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Pleading with Her 
 
      
 
    It happened slowly, a shift from patriarchy to matriarchy. Along the way, most people didn’t believe it would happen. Even the most strident feminists probably thought the patriarchy would endure in one form or another for generations. But then women started voting as a group and took power. 
 
    Unity meant power. 
 
    Of course, there were men who recognized what was going on. Unfortunately, they decided to go to war. Rather than try to adapt to some new system, they wanted to hold on to an idealized past that had never existed in the first place. Consequently, they lost the argument, and men were enslaved. 
 
    Of course, no one used it that word. “Enslaved” was a term reserved for history books, but the status of males in society became something both old and new. In fact, just being male meant you were at a disadvantage. It started with professional restrictions, quotas, and bonuses on certain standardized tests. Licenses for certain positions were still given out to men, but the number of males who received them shrank every year. 
 
    Later, men were no longer allowed in certain elections to create “balance” and a fair system where the government could more accurately reflect the electorate. The reasoning sounded good, and some men even voted for these laws, probably because they wanted to appear as progressive as possible. That was always wise, especially when more politicians and CEOs were female. When women seized power, few suggested those laws should be repealed or scaled back. 
 
    Earlier in the century, lots of women supported sexist men. Why? Because they had something to gain. The same held for lots of men. 
 
    Even if Justin understood the history behind his current predicament, he knew it didn’t help him. As he sat there at his desk, he wondered precisely what was going to happen to him. 
 
    He was twenty, legally an adult, but he needed a sponsor. His birthday was in just a couple of days. If he couldn’t find a woman to oversee him as his guardian and take responsibility for him, then he’d be put up for auction. 
 
    That was another term which wouldn’t be used. “Auction” implied that he was property, so it didn’t actually appear in any legal documents, but that didn’t matter. Everyone knew exactly what was going to happen. 
 
    As one of the few boys in college, he really, really wanted to stay. He was so close to graduating with his bachelor’s degree. If he succeeded, he would be one of the very few men to walk across that stage. 
 
    Like a good boy, he sat off to the side and out of the way in every class. He did remarkably well on all of his exams. He had to try twice as hard because he knew that his professors didn’t think he really belong there. Neither did any of his classmates. He didn’t want to risk provoking any of the girls. If he pitched one of them off, they could make his life a very, very difficult. 
 
    As the teacher lectured, Justin knew he was supposed to pay attention. He should have focused on every single thing she said. Instead, he took notes of a different kind. His stylus moved along his tablet computer as he noted the different girls in the class. 
 
    Jessica. Stephanie. Veronica. Katie. 
 
    Those were four young women he had met, worked with, and talked to at various points over the course of his educational career. There were other girls in the class, of course, but he didn’t know them or trust them. 
 
    Words like “auction” may not have been used, but he didn’t want to end up on a stage, stripped naked, collared, leashed and ordered to prance around for the women in the audience. That happened routinely. 
 
    These auctions were called “selection ceremonies,” and he despised them. He knew that if he went up on that stage, anyone could buy him. He could be someone cruel, someone vicious, someone who hoped to buy him, taken to another country, and sell them for a higher price. 
 
    As far as Justin knew, he didn’t have any exquisitely unique physical attributes. He wasn’t particularly big or muscular. Sometimes Justin wondered what the athletes were thinking when they trained so hard. Lots of guys still yearned to play professional sports, despite the fact that those males wouldn’t be allowed to keep their paychecks. Worse, if they couldn’t make it on a team, those guys would be highly sought after. Lots of women would be willing to pay plenty of money. 
 
    Shaking his head, Justin did his best not to get angry. Theoretically, all of these systems had been put in place for the protection of men. As a society, humanity had decided that men had been given the opportunity to lead for far too long. And just look at what happened.  
 
    Pollution. Wars. Misogyny. 
 
    Men couldn’t be trusted. But when Justin studied the legal and scientific statistics published by specialists, he didn’t see any vast improvement over the last couple of decades. Women had assumed control, but they seemed to be just a shortsighted and aggressive as men. 
 
    He shook his head, irritated. 
 
    Women were still people. They were still flawed. Maybe given another couple of centuries they would figure things out. Technology continue to advance, and he wanted to think that the world was becoming a better place. 
 
    But he couldn’t be certain. 
 
    He was going to be sold. Someone would buy him. 
 
    The idea was that he needed a guardian because he couldn’t be relied upon to take care of himself. This was supposed to be good for him. Of course, once he was purchased, he didn’t know what kind of privileges she might allow him. 
 
    This woman, whoever she turned out to be, could keep him in a cage every single day if she liked. She could punish him, marching down the street naked, share him with her friends, or have him admitted to a hospital for cosmetic surgery. 
 
    It was all for “his own good”. A woman could be trusted to know what was best. A man? Never. The new system relied on benevolent sexism. 
 
    His nostrils flared as he tapped his fingers along the desk. He looked at the names, considering exactly how he wanted to do this. 
 
    Each of those girls had something to offer. Veronica came from an incredibly wealthy family. They owned some of the nicest houses in the city, both penthouses and skyscrapers and sprawling mansions out in the hills. He’d seen them; they were amazing. Of course, he had been on the arm of one girl or another each time, so he never got the chance to truly explore. Instead, he had been reduced to the status of arm candy, but at least he got to go. That was something, right? 
 
    If not Veronica, then what about Stephanie? 
 
    She came from a more modest family. She’d been kind to him when they worked together on a project, so he didn’t know what to expect if they spent time together. Could he trust this girl to own him? 
 
    Justin puffed out his cheeks, remembering one other very important fact: she might not want him. He shivered, hating this. Seriously, he didn’t need a guardian! He had been on his own since graduating from high school. Granted, he had to use a scholarship, but his grades proved that he deserved all of this, right? Why did he need a girl to tell him what to do? 
 
    Forcing those thoughts aside, he glanced over at Stephanie’s little sister, Jessica. He wasn’t sure how they and up in the same class, but maybe Stephanie liked to party or Jessica focused entirely on her studies. She was shorter than her sister with long brown hair. She was pretty. But there was something else. 
 
    When he had been working with Stephanie, Jessica had come into the room, spotted him, and smiled. Justin got the impression she liked him, only then she said something about how he didn’t need to read up because working out was more important for a boy anyway. If she became his guardian, would she allow him to continue going to college? Would she let him finish his degree? 
 
    Then there was Katie, another girl with thick brown hair, bright eyes, and a pleasant smile. 
 
    They had lunch together a couple of times. When he first stepped foot on to campus and went to the cafeteria to grab some food, the place was packed. Katie had noticed Justin standing there with his tray, uncertain of what he should do. She waved him over and suggested he sit with her. They chatted, laughed a little bit, and then he had to get to class. After that, he hadn’t really seen her around campus, not until they had this class together. Because she sat in the middle of the room, he never dared approach her. Justin didn’t want to attract any unwanted attention, either from the professor or their classmates. If some girl decided she wanted to pick on him, there wouldn’t be much I could do. 
 
    No, it was better to stay out of sight as much as possible. 
 
    Katie. 
 
    It had to be her. 
 
    Justin didn’t know exactly how to approach her. What was the best way? 
 
    He thought about writing up a message. He could email it to her, hope for the best, and wait. 
 
    Would she think that was cowardly? 
 
    Girls almost always had this thing about bravery. They wanted guys to be there. Even when women and men were equal in the eyes of the law, guys had to do things in person. If they want to break up with a girl, they couldn’t just send a text message. Justin didn’t really understand that point. 
 
    But if he could ride it out, maybe he could craft the perfect message and express himself the way he really wanted. 
 
    Allowing himself to get distracted, he started to search for Katie online. He found some pictures pretty easily. He checked out some of the social networks. He discovered her profiles, but they weren’t friends online, which meant that he didn’t have access to most of the pertinent information. But then the professor called out, “Justin what do you think of this idea?” 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Idiot! Because he got distracted with thoughts about a pretty girl, he hadn’t been paying attention to what the instructor said. And she noticed. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” he said, doing his best to keep his voice from cracking. 
 
    “Is that because you weren’t paying attention?” The professor didn’t sound especially angry or diplomatic. 
 
    “No, ma’am,” he said. “I’m sorry.” He didn’t have the kind of charisma necessary to bluster his way through something like this. 
 
    “Justin, it’s better if you pay attention. You aren’t one of the girls who can get away with relaxing. Perhaps you should focus.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, only it sounded more like she was talking to a child. 
 
    And Justin supposed to that was better than getting chewed out, but he still looked down and felt that strange mix of anger and gratitude. He was grateful she didn’t want to humiliate him any more than necessary in front of the class. He was angry that she decided to be nice to him because she thought he was an inferior anyway. 
 
    The professor probably assumed his grades didn’t really matter one way or another because he was going to find a guardian who would probably pull and out of school. 
 
    Where would he end up? 
 
    She didn’t know. 
 
    Back in the day, women would be married off, which meant they’d become homemakers. They would be cooking and cleaning pretty much every day as little more than domestic servants. Sure, ideals of “love” made it all much more palatable, but those women didn’t have their own money, genuine, and for long stretches of time, they couldn’t even vote. 
 
    Since homemakers weren’t as necessary, not with so many parts of a household being automated, there weren’t many other options. Justin shivered. He did his best to focus on his professor and listen to the lecture. 
 
    Instead, his thoughts drifted to some of the stories he had heard. 
 
    Some female guardian would like to sissify their charges. Basically, this meant that a boy could be put in makeup and skirts, panties and high-heeled shoes. Why? Because it was amusing. Along the way, those same sissies would usually be taught domestic skills. They would cook and clean even though there were more efficient methods to take care of those chores. 
 
    Other men could be humiliated in new and creative ways. For a long time, Justin don’t really believe it, but then he saw the pictures of men who had been demoted to the status of dogs. Yes, dogs. Collared and leashed, they were forced to crawl around, bark, and where restrictive binders. 
 
    Justin didn’t want that to happen to him. 
 
    Then there was the other possibility, the one that seemed much, much more likely: slavery. 
 
    Once a woman became his guardian, she could dictate the new rules of his life. She could make sure that he was no longer allowed to speak, where clothing, or disobey her. It was rare to see a man behind the wheel of a car. Those guys didn’t even know how to drive anymore. 
 
    He shivered at the prospect, wishing he could just flee the country, but most of the world had adopted these kinds of systems. 
 
    If Justin had bright blue eyes and blond hair, he would’ve had to have worried about being kidnapped and sold to some woman in another country where such traits were exotic and rare. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, he was grateful when the professor finally dismissed everyone. Justin packed up his stuff, grabbed his backpack, and marched toward Katie. Halfway there, he wondered exactly why he was doing this at this precise moment. 
 
    Shouldn’t he try to plan it? 
 
    “Katie?” Somehow, Justin couldn’t manage more than just getting her name out. 
 
    “Yeah?” Katie smiled at him. He may have been taller than her by a couple of inches, but he didn’t feel special or powerful. 
 
    He gulped and wondered if he should try to say all of it right now. No. That would be stupid. “Hey, I was hoping that maybe you and I could meet up later? Maybe we could talk about something kind of important?” 
 
    Katie tilted her head to the side and batted her eyes. She almost looked flirtatious. Or maybe she just knew exactly what he wanted to discuss. Either way, a little smile curved along her lips. “Okay. That sounds nice.” 
 
    Justin exhaled slowly, turned, and walked away. He had all of her contact information through the school’s website, but maybe he should have mentioned of that? He’s considered stopping and turning around to confirm, but then that would look even weirder and desperate, right? 
 
    Whatever he did, he needed to make sure he didn’t end up at an auction. 
 
      
 
    He sent her a message and asked if they could meet up for dinner. Once he sent the message, he felt foolish. Guys never asked girls out! He wanted to bang his head against the wall for making such a foolish mistake, but then she responded, suggesting a café downtown. 
 
    Yeah, Katie was a nice girl, he thought. This might actually work! 
 
    That afternoon, he went back to his small dorm room and spent more than an hour trying to figure out precisely what he was going to wear. He felt silly for doing this, but Justin needed the right outfit. He needs to look respectable but attractive, professional and serious but also interesting. 
 
    Eventually, he got burned out and just settled on a pair of black pants and a polo shirt. He probably could’ve doubled as the café’ss valet. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    She would listen to what he had to say. 
 
    That was the first step. 
 
    When he walked into the café, he was several minutes early because he didn’t want to risk making her weight. What if she showed up, assumed she had been stood up, and left? 
 
    Instead, she sat off in the corner, reading a book. 
 
    She was wearing glasses at this point and a heart-shaped pendant. He tried not to check out her cleavage. Yes, she was a lovely girl, but that sort of attention could get him in trouble, especially if one of the other female patrons happened to be offended. 
 
    Keeping his eyes mostly downcast, he walked over to her table. 
 
    Once there, Justin asked, “May I join you?” 
 
    Lifting her head, she smiled at him, put her book to the side, and nodded. Since he didn’t see her gesture, he stood there for another couple of seconds. “Yeah. Absolutely. Have a seat.” She laughed. Lots of women had made this mistake at one point or another. It always gave them a little thrill of power. 
 
    Like most of the other girls, she must’ve studied history. She knew what women had gone through, but she couldn’t imagine it, not really. Women being oppressed? It seemed insane considering how much authority she wielded on the basis of her sex. 
 
    He sat down, tapped his fingers, and decided he needed to approach her directly. “Katie, thank you so much for meeting me. I don’t know if you know this, but I’m about to turn twenty-one.” 
 
    “Really? Happy birthday!” She must’ve understood the legal requirements, but that would just be a birthday for her. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. He inhaled, held his breath for another moment, gripped the side of the table as though he expected to be thrown out of the restaurant, and then said, “I was hoping maybe we could talk about guardianship.” 
 
    There. He said it. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He glanced up at her. She seemed confused or at least hesitant. 
 
    Had he done something wrong? Had he made some sort of mistake? 
 
    If he didn’t get this right, he’d end up naked in front of buyers—strangers. Justin wanted to tell himself that he couldn’t allow that to happen. But if he couldn’t get her cooperation, then he didn’t see many other options. Intuitively, he had dismissed the other girls at his school. 
 
    Yes, there were the other females, but he didn’t trust them. Or maybe she simply yearned for the opportunity to belong to this girl because he thought he knew her. She seemed kind. 
 
    “Please, I know we aren’t that close or anything, but have you ever considered becoming a guardian for a boy like me?” 
 
    “To be honest, I really haven’t. I’ve been focused on school,” she said.  
 
    “I won’t get in your way or delay you.” 
 
    “What are you offering?” Katie asked. 
 
    Justin swallowed back his nervous tension, so he felt his throat rise and fall. He looked into her eyes, at least for a couple of seconds before turning his attention away. 
 
    That was probably a mistake since he saw another couple. There was a guy and a girl, only the boy had a collar wrapped around his neck. It wasn’t subtle either. This thing couldn’t be mistaken for a choker. No, it was clearly a dog collar that had been repurposed. 
 
    For just a second, Justin wondered exactly what that meant before he turned back to Katie. “You would be my guardian. You would be in charge. You would make every pertinent decision.” 
 
    She reached out and touched his hand. She gave him a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “That certainly sounds interesting. And what if I decided I didn’t like your style?” 
 
    “You can dress me however you see fit. That’s the law,” he told her. It was true. Officially, women could determine what was appropriate for any given male. Consequently, they dictated precisely what he could wear. 
 
    “True,” she said with a wobble of her head, “but boys can be stubborn sometimes. Seriously, I’m not interested in a lot of arguments or fights. I want to know that if I’m someone’s guardian, then he’s going to do exactly what I say when I say it.” 
 
    That didn’t sound like the nice girl he expected, but Justin didn’t want to back down either. 
 
    “I’m okay with that. I can be good,” he said. 
 
    “You mean obedient?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said with a quick nod of his head. 
 
    “Can you be humble? Do you recognize that your opinion would be less important than mind?” 
 
    “Yes. I can do that,” he said. 
 
    “And what if I decide to punish you?” 
 
    “How would you punish me?” 
 
    “Well, I could always spank you.” Her vision seemed to drift, as though she were fantasizing about something. 
 
    “Look, um, maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. I think I should go.” Justin started to get up, except two words cracked out onto the air. 
 
    “Sit down.” She didn’t raise the volume of her voice, but she didn’t need to. After years of training, Justin froze, instinctively recognizing the power of a woman’s voice. 
 
    He fell back into his seat. 
 
    “Justin, I didn’t dismiss you,” she said. 
 
    What? That really didn’t sound like the girl who had invited him to have lunch with her during their freshman year. But then maybe she had changed. So many of the girls matured in college. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “You said you could be obedient. I assume that means you’re smart enough to understand how to follow orders. Sit down.” 
 
    Justin fell back into his seat. Dumbfounded, he stared across the table. 
 
    “I could find someone else,” he said, protesting weakly. 
 
    “Maybe,” Katie said. “But I don’t think so. Girls talk. If I tell everyone else that I want you, there’s a very good chance I’ll get you for myself. Unless you want to try to leave the city, your chances don’t look very good.” 
 
    When he gulped nervously, she laughed at him. She leaned back in her chair, enjoying the sight of her helpless boy as he sat there. 
 
    “Come with me,” she said, getting up. 
 
      
 
    “Where’re we going?” Justin asked even as this girl held his hand and guided him out to the parking lot. Unsurprisingly, she had her own car. She opened the passenger door for him and nodded for him to get in. 
 
    Justin shivered, thinking this was a bad idea. And yet, he believed her. If she really wanted to poison any possibility of another girl becoming his guardian, she could do it. The girls did talk, chatting about prospects, discussing who might be what kind of slave or pet. The boys didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Besides, Katie may not have been the most popular or aggressive girl on campus, but that just made her more dangerous as far as Justin was concerned because she didn’t have any enemies. No one would take him simply to spite her. Instead, the girls would acknowledge her claim, making sure that no one would take him. 
 
    So he got in the car. 
 
    As they drove back through the city, Justin tried to think of something he could say. He tried to imagine what this girl had in mind. 
 
    Every time he glanced over at her, he saw her profile. Her sharp nose, long lashes, and full lips held his focus, only that he would glance away, worried that she might notice the attention. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. Instead, he sat in the passenger seat with his back straight as he stared out at the rest of the world. It seemed like he saw evidence of male subservience everywhere. Girls led boys around on leashes, men were chokers, and there were other males who followed behind their owners. 
 
    Owners. 
 
    Justin may not have liked that term, but it was certainly apt. When a specific woman could dictate what he might wear, how he could behave, and what he did with his time, what was he but a slave? 
 
    They pulled up in front of a small house, and she got out. With a curved finger, she beckoned for him to follow. 
 
    She skipped up the stairs, went to the front door, and he did his best to not to check out her trend waist or the curves of her ass. In spite of everything, Justin knew that this girl was gorgeous. 
 
    She opened the door and turned on the lights to reveal a small, modest living room. There was the couch, the kitchen off to the side, and line drawings on the walls. 
 
    “This is my place,” she said with a hint of pride. 
 
    “It’s lovely,” he said automatically. 
 
    “It’s home,” she agreed. “But right now, we need to talk about your future. So I’m going to sit down, and I want you to kneel at my feet.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said with just a hint of resentment. 
 
    If Katie noticed, she didn’t care. 
 
    Justin lowered himself to his knees. He knew that he should be used to this; for a long time, he had felt subservient to women just like Katie. And yet, he had never been in this exact position. He had never appeared so deferential or subjugated before a girl. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said, apparently impressed. “You know what my favorite part is?” 
 
    “No,” he said, short and blunt and polite all at the same time. 
 
    If Katie noticed, she again gave no sign of it. Instead, she reached down and stroked the top of his head. “I like your mixture of obedience and frustration. That’s a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I?” Katie asked. She sounded genuinely curious. “Think about it. When you approached me, you thought that I was going to be the same nice, naïve girl you met as a freshman. But I’m sorry, Justin. I grew up. And now, I think I’m going to keep you for myself.” 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth. 
 
    “What, what do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m leaning on becoming your guardian, obviously,” she said. “I mean, you look so cute right there on your knees. Let’s see you naked.” 
 
    “I don’t have to do what you say!” 
 
    Katie wobbled her head from side to side as she considered acknowledging the point, only then she leaned forward and told him, “You’re right about that, but do you really want to piss me off? Just stop and think about it. I might not be your guardian at this exact moment, but you don’t have any other prospects, which means I’m probably going to own you. Now, am I going to be a kind Mistress? Or a cruel one? You don’t really get to affect your fate all that often, but this is certainly one of those moments. Now strip like a good boy.” 
 
    Like a good boy. 
 
    She may as well have been addressing a dog. 
 
    Seething, Justin stood for a moment, he pulled off his shoes and his socks and his shirt. He stripped down until he was down to his boxers. At this point, he couldn’t meet her gaze. 
 
    “Well?” Katie taunted. “I’m waiting.” She may as well have tapped her foot against of the carpet. 
 
    Justin pulled down his boxers, and he stood there, naked in front of this girl. 
 
    She hopped up on to her feet and ordered, “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He crossed his wrists obediently, and that’s when she started to circle him. Her eyes moved up and down his body. “You work out, don’t you?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” he told her. 
 
    She stopped behind him, reached down, and stroked his cock. His eyes widened, his breath came in one sharp gasp, and Justin just didn’t know what to do or say as his body started to respond. She squeezed him gently, stimulating him until he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Justin got hard. His erection pointed upward, and she chuckled. “Not bad,” she allowed. “But you know, I think I want more from you. After tonight, I’m going to decide whether or not going to keep you.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that encourage me to misbehave?” Justin asked. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Because you don’t want me to post a bad review of you online. A simple website, a few comments, that’s all it would take to make sure you end up as the worst kind of slave boy.” 
 
    The color drained away from his cheeks as he considered the prospects. 
 
    “I’ll be good,” said quickly, his eyes still wide. 
 
    She tapped him on the cheek, giggled to herself, and ordered him back to the floor with one pointed finger. 
 
    This time, Justin didn’t resist. With his hand still held behind his back, he got on his knees and watched as she unzipped her black boots. She took them off, one at a time. She peeled off her tight, and then she removed her panties. She lifted her black, leather skirt, exposing her sex as she sat down. 
 
    “Come here. I want to feel your mouth on me, slave boy.” 
 
    He inhaled, getting ready to say that he wasn’t a slave boy. Maybe that would happen someday, but not yet. 
 
    Yet if this girl could order him around and make him obey, wasn’t he has good as already owned? Justin hated the idea, but then he leaned forward without speaking a word, and her hand shot out. She grabbed him by the back of his head, her fingers tightening over his short hair. She forced his face right between her inner thighs. 
 
    “Lick,” she commanded. 
 
    He did so, slowly and tentatively. 
 
    “You can do better than that, Justin. I’ve seen you talk in class. Come on, boy. Show me what you can do with that thirsty tongue of yours.” 
 
    He hated the encouragement, but Justin still sped up. He moved his tongs eagerly, almost as though he enjoyed this. As the shame washed through his body, he wondered if maybe he should’ve picked one of the other girls. Maybe Veronica or Jessica would have been nicer to him, but he couldn’t know one way or the other. His tongue darted along her crevice, although he didn’t go deep. 
 
    Apparently, that was a problem. 
 
    “If you don’t try harder, I’m going to have to spank you. I might even make a recording of it.” 
 
    “No!” He cried out, his voice bouncing along the sides of her inner thighs. 
 
    That made her giggle; like so many other girls, she enjoyed hearing boys panic. 
 
    Panic was good; it reinforced of their status in society. A few girls may have felt bad for the boys in the world, but they all eventually settled on the simple fact that female supremacy was for the best. Boys needed to be owned, subservient, subjugated, trained and tamed. They were little more than wild animals, and they deserved to be enslaved. 
 
    That’s what Katie certainly thought as she smiled down at the hapless boy moving his tong over her sex for her pleasure. By this point, she could feel the heat spread through her skin. Pretty soon, she closed her eyes even as she pulled his face closer to her pussy. His tong explored the inner crevices of her slit. His tongue glided over her clitoris, making her feel better and better by the second. 
 
    “That’s right. Keep going. You’re doing a good job, slave.” 
 
    Slave. 
 
    He hated that word, yet he couldn’t contradict her either! 
 
    It didn’t take long before the first orgasm swept through her skin. She cried out, twitching as the pleasure gripped her. Thinking he was done, he tried to pull back. She tightened her hold on his hair, making sure he didn’t withdraw or pull away. 
 
    “That was one,” Katie acknowledged. “I want more.” 
 
    He bristled, hating the fact that this girl could make these demands of him. Even so, he surrendered again and linked eagerly at her pussy for two more orgasms. 
 
    With her face hot and her lungs strained from panting, she finally released him. He fell back. Naked, he looked up at her, his lips glistening with her juices. 
 
    “That wasn’t bad,” she said. “I think you’re going to need a lot more practice, but that’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make. Now, stay right where you are.” 
 
    He had kept his hands crossed behind his back throughout the entire ordeal. Now he wanted to move, but he didn’t dare risk her wrath. She got up, smooth out her skirt, and sauntered over to one of the nightstands by the couch. She opened a drawer and pulled out a black, leather collar. It caught the light as it dangled from her grip. 
 
    “You know what this is?” 
 
    “Is a choker.” 
 
    That made her laugh. “There’s a good answer for when we are out in public. You can do better than that, Justin. You know what this really is.” 
 
    “It’s a collar,” he said. 
 
    “And why do boys wear collars?” 
 
    Officially, men with guardians didn’t technically need to wear any kind of marker, but she waited for the unofficial line. “Boys wear collars so their tags are visible.” 
 
    “And what information should be kept on a boy’s tag?” 
 
    “The name and contact information of his guardian.” 
 
    “You mean his owner?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Yes. His owner.” 
 
    “Good boy.” She bent down, slid the collar around his neck, and clasped it into place. She hopped up again, retrieved a small padlock, and waved it around in front of his face. If she locked to the collar on, she could leave it there for as long as she wanted. 
 
    He bit down for a few seconds, able to stay silent. But then, the desperation got the best of him, and he started pleading with her. “Please, c’mon. Please, don’t lock it on!” 
 
    Click. 
 
    She slipped the lock into position, pushed down on it, and that’s why he heard the sound. She giggled, like this was just some sort of game. “Too late!” 
 
    She hopped back, grabbed one final item, a leash, and then she attached it to his collar. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. 
 
    Justin didn’t know what she really had in mind, only then she tugged, and she guided him toward the short hallway leading into the back bedrooms. 
 
    At the last moment, she veered away, and now they walked around the couch once, then twice. Well, she walked while he crawled, scurrying along with his knuckles and knees. 
 
    As they passed of the couch for the third time, Justin inhaled, getting ready to ask her why they were walking in circles. But then he was smart enough to figure out the answer on his own. She just wanted to see him crawl. 
 
    If he said anything or questioned her, that would just entertain her. So he stayed silent. 
 
    Sure enough, she eventually guided him back into the bedroom. He wasn’t surprised to see the restraints waiting. The metal frame of her bed had four shackles, one at each corner. 
 
    “Lay down. First on your stomach, slave.” 
 
    “On my stomach?” 
 
    She bent forward, locked her eyes on his, and nodded her head. “Yes, Justin. That’s right. You see, since you’re going to be my slave, I decided to break you in the night.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I want to have sex with you. I want to penetrate you. I want to make you feel like a helpless girl.” 
 
    His eyes got big even as he looked up at her. There had to be something he could do or say to get her to change her mind. 
 
    His thoughts turned blank, and she led him by the leash to the bed. She shoved him onto his stomach, the mattress giving as she spread his legs and started to shackle him in place. 
 
    “Please, you can’t do this. You’re not my guardian.” 
 
    “But I’ve got you in collar and on a leash. I might as well be,” she answered simply. 
 
    Justin didn’t know how to argue with that. Besides, she had him locked in a collar and chain to the bed now. 
 
    Giggling to herself, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall around her feet before she took the harness from her dresser. As she slid the dildo into place, Justin tried to look away. He didn’t want to see this; he didn’t want to know what was about to happen. 
 
    Despite those initial impulses, he kept his eyes locked on her as she slid the toy into place. He studied the curves, the silicon tip, and he knew that he was going to feel it deep within his body. She’d fuck him with that dildo, and he couldn’t stop her because she had the right to use him however she saw fit. 
 
    Something inside of him tensed then cracked. 
 
    Knowing it wouldn’t help, he still fought the restraints, struggling against of those shackles. He made his chains jingle and jangle even as she squirted lubricant onto the tip. She rubbed it on thick, sauntered over to the bed, climbed up on top, and then she lowered herself into position. Suddenly, he caught the scent of her perfume, some mixture of cherries and strawberries. It was sweet and addictive, but he still clenched to down as she pushed the tip of her phallus into his body. 
 
    Clenching down, Justin didn’t want to enjoy this even though he had heard stories about men who fought getting pegged, only to learn to love the sensation later on. She pushed into him, taking this boy inch by inch. 
 
    No matter how hard he tried to tighten his body, there was no way to resist. Her shaft was slick, and she was patient. “You like that, don’t you, slave? This is how your owner makes it clear she’s in charge of you. You don’t get to be aggressive, not anymore. Men are meant to serve. Isn’t that right, slave?” 
 
    If he said those words, would she stop sooner rather than later? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    She pushed down into him, a little bit at a time. Then she pulled back. 
 
    The friction wasn’t supposed to feel this good. That rounded tip wasn’t supposed to bring him pleasure, especially since he knew precisely what meant. 
 
    Once she had the dildo deep inside of his body, she pulled back, pivoting her hips only to thrust down again. He let out a squeak of dismay. He didn’t know if it was born of disappointment, frustration, or desire. 
 
    In any case, she pumped him harder and faster. She made him hand as his erection brought him closer and closer to an orgasm. The weight of her body felt so strange, especially her hair swung down and slapped at his shoulders. 
 
    “This is what you’re going to get, Justin. This is how you know you’re owned!” 
 
    He bit down, stayed silent, and that’s when she smacked his side. Katie brought her hand down hard. 
 
    “Men are meant to serve, aren’t they?” 
 
    Another smack sent a jolt of pain running through his body, which was why he surrendered to her. “Yes!” His vision blurred from the tears, but he didn’t want to let them run down his cheeks. “Yes! Men are meant to serve!” 
 
    She pulled back, withdrawing altogether. He let out a grunt of disappointment. 
 
    From there, she showed him a key. For a second, he hoped that it might go to the collar. Maybe she was done with him. 
 
    No. Justin couldn’t be that lucky. His oral servitude hadn’t been enough to satisfy this girl. She released him from the shackles and gave him another, very simple command. 
 
    “Roll over.” 
 
    After he obeyed, she gave him another dictate, “Spread your arms and legs, slave.” 
 
    She wanted him spread out, restrained, and on his back with his arms and legs spread. This would give him a profound sense of vulnerability. 
 
    And yet, he still obeyed her. Sure enough, she re-secured him in position, clicking the shackles in place one after another. 
 
    “Now, we have sex,” she said with a wicked smirk. Straddling him, she leaned down and kissed his body, more for her satisfaction than his. As her lips moved along his body, she was claiming him, making it clear that no other girl could possibly explore his frame as she did. She licked and teased. Simultaneously, her fingers moved over his shaft. She made sure that he stayed desperately hard. 
 
    Finally, she positioned herself right above him. “Do you want me to take you, Justin? Do you want me to be your guardian?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, clenching his eyes shut. 
 
    “Look at me and say that, slave.” 
 
    “Yes. I, I want you to be my guardian! Please, please own me!” 
 
    She finally lowered herself down onto his cock. She enveloped him, the walls of her pussy tight against his shaft. She squeezed him, but he knew better than to climax without permission. His orgasms didn’t belong to him, not anymore. Like at the rest of his body, his pleasure now belonged to Katie. 
 
    She rode him, gently at first, but then she started to speed up. Her hair bounced against her shoulders, she picked out on her lower lip, and she panted through her nostrils. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be a good slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “I, I’m going to be a good slave!” Justin knew he had no choice, especially as he pulled his arms and legs tight, only to field the rings of his shackles. 
 
    This girl could punish him, tease him, and humiliate him however she liked. Whether was privately or publicly, she seized control. 
 
    And yet, he had begged for this, pleading for her to become his guardian. 
 
    He arched his back, coming so close to an orgasm. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said, taking him deep. She rode him, subjugating him with every movement of her body, especially because it was obviously needed that orgasm. 
 
    By this point, Justin probably didn’t care about anything else at all. 
 
    Good. 
 
    “Remember this,” she said, her breath strained. “Remember what I’ve done to you. Remember who you are and who you were and who I am and who I’m always going to be!” 
 
    Justin couldn’t follow those commands, not yet, but he would. In the days and nights and weeks and months that would follow, he would think about what these encounters meant for him and his position at her feet. “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Come for me. Come harder, slave!” As she cried out those words, her own orgasm exploded through her body. Seconds later, she sensed the throbbing of his cock as he lost control. He pumped into her, raising his hips. She took him harder, claiming everything he had. And when she was done, she pulled away and peered right down into his eyes. “Say it again.” 
 
    “I, I belong to you, Mistress,” he told her. Those words were a promise, an admission, and the truth. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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