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Picking Kyle 
 
      
 
    He never imagined something like this could happen, especially because he’d been born in a time of male privilege. There was nothing illegal or explicit about his advantages. He came from a middle-class family, went to a decent university, and studied computer science. He figured he would be a programmer, so he didn’t need to worry about money or politics. But outside of his world, other forces swirled and conspired. 
 
    Women argued and seized power as so many men remained complacent. 
 
    He didn’t pay attention to the elections. As far as Kyle was concerned, it didn’t really matter. Sure, there were guys online who complained about female domination and supremacy. They hissed about how feminists were trying to take over the world, how the country would soon be overrun. From one election cycle to the next, women succeeded, taking majorities in every branch of government. 
 
    Then, one day, Kyle received an email. 
 
    Technically, it was from his college, although it had been routed by the administration from the government. Like so many other young men, Kyle had been ordered to report to a facility at the edge of town. 
 
    If he failed to do so, there would be consequences. 
 
    For the first time, he went online to study what had really happened within the political system. New laws had been put into place. Theoretically, these regulations had been created to enhance the probabilities of social justice and equality. But really, this meant subjugating men. 
 
    Kyle hadn’t really believed it. 
 
    Throughout his life, people had taken him seriously and respected him automatically. Sure, he had to deal with bullies, rude people, and idiots just like everyone else. But he didn’t really understand what true oppression could look like. 
 
    He was about to learn. 
 
    At first, he wondered if he should even bother reporting to the facility, but that he started hearing about the huntresses, women employed by the government to track down errant young men. Apparently, those women could be pretty brutal. More importantly, they had all of the legal authority to effectively kidnap any man who tried to resist. 
 
    Telling himself he hadn’t done anything wrong, Kyle reported to the facility. 
 
    He walked into a simple waiting room. It reminded him of a doctor’s office. He gave his name to a clerk, and she smiled at him, telling him everything would be all right. 
 
    Moments later, the doors burst open, and two women walked right up to him. They grabbed him by his wrists. He tried to tear his arms away. Someone jabbed something into his side, and electricity shot through his skin, turning the world into a storm of pain before everything disappeared to black. 
 
      
 
    Now he wakes up, his eyes fluttering open. He looks around, disoriented and confused. He’s thirsty, so he wants to reach for his nightstand to grab something to drink. When he tries to reach out, he feels something around his wrist. He can’t move his arm. He can’t move either of his arms! 
 
    Just as bad, he tries to keep his legs free, but metallic bands encircle his ankles, making it impossible for him to move. 
 
    What is this? What’s going on? 
 
    Kyle tries to open his mouth, only to realize his lips are already parted. 
 
    Hot aggravation shoots through him, so he grunts, biting down and snarling like a wild animal. Channeling his rage, he twists as much as he can against the shackles. When he looks down, he sees that he’s in a small alcove surrounded by white. Flights from behind him illuminate every inch of his body. 
 
    When he studies the shackles, he sees that they’re locked in place, each one thick and metal. They might be smooth, but they won’t break. He could probably try to pull against them for hours, only it wouldn’t accomplish anything. 
 
    Slowly and reluctantly, like he doesn’t really want to know the truth, Kyle lifts his head and looks out. 
 
    Kyle can’t see anything, not really. There is a hallway in front of him, a painting with some nice trees, and carpet along the floor. But that’s all he can find. 
 
    Where is he? What happened? 
 
    He remembers the waiting room, the two women marching toward him, the speed with which they grabbed and shocked him. He clenches his eyes shut, unwilling to believe any of this could actually be happening. 
 
    Then there’s a voice. “Hello,” she says. Her tone has clearly been designed to sound soothing, yet he tries to respond. “What’s going on?” The words come out as mumbled gibberish because he has a ball gag wedged between his teeth. Somehow, he managed to forget about it. 
 
    The recording continues, “You have been selected for sale. Because your status is reduced from citizen to property, you are now eligible to be sold by the government to a member of the public in order to pay down the national debt. Thank you for your service. Once you are purchased, you will be remanded into the custody of your new owner. I’m sure she will be very nice. Remember, your owner will have complete and total power over you. She will be able to punish and discipline you as she sees fit. For some women, this means putting slaves in shock collars or through mental conditioning. Obey your owner and everything will be just fine.” 
 
    His owner? 
 
    No. No way. This can’t be happening. 
 
    Throughout school, Kyle learned about oppression. He studied women who had been put into asylums for wanting to vote. He had read about the brutality of slavery in the antebellum United States. But still, he never really imagined what it might feel like to end up on display. 
 
    The voice continues, “Prospective buyers will be by shortly. Remember to smile and be pleasant. You’re a boy, so your value is derived from your ability to please the women around you. Have fun and enjoy your new life!” 
 
    The recording stops, leaving Kyle to stare straight ahead as he waits for some additional information, some pieces of a puzzle to make any of this logical or coherent. 
 
    No. He can’t be owned. He’s not a slave! 
 
    For just a moment, he wonders if that’s what some of the tribesmen who were kidnapped once thought before they were loaded up on those wooden ships and taken to a new world. 
 
    His fingers push down into the palms of his hands, and he considers exactly what he’s going to do or see. He droops his head down and blushes, realizing for the first time that he’s naked. Aside from the shackles around his wrists and ankles, he’s completely bare, his arms trapped above his head, his legs spread about eighteen inches apart. 
 
    Suddenly, he hears something. 
 
    They’re footsteps. In front of him, glass separates him from the rest of the world, but now there are three young women walking by. All three have blonde hair; they look like sisters. 
 
    One of them has a tablet in her arm as she holds it up, “This one was named to Kyle. Apparently, he was studying computer science.” 
 
    “Computer science? That’s not helpful,” a different girl declares. 
 
    “He looks healthy,” as one of the other girls. 
 
    “Yeah, but I think they’re asking a little bit too much for him.” 
 
    Someone else suggests, “We could always put in a bid. You never know. We might get lucky.” 
 
    “Have they studied his behaviors?” 
 
    The girl with the tablet scans some information off of her screen. “Oh, that’s interesting.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He’s wild,” says the girl. 
 
    “No training at all?” 
 
    “Nope,” replies the blonde with the tablet. 
 
    “Oh, interesting. I didn’t know they were even doing this.” 
 
    “Yeah, isn’t that dangerous? I mean, maybe in a couple of generations, every boy will be raised to understand that he’s property, but this guy actually grew up thinking he has rights. It could be dangerous. What if he tries to cause trouble?” 
 
    Another girl grins back at her associates, “Isn’t it obvious? We punish him.” She smiles at Kyle. 
 
    He wants to look away, but he can’t. Instead, he stares straight ahead as he squirms against his restraint, wishing he could do something as simple as cover his crotch. But every inch of his body is on display, and these girls look for as long as they wish; he can’t stop them. Kyle can’t do anything at all. 
 
    “I do like that idea,” one of the girls says. “I think spanking him would be a lot of fun.” 
 
    His eyes get big. The girls notice. One of them giggles, “Look at that. He doesn’t think you could spank him. He’s totally surprised.” 
 
    “That’s what they all think until they feel the paddle,” says a different girl, doing her best to sound wise. 
 
    “Look, I’m going to add to our wish list, but we should move on. There are lots of other boys to check out,” says the girl with the tablet. 
 
    Together, the trio wanders off, presumably to check out another male. 
 
    Left alone, Kyle stare straight ahead as he tries to process what just happened. Those girls were actually talking about buying him! They didn’t see him as a person. They actually viewed him as property, someone who could be! 
 
    Gulping, he senses the tension deep within his body even as he wonders what he might try to do. 
 
    Because he gets a few seconds, he glances around, searching for cameras. There may be some pointed at him, but if so, they’re hidden. Perhaps these women are so confident in their ability to keep him that they don’t bother monitoring him. He likes that idea. He likes it a lot. 
 
    Before he can start to struggle again, another two women approach his alcove. One seems older, maybe in her late thirties; the other girl looks younger, probably in her late teens. 
 
    “Oh, this looks nice,” gushes the younger one.  
 
    “Felicia, don’t make any rash decisions. Remember, there’s lots of inventory for us to check out,” advises the older woman. 
 
    “I know, Mom.” 
 
    “And remember, as you consider what you’re going to buy, think about how you want to train him. Is he going to be a simple domestic slave, a sissy maid, a puppy?” 
 
    Kyle crinkles his brows of that last part. Puppy? Like a dog? 
 
    “Oh, I could see him in a corset and a pretty skirt,” said the girl. 
 
    He stares through the glass, his expression rigid with confusion. None of this makes any sense to him! 
 
    The older woman chuckles. “Oh, I don’t think he’d like that at all.” 
 
    “Too bad. Boys dressed like sissies are so cute! I love how nervous they get. Amanda bought one, and he still tries to hide his panties!” 
 
    “I’m sure that’d be a lot of fun,” says the mother. 
 
    Kyle listens to all of this—suddenly he can’t take it anymore. Something inside of him bursts, sending strength through his arms and legs. He thrashes, pulling as hard as he can. He fights, only it doesn’t do any good. There’s no escape, not from these shackles. They hold him fast to the wall, just as his captors anticipate. 
 
    The mother and daughter just watch, apparently entertained by his best efforts. 
 
    Once he gives up, his arms and legs exhausted, his lungs pumping furiously as he pants like an animal, the two women burst out laughing. “It’s so much fun when they fight!” 
 
    Kyle bristles again. He growls something out them, snarling every insult he knows. He makes one promise after another, but the two females stand there, amused by this animal in his cage as he struggles futilely. 
 
    Perhaps they wonder why a boy would bother fighting. Doesn’t he understand the world has changed, that women are in charge, and that he’ll never get another taste of freedom? 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    Boys can be silly. That’s half the fun! 
 
    Because they have more inventory to examine, the mother and daughter disappear further down the hall, leaving Kyle alone. He doesn’t get to enjoy his solitude for long, however. A stream of women stroll by to examine him, some individuals, some groups. They all study him. A few stop to chat amongst themselves, debating the various merits of one boy over another. Many of them glance at Kyle, only to dismiss him based off of some unspoken criterion. 
 
    Eventually, he bows his head down. He knows he’s not going to be able to escape. He tells himself he’ll figure something out. He doesn’t know how or when, but he’ll come up with a plan! 
 
    These women underestimate him, so he has at least one advantage. 
 
    He thinks it’ll be enough, but he’s wrong. 
 
      
 
    Another woman wanders into his limited field of vision. At first to, he doesn’t recognize her. Dressed in a dark skirt, white blouse, and vest, she seems like any of the other wealthy women who have wandered by. But then, he peeks up at her face, the contours of her hair, and something clicks into place. 
 
    Mia. 
 
    Erika’s little sister, Mia. 
 
    When he thinks of Erika, something inside of him tightens. He jerks his head back down, desperately hoping Mia won’t recognize him, especially after his last conversation with her big sister. 
 
    At this point, he can’t remember exactly what they said besides lobbing insults and accusations. That span of about an hour has blended together, the moments of dread and hurt mixing into a toxic brew of poisonous memory. 
 
    But now, he holds his breath with his face and down. He wishes he could bring his fingers up over his cheeks and eyes. He’d do anything to keep this girl from recognizing him. But then her voice cracks through a smile, “Kyle. Kyle, is that you?” 
 
    Heat runs up his neck, along his chin, and over his cheeks. Normally, he doesn’t blush, but he can’t help himself, not when his ex-girlfriend’s little sister is standing right there in front of him. 
 
    “It is you!” 
 
    Like lots of the other girls, she’s holding a tablet to her chest. She quickly swipes along the screen. Apparently, she had stopped reading some of the males’ biographies, probably because she didn’t care about any of their pasts. 
 
    “Kyle, it is you!” She runs her eyes up and down his body. She studies the muscles over his legs, his biceps, his chest. Her eyes even linger on his groin for several long seconds, and he can only do our it. 
 
    Realizing it’s stupid to keep his head bowed down, he instead stares back at her. Working hard to keep his expression neutral, he pretends this doesn’t affect him. 
 
    He pretends and fails. 
 
    “You poor boy! Oh, I remember you. I’d talk to you while my sister was getting ready to go on dates with you!” 
 
    Mia is probably eighteen-years-old now. She looks younger with her big green eyes, light brown hair, and rounded cheeks. Sure, her outfit seems professional, but there’s something girlish about her, maybe it’s the way she smiles or laughs. 
 
    “This is just bananas,” she says. 
 
    Kyle shakes his head from side to side, desperate to show her that he doesn’t approve of any of this. 
 
    “What’s that? You want the ball gag out?” 
 
    Obviously, that would be nice, but there’s a layer of glass between them, so she can’t just be over. Instead, she pushes a button on her tablet. Then a mechanical arm drops out of the ceiling, and it reaches for the clasp holding the gag in place. It loosens the straps, some hints that the rubber ball out. 
 
    He takes advantage right away. 
 
    Panting through his mouth, he runs his tongue along his teeth. 
 
    “Say thank you,” she says. 
 
    “Excuse me?” He coughs, reacquainting himself with his voice and language. 
 
    “You heard me,” she replies, still smiling cheerfully. “It’s very important for boys to be polite.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t know what’s going on, but you have to get me out of here.” 
 
    “My oh my, someone is demanding,” she answers. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m serious!” 
 
    “Granted, you aren’t that expensive, but why would I want to buy you?” 
 
    He can’t believe this. 
 
    “Please, tell me you don’t buy into this female supremacy garbage! This is slavery! It’s wrong!” 
 
    She raises a hand, one finger pointed up, and the gesture is clearly designed to silence him. When he goes quiet, she grins again, clearly pleased with his obedience. “First, this isn’t all that crazy. For centuries, literally centuries, men used women as property. Females were nothing but chattel, always subordinate, always trained to do what they were told. They were basically assets for men to barter.” 
 
    “I know that wasn’t right, but—” Kyle starts to say. Like so many other men, he has no problem interrupting a woman. 
 
    But that’s only because he hasn’t learned, not yet. When those other girls called him wild, they meant it. 
 
    Since she isn’t interested in allowing a boy to speak over her, she pushes a different part of her computer screen and a signal jumps from her device into the sensors mounted into the walls. From there, they send instructions into his shackles. 
 
    Since he was unconscious when he was hooked up to his alcove, Kyle didn’t get to see the small electrodes connected to his wrists and ankles. But now they come alive; he feels their lightning bite. He experiences another jolt of electricity as it shoots through his body. His muscles clench and twitch as he tries to fight his way free, but there is no escape. He wiggles and writhes in front of the teenage girl, all while she grins at him. “This is the new normal, Kyle. You better get used to it. Now, are you ready to have a civilized conversation, one where you are appropriately deferential to your superior?” 
 
    He opens his mouth, and he’s ready to tell her that she isn’t his superior! They should be equals! But something holds him back. He doesn’t want to risk another inferno of pain throughout his body. His eyes are already wet, and his bottom lip tremble slightly at the memory. 
 
    When he doesn’t say anything, she nods, apparently pleased with his quiet. “That’s right. There’s a good boy. Don’t speak out of turn, Angel be fine. Do what you’re told, and everything works out in the end.” 
 
    He gave a quick little shake of his head. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been looking at lots of boys here, but I think you and I could have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    “You think you could just let me go?” 
 
    “If I pay good money for you, then I’m keeping you,” she states flatly. 
 
    He has is through his teeth, holds his breath, and tries to think of some other angle. Obviously, he can’t appeal to her humanity, mostly because she doesn’t really view him as a person. He is property, chattel, something to be owned. As each thought flashes behind his eyes, he feels the weight on his chest. 
 
    This is captivity, genuine captivity. 
 
    “Please, I don’t want to be a slave. I can pay you!” He has an inheritance, some money he’s been saving. 
 
    She bursts out laughing. “Really? Erika always said you were terrible at paying attention! I guess she was right!” 
 
    She watches him for several moments. The confusion which is at the back of his brain until he gives in and asks, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Darling, you don’t have an inheritance anymore. When you were taken, all of your assets were seized by the government.” 
 
    “But, but that’s not fair,” he says, speaking through each word. “That can’t be legal…” 
 
    “Men were in charge for so long, and what did you accomplish? Lots of wars, debt, inequality. It’s your turn to live in captivity for a while. Let’s see what women can do.” 
 
    “There’s no guarantee you’ll do any better!” 
 
    She puts her hands on her hips and studies him for a few seconds. “You’re absolutely right. Maybe we’ll mess things up even worse…Or maybe will do better? I can’t wait to find out!” 
 
    His lips part, his jaw falling open because he can’t accept this. 
 
    “Now, I can keep you as a slave or train you as a dog. What do you think I should do with you?” 
 
    Neither, he thinks. But because he doesn’t want her to push the button on her tablet to punish him again, he holds his breath and remains silent. Whether he wishes to admit it or not, he’s learning. 
 
    Acting as though he said something, she speaks aloud, “I like the idea of you bringing me breakfast in bed in the morning. Or maybe I should just give you to my sister?” 
 
    He freezes, tensing up. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t like that, do you?” 
 
    “No. Please, you can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Things, things didn’t end well between us.” He thinks again of the tears, the shouted insults, and the accusations. 
 
    “Are you worried she would be mean to you? Are you worried she might want to take revenge?” 
 
    He answers with a quick and a stiff nod. 
 
    “That’d be really frightening for you, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    His mouth goes dry, yet Kyle can’t bring himself to answer. 
 
    “How about this? I’m going to buy you, take you home, and train you as a dog. After that, I’ll decide what to do with you. If you’re a very good boy and I fall in love with you, maybe I’ll keep you for myself. Or I can always return you. You know, they tend to be pretty harsh with the boys who fail to please their first owners.” 
 
    Taking a breath, he stares back at her and wishes he could tell her to stop all of this. He’s a man, so he can’t be owned! 
 
    There’s just one problem. Yes, he can. 
 
      
 
    Strange women retrieve him from his alcove. They have stun rods, so one jab against his naked chest, flank, or leg would send him spasming to the floor as the pain washes over him. 
 
    This time, he cooperates without any problem. They take him into another room, and a woman in a white lab coat holds up a collar. Black and leather but equipped with batteries and electrodes, it will be used to train and discipline him. 
 
    The woman in the lab coat smiles. “Don’t worry about this. Lots of men are wearing shock collars these days. They make sure you behave yourself. Doesn’t that sound good?” 
 
    Kyle doesn’t say anything, only then the woman slides it around his neck and the magnetic tips latch together, securing and locking him in captivity. 
 
    “Say thank you,” she orders. 
 
    Kyle can’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he stares at her, his expression neutral. He won’t be with these women for long. 
 
    But this was a mistake. The woman in the lab coat presses a button on the controller she pulls from her pocket. She pointed at him, and that’s when he feels it, another storm of electricity. Maybe he had hoped a shock collar wouldn’t be able to sting as badly as the electrodes in the shackles. 
 
    If anything, this is worse! 
 
    One of the other women consults a tablet. “The buyer wants him in full puppy gear.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” Kyle asks, but the women aren’t interested in hearing any questions from him, so they ignore him. At least he doesn’t get punished. 
 
    They grab him, forcing to his hands and knees. At first, he expects these ladies to simply make him crawl. 
 
    No, it’s going to be much worse than that. 
 
    They take out specialized gear, a set of leather sleeves for his arms and legs. Made from stiff, sturdy black leather, they slide over his elbows and encase his knuckles. This way, his hands are going to be trapped in specialized gloves. Another set of restraints and develop his knees, meaning he won’t be able to stretch his legs. With all of this equipment on and buckled into place, he can’t stand up. 
 
    And if he can’t stand up, he can’t walk either. 
 
    As Kyle realizes this, he looks around from the floor, staring up at these women. 
 
    This might be his new vantage in life. 
 
    The thought scares him, sending a surge of adrenaline through his body. He knows it’s foolish and that they can punish them at any time, but Kyle still tries to rip his way free from the restraint. He stretches arms and legs as much as he can. 
 
    It’s not good enough. 
 
    When the women get bored of watching him, they pull out his mask. It looks like a shiny piece of leather accented with different buckles. Some of the edges catch the light, almost sparkling like stars. 
 
    Kyle thinks about asking what’s going to happen. Instead, he just fights. He pulls as hard as he can against the restraints already holding him. It doesn’t do any good. His best efforts make the three ladies smile as they grabbed his head, slide the mask over, and gagged him again. Something rubber slips into his mouth as he snarls at them. He tries to get this to stop; he tries to make them stop, but the snug leather squeezes against the sides of his face. Then he hears the buckles connect as he is trapped. 
 
    “I bet the puppy would like to see his new reflection,” one of the women declares. 
 
    They attach a leash to his collar, pull on it, and guide him several feet toward a mirror. 
 
    At first, he keeps his head bowed down. It might be silly, but this is the only defiance he can muster, so it has to count for something. Only then, one of the women grabs him by the back of his hair, and she pulls his head up so that he sees his reflection. He doesn’t look like a man, not anymore. Braced on his elbows and knees, he has the stance of a canine. The mask makes him look more like a dog. 
 
    “I think your owner’s going to like you,” she says. 
 
    Owner. 
 
      
 
    They lead him by the leash, forcing him to crawl. At first, he braces himself on his elbows and knees again and stubbornly refuses to move. This is a mistake, especially when these women can punish them with hardly any effort. Someone takes out a controller, points it at him, and hits a button 
 
    A fresh jolt of electricity crackles through his body. It makes him twitch, cry out, and nearly fall to his side. The women chuckle with one another. Someone says something about how boys can be so stubborn, but they all learn eventually. 
 
    Kyle isn’t certain whether or not he should continue to fight. Part of him thinks he should resist the matter what. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he bows his head down as the women behind him into another room. And then he sees it, the travel crate. It’s mostly a thick, industrial plastic, but there are metal bars in the front. One of the women opens the gate, and she pulls on the leash, guiding him toward his cage. 
 
    He tries to say something, but the mask’s built-in gagged makes it impossible for him to speak. He can whimper, moan and growl, but that’s all. Every real word has been taken away from him. 
 
    Soon he’s in the cage, and they lock it. At first, he thinks he’s lucky since he can still look out the rest of the world. But then, someone throws a blanket over the cage, and suddenly everything morphs into shadowy darkness. 
 
      
 
    Someone picks up the cage, it’s loaded in a vehicle, and he’s driven somewhere. Kyle has no idea where they’re going, but he does his best to hold onto some dignity. Then again, he thinks of his reflection. That image glows bright in his memory. 
 
    A dog. They made him look just like a dog. 
 
    Worse, he’s being transported just like a dog. He’s a pet now, something to be owned. Every time he thinks about this, his nostrils twitch, but there’s nothing he can do. 
 
    Kyle isn’t naïve enough to assume he could figure out some way out of his cage. At one point, he rests his head against the metal gate in front of him, but even if you have use of his fingers, it would be enough. The bars are close together, so he couldn’t fit his hand out to reach the latch. 
 
    It’s so frustrating, but he does his best to maintain his composure. 
 
    They drive for a long time, and he gets sleepy. Despite the heavy gear around his arms and legs, Kyle can feel the weight of exhaustion. Maybe he falls asleep. Maybe he doesn’t. 
 
    Either way, he snaps back to alert when the vehicle comes to a stop. A little while later, he can feel the cage as it’s lifted, either by a small crane or by people. 
 
    Later, he hears her voice again. Mia. 
 
    What’s she going to do? 
 
    She’s saying something to other people. She’s thanking them for their help, and there’s a woman who responds. She says something about how she loves her job because every woman deserves a slave or a puppy. There’s a reason why half of the population is male and the other half female. One way or another, men will learn to accept their new subordinate roles as helpers and slaves. 
 
    Finally, Kyle can hear the vehicle again. Only now the tires roll along the street as it drives away. There’s the crunch of gravel and the engine’s thrum. 
 
    “Would you like to see your new home?” Mia asks. 
 
    Kyle doesn’t want to make a sound, but he needs information. Reminding himself that the only way out of this will be by figuring out a strategy, he makes an affirmative grunt. 
 
    “That sounds like a bark,” Mia replies. He can’t see her yet, but it’s easy to imagine that pretty girl grinning. “I bet you’re going to be very good at barking. You are a dog, after all.” 
 
    More than anything, Kyle wants to snap back with something about how he isn’t an animal. He’s a man, and he can think for himself. Instead, he stays quiet even as he grabs the blanket and yanks off of the cage. 
 
    On all fours, he peers out from behind the thin bars, and that’s when he sees the house. Pale blue paint glistens in the sunlight. Thick, green grass spreads out around the home. In the distance, you can see other houses. This might be an older neighborhood, but still qualifies as a pretty standard suburbia. 
 
    And there she is, standing a few feet away. Now she throws herself down in front of his cage. On her knees, she still towers above him. “Hey there, little dog. You want to come out for a walk?” 
 
    Kyle wishes he could shake his head, but the idea of getting out of the cage sounds really good. That’s why he nods without even thinking about it. Yes, he wants out. Badly. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to let you out, but only if you tell me that’s what you want.” 
 
    Kyle tries to speak, but he just mumbles the words. Can’t articulate himself with that rubber bit locked between his teeth. 
 
    She must know this; of course, she does, which means she has something else in mind. 
 
    “Go on. Tell me what you want!” Her voice bubbles out, cheerfully chipper, and it makes him want to hit something, but he can’t. With his arms pulled up against his biceps, he can’t even use his hands! He can’t even stretch his fingers! 
 
    Kyle tries to speak again. He wants to tell her something like, “Yes. Please, can I please get out of the cage?” 
 
    “Oh, puppy, don’t you want out? Don’t you want out, puppy? There’s all this grass where we can play. Oh, and if you come out, we can talk about your future!” 
 
    Then it dawns on him. His eyes widen, and the girl in front of him laughs because she knows exactly what he’s thinking. There’s only one way for him to communicate now. He needs to bark. If he doesn’t make the right sound, she’s going to leave him in there. 
 
    For how long? 
 
    It could be an hour, a day, maybe even longer. Perhaps she’ll starve him, denying in food or water until he’s tamed. As those thoughts flutter behind his eyes, he barks for her. He makes those silly little sounds. He doesn’t sound like a big dog even. 
 
    “There we go,” she says, unlatching the gate on his cage easily. She swings it open and motions for him to crawl out. 
 
    Moving on his elbows and knees awkward, but Kyle makes it work. Feeling as though he doesn’t have any choice, he scurries forward and enjoys the feel of the sunlight on his skin. He’s naked except for the restrictive sleeves, so he glances around. 
 
    There’s a couple walking, a man and woman holding hands, but Kyle instantly notices the guy has a black leather band around his neck. Those two might look like an ordinary couple, but clearly that wife or girlfriend has taken control. 
 
    Seeing a man trained as a dog will become a new kind of normal, Kyle thinks as his chest clenches. 
 
    Without waiting for asking for permission, Mia pulls a leash from her jeans pocket and quickly latch is it onto his collar. From there, she turns around and starts walking. “Let’s go talk in the backyard!” 
 
    She moves quickly, so it’s hard for Kyle to keep up, especially because he’s used to ambulating on his elbows and knees. Still, he does a reasonably good job. She only needs to talk on his leash couple of times. Or maybe she slows down because she is willing to give her puppy the chance to get used to his new life. 
 
    She opens a wooden gate and leads him into the backyard. Once there, he feels a little bit better, as though they can share a modicum of privacy. But then he glances over at the expansive yard, and then he sees the table with the different toys. 
 
    There are a couple of dog bowls, a ball, plus different collars and leashes. She pulls on his leash, guiding him closer and closer to the table. For seconds, Kyle thinks about trying to pull away, but he’s certain she has a remote controller for his collar, which means she can shock him whenever she likes. 
 
    No, it’s better to behave himself, at least for the moment. 
 
    “Stay here,” she orders as they get close to the table. But then, she takes the decision out of his hands by tying the leash to the table leg. She pulls the knot tight, grabs both of the bowls, and pets him on the head before heading toward the house. 
 
    Once she’s gone, Kyle looks around again. He hates this. He hates knowing that he’s trapped by a leash. At first, he doesn’t think he can really do anything. He should be able to slip free somehow. Each individual piece is simple. There’s a knot, a collar with a ring, and a wooden table leg. Just because he needs to do this and because his alone, Kyle pulls against the leash, hoping that maybe it might somehow slip free. He can’t. He tugs against it harder, channeling as much strength that he can into his neck as he tries to crawl away. 
 
    It still doesn’t do any good. 
 
    Whether Kyle wants to admit it or not, the simple apparatus makes sure that he can’t get away. 
 
    Mia comes back a little while later, and she looks down at him. “Are you an energetic puppy? Because that’s what I want.” 
 
    He shakes his head from side to side as she lowers the two bowls down in front of him. One has water. The other has dog food. 
 
    “This is going to be good for you,” she says, crouching before him. In a quick movement, she could spring back up onto her feet. He can’t. He’s trapped there on the ground, crawling like a pet. 
 
    “Oh, poor, frustrated doggie. I know. I know. This is hard on you. You don’t think you want to be a dog, do you? You think that you should be able to get back to your old life. But I’m sorry; that’s gone. You don’t get to be a man anymore. You’re my dog now. But I have a secret to tell you.” 
 
    Staring straight ahead, he pretends that he doesn’t care about any of this. Nothing she tells them should be relevant because he will find a way to escape. And yet, he still listens as she whispers, “I still haven’t decided if I’m going to keep you because I know my sister would love to have some time with you. She’d enjoy spanking you and breaking you. So this is what we are going to do.” She enunciates every word very carefully, “Think of today as a tryout. If you do a really, really good job, and you can convince me you will be a good dog and I should keep you for myself. But if you try to misbehave or if you fight me, then I’m going to give you to Erika.” 
 
    Erika. 
 
    Her name makes him shiver as he thinks about how angry she was the last time they met. Knowing that girl, she would drain the battery on the remote control, shocking him again and again. As far as she would be concerned, he deserved it. 
 
    Whimpering like a puppy, he shakes his head from side to side. He’s practically begging her not to do it. 
 
    “You don’t want me to give you to my sister? Is that it?” 
 
    He shakes his head. 
 
    “If you want to stay with me as my puppy, beg for the chance.” 
 
    He struggles to say something, but the words become gibberish. He still can’t talk, not with the stupid gag in his mouth! 
 
    “No,” she says with an indulgent smile. “That’s not how puppies beg.” 
 
    That’s not how puppies beg: the words echo between his ears for another moment, and then his eyes get big as he realizes precisely what this young woman wants from him. 
 
    No. Oh no. 
 
    Not that. 
 
    After a few more seconds, he makes up his mind anyway. If that’s really what he needs to do, then he’ll do it. Kyle braces himself on his knees. He shoves his elbows down into the grass, giving himself a little bit of momentum. Tightening his torso, he sits up as much as he can. He wobbles for a moment, and he can tell me he enjoys the show. She loves how constricted all of his movements have become. 
 
    Once he’s up, he holds his elbows together, and he starts to whimper. He whimpers like a good little doggie begging for a treat. 
 
    “Good doggie!” Mia calls out, reaching down and stroking the top of his head. She pets his neck, the undersides of his jaw, and the back of his neck. She even scratches underneath his collar, and it feels really good. 
 
    “That’s right. There’s a good little puppy!” 
 
    Then she leaps up onto her feet, and she looks down at him. “Well? You had a long trip. I bet you’re hungry.” 
 
    This is another test. Everything that happens now will be a test, Kyle realizes. 
 
    Determined to do well, he mumbles something back in her direction. 
 
    “What’s that, boy? Is there something you need?” 
 
    With the frustration congealing in his chest, Kyle realizes something. Although this is infuriating, he must still play along. He barks and brings his elbow as close to his mouth as he can. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot about your gag. Just remember, good doggies bark.” With those words, she makes it clear that she will punish him if he tries to speak like a man. He isn’t, not anymore, and he had better not forget it. 
 
    Kyle bites back every single word even as he opens his mouth. She loosens the gag, pulling it out. He’s still in his mask, but at least now he can use his lips. 
 
    Before he can decide what to do, Mia places her hand on the back of his head and shoves his face down toward the bowl with the dried dog food. “Eat up, little puppy. We both know you’re hungry.” 
 
    Kyle doesn’t want to admit it, but he doesn’t have much choice, not when his stomach grumbles. With his head bowed down, he starts eating, pulling the drive to dog food into his mouth, chewing it, feeling it crunch beneath his teeth, and eventually swallowing. 
 
    He hates this. He hates every second of it, especially because Mia is right there giggling at his plight. To her, this is just funny! It’s a silly little game they can play. 
 
    “Good boy. There’s a very good boy.” 
 
    Then she does something he can’t expect. With his head bowed down and his haunches up, his balls dangle between his legs. She reaches for his scrotum and lightly touches him, her fingers barely brushing over his body. 
 
    He chews and swallows even as his nostrils flare because this feels so good. “Good puppy. You like that, don’t you?” Reaching further, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, touching him lightly. She gives him a gentle squeeze. He gets erect. He can’t help himself. “Horny little puppy. Don’t worry. We will take care of that later if you’re a very good boy. I know how much you would like a treat.” 
 
    Like a good doggie, he continues to eat until she grabs his collar and forces his face over to the other bowl. This one has water in it. Since there’s nothing to stop her, she pushes his face to the surface. The water is tepid and maybe a little bit stale, but he still drinks at it gratefully. He slides his tone up and down. “Look at that. You’re lapping up the water just like a good little dog. I didn’t even have to tell you to do that! You just knew because you are a pet. Deep down, that’s all you have ever been!” 
 
    No, it’s not true! 
 
    Somehow, Kyle remembers exactly what’s happening and how he’s being tested, so he holds back every vindictive word. He won’t mess this up because he can’t. He won’t allow himself to be given to Erika… 
 
    After several more seconds of drinking, Mia pulls away. “Now that you’ve had a snack and something to drink, I think it’s time for you to play a game with me.” She heads over to the table and picks up a purple, rubber ball. She tosses it into the air, snatches it before it can fall to the ground, and then she pinches it between two fingers. She taps the ball against the tip of his nose, so you can smell the rubber. That industrial scent makes his stomach clench just a little bit, probably because he knows what’ll happen next. 
 
    “Do a good job. Show me you can be a good little puppy you are going to have to give you to Erika.” 
 
    Kyle can hardly accept it, but he has one goal right now, and it isn’t even escape. No, he needs to be a good dog for this girl; he must convince her that he’s worth keeping. 
 
    If he can do a good job, then she will want him. 
 
    Puffing out his cheeks, he senses the leather against his skin. 
 
    She tosses the ball into the air catches it. She does this one, two, three times. Because the mask limits his field of vision, Kyle has to lift his head and track the ball with his entire face. 
 
    Then she throws it and calls out one word, “Fetch!” 
 
    He knew this was coming; he could predict it, yet there is still that stab of embarrassment. He races after the ball, scurrying on his elbows and knees as the girl cheers him on. “Go get the ball. Get the ball, boy!” 
 
    With every fiber of his being, he wants to simply stop. Even if he just braced himself on his knees, it would show this girl that she can’t control him. But she can. 
 
    She’s the best of two bad options. That’s what he has to remind himself of as he reaches down. He’s right in front of the ball now, so he lowers his head, tightens his teeth around the rubber sphere, and picks it up. 
 
    He has it, so he turns around and scurries toward her. “Good boy. There’s a very good boy!” Without asking, she takes the ball from his mouth, cocks her arm back and throws it again. The sphere launches, a purple streak cutting across the sky as he watches helplessly from the ground. 
 
    With a puff of aggravation, Kyle races after it again. He picks it up. He brings it back to her. By this point, his skin is hot and damned. He’s sweating. If he had just been able to walk over there, it would have been a lot easier. But it’s awkward for him to move on his elbows and knees. 
 
    If Mia realizes any of this, she doesn’t care. 
 
    “Good boy! Now go get it!” 
 
    She throws the ball again. He chases after it. They repeat this process until he’s desperate for her to stop, but he doesn’t succumb to temptation. He refuses to ask her to quit or slow down because he knows that would be against the rules. She wants to play this game; she wants to hold onto the fantasy of owning him as a pet, so he has to cooperate. 
 
    “One more time,” she promises. Then she throws the ball again, he grabs it off of the ground, he brings it back to her. 
 
    Anxiety prickles at the back of his neck because she might just throw it again because she can. But instead, she drops down to her knees, shoves him onto his back, and she starts petting him again, her fingers darting along his mostly naked skin. She touches his neck, his collar bone, his chest and flanks. She pets him; it feels really good. “Pets who like getting petted wag for their owners,” she tells him. 
 
    For a moment, he doesn’t understand. But then he realizes what she means, so he wiggles his hips from side to side. 
 
    Kyle has no defense when her fingers drift toward his genitals. She wraps one hand around his shaft, her fingers light but firm. Moments later, she reaches down with her other hand, and now she strokes the underside of his scrotum. Electric sensations shoot through his body. This is incredible! It’s everything he could ever want! 
 
    But then, she chuckles as she reads the desperation burning in his eyes. “Oh, I’m sorry, puppy, but you don’t get an orgasm yet. You haven’t worked quite that hard. But maybe if you do a good job with your mouth, I will give you a special reward.” 
 
    He’s not sure what that means, but he can hope. 
 
    She stands up straight, unbuttons her jeans, pulls down the denim, revealing the black silk of her panties, and then she shrugs off her pants. From there, Kyle can hardly believe it as she removes her underwear. 
 
    “Seeing you scurry around like this has gotten a pretty worked up. Use your mouth, puppy. Show me how much dogs love to lick.” 
 
    Laying down in the grass, she spreads her legs and beckons him with a curl of her finger. 
 
    Kyle doesn’t believe he’s going to do this. Part of him thinks he should be able to hold out longer, but then he dips his head down, he crawls toward her. He places his lips right between her legs and starts licking. He slides his tongue over her wet slit, and the flavor of her excitement simmers over his taste buds. “Good boy!” She keeps saying that until the words fracture, stretching into incoherence. 
 
    He keeps licking, sliding his tongue up and down. Then he hears her giggle, and he doesn’t know why, but Kyle doesn’t worry about it. He’s focused on her slit, on earning what he really wants. “You’re such a good boy. You’re the best puppy ever! I can’t wait to give you to my sister! She’s going to be so happy with you!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Kyle tries to pull his head away, only she puts a hand on the back of his skull and enforces his face back down. That’s when he feels it. With his face between her legs, he’s braced on his knees, which meets his ass is up and open and exposed. 
 
    Kyle hasn’t thought about this; he hasn’t imagined what it might mean. 
 
    But that he feels something slick against his opening. He tries to clench down instinctively. More importantly, he tries to jerk his head away from Mia’s foot, especially if he believes that she’s going to give them away in a matter what he does or how he performs. 
 
    The young woman still holds onto the back of his head, making sure he can’t stop. But then, that pressure is there again. Something is forced into his ass. Rounded but firm, it slides up against the walls of his entrance. He tries to stop it whatever it is. 
 
    “Hey, Erika,” Mia calls out. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind. It’s important to show him who’s dominant. Dogs need to learn to respect to the Alpha.” 
 
    Kyle hears all of this, but he can’t believe it. He wants to jerk his head back, to see his ex-girlfriend, especially because he knows what’s happening. He’s finally figured it out. 
 
    Erika must be right there, and she’s wearing a strap-on. She’s fucking him! 
 
    He tries to fight her, to clench down, to do something or anything, but none of it works. He can’t stop these girls from using him. The little sister takes his mouth. Erika teases his ass. She pumps her hips forward and back, and the pressure against her pelvis must feel really good. 
 
    Both girls are laughing now. He whimpers and squirms, desperate for escape, but his restrictive puppy equipment makes it impossible for him to stop them. They use him. They play with him. His skin prickles with heat, shame burns through his body, and he fights as hard as he can, but the girls hardly even notice. 
 
    “Kyle, I always knew you were nothing but a dog!” Erika is laughing now, her head thrown back, her hair shining bright against her shoulders. She pumps into the boy, showing him just how helpless he can feel. But he knows this is only the start. 
 
    “Take it, puppy. Take every inch!” She pumps him harder and faster. It feels like he might be able to climax. But no, it’s Mia who cries out, her voice stretched as she screams through her pleasure. 
 
    As she finishes, she pushes Kyle away. Finally, Erika withdraws the dildo, and he quickly tries to scamper back up onto his elbows and knees. These girls don’t allow him that privilege, however. They keep him pinned. 
 
    “Sorry, puppy, but you don’t get to run away.” Erika looks down into his eyes. “I remember what kind of brat you were. You fought so hard, Kyle. But don’t worry. I’m going to make sure that you’re thoroughly trained. I’m going to tame you, puppy boy. Going to make sure you suffer for everything you did wrong.” 
 
    His mouth clinches as he hears those words, but it’s about to get worse. Erika as a bowl of ice. He doesn’t understand what it’s for, not until she grabs a cube and pushes it down against his erect member. Through all of this, he’s remained hard, but not for long. She rubs the cold shard against his skin, and his erection vanishes within moments. 
 
    Then she holds a chastity cage. “I don’t want him humping my leg. But don’t worry. I’m going to make sure you get lots and lots of stimulation.” Once she locked in his chastity cage, she holds up the remote controller. She starts pushing the button to hear him whimper, gasp, and cry out. 
 
    These girls will have so much fun. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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