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Pony Inspection 
 
      
 
    Luke tried to be proud of himself for going in alone. As he walked across the parking lot and over the expansive asphalt, he could see the other men. Those guys were with their wives, sisters, or girlfriends. For the most part, they, like Luke himself, remained stoic. Of course, the women seemed happy enough as they smiled, waved to the other females, or chatted about what the boys might find inside the processing center. 
 
    One guy couldn’t maintain his dignity. He kept tugging against his wife’s hand and glancing back toward the car. His words carried on the breeze as he begged and pleaded, “Don’t do this. Please, Monica, I know I can do better. Please, give me a chance. I won’t burn dinner ever again! I swear, I’ll keep up with the laundry!” 
 
    Luke stared forward and tried not to think about their relationship. 
 
    Over the last eight years, female empowerment had been the government’s primary goal. It sounded like a noble effort at first. Sexism and misogyny had plagued the country for so long. It made sense that fixing those systemic issues would require meaningful changes throughout society. 
 
    The initial policies didn’t seem to change very much. But then special rules and laws were put into place specifically for the male half of the population. Suddenly, men needed to take a special driving test in order to keep their licenses. If they wished to work, they needed to pass other, written exams. These tests were fair enough, only men started to fall through the cracks. Little by little, they couldn’t drive, work, or even have their own bank accounts. 
 
    Then the tax rates started going up…for the men. 
 
    This wasn’t even an official policy as far as Luke could tell. But as he approached the processing center’s main office and “welcome center,” he had to wonder about the math again. 
 
    Determined to maintain some veneer of self-respect, he strode forward on his own. Theoretically, he could have tried to run, but he didn’t want one of the bounty huntresses to come after him. There was an entirely new profession for women. They hunted down the boys who couldn’t pay their taxes or the onerous fees applied to them by the newly appointed female judges that now ruled the legal system. 
 
    Luke had done the math again and again, going over his taxes. He thought he had figured out the exact amount he was supposed to pay the government. But according to the woman he spoke with on the phone, those numbers were wrong. When he asked for an explanation, he only heard a condescending, “Oh, don’t worry your handsome little head about it. Just pay this amount, and everything will be fine, sweetie.” 
 
    When he tried to protest and insisted that their numbers were incorrect, the woman on the other end said, “We use a very complicated formula to determine your tax liability. If you wish to speak with one of our auditors, that can be arranged.” 
 
    “No, no,” he stammered right away. 
 
    Officially, the auditors only looked through his finances, but if she found some other legal impropriety, he’d go to prison. Rumors flew around online of that exact process happening to one man after another. He protested his tax bill, ended up with an auditor, and she found some indiscretion on his part. He ended up in jail each and every time. 
 
    Luke tried to ignore the other guy, but he was on his knees now. He wrapped his arms around that woman’s waist and looked up at him. “I swear. Please, do whatever you want with me, but don’t take me in there. I don’t want to be sold off!” 
 
    “You should’ve thought of that before you questioned me at home in front of the children,” the woman said severely. 
 
    Luke was grateful. He could have been sold off as actual property, but Luke knew his tax liabilities could be worked off. 
 
    He didn’t face slavery; based on his inability to pay, he’d been sentenced to indentured servitude. He could work hard, clear his debts to the government, and get his life back. 
 
    The doors slid open automatically for him, and he saw a large waiting room. There were seats along the sides of the cavernous space. Above them, a sign read, For Females Only. Sure enough, several women had tired of waiting around, or maybe they just needed a rest. They sat down with their legs crossed as they played on their phones. A few men also wanted to sit down, but they couldn’t use any chairs, so they ended up on the floor. Most of them were on their knees. 
 
    Luke shook his head from side to side, disgusted that guys could allow themselves to be humiliated like that. But then he saw the line for back taxes. He strode ahead, ignoring the pounding of his heart, and waited in line. 
 
    When he couldn’t pay his taxes, his cell phone had been cut off, so he stood there and did his best not to look around. Just nine years ago, Luke would have considered himself a successful man. He had just graduated from college, and he had started his business. But now, he had to hand control of his company off to one of his employees, a girl named Sonya. She was very competent and would do a great job of running things while he worked off his debt. 
 
    Unless he wanted to liquidate the company, he had to do this. There wasn’t any way to extract any liquidity, especially when the female bankers wouldn’t trust him with a loan. 
 
    “This is just a cash flow issue,” he whispered to himself again. 
 
    That actually made him feel a little bit better. 
 
    The line proceeded surprisingly fast. He walked forward and came up to the window. A young woman with dark red hair sat behind a computer. “Name?” 
 
    “Luke Montgomery,” he said. 
 
    “I see. Your information is all here.” She typed something in, and that’s when two women emerged from one of the side doors. 
 
    “Please proceed with them, Luke,” she said. 
 
    The two women wore dark blue shirts, both tucked in. Their black pants were encircled with heavy flashlights, stun guns, and batons. When Luke glanced at them, he couldn’t help but gulp. 
 
    Right away, he knew that these females would be stronger than him. They were all about the same height, but that didn’t matter. They would know how to disarm, disable, and pin him. Within seconds, they could have him on his stomach with his hands locked behind his back. 
 
    The women smirked at him, obviously confident. Not only that, their eyes seemed to sweep up and down his body as though inspecting a piece of meat. 
 
    Meekly, he went with them. One woman walked ahead; Luke followed, and the other took up the rear, probably to make sure he didn’t panic at the last moment and try to run away. 
 
    They went back through the same side door and down a long corridor. They walked for several minutes before Luke finally managed to summon the confidence to ask, “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Equipment and Inspection,” said one of the females. 
 
    “What does that mean?” When they didn’t answer, Luke felt compelled to add, “I’m only here for temporary service. It’s not like my wife tried to sell me off or anything.” 
 
    “Sure,” said one of the women noncommittally. 
 
    They came to another set of doors. Large bolts, heavy locks, and a card reader waited for them. One of the guards slipped her key card out and slid it through the reader. Heavy, automated locks boomed as the door opened. 
 
    Luke peered cross the threshold into the other side. So far, everything he saw at the processing facility had been pretty normal and standard and perhaps even boring. Windows where women asked questions and entered data. Office chairs. Generic, corporate art in the form of water-color trees and flowers. But now, the floor gave way to dirt, girls carried ropes and leather harnesses, and then he saw some of the boys. 
 
    “What happened to them?” Luke asked as he stared. 
 
    He saw one naked, young man with his arms trapped behind his back in heavy leather binders. He wore strange, bulky boots that seemed to make it impossible for the man to walk normally. Instead, he clip-clopped forward. 
 
    And what was that guy wearing on his face? They looked like blinders, like some kind of headdress or harness for his face… 
 
    Luke froze in place, but the two guards grabbed him by his arms. Apparently, they had expected this. Maybe lots of guys froze up and freaked out at this moment. 
 
    “Come on, pony,” said one of the women. 
 
    “I’m not going to be a pony,” he said. Pony. The word sounded so pathetic, so silly. Little girls wanted ponies. Ponies were pets, little more than living toys… 
 
    “Sure, you aren’t,” answered one of the guards. It was impossible to ignore the sarcasm dripping through her voice. 
 
    “Look, I think there’s been some kind of mistake,” he said, stepping forward, turning around, and facing both of them. “My name is Luke Montgomery, and I’m a successful businessman. I’m only here for a temporary term of service.” 
 
    The women glanced back at one another. Finally, one of them smirked as she asked, “And what do you think you’re going to be doing?” 
 
    Still nervous but determined to appear nonchalant, as though he had some leverage, Luke shrugged, “I don’t know. I assumed I’d be handling some accounting or other work.” 
 
    “A boy? You think we’d let a boy handle accounting? Sweetie, that’s women’s work.” 
 
    “Then what would I be doing?” 
 
    The women didn’t say anything. Instead, they just glanced back at one another with those same cocky grins on their faces. 
 
    Then they stepped forward, reaching out for him again. 
 
    Realizing this might be his last chance, Luke decided he couldn’t do it. No. No way. He wasn’t going into that facility. This processing center wouldn’t put him to work behind a desk or something. No, it would be much worse. 
 
    He tried to break their hold. He jerked his right arm forward, then back. He kicked out, but the ladies threw him forward. 
 
    They reached down and grabbed their batons. 
 
    Ignoring them, Luke tried to scramble forward. On the other side of the facility, he saw a huge door capable of accommodating large trucks. In fact, one horse trailer was already backing up. A ramp fell, and several, naked, young men, all dressed in that same equipment trudged upward. 
 
    Luke scurried forward on his hands and knees as fast as he could. 
 
    One of the women grabbed her baton. She didn’t swing it down. Instead, she jabbed forward as she hit a button, sending sparks of electricity through the tip. 
 
    She jabbed his exposed arm, hitting him just below his shoulder. Even though Luke had heard about these shock batons, nothing prepared him for the blasting, overwhelming sensations. When he first read about these on his favorite news site, he had shrugged, thinking the guys complaining about shock batons were probably just weak. Seriously, he had experienced static electricity before, maybe snapping his finger or hand on some conductive surface. 
 
    But now Luke learned the truth. With the guards right there, the baton made contact, the electricity jumped into his skin, and everything became agony. Every competent, coherent thought he possessed in his head suddenly disappeared, washed away by a storm of agony. He cried out, twitching there on the ground. 
 
    All around, the female handlers and their pony boy subjects ignored him. Luke liked to think he would have been able to remain silent. Oh no. He shouted out as the pain squeezed his lungs. 
 
    Then it all stopped, and he was gasping, his eyes wet. When his vision finally cleared, he found the guard standing above him. 
 
    Rather than tell him to stand, they just leaned down and grabbed him. His legs didn’t seem to work, but he stumbled as best he could as they dragged him toward a stall. 
 
    Despite everything, he still tried to say, “No. No, you don’t understand. This isn’t right. I’m not supposed to be a pony. Please, don’t do this,” he cried. 
 
    They ignored him. Instead, they carried him to one of the stalls. He looked up and around. Dirt and hay covered the floor. There was a cage off to one side, small, like it had been designed to accommodate a canine. They didn’t put him in it, however. Instead, the women stood him up. They waited, almost as though they expected his legs to give out at any moment. 
 
    When he managed to remain upright, they started stripping him. His hands rose halfheartedly, but then the woman looked into his eyes, “Are you sure you want to try that? The vet is going to be here shortly to inspect you before you’re sent to the auction house.” 
 
    “Auction house?” 
 
    “We need to get the gag on him as fast as possible. I get so sick of listening to these boys,” said her colleague with a shake of her head. 
 
    “Unless you want another little blast of electricity, you’re going to be quiet from now on. Understand?” 
 
    The woman held up her baton, pressed the button, and white sparks danced at the weapon’s vicious tip. 
 
    Luke tried so hard not to get scared. He tried to hold back that terror of another wicked spike of pain, but his resolve shattered because these women could do it. They had every right to punish and discipline him. 
 
    “I—” he started to say, realized his mistake, and shut his mouth. 
 
    “They take a little while to learn, but they figure it out in the end,” one woman said derisively to the other. 
 
    Then they strode forward, grabbed his shirt, and tore the fabric from his arms and shoulders, red buttons flew everywhere. His belt didn’t last long. They pulled down his pants and boxers. 
 
    Because he could do nothing else, Luke stared straight ahead and tried to figure out some sort of strategy. Throughout his life, he had always thought tactically. It helped him in school, in his relationships, and at work. But like so many other boys, he never imagined a world where women could so thoroughly take over. 
 
    With the heat pounding through his body, he watched as they stripped him naked. Then they shoved him up against of the wall, grabbed his arms, and slipped them into a set of shackles. They brought the locks into place, clicking them and trapping him with his arms over his head. The bonds were bolted to the wall, meaning he didn’t have any slack at all. 
 
    “Do we need to use this on you?” One of the women held up a ball gag. 
 
    Pathetically, he shook his head. 
 
    “Stay silent until one of the handlers gets you equipped.” 
 
    Then they turned around and walked away as though he didn’t matter at all. 
 
    Naked and restrained, he closed his eyes for a little while. Occasionally, he heard men shout out, beg, or plead with their handlers. Then there were the other, stranger sounds which you really, really didn’t want to think about. 
 
    Whinnying. Neighs. The sounds of horses, but these weren’t the natural, organic noises he would expect from a barnyard. On the contrary, these sounded just a little bit fake, as though they came from human throats which weren’t evolved to make those sounds. 
 
    Refusing to panic, he opened his eyes and looked forward. He saw women walking around. Some of them wore suits. Others had on jeans and T-shirts. They all seemed perfectly confident and comfortable in this locale.  They were just busy doing their jobs. 
 
    For his part, Luke could only wait, but he tried to think of something he might say. When a handler showed up, he could try to speak to her, right? He could explain how this was all some sort of mistake. 
 
    But then a girl appeared at the entrance to his stall. 
 
    She looked like she was about twenty with firm, perky breasts under her white T-shirt. Dirt stained at the front, and her jeans looked like they had been used hard too. She was shorter than Luke by several inches, but she strode forward with perfect confidence, her black boots crunching against the dirt and hay beneath her feet. 
 
    “Good morning, boy,” she said as she strode forward. She had shiny brown hair that glistened under the overhead lights. “My name is Becky, and I’m here to get you equipped for the vet.” 
 
    She smiled as she stepped forward and looked into his eyes. She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand for a moment, petting him as though he were some kind of animal. Then she grinned, revealing the white of her teeth. “Now, I know you’re going to be a good boy for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    Luke needed to argue, to talk to her, to negotiate. Throughout his life, he had used words as his most important tool, using them to get people to do whatever he wanted or needed. 
 
    But now, her soft, light fingers slipped into his hair as she took a firm grip on his scalp and jerked his head up and then down again. “That’s right. You’re going to be a good pony for me,” she said. She looked so sweet, like some shy coed, but when it came to dealing with pony boys, she had all of the confidence she could ever need. 
 
    “I—” Luke started to say, but one swift, fierce glanced from that girl was enough to silence him. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’re going to be fine,” she said. “A strong, rugged boy like you will be in high demand. We just have to get you checked out by the vet before you are sent off to the auction house.” 
 
    He tried to shake his head, but she still held onto his hair. 
 
    “I bet you’re wondering what might be happening to you,” she said. “That’s okay. In fact, it’s natural to be curious. So, let me explain. You’re going to be equipped, inspected, and sent off to the auction house. Once there, you’ll get to stand up in front of lots of very rich, pretty women who will decide what to do with you.” 
 
    Again and again, Luke told himself that this was only temporary. The auction house actually made some sense, assuming the women there would bid on his temporary service… 
 
    Despite that line of reasoning, anxiety burrowed deep into his psyche. 
 
    He kept wishing he could talk to this girl, Becky, and plead with her. He kept wishing for something he could do or say to get her to listen to him. 
 
    But speaking as though she had given this lecture many times before, she continued, “Now, there are different kinds of ponies. If you’re not very lucky, you’ll be kept as a draft horse. That just means you’ll be busy pulling carts around on some farm somewhere. It happens. There are women who don’t like dealing with motors or engines so, they just buy boys like you.” 
 
    His lips parted again, and he needed to try to speak, but he stopped himself at the last moment. 
 
    Becky continued, “There are also racing ponies. Judging by the looks of your legs, I think you could be a good runner. Probably an independent. You see, there are different kinds of racing ponies. Some of them get to go on the track all on their own. A bunch more have to pull carts or chariots with drivers in the back. Those girls can be really nice or really cruel. They tend to be younger and smaller. What you think of that? Do you want a fourteen-year-old behind you, whipping you to make sure you run as fast as you can?” 
 
    Becky giggled at the thought, especially when the color drained away from Luke’s cheeks. He tried to stay stoic and unconcerned with all of this, but he couldn’t imagine some teenager having that kind of power over him. 
 
    “Then of course, there are the show ponies. Those are the boys who are paraded out and put on display in pageants. What do you think of that? Would you like to be on display in front of hundreds of women as judges inspect you? Technically, they have it the easiest, but the training is supposed to be pretty brutal. Your body needs to be perfect,” she said. 
 
    Luke shook his head from side to side. He parted his lips, and he kept hoping for permission to speak. 
 
    She didn’t give it to him. Instead, Becky stepped back and put her hands on her hips. That’s when he noticed the same type of baton hanging from her hip. If she wanted to pull it from her belt and jab it against him, she could turn his world into a storm of agony. 
 
    “Now, I’m going to get you equipped, like I said. I will let you out of the restraints, and you had better behave.” She wagged a finger at him like he was some little kid. Over the last two years, Luke had tried to get used to being addressed this way. So many women now viewed men as inherently inferior, convinced they could never achieve the same level of maturity or competence as their female counterparts. 
 
    “Understand?” 
 
    This time, Becky didn’t force his head down and up. 
 
    Even so, he nodded. It seemed like the best (and only) option. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said, approaching the plastic crate to her left. She opened it up, withdrew a set of heavy boots and other equestrian equipment. Then she finally stepped forward and loosened his shackles. Naked, he stumbled forward as she looked down at him. 
 
    “Let’s work our way from the bottom to the top, shall we?” Becky asked. 
 
    The young woman held up the boots first. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll get used to walking around in them. Besides, it’s not like you have a choice. You’ll be trotting in no time!” 
 
    Luke yearned to give a quick, defiant shake of his head. Or maybe he could actually shout at her, insisting he would never be like those other men out there. He wouldn’t get transformed into some kind of stupid animal! 
 
    Instead, he took one tentative step forward, then another. He raised his right foot and when he slipped into the heavy boot, he felt the strange angle. That’s when he noticed the gleaming lock. Once she tightened the top strap, she would be able to actually lock it in place! 
 
    He wobbled almost all at once, but Becky steadied him. “And the other one,” she said. Her hand drifted down to the stun baton. Other boys probably panicked at this moment too. 
 
    Not Luke. 
 
    He lifted his foot and slipped it down into the other artificial hoof. At once, she started to strap it on. This boot was locked on. 
 
    Next, she went for the arm binders. She grabbed his limbs and pulled them behind his back, slipping his hands into the thick, restrictive leather. Within moments, he lost the use of his hands. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, sounding almost conciliatory. “You can try to struggle. I’ve never seen a boy break out from one of those, but maybe you’ll be the first.” His nostrils twitched, but he surreptitiously tried anyway. He tugged, his muscles straining as his shoulders tensed, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to rip through this thick, durable leather. She slipped it into place, and he heard another click of a lock come from behind his back. 
 
    Next, she slipped the harness around his torso and over his shoulders. She cinched it tight. Next, she went for the headgear. “Bit,” she said, lifting the black, rubber piece toward his mouth. 
 
    If she slipped it between his teeth, he really wouldn’t be able to speak. 
 
    “Please, don’t do this,” he started to say. 
 
    His begging was cut short when she shoved the rubber gag into his mouth, pulled the straps tight around his cheeks and behind his head. She cinched and secured the tongue in the band. Just like that, Luke could no longer talk. 
 
      Next, she pulled the bridle up over his head and locked it to the bit. The extra weight felt so strange. 
 
    “Finally, blinders,” she said, attaching the leather strips. She pulled them down toward the sides of his vision, so he now had to turn his entire head if he wanted to see anything to either side. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said, grabbing a leash and securing it to a wall hook before latching it to his harness. “You’re free to walk around the stall as much as you want,” Becky said, making it sound like this was some kind of boon, when really he couldn’t take more than two or three steps in any direction. 
 
    She patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away. 
 
      
 
    At first, he just panted through his anger. Once she left and was no longer there to intimidate him, he started to grunt into his bit. A little dribble of saliva ran down the corner of his mouth which was even more demeaning because he couldn’t wipe it away. He couldn’t even lap at it with the tip of his tongue. 
 
    They really were turning him into an animal! 
 
    He took a couple of steps forward. 
 
    If he really concentrated, he knew he wouldn’t lose his balance. But at the same time, he glanced out from the stall to see other young men in the same kind of gear, only they were running or trotting. 
 
    He was never going to do that. These girls could never force him to gallop like some trained horse! 
 
    But then another person came up to him. 
 
    She was probably a year or two older than him. She had long black hair tied into a heavy bun near the back of her head. A stethoscope dangled from her neck, and she wore a white lab coat. In her arm, she held a tablet computer as she looked at him. “Number 173, previously known as Luke Montgomery.” 
 
    He glared at her. 
 
    But then her white coat puffed off to the side, revealing the same kind of shock baton hanging from her hip. 
 
    “Hello, 173,” she said. “My name is Doctor Miranda Olson, and I’m here to do your inspection today. Oh, and I have a special guest. Emma, would you like to introduce yourself?” 
 
    “Sure thing, but can I ask why?” When this young woman stepped forward, Luke’s nostrils flared with anger. This wasn’t fair. It wasn’t right. He was being put on display in front of some little girl! 
 
    Just after Doctor Olson stepped into the stall, a young woman with vivid blue eyes, blonde hair tied back into a French braid, and cute nose stepped forward. Like Becky before her, she just had on jeans and a T-shirt, but this girl looked way too young. She couldn’t have even been an adult! She had to be in high school, maybe a freshman or sophomore at the oldest. 
 
    Of course, Luke wasn’t in any position to demand her identification. 
 
    “It’s simple,” Doctor Olson said, “You want these boys to calm down. If you talk to them, they can hear your voice and settle a little bit. Also, it helps assert your authority.” 
 
    “Because we can talk, but he can’t?” 
 
    “That’s right, Emma. Would you like to introduce yourself?” 
 
    Emma stepped forward as she considered the naked, bound pony boy before her. Luke thought of throwing himself forward, if only to try to scare her, but he could tell it wouldn’t work. There was something about the smile stretching the corners of her lips and the glint in her eyes that made it very clear she enjoyed this tremendously. 
 
    “Hi,” she said with a patronizing wave of her hand. “My name is Emma, and I’m Doctor Olson’s intern. I’m interested in becoming a vet so that I can take care of ponies just like you. I’m eighteen and a senior at Queens High School.” 
 
    Luke glared at her, unwilling to believe that last part. She couldn’t possibly be an adult. She looked fourteen, maybe fifteen! But it didn’t matter because he was just a pony, and if Doctor Olson decided she wanted her intern there, then Emma had the rights of a human while he’d been relegated to the status of livestock. 
 
    “Now, the inspections are actually pretty easy. You don’t need a medical degree or anything for this. Technically, it doesn’t even take certification, but you can get that if you are interested in doing so.” 
 
    “Okay,” said the blonde. 
 
    “Would you be interested in taking his measurements like we talked about before?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Emma said with a cruel smirk on her face. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a measuring tape. 
 
    Doctor Olson crossed her arms and said, “If you think he’s going to misbehave, remember that you can always punish him.” 
 
    Luke gulped. Both women laughed. 
 
    Pulling the measuring tape out, Emma stepped forward. Some of her bluster seemed to dissipate since she had never done this before. “Start with the legs,” Doctor Olson instructed. 
 
    Emma crouched down and wrapped the measuring tape around his right calf first, followed by the corresponding thigh. Shifting a little bit, she did the same on the other side of his body before coming up and wrapping the measuring tape around his waist. She was so close. Her breasts brushed against his chest, and Luke tried to think of something else, anything else. 
 
    “It looks like he’s getting excited,” Doctor Olson pointed out. 
 
    Stepping back, Emma glanced down at the floor. 
 
    “You have much experience with young men?” 
 
    “Not a lot,” Emma said. “To be honest, I’ve been focusing mostly on my schoolwork.” 
 
    “Well, now is a good time to learn. Measure his neck, then you can work on his genitals.” 
 
    What? 
 
    Luke heard the words, yet his brain stubbornly refused to process the information. 
 
    Emma glanced up at him. Seeing him panic must have given her another shot of confidence because she started giggling and said, “What? No one told you that your manhood would be evaluated? It’s all part of making sure you’re healthy!” 
 
    “We’re also going to need a sample,” Doctor Olson reminded her intern. 
 
    “I can do it,” Emma said, nodding to herself. 
 
    She measured his neck, wrapping the measuring tape around it. As the material tightened, he shifted nervously. He glanced out toward the stall and wished he could just dart away. Under other circumstances, he could have run fast, kicking his feet against the ground and slashing his fingertips through the air as he threw himself forward. His running seemed very awkward and untrained. And, it was because boys were not taught athletics. 
 
    As a pony, he would be doing a lot of running. But it would be under female control and guidance. They would train him. 
 
    They’d tame him. 
 
    Luke tried to shake his head to get those thoughts away, but then Emma was at his side. 
 
    “Should we check his teeth?” 
 
    “Very good,” Doctor Olson said. “I was wondering if you would remember that part.” 
 
    Emma seemed to consider his bit and bridle for several more seconds before loosening some of the straps. She pulled the bit out, and that’s when he glared down at her, “Let me go. Let me out of here right now. There’s been a terminal mistake. I’m not a pony!” 
 
    “May I?” Emma asked, turning back to the doctor. 
 
    Without a word, Doctor Olson took her baton and handed it to Emma. 
 
    The teenager took it, gripped it tight, and glanced down at the button as she made sure she knew what she was doing. 
 
    Suddenly, Luke started to backup, stumbling a little bit. He had his back to the wall as he glanced over at Doctor Olson. “Please! You have to know this is wrong! I’m not supposed to be here! I’m only here for temporary service!” 
 
    “Quiet, pony,” Emma commanded. She may have been young, but she had learned the confident, imperious tone of a woman who wouldn’t tolerate disobedience from some foolish male. 
 
    He kept trying to speak, trying to talk over her. 
 
    Emma pushed the button, lifted the baton, and pushed against his side. His exposed flank was an easy target, and suddenly the electricity blasted through him. 
 
    He nearly collapsed to his knees, but he somehow stayed upright. “You’re a pony! You don’t speak.” 
 
    “If you’d like to work on some of his vocal training, feel free,” Doctor Olson said as she tapped a few data points into her tablet. 
 
    With another wicked grin, Emma came right up to him. “Whinny for me.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he wished he could say something. The words percolated right there at the edge of his tongue, but he remained quiet. She stroked his naked thigh with the back of the baton… 
 
    Luke whinnied! 
 
    Just like a pony, he whinnied as best he could, making those high-pitched, pathetic little sounds for this high school girl. She stepped back, grinned, and actually jumped up and down, “I got him to do it!” 
 
    “You did,” Doctor Olson said with a proud smile. “Now, examine his teeth.” 
 
    Stepping back toward him, Emma grabbed his chin and pulled his mouth open. She also retrieved a small flashlight from her pocket as she looked in. “Dentition looks good,” she said. 
 
    “He looks like a pretty healthy specimen,” Doctor Olson said. “But you still need that sample.” 
 
    Going to the plastic crate where Becky first retrieved his gear, Emma pulled out a small container, a pair of plastic gloves, and a tube of some kind. 
 
    Quivering in his harness with his arms trapped behind his back, Luke didn’t say anything, but he made a silent promise to himself. He wasn’t going to cooperate with these females. If they thought they could get some kind of sample from him, he would fight and resist, making sure they failed. These people needed to understand that he wouldn’t be retrained as some kind of animal! He was a man capable of thinking for himself! 
 
    With practiced ease, Becky squirted some of the lubricant on the palm of her hand. She rubbed the gloves together before walking up to him. She smiled and said, “It’s okay.” She dropped her voice to a whisper, so maybe Doctor Olson wouldn’t overhear. “Just think about what it was like for you. I’m sure you always hoped a girl like me would touch you this way.” When she smiled, she revealed the edges of her teeth. She looked hot. She probably was a cheerleader. She could have been a model. 
 
    As those thoughts drifted through his head, he yearned to step aside, but the threat of another shock held him in place as she reached down. With one hand, she started to stroke the underside of his exposed scrotum. Her fingers played along his balls, soft, tantalizing touches from a beautiful girl. Then her fingers moved up toward his erection. He was hard now. 
 
    No. No. No. 
 
    This couldn’t be happening. 
 
    Luke fought so hard to keep his body from reacting this way, yet the girl teased him with every tantalizing caress. Even the plastic around her fingers wasn’t enough to hold off his arousal. The excitement started pumping through his body, pounding harder and quicker with every moment. His breathing became fractured as he gasped. 
 
    “You might need to speed up a little bit to make sure he climaxes,” Doctor Olson suggested. 
 
    Sure enough, Emma wrapped her fingers around his shaft and tugged gently. She made sure not to hurt the pony, but she would make sure he climaxed. 
 
    He still struggled to hold out and delay or deny the inevitable. 
 
    But this boy didn’t understand his new place in society. He wasn’t a person. He had no rights. The law made that very clear. He had failed to pay his taxes, so now he belonged in a harness and bridle with girls like Emma and Becky as his superiors. 
 
    She continued to touch him, moving her hand up and down. The softness of her Palm felt so good. 
 
    She took the container, held it against the tip of his cock, and waited as she continued to squeeze. 
 
    A shudder ran through his body as his shaft start to pulsate. He came hard, squirting his load into that tube. But this teenager didn’t settle for just a few squirts. Instead, she continued to squeeze, draining him of every last drop. And when she finished, he nearly stumbled forward. 
 
    “Very nicely done,” Doctor Olson said, putting her hand on Emma’s shoulder. “I think you’re going to make an amazing vet someday.” 
 
    “Thank you, Doctor!” Emma’s eyes shone brightly. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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