said, practically purring her response.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Tell me, Michael,” how do you feel right now?”

“Helpless,” I told her truthfully.

Once we were back at her house, she had escorted me down into the basement. Unsurprisingly, she had kitted out the room as her private slave training space. In other words, it was a dungeon.

I spotted the cage, the rack covered in different panels and whips, the harness dangling from the ceiling, a spanking bench, and other even more elaborate pieces of furniture and equipment.

She had kept her hand on my ass, nudging me forward as though I might stop or freak out at some random moment.

“This is where I’m going to be training you, Michael. My goal is to see you completely broken down and reworked as an obedient slave. I want you to finally understand that I’m not some young girl. I’m a woman, and superior to you in every way. I mean, what happens if you meet a young girl? You need to understand that she is your better too.”

I had heard about this, little random rumors about men who had to address their kindergarten aged children as “ma’am”.

“Yes, Mistress,” I told her.

Ashley circled me, her eyes moving up and down my body before she had grabbed me, pulling me toward the small bed. Twin sized, it came equipped with drawers underneath and a set of built-in shackles near the corners.

With a nervous gulped, I glanced up at her. “Are the restraints really necessary?”

“Yes,” she said simply.

“But you already have me in a shock collar,” I pointed out. “What difference does it make if I could get up? We both know I have to obey you.”

She studied me. For a few seconds, I worried she might disappoint me, just as I had suggested. Only then, the corners of her mouth rose and she gave a quick shake of her head. “No, Michael. That’s not how this works. I want you on your back. I want you helpless. I want you begging and struggling as hard as you can. That’s the best way to train a boy. You need to fight and know that you’re going to lose.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I told her.

She patted me on the head like I was nothing but some dumb animal. Then she shoved me down, straddled me, and forced my arms toward the corners and those waiting shackles. The cuffs connected to a set of them, metal chains that felt a little bit like old rope. When she locked the cuffs around my wrists, I could feel that smooth metal along my skin, and I tried not to shiver, but it was obvious that this girl had been right.

Although I had to do whatever she said, getting restrained achieved the psychological effect she desired.

“Oh, Michael,” she said with mock concern, “Are you scared? Is that why your heart is pounding right now?”

I licked my lips, uncertain. I wasn’t exactly sure of the answer she expected. She put her soft fingertips against my chest, she said, “I think you’re scared because you know you’re going to lose. You know I’m going to win. I might be younger than you, but that doesn’t matter because I’m in charge. I’m a woman, and what are you again?”

“A slave,” I replied.

“But deep down, you don’t really believe that, do you?”

“I know that you’re in charge,” I replied. “I know that you have command.”

“But that’s not the same thing,” she said, lifting a finger wagging it from side to side. “Having power isn’t the same as deserving it.”

She walked her fingertips down along my body. Then she grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight as she imagines what she might do to me.

“Women are in charge. That’s all that matters,” I said.

She shifted down along the length of my body, bracing herself on her knees between my legs. Then she tensed one corner of her mouth in a look of annoyed irritation. “You still aren’t listening to me, Michael.” She shook her head, disappointed, and that’s when she said, “Shocked. Shocked. Shocked.”

My world is turned to a firestorm of pain. She blasted me three times with the electricity. Just as my body started to recuperate, the collar delivered another blast.

I thought it would fry my organs, knocking me out. Instead, I didn’t lose consciousness, perhaps because that would have been a mercy. Instead, I writhed and flailed as much is the restraints allowed.

“Do I deserve to be in charge?”

“Yes!” I cried out.

“You see. Now I can see it in your eyes. Right there, just for a moment, you understood that I was your superior. Not because I could hurt you, Michael, but because I deserve to be in charge. You understand that I am basically your goddess right now. And that’s how you should always see me, slave boy.”

I brought my head down and up. Mouth dry, I struggled to get my thoughts back together, so I just listened to the sound of her voice and agreed because she was right; she was in charge. She deserved to be in charge.

“I use pain. I can also use pleasure to break you,” she told me.

That’s when she leaned forward again, stretching along my helpless body. She dragged her fingertips lightly along my wrists and down to the crux of my elbows.

“Do you like this?” Ashley asked.

At first, I tried to keep my eyes shut, only then she whispered, “Look at me.” When my gaze moved along her face and down toward her chest and her waist and her thighs, I couldn’t help but feel that flutter of excitement running through my body. Yes, this girl intended to domesticate me as her slave, but I still couldn’t resist that inherent attraction. My cock was rising. I tried to stop it, but I couldn’t. Yet, the cock cage wouldn’t let me get fully aroused. It was beginning to expand into the bars.

There are girls who flutter through the world, excited and beautiful. They exude this kind of energy that you just can’t resist. There’s something about the way she smiles, how she flips her hair or runs her fingers along those soft tresses. For one reason or another, she is powerful.

Like Ashley.

I gulped, and I made her laugh all over again.

“You see,” she said. “This is what you want. Instinctively, you understand that men are inferior. And that’s why you never fought.”

“It all happened so fast,” I told her.

“Excuses, excuses,” she said, mockingly bobbing her head from side to side. “Men had every advantage, but now you’re all slaves. That means you must understand, on some level, that you all deserve captivity.”

My fingers pushed down into the palms of my hands. “No, that’s not true,” I started to say.

I froze, realizing that I had just contradicted this girl.

“Really?” Ashley asked, retreating back to train my legs. She grazed her fingers along my chastity cage before stroking the underside of my balls. Her fingertips lightly danced along my skin, making me shiver. Little bumps rose along my body as the arousal started pumping through me again.

“Please, I misspoke,” I started to say.

“Except I don’t think you did. I think that’s exactly what you meant to say.”

She pulled her hand away. “Shocked. Shocked. Shocked. Shocked.”

Four!

“Apologize,” she ordered.

“I’m sorry!” I screamed out moments later as the shocks ran through my body, making me shake uncontrollably like a ragdoll; then the inferno faded and it felt like I might be able to think clearly again. I felt drained.

She wobbled her head from side to side, letting her hair play along the edges of her shoulders. “You see? That’s what I want to hear. I want to look down into your eyes and see the desperate need to please me.”

She leaned down, it almost felt like she might kiss me as her mouth came closer and closer toward my face. “Do you want to please me, Michael? Do you acknowledge yourself that this is my slave body?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “Yes. I acknowledge my status. I was born to be your slave!”

She threw her head back in laughed. “That’s what I want to hear!” Aiming her blazing green eyes at me, she repositioned herself. First, I didn’t even understand what was happening, not until her skirt slid along my cheeks and over my nose. Then she pressed her sex down against my mouth.

“Service me,” she commanded.

Obediently, I started to lick. With the memory of my last punishment fresh behind my eyes, I swiped my tongue up and down, penetrating her just the way she liked. “Slow down,” she ordered, and I obeyed again.

“There we go,” she said, her body getting hotter and hotter. “That’s what I want. Good boy.”

And then I heard something, a click. I didn’t understand what it was, not until she pulled the chastity cage off of me. She removed the different parts, all while I licked and serviced her, my tongue up and down.

“I might have sex with you,” she said. “I really enjoyed fucking you at the tattoo parlor. Maybe I should do that again here.” She had freed my cock, so she could ride me, positioning herself above me, pushing down and feeling the tension of my body against the walls of her pussy.

“Would you like that? Keep licking me if you would like that,” she sang, teasing me.

Of course, my tongue fast, then slow, fast again. I swirled little patterns, circles and hearts along her opening. I tasted her excitement, and I could feel her fingers along my shaft.

“Make me come,” she ordered.

I obeyed, serving her as best I could. I sped up. My tongue massaged her clit until I could feel her thighs tighten against my cheeks. She must’ve thrown her head back again because she was panting, gasping through the pleasure.

Spent, I waited for her to reposition herself, to ride me.

Instead, she pulled away. She crouched down between my legs.

“Michael, look at me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“This is a test. We need to see how much more punishment you should get.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Beg for me to put this back on you,” she said. My eyes darted to the chastity cage. I was still hard, but she watched me.

“But…” My voice faded off because I realized what she was doing and what this was. Something inside of me collapsed; my manhood was breaking and dissipating into oblivion. I experienced a new kind of cold burn deep inside as I realized what I’d lost. But that was the entire point. That’s what she really wanted: my masculinity. And she was my owner, my Mistress.

My eyes still on her, I panted as I spoke, “Please, Mistress! Please, lock me in my chastity cage! Lock me up.”

“Is that because you don’t deserve an orgasm?”

I looked at her, confused. I said, “I don’t know!”

Somehow, miraculously, my erection wilted, shaft going flaccid. She took that body part, and slipped it back into the tube. She locked in on me. Click. I heard that sound, I realized the truth. This woman, my Goddess Mistress, was always going to own me.

“Say it,” she commanded.

“You’re my superior and you deserve to be in charge, Mistress,” I told her obediently as I would say it again and again while this girl trained me, breaking me down and turning me into her perfectly enslaved servant.

The End
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